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LITEHATÜHR.

(From Rose-Belford Magazine.)

THE HAUNTED HOTEL.
Wilkie Collins’* New Story.

CONTINUED.

CHAPTER rmi.

Before the end of the week 
the manager found himself in 
relations with “the family" onoè 
more. A telegram from Milan an
nounced that Mr. Francis West- 
wick would arrive in Venice on the 
next day, and would be obliged if 
Number Fourteen on the first floor, 
could be reserved for him, in the 
event of its being vacant at the 
time.

The manager paused to consider 
before he Issued his directions.

The renumbered room had been 
last let to a French gentleman. It 
would be occupied on the day of Mr. 
Francis Westwlck’e arrival, but it 
would be empty again on the day 
after. Would it be well to reserve 
the room for the special occupation 
of Mr. Francis, and when he had 
passed the night unsuspiciously and 
comfortably In “ No. 13 A,” to ask 
him in the presence of witnesses bow 
be liked bis bedchamber? In this 
case, if the reputation of the room 
happened to be called in question 
again, the answer would vindicate 
it, on the evidence of a member of 
the very family which had first 
given Number Fourteen a bad name. 
After a little reflection the manager 
decided on trying the experiment, 
and directed that “ 13 A ’’ should 
be reserved accordingly,

On the next day Francis West- 
wick arrived, in excellent spirits.

He bad signed agreements with 
the most popular dancer in Italy ; 
he had transferred the charge of 
Mrs. Norbury to bis brother Henry, 
who bad joined him In Milan, and be 
was now at full liberty to arouse 
himself by testing in every possible 
way the extraordinary influence 
exercised over bis relatives Ijy the 
new hotel. When his brother and 
sister first told him what their ex
perience had been, he instantly de
clared he would go to Venice in the 
interest of the theatre. The circum
stances related to him contained 
valuable hints for a ghost drama. 
The title occurred to him in the rail
way : “ The Haunted Hotel.” Post 
that in red letters six feet high, on a 
black ground, all over London slid 
trust the excitable public to crowd 
into the theatre !

Received with the politest atten
tion by the manager, Francis met 
with a disappointment on entering 
the hotel. “Some mistake,sir. No 
such room on the first floor as Num
ber Fourteen. The room hearing 
that number is on the second^floor. 
and has been occupied by mé from 
the day when the hotel opened. 
Perhaps you meant No. 13 A, on 
the first floor? It will be at your 
service to-morrow—a charming 
room. In the mean time, we will do 
the best we can for you to-night."

A man who is the successful 
manager of a theatre is probably the 
last man in the civilized universe 
who is capable of being impressed 
with favorable opinions of bis fellow- 
creatures. Francis privately set the 
manager down as a humbug, and the 
story about the numbering of the 
rooms as a lie.

On the day of his arrival he dined 
by I mself in the restaurant, before 
the hoir of the table d'hote, for the 
express purpose of questioning the 
whiter without being overheard by 
anybody. The answer led him to the 
conclusion that “ 13 A ” occupied 
the situation in the hotel which bad 
been described by hi* brother and 
sister as the situation of “ 14.”. He 
asked next for the Visitors’ List, and 
found that the French gentleman 
who lhen occupied “ 18 A” was the 
proprietor of a theatre In Paris, per
sonally well-known to him. Was 
the gentleman then in the hotel ? He 
had gone out, but would cer
tainly. return for the table d'hote. 
When the public dinner was over 

' Francis entered the room, and was 
welcomed by bis Parisian colleague, 
literally with open arms. “ Come 
and have a cigar In my room,” said 
the friendly Frenchman. “ I want 
to hear whether you have really en
gaged that woman at Milan or not.” 
In this easy way Francis found his 
opportunity of comparing the interior 
of the room with the description 
which hi- had heard of it at Milan.

Arriving at the door the French, 
man bethought himself of hie travels 
ling companion. “ My scene-painter 
is here with me,” he said, “ on tbe 
lookout for materials. An excel
lent fellow, who wil^take it as a 
kindness if we ask him to join us 
I’ll tell the porter to send him up 

^yhen he comes in." He handed the 
key of the room to Francis. “I’ll 
be back in a minute. It’s at the 
end of the corridor—18 A.”

Frlneie entered the room alone. 
There were the decorations on the 
walls and the celling, exactly as they

f
had been described to hlm 1 He had 

)et time to perceive this at a glance 
■ uefore bU attention was diverted to 
himself and his own sensations by a 
grotesquely disagreeable oocuraooe 
which took him completely by sur
prise.

