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ONLY A ROSE. 

A BURGLAR'S STORY,BY WALTER LEARNED 

“ As some of the actors in the follow- 
ing scene are still living, neither the 
true locations nor the names are given 

lest some should be pained by the 

recital.” T copied that from the begin- 
ning of a story I read once. It seems 
to be about the right sort of thing for 
me to begin with, as some of the actors 

in my story might be pained if the true 

names was to be given, myself among 

‘em. 

At the time I speak of I was working 
with one of the whitest men that was 
ever in my profession. Him and me 

was partners for about six years, and 
I'm proud to say that never was a word 
between us. A sudden change from 

an active to a sedentary was too much 

for his sensitive system and he died 
some years ago. 
Me and him used to travel round a 

good deal a-looking up jobs, and a 

pleasanter and heartier fellow I never 

expect to meet again. Such a fayourite 

as he was with children. 

We struck in a certain town, name 

not given, a fair sized "house that be- 
longed to a gentleman which was in 
the quilt and comfortable business. 
Pleasant place it was, trees all around 

it, lawn at the back and as neat asa 

daisy. Splendid roses in the yard. 1 

don’t object to reses in their way, but 
we was looking for something more 

substantial. They was setting the 

table when we strolled by there first, 

and there was as pretty a bit of silver 

lying around as ever you see. 

““Let’s see '’em when they puts it up,” 

says Jim. 

So we fetched round that way about 

the time they was a-clearing off the 

table, and we sees ’em shove the silver 

in a closet and lock the door. Nothing 
but a light pine door, you know. 

‘“ That’s tempting Providence,” says 
Jim. I didn’t say nething, not know- 

ing in what light Providence looked at 
silver spoons, but I know it was tempt- 
ing us. 

The house wasn’t far back from the 
street, but back of the house was a 

lawn, and a verandah ran round the 

corner of the house. The dining-room 

was a back room, opening out of the 

sitting room. Now you wouldn’t want 

a better thing than that, would you? 

Simple and easy as could be, and Jim 

and me had arranged about melting 

down the boodle when—but I anticipate 
as the story tellers say. 

It don’t make any difference how 
careful you be, or how well all your 
plans are laid. Sometimes they’ll go 
wrong. But I tell you it’s mighty dis- 
couraging when everythinglis fixed as 

far as you can fix it to bring up against 
something you couldn’t help. It takes 

the plack right out of a man. We had 
arranged that I was to get in and Jim 

was to keep watch. Jim usually took 
the outside work. It requires a differ- 

ent sort of talent. A man may be good 

at inside business and yet fail utterly 

as an outsider, and vice versa. If I 

had time I should like to point out the 
lines of difference. 
[Of course there wasn’t any difficulty 

about getting in. Gentlemen in my 

profession all know that it’s perfectly 
simple to get into any house as far as 
that goes. I stepped up on the back 

verandah. Lovely night it was; just a 

small slice of moon, rather too much 
to suit me, but it looked nice as 1 stood 

on the verandah for a"'minute. Then I 

put a long thin blade up between the 

windows andfopened ’em and stepped 

into the diming-room. Pretty little 

room it was—hardwood floor, side- 

board and corner cupboard, victures on 

the walls, and on one side the closet I 

was a-looking for. I stepped to the 

side-board a minute to take a nip, see- 
ing a bottle of three-star brandy there, 
and then I stepped over and opened 
the closet with my skeleton key. 

