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OF CANADA

“BRINGING THEIR LA URELS HOME
70 CROWN HER."”

some Remarks, Appreciative Rather Than |

Critical, on New Books by Mr. Archibald
Lampman, Miss J. Elizabeth Gostwycke
Roberts and Prof. Roberts.

I.

“You have no brains!”
be able to earn your salt, long as you
live.” *““What, in the world, do you think
some of the

“You'll never

you can do?” Such are
stimulating comments and queries with
which all-believing parents are sometimes
wont to encourage their too-aspiring youth.
And what is most remarkable but the fact
that these hopeless scions do occasionally
surmount such taming prophecy, accom-

plishing somewhat, and being somebody,

after all? But this benignly svll'-n-spu'tin;: ‘

example extends beyond family limits, and

whole pvnplvs—n:llinns. if you will—avail

themselves of it—loudly inspiring. by such |

sage observations as those  set down, all

who have the temerity to do something of |

unusual merit, if they can and dare. It is
over the merit of genius to distinguish it-
solf under disheartening circumstances ; as
the Burnses, the Miltons, the Fultons,
Pallisseys, Haydons and Stephensons of
mankind bear witness: the rose and lily
flourish in the sun, and respond to the
nourishing care of love that prizes them ;
but the trodden and beclouded blossom of
the superior hieart seems to flourish most
by neglect; let us not fail of that, O
brother caviller, or we shallSvlint through
your too sunny blandishment” the incentive
that scorn or oversight —owdyz=gurnishes. |
Well, the boys do get on, aie samprise the |
sage fosterers of native ability into silence, |
at least. Supercilious conceit in Britain |
(and is more of it there than elsewhere?) |
has ceased saving : ““Who reads an Ameri-
can book ?"—making up for long absti-
nence, doubtless, by devouring Irving, |
Longfellow, Harte, Miller and their com-
And the |

peers as fast as it greedily can.
curs2 of literary sterility would doubtless
fall on this Canada of ours, if mentors
would rezlly cease bidding the upstarts |
down, saying—*‘‘You cannot write, and |
dare not publish, |

it you could you

and if vou did you cannot compete;
we have, on one side of us a large empire,

and on the other a wide republic, to furnish |
to us the finest that human brains can give,

—and the yield of foreign poets is amazing.

If a few more poets were born, this would

be no world for them.” Buat it is, indeed,
a tame mother, almost to nausea, who will
not have some warmth and partiality for
her own, and who prefers her neighbor’s
rosy buster, even, to the spindling of her
own bosom. Verily, the claim of nature
will present itself, and that son who 1is fit
for something more than checking sneer
and Trown, and smuggling himselt mto a
corn-r, will occasionally ask you to honor

his draft with matronly love and pride.

Will Canada ignore the fact that she had a |

Heavysege, and that he wrote Saul, a
Miltonic drama, on which Hawthorne and
Longfellow lavished no stinted praise !
Will she have no honest pride in her Sang-
ster, nor read, amid the poetie atHuence of
The St. Lawrence and The Saguenay, a
throbbing record of a sore-tried heart that
loves her ?
telligent people—one or two in some hun-
dreds—shall seek out and purchase a true,
indigenous book of belles lettres, then shall
our worthy editor of 7'he Dominion [llus-
trated, who recently averred that “‘ifaclever
and successiul writer wants to put forth a

book he ought to have pride and trust |

enough to do it, out of his own pocket”

(provided he has one,) will have something |

still more encouraging to say.

Jut Canada has poetic children, who

have won, and arc winning, recognition
beyond her border, and they are bringing

their laurels freshly home to crown her |
withal : for never do they look so fair or |

seem so sweet as when, twined with may-
flower or wmaple leaf, they gleam on
«Kanata's” brow. Her Roberts, her Reade,
are true to her, as were her Howe, and her
McGee.

ward a Mair, a Lighthall, a Lesperance, a

We begin to look and listen  to-

Weir, a Duvar, and other worthy ones,
who shall enrich still farther a literature
well begun.  Have we not a Curzon, of
late-
declared author of a sweetly-natural lyric,
that has gone the world over?—a Carl‘n:ul,
rich and full with the blood and hope of

nobly-patriotic tone *—a Spencer,

youth, casting his tender fancies in moulds
of Provencal song ?—an Eaton. shaping to
imperishable form the legeénds of Acadia?
—these and others who, diflicult as it is to
predict the future of an author, may reason-

ably be expected to add some honorvable |
gift to the artistic and intellectual wealth of |

their native land.  And still other stars are
rising, to a few of which we give particular
£ttention.