He became conscious of a myster
iously offensive odor in the room, 
entirely new in his experience of re
volting smells. It was composed (if 
such a thing could be) of two ming
ling exhalations, which were separ
ately discoverable exhalations never
theless. This strange blending of 
odors consisted of something faintly

and unpleasantly aromatic, mixed j His experience on the stage, gathered 
with another underlying smell, so, at innumerable rehearsals with many 
unutterably sickening that he threw actresses who had sorely tried his 
open the window and put bis bead temper, had accustomed him to speak
out into the fresh air, nnable to en
dure the horribly Inflected atmos
phere for a moment longer.

The French p»q(irt6taif joined his 
English friend with his cigar already 
lit. He started back in dismay at a 
sight terrible to his countrymen in 
general—the eight of an open win
dow. “ You English people are per
fectly mad on the subject of fresh minutes.” she

roughly to women who were dlstaste- 
Inl to him. “ I remember you," he 
answered. “ I thought you were in 
America 1”

She look no notice of hie ungra
cious tone and manner ; she simply 
stopped him when he lifted his hat 
and turned to go.

“ Let me walk with you, for a few

air 1” he exclaimed. “ We shall 
catch our death of cold.”

Francis turned and looked at him 
in astonishment. “ Are you really 
not aware of the smell there is in 
the room V’ he asked.

“SmellI” repeated his brother 
manager. “ I smell m> own good 
cigar. Try one yourself. And for 
heaven’s sake shut the window I”

Frawels declined the cigar by a 
sign. “ Forgive me,” he said. “ I 
will leave you to close the window. 
I feel faint and giddy—I bad better 
go out.” He put his handkerchief 
over bis nose and month and crossed 
the room to the door.

The Frenchman followed the 
movements of Francis In such a 
state of bewilderment that he actual
ly forgot to seize the opportunity of 
shutting out the fresh, air. “ Is it so 
nasty as that?” he asked, with a 
broad stare of amazement.

“ Horrible I” Francis muttered be
hind bis handkerchief. “I never 
smelt anything like it in my life !”

There was a knock at the door. 
The scene-painter appeared. Hia 
employer instantly asked him if be 
smelt anything.

“ I smell your cigar. Delicious I 
Give me one directly I”

“ Wait a minute. Besides my 
cigar, do you smell anything else— 
vile, abominable, hever-never-never 
smelt before?”

The scene-painter appeared to be 
puzzled by the vehement energy of 
the language addressed to him 
“ The room is as fresh and sweet as 
a room can be,” he answered. As 
spoke he looked back with astonish
ment at Francis Westwick, standing 
outside in the corridor and eyeing 
the interior of the bed-chamber with 
an expression of undisguised disgust.

The Parisian director approached 
his English colleague, and looked at 
him with grave and anxious scrutiny.

You see, my friend, here are two 
of us, with as good noses as yours, 
who smell nothing. If yon want 
evidence from more noses, look 
there I” He pointed to two little 
English girls, at play in the corridor. 
“ The door of my room is wide open 
—and you know how fast a smell can 
travel. Now listen, while I appeal 
to these innocent noses, in the lang
uage of their own dismal island. 
My little loves, do you sniff a nasty 
smell here — ha?” The children 
burst out laughing, and answered 
emphatically, “ No.” “ My good, 
Westwick,” the Frenchman resumed, 
in bis own language, “ the conclusion 
is surely plain ? There Is something 
wrong, very wrong, with your own 
cose. I recommend you to see a 
medical man.”

Having given that advice, be re
turned to hie room, and shut out the 
horrid fresh air with a loud exclama
tion of relief. Francis left the hotel 
by the lanes that led to the square of 
St. Mark. The night bremra soon 
revived him. He was able to light a 
cigar, and to think quietly over what 
had happened.

CBAFTEB XIX.

Avolding the crowd under the col
onnades, Francis walked slowly up 
and down the noble open space of the 
square, bathed In the light of the 
rising moon.