Pretty lot of stuff it was when I turned 

my dark lantern on it. Nothing tre- 

mendous, but a nice respectable lot of 
silver that was a credit to the family. 
I had a green baize bag to pack it in, 
and I had it all in, up to the spoons, 
when I struck in the spoon-holder a 
small, very then, old-fashioned silver 
spoon, and the bowl was all marked 
with little teeth. I looked at it for a 
minute. ‘“‘Here,”” says I, ‘‘is a’spoon 
what has come down in the family, and 
from grandfather down all the kids has 
chewed it.” It seemed a pity to take 
it, and as it wasn’t heavy, being pretty 
well worn down,,.I was that tender 
hearted that I put it back on the shelf 
again. This little bit of thoughfulness 
on my part gave me a tender glow, and 
I laid down the bag and went over to 
the side-board to sample the three-star 
brandy again, when I heard a step 
outside. I shut off my glim and stopped 
just where T was. 1 thought maybe 
Jim had piped something, and come up 
to give me the tip. Then I heard some- 
body cough kinder light, and I heard 
two or three notes on a guitar. Blowed 
if I wasn’t mad. I crept to the,window 
and peeped out. There he was—cussed 
fool—a-standing there in the grass with 
his guitar over his shoulder and 
a-strummin’ away like mad. Pretty 
soon he began to sing—some rotten 
nonsense about his being a gondolier, 
about if we only took for Heaven's 
sake as much pains as we did for 
woman’s we'd all be angels, and a-end- 
ing with ““Hush—hush—hush,” very 
soft and delicate. I'd a hushed him if 
I could a got a rap at him. Liable to 
wake up the whele house. I heard 
somebody stirring up stairs when he 
commenced the second song—worse 
than the other—something about her 
being made of athens, and giving him 
back his heart, and a lot of nonsense at 
the end. I'd like to have had a crack 
at him. There I was. I darsn’t go 
out the front way, and I couldn't go 
out of the back way, while he was 
standing there, and I didn’t know how 
soon the family might come down and 
ask him in to take some refreshments. 
Nice place for me, wasn’t it 7 with all 
the silver in my green baize bag. It 
seemed as if there was more than four 
hundred verses to his song, and I was 
that excited and nervous about it that 
I should have had to have thrown the 
soup ladle at his head in another 
minute, when I heard another step on 
the grass. I was a-wondering whether 
I could stand a duett or not, when, by 
George, I see it was Jim. Oh, he was 
a fly boy, Jim was. He'd got onto the 

EE ———— 

MIRAMICHI ADVANCE, CHATHAM, NEW BRUNSWICK, JULY 30, 1885 

serenade, and he knew what a blamed 
nuisance it sould be to me. I got 
close to the window where I could hear 
and see everything. The young fellow 
was just beginning another verse when 
Jim tapped him on the shoulder. 
“What are you doing here?” says 

Jim very gruff. 
““A serenading,” says the young 

fellow. 

“A what!” says Jim. 
““ A serenading,” says he. 
“ What's that ?” says Jim. 
“Why it's—it's—oh, it’s singing, 

you know,” says the young fellow. 
““ Who got you to de it ?” says Jim. 
“ Who what?” says the young fel- 

low. 
“ Who got you to do it? Who 

hired you ?” says Jim. 
“ Nobody,” says the young fellow. 
‘Are you a-singing here without per- 

mission? aint you got no license!” says 
Jim, 

“Why,” says the young fellow, “1 
tell you I'm a serenading.” 

“I don’t know nothing about no 
serenading,” says Jim. “Iknow that 
I'm hired as night-watchman on this 
ere street, and if you're a-singing with- 
out any orders I'm a-going to run you 
in.” 

So saying Jim walks the young fellow 
off. Neat, wasn’t it? I was a-feeling 
pretty good at the way he'd got me out 

of it. But I'd heard steps a-stirring 
up stairs and I thought I'd better cut 
assoonas I could. I poured outa 
snifter of the three-star, and was just 
a-going to down it, when I heard a step 
in the hall and the door close by me 
was opened just a crack. 
“Harry!” I heard her say. 
I mumbled something. 
“It was Jovely, dear, so sweet. .But 

you must gn and hurry. Papa is com- 

ing down the stairs.” She reached her 
hand through the door. There was 

something in her fingers. I took it. 

At that minute the light streamed in 

from the front-room, I saw my green 
baize bag, too far off to get it, and a 

man coming towards the dining-room, 
and then I jumped through the win- 
dow,out on to the lawn and ran. When | 

got well out into the street I stopped 
and looked at fwhat she’d give me. It 
was a white rose, and by the way, that 
was all I got for my night’s work. 

