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GERMAIN OHORALE
OF THE rounnmx CENTURY.
Having received a copy of the beautifil German
Highases

at the Funerals of His late Ro
Prince_Consort, and the Rev. Dr,
Hawtray, Provost of Eton, we reprint it, in the
mo. that the worde and sentiments will be acoep-
e to many of our readers.
1 somnii, 1, 2.

‘When my last hour is close at hand,
My last sad journey taken,

Do Thou, Lord Jesus, by me stand,
Let me not be forsaken

O Lord ! my spirit I reliFn

Into thy loving hands divine,
"Tis safe within thy keeping !

Countless as sands upon the shore,
My sins may then appal me ;

Yet, though m{ conscience vex me sore,
Despair shall not enthral me,—

For, as 1 draw my latest breath,

T'll think, Lord Jesus, upon thy death,
And there find consolation.

Limb of thy body, Lord, am I,
This makes me joyful hearted ;
In death’s dark gloom and misery,

Frem thee I am not parted.
And when I die, I die to Thee,—

Eternal Life was won for me
By Thy last hour of anguish.

I shall not in the grave remain,
Since Thou death’s bonds hast sever'd ;
By hope with thee to rise again,
From fear of death delivered,
T’ll come to Thee, where’er Thou art,
Live with Thee, never from Thee part ;
Therefore to die is rapture.

And so to Jesus Christ I'll go,
My longing arms extending ;
8o fall asleep in slumber deep,
Slumber that knows no ending ;
Till Jesus Chris., God’s only son, -
Opens the gates of bliss—leads vn
To Heaven, to life eternal !

Translated from the Ger-
man by E. A. BowRING.

NicHOLAS HERMANN,
Died 1571.

A Search for Spring..

In the dewy breath of the passionate breeze,
In the twitter of early melodies,
In the bounding pulses of fern and tree,
Quickened to new born ecstaey !
In the soft young grass upon the sod,
In the flower that oped its eyes to God!

I sought the joy of Spring.

As the warm, sweel winds rushed over the earth,
And bloom and beauty and song had birth,
And leaves str d forth in the light of morn,
Like achild’s glad hopes in their primal dawn,
And the hearts of the buds throbbed with wild,

strange bliss
At the touch of the sun'ight’s burning kiss !

I felt the joy of Spring.

But the odorous gales changed to sultry air,
And the balm was lost in the summer glare,
O’er nature’s cxfanse crept a laziness,
And a leaden calm grew from throbbing bliss ;
And autumn scattered decay and blignt,
And in the chill of the winter’s ni_ht,

I lost the joy of Spring.

But far from the smiles of nature ; apart
Ia the secret de‘rtbu of the human heart,
‘Were bloom an beau‘tly that have no death,
Khat change not with Timg’s corroding breath ;
In the blossoms of Truth—pure buds of Heaven—
Tho’ choked with error and weeds and leaven,

I see the joy of Spring.

In the grandeur of soul that makes man divine,

The lignt of Spring seems ever to shine,

In the beauty of goodness exalting our life,

In the perfect flilgo that is born of strife,

In hopes that are brighter than vernal flowers,

Whose swertuess &ddens life’s common hours,
1 know the joy of 8pring.

@bz Pearl of Orr's Yshmd:

A Story of the Coast of Maine.

BY MRS. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE.

CHAPTER XVIII.

‘“ Now, where's Sally Kittridge ?
There’s the clock striking five, and nobody
to set the table. Sally, I say! Sally!"”

“ Why, Mis’ Kittridge,” said the Cap-
tain, * Sally’s gone out more'n an hour
ago, and I-expect. she’s gone down to Pen-
nel’s to see Mara ; 'cause, you know, she
come home from Portland to-day.”

“ Well if she’s come home, I s'pose 1
may as well give up havin’ any good of
Sally, for that girl fairly bows down to
Mara Lincoln and worships her.”

“ Well, good reason,” said the Captain.
‘*“ There a'n’t a puttier creature breathin’.
I'm a’'most a mind to worship her mysclf.”

“ Captain Kittrijge, you ought to be
ashamed of yourself, at your age, talking
as you do.”

“ Why, laws. mother, I don't feel my
age,” said the frisky Captain, giving a sort
of skip. “ It don’t seem more'n yesterday
since you and I was a-courtin’, Polly.
What a life you did lead me in them days!
I think you kep’ me on the anxious seat a
pretcy middlin’ spell.”