Without being aware of it himself, 
he was a thorough materialist. The 
strange effect produced on him by 
the room—following on thef other 
strange effects produced on this other 
relatives of Me dead brother—exer
cised no perplexing influences over 
the mind of this sensible , man. 
“ Perhaps,” he reflected, “ my tem
perament Is more imaginative than I 
thought it to be—and this is a trick 
played on me by my own fancy. Or, 
perhaps my friend is right ; something 
is physically amiss with me. ; I don’t 
feel ill, certainly. But that isn’t a 
safe criterion sometimes. Iam not 
going to stSep in thht abominable1 
room to-night—I can Well wait until 
to-morrow to decide whether I shall 
speak to a doctor or not. In the 
meantime the hotel doesn’t seem 
likely to supply roe with the subject 
of a piece. A terrible smell from an 
invisible ghost is a perfectly Bow 
idea. But it has one drawback. If 
I realize it on the stage I shall drive 
the people out of the theatre.”

As bis strung common sense came 
to this facetious conclusion^ be be
came aware of a lady, dressed en
tirely li black, who. was observing, 
him with marked attention. “ Am I 
right In supposing you to be Mr. 
Francis Westwick?” the lady asked 
at the moment when be looked at 
her.

“ That is my name, madam. May 
I enquire to whom I have the honor 
of speaking?”

“We have only met once,” she 
answered, a little evasively, » wbea 
your late brother Introduced me to 
the members of your family. I won
der if you have quite forgotten my 
big black eyes and my hideous com
plexion ? ' She lifted her ynii as she 
spolfe, ahd turned so that the moon
light rested on her face.

Francis recognized at a glance thé 
woman of all others whom he most

replied. “ I

ry. He frowned as he looked at her.

have aâtoethlng to
He showed her bis cigar. “I am 

smoking,” he said.
“ I don’t mind smoking.”
After that there was nothing to be 

done (short of downright brutality) 
but to yield. He did it with the 
worst possible grace. “ Well,” he 
resumed, “ what do you want with 
me?”

“ You shall hear directly, Mr. 
Westwick. Lot me first tell you my 
positron. I am alone in the world. 
To the loss of my husband has 'now 
been added another bereavement, the 
loss of my companion in America, 
my brother, Baron River.

The reputation of the Baroq and 
the doubt which scandal bed thrown 
on bis asaumed'relationshlp to the 
Countess were well known to Francis. 
“ Shot in a gambling saloon?” he 
asked, brutally.

“ The question it a natural one on 
your part,” she said, with the impen
etrably ironical manner which she 
could assume on certain occasions ; 
“as a native of horse-racing Eng
land. you belong to a nation of 
gamblers. My brother died no ex
traordinary death, Mr. Westwick. 
He tank, with many other unfortu
nate people, under a fever prevalent 
in a Western city which we chanced 
to visit. The calamity of hie loss 
made the United States unbearable 
to me. I left by the first steamer 
that sailed from New York, a French 
vessel which brought me to Havre. 
I continued my lonely journey to the 
south of France. And then I went 
oo to Vienna.”

“ What does all this matter to 
me,” Francis thought to himself. 
She paused, evidently expecting him 
to say something. “ So, you have 
come to Venice,” he said, carelessly. 
“Why?"

“ Because I couldn’t help it,” she 
answered.

Francis looked at her with cynical 
curiosity. “That sounds odd,” be 
remarked. “ Why couldn’t you help 
it?”

“ Women are accustomed to act On 
impulse,” she explained. “ Suppose 
we say that an impulse has directed 
my journey? And yet, this Is the 
last place in the world that I wish to 
And myself in. Associations that I 
detest are connected with it In my 
mind. If I had a will of my own I 
would never see it again. I hate 
Venice. As you see, however, I am 
here. When did you meet with such 
an unreasonable woman before ? I 
am sure you never did I” She ceased, 
eyed him for a moment, and altered, 
her tone. “ When is Miss Agnes 
Lockwood expected to be In Venice?” 
she asked

It was not easy to throw Francis 
off his balance, but that extraordi
nary question did it. “ How the 
devil did you know Miss Lockwood 
was coming to Venice ?” he angrily 
exclaimed.

“ She laughed—a bitter, mocking 
laugh. “ Sày-, I guessed it.”

Something ic her tone, or perhaps 
something in the audacious defiance 
of her eyes as they rested ou him, 
roused the quick temper that was in 
Francis Westwick. “ Lady Mont- 
barry—” he began,

“ Stop there I" she interposed. 
“ Your brother Stephen’s wife calls 
herself Lady Montbarry. I share 
my title with no woman. Call me 
by my name before I committed the 
fatal mistake of marrying your poor 
brother. Address me, if you please, 
as Countess Narorts.”

