POETRY.

MY GUESTS.

If the dull walls that narrow my vision
Were all that mine eyes might behold,

If the knowledge that comes to my cottage
By the lips of my neighbor were told ;

If they who were coming and going
Each day were of number so small

As the few who come in-by the doorway—
Perhaps I might tire of them all!

But now as I sit in the silence
My vision holds vistas so wide
That I would nct exchange with a princess
The halls where my fancies abide.
I walk amid limitless forests,
I wander again on the shore
And hear the grand hymn of the ages
With the rhythm of the surf-beating oar.

I suammon my guests of the proudest
The best and the wisest of men;
They are mine by the magic of printing—
Mine by the gift of the pen.
But they come to the hush of my chamber
And tell metheir thoughts and their ways,
Till I walk where their footsteps have trod-
den
In the twihght of far distant days.

And even the friends who have left me
Come near me to wander again

'Mid fields of bright thought all ungathered
And mysteries far from my ken.

The path of my fancy grows whiter—
Too holy for unbidden feet ;

The wind harps of memory murmur
In cadences mournfully sweet.

If the pall and the dust of the churchyard
Were all that our vision couid see

Of those to whom death brought his silence
How bitter remembrance would be!

But the white wings of guardian angels
Are meeting the dust of the sod,

And the low grave is only a threshold
Of the beautiful palace of God.

So the walls are made broad in my chamber
So the curtains of clay fall apart,

And the vista grows wide to my fancy
And the sunshine of faith fills my heart.

But if they who were coming and going
Each day were of number so small

As the few who come in by the doorway,
Perchance ¥ might tire of them all.

SELECT STORY.
COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO;
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REVENGE OF EDMOND DANTES.
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CHAPTER XLVI.
VALENTINE.

Just then, Mme. de Villlefort, in the
act of slipping on her dressing-gown,
threw aside the drapery, and for a moment
remained still, as though interrogating
the occupants of the room, while she en-
deavored to call up some rebellious tears.
On a sudden she stepped, or rather bound-
ed, with outstretched arms, towards the
table. She saw d’Avrigny curiously ex-
amining the glass, which she felt certain
of having emptied during the night. It
was now a third full, just as it was when
she threw the contents into the ashes.
The spectre of Valentiue rising before the
poisoner would have alarmed her less. It
was, indeed the same color as the draught
she poured into the glass, and which
Valentine had drunk; it was indeed the
poison, which could not deceive M. d’Av-
rigny, which he now examined so closely ;
it was doubtless a miracle from heaven,
that, notwithstanding her precautions,
there should be some trace/some proof
remaining to denounce the crime. While
Madame de Villefort remained rooted to
the spot like a statate of terror, and Ville-
fort, with his head hidden in the bed-
clothes, saw nothing arpund him, d’Av-
rigny approached the window, that he
might the better examine the contents of
the glase, and dipping the tip of his finger
in, tasted it. “ Ah!” he exclaimed, “it is
no longer brucine that is used ; let me see
what it is!”

Then he ran to one of the cupboards in
Valentine’s room, which had been trans-
formed into a medicine closet, and taking
from its silver case a small bottle of nitric
acid, dropped a little of it into the liquor,
which immediately changed to a blood-
red color. “ Ah!” exclaimed D’Avrigny,
in a voice in which the horror of a judge
unveiling the truth was mixed with the
delight of a student discovering a prob-
lem. Mme. de Villefort was overpowered
her eyes first flashed and then swam ; she
staggered towards the door, and disap-
peared. Directly afterwards the distant
sound of a heavy weight falling on the
ground was heard, but no one paid any
attention to it; the nurse was engaged in
watching the chemical analysis, and Ville-
fort was still absorbed in grief. M. d’Av-
rigny alone had followed Mme. de Ville-
fort with his eyes, and watched her pre-
cipitate retreat. He lifted up the drapery
over the entrance to Edward’s room, and
his eye reaching as far as Madame de
Villefort’s apartment, he beheld her ex-
tended lifeless on the floor. “Go to the
assistance of Mmé. de Villefort,” he said
to the nurse ; “she is ill.”

