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SISTER ANNE.n . —
From N. Y. World.

Stater Anne set in the porch watch 
Ing the sunset. The luminary whom 
the old-fashioned poets have baptized 
With all sorts of names sooner than 
degrade their verses With the fine 
old Saxon word “ son, " this planet 
of many aliases was never more 
splendid than on the present oc­
casion. There was a purple edge of 
hill on which he was hovering, red 
and enormous, as if he were reooo. 
noltring the huge steeps down which 
he was about to plunge. On the 
serrated crest of the purple bill 
waved a few trees, standing black 
against the fiery glow, like watching 
Warriors thrown out against 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 Pantolus, 
the very gravel shine like golden 
pebbles, and now it baa 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 loi an 
Instant passes and the galley is 
gone, and the splitting planks and 
mouldering keel again lie sadly on 
the sands. So ebbs this wonderous 
tide, swiftly, silently, until it reaches 
the base of the purple hill ; then, 
trembling an Instant on the grass 
and rocks, it suddenly sinks, or 
evaporates or disappears like a fairy- 
sea, and the shores it washed arc 
cold and gray and dull.

Sister Anne loved sunsets. There 
was an Indolent splendor about the 
hour of evening that suited her tem- 
perment—an atmosphere of opiate 
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 ol 
mysterious garments, or cutting geo- 
roeti ic figures out of linen, or - titch 
ing at patterns dimly seen through 
csunbric fastened over the paper on 
which they were traced—while In­
dustrious maidens were doing all 
tuttan useful and ornamental things 
Siarar Anne would sit at the window, 
if it was summer, and by the fire, il it 
was winter, and dream. She hud 
the air of a dreamer. Her lectures 
were still and regular ; her eyes dark, 
large, and when she moved there 
was a drowsy pliancy in her limbs 
that made her seem as though she 
had lived by the fairy lake upon the 
shores of which Tennyson's lotos- 
eaters dreamed life delightfully away. 
Her two sisters considered Sister 
Anne as utterly lost. She was 
altogether useless, and did not con­
tribute one jot to the general fund ol 
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 kuow- 
inr anything about cutting a dress, 
why sister Anue might as well be ex­
pected to dr-iw i ut 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 leaves, and was very in­
dustrious in gathering wild flowers 
and attending to the birds She was 
not black, nor did she wear gold 
rings on her ankles, or any other 
sign of serfdom ; still she was as 
much a slave as if 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 togeiher she would lie in 
the high grass of the fields watching 
the blackbird, with his crimson 
epaulets, keeping watch from a lofty 
tree over bis 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 end­
less-delight and admiration. I will 
not «ay that the birds knew Sister 
Anne. She was no bird-tamer, like 
the oharming dream girl in ijeorge 
Sand's romance of “ Teverino,” and 
I doubt if she called ever so long 
whether any of her featheied friends 
would come to her ; but still I think 
the birds fell, by a rare instinct ns 
indescribable as any of the strange 
spiritual phenomena that are dis 
closing themselves nowadays, that 
Sisteiv Anne was their worshipper. 
Cat-Uffd and oriole, it seems to me, 
permitted the young girl to come 
closer than any other idler in the 
field.

It may be supposed that these 
erratio habits were not very much 
relished by Sister Anne’s family. 
She was generally up a tree when 
she should have been mending stoCk- 
ingsVnd those wild sports of hers 
did not produce a very favorable 
effect upon her toilet. Her gowns 
were sadly rent, and her shoes wore 
out with the most astonishing 
rapidity, while the marks of thorns 
upon her small, delicate bands and 
the tan on her quiet, dreamy face 

» were not the most favorable additions 
to her personal appearance. She 
was a moral weed In a family of 
thriving and nseful plants, a toy in 
the midst of a whole factory full of 
industrial machines. In vain did 
mother anil sisters remonstrate ; in 
vain did they point to baskets fhll 

i of awful skirts yet unsewn and tor- 
Iribte handkerchiefs yet nubemeaed. 