“Countess Narona,” Francis re
sumed, “ if your object in claiming 
my. acquaintance is to mys’lfy me 
you have come to the wrong man. 
Speak plainly or permit me to wish 
you good evening.”

“If your object it to keep Miss 
Lockwood’s arrival In Venice a secret 
too," she retorted, “ speak plainly, 
Mr. Westwick, on your side, and 
tell me so.”

Her intention was evidently to 
irritate Mint «fid she succeeded. 
“ Nonsense," he broke out, petulant
ly, “My brother’s travelling ar- 
rangeioents are secrets to trbpôdy. 
He brings MtafLoflkwood here with 
Lady Montbarry and the children. 
As you seem so well Informed per
haps vou know why she is coming to 
Venice?"

The Countess bad beoome sudden
ly grave and thoughtful. She made 
no reply. The two very strangely 
associated companions, reschlug one 
extremity of the square, were oow 
standing before the Church of St. 
Mark. The moonlight was bright 
enough tQ show the architecture of 
the grand cathedral In all its wonder
ful variety of detail. Even the 
pldgeons of St. Mark were visible in 
dark, clorMyÿpaeked rows, roosting 
In the archways of the geest entrance 
doors.

“ I never saw the old Church look 
so heaulifol by moonlight,” said the 
Countess, quietly, speaking not to 
Frauds bat to herself. “ Good -bye, 
St. Mark’s by moonlight I I shall 
cot see yon again.”

She turned away from the Ohnroh 
and saw Francis looking at her with 
wondering eyes. “ No,” she said,

cordially djsliksd, the widow of bis placidly plating *p the lost thread of 
late brother, the first Lord Montbar- the conversation," “ I don’t

Mist Look wood
know why 

Is coming here : I

only know that we are pot to meet in 
Veoioe.”

“By previous appointment?"
“ By destiny,” she answered,, with 

her bead on her breast and her eyes 
on the ground. Francis burst out 
laughing. “Or, if you like it any 
better,” she instantly resumed, “ by 
what fools call chance."’

Francis answered easily, out of 
the depths of his strong common 
sense. “ Chance seems to be taking 
a queer way of bringing the meeting 
about,” he said. “ We have all ar
ranged to meet at the Palace Hotel. 
How it it that your name ia not on 
the visitors' list? .Destiny ought to 
have brought you to the Pataee Hotel 
too.”

She abruptly pulled down her veil. 
“ Destiny may do that yet,” she said. 
“ The Palace Hotel,” she repeated, 
speaking onoo more to herself, “ the 
old hell transformed ioto the new 
purgatory ; the place itself. Jesus 
Maria I the place itself I” She paused 
and laid her hand on her companion's 
arm. “ Perhaps Miss Lockwood is 
not going there with the rest of you. 
Are you positively sure efie will lie 
at the hotel?” she burst out with 
sudden eargerness.

“ Positively I Haven’t I told you 
that Miss Lockwood travels with 
Lord and Lady Montbarry? and do 
you not know that she ia a member 
of the family? You will have to 
move, Countess, to our hotel"

She was perfectly impenetrable to 
the bantering tone in which he 
spoke. “ Yes," she said, faintly, “ I 
shall have to move to your hotel.” 
Her .hand was still on his arm ; he 
could feel her shivering from head to 
foot while she spoke. Heartily as ho 
disliked and distrusted her, common 
humanity obliged him to ask her if 
she felt cold.

“ Yes ; cold and faint,” she said.
“ Cold and faint, Countess, on such 

a night as this ?"
“ The night has nothing to do with 

it, Mr. Westwick. How do you sup
pose the criminal feels on the seaflold; 
while the hangman is fixing the rope 
around bis neok? Cold and faint, 
too, I should think. Excuse my 
grim fancy. You see destiny lias 
got the rope round my neck—and I 
feel it!”

She looked about her. They were 
at that moment close to the famous 
café known as “ Florian's.” “ Take 
me In there,” she said. “ I must 
have something to revive me. You 
had better not hesitate. You are 
interested in reviving me. I have 
not said what I wanted to say to you 
yet. It’s business and it's connected 
with your theatre.”

