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- SISTER ANNE,

From N. Y. World,

Sister Anne sat in the porch watch-
ing the sunset. The luminary whom
the old-fashioned poets have baptized

_with-all sorts of names mooner than
degrade their verses with the fine
old Saxon word * sun, " this planet
of many aliases was never more
splendid than on tho preseat ooc-
casion. There was a purple edge of
hill on which he was hovering, red
and enormous, as if he were recon-
noitring the huge steeps down which
he was about to plange. On the
serrated crest of the purple hill
waved a few trees, standing black
against the fiery glow, like watching
warriors thrown out aguinst the flame
of some.besieged and burning for-
tress. All along the meadows and
creeks that stretched from the base
of the purple hill to the porch where
Sister Anne was sitting, a tide of
golden light was slowly ebbing. A
moment ago it was rippling over the

* walks, making like a second Pastolus,
the very gravel shine like golden
pebbles, and now it has receded and
washes the edges of the green
meadow below and trickles through
the thin, transparent leaves of the

~motionless maple. Now the old
. stranded boat on the shore of the
narrow creek suddenly glitters -like

Cleopatra’s galley ; the waves of light
dash silently over it, and lo! an
instant passes and vhe galley is
gone, and tke splitting planks and
mouldering keel again lie sadly on
the sands. So ebbs this wonderous
tide, swiftly, silently, antil it reaches
the base of the purple hill; then,
trembiing an ‘instant on the grass
and rocks, it suddenly sinks or
evaporates or disappears like a fairy
sea, and the shores it washed are
cold and gray and dall.

Sister Anne loved sunsets. There
was an. indolent splendor about the
hour of evening that suited her tem-
perment—an phere of opi
vapor that seemingly emanated from
the retiring planet lulling her into a
dreamy repose. The truth is that

- Sister Anne was lazy. When other
girls were hemming the edges ot
mysterious garments, or cutting geo-
mettic figures out of linen, or «titch
ing at patterns dimly seen through
cambric fastened over the paper on
which they were traced—while in-
dngtrious maidens were doing all
tihda~ useful and ornamental things
Si
if it was summer, and by the fire, if it

n

was winter, and dream. She had |mother.

the air of a dreamer. Her features
were still and regular ; her eyes dark,
large, and when she moved there
wus a drowsy pliancy in her limbs
that made ker seem as though she
had lived by the fairy lake upon the
shores of which Tennyson's lotos-
eaters dreamed life delightfally away.
Her two sisters considered Sister
Aune as utterly lost. She was
altogether useless, and did not con-
tribute one jot to the genersl fund of
labor. There was not on all Long
Island so lazy a maiden. She did
not know how to make pastry or
butter. Her sewing was wretchedly
crooked and uneven, and as to know-
in: anything about cutting a dress,
why sister Anne might as well be ex-
pecied to draw cut the plan of a for-
tification as to perform that nice and
intricate branch of female mechanics.
She loved the woods, however, and
the green leayés, and was very in-
dustrious in’gathering wild flowers
and aitending to the birds She was
not black, nor did she wear gold
rings on her anklee, or any other
sign of serfdom; still she was as
much a slave as 1f she were copper-
colored and fettered with gold. She
followed the oriole from tree to tree,
anxiously and timidly as courtier
haunting the presence of his king.
For hours together she would lie jn
the high grass of the fields watching
the blackbird, with his crimson
epaulets, keeping watch from a lofty
tree over his wife as she sat in her
nest, built in the swaying forks of
the golden rod. The cat-bird was
to her a source of singular and ond-
less.delight and admiration. I will
not say that the birds knew Sister
Anne. She was no bird-tawmer, like
the charming dream-girl in George
Sand’s romance of ** Teverino,” and
I doubt if she called ever so long
whether any of her feathered friends
woald come to her; but still I think
the birds felt, by a rarc instinct ns
indescribable as any of the strange
spiritual phenomena that are dis-
closing themselves nowadays, that
Sister, Aune was their worshipper.
Cn-!‘d and oriole, it seems to me,
. permitted the young girl to come
closer thun any other idler in the
field. . o g
It may be supposed that these
erratio habits were not very much
relishod by Sister Anne's family.
She was geoerally up a tree when
she should bave been mending stock-
.ings, those wild sports of hers
did not produce a very favorable
effect upon her tollet. Her gowns
were sadly rent, and her shoes wore
out. with the most astonishing
rapidity, while the marks of thorns
upon her small, delicate hands and
the tan on her quiet, dreamy face
. » were nottbe-most favorable additions
‘to her personal appearance. She
was & moral weed in a family of
thriving snd wseful plants, a toy in
the midst of a whole factory full of
industrisl machines. In vain did
mother and sisters remonstrate; in
vain did they point to baskets full
of awful skirts yet unsewn and ter-
rible handkercbiefs yet uvhemmed.
Sister Anne turned a lazy glauce