I11.

Other voices than of the torrent-river,
the forest, the halls legislative, begin sound-
ing at or around Ottawa.  One, clear and
distinet, has lately spoken; and I marvel
much if our wakening sons and brothers do
not hear it. Here is a book of song,* in
part unquestionably Canadian, and wholly
genuine and powerful.  Whether the author
has reached the elevated table-land of mid-
dle age, with its width of horizon and fullness

*Among the Millet, and (;hor Poems. By Ar:h—-
ibald Lampman. Ottawa: J. Durie & Son.

9 |

Say, when a moiety of “our in- |
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of power, or whether he is yet on the
mornward slope that leads to prime, we
cannot say ; but should infer from the tone
of several pieces that his heart has been
long at school, since he has touched so
' worthily and so loftily some of life’s noblest
themes, and shows so much maturity of
thought and feeling. His genius is lyrical
and pastoral ; and in all shades of feeling,
from the serene to the passionate, with
which poets have dwelt upon nature, he be-
trays sympathy, blending the sensitiveness
of Keats with the beautiful spirituality of
Shelley. His descriptive phrasing is very
rich, and his diction is musical, while his
themes and verse-forms and cadences are
various enough to relieve all sense of mon-
otony. If not so distinctively as Sangster a
painter of the Canadian landscape, he has
yet some touches, unique anl indigenous,
in which no native author has excelled him.
He stands Among the Millet, at the time

when earth rejoices :—

The dew is gleaming on the grass,
The morning hours are seveln,
Aud I am fain to watch you pass,
Ye soft white clouds of heaven.
When “April™ is waking the world from
wintry sleep ; and—
The grey song-sparrows full of Spring have sung
Their clear thin silvery tunes in leafless trees;
The robin hops and whistles, and among
The silver-tasseled poplars the brown bees
Murmur famt dreams of summer harvestries;
The creamy sun at even scatrers down
A gold-green mist across the murmuring town ;—

by the slow streams” make their wonted
music,—-
And ever with soft throats that pulse and thrill,
From the pxw-»wvwlml shallows trill and trill,
Tremulous swect voices, flute-like, answering
One to anotlier, glorying in the spring ;-
to look on -the- “*ever-cloven soil.” “‘the
brown, clean layers,” and see the—
Curled flower buds, white and blue,
In all the matted hollows
of the wood, where—

In the warm noon the south wind creeps and cools,
Where the red-budded stems of maples throw
Still tangled etchings on the aanber pools.

In **Morning on the Lievres,” the canoc

| bears him with sporting compamons :—

Softly as a cloud we go,

Sky above and sky below,
Down the river, and the dip

Of the paddles scarcely breaks,
With the little silvery drip

Of the water as it shakes

From the blades, the crystal deep
Of the silence of the morn,

Of the forest yet aslesap,

And the river reaches borne

In a mirror, purple grey,

Sheer away

To the misty line of light,

Where the forest and the stream
In the shadow meet and plight,
Like a dream.

* . + * * *

On a sudden seven ducks
With a splashy rustle rise
Stretching out their seven necks,
One before and two behind,
And the others all a-row,
And as steady as the wind
With a swivelling whistle go,
Through the purple shadow led,
I'ill we only hear their whir
In behind a rocky spw
Just ahead.

| But no one of these pieces, {rom its

| pathetic beauty and its fulness of human
&
interest, more completely captures the heart

' of the reader than *-Between the Rapids,”

regret, is, in its locus et personw unmistak-
ably French-Canadian.
give every line, but must make an abridg-

I We wish we might
I

‘ e .

l ment. The voyagers are floating down the
' river at evening, when they pass a seene
| consecrate to one of them by some heart-
| history :—

[ The shore, the fields, the cottage just the same,
But how with them whose memory makes them

sweet?
| Ohif I called them hailing name by name,
Would the same lips the same old shouts repeat?
Have the rough years so big with death and ill,
i Gone lightly by and left them smiling yet?
Wild black-eyed Jeanne whose tongue was never
t still,
: Old wrinkled Picaud, Pierre and pale Lisette,
| The homely hearts that never cared to range,
i While life’s wide fields were filled with rush and
' change.
l

And where is Jacques, and where is Vergime?
I cannot tell; the fields are all a blur.
The lowing cows whose shapes I scarcely see,
O do they wait and do they call for her?
And is she changed, or is her heart still elear
As wind or morning, light as river foam?
Or have life’s changes borne her far from here,
And far from rest, and far from help and home?
Ah comrades, sott, and let us rest awhile,
For arms grow tired with paddling many a mile.