Wondering inwardly what she 
could possibly want with hia theatre, 
Francis reluctantly yielded to the 
necessities of the eituution and took 
her into the cafe. Ho found a quiet 
corner in which they could take their 
places without attracting notice. 
“ What will you have ?" he inquired, 
resignedly. She gave her own 
orders to the waiter, without troub
ling him to speak for her :

“ Maraschino. And a pot of tea."
The waiter stared ; Francia stared ; 

The tea was a novelty (ia connec
tion with maraschino) to both of 
them. Careless whether she sur
prised them or not, she instructed 
the waiter, when her directions had 
been complied with, to pour a large 
wineglassful of the liquor into a 
tumbler and fill It up from the tea
pot. “ I can’t do it for myself,” she 
remarked, “ my hand trembles so.” 
She drank the strange mixture 
eagerly, hot as It was. “Maraschino 
punch—will you taste some of it’" 
she said. “I Inherit the discovery 
of this drink. When your English 
Queen Caroline wts on the Cop- 
tinent my mother was attached to 
court. That much-injured royal 
person invented in her happier hours 
maraschino punch. Fondly attached 
to her gracious mistress, my mother 
shared her tastes. And I, in ray 
turn, learnt from my mother. Now, 
Mr. Westwick. suppose I tell you 
wbst my business is. You are 
manager of a theatre. Do you want 
a new play?"

“ I always want a new play—pro
vided it’s a good one.”

“ And you pay if it’s a good one ?”
“ I pay liberally—In my own in

terests.”
“ If I write the play, will you read 

it?"
Francis hesitated. “ What has 

put writing a play into your head ?” 
he asked.

“ Mere accident,” she answered. 
“ I had once occasion to tell my late 
brother of a visit I paid to Misa 
Lockwood when I was last in Eng
land. He "took no interest In what 
what had happened at the Interview, 
hut something «truck him in my 
way of relating It. He said ; ‘ You 
describe what passed between you 
and the lady with the point and con
trast of good stage (dialogue. You 
have the dramatic instinct—try if 
yon can write a pi iy. You might 
make money.’ Thai put it into my 
head."

These last words seemed to startle 
Francis. “ Surely you don't want 
money I" he exclaimed.

“ I always want money. My 
tastes ars Expensive. I have noth
ing but my poor little four hundred 
a year—and the wrrok that Is left of 
the other money. About two hun
dred pounds In circular notes, no 
more.”

Francis knew Hint she was re-, 
ferring to the £10,000,paid by the 
Insurance offices. “ All those thou
sands gone already ?” he exclaimed.

She blew a little puff of air over 
her fingers. “ Gone like that l” she 
aneweredj coolly.

“ Baron River?”
She looked at him with a flash of

anger in her hard black eyes.
“ My affairs are my own secret, 

Mr. Westwick. I have made you 
a proposal—and yon have not 
answered me yet. Don’t ssy ‘No’ 
without thinking first. Remember 
whata life mine has been. I have 
seen more of the world than most 
people, play wrigbts included. I 
have had strange adventures; I have 
heard remarkable stories ; I haVe 
observed ; I have remembered. Are 
there no materials here in my head 
for writing a play—If the opportu
nity ie granted to me?” She waited 
a moment and suddenly repeated her 
strange question about Agnes. 
“ When Miss Lockwood expected to 
be in Venice ?”

“ What has that to do with your 
new play, Countess?"

The Conntcss appeared to feel 
some difficulty in giving that ques
tion its fit reply. She mixed another 
tumblerful of the maraschino punch 
and drank one good half of it before 
she spoke again.

“ It has everything to do with my 
new play,” was all she taid, “Ans
wer me.” Francis answered her.

“ Miss Lockwood may be here in 
a week. Or, for all I know to the 
contrary, sooner than that.”

“ Very well. If I am a living 
woman and a free woman in a week’s 
time—or if I am in possession of 
my senses Ic a week's time (don't 
interrupt me ; I know what I am 
talking about)—I shall go to Eng
land, and I shall write a sketch or 
outline of my play as a specimen of 
what I can do. Once again, will 
you read it?”

“ I will certainly read It. But, 
Countess, I don’t understand.”—

She held up her hand for silence, 
and finished the second tumbler of 
maraschino punch.