“I do wish you wouldn’t talk so. You
ought to be ashamed to be triflin’ round as
you do. Come, now, can’t you jest tramp
over to Pennel’s and tell Sally I want
her?” '

“ Not I, mother. There a'n't bnt two
gals in two miles square here, and I a'n't
a-goiu’ to be the feller to shoo 'em apart.
What's the use of bein’ gals, and young,
and putty, if they can't get together and
talk about their new gownds and the fel-
lers? That ar's what gals is for.”

“I do wish you wouldn't talk in that
way before Saliy, father, for Ler head is
full of all sorts of vanity now ; and as to
Mara, I vever did see a more slack-twisted,
flimsy thing than she’s grown up to be.
Now 8ally’s learnt to do something, thanks
to me. She can brew, and she can make
bread and cake and pickles, and spin, and
cut,"and make. But as to Mara, what
does she do? WLy, she paints pictur’s.
Mis’ Pennel was a-showin on me a blue-
jay she, painted, and I was a-thinkin’

. whether she could brile a bird fit to eat if

she tried ; and she don’t know the price of
nothin’,” continued Mrs. Kittridge, with a
wmefu:l})rofndw of negatives. =

o ,”" said the Captain, “ The Lord
s some things jist to be looked at.
Their work is to be putty, and that ar's
Mara's sphere. It nmever seemed to me
T work ; ‘but she’s
got sweet ways and kind words for every,

A

“ And what sort of a wife'll she make,
Captain Kittridge ? ”’

“A real sweet, putty one,”” said the
Captain, persistently.

B%Vn:’ll, as to boyluty, I'd rather have
our Sally any day,” said Mrs. Kittridge ;
“and she looks strong and hearty, and
seems to be good for use ”’

“ So she is, so she is,” said the Captain,
with fatherly pride. Sally’s the very
image of her ma at her age—black eyes,
black hair, tall and trim as a spruce tree,
and steps off as though she had springs in
her heeﬂ I tell you, the feller'll have to
be spry that catches her. There's two or
three of 'em at it, I see; but Sally won't
have mothin’ to say to ’em. I hope she
won't yet awhile.”

« Sally is a girl that has as good an ed-
dication as money can give,” said Mrs.
Kittridge. 'If I'd a-had her advantages at
her age, I should a-been a great deal
moréh ‘1 am. But we ha'n't spared
nothin’ for Sally; and when nothin, would
do but Mara must be sent to Miss Plu-
cher's school over in Portland, why, I sent
Saliy too—for all she’s our seventh child,
and Pennel hasn’t but the one.”

“You forget Moses,” said the Captain.

“ Well, he’s settin’ up on his own ac-
count, I guess. They did talk o' giving
him eollege eddication; but he was so un-
stiddy, there wasn’t no use in trying. A
real wild ass's colt he was.” .

“ Wal', wal’, Moses was in the right on’t.
He took the cross-lot track into life,” said
the Captain. ¢ Colleges is well enough
for your smooth, straight-grained lumber,
for gen'ral buildin’ ; but come to fellers
that's got knots, and streaks, and cross-
grains; [ike Moses Pennel, and let 'em ed-
dicale 'emselves, as he's a-doin’. He's
cut out for the sea, plain enough, and he'd
better be up to Umbagog, cuttin’ timber
for his ship, than havin’ rows with tutors,
and blowin’ the roof off the colleges, as one
o' them ’ere kind o’ fellers is apt to when
he don’t have work to use up his steam.
Why, mother, there’s more gas got up in
them Brunswick buildin’s, from young
men that are spilin’ for hard work, than
you could shake a stick at! But Mis’
Pennel told me yesterday she was ’spectin’
Moses home to-day.”

“QOho! that's at the bottom of Sally’s
.bein’ up there,” said Mrs. Kittridge.

“ Mis’ Kittridge,” said the Captain, “I
take it you a'n’t the woman as would ex-
pect a daughter of your bringin’ up to be
a-runnin’ after any young chap, be he who
he may,”’said the Captain.

Mrs. Kitiridge for once was fairly si-
lenced by this home thrust; nevertheless,
she did not the less think it quite possible,
from all that she knew of Sally; for al-
though that young lady professed great
hardness of heart and contempt for all the
young male generation of her acquaintance,
yet she had evidently a turn for observing
their ways—probably purely in the way of
philosopaical inquiry.