“But Mlle. de Villgfort——" stammered
the nurse.

# Mlle. de Villefort no longer requires
help,” said D’Avrigny, since she is dead.”

“Dead !—dead !” groaned forth Ville-
fort, in a paroxysm of grief.

“Dead !” repeated a third voice. “ Who
said Valentine was dead ?”

The two men turned round, and saw
Morrel standing at the door, pale and
terror striken. This is what had hap-
pened: At the usual time, Morrel had
presented himself at the little door lead-
ing to Noirtier's room. Contrary to cus-
tom, the door was open, and he entered.
Morrel had no particular reason for un-
easiness ; Monte-Cristo had promised him
that Valentine should live; and, until
then, he had always fulfilled his word.
Every night the count had given him
news, which was the next morning con-
firmed by Noirtier. The first thing he
saw was the old man sitting in his arm-
chair in his usual place; but his eves ex-
pressed an internal fright, which was con-
firmed by the palor which overspread his
features.

“How are you, sir ?” asked Morrel with
a sickness of heart.

“Well!” answered the old man.

“You are thoughtful, sir?” continued
Morrel; “you want something; shall I
call one of the servants?”

“Yes,” replied Noirtier.

Morrel pulled the bell, but, though he
nearly broke the rope, no one answered.
He turned towards Noirtier; the pallor
and anguish expressed on his countenance
momentarily increased.

“Oh!” exclaimed Morrel, “why do
they not come? Is any one ill in the
house?” The eyes of Noirtier looked as
if they would start from their sockets.

“What is the matter? You alarm me.
Valentine ? Valentine?”

“Yes, yes,” signed Nortier. Maximilian
tried to speak, but he could articulate
nothing ; he staggered, and supported him-
self against the wainscot. Then he point-
ed to the door.

“Yes, yes, yes!” continued the old
man.. Maximilian rushed up the little
staircase, while Noirtier's eyes seem to
say: “Quicker! quicker!”

In a minute the young man darted
through several rooms till at length he
reached Valentine’s. There was no oc-
cagion to push the door, it was wide open.

A sob was the only sound he heard. He
saw, as though in a mist, a black figure
kneeling, and buriedyin a confused mass
of white drapery. A terrible fear trans-
fixed him. It was then he heard a voice
exclaim, “Vglentine is dead!” and an-
other voice which, like an echo, repeated
—“Dead !—dead !”

CHAPTER XLVII.
MAXIMILIAN,

VIiLLEFORT rose, half ashamed of being
surprised in such a paroxysm of grief. The
terrible office he had held for twenty-five
years had succeeded in making him more
or less than man. His glance fixed itself
upon Morrel. “ Who are you, sir?” he
asked, “that forget that this is not the
manner to enter a house striken with
death? Go, sir, go!” But Morrel re-
. mained motionless; he could not detach
his eyes from that disordered bed, and
the pale corpse of the young girl who was
lying on it. “Go!—do you hear?” said
Villefort, while D’Avrigny advanced to
lead Morrel. Maximilian stared for a
moment at the corpse, gazed all round the
room, then upon the two men ; he opened
his mouth to speak, but finding it im-
possible to give utterance to the innumer-
able ideas that occupied his brain, he
went out, thrusting his hands through his
hair in such a manner that Villefort and
D’Avrigny, for a moment diverted from
the engrossing topic, exchanged glances,
which seemed to convey—“ He is mad!”

But, in less than five minutes the stair-
case groaned beneath an extraordinary
weight. Morrel was seen carrying with
superhuman strength, the arm-chair con-
taining Noirtier upstairs. When he
reached the landing he placed the arm-
chair on the floor and rapidly rolled it
into Valentine’s room. This could only
have been accomplished by means of un-
natural strength supplied by powerful
excitement. But the most fearful spec-
tacle was Noirtier being pushed towards
the bed, his face expressing all his mean-
ing, and his eye supplying the want of
every other faculty. “See what they
have done!” cried Morrel. “ See, father,
see!”