scrawled all over.
sisters grambled in vain; her little

she fled there from persecution.
seems to me, then, that at the wo-
ment I allude to, Sister Anne sat in
the porch and dreamed of Stephen

}

and a deaf ear to all and fled to the
fields, where the singing of the birds
and the breath of the fluwers consoled
her for all her troubles.

So Sister Anne sat in the porch
and dreamed. Was it of her cat-bird,
or her comrade the oriole? Did
flowes dance before her mind’s eye,
or did she wander amid. visionary
forests? Something tells me that
Sister Anne dreamed of none of
these, much as she loved them. But
two summers ago a tall young fellow,
with bright blue eyes and dark bair,
came to board for three months at
the house, bringing with him a small
valise and a large sketch-book. He,
too, hke Sister Anne, wandered all
day in the flelds and woods, and it
often happened that they wandered
together. They explored the pleasant
beaches that lie along the Seund, op-
‘posite the hazy Norwalk shore. They
watohed sunshine upon the blue
waters and the beautiful woods, and
that summer Sister ‘Anne heard
sweeter music than the song of birds,
and had other compahies than the
oriole and cat-bird. The young
artist, Stephen Basque, was a new
revelation to the yorng girl. ‘For
the first time she had found one who
understood her love of nature, and
did nut look upon her adoration of
birds and flowers as mere folly. He
talked of art and beauty, and Sister
Anne awakened to art-and beauty ;
and Sister Anne awakened to poelry,
until then & divinity unknown. He
lent her a couple of volumes of
Tennyson, and she beheld how, by a
magic art, life and substance, and
all the passion and beauty of earth,
could be transferred into print and
paper to live forever. In the midst
of this delightful dream—dream far
more delicate than all her bird and
forest visions, Stephen Basque
packed up his small valise and large
sketch-book, and went off to New
York to pursue his art. Poor Sister
Aone was left doubly alone; and
when she went out into the fields for
the. first tim: after his-departure it
seemed ds if the birds no longer
«new _hor as of old.  She wandered
now less than of yore, but shat her-
self up in her room, which soon began
to be littered with bits of paper
Heér mother and

room was to her a sanctuary, and
It

Basque.
¢ As usual—idle! Will you never

r Anne would sit at the window, |do anything useful, child?” cried

Mrs. Plymott, Sister Ann’s excellent
- ¢ Look at your sisters busy
at father’s shirts, and you—you do
nothing but sit like a lady all day
long, with your hands before you.”
¢ I can't work, mother,” answered
Sister Anne, starting from her reverie
with an expression of sudden pain,
as the old lady emerged from the
cottage door, her large hands par-
boiled with washing. * I know I am
very useless to you, but it pains me
to sew.”

* Pains? Trash!” cried Mrs. Ply-
mott. ** You are the skit of the
whole village. Do you know what
they call you? You don't? Why they
call you Mother, Plymott's Duchess.”
Sister Anne swiled sadly.

¢ We have no titles in America,”
she said ; ** 8o they are wrong.”
*Oh!it's easy for you to turn it
into & jest, but I tell you it’s no joke
for me to have a child that is not
able to earn a cent for herself or
save one for me. What would you
do, Miss,” the old woman continued
with a savage snee , * if father and
I were to die? How. would you earn
your bread, eh?'

. *I don’s know exactly,” said Anne,
“bat I don’t suppose that God
would allow me to die of starvation
any more than he allows the robin
and the chippiug-bird.”

Mrs. Plymott burst iato a loud,
coarse laugh.

8o you'd live on the berries and
sleep in the hedges, my pretty listle
robin, would you? Ob ! how pleasant
you'd find it! I'll lay in a lot of
pvke-berries for you this fall, and
your feeding will be cheap during
the winter.”

* Does my feeding cost you much,
mother?” asked Sister Anae, mildly.
¢ More than you are worth,” was
the bru al reply.

* Then it shant cost you any-
thing for the future,” answered the
young girl, whose dreamy face lit up
for a moment with a flash of insulted
pride. Lt

* »Oh! we're offended, are wo? We
are going to earn our own living?
Good luck to you, child! Let us sve
how long this goud resolution will
last ” .

* Longer than you imagine,
mother,” sail Sister Anne, retreat-
ing quietly to her room.

Ste bad saddenly taken a strange

resolution, Her arrangements were
quickiy made. She packed up a few
things in a small buundle, examined
‘her pockets, which she found con-
tained exactly the sum of $2.50.
This done, she sat down before her
little table and continued to write
on several slips of paper uatil late in
the night.
" The next morning Sister Aane
was up by daylight, reinspecting her
listle bundle of clothes and making
up her slips of paper into asmall
parcel. - This done, she slipped into
the dinning room and sat duwa to
breakfast calmly as usual.

* Well, are you going wo be idle
to-day, as usual?” asked her sister
Mary. :

¢ No,” answered Sister Anne, with
a queer smile, ‘I am going to

vefy industrious.”
Then, as soon as breakfast - was

be | good poetry.”

Beserve Fns

busy family, and, bundle in band,
set off for the railway station, which
was a distance of about Lwo miles.
As she walked along the scrubby
plain the lazy dreamer seemed to have
vaoished. She ran and skippod
along, and tossed her handle aloft,
and sang vague melodies to herself.
The face 80 still and calm seemed on
fire with bold resolve. Assuredly
Sister Anne had some great scheme
in ber little head.

She reached the station, paid out
of her little store for a ticket to New
York, and seated herself timidly in a
vacant chair. It was the first timein
her life that Bister Anne had been on
a railroad, and it was with much won-
der and alarm that she beheld herself
whirled along until trees and fields
and houses seemed to melt into a
confused mass. Before she ceased to
tremble the cars began to go more
and more slowly, and she was in-
formed that she had arrived in Brook-
lyn. She burried out and following
the stream found herself on board a
ferryboat, and in a few seconds across
the river and io the great city. Not
having been in New York but once
before, Sister Anne knew nothiag of
the huge town, but being a stout little
body and haviog learned a sort of
fearless freedom from her friends
the birds, she asked the first person
she met the way to the office of the
Aloe daily newspaper. The man said
he was going in that direction and if
she kept him in sight he would point
out the very door. --So sister Anne,
with her presious bundle in her hand,
trotted off after her civil gaide until
they reached that network of streets
tbat all verge into the Park and where
the newspaper offices are as thick as
blackberries.
¢t Here, miss,” said the man, point-
ing to a tall; dirty-looking building,
* here is the office of the Daily Aloe—
editor’s room on the third story.”

“ Thaak you, sir,” said Sister Anne,
with a little, bird-like nod of the head,
and in a moment she was climbing the
steep stairs that led to the editorial
rooms.
No one seemed %o take the slightest
notice of her as she entered.  Seven
or eight men were sitling at desks,
cutting up newspapers, writing as 1f
by steam, turning over new books,
amid a horrible litter of paper and
pens, and all the paraphernalia of an’
editorial room. Sister Ange timidly
enquired if the editor might be seen.
The scratching of pens ceased for an
instant ; one of the men looked up,
pointed with his pen to an inner door,
and then went on writing again. She
stood for some time a little tnside the
door, expecting that he would look
up. -afHe seemed, however, as totslly
ious of her pr as if she
did not exist.

* Please, sir,” said sister Aune,
after waiting to be spoken to so long
a3 she thought reasonable.

‘I'he gentleman looked up quickly.
¢ Well, what caa I do for you?"
he-asked kindly enough, but look.ng
as though bé: wished she had not in-
terrupted him.

“ Please, sir,” said the intrader, “ [
am Filbert!”

The singular annonncement seemed
to cause imumense surprise to the edi-
tor of the Atoe. He opened his eyes
very wide and looked with an incre-
dulous smile upoa the childish figure
before him.

¢ You Filbert!” he cried. ¢ You
the author of those charming poems
that have from time to time appeared
in the Aloe? Why, it's 1mpossible !
You can’t be more than fourteen ! ”
“I'm over fifteen,” answered Sister
Anne. ** Indeed, sir, I'm Filhert.”

¢ Sit down,” said the editor, ** and
tell me what I can do for you.”
Bister Auoe took a seat and put
her hand in her pooket from which
she extracted a paper bundle. Then
she said, *‘ Here are ten more poems,
sir. I think they are as good as the
first ones.” 2

The editor took them with a smile,
glanced at the handwriting, seemed
convinced cf the little author’s iden-
tity, and said:

* Wno taught yon to write such
charining poeury? "

* [ don't know, sir,” answered Sis-
ter. Anne, blushing, ** but I think [
learned it in the fields and from the
birds and trees.”

* Your name is—?"

*“ Anne Plymott, sir. I live on
Long Island, but I have come to New
York to see if I can carn some money
by writing.” ;

¢ It's & hard trade,” answered the
editor gloomily.

s All tradus are hard,” saii Sister
Anne, with a hopeful smile, * bat
people succeed in m (king money by
them.” :

« Yes,” answered the editor, ** bat
a cabinet-maker has a better chaunde
than a book-maxer ; there is a greater
demand for mashogany than there is
for mind.”

** But my poems are surely worth
something,” 8aid the innocent, with a
confident glance.

¢+ Of that there is no doubt. But
you won't get anybody to give you
anything for them.”

* What ! ” exclaimed Sister Anne,
¢ don’t you pay for poetry?"”

¢ My dear young lady,” answered
the editor, ** we only pay for news and
valuable matter.” .

¢ So, you won’t pay me for any of
my poewns?”

It would, I assure you, be a de-
viation from our established rule.”

¢ If they are not valuable, why,
then, did you publish them? " asked
Sister Anne, with notaught logic.

¢ Because we thought them good,
and some of out readers like to s

¢ Then, if your readers like it, it
is worth paying for.”

over, she stole out unobsarved by ber.

The editor smiled compassionately
at this innocent poetess who expeocted
to receive money in rotarn for her
labor and her mind.

¢ Give me up my poems, sir,” said
Sister Anne, very brusquely ; ** [ean
ot afford to give them for nothing."

« And we'can not afford to bauy
them,” answered the editor, court-
eously, handing back the bundle of
manuscript.

Sister Anne bowed majestically,
tuok her bundle and stalked indig-
nantly out of the office. When she
reached the street, however, a sick,
hopeless i d to steal
over her heart. All her hopes were
destroyed at a single blow. _The
poems she had labored at iu secret,
and which, when she saw them- pub-
lished, gave birth tosuch wild hopes,
were then of no actual value, and &ll
expectations of money making and
supporting herself were at an end
she would have given worlds to have
gone back iato the editor’s office and
asked his advice as to what she wonld
do, but her pride was wounded, and
she would not stoop to ask a favor of
one whom she thought had treated
her 8o badly. Oh! if she could only
meet Mr. Stephen Hasque. So she
walked on throughthe streets. Here
she was jostled and pushed aboat by
the throng of eager people, each bent
upon the same woney getting errand
as herself, and she rested u little at
one of the pargs and took a cheap
meal in a restaurant, which consumed
all her monry but a few cents, and
then as evening came on she felt she
would gladly have encountered death
sooner than face the great heartless
city by nignt.

Poor Sister Anne was completely
bewildered. - What was she to do?
No friends, no woney, no place to
sleep. It was terrible, and she now
began to regret bhaving stalked so
majestically from the practical editor
who would not pay for poetry.

She was looking in through the
window of a brilliaatly lighted print
shop, and admiring the splendid en-
gravings, in spite of the tears that
stoud in her eyes, when she observed
a young man stop to look at bher very
attentively. It was not difficuly to
frighten Sister Anne now. It was
night, und her friends the birds, how-
ever bold by day, were timorous at
aight, and she was like them ; so the
steady gaze of this an alarmed her.
She immediately maved. away, bat to
her great dismay he followed, aud
presently addressed her. He said it
was a beautiful mght, but Sister
Anne only quickened her pace. He
next ventured on a rewonstrance
about her rnnning away so quickly
from him, and cooly passed his arn
under her. Poor Sister Anne felt as
if she would sink into the earth.
“Goway! Please, zo way,sir!”
she cried, half fainting. * I don't
knolw you ; I don’t wish you to follow
me!”

* But really I cannot be so uncivil
as to let you walk alone,” said the
young man, pettinaciously. * Pray,
let we see you home.”

I have no home!” cried Sister
Anne, in an agony of fear.

* Oh, ho!” cried her companion,
‘¢ 80, that's'it. Let me offer you one,
then.”

¢ Oh!” murmured the poor gitl,
‘¢t if Stephen Basque were only here.”
* Who calls for Stephen Basque? "
said a passerby, suddenly catching
the words and stopping.

“I—I1" cried Sister Aune, run-
ning towards the new-comer. ‘‘ Do
you know him?”

¢ Why, Sister Ann! Isit possible
that this is you? ” cried Stephen him-
self, winding a protecting arm around
her. ** What's the row?”

*That man—that man!"” sobbed
Sister Anne, pointing to a respectable
looking, fai old gentleman, who had
just stopped, attracted by the scene.
Stephen marched up to him and
said, ** What did you meau, sir, by
insulting tns lady ?"

“ Me,” exclaimed the map, ** Why
I never saw her before 1n wy life!”
¢ Oh, it isn't he,” cried Anne, who
by this time had recovered her senses
then louking around for the true de-
linquent it was found that he had
vanished. Stephen of course offered
his spologies to the bewildered old
gentleman and explained the mis-
take ; then, making Sister Anne take
his armn, he burst through the little
crowd *hat had slready formed about
taem, and marched up the street.

+ [ knew you were in the city,” he
said to his companion, as 8oon as they
were clear of the throng ; ** the editor
of the Aloe related a curious inter-
view to me he had with you to-day.
Where are you staying?

s Nowhere,” said Sister Anne, red
with shame.

* Why, how is that?”

« ] bave no money. I expeoted to
be paid for my poem:,” and the poor
child sobbed bvitterly.

¢ That, indeed, wis expecting too
much. So you really wrote those de-
lightful poems} Way, Sister Aune,
or Filbert, you are a genius!”

* That's very little good to me if I
can’L make money by it,” saud Filvert,
still sobbing. .

“ Not by poetry, certainly. But
has iv never entered your little head
that there is a style of cotaposition
named prose? People always pay
for prose.”

Sister Ann lifted her head,
was a gleam of hopa in this.

* # Do you think I could write it?"
she asked timidly.

* If you tried bard I think you
might. I know a very respectable
old lady who keeps a boarding house
in Fourth Avenue. - You shall stay
there to-night. In the morning I will
see if I can get-some newspaper to
give you an engagement to write some
protty country sketciaes. You can call

There

'them * Dried Luaves,’ or some other'
vegetable title, and they will be sure !
to succeed.”

Sister Ann said nothing, but grate-
fully pressed Stephen’s arm ; and that
night, when she was installed in old
Mrs. Britton’s boarding house, she
blessed the young fellow with a vir-
gin prayer. .

8o, after all, Sister'Anne stayed in
New York and set up for herself.
Stephen procured her a position upon
& prominent paper, and very soon &

series of sketches éntitled ‘Lichens,’
and under the signature of ¢ Matilda
Moss.” She was paid for these pretty
good sums, and bad the trinmph
of writing home to her family that
she was now supperting herself.

Afer she had been in the city six
mouths and had been asked to Miss
B——'g literary soirees, and actually
was on the eve of publishing a book,
Stephen Basque came iato her room
one day with dancing eyes.

¢ Filbert,” he cried, * I want you
to come and pay a visit with me.”
*‘ Where? " said Filbert, raising her
head from her desk, upon which she
was writing.

¢ At a lady’s,” answered Stephen,
with an exulting swmile.
* What lady’s? " and Sister Anne
fe:t a foreshadowing of evil.
*¢ Well, Filbert, the fact is, I am
going to be married, and—why, Fil-
bert, what is the matter?”
Poor Filbert was pale as death.
She bent her head over her desk, and
her whole frame quivered. Poor
child! she had loved him silently for
two long years, anc now he was going
to take another to be his darling. It
was hard for her to bear.

¢ Filbert, are youa ill?” cried Ste-
phen, lifiing her head gently.
** No, no!” she cried impatiently,
shrinking from his touch. ** It was
only a pain produced by stooping so
long. I am ready, Stephen; lel us
go and see your bride!” And Sister
Anne rose with a steady t

sensation hegan to be created by her |
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of the Eye

aud proceeded to put on her bonaet.
*You will not have far to go!"
cried Stephen, with a strange, joyous
twinkle in his eyes.
around at my studio.”

*“Come!” said Sister Aune, as
she marched to her martyrdom with
sublime resolution.

** Tell we, Stephen, is she pretty ? ”
*¢ Lovely as the dawn.”
* Young?"”

*¢ About seventeen.”

% Clever?”

** Well, yes. She is rather silent,
however, but she looks intellectual.”
** May God bless you and her,”
cried Sister Anne, claping his hand
convylsively as they reached the
studio door.

*“ Amen ! " said Stephen, fervently
returning the pressure.

The dour opened and they entered.
The room was empty.

¢ She has gone—tired of waiting,
perhaps,” murmured poor Aane, with
a sigh of relief. >

¢+ No, she is behind this curtain,”
answered Stephen, stepping up to a
red merino curtain that hung across
one side of the studio. * Filbert,
allow me to present to you Miss
Anne Plymott.”

He drew the curtain aside, and lo!
there in o huge old : ame Filbert saw
a fall-length portrait of herself, She
uttered a cry of joy and runniog to
Stephen, hid her blushing face upon
his breast.
¢ Rilbert, yon are notsarprised?”’
said Stephen, half reproachfully.
‘I am, I never dreamed of heing\
so happy. What made you paint this
picture, though? "

‘It was my way of asking you
whether you would have me. You
have not answered me yet, though,
Filbert.”

Filbert took-the young artist by
the hand, and leading him up to the
pioture said: * There, sir, is your
bride. Why don’t you kiss her?”

¢ Tcue,” said Stephen, * I forgot
that;"” but instead of kissing the
piciure he kissed the original, who
screamed a little, blushed more,
called bim hard hames, and then
nestled up.closer to him than ever.

¢ Filbert,” said Stephen, after &
pause, ** I intend to ask the editor of
the Aloe to be my bridesman.”

** I consent,” cried Filbert, gayly.
“If he had paid me for my p I

‘* Blie is waiting |
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with his previousiy large Stock of

ITALIAN, SOUTHERN FALLS, AND
RUTLAND MARBLES,

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

Prices twenty per cent. lower than
any other Establishment in the Provinces.

Angres' Marble Works,

[~ Amherst and Wallace, N. 8.

‘IYHE Subscriber having a large amount
of superior ITALIAN and AMERI-
CAN MARBLE on hand,is prepared to sell

Gravestones and Monuments
Of Either Quality,

At greatly reduced prices, He has
also a large smount of MARBLE and first
quality FREESTONE at extremely low
rices. Alio, Italian Marble Table and
ounter Tops.
Pcrsons are cautioned against buying
Southern Falls American Marble for the
Italian,as on of their bl

CO-PARTNERSHIP CARD.

HAVE this day associuted Mr. H. R.
EMuereoN with me in professional
Co-P ip, and the busi hereafter
will be conducted under the name, style
and firm of

Dorchester, N. B., A. J. HICKMAN.
Now. 2nd, 1877.

Mispeck Mills,
Office and Warehouse :

PARADISE ROW,: NEAR 1. C. R.
STATION,

ST. JOHN,

: J. L. WOODWORTH,
Jjunel8 Agent.

WHOLESALE AND RiTaIL DEaALER N

PAPER HANCGCING,
Brmes and Window Glass,
Kwe™8r. - --. Sr. Jomw, N. B.

VICTORIA

Waterloo st, St. John, N. B.

E call the attention of Wholesale deal
ers and others to our Stock of Pure
Conrecrions. Wholesale only.

J.R, WOODBURN & Co.,
Victoria Steam Confectsonery Works.

J. R. WoopBuex.

New Hirne_ss Shop.

’I\HE Subscriber has opened a Harness
8hop opposite the Lawrence House,
where he interds to

H. P. Kxzz.

Manufacture Harnesses

1 iy dorat:

and do g at

rates.

r

: NATHAN G. BULMER.
Sackville, Sept. 9th, 1877,

GEO. CONNERS,
Manufacturer & Builder,

Petitcodiac, N. B.
Estimates made of Buildings
Doors, Sashes, and Coffins. Furnished.

All kinds of plaining and sawing executed
at the shortest notice.

The facilities for filling orders cheaply
and promptly are unsurpassed. oct20 (

it is frequently sold for the latter.

Persons wishing to ‘purchase will find iv
decidedly to their advantage to call and
examine for themselves before buying
elsewhere.

All orders promptly attended to, and
finished in & workmanlike De-

lht‘)’llld not have met you that night,
and —" :

¢ I should not have painted your
qpture." : ;

*¢ Tell your friend, the editor, that
I have forsaken peetry forever.”

¢ Bat you bhave not—" -

“ILhave. Am I not going to be
murried?” ;
James Woobcook, of Greenfield,
PIIL., loved Annie Hobbs, daughter,
of « clergyman, but the old folks op-
posed the match, whereupon some
tbirty leading citizens took the
matter in hand, prepared for the
wedding, sent for a license and a
clergyman, and prevented the girl's
mother from entering the room till
the ceremony was over. When she
was admitted she raved like a maniac,
and had to be restrained by force
from injuring herself or the spectatore
Unless there is a speedy chsnge in

signs sent free when required.

8. B. ANDRES.
Ambherst, N. 8., Dec. 12, 1876.

¥~D. LUND, Agent for taking,orders
in Sackville and vicinity.

AND

MILLINBRY!

——

HE SUBSCRIBER wishes to intimate

to the ladies of Sackville and vicinity,

that he has added to his business a Drxss
MAKING and MILLINMRY DEPARTMENT, each
branch of which is under the supervision

AMHERST FOUNDRY

—AND— =

MACHINE SHOP,

MANUFACTORY OF

Xill & other Machinery,

Ship’s Castings, Stoves,
HOLLOW WARE, TIN WARE,
PLOUCHS, &C.
AMHERST, 'j-r'-ni “P;J,IQVA SCOTIA.

her condition it will be y to
send her to tha mad-house,

Kine Lupwia of Bavaria is report-
ed 1o have at his summer residence a
listle boat covered with 'mother-of-
pearl, bailt iu the shape of a nautilus
shell, and large emouth for twa
persons. It is lined with scarlet
velvet, and the rowlocks are of coral.
Another whim of his 18 to have 1
his garden a kiosque, so arraigned
with iogenious ocandelabra as to
oause, when lighted a reflection of
stars and moons on thé ceiling.

-

NEW BRUNSWICK

PARLOR & VESTRY
Organ Manufactory.
PETITCODIAC, -- N. B.

ABIN [ ORGANS of all descriptions

on ha:d, snd man to order,
Plano Sto)ls, Covers, &c., al on

All [nsiruments of my man war-
ranted to give satisfaction. A liberal dia
couut 'S0 churches. 4

>

ofa P ; having had experi-
ence in first- establishments in St,
John. A good stock of DRESS GOODS
and MILLINERY will be kept, which will
be made up in Fashionable Styles and at
reassnable prices.

BGF™ Patronage respectfully solicited.
july 26 J. F. ALLISON.

STEAM CONFECTIONERY WORKS. |

DRESS-MAKING|x

‘NOTICE.

'l\lll CO-PARTNERSHIP BUSINESS
which existed b the Subscrib
and his late father, Tuouas Bamp, Esq.,
inued by the Sabscriber JORN
slone under the old style

is now
MiLron Bamp
of Firm of

THOMAS BAIRD &-SONS,
Pursuant to the provision of his father’s
Will,

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

Notice of Removal.

G. H. VENNING,
Clock and Watch Maker.

WOULD respectfully inform the in-
hubitants of 8ackville and vicinity
that he has removed his Shop to Mr. Jchn
Bell’s NEW BUILDING, where he will
be happy to attend to his old customers
and as many.new ones as will favor him
with their patro 5 ﬂ-l}? can promise

Plain Gold Rings made to order. Jewel-
ry neatly repaired. sep26 G.H.V.

Wilson, Gilmour & Co.,

204 UNION ST,
Capt. McLean’s Brick Building,

ST. JOHN, N. B.
Marbleized Mantles and Grates,
PORTABLE RANGES,
DWW ECESS,
Tinware, etec., ete.,

REFRIGERATORS,
GRANITE IRON WARE
jaly 19 W., G. & CO.

Administratrix Notice.

ALL PERSONS having claims against

the Estate of EDWARD CAROLL,
late of Elgin, deceased, will present the
same duly attested within three months,
and all persons indebted to the ssid Estate
will pay the same forthwith to

ADAMINA CAROLL,

inistralriz.

Elgin, Oct. 17th, 1877. Sm
$54lan Bamples and Watch Free:
to all. Addrass;

PER WEEK‘i¥ HOME.
MONTREAL NOVELTY¥CO.,

For 50 Cents we will send to

any address, 1 elegant Gent’s

Watch Chain with Seal, 1 pair

Sleeve Buttons, 1 set Shirt

Sltudn. 1 Collnll;Buttun, 1 heavy

plain Ring, 1 Parisian diamond

‘"“'Tou Pin. Retail price $3. $100,»

am.n 000 stock must be sold. 1llus-

trn(eg clz'logue of jewelry,

watches, &c., sent with every

JEWELRY lot. Silver Watch, good time

keeper, $¢. Watch free to
all agents.

L ITELL

DR, WILLIAM GRAY'S STECL: IC MEDICINE,
The Great Eu‘,llzh Bem- 2
edy {s an ling cue €8
for Seminal

unfi .
Weakness,

Con

. y 0id Age, aud Ao
many othel diseases that |M’t‘¢; b:ustm'or
sumptlion and & Premature Grave.

& Price, §

kage, orsix for mail of

B T o i S
send iree 1A everyone,

W, GRAY & GO, Windsor, Outario, Conbda:

G old in Sackville by Amasa Dixon, .
and all Druggists everywhere,
dozen of the most beau-

WE Il tiful new Chromos, in

oil color, ever seen, for §1.00.
are mounted 8 x 10 black enamel and

Th

gold| mats, oval opening. and outsell any-

thing now before the public. Satisfaction
d. Two les for 25 cents, or

mail one and one-half

ilfustrated catalouge, with Chromo of
Moonlight on the.Rhine, or 20 cents for

o Landscapes and Calla Lilies, on black
ground. W. H. HOPE, 26 Bleury Street,

'37{01' 50 cents. Send 10 cents for grand

Kan By reading aud practicing
book_cver fssued, entit

ontreal, Canada, Headquarters for Chro-
mos, Engravings .

and Art works. (']

i h:
T the best medical
T

THstlmely‘l. Scnt by mail

on_reccipt of price. It

Exhausted Vitality, Premature Decline,

Americato
g g e tog with. the

uri - HEA

scnt FREE to

| R I THYSELF

Bteel
wel of art

NEW HARNESS SHOP

HAVE OPENED, in coanection with
the old stand, &

Retail and Repair Shop,
In CHIGNECTO HALL, Lower Sackville,
where all my customers will be att nded
10 promptly and at cheap rates,—Mr. O,
B. Eubmh in charge. - - s

STEPHEN AYER.

The Great causs of Human Misery

B ew cdsion ot De. Ok
verwell’s Celebrated hs{:'n

and permanent
&wlﬁm medicine) of Nervous
Debility, Mental and Physical >
Impedi to Marri &c.; resulting
from excesses.

Price, in & sealed envelope, ouly 6

cents, or two postage stamps. :
The suther, in this sdmirable
Euq. clearly dewmonstrates, from thirty

nlln:uﬁ;:s at either b o:nh
w 8 r rompt or at
three months, € p.mu at any
other establishment in the Provivces.
Call and ootain prices. 8. A.

years ‘that alarming
consequences w& radically cured with~
out the dangerous use of internal medi- -
cine or the application of the knife ; point-
ng outs of cure at once simple,

in and effectual, by meane of which

Spring Hill Goal.
TBI Subscriber has been appointed
Acent for the w‘ﬂ?" and will
receive orders for Spring Coal.
Prompt attention to orders.
BLAIR ESTAB ROOKS.

wn. SURPHY,
Progrietor.

mayls -

every sufferer, no matter what his condi-
don -i.y'. h.’m cure himself cheaply,
pl'l'mly

and radieally.
=it Lecture should be in the hands
of every youth and every man in the land.
Address—
TER OULVARWELL MEDICAL 0.,

Batkville, Nov, 8th, 1877,

41 Apx 8v.,, Nzw Yomxs
Post Office Box, 4586.  (febl)  auglé

236 St. James Street, Montreal, P. Q. - -