CHAPTER XIX.

In fact, at this very moment our scene-
shifter changes the picture. Away rolls
the image of Mrs. Kittridge's kitchen,
with its sanded floor, its scoured rows of
bright pewter platters, its great, deep fire-
place, with wide stone hearth, its little
looking-glass with a bit of asparagus bush,
like a green mist, over it. KEzeunt the
image of Mrs. Kittridge, with her hands
floury from the bread she has been sitting
tilting back in a splint-bottomed chair,—
and the next scene comes rolling in. Itis
a chamber in the house of Zephaniah Pen-
nel, whose windows present a blue pano-
rama of sea and sky. Through two win-
dows you look forth into the blue belt of
Harpsweli Bay, bordered on the farther
edge by Harpswell Neck, dotted here and
there with houses, among which rises the
little white meeting-house, like a mother-
bird among a flock of chickens. The
third window, on the other side of the
room, looks far out to sea, where only a
group of low, rocky islands interrupts the
clear swecp of the horizon line, with its
blue infinitude of distance.

The furniture of this room, though of
the barest and most frigid simplicity, is yet
relieved by many of those touches of taste
and fancy which the indwelling of a per-
son of sensibility and imagination will
shed off upon the physical surroundings.
The bed was draped with a white spread,
embroidered with a kind of knotted trace-
ry, the working of which was considered
among the female accomplishments of
those days, and over the head of it was a
painting of a bunch of crimson and white
trillium, executed with a fidelity to Nature
that showed the most delicate gifts of ob-
servation. Over the mantel-piece hunﬁ‘;
painting of the Bay of Genoa, which
accidentally found a voyage home in Ze-
phanish Pennel's sea-chest, and which
skilful fingers had surrounded with a frame
curiously wrought of moss and sea-shells.
Two vases of India china stood on the
mantel, filled with spring flowers, crowfoot,
anemones, and liverwort, with drooping
bells of the twin-flower. The looking-
glass that hung over the table in one cor-

of
i

forest shadows of Orr's ;
table below was a collection of
whole set of Shakespear which
Pennel had bought of a Portland boo
ler; a selection, in prose and verse,

.

i

B

r‘» of Plutareh’s Lives, the Mysteries of
Udolpho, and Sir Charles Grandison, to-
gether with Edwards on the Affections,
and Boston's Fourfold State ;—there was
an inkstand, ouriously contrived from a
sea shell, with pens and in that phase
of arrangement which betokeaed frequen-
cy of use; and, lastly, a liftle work-bas-
ket, containing a long strip of curious and
delicate embroidery, in which the needie
yet hanging showed that the work was in
progress.

By a table at the sea-looking window
sits our little Mara, now grown to the ma-
turity of eighteen summers, but retaining
still unmistakable signs of identity with
the little golden-haired, dreamy, excitable,
fanciful ¢ Pearl ” of Orr’s Island.

She is not quite of & middle height, with
something beautiful and child l.iie about
the moulding of her delicate form. We
still see those sad, wistful, hazel eyes, over
which the lids droop with a dreamy lan-
gour, and whose dark lustre contrasts sin-
gularly with the golden hue of the abun-
dant hair which waves in a thousand ripp-
ling undulations around her face. The
impression she produces is not that of pale-
ness, though there is no color in her cheek;
but her complexion has everywhere that
delicate pink tinting which' one sees in
healthy infants, and with the least emotion
brightens into a fluttering bloom. Such a
bloom is on her cheek at this moment, as
she is working away, copying a bunch of
scarlet rock-columbine which is in a wine-
glass of water before her ; every few mo-
ments stopping and holding her work at
a distance, to contemplate its effect. At
this moment there steps behind her chair
a tall, lithe figure, a face with a rich Span-
ish complexion, large black eyes, glowing
cheeks, marked eyebrows, and lustrous
black hair, arranged in shining braids
around her head. It is our old friend,
Sally Kittridge, whom common fame calls
the hansomest girl of all the region round
Harpswell, Macquoit, and Orr's Island.
In truth, a wholesome, ruddy, blooming
creature she was, the sight of whom cheer-
ed and warmed one like a good fire in De-
cember; aud she seemed to have enough
and to spare of the warmest gifts of vitali-
ty and joyous animal life. She had a
well-formed mouth, but rather large, and a
frank laugh which showed all her teeth
sound—and a fortunate sight it was, con-
sidering that they were white and even as
pearls; and the hand that she laid upon
Mara’s at this moment, though twice as
large as that of the little artist, was yet in
harmony with her vigorous, finely develop-
ed figure.