Villefort drew back and looked with
astonishment on the young man, who,
almost a stranger to him, called Noirtier
his father. At that moment the whole
soul of the young man seemed centred in
his eyves, which became bloodshot; the
veins of the throat swelled; his cheeks
and temples became purple, as though he
was struck with epilepgy. D’Avrigny
rushed towards the old man and made
him inhale a powerful restorative.

“Sir!” cried Morrel, seizing the moist
hand of the paralytic, “they ask me who
I am, and what right I have to be here?
Oh, you know it, tell them, tell them!”
And the young man’s voice was choked
by sobs. As for the old man, his chest
heaved with his panting respiration. One
could have thought he was undergoing
the agonies preceding death. At length,
happier than the young man who sobbed
without weeping, tears glistened in the
eyes of Noirtier. “ Tell them,” said Morrel
in a hoarse voice, “tell them I am her
betrothed. Tell them she was my be-
loved, my noble girl, my only blessing in
the world. Tell them—oh! oh! tell them
that corpse belongs to me.” The young
man who presented the dreadful spec-
tacle of a strong frame crushed, fell heavily
on his knees before the bed, which his
fingers grasped with convulsive agony.
At length Villefort, the most composed of
all, spoke.

“Sir,” said he to Maximilian, “ you say
you loved Valentine, that you were be-
trothed to her. I knew nothing of this
engagement, of this love, yet I, her father,
forgive you, for I see your grief is real
and deep; and, besides, my own sorrow
is too great for anger to find a place in my
heart. But you see the angel whom you
hoped for has left the earth-—she has
nothing more to do with the adoration of
men. Take a last farewell, sir, of her sad
remains ; take the hand you expected to
possess once more within your own, and
then separate yourself from her forever.
Valentine now alone requires the priest
who will bless her.” :

“You are mistaken, sir,” exclaimed
Morrel, raising himself on one knee, his
heart pierced by a more acute pang than
any he had yet felt, “ you are mistaken;
Valentine, dying as she has, not only re-
quires a priest, but an avenger. You, M.
de Villefort, send for the priest; I will be
the avenger.”

“ What do you mean, sir? ” agked Ville-
fort, trembling at the new idea inspired
by the delirium of Morrel.

“I tell you sir, that two persons exist
in you ; the father has mourned sufficiént-
ly, now let the proctor fulfil his office.”

The eyes of Noirtier glistened and
D’Avrigny approached.

“Gentlemen,” said Morrel, reading all
that passed through the minds of the
witnesses to the scene, “I know what I
am saying, and you know as well as I do
what I am about to say—Valentine has
been murdered!” Villefort hung his
head ; D’Avrigny approached nearer; and
Noirtier expressed.“ Yes” with his eyes.
“Now, sir,” continued Morrel, “in these
days no one can disappear by violent
means without some enquiries being made
as to the cause of her disappearance; I
denounce the crime; it is your place to
seek the assasgin.”

“Yes!” indicated the old man.

“ Assuredly ! ” gaid D’Avrigny.

“Sir,” said Villefort, striving to struggle
against this triple force and his own
emotion, “sir, you are deceived, no one
commits crimes here. Iam stricken by
fate. It is horrible, indeed, but no one
murders.”

The eyes of Noirtier lighted up with
rage, and D’Avrigny prepared to speak.
Morrel, however, extended his arm, and
commanded silence. “And I say that
murders are committed here,” said Morrel,
whose voice, through lower in tone, lost
none of its terrible distinctness. I tell
you that this is the fourth victim within
the last four months. I tell you, Valen-
tine’s life was attempted by poison four
days ago, though she escaped, owing to
the precautions of M. Noirtier. ¥I tell you
that the dose has been doubled, the
poison changed, and that this time it bhad
suéceeded. I tell you that you know
these things as well as I do, since this
gentleman has forewarned vou, both as a
doctor and a friend.”