They cannot pause; they float by. The
shores grow dim, and he waves a good-
bye :

Once more I leave you, wandering towards the

night,
Sweet home, sweet heart, that would have held

me in.

Blacker and loftier grow the woods, and hark!
The freshening roar! The chute is near us now,
And dim the canyon grows and inky dark
The water whispering from the birchen prow.
| One last long look, and many a sad adien,
| While eyes can see and heart can feel you yet,
| T leave sweet home and sweeter hearts to you,

A prayer for Picaud, one for pale Lisette,
| A kiss for Pierre, my little Jacques, and thee,

A sigh for Jeanne, a sob for Verginic.

Some songs, brief and sweet, there are,
as **Passion,” “One Day™ and *‘Unrest” ;
some fine narrative poems, such as *The
Three Pilgrims,” **The Organist” and

vy “ . . -
“T'he Monk,” who bears in the folds of his
mantle some of Keats' spicery; but most
excellently perfect are some of the sonnets,
than which none finer have been written by
any Canadian. We conclude our observa-
tions with just one instance :

A PRAYER.

O earth, O dewy mother, breathe on us
Something of all thy beauty and thy might,
Us that are part of day but most of night,
Not strong like thee, but ever burdened thus
With glooms and cares, things pale and dolorous

Whose gladdest moments are not wholly bright;
Something of all thy freshness and thy ‘ight,

O earth, O mighty mother, breathe on us.

O mother, who wast long before our day,

And after us full many an age shalt be,

Careworn and blind, we wander from thy way :
Born of thy strength, yet weak and halt are we:
Grant us, O mother, therefore, us who pray,
Some little of thy light and majesty.

V.

A maiden offering* of a maiden singer,
somewhat coyly given, as a woodnymph
might drop before us a spray of cedar, or
bit of arbutus, and dart bashfully into her
native shades again. The songs of Miss
Roberts are songs that may be sung, for
they have the lilt and music in them—that
living soul that can never be made to in-
form *‘the most cunningly devised rhetoric”
matters not
songster

merely cut into lines. It
whether that sweet mottled
goes up with the lark or not, we cannot
read—

‘ Slip sofily, Nashwaak water,

l Where thrushes sing and soar,

without feeling much of the same sensations
that the lowing river and winging birds
convey : and ““A Secret Song” has a clear-
| ness of note like that of the songster’s own,
floating out of the gray wood, over the
barren snow drifts, ringmg on the frosty

pair:

| O Snow-bird! Snow-bird!
| Welcome thy note when maple bouglis ave bare;
| Thy merry twitter, thy emphatic call,

Like silver trumpets pierce the freezing air,

he goes abroad to listen to the frogs that | What time the radiast flakes begin to fall-

We know thy secret. When the day grows dim,
Far from the homes that thou hast cheered so long,
Thy chirping changes to a twilight hymn'!

O Snow-bird, Snowspird, wheretore hide thy song?

O Snow-bird! Snow-bintl
1< it a song of sorrow. nonemay know,:
An aching memory? - Nay, too glad.the note!

' Untouched by knowledge of our human woe,

Clearly thy erystal flutings fall and float.

We hear thy tender ecstasy and ery:

“Lend us thy gladness that can brave the ¢hill
Under the splendors of the winter sky,

O Snow-bird, Snow-bird, carol to us still.

T

With this joyous music, she has the vision
and facnity divine; with the poet's liquid
harmony, the poet’s penetrating imagina-
tion: not that alone which is diffusive, in-
forming gently the whole, but that which
concretes itself goldenly in a part: as
where, in “*Reveilli,” she writes :

.

Behold the rising splendor of the East,
Now molten light where ivon darkness lay
Heralds the conquest, hails the victor, Day.