*‘ Mara Lincoln,”” she said, you are &
witcb, a perfect little witch at painting.
How you can make things look so l?-like
I don’t see. Now, I could paijt the
things we painted at Miss Plucher'§; but
then, dear me! they did'nt look at all like
flowers. One needed to write under them
what they were made for.”

‘“ Does this look like to you, Sally?”
said Mara. ‘I wish it would to me. Just
see what a beautiful clear color that flower
is. All I cando, I can’t make one like it.
My scarlet and yellows sink dead into the
paper.”’

“ Why, I think your flowers are wonder-
ful! You are a real genius, that's what
youare! I am only a common girl; I
can’t do things as you can.”

‘“ You can do things a thousand times
more useful, Sally. I don’t pretend to
compare with you in the useful arts, and I
am only a buugler in ornamental ones.
Sally, [ feel like a useless little creature.
If 1 could go round as you can, and do
business, and make bargains, and push a-
head in the world, I should feel
that I was good for something ; but some-
how I can’t.”

“To be sure you can't,” said Sally,
Jaughing. “I should like to see you try
it.”

“ Now,” pursued Mara, in a tone of la-
mentation, “I could no more get into a
carriage and drive to Brunswick as you
can, than I could fly. I can’tdrive, Sally
—something is the matter with me ; and
the horses always kunow it the minute I
take the reins; thedy always twitch their
ears and stare round into the chaise at me,
as much to say, ‘ What! you there ? and
I feel sure they never will mind me. And
then how you can make those wonderful
bargans you do, I can’t see! you talk up to
the clerks and the men, and somehow you
talk everybody round ; but as for me, if I
cnly open my mouth in the humblest way
to dispute the price, everybody puts me
down. I always tremble when I geo into a
store, and people talk to me just as if 1
wns a little girl, and once or twice the
have made me buy tnings that I knew {
didn’t want, just because they will talk me
down.” :

“ Oh, Mara, Mara,” said Sally, langhing
;ill the tears rolled down hex cheeks, “what

o you ever go a shopping for 7—of course
you ought always toqs’rud-gme. hy, look
at this dress—real India chintz; io you
know I made old Pennywhistle’s clerk up
in Brunswick give it to me just for the
price of common cotton ?
was a yard of it had

the shop-window,
1 two or imperfeetio , _you
onght fo have houed. e talk Tomeda {1
| abused it to right and left, and actually at
.jlththe ought to be grateful

faded by lying in

the best classi presented to Mara | did n’t hu i
Lincolo my%uuw SRS e Jou
o e s
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ou see there |

d there were one or.

dress. But after all, Mara, I can’t trim a
bonnet as you ean, and I can’t come up to
‘your embroidery, nor your lace-work, nor
I can’t draw and paint as you can, and L
can’t sing like you; and then as to all
those things you talk with Mr. Sewell
about, wny they're beyond my depth,—
that’s all I've got to say. Now, you are
made to have ?oetry written to you,-and
all that kind of thing one reads of in nov-
els. Nobody would ever think of writing
poetry to me, now, or sending me flowers
and rings, and such things. If a fellow
likes me, he gives me a quince, or a bi

apple; but then, Mara, there ain’t any fel-
lows round here that are fit to speak to.”

“I'm sure, Sally, there always is a train
following you everywhere, at singing-
school and Thursday lecture.”

“ Yes—but what do I care for "em ?”
said Sally, with a toss of her head. * Why
they follow me, I don’t see. I don’t do
anything to make ’'em, and I tell 'em all
| tnat they tire me to death ; and still they
will hang round. What is the reason, do
you suppose ? "’

* What can it be ?” said Mara, with a
quiet kind of arch drollery which suffufed
her face, as she bent over her painting.

“ Well, you know I can't bear fellows
—I think they are hateful.”

““ What ! even Tom Hiers ? " said -Mara,
continuing her painting. |

“ Tom Hiers! Do you suppose I ecare
for him? He would insist on waiting on
me round all last winter, taking me over
in his boat to Portland, and up in his
sleigh to Brunswick ; but I didn’t care for
him.”

“ Well, there’s Jimmy Wilson, up at
Brunswick.”