“Oh, you rave, sir!” exclaimed Ville-
fort, “in vain endeavoring to escape the
net in which he was taken.

“I rave?” said Morrel; “ well, then, I
appeal to M. d’Avrigny himself. Ask
him, sir, if he recollects some words he
uttered in the garden of this hotel on the
night of Mme. de Saint-Meran’s death.
You thought yourselves alone, and talked
about that tragical death, and the fatality
you mentioned then is the same as that
which has caused the death of Valentine.”
Villefort and d’Avrigny exchanged looks-
“Yes, yes,” continued Morrel ; “ recall the
scene, for the words you thought were
only given to silence and solitude fell into
my ears. Certainly, after witnessing the
culpable indolence manifested by M. de
Villefort towards his own relations, I
ought to have denounced him to the
anthorities; then I should not have been
an accomplice, as I am now, to the death
of sweet, beloved Valentine; but the
accomplice shall become the avenger.
This fourth murder is apparent to all, and
if thy father abandon thee, Valentine,
it is I, and I swear it, that shall pursue

the assassin. “And this time, as though
nature had at least taken compassion on
the vigorous frame, nearly bursting with
its own strength, the words of Morrel
were stified in his throat; his breast
heaved ; the tears, so long rebellious,
gushed from his eyes; and he threw him-
self, weeping, on his knees, by the side of
the bed.

Then D’Avrigny spoke. “And I, too,”
he exclaimed, in a low voice, “I unite
with M: Morrel in demanding justice for
crime; my blood boils at the idea of hav-
ing encouraged a murderer by my coward-
ly concession.”

“Oh! merciful Heavens!” murmured
Villefort. Morrel raised his head, and
reading the eyes of thé old man, which
gleamed with unnatural lustre—*Stay,”
he said, “ M. Noirtier wishes to speak.”

“Yes,” indicated Noirtier, with an ex-
‘expression the more terrible, from all his
faculties being centred in his glance.

“Do you know the assassin?~’ asked
Morrel.

“Yes,” replied Noirtier.

“And will you direct us?” exclaimed
the young man. “Listen, M. d’Avrigny!
listen!” Noirtier looked upon Morrel
with one of those melancholy smiles
and thus fixed his attention.

*“ Do you wish me to leave ?” said Morrel
sadly.

“Yes,” replied Nortier.

“Alas! alas! sir, have pity on me!”

The old man’s eyes remained fixed on
the door.

“May I at least return?” asked Morrel.

“ Yes."

“Must I leave alone?”

“ No‘))

“Who am I to take with me?—the
proctor ?”

“ NO."

“The doctor?”

“ Yes.” %

“You wish to remain alone with M. de
Villefort?”

3 Yes.” “

“ But can he understand you?”

3 Yes."

“Oh!” said Villefort, expressing de-
light to think that the inquiries were to
be made in private, “oh, be satisfied, I
can understand my father.” D’Avrigny
took the young man’s arm, and led him
out of the room. A more than deathlike
silence then reigned in the house. At
the end of a quarter of an hour a faltering
footstep was heard, and Villefort appeared
at the door of the apartment where
d’Avrigny and Morrel had been staying.
“You can come,” he said, and led them
back to Noirtier. Morrel looked atten-
tively on Villefort. His face was livid,
large drops rolled down his face; and in
his fingers he held the fragments of a pen
which he had torn to atoms. “Gentle-
men,” he said, in a hoarse voice, “give
me your word of honor that this horrible
secret will forever remain buried amongst
ourselves!” The two men drew back.

“I entreat you——" continued Ville-
fort.

“But,” said Morrel, “the culprit—the
murderer, the assassin.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

HARVEY STATION.