- - * * * *

As breaks the ethereal gold across the crest
Of yonder hills, and tarns the trees to flame.
When in the first blush of womanhood she
gives such first-fruits, what may we not
hope from a riper experience and a more
practiced art, when time shall have opened
new and deeper fountains? The airy
grace, the sot music, the intellectual grasp,
the richness ot diction, as well as the
while she weaves her Penelope-web of song,
so perfectly that she nor Chronos will need
We had at our pen's point
other citations from * Welecome,” “A
Light Withdrawn,” *By the Campfire,”
etc., but must pause with some bracing,

to unravel it.

noble lines from “The Song of Climb-

o
L ing’:

which, redolent of memory and pensive

Al, better steadfast-eyed to scale
The awful hill-side hand in hand;
For never yet without avail
Did one true striving soul assail
The barriers of the Mountain Land.

Rouse we our spirits to the race.

Friends! Brothers! From the walls above
Leans many an unforgotten tace
Still wearing through it new-bhorn grace

The old sweet look of human love.

| There, watching by the open door,

Shine Cuthbert’s heavenly eyes of blue;
There Muriel leans to meet once more
The earth-born loves she hungered for,

To clasp our hands and lead us threugh.

¥

Gracing a time fruitful of anthologies,
which poets join with their inferiors in
multiplying, appears this neat little volume
in the Canterbury Series,t with an introduc-
tion, which is a bit of criticism, apt, com-
preh(msivv, felicitous. The compiler has
needfully excluded very much that might
have come under his title ; as, for example,
the med:eval lays and epies, the world of
voluminous folk-balladry, and the pieces,
otherwise fit, too tritely familiar ; selecting
his material from recent authors, very
largely, and conspicuously from that prince
of wild-life poets, as he is called, Joaquin
Miller. Several Canadian authors appear,
to the book’s manifest advantage; for the
names of Charles Mair, Hunter Duvar,
Arthur Wentworth Eaton, and Miss Agnes
Machar, are worthy of classification with
many of England or America’s mmor sing-
ers. We regret that Prof. Roberts should
have excluded any of his own pieces which,
from their subject and mode of treatment,
were suitable to appear; but we are also
glad to find the fine Indian ballad, that
lately appeared in the Century,—**How
the Mohawks Came to Modoetee.” Several
things, quite appropriate, and highly excel-
lent, we hoped, but failed to find; but on
the whole discover more to delight in than
to regret. The work is printed on fine-
tinted paper, with red lines; and it is a
neatly-bound pocket-volume, and a well-
assorted companion of Douglas Sladen’s
Australian Ballads, now existing, and W.
D. Lighthall’s Canadian volume, soon to
exist, in the same series.

Artiur JonN LOCKHART.

*ems. By J. Elizabeth Gostwycke Roberts.
For private circulation.

t Poems of Wild Life. Edited, with Introduction
and Notes, by Prof. Charles G. D. Roberts, A. M.
London : Walter Scott.

strer gth, must grow to more and more; |

FREDERICTON'S BAD BOY.

He Devotes Attention to the Farmers’ Con-
vention and Yeomanry in General.

Being's teacher said my last composition
was good and our taler pasted it up in his
store for the boys to see, and our minister
was mad ‘cause I ‘luded to the ‘‘eternal
fitness”"—he thought bein’ such a tall man
he was above critikism, I suppose,—now
then I guess I'll just mention a few more
things round town what seems to hanker
after wentilatin’.

There was a meetin’ of the horny sinners
and boney-handed sons and tillers of the
soil and yeomans in the Church hall. There
was a young man with a eye-glass on got up
and read a piece about butter. He kinder
sung it like as if he was readin’ the "Piscopal
prayer book and ‘spected the boney ones to
holler, *“Ah-men, ah-men,” when he cum
to the end of the sentence. He said he
guessed he knowed what he was talkin’
about cos he took a corse of lessons milkin’

Percheron steers at Gelf. Then a man

| named Doctor Twitchem from Mane got up

and said it wasn’t fair for the wimmen to do
the churnin’, and with that ma, who was
present, hollered right out, *Bully for you,
Mr. Twitchem ;: how does that suit you,
Hiram,” sez she to pa, pokin’ him in the

' side, and from that out there was a coolness

fell over the face of the augence so far as
pa was concerned, I could hear him mur-
murin’ tex from scripter, savage like, under
his breath durin’ the rest of the procedins.