Sister Anns turned a lazy glance

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

So Sister Anne sat in the porch 
and dreamed. Was it of her oat-bird, 
or her comrade the oriole? Did 
Howes 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 stall young fellow, 
with bright blue eyas and dark hair, 
came to board for three months at 
the house, bringing with him a small 
valise and a large sketch-book. He, 
too, like Sister Anne, wandered all 
day in the fields and woods, and it 
often happened that they wandered 
together. They explored the pleasant 
beaches that lie along the Sound, op­
posite the hazy Norwalk shore. They 
watched sunshine upon the blue 
waters and the beautiful woods, and 
that summer Sister Anne heard 
sweeter music than the song of birds, 
and bad other companies than the 
oriole and cat-bird. The young 
artist, Stephen Basque, Was a new 
revelation to the yonng girl. For 
the first time she had found one who 
understood her love of nature, and 
did not 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 poetry, 
until then a 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 midat 
of this delightful dream—dream far 
more delicate than all her bird and 
forest visions, Stephen Basque 
packed up his small valise and large 
.ketch-book, and went off to New 
York to pursue hia art. Poor Sister 
Anne was left doubly alone ; and 
when she went out into the fields for 
the first tim i after his departure it 
seemed as if the birds no longer 
anew her as of old. She wandered 
now less than of yore, but shut her­
self up in her room, which soon began 
to be littered with bits of paper 
scrawled all over. Her mother and 
sisters grumbled in vain ; her little 
room waa to her a sanctuary, and 
she fled there from persecution. It 
seems to me, then, that at the mo­
ment I allude to, Sister Anne sat in 
the porch and dreamed of Stephen 
Basque.

“ As usual—idle.1 Will you never 
do anything useful, child ?" cried 
Mrs. Ply molt. Sister Ann’s excellent 
mother. “ 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 I" 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’a Duchess.”

Sister Anne smiled sadly.
“ We have no titles in America," 

she said ; “ so they are wrong."
“ Oh I it's easy for you to turn it 

into a jest, but I tell you it's no joke 
Tor me to have a child that is not 
able to earn a cent for herself or 
save one for me. Whit 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't know exactly,” said Anne,
but I don’t suppose that God 

would allow me to die of starvation 
any more thau he allows the robin 
and the ohipping-bird.”

Mrs. Plymott burst into a loud, 
coarse laugh.

“ So you'll live on the berries and 
sleep in the hedges, my pretty little 
robin, would you? Oh I bow pleasant 
you'd find it ! I'll lay in a lot of 
poke-berries for you this fall, and 
your feeding will be cheap during 
the winter.”

“ Does my feeding cost you much, 
mother ? ” asked Sister Anne, mildly.

More than you aie 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.

Oh ! we’re offended, are wo? We 
are going to earn our own living? 
Good luck to you, child I Let us see 
how long this good resolution will 
last ”

Longer than yon imagine, 
mother," said Sister Anne, retreat­
ing quietly to her room.

She had suddenly taken a strange 
resolution. Her arrangements were 
quickly made. She peeked up a few 
things in a small bundle, examined 
her pockets, which she found con 
tained exactly the sum of I2.5J. 
This done, she sat dpwo before her 
little table aud continued to write 
on several slips of paper until late in 
the night.

The next morning Sister Anne 
was up by daylight, reinepeeting her 
little bundle of clothes and making 
up her slips of paper into a small 
parcel. This done, she slipped into 
the dinning room and sat down to 
breakfast calmly as usual.

“ Well, are you going to be idle 
to-day, as usual ?" asked her sister 
Mary.

“ No,” answered Sister Anne, with 
a queer smile, “ I km going to be 
very industrious.”