Marca 31.—Harvey Council, No. 54,
held a public temperance meeting and
concert in the Grange hall on Friday
evening last which was largely attended.
The chair was occupied by W. G. Cham-
berlain ; Mrs. Chamberlain presided at the
organ. The chief part of the programme
was a temperance address by Rev. J. A.
McLean, in which he told some of the
bad effects of alcohol on the human sys-
tem, and gave some good reasons why
people should abstain from its use. Thege
were also several readings, recitations,
and songs by other members of the coun-
cil. Stanley Craig, of Nanimo, .B. C,
favored the audience with a recitation
and comic reading which were much ap-
preciated. Quite a number of young
people have promised to join the council
at the next meeting.

The sewing circle held an apron sale
and basket social in Taylor’s hall on Mon-
day evening. It was well attended and
the sum of $31 was realized which goes to
the church fund.

S. B. Hunter, one of our leading mer-
chants, has been enlarging and refitting
his store, made necessary by the increas-
ing business. The store now presents a
fine appearance. The work was done by
James Jewett.

Miss May Taylor, who is teaching a
school at Westfield, and Miss Susie Pass
from the Normal school, are home spend-
ing the Easter holdidays.

Stanley Craig, of Nanimo, B. C., who
has been spending the winter with rela-
tives here, left for home last Wednesday
morning by the Pacific express.

MILLVILLE.

Marce 30.—Runners are giving place
to wheels in this locality. Our oldest say,
“Do not remember such a March, perfect-
ly beautiful.” i

Hallett Bros., Hallet & Cox and Rich-
ardson’s crews have come out of the woods.

They a® look happy and smiling, which |

your correspondent thinks is a good sign.

O. Gilpatrick’s last block crew are now
making blocks on the old Valentine side-
ing. He employs about 20 men.

Mrs. W. White of Danforth, Maine,
is in town on a visit to her husband.

Qur city is quite lively now; we are
getting our young men back.

C. C. Gill, of Fredericton, spent a day
or two with us, showing a great concern
that we should all keep good time.

Mr. and Mrs. J. L. Hawkins left this
morning for Woodstock.

The sheriff is a very over worked man.
Am afraid Harry will not stand it long.

We congratulate our townsman, Sandy,
on the arrival of a girl.

Considerable_excitement over the com-
ing contest between one of our merchants
and the highway commissioner.

GASPERAUX. Q. C.

MarcH 28.— The ice in Salmon River
is very weak. Four men nearly lost teams
in the ice Saturday and Sunday morning.
D. Duffy’s team, was in the ice near Rob-
ert Moore’'s and Mr. Darrah’s further
down. L. G. Fraser (government scaler)
nearly lost his horse in Red Bank creek.
Levi Briggs drove horse and sleigh on the
ice at his own shore, Sunday morning. He
had drfven but a few feet, when both horse
and sleigh went down. M. Briggs sup-
posing it was only through- the upper ice,
applied the whip, when the horse turned
broke both shafts and scrambled on shore,
leaving Mr. Briggs and the sleigh in more
water than was comfortable.

Mrs. M. Richardson is in St. John, in-
tent on millinery supplies.

Mrs. Fred. Austin has been very sick.
It was thought she was better yesterday.

George Brigg’s, who had his knee badly
jammed last February, is still confined to
the house. Much sympathy is felt for
him, as this is the second accident that
has happened to the same limb.

English spavin liniment removes all
hard, soft or calloused lumps and blem-
ishes from horses, blood spavin, curbs,
splints, ring bone, sweeney, stifies, sprains,
sore and swollen throat, coughs, etc. Save
$50 by use of one bottle. Warranted the
most wonderful blemish cure ever known.

Warranted by Davies, Staples& Co,

SOUTHAMPTON.

MAR. 29.— The fields are about bare ; but
the course of the St. John is marked by a
white ribbon of ice. Just now the people are
free to admit that the river is some good as a
means of transit. From bank to bank and
from away above Woodstock to Fredericton it
is one mass of solid glare ice. In *‘ye olden
times ” the ringing of skates and merry voices
would be heard from afar. Now the silvery
moon looks invitingly down on silvery ice, but
silence reigns supreme. Either the pastimes
or the people have changed. Which is it ?