' Then another man what owned a ten-year

ole cow with one eye out and a horn busted
up in Andover, got up and read a lectur on
runnin’ a diary, and said it was no use
makin’ good butter, cos if all hands made
sood butter the price would be the same.

' He said he was gom’ to keep right on

i
r

i
|
‘
|

makin’ it the same old way he was brought

L up to, cos if all the flies and hairs was took

out the flavor would be gone and maybe
there'd be a epidemic.

Secretary McLellan was on the platform.
We was expectin’ him to pray for the
boney ones, and pa said if he had there
would certainly have been a out-pourin’.
But he made ‘em a little speech, sayin’ if
there was any people that he really loved,
what cum home closer to his boosem than
any he knowed, it was them there boney
sinners and horney tillers which he saw be-
fore him there that day. I guess he was
thinkin’ about election times, don’t you
think so? Then the president, about every
minute or two, struck the table with the
lamb’s tail, and said as how he was proud-
er'n the Czar of Russia to be a presidin’
over that there noble and elevated cum-
pany of toilin’ yomans and backbones of
the country. Pa said he was after elee-
tion, too, cos when he run for Queen’s
county he always got licked.

Then the turney-general he just dropped
in kinder friendly and sociable-like among
the boney ones, and bim:-bye he makes a
speech, sayin’ as he didn’t know anything
about farmin’, but when it came to raisin’
colts he was all there. Ma laffed at that
and said she thought so, too. Then Mr.
Gregery slides in easy and sociable-like
among the boney ones, and planks himself
down in the augence as if he was one of
the steady yomans himself. And you orter
see the way he cheered and clapped when
the turney-general got up to speak. Why,
you could a heard a pm drop under the
seat he was sittin’ on. He was so tickled
to deth that you'd thot he had done nothin’
but tend funerals for a month. So I guess
they was all thinkin’ about elections, and
the boney ones made up their minds to
pack their votes on ice this year, so they'd
bring a bigger price when the weather got
hot.

Speakin’ about ice reminds me that the
boney ones had ice eream at their big din-
ner at the Queen the other night. One of
the boney ones was eatin’ some and kept
hollerin’ out, **Great Scott, but that’s cold,”
and the Governor whe was presidin’ said it
certainly was cold for such wether as we'd
been havin’ lately.

There was another meetin’ of handy
horns and yomans and baekbones, called
the County Council, here this week. Ma
says the Governor’s wife was too many for
the noble sinners this time. She sez the
last time they come to town they said they
wasn't goin® to yearn their brownbread by
the juice of their forreds and then hand
em over for the Horspital. But when they
come to town this weck the Governor’s
wife bowed to 'em friendly like and sez to
‘em, *“Come up to the Governor’s house
my boney friends, and get some grub.”
And perhaps they didn’t go. Ma says she
never saw a boney one yet but was holler
clear to his boots. So they went to the
Governor’s house and such a gettin’ away
with hasty dejooners and mince pie and
walin and nashin’ of teeth as there was for
about an hour or so! And when they come
out they wiped the prespirations of honest
toil from their intellex and voted the
Governor’s wife $200 for the Hospital. Pa
says the Governor’s wife is too many for
the boney ones and I think so too but ma
says the damages they done at the dejooners
must a come to more'n $200. Perhaps it
did. JiMmy SMITH.

Fredericton, Jan. 21.

‘'he shapely and sagacious Lilian Rus-
sell is leading in the latest movement for
theatrical reform. She won't wear tights.
No one should hasten to conclude from this
that Miss Russell’s conscience pricks her.
It isn't dread of perdition, but fear of
rheumatism that makes her moral.

Evening Dress Wear.

NOW SHOWING:

THE LATEST COLORINGS in NEW FABRICS for SEASON 1889,

ONGEE SILKS, SATIN DUCHESS, SATIN MERVEILLEUX, PLUSHES,

MOIRE FRANCAIS;

TINSEL SPOT NETS, CHENILLE SPOT NETS, POINT D'ESPRIT NETS,

spots and stripes ;

SEVENTY-TWO inch PLAIN NETS, in the new shades;
WHITE BEADED NETS, BLACK BEADED NETS;
WHITE BEADED LACE, WHITE and GOLD DRESS FRONTS;

COLORED and WHITE MECHLIN ;

BLACK, WHITE and CREAM FLOUNCINGS and ALLOVERS;

BLACK SILK GRENADINE, Stripes and Checks;
NOVELTIES IN HOSIERY, GLOVES, RIBBONS and LACES.

MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON.

DO YOU WANT A NEW RANGE,

£ LATST AND BEST IN T

— OR——

Cook Stove?

If so, we invite your attention

to our Stock, which
comprises

E MARKET.

"

We guarantee all the Goods we sell to be
as represented, and

OUR PRICES ARE LOW.

g@ We solicit comparison of values from all interested in securing the best goods

at the LOWEST POSSIBLE PRICES.

EMERSON & FISHER,

Stoves and Kitchen Hardware,

75 and 79 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET.
1@ STOVE REPAIRING axp JOBBING attended to promptly by competent men.

FOR GOOD VALUE

Union and All-Wool Grey Flannels; Ladies’ and Children’s Wove
Hosiery ; Ladies’ Vests; Black and Colored Cashmeres;
Gloves; Jerseys and Jersey Coats, Embroidered

Cloth Table Covers;

Gent’s Ribbed

Shirts and Pants, etc., etc.,
——G0™ -

PITT

179

S ” General Dry Goods Store,

Y
UNION STREET. 179

=

"DR. SCOTT'S
Electric Hair Curler.

ADIES who wish to quickly Bang, Crimp or
4 Curl the Hair, by a new method, should have
one of these new inventions.

For sale by

A. CHIPMAN SMITH & CO.,
Charlotte §trg$:§1__

TTWEED

WATERPROOF COATS |

Vith Sewed and Taped Seams.

We are now showing the Latest London
Styles in

Gents’ Tweed Rubber Coats,
Made with above great improvements.

ALSO—A Full Line of LADIES LONDON
CLOAKS in newest styles.

ESTEY, ALLWOOD & CO.,

68 Prince Wm. Street.

The Cigar
LITTLE KING.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,
84 - --King Street - - - 84

“T. J. McPHERSON,

181 UNION STREET,

GROCER.

l?‘ FRUITS A SPECIALTY. &)
Havana and Domestic
CIGARS.

I have a complete assortment now in stock, in
boxes and half-boxes: 100,000 HHAVANA and
DOMESTICS.

THOS. L. BOURKE,

11 and 12 Water si.cet

SPENCER’S
Standard Dancing Academy.

1LASSES for beginners will open on TUESDAY,

October 30th. as follows: Afternoon, Ladies,

Masters and Misses, at 3.30; Ladies and Gentlemen

at 8 o’clock, in the evening. Pupils must made ap-
plication for terms.  A. L.SPENCER, Teacher,
s i o e Domville Building.

~ BUSINESS MEN,
CRUIKSHANK’S DINNERS

Are the Best
&% AND CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.
The best the market affords always on hand

P. A. CRUIKSHANK,

9 G %
Opposite Market Building. ermain Street,

NEW FALL GOODS

FALL GOODS

For Overcoats, Pants, Suits, Efc.,
IN ALL THE NEWEST PATTERNS.
Call and see our Cloths.

JAMES KELLY,

Custom TAILOR,
34 Dock Street.

GO TO

Page, Smalley & Fergusons,

Gold and Silver Watches,
Fine Gold Jewelry,

Silver and Plated Goods

CLOCKS and BRONZES,
Spectacles, Eye Glasses, Kte.

43 King Street.

Take Care
OF YOUR FACE AND HEAD
Mc¢INTYRE,

AT THE~—

ROYAL HOTEL BARBER SALOON,

KEEPS THE BEST

Face and Hair Washes
IN THE CITY.

B~ Sample bottles upon application.
Don’t fail to give them a trial.

D. J. MCINTYRE - - - 36 King Street

"CAFE ROYAL,

Domville Building,
Coruer King and Prince Wim. Streels

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
DINNER A SPECIALTY:
Pool Room in Connection.

WILLIAM CLARK.
JUST THE ARTICLE

— FOR —

Tea and Coffee,

SWEET CREAM.

CAN BE HAD EVERY DAY AT THE

Oak Farm Dairy Butter Storé:

12 CHARLOTTE STREET.

EMPLOYMENT AGENCY,

115 Sydney Street, opp- Victoria Scb

MRS. H. M. DIXON

1
Stamping, Pinking and Fancy Work done to orde

B L e - o Taan