WALTER LEARNED. 
- 

A MODERN ORPEEUS. 

A TALE OF KENTUCKY PIONEER LIFE. 
When a settlement was first made in 

South Kentucky, one of the great dan- 

gers of the colony was the universal 
presence uf the wolf. Around the 

“Green River” lay heavy forests, into 

which no one ventured to go unless 
ready to meet the savage animal at 
every turn. Barnyards were robbed 
of calves and pigs, belated wayfarers 
were attacked, and sometimes even a 
child was carried away. 

Henderson—one of the most prosper- 
ous towns near the mouth of the Green 
River—took its name from a family of 
wealthy planters located there. Now, 
they had an old black slave called Dick, 
who was a skilful fiddler, but good for 
little else. He was the most important 
‘‘gemman of colour”in all the country, 
in constant request for forty miles 
around, for cornshuckings, weddings, 
and breakdowns. His master was 
wealthy and good-natured, and allowed 
him to have very much his own way. 

It happened once that a grand mar- 
riage festival took place among the col- 
oured people at a plantation about six 
miles from Henderson. Old Dick was 
summoned, of course, to act as musi- 
cian and master of ceremonies. He put 
on his blue coat, with long tails and 
flaming gilt buttons, and rolled a 
brilliant cravat round an immensely 
high shirt collar. He allowed the 
younger niggers io leave before him, 
because, though he liked punctuality, 
he would never demean himself by un- 
becoming haste ; and when he was 
finally ready, he sallied forth alone. 

His way lay, for the most part, 
through a forest, where there was no 
waggon-road for miles. It was a soli- 
tude so dismal that the very silence 
seemed full of echoes. As Dick went 
on, visions played before his eyes of a 
warm and cheerful room, crowded with 
happy people, of homage yielded to 
himself by old and young, as to the 
Viceroy of King Etiquette. Still, in 
spite of dignity, he could not but has- 
ten his steps. Perhaps he was anxious 
to get out of the woods as quickly as 
possible; and well he might be. There 
was a rout of wolves in the distance on 
every side. They were yelling behind 
him, and the dismal sound was echoed 
from the front; on right and left they 
were rushing with uncouth howls through 
the forest iu search of prey. Gradually 
the sounds came nearer. They seemed 
to be closing around him. He began 
to run, and heard them tearing along all 
the faster. The wood seemed alive 
with devils, and a pack of hungry 
wolves appeared charging upon him 
from every side. 
But he soon stopped running. He 

knew that the wolf is very cautious of 
attacking a human being, and that if 
you walk steadily without seeming 
afraid, it 1s still more hesitating. The 
old fiddler now kept on at a regular 
pace, but the danger continued to in- 
crease. Every moment Dick shudder- 
ed as a black form rushed by, and he 
heard its jaws snap with a ring like 
that of a steel-trap. The pack was 
evidently gathering: but he knew that 
a little way on there was an old clear- 
ing with a deserted hut in the middle, 
and this he hoped to reach before the 
wolves began their attack. 
They were growing bolder every in- 

stant. He could see their green eyes 
sparkling through the thickets around. 
Then some of them swept by close to 
his legs, snapping at him as they pass- 
ed. He struck at them with his 
fiddle; the strings jarred loudly, and, 
oh! what relief came to his shivering 
soul when he saw that the sound made 
the brutes stand off. He immediately 
struck his hands across the chords. 
A wolf that was within two yards of 
him leaped asklein terror. He walk- 
ed rapidly forward, smiting his violin 
again and again to terrify the creatures 
that beset him. 