“I am a living enigma—and you 
want to know the right reading of 
me,” she said. “ Here Is the reading 
as your English phrase goes, in à 
nutshell. There is a foolish idea in 
the minds of many persons that the 
natives of warm climates are imagin
ative people. -There never was a 
greater mistake. You will find no 
such unimaginative people anywhere 
as you find in Italy, Spain, Greece 
and the other southern countries. 
To anything fanciful, to anything 
spiritual, their minds are deaf aid 
blind by nature. Now and then in 
lire course of centuries a great gen
ius springs up amongst them, and 
be is the except1 on which proves the 
role. Now see ! I, though I am no 
—genius—I am, in my little way (as 
I suppose) an exception, too. To 
my sorrow, I have some of that 
imagination which is so common 
among the English and the Germans 
—so rare among the Italians, the 
Spaniards and the rest of them I 
And whit is the result? I think it 
has become a disease m me. I am 
filled with presentiments which make 
this wicked life of mine one long 
terror to me. It does not matter 
just now what they are. Enough 
that they absolutely govern me— 
they drive me over land and sea at 
their own horrible will ; they are In 
me, and torturing me, at this mo
ment I Why don't I resist them? 
Ha! but I do resist them. I am 
trying (with the help of the good 
punch) to resist them now. At in
tervals I cultivate the difficult vir
tue of sound sense. Sometimes 
sound sense makes a hopeful woman 
of me. At one time, I had the hope 
that what seemed reality to me was 
only mad delusion, after all—I even 
asked the question of an English 
doctor. At other limes, other sen
sible doubts of myself beset me. 
Never mind dwelling on them now
it always ends in the old terrors and 
superstitions taking possession of 
me again. In a week’s time I shall 
know whether Destiny does indeed 
decide my friture for me, or whether 
I .decide it for myself. In the last 
«lise, my resolution is to absorb this 
self-tormenting fancy of mine in the 
occupation that I have told you of 
already. Do you understand me a 
little better now? And, our business 
being settled, dear Mr. VVeatwiek, 
shall we get out of this hot^oom 
into the nice, cool sir again?”

They rose to leave the cafe. 
Francis privately eoeolnded that the 
marashino punch offered lbs only 
discoverable explanation of what the 
Countess had said to him.

TO B1 CONTINUED.

A Yankee Mandarin is not a 
bad idea. We have one—Jeremiah 
Yocum, a tarry mariner of Cape Cod, 
who someth back to his own country 
as an attaché of the recently arrived 
Chinese embassy. The story goes 
that his fattier, captain of a whaler, 
rescued a disabled jnuk in 1841,oen- 
tainlng five Chinese mandarins of 
high rank, and towed it into port. 
The captain was loaded with presents 
at the time, anil, when he returned 
with his orphan son on the next voy
age, the boy was seat to the royal 
preparatory school at Canton. At 
seventeen he entered the Imperial 
college, and spent eight years mas
tering the Chinese language, after 
which be taught and translated the 
Chinese geography into English, and 
last year he was made a mandarin, 
and 'attached to the Chinese mission 
to-the United States.

Tut United States is the only 
great. nation to-day In the happy 
condition of exporting much and im
porting little. All the others are 
compelled to go outside of tb»ir 
limits for bresd and meat and other 
necesasarles of life.
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The béat and cheapest Soap in the 
Market.

Business Cards.
SACKVILLE

BOOK STORE.
OPPOSITE THE

* Brunswick House.’ 

««H R. C. CHAPMAN.

W. H. OLIVE,
I. C.R. TICKET A6ENT,
Forwsrd-ng Agent and Owtom 

House Broker,

67 Prince Wm. St. 

BT. JOHN, N. B.

JOS. B. DICKSON. WM. A. TRUEMAN

A. E. OULTON, 
BARRISTER-AT-LAW, SOLICITOR, 

Notary Public, Conveyancer, etc. 
Optics ? - A. L. Palmer’s Building,

m Dorchester, N. B. 
CHARLES R. SMITH, 

Barrister and Attorney - at - Law, 
Solicitor, Conveyancer, Notary 

Public, Ac.
A.NHBB9T, ...... If. S.

Prompt attention paid to the collection ot 
debts and transaction of bueineaegenerally.

W.F. COLEMAN, M.D.,M.B.C.S.EN8. H-
Oculist and Our is t to St. John Gen

eral Public Hospital.

BLAK8LEE k WHITENECT,
DKALKRS IB

Piter Haute, Witte Leal, Oils. VariUto, ic.
22 Germain St., St. John, N. B.

T. S. SIMMS A CO.,
Manufacturers of all kinds of Brushes 

and Corn Brooms,
No. 206 UNION STBBBT, 

june 14 ST. JOHN, N. B.