“ What! that little snip of a clerk !
You don’t suppose I care for him, do you ?
—only he almost runs his head off follow-
ing me round when I go up there shop-
ping ; he's nothing but a little dressed-up
yard-stick | I never saw a fellow yet tnat
I'd cross the street to have another look at.
By the by, Mara, Miss Roxy told me Sun-
day that Moses was coming down from
Umbagog this week.’ *

““Yes, he is,” said Mara ; ¢ we are look-
ing for him every day.”

“You must want to sce him. How
long is it since you saw him ?”

“Jt is three years,” said Mara. “I
scarcely know what he is like now. I
was visiting in Boston when he came
home from his three-years’ voyage, and he
was gone into the lumbering country when
I came back. He seems almost a stran-
ger to me.”

‘ He's pretty good-looking,” said Sally.
“I saw him on Sunday when he was
here, but he was off on Monday, and
never called on old friends. Does he
write to you often ?”

“ Not very,” said Mara; “in fact al-
most never ; and when he dees there is so
little in his letters.”

“ Well, I tell you, Mara, you must not
expect fellows to write as girls can. They
don’t do it. Now, our boys, when they
write home, they tell the latitude and lon-
gitude, and soil and productions, and such
things. But if you or I were only there,
"don’t you think we should find something
more to say? Of course we should,—
fifty thousand little things that they never
think of.”

Mara made no reply to this, but went
on very intently with her painting. A
close observer Might have noticed a sup-
pressed sigh that seemed to retreat far
down into her heart. Sally did not no-
tice it.

What was in that sigh? It was the
sigh of a long, deep inner history, unwrit-
ten and untold—such as are transpiring
daily by thousands, and of which we take
no heed.

To be Continued.

Agricaltnral,

MiGNONETTE As A TREE.—Buy a pot of
-ordinary mignonette. This pot will pro-
bably contain a tuft composed of many
plants produced from seeds. Pull up all
but one ; and, as the mignonette is one of
the most rustic of plants, which may he
treated without any delicacy, the single
plant that is left in the mi of the pot
may be rigorously trimmed, }eaving only
one shoot. This shoot you must attach to
a slender stick of white osier. The extre-
mity of this shoot will put forth a bunch
of flower-buds, that must be cut off entire-
ly, leaving not a single bud  The stalk, in

a multitude of young shoots, that must be
allowed to develop freely until they are
about: three inches and a half long Then
select out of these four, six, or eight, ac-
cording to the strength of the plant, with
equal spaces ‘between them. Now, with
a slender rod of white osier, or better,

and attach your shoots to it, supported at

:hem’t;e in hes longer, and
wo or € 1nc
to bloom, : ‘

consequence of this treatment, will put out.

with a piece of whalebone, make a hoop, |
ight. When they have grown | "'
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a second hoop

teen years. I have seen them in Holland ] : ey
double this age.—Parlor Gardener. . LIGH% m&mm l
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ly, and I will now sell to
customers an article that

e
. low price of 60 cents per

‘j_.%a;léh?nd?om,"’l'“m stail
S "Also, a lot of LAM®S, CHIMNEYS
selected by myself i the. Mars

Tae Pamsxie.~The parsnip is one of
the most valuable roots that can be grown.
In the Island of Jersey it is used almost
exclusively for fattening both cattle and
swine. According to Le Couteur the
weight of a good crop varies from thirteen
to twenty-seven tons per acre. When par-
snips are given to milch cows, with a
hay, in the winter season, the butter is

and WI

found to be of as fine a color and excellent f,ﬁ:‘“ &“3};&5‘8‘3‘# o B low,
flavor as when the animals are feeding in'| Forsaleby J. r@mxsogn,

the best pastures. As parsnips contain Bkis ,

six per cent more mucilage than carrots, ,}:,‘,’;:,, e m“&%’

the difference may be sufficient to account
for the superior fattening as well as butter-
making quality of the parsnip. In the
fattening of cattle the parsnip is found su-
perior to the carrot, pexforming the busi-