The Southampton parish Sabbath school
meets in quarterly session at Temperance Vale
on Saturday next. The fact of it being ¢ All
fools day ” will have nothing to do with the
character of the session ; as these gatherings
are giving a great impetus to that branch of
philanthropic labor known as Sabbath &chool
work.

Thos. McCorkendale was baptised in Price
creek at Clark’s Corner last Sunday by rev.
David Proser. The rev. gentleman will bap-
tise in Buttermilk creek (so called) next Sab-
bath.

Geo. Draper, of Campbell Settlement, is
overhauling his mill preparatory to the spring’s
sawing.

From a sermon recently heard preached not
a thousand miles from here, your correspond-
ent cannot help modestly and respectively dif-
fering. Surely the ideal life is that of the man
who serves most and serves best.

We see by the last issue of THE HERALD,
that our parish, which (to the good people of
the Celestial) all goes under the name of Nack-
awick, is furnishing another interesting case in
the courts of your city. Some who institute
great cases, don’t like to be called ‘“ Nacka-
wickers,” But what’s in a name? Besides
many good independent men live at the mouth
of the historic Nackawick, and have -we not
¢ The King of the Nackawick ” as one of our
gallant representatives ! So hold your tongue
let nothing be done unseemly or out of order.

The sad news reached here this evening of
the very sudden death of Tyler Brown, of

of Lower Woodstock. Deceased, who wasa
most estimable young man (twenty-nine
years of age), had been in poor health
with heart trouble for a couple of years ; and
to-day about one o’clock, dropped dead in his
chair. He was the eldest son of the late Jas.
A. Brown, of Lower Woodstock, and grand-
son of the late Wm. Brown, and the late Dow
Brooks, of this place. He leaves a wife and
one child, a little boy.

Squire Munroe, of Lower Southampton, al-
though he has reached ‘‘the God-allotted
span that covers human life, three score years
and ten,” and although two years ago he had
the misfortune to break his leg, handles his
own team hauling logs from the stump, and
when a shoe is thrown, no hand but that of
the gquire’s drives the nail aright. Beat it if
you can !

George Brown’s mill is well stocked with
all kinds of lumber. A clap-board machine
will be added to the lath and shingle machines
this spring.

Rev. J. W. S. Young, of Green Bush, bap-
tized nine candidates in the river last Sunday,
and joined them to the Baptist church at Eel
River. Heis a revivalist, and adds a great
many to the church during the year. If he
was in the United States, he would be called
a second Moody.

Several of our young men, including Cyler
Maxon, Eddie Fox and Burns Miller got
home from the lumber woods on the upper
St. John this week. All are looking" well
after their winter’s hard work.

Allen Scriver reached home to-day for his
summer’s vacation.

The burying of the bit of an axe in the in-
step of his left foot will commit Woodford
Wright to the mercy of a pair of crutches for
a twelve-month. It is an ugly gash.

Messers. B. D. & G. A. Grant are hewing
hard wood on the bank for the St. John
wharves. They also have a fine brow of
spruce. 3

Miss Hortense Cronkhite—better known to
the lovers of the stage by the soubriquet
‘“Grace Huntington,” and who has been
playing in one building in New York city for
the past two years for $125 per week—is
expected to visit N. B. in May, and spend
the summer at her old home here. It is said

| that before long she will build a $30,000 resi-

dence on the sight of her present cottage.
Miss C., who, it is needless to say, is a clever
and business-like woman, got her early edu-
cation at our little country school. Sheisa
striking example of what the average country
girl—though poor and unaided—can do in the
world. Some three years ago she starred in
the W. S. Harkins Co., which played in the
city hall, Fredericton.

Small Pica—* How much is your kero-
sene ?”’

Storekeeper —‘‘ Only 25 cents a gallon,
since the duty was taken off the barrels.
Want any?”