George Iff lx on,
Wholesale and Retail Dealer nr

PAPER HANGING,
Bru» h es and Window Glass.

Kino St. - - - St. John, N. B.

CO

New Harness 8hop.
rpHE Subscriber has opened a Harness 

Shop opposite the Lawrence Hons*. 
where he intends to

Manufacture Harnesses
and do general repairing, at modérât 
rates.

NATHAN G. BULMER. 
Sackrille, Sept. 8th, 1877.

Wilson, Gilmour & Go.,
204 UNION ST.,

Capt. McLean’s Brick Building, 

ST. JOHN, N. B.

Practice limited to diseases of the Eye 
ancl Ear.
Office—82 GERMAIN STREET, corner 

North Market Street,
SAINT JOHN, - - - N. B

Hours: II to 1,and2to6.

L. WESTERGAABD k CO.,
Ship Agents Ac Ship Brokers,

(Consulate of the Netherlands,) 
(Consulate of Austria and Hungary,)

No. 127 WALNUT STREET, 
l. wests boa ard, > Philadelphia.
oeo. e. TowNSHBND, ) July 24

I»

$5 for 15 Cents !

Xarbleized Mantles and Grates,

PORTABLE RANGES,

INSTRUCTIONS which will en
able any tie to paint In oil I'OllTRSITS of «1/or fritndt 

•ent for 15c. Don't pay Agente $5.
Address J. HUTCHINSON,

Pabbsbobo , N. S

Tinware, etc., etc., 

REFRIGERATORS, 

JEWELRY, WATCHES, CLOCKS, &c. GRANITE iron WARE

yyEDDINO BINGS, made to order July 1» W., G. 1 CO.

STIMPSON, WALLACE * CO.,
rtANUFAOTUKEB* OF THE

Improved Blew Dominion

ORGANS.
ST. JOHN, - - - - N. B.
This is the most popular Organ manu

factured in Canada.
Sales have doubled in six months,

Manufacture six per week. 

KE^Sond for Circular and Price List.

EDDING RINGS, made to order 
at W. TREMAINE GARD’S.

FINE GOLD and Silver Watches and 
Jewelry at W. TREMAINE GARD’S.

8^—Orders from the Country solicited.
Jewelry Made and Repaired and Satis

faction Guaranteed, at

W. TREMAINE GARD’S,
78 King Street, St. John, N. B.

A few doors South of King St.

Excelsior

O-AZRDI
npHE Subscriber hereby begs leave to 

■“ return thanks to the inhabitants of 
Dorchester and vicinity for their liberal 
patronage in the past, and hopes to merit 
a continuance of the same.

He has imported direct from England am 
assortment of

Roofioe Felt Manufacturing Co. Gent,s Boot t°p®
J. W. PATISSON, - - XANA9IB.

MARBLE

AND

FREESTONE

WORKS.
II. J. MoGRATH, 

Dorchester, N. B.

HAVING purchased the entire Stock in 
Trade of Mr. Pbtbb Hagan, and 

with his previously large Stock ot

ITALIAN, SOUTHERN FALLS, AND 
RUTLAND MARBLES.

the Subscriber has now one of the largest 
and best selected stock of Monumental 
Marbles to be found in the country. All 
Stock is guaranteed.

8J** Prices twenty per cent, lower than 
any other Establishment in the Provinces.

AMHERST FOUNDRY
—and-----

MACHINE SHOP,
MANOTACTOBT OP

Pitch, Tar, Asphalt, Dry 
and Tarred Paper

Always on Hand in Large Quantities at 
Lowest Market Prices.

a. p. McDonald & co.,
Sole Agents for Maritime Provinces,

No. 17 Aleman Mite North Wharf,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

BEFORE buying or renting a 
Cabinet or Parlor Organ, be 

sure to send for our latest Cata
logues and Circulars with new 
Styleg and reduced prices. It 
contains much information. Sent 
free. MASON A HAMLIN OR
GAN CO., Boston, New York, 
tnd Chicago ; or, G. C. FAW
CETT, Upper Sackrille, N. B., 
sole and exclusive Agent for West
morland County.

of the best quality ; and has' secured the 
services of first-class mechanics, and ia 
prepared to attend to all orders in hia line 
with neatness, durability and despatch.

He has also on hand an assortment of

ladles* and Children’s Wear
suitable for the summer trade, which will 
be sold at prices to suit the times.

8. McDOWELL,
Boot *nd Shoemaker. 

Dorchester, May 15, 1878.

U. S. Piano Co.
$290.

o

Ship’s Castings, Steves, 

HOLLOW WABB, TUT WASH, 
PLOUGHS, AC. 

AMHERST, - - - NOVA SCOTIA.

Andres’ Marble Works,
Amherst and Wallace, N. 8.

rpHB Subscriber having a large amount 
X of superior ITALIAN and AMERI
CAN MARBLE on hand,is prepared to sell

Gravestone» and Monuments
or Either AenUly,

At greatly reduced price*. _ He has 
al*o a lari 
quality

tally reduced price*. He 
tree amount i.f MARBLE and 
FREESTONE at extremely

Turkey Is to pay Russia a war 
Indemnity of $62,000,000.

first
KESTONE at extremely low 

price,. Alro, Italian Marble Table and
Counter Tope.Person, are cautlou.il against buying 
Southern Fall* American Marble for the 
Italian,a* oa account of their resemblance, 
It I* frequently sold for the latter.

Person* wishing to purchase will fled h 
decidedly to their advantage to call and 
examine for them eels*, before jurying

All orders promptly attended to, end 
finished In e workmanlike manner. De
signs sent free when reqeired.

Sh Bn ANDRES.
Amherst, N. 5., Dec. 12, 1876.

Ky*D. LUND, Agent for taking orders 
in Sackrille and ricrotty,

NOTICE.

rpHE CO-PARTNERSHIP BUSINESS 
X which existed between the Subscriber 

and his late father, Thomas Baird, Esq., 
is now continued by the Subscriber John 
Milton Baird alone under the Old style 
of Firm ot

THOMAS BAIRD 4 SOIS,
Pursuant to the provision of his father’s 
W1U.

JOHN MILTON BAIRD. 
Sackville, Oct. 22nd, 1877.

YOU ask WHY we can sell First-class 
7 1-8 Octave Rosewood Pianos for 

$290. 1 >ur answer ie, that it costs less 
than $300 to make any $600 Piano sold 
through Agents, all of whom make 100 
per cent, profit. We have no Agents, 
but sell direct to Families at Factory 
price, and warrant five years. We send 
our Pianos everywhere for trial, and re
quire no payment unless they are found 
satisfactory. Send for Illustrated Circular, 
which gives full particulaist, and contains 
the names of over 1500 Bankers, Mer
chants and Families that arc using our 
Pianos in every State of the Union. Please 
state where you saw this notice.

I
O LONGER AGENT.-Oir
Agreement with W. H. Olivk, of St. 
John. N. B., has this day terminated 
by mutual consent. In the meantime,

parties desiring Mashlnerjr can
obtain information from

Aie» PISHSS, Truro. M.8., or 
JOHN WELSH, St. Hzrtbt, N.B.

Both preolicsl men whose judgment 
and edvtce can be relied on.

Prices Reduced I

Greet Improvements in our Saw Isons, 
Portable tiatar Muxs, Foxtails Saw 
Mills. Address

DATUMS WINE DORIS Cl.,
Brantford, Canada. 

February 1st, 1178. D. s. ».

ADDRESS i

0.8. HARO GO., 810 OROAOWAY
New York

NEW HARNESS SHOP
I HAVE OPENED, in connection with 

the old stand, a

Retail sad Repair Shop,
InCHIGNECTO HALL, Lower aeekvtlle, 
where AV my euttomers will he attended 
in ^ronrptly^and et cheap rates,—Mr. O.

STEPHEN AYES.
HARM ESSES at either establishment 

will he sold for probant pay or cash at 
three month., Ckclper than at any 
other establishment in the Provisos*. 
Cell end obtain prices. 8. A.

fTIHE Subscriber would intimate to the 
X people of Sackrille and vicinity that 
he has arranged elth the Proprietors of 
the Colonial Foundry for the

RETAIL TRADE OF THEIR

STOVES,
And baa now removed to his new Store, 
near Alex. Grey’s heu.e, Sackville, where 
he ie prepared to fruniih Stoves of nearly 
nil description. Also,

OF ALL KIUD8.

Persons wonting anything in this line, 
it will beta their edranlege Ie call and 
inspect my samples before petehaalee

•‘•’IIS»'
id I 

_JtM
Stoves i------------ - -
prices will he paid.

HARVEY MURREY.
Sackrille, Jan. 8th, 187S.

I BÉÉià «MÛte