ect to sell you. (. wevyly) J.F.8

FHE § bmgur pibee t"-m
Liverpotl cuh Pordiai s Sl somehiaor
Garden and Flower g

ness with more expedition and affording &“ﬂ?'& ﬁ'.?g:ﬁm’o'mu"'i'ﬂ‘.‘ hd Tm.;:
meat of exquisite and highly juicy flavor ; | Beet, Cazrot, Celery, Kale, Leek, Le Onion,
the animals eat it with much greediness. | Farsey, &Pm;s.f ““’h',n““‘ G“""’
The result of experiment has shown that s.“.‘, p)ndnmm{ a,v‘ snnd_ rjoraty Thnn{
i i - | M s and Peas, and a assertmen
not only in neat cattle, but in the fatten o v v g S Bk e e g

ing of hogs and poultry, the animals be-
come fat much sooner, and are more
healthy than when fed with any other ve-
getable, and that, beside, the meat is
more sweet and delicious. The parsnip
leaves being more bulky than those of car-

application. L
P. ROBETSON INC
maa 29 No 80 Prince- W&.‘g{mt

INDIA RUBBER GOODS!
Just Received at No. 90, Prince W,-ot.

rots, may be mown off before taking the BY Z. G, GABEL
roots, and given to oxen, cows or ‘hoses; yvggggngogmmm
by which they will be greedily eaten.| KUBBER Blankets and Horse Covers ;
Another thing in favor of parsnips for this | EUBBEL Sheeting and Cushions ;
. oo aps and Bags ;
country is, that the frost does not injure | RU ~Gm§e Bags and Foot Balls;
them, They may remain in the ground ,Uﬁﬂﬁu' O FORTE COVERS and Faney
until spring, when they make splendid | RUBBER DrinkingTubes and Oil Feeders ;

feed, at a time every other kind of root or | RUBBER Bed Pans and Silver Valve Syringes ;
green thing is scarce, or they may be A o "
clightly burisd, where ‘they eda bo obiais- | S UBEEE FiPE PESNEE T RRI e Dorkas
ed almost any time during the winter. “U”’;?B Na and Corks, &e. &e.

On account of their rapid growth when| *P* aboik

young, the weeding is less trouble than| Pine Apples, Oranges, &c.
weeding carrots. UST received at “* Lester House” a choice
of Pine Apples, Oranges, and Lem

lot
h :

. ALSO.—l gross pure wuhn¥' Blue, a nry' nko
article for Lgmdxl; and fami ::o'—only FIVE
CENTS per box—and 1 weys Auinerican

i

To Protecr Seep-Cory.—To prevent
grubs, crows, and chickens from eating the

seed-corn, take two bushels seed-corn, put ;‘eto .}i‘?{)’l'i.‘f;‘&f‘&&’;.'? E;:%(;:‘ vy By

it into a box or close barrow, and pour a| ... o Ga‘gh”fg.ns%%t '
quart of gas-tar upon it, heated to about sy .4 Rt
milk heat. Stir thoroughly till perfectly Seeds. Seeds.
incorporated ; put it out on the floor or U'if Jﬁ“xgg‘.—‘to“ of ?ﬁ*ﬂs Ms.?d‘
level ground, and dry the mass with plas- | warranted good.  For sale by " -
ter, loose earth, or sand; plant in hills or ' , . J.F. SECORD,

rows at once, and there is pno further trou- | ™Y1 Apstiouieiof Tefl, Ring Seueni

ble with these pests. I have practised FOR SALE.

NE copy of Loudon’s * British Plants,” being
a Catalogue of all the Plants cultivated, intros
duced, or indigenous to Britain, and ae-
cordh:g:o both the Natural and Linnean .
By the late J. C. Loudon, F. L. 8/, a new edition,
pubiished in London. P.R.INCHES, )
may 3 No. 80 Prince Wm-steet,

Lawrence’s Brick Building.
ARB no&lr!eso'cl:im ‘x‘ool,'ooo Paper %qu of all

sizes ; 20 boxes Clothes Pius ;
24 dozen FRUIT BOXES; 2 “ bail *

¢ 6doz Hatchet Handles;

this eight years without a failure.

liscellaneons.

A LARGE ADDITION

TO OUR STOCK OF

SABBATH SCHOOL BOOKS.

—_—

Haviug parchased of

o B . 12 gross Leather Carpet Tacks;
His entire stock of the Publications of the ”} case Tacks ("m;) 5 M. Havana Cigars;
American Baptist Publication Society, g& Péc -Aum:i}.%nnl;.h J19221
consistingof Miscellancous Sabbath School Books, | _ 3 bags Roasted bea Nute; 2 45 Gooon Naté ;
Libraries of 50 Volumes for PEAE 1 RPN < i e L
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