S. P.—“Naw! We'll bumn tallar dips’
till its only 8 cents a gallon. That’s what
Uncle Josh pays for it over at Bridgeport.
And the young hopeful bounded away pound-
ing his dog’s head with the empty can.

Bystander—*‘ We'll have to send that lad
to Ottawa yet.”

Storekeeper —‘“ We’ll have to send him
there or to Bridgeport.”

Rev. Mr. Nobles preached in the F. C. B.
meeting house on Sunday, and at the close
administered the sacrament of the Lord’s sup-
per.

Miss Jennie Cronkhite is the pleasant and
faithful teacher of the parish hall school.

Ezra Stairs, of Campbell Settlement, whose
broken leg was set by Dr. Sprague of Wood-
stock, a few days ago, is,.we are glad to learn,
doing well.

John Akerly, as parish assessor, makes a
courteous and obliging officer,

Ezra F. Tabor, who had his barn bumt
last fal!, is hauling the timber for another,
It will be set below the road to avoid all
possible chance of fire from his house.

In our last we wrote, ““Miss Hull of
Auburn, Me.” Gardiner, Me., should have
been written.

The strange lady that drove through
here so mysteriously just three weeks ago to-
day, dropped a remark in her conversation on
Iirsh home rule, which has led many to think
that her home is across the border ; and that
her trip through this section of country was to
ascertain the feeling on the question here,
To an embryonic lumberman, who suggested
that if the home rule bill should ever become
law there would be a great war, she laughing-
ly administered Longfellow’s rebuke :

¢ Now the men are all like women ;
Only use their tongues for fighting.”

A substantial woven wire fence surrounds
the vegetable garden and apple orchard of
John N. Grant.

Miss May Way has just completed a term
in music under the careful training of Miss
Warrener of Woodstock. Miss Way has
commenced giving lessons herself and now has
a class in music here. We wish our young
friend every success.

THE BARONY.

MarcH 28.—Mr. and Mrs. Geo. Hager-
man, of Scotch Settlement, made a short
vigit at John Anderson’s last week.

Neil Mooers, of Woodstock, has moved
into the Extract boarding house.

Coun. Scott’s lumber crew came out of
the woods two weeks ago but returned
last week to prepare for the summer’s
work in the bark business.

Thomas Moffat, of Kingsclear, has gone
to Pokiok to live.

John Kirk, who has been sick for some
time is able to be out again.

Work will begin at the Extract in a few
weeks; it is also rumored that a tannery
and saw mill are to be built on the Shaw
estate this summer.

A party of young people from this place
spent a very pleasant evening last week
at the home of N. Gilman, Pokiok.

: Abraham Lincoln
When leaving his home at Springfield, Ill.,
to be inaugurated president of the United
States, made a farewell address to his old
friends and neighbors, in which he said,
‘ NEIGHBORS GIVE YOUR BOYS A CHANCE.”

These words come with as much force to-
day as they did thirty years ago.

How give them this chance ?

Upin the Northwest is a great empire
waiting for young, and sturdy fellows to
come and develop it and “grow up with
the country.” All over this broad land are
the young fellows, the boys that Lincoln re-
ferred to, seeking to better their condition
and get on in life.

Here is their chance!

The country referred to lies along the
Northern Pacific R. R. Here you can find
pretty much anything you want. In Min-
nesota, and in the Red River Valley, or
North Dakotaythe finest of prairie lands
fitted for wheat and grain, or as well for di-
versified farming. In Western North Da-
kota, and Montana, are stock ranges limit-
less in extent, clothed with the most nutn
tious of grasses.

If a fruit farming region is wanted there
is the whole state of Washington to select
from. -

As for scenic delights the Northern Paci-
fic Railroad passes through a country un-
paralled. In crossing the Rocky, Bitter
Root and Cascade mountains, the greatest
mountain scenery to be seen in the United
States from the car window is found. The
wonderful bad lands, wonderful in graceful
form and glowing