I. G. SHARAF OF LIVERMORE FALLS.

F it’s a business proposition, why Sharaf is the man;

For he’s made a go of dry goods on a strictly business plan;

And now, up the Androscoggin, where the waters gently glide,

'Tis “Sharaf’s for the Bargains”—It’s the watchword far and wide.
Nineteen years he’s been in business, and he’s had his share-of knocks;
But his own canoe he’s paddled and he’s gotten past the rocks;
And now it’s Sharaf’s for the bargains and Sharaf’s with your trade
And it’s Sharaf’s for the fashions; for the finest ever made
And it’s Sharaf in the business world, in Banking and in Trust
A man, in short, who’s made his way—why! just because he must.
His avocation’s hunting and he’s devoted to the Shrine;
Full far he’s traveled Eastward to the Mason’s borderline;
And, in every just relation, you will find him ‘“all-right”’ there
A friend upon the level and a friend upon the square,