Soon he reached the clearing. It | 
was a broad field covered with snow, 
and in the centre of it stood the hut 
of which Dick was in search. He 
bounded hastily over the white sur- 
face, scraping the string with his hand 
y 
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until they shrieked harshly, and the 
wolves roared again with horror. 
They paused at the edge of the clear- 
ing, with tails between their legs, look- 
ing after the singular being whom they 
desired, but feared to attack. Their 
savage instinct was instantly renewed, 
however, and again, yelling, they gave 
chase, their black shadows hurrying 
like phantoms over the snow. Dick 
still continued to strike his fiddle, but 
even this would not have saved him, 
had he not reached the hut just as 
the whole pack was at his heels. In 
he rushed, slammed the rickety door 
behind him, clambered up through a 
hole in the roof, and perched on the 
gable, with the frail tenement literally 
shaking beneath his weight.. The 
door of the cabin did not for a moment 
withstand the attack of the wolves, 
which immediately thronged the in- 
terior. They were now wild with rage. 
They leaped up, they gnashed their 
teeth, they closed their jaws with that 
sharp snap, so horrible to the ears of 
the fiddler, as he almost fell from his 
roost in despair; but he remembered 
the effect of his violin. He had not 
yet drawn the bow from its case, but 
now did so, and struck it shrieking 
across the strings, forced all the while 

to keep his legs kicking high in the 
air to avoid the trap-like fangs that 
were only a few inches below. In an 
instant the yells ceased, and the negro 

went on, drawing forth the most wild, 

hysterical and grating sounds from his 
friendly violin. 

This barbarous noise, however, had 

no other effect upon the creatures than 

to astonish them. Even wolves can- 
not be charmed by bad music. When 

the first surprise was over they renew- 
ed their attack. Presently a great 

gaunt head lit by two eyes like globes 
of green fire, was thrust up through 
the roof! 

“Who's dar?’ shrieked the negro, 

mad with horror. An instinct saved 
him. Just as there seemed no thread 
of fate to hold him from being dragged 
down and made the prey of these rav- 
enous brutes, he once more smote his 

bow upon the fiddle and began with 
desperate energy to play ‘‘Yankee 

Doodle.” The loud inspiring notes 

caused instant silence among the hun- 

gry rout below. Orpheus piping to 

the brutes was no unmeaning fable. 

Dick won a kindred triumph. He was 

astonished at the effect of his music. 
Around him was the most [attentive 
audience that ever listened to his 

fiddling. But whenever there was the 

slightest pause the wolves sprang for- 
ward and commenced their howl again. 
Thus the black was forced to labour 
away, flinging his feet into the air, re- 
doubling his vigour, and filling the 
clearing {with this extraordinary har- 
mony. A feeling of professional pride 
gradually stole over him in spite of 
hisalarm. Now and then a thought 
of the wedding, and of the warm lights, 
of the sweetened whiskey, of the whirl- 
ing dance, of the homage and admir- 
ation of the colored people came regret- 
ful iato his mind; but he knew that he 
was safe so long as he coatinued to 
play; so he went, from Yankee Doodle 
to Hail Columbia, searching his mem- 
ory'for*every lively strain to charm 
away the ferocity of the strange audi- 
tors that couched around. 
The pleasure and peril, as well as 

patience, came to an end. It was a 
cold night. Dick had walked far and 
fasted long; his arms were weary of 
their exercise; he began to feel be- 
numbed, hungry, exhausted. Nothing, 
however, could be done but play on, 
forjat every pause these fearful growls 
began’again. There was no satisfying 
that slugg troop of connoisseurs, 
fidgeting as they sat, with lolling 
tongues and perched ears, through 
several hours of the wildest night thag 
Dick had ever known. The moon 
sank low in the west. A deeper 
shadow crept from under the arches of 
the forest. The stars seemed paler, 
the trees barer and gaunter, and the 
troop of wolves to multiply instead of 
diminishing. 
At the wedding feast the people be- 

came alarmed. Dick was the soul of 
punctuality. What could have hap- 
pened? Their anxiety for his safety 
and desire for his fiddling impelled 
them to see him. So with lanterns 
and clubs they went out through the 
plantations to look for him, and when 
they found him he was still perched on 
the roof of the old hut, sawing upon 
his fiddle, running over all his tunes 
again, but ready to drop with weari- 
ness and cold. The wolves were driy- 
en off, and they reluctantly quitted 
the spot. Their forms might be seen 
lingering on the skirts of the woods, 
and as the rescuers passed on with 
their old friend, a howl, rising at in- 
tervals, and an occasional rustling 
among the bushes, showed that the 
pack was still in wary, and determined 
bat useless pursuit. 