Then, as soon as brsakfast was

over, ehe stole out unobserved by her 
busy family, and, bundle in hand, 
set off for the railway station, which 
was a distance of about tWo miles. 
As she walked along the scrubby 
plain the lazy dreamer seemed to have 
vanished. She ran and skipped 
along, and tossed her bundle aloft, 
and sang vague melodies to herself. 
The face eo still and calm seemed on 
fire with bold resolve. Assuredly 
Sister Anne had some great scheme 
in her 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 time in 
her life that Sister 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 Ip™9®» 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 hurried out and following 
the stream found herself on board a 
ferryboat, and in a few seconds across 
the river and in the great city. Not 
having been in New York but once 
before, Sister Anne knew nothing of 
the huge town, but being a stout little 
body and having 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 eight he would point 
out the very door. So sister Anne, 
with her precious bundle in her hand, 
trotted off after her civil guide until 
they reached that network of streets 
that all verge into the Park and where 
the newspaper offices are as thick as 
blackberries.

“ Here, miss,” said the man, point­
ing to a tall, dirty-looklng building, 
“ here ia the office of the Daily Aloe— 
editor’a room on ilia third story.”

“ Thank 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 to take the slightest 
notice of her as she entered. Seven 
or eight men were sitting at desks, 
cutting up newspapers, writing as if 
by steam, turning over new books, 
amid a horrible litter ol paper and 
pens, and all the paraphernalia of an 
editorial room. Sister Anne 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 inside the 
door, expecting that he would look 
up. iHe seemed, however, as totally 
unconscious of her presence as if she 
did not exist.

“ Please, sir," said sister Anne, 
after waiting to be spoken to so long 
as «be thought reasonable.

The gentleman looked up quickly.
“ Well, what can I do for you ? " 

ha asked kindly enough, but look.ng 
as though, bè' wished she had not in­
terrupted him.

“ Please, sir,” said the intruder, “ I 
am Filbert ! ”

The singular announcement seemed 
to cause immense surprise to the edi­
tor of the Aloe. He opened his eyes 
very wide aud looked with an lucre 
dulous smile upon the childish figure 
before him.

“ You Filbert 1 ” he cried. “ You 
the author of those charming poems 
that have from time to time appeared 
in the Aloet Why, It'a impossible I 
You can’t be more than fourteen I ”

“I’m over fifteen,” answered Sister 
Anne. “ Indeed, sir. I’m Filbert."

“ Sit down,” said the editor, “ and 
tell me what I can do for you.”

Sister Anne took a seat and put 
her hand in her poeket 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.”

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

“ Who taught yon to write aueb 
charming poetry ? ”

“ I don't know, sir," answered Sis­
ter Anno, blushing, “ but I think I 
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 cam some money 
by writing."

“ It’s a hard trade,” answered the 
edito' gloomily.

“ All trades are hard,” said Sister 
Anne, with a hopeful smile, “ but 
people succeed in miking money by
them. "

“ Yes,” answered the editor, “ but 
a cabinet-maker has a better chance 
than a book-maker ; there is a greater 
demand for mahogany than there is 
for mind."

“ But my poems are surely worth 
something," said 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 I ” excluimed Sister Anne, 
“don’t you pay for poetry? ”

7,1 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 poems ? ”

“ 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 
Sieler Anne, with untaught logic.

“ Because we thought them good, 
and some of out readers like to see 
good poetry."

“ Then, If your readers like It, it 
is worth paying for.”

The editor smiled compassionately 
at this innocent poetess who expected 
to receive money In return for her 
labor and her mind.

“ Give me up my poems, sir,” said 
Sister Anne, very brusquely ; “ I can 
not afford to give them for nothing."

“And we can not afford to buy
them, ” answered the editor, court­
eously, handing back the bundie of 
manuscript.

Sister Anne bowed majestically, 
took her bundle and stalked indig 
nantly out of the office. When she 
reached the street, however, a sick, 
hopeless sensation seemed 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 to such wild hopes, 
were then of no actual value, and Ml 
expectations of money making and 
supporting herself were at an end 
She would have given worlds to have 
gone back into the editor’s office and 
asked bis advice as to what she would 
do, but her pride was wounded, ami 
she would not stoop to ask a favor of 
one whom she thought had treated 
her so badly. Oh I if she could only 
meet Mr. Stephen Kasque. So slit 
walked on through tho streets. Here 
she was jostled and pushed about by 
the throng of eager people, each bent 
upon the same money getting errand 
as herself, and she rested a little at 
one of the parks and took a cheap 
meal in a restaurant, which consumed 
all her mou< y 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 money, no place to 
sleep. It was terrible, and she now 
began to regret having stalked so 
majestically from the practical editor 
who would not pay fur poetry.

She was looking in through the 
window of a brilliantly lighted print 
shop, and admiring the splendid en­
gravings, in spite of the tears that 
stood in her eyes, when she observed 
a young man stop to look at her very 
attentively It was not difficult to 
frighten Sister Anue now. It was 
night, and her friends the birds, how­
ever bold by day, were timorous at 
night, and she was like them ; so the 
steady gaze of this man alarmed her. 
She immediately moved away, out to 
her great dismay he followed, aud 
presently addressed her. He said it 
was a beautiful night, but Sister 
Anne only quickened her pace. He 
next ventured on a remonstrance 
about her running away so quickly 
from him, and cooly passed his arm 
under her. Poor Sister Anne felt as 
if she would sink into the earth.

“ Go way ! Please, go way, sir I ” 
she cried, half fainting. “ I don’t 
know you ; I don’t wish you to follow 
me ! ”

But- really I cannot bo so uncivil 
as to let you walk alone,” said the 
young man, peitinaciously. “ Pray, 
let me see you home."

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

“ Oh, ho I ” cried her companion, 
“ so, that’s it. Let me offer you one,
then. "

“Oh!” murmured the poor gill,
if Stephen Basque were only here."
“ Who calls for Stephen Basque?” 

said a passerby, suddenly catching 
the words and stopping.

I —11 ” cried Sister Anne, run­
ning towards the new-comer. “ Do 
you know him ?- ”

“ Why, Sister Ann 1 Is it possible 
that this is you ? " cried Stephen him­
self, winding a protecting arm around 
her. " What’s the row? "

“That man—that maul" sobbed 
Sister Anne, pointing to a respectable 
looking, fat old gentleman, who had 
just stopped, attracted by the scene.

Stephen marched up to him and 
said, “ What did you mean, sir, by 
insulting this lady ?"

Me," exclaimed the man; “ Why 
I never saw her before in my life I ”

“ Oh, it isn’t he," cried Anne, who 
by this time had recovered hersenecs 
then looking around for the true de­
linquent it was found that he bad 
vanished. Stephen of course offered 
bis apologies to the bewildered old 
gentleman and explained tho mis­
take ; then, making Sister Anne take 
his arm, he burst through the little 
crowd ’.bat had already formed about 
them, and marched up the street.

“ I knew you were in the city,” he 
said to his companion, ae soon 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 slaying? ”

“ Nowhere," said Sister Anne, red 
with Shame. *

“ Why, how is that?”
“ I have no money. I expected to 

he paid for my poem i," aud the poor 
child sobbed bitterly.

“ That, indeed, w is expecting too 
much. So yon really wrote those de­
lightful poems I W uy, Sister Anne, 
or Filbert, you are a genius !”

“ That’s very little good to me if I 
can’t make money by it,” said Filbert, 
still sobbing.

“ Not by poetry, certainly. But 
has it never entered your little head 
that there ia a stylo of composition 
named prose? People always pay 
lor prose."

Sister Ann lifted lier head. There 
waa a gleam of hope in this.

“ Do you think 1 could write it?" 
ahe asked timidly.

“ If you tried bard I think you 
might. 1 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 writs some 
pretty country sketches. You can call

them ‘ Dried Leaves,’ 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.

So, after all, Sister Anne stayed In 
New York and set up for herself. 
Stephen procured her a position upon 
a prominent paper, and very soon a 
sensation began to be created by her 
series of sketches entitled ‘Lichens,’ 
and under the signature of ‘ Matilda 
Moss.’ She was paid for these pretty 
good sums, and had the triumph 
of writing home to her family that 
she was now supporting herself.

After she bad been in the city six 
mouths and had been asked to Miss
B----- ’s literary soirees, and actually
was on the eve of publishing a book, 
Stephen Basque came into her room 
one day with dancing eyes.

“ Filbert," be cried, “ 1 want you 
to come and pay a visit with me.”

“ Where?"said Filbert, raising her 
bead from her desk, upon which aha 
was writing.

“ At a lady’s," answered Stephen, 
with an exulting smile.

“ 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 hei head over her deck, and 
her whole frame quivered. Poor 
child ! ehe had loved him silently for 
two long yeais, and now be was going 
to take another to be his darling. It 
was hard for her to bear.

“ Filbert, are you ill? ” cried Ste­
phen, lifting her head gently.

“ No, no I " she cried impatiently, 
shrinking from his touch. “ It was 
only a pain produced by stooping so 
long. I am ready, Stephen ; let us 
go and see your bride I ” And Sister 
Anne rose with a steady countenance 
and proceeded to put on her bonnet.

“ You will not have far to’ go ! " 
cried Stephen, with a strange, joyous 
twinkle in hiseyes. “ She is waiting 
around at my studio ”

“ Come ! ’’ said Sister Anne, as 
she marched to her martyrdom with 
sublime resolution.

Tell me, Stephen, is she pretty ? ”
“ Lovely as the dawn."
“ Young?’’
“ About seventeen."
“ Clover”’
“ Well, yes. She is rather silent, 

however, hut she looks intellectual.”
“ May God bless you and her," 

cried Sister Anne, claping his band 
convulsively as they reached the 
studio door.

‘ Amen ' ” said Stephen, fervently 
returning the pressuie.

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

She has none—tired of waiting, 
perhaps," murmured poor Anne, 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 tho studio. “ Filbert, 
allow me to present to you Miss 
Anna Plymott."

He drew the curtain aside, and lo 1 
there in a huge old f, aine Filbert saw 
a full-length portrait of herself. She 
uttered a cry of joy aud running to 
Stephen, hid her blushing face upon 
hia breast.

“ Filbert, you are not surprised ? ” 
said Stephen, half reproachfully.

“ I am. I never dreamed of being 
so happy. What made you paint this1 
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 
picture said i “ There, sir, is your 
briile. Why don’t you kiss her?"

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

“ Filbert,” said Stephen, after a 
panse, “ 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 poems I 
should not have met you that night, 
and-----”

“ I should not have painted your
picture."

“ Tell your friend, the editor, that 
I have forsaken poetry forever.”
“But you have not----- "
“ I have. Am I not going to be 

married?"
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tho ceremony was over. When she 
was admitted ahe raved like a maniac, 
and bad to be restrained by force 
from injuring herself or the spectators 
Unless there is a speedy change in 
her condition it will be necessary to 
send her totha mad-house.

Prompt attention paid to the collection of 
debts and transaction of business generally.

V. F. COLEMAN, H. D, H. R. C. S. END.

FORMERLY surgeon to Toronto Eye 
and Ear Infirmary.

Practice limited to diseases of the Eye 
and Ear.
Office—32 GERMAIN STREET, corner 

North Market Street,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

Hours—10 to 12, and 2 to 5. (apr 19)

T.-S. SIMMS * co.,
Manufacturers of all kinds of Brushes 

and Corn Brooms,
No. 308 UNION STREET, 

June 14 ST.NOHN, N. B.
A LAMB ÀSSOBTMBHT OP

Long and Short Lumber
CONSTANTLY ON HAND. 