It was long past midnight when Dick 
arrived with his fiddle. All that could 
be done was to go on all next day in- 
stead of breaking up in the morning. 
The fires blazed high, and their light 
blazed in ruddy streams across the 
floor. The corn cakes were hot and the 
sweet whiskey was abundant, so Dick 
was cheerful after his adventures, and 
for many, many hours he went on play- 
ing to a happy crowd of revellers those 
airs of wmerriness, which, to save his 
life he had been playing all night to a 
pack of wolves. 
a 
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POWDER 
Absolutely Pure. 

A marvel of pus 
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This powder never varies. 
trength + nd wholesomeness. More econemica | 
han the ordinary kinds, and cannot be soldi | 
competition with the multitude of low test, short | 
weight, alum or phosphate powders. Sold on ly in 
ans. Rovar Baking Powbper Co., 106 Wall-st | 
N, X. 

PRINTS! PRINTS! 
| the 

Newest Shades & Patterns, 

Geneeal  Rusiness, 
CONFECTIONERY, 
FRUITS HTC. 

Fresh Goods of Superior 
Quality 

Always to be foundTat: 

M. J. STAPLES'’S 

perial Wringer.’ 
tf. Ra Vondy Building, Ckatham 

The “Im 
AND 

Wash-tub Stand. 
Clothes Forks, ete. 

New devices for convenience on Wash day— 
ave labor aud lighten the work left to be done. §§ 

H. P MARQUIS, 
Cunard Street. 

WILLIAM RAE 
Upper Water Street, Chatham, N. B., 

IMPORTER AND DEALER IN 

Sutherland Falls and 

Rutland Marbles. 

~—MANUFACTURER OF— 

Grave Stones and Monumental MF 
morials, in Foreign or Native Stone.% 

&F A good selection en hand 5 

| 

| 
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Italian, 

nivale Wa 
Baa RRR; 

= QO KING STO 
QA 

MERSEREAU’S 

PHOTOGRAPHIC ROOMS 

Being desirous] off placing First Class Photo 
graphs within the reach of Residents of Chatham 
I have engaged 

Mr.J.A.E.Morrell, 
(late of 98 King Street, St. John,) 

rived and is now ready for work, 
ese 

Who ha « 

We have now the 

BEST Tz! _ERY. 

52ST LIGHT, ’ 
__ BEST PROCESS 

& BEST OPERATOR 
dNorth of Si. John. 

8&F Give US a Trial and be convinced. &} 

—GALLERY OPPOSITE— 

Masonic Hall, - h atham. 
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Johnson & Murray 
BARRISTERS-AT-LAW, 

Notaries’ Public, Insurance Agents, 
ETC,, ETC., ET. 

CE ATEHAM, IN, B. 

A. H. JOHNSON, ROBT. MURRAY, 

D..G. MAC LAUCHLAN, 

Barrister-at-Law 

NOTARY PUBLIC, ETC. 

BATHURST. N. B. 

DesBrisay &  DesBrisay, 
BARRISTERS, 

Attorneys otaries, Conveyancres,&c. 

OFFICS.. 

St. Patrick Street, - - - Bathurst, N. B. 
THEOPHILUS DESBRISAY, Q. C. 

T. SWAYNE DESBRISAY 

Warren C Winslow. 
BARRISTR 

——AND—— 
A TTORN BEB T-AT-L.AW 

Commissioner for Nova Scotia. 

BENSO} BLOCK, CHATHAM, N. B. 

KE. P. Williston, 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 

Notary Public, Conveyancer, &o., 
OFFICE—Over Mr. John Brandon's Store ; Entrance 

Side Door. 

Newcastle, Miramichi, N. B. 

WM. A. PARK, 
Attorney-at-Law, Solicitor, 

NOTARY PUBLIC, CONVEYANCER, &C. 
OFFICE :—OVER THE STORE OF W. PARK, Esq 

CASTLE STREET} 

NEWCASTLE, N. B. B. 

Eel PT - 

DRIED APPLES, 

Evaporated Apples. 

100 TUBS LARD-Tietgen’s Best : 
45 Barrels DRIED APPLES. 

60 Boxes EVAPORATED APPLES. 

Lowest Prices Wholesale. 

Jer. Harrison & Co, 
St. John. 

Just Received 
one Carload at 

In barrels, from 2501s.. to 2801s. 
This celebrated Fertilizer is equal to he best 

imported and selis at $45 per ton. 
TERMS for quantities less than h f a ton CASH larger quantities CREDIT till NOV EMBER 1st on approved notes. 
P. TURNER, Esq.,, Chatham 8 a. ; authority to sell and fill orders, AR fe _ 

convenience of custom®rs in Chatham and ic nity. Descriptive Circulars sent on application to 

C. S. RAMSAY, 
Agent, Newcastle. 

| | 
} 

Twelve hundred yards NEW PRINTS in alr | 

from 7c. a yard andfupwards, 

GREY COTTONS 
rom 44c. upwards, a 

I. W. Russell's. 
Black Bro 

| 

| Writing Desks, 

Miramichi 

eturned within one week. 

Flour, Pork, Fish, 

3 

| goth spay, 1965 

GENERAL BUSINESS. GENERAL BUSINESS. 
PHOTOGRAPH, AUTOGRPH AND SCRAPS 

ALBUMS at prices to suit everybody. 
SC SR 

. Work Boxes, Jewell Cases, Dressing Cases, Ladies 
Hand Satchels, Ladies’ and Gents’ Purses and Wallets, 

Vases, Toilet Setts, China Ornaments Mugs, Motto 
Cups and Saucers of all descriptions. 

A VERY FINE ASSORTMENT OF 
‘PLATED SILVER WARE ELEGANT DESIGNS 

BATIVERY LOW PRICES, 

Watches, Clocks and Jewelry of all deseriptions,Gold and Silver! Jewelry made to order,Monogram and 
Name Jewerly made to order. Gold and Silver Medals and Badges, Prize Cups, &ec., suitable 

for presentations made to order, Meerchaum and Briar Pipes Cigar and Cigarette Holders 
and a full line of Smokers Requisites. 

48% eWe clamiftor our Stock general excellence in quality, immence variety andjreasonable prices. @§ 

Call and examine our tock. 

| HARRIS & SON. - - - -- WATER STREET 

Foundry 

MACHINE WORKS. 
CHATHAM, N. B 

—(D—- 

General Iron and Brass Founders, 
Gang and Rotary Saw Mills and Steamers built or repaired. 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

STEAM BOILERS AND ENGINES. 

GANG EDGERS AND SHINGLE MACHINES. 

HEAVY AND LIGHT, PLAIN AND} 

FANCY CASTINGS. 

Pond’s Wisconsin Rotary Saw arriage, a Specialty, 
Plans, Designs, Specifications and Estimates Furnished. 

WM. MUIRHEAD Jr. GEO. DICK 
Proprietor, Mechanical Sup. 

NEW GOODS! 
0 

—LANDING TO-DAY: 
20 Cases and Bales assorted DRY GOODS, 70 HALF CHESTS 

TEA, (best value vet) 30 BBLS. SUGAR, 125 BBLS. 
FLOUR, 10 TONS PRESSED HAY, A lotof SEA- 

SONED PRIME LUMBER. 

WILLIAM MURRAY. 
Chatham 

AP Foo TT ER AR PL GRRE TE PY SIO SCL SHR. JEL SS 

BD Cures Lizziness, Loss of Appetite, Indigestion, Biliousness, 
iH Dyspepsia, Jaundice, Affections of the Liver and Kidneys, 

Pimples, Blotches, Boils, Humors, Salt Rheum, Serofula, 
Erysipelas, and all diseases arising from Impure Blood, 
Deranged Stomach, or irregular action of the Bowels. 

VAUGHAN & BROS, 
——IRON MERCHANTS, — 

SMYTHE STREET, ST. JOHN, N.%B. 

TRON—Common, Refined, and Horse Shoe, ’ 
STEEL—Tired Sleigh Shoe and Toe Calk. 

YELLOW METAL—Bolts and Sheathing. 
Howe" 

CHAINS—Rigging, Mill and Cables, 
Anchors, Oakum, Pitch, Tar, Spikes, Hemp and Manilla Cordage 

all of best quality and 

TO BE GIVEN AWAY 

422 ROLLS OF 

ROOM PAPER 
TO BE GIVEN AWAY. 

Having nearly sold out of my immense stock of Room Paper, and 
wishing to make 

COMPLETE CLEARANCE 
this spring, I have decided to MAKE PRESENTS to my numerous customers. 
There are ELEVEN PATTERNS to select from (only) and first come, first choice. 
Every person purchasing the amounts below will receive the number of rolls of 

paper set opposite :— 

From $3.00 to $5.00 
5.25 to 8.00 

8.25 to 10.00 10 * 
10.25 to 15.00 15 
15.25 to 20.00 20 

Rolls Room Paper free. 
. ¢* [1 wc ce ‘ 

D 
Fd 

{ 
[43 1 113 

« 4 “ « 

of €« ‘ «’ «© 

N B.—The purchase not to consist of Grey or White Cottons 

B. FAIREY. 
Newcastle, April ,1885 

ETAL SE WE SELL 

TORR POTATOES, 
dS ~ SPILING, BARK, 

£5 CouG RS £8LoS] R. R. Ties, Lumber, Laths, 
cml, J HOARSENESS ETC; 
isso nese Canned Lobsters, Mackerel, Berries, 

more money than at anything else, by 
takingan agency for the best selling 

- ww 

WIN buok Beginners succeed grandly P ts '} I ] Et 
None fail. Terms free HaLLeTT Book Co., Por 0 a 0es, IN 1, 4 C, 
and Miane. 

x > iG Best Prices for all Shipments, 

CARDING Write fully for Quotations. 

: [atheway & C HE SUBSCRIBER'S Carding Mill will be} in Ha e a 0, 
full operation after the middle of the present 2 

month. Wool left at the mill will be premptly General Commission Merchants, 
attended to, Wool left with E. A. Strang, Chat- 

| Nm, Win. Stothart, Moorfields, or M. M. Sargent, | 22 Central Wharf, BOSTON 
rewcastle, wilt be taken to the mill, Carded and 

R, D. WILSON 
Members of Board of Trade, Corn and Meehani 

exchanges. 
Derby, May 4th. 

———————————————————————————————— ee ~~ __ 

FERTILIZERS: 
Members of the Northumberland Agricnltural 

Societ v who wish to procure FERTILIZERS 

| for the coming farming season are requested to 
leave their orders therefor between this date and 
May30th with either of the undersigned, who will 
ive full inform ation as to prices, terms, ec. 

JAMES FISH, NEWCASTLE. 
D: G. SMITH, 
D.T. JOHNSTONE, Sr., 

Lite. 
200 Bbls. Brown FLOUR; 
100 hif-bbls deo. do. 
125 bbls. CORN MEAL. 
60 do. MESS PGRK. 

150 Quintals new CODFISH. 
40 Cases CANNED OYSTERS. | 
10 do do LOBSTERS. 

Geo. S. DeForest. SUBSCRIBE NOW FOR THE 

CHATHAM. 

Miramichi River and Bay 
ww STEAM SERVICE. 

The Miramichi Steam Navigation Company's steamer “MIRAMICHI,” 
Capt. John McLean, will, until further notice, run as follows,— 

On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, 
Leave Chatham at 9 o'clock a. m., calling at BLACK BROOK and 

proceeding direct to ESCUMINAC (Fleiger’s.) 
From Escuminac she will cross the Bay to NEGUAC and return te 

Chatham, calling at 

BURNT CHURCH, POINT AUX CAR, NAPAN, BLACK BROOK, LAPHAM'S AND 
MILL COVE, 

carrying fish and other freight and passengers. The regular passenger 
fare each way is I5c. between Chatham and points above Oak Point, and 
30c. between Chatham and points further down river. 

EXCUR SION TRIPS 
will be made 

On Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays, 
for the especial accommodation of PICNIC PARTIES and othem desirous 
of visiting the favorite SEASIDE RESORTS downriver. The 
steamer will 

Leave Chatham at 9 o'clock a. m., and after touching at BLACK 
BROOK, proceed to BAY DU VIN and thence to BURNT CHURCH 
and NEGUAC. 

Returning, will call at the above named places, giving ample time at 
each for visiting the local points of interest and for fishing, picnicking, ete, 
For these Excursion trips 

Return Tickets, e00d from either Nelson, Newcastle, 
Douglastown or Chatham, 

will be sold, SIX. FOR THREE DOLLARS, such tickets being good for 
the steamer “Nelson,” which leaves Nelson at 7 and Newcastle at 7.15 (solar 
time) connecting with the “MIRAMICHI,” excursionists from points up- 
river being returned in thelevening to Douglastown, Newcastle and Nelson 
by one of the Company’s boats, free of extra charge. . 

— 4 

BZ When the weather is favorable and excursionists so desire, the 
‘Miramichi” will run out over the Bar to the open Bay to afford those on 
board the enjoyment of 

COD AND MACKEREL-FISHING, 
which is excellent sport in the summer-season. 

Tickets for sale at the stores of Messrs. John Brown and Mackenzie 
& Co., Chatham; John McLaggan, Newcastle; Hon. R. Hutchison, Douglas- 
town, and John Baldwin, Nelson. 

IMMENSE BARGAINS 
Dry Goods Opening! 

BRITISH AND FOREIGN GOODS 
DIRECT FROM EUROPE. 

FOR FALL AND WINTER 
LADIES BLACK DRESS VELVETEENS, 

LADIES’ COL. « ‘ 
LADIES’ OTTOMAN DRESS CLOTHS, 

LADIES’ SOLIEL 
LADIES" DRESS CLOTHS from 15 e., 

LADIES DRESS SERGES from 15 ec. 

Winceys, Winceys, from 7 GC. 
Tweeds, Tweeds, from. 7 ¢ 

ULSTER CLOTHS in great variety, 
Soliel and Matelasse DRESS CLOTH, New Designs. 
Knitted Woollen Goods in, Jerseys, Vests, Shawls, Scarfs, Pitticoats 
Hoods ete. ete. Children’s Knitted Dresses, Pellisses, & Polkas. 

LADIES MELON & CLOTH SKIRTS, very Low. 

Blankets! Blankets! Blankets!!! 
Cretonnes, Cottons, Crepe Cretonnes. 

Boots & Shoes! ~~ Boots & Shoes! 
The above together with a large and complete stock of staple nda 

fancy Dry Goods will be offered at an immense reduction on di-o 
nary prices. Call and examine. 

“" 

R. BAIN. 
Bon Jour BITTERS 

THE STANDAD APPETISE. 
AN ALL-YEAR-ROUND TONIC. 

Approved by the Faculty « f Municipal Anal vists, Bordeaux. 

IMMENSE BARGAINS 
At LOGGIE & BURR'S 

READY-MADE CLOTHING 
in Men's, Boy's and Youth's, at LOGGIE & BURRS. 

AMERICAN (FUR AND FELT HATS 
| all shapes and sizes, at LOGGIE & BURRS, 

and Regatta Shirts, 

Scarfs and Ties, 

at LOGGIE & BURR'S. 
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‘White Shirts, Oxford 

sSeotch and Worsted ailines; 
made to order at LOGGIE & BURR'S. 

Prints, Cambrics, Shirtings, Grey and White Cottons 
at LOGGIE & BURR'S. 

English, 

Brussel’s Carpets, All Wool Carpets, Tapestry C a- 
pets, Union carpets, 5 
at LOGGIE & BURR'S. | 

Room Paper, Curtains and Curtain Nets, 
at LOGGIE & BURRS. 

LOGCIE & BURR, 
PIERCE BLOCK, Water Street, Chatham