Orders Solicited. Address—

Petitcodiac Lumber Company,
may 17 Pcttlcodiac, N. B.

MARBLE

AND

FREESTONE

WORKS.

H. J. McGRATH, 
Dorchester, N. B.

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

with his previously large Stock of
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 i« guaranteed.

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

Andres' Marble Works,
'*r>Amheratand Wallace,N.S.

'J1HE Subscriber having a large amount 
1. of superior ITALIAN and AMERI­

CAN MARBLE on hand,is prepared to sell

Gravestones and Monuments
or Either Quality,

At greatly reduced prices. He has 
also a large «mount of MARBLE and first 
quality FREESTONE at extremely low 
prices. Aho, Italian Marble Table and 
Counter Topi.

Persons are cautioned against buying 
Southern Falls American Marble for the 
Italian,as on account of their resemblance, 
it is frequently sold for the latter.

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

All orders promptly attended to, and 
finished in a workmanlike manner. De­
signs sent free when required.

S. B. ANDRES.
A inherit, N. 8-, Dee. 12, 1876.

O-D. LUND, Agent for tsking,ordere 
in Seckville end vicinity.

AMHERST FOUNDRY
----- AND----

MACHINE SHOP,
XAMUPAOTOBT OP

Kill 6 other Machinery,
Ship’s Castings, Stores, 

HOLLOW WASH, TIN WAB1, 

PLOUGHS, AC. 
AMHERST, - - - NOVA SCOTIA.

’ jenS41877

Kino Lddwio of Bavaria is report­
ed to have at Ills summer.residence a 
little host ooversd with' mother-of- 
pearl, built in the shape of s nautilus 
shell, and large enoeth for two, 
persons. It is lined with scarlet 
velvet, end the rowlocks are of coral. 
Another whim of his is to have in 
his garden a kiosque, eo arraigned 
with ingenious candelabra as lo 
cause, when lighted a reflection of 
store and moons on tbs wiling.

NEW BRUNSWICK

PARLOR & VESTRY
Organ Manufactory.

PETITCODIAC, - - N. H.

CABIN , f QUOINS of all description» 
on hand, and manufactured to 
Plane 8to >li. Coven, Ac., always on

All Iniirum.au of my manufcctare war- 
I to give latiifautioa. A liberal dll 

want mode So cherche».
reeled t

may 15
WE. IDBPHY,

Pro oriel or.

Business Cards.
HICKMAN ft EMMER80N, 

Attorneys - at-Law, Ac.,
DORCHESTER, N. B.

A. J. Hickman. H. R. Emmkrsow.

Park Hotel,
V _

DORCHESTER, N. D.
T. W. BELL, - - - Proprietor.

OUtflOW1 HOTEL.
geoege ff. shaw, Proprietor. "

Hopewell Corner, A. C.
T. W. BELL A Co. _

Soup Muifactinro, - - Shellac, K. B.
The best and cheapest Soap in the 

Market.

BLAK8LEE ft WHITENECT,
puiima in

Piper Huoui, While Leal, Oils. Vanilles, to. 
22 Qsrmain St., St.John, N. B.
L. WESTERGAARD à CO.,

Ship Agents * Ship Brokers,
(Consulate of the Netherlands,) 

(Consulate of Austria and Hungary,)
He. 127 WALNUT STRUT, 

lladelpl 
July 24GEO. S. TOWN8HBND,

-, > Philadelphia.
;nd, > July 24

OP-PARTNERSHIP CARD.

I HAVE this day associated Mr. H. R.
Embbrson with me in professional 

Co-Partnership, and the business hereafter 
will be conducted under the name, style 
and firm of

HICKMAI4 EMMERSONi
Dorchester, N. B., > A. J. HICKMAN. 

Now. 2nd, 1877. \

Mlspeck Mills,
Office and Warehouse :

PARADISE ROW, NEAR I. C. B. 
STATION,

ST. JOHN,..............N. B.
J. L. WOODWORTH, 

juneCS Agent.

Gteovge Mixon,
Wholesale and Retail De alee is

PAPER HANGING,
Brunuen and Window Glass.

Kino'18t. - - - - Si. John, N. B.

VICTORIA
8TEAM CONFECTIONERY WORKS.

Waterloo at. SI. John, N. B.

WE call the attention of Wholesale deal 
ers and others to our Stock of Pdek 

Confections. Wholesale only.

J.B. WOODBUBN & Co.,
Victoria Steam Confectionery Works.

J. R. Woodburn. H. P. Kama.

New Harness Shop.
'11HE Subscriber has opened a Harness 

Shop opposite the Lawrence House, 
where he intends to

Manufacture Harnesses
and do general repairing, at moderate

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

GEO. CONNERS, 
Manufacturer & Builder,

Petitcodiac, N» Be

Estimates made of Buildings
Deers, 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

DRESS-MAKING
MiieLrisrBTtrsr i

Business Cards.
NOTICE.

nflHB CO-PARTNERSHIP BUSINESS 
JL which existed between the Subscriber 
and his late father, Thomas Baird, Esq., 
is now continued by the Subscriber John 
Milton Baibd alone under the old style 
of Firm of

THOMAS BAIRD â SOIS,
Pursuant to the provision of hie 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- 
habitants of Sackville and vicinity 

that he has removed his Shop to Mr. John 
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 patronage. figg""He can promise 
strict attention and reasonable despatch.

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

Wilson, Gilmour & Go.,
204 UNION 8T.,

Capt. McLean’s Brick Building, 

ST. JOHN, N. B.

Xarbleized Mantles and Urates, 

PORTABLE RANGES,
srE'O’W’KSs.

Tinware, etc., etc., 
REFRIGERATORS, 

GRANITE IRON WARE
joly 19 W., G. * CO.

Administratrix Notice.

ALL PERSONS having claims against 
the Estate of EDWARD CAROLL, 

late ef Elgin, deceased, will present the 
same duly attested within three months, 
and all persons indebted to the said Estate 
will pay the same forthwith to

ADAMINA CAROLL, 
Administratrix. 

Elgin, Oct. 17th, 1877. 8m

m
Ofl PER WEEK-At HOME.

null Samples and Watch Free* 
to all. Addras* 

MONTREAL NOVELTYtCO.,
236 St. James Street, Montreal, P. Q.

For SO Cents we will send to 
any address, 1 elegant Gent’s 
Watch Chain with Seal, 1 pair 
Sleeve Buttons, 1 set Shirt 
Studs, 1 CollarButton, 1 heavy 

Jill TAM plain Ring, 1 Parisian diamond 
nviib. ■ vn pin Retail price $3. *100,-

fiOLD 000 stock must be sold, lllus- 
ailLU trated catalogue of jewelry, 

ICIlfCl DV w*tches, Ac., sent with every 
•fcWfcLni lot. Silver Watch, good time 

keeper, #4. Watch free to 
all agents.
MONTREAL NOVELTY CO.

- • 0.0.Importer!, Montreal,
•skSxKB. WILLIAM onirssVm IC MEDICINE. 

The Great English lie in- 
k edy la an an falling etna 
I for Seminal Weakness,8p«r- J 
" matorrhea, Impotency. andf" 
all diseases that follow asj 
n sequence of Self-Abuse; 
as Lots of Memory, Uniter-, 
sal Lassitude, Fain in tAe\
Back, Dimness of Vision* _vx„

________a. Premature (M Age, and After T
many other diseases that lead to Insanity or__
sumption and a Premature Orate. 4V Price, 91 
per package, or six packages tor 96, by mail free of 
postage. Full particulars In our pamphlet, which 
we desire to send Iree by mail to everv one. Address 
WM. OKAY * CO., Wladaor, Ontario, feaefta.

19* Sold in Sackville by Amasa Dixon, , 
and all Druggists everywhere.
«If £ kif II I mail one and one-half
fft -ff 111 dozen of the most beau- 
ee / tiftil new Chromos, in

■Frendh oil color, ever seen, for §1.00. 
They are mounted 8 x 10 black enamel and 
gold) mats, oval opening, and outsell any­
thing now before the public. Satisfaction 

léanteed. Two samples for 25 cents, or 
Tor 50 cents. Send 10 cent» for grand 

illustrated catalougc, with Chromo of 
' conlight on tho*Rhinc, or 20 cents for 

ro Landscapes and Calla Lilies, on black 
ground. W. H. HOPE, 26 Bleury Street, 
Montreal, Canada. Headquarters for Chro­
mos, Engravings 
and Artworks.

THE SUBSCRIBER Wishes to intimate 
to the ladies of Sackville and vicinity, 

that he has. added to hie business a Dress 
making and Milunut department, each 
branch of which is under the supervision 
of a competent person, having had experi­
ence iu first-class 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.

13*" Patronage respectfully solicited.

July 26 J. F. ALLISON.

NEW HARNESS SHOP
I HAVE OPENED, in connection with 

the old stand, a

Retail and Repalr,8hop,
In CHIGNECTO HALL, Lower Sackville, 
wheçe all my customers will be alt nded 
id promptly and at cheap rates,-—Mr. O. 
B. Eetabrooke in charge.

STEPHEN AYER.

HARNESSES at either establishment 
will be sold for prompt pay or cash at 
three mont'ae, Cheaper than at any 
other establishment in the Provinces. 
Call and o otain prices. 8- Â.

Spring Hill itJoml.
7Y1HB Subscriber hu ton appointed 
X Aoekt for the Cou.p»nf, and will 
receive order, for Spring Mill Coal. 

Prompt attention to order..
BLAIR ESTAS ROOKS. 

Sackville, Mot, 8th, 1877.

îtvrüj, üo menry oireei, 
a. Headquarters for Chro-

A FORTUNE.
era I fa use By reading and practicing 
Iff Ml II Hf t he inestimable truths eon- 
lulnV ¥¥ tained in the best medical

_||UA—. —kelf-pÏuÎsÈevaÎÏon

THYSELF^^ms^
treats of Exhausted Vitality. Premature Dedlne. Nervous aud Physical Debility, and the endless 
concomitant Ills nnd untold 
therefrom, and contains more than ûOenginalpi^ 
■criDtiops, any ono of which Is worth tlic price of 

«1-!><x.k™-mtl.brlhr»<;««-ESsSSSÏæ
A Pamphlet, illustrated with the very toss!HEALsent rnu to all. Send ■ew'— 
for It at once. Address
»ABODY MEDICAL 

yriTUTE, No. 4 Bui 
h St., Boston. Mass.

^TÎn'râ, -r.B^THYSELF

The Great m if Huai Misery
mÆ TIT'S have recently published 
lh ff a new edition ofJ)r. Ool-

verwell’s Celebrated Essay on 
the radical and permanent cur

___ (without medicine) of Nervous
Debility, Mental and Physical Incapacity, 
Impediments to Marriage, Ac., resulting 
from excesses.

f^f-Price. in a sealed envelope, only S 
cents, or two postage stamps.

The celebrated anther, in this admirable 
Essay clearly demonstrates, from thirty 
years’ successful practice, that alarming 
consequences may be radically cured with­
out tho dangerous use of Internal medi­
cine or the application of the knife ; point­
ing out a mode of cure at once simple, 
certain and effectual, by means of which 
every severer, no matter what hie condi­
tion may be, msy cure himself cheaply, 
privately and radically.

ynThie Lecture should be In the bands 
of every youth and every man in the land.

Address
YD OULmWILL MEDICAL 00.,

41 Are 8t., New Yobe. 
Post Office Box, 4696. (ffibl) aegld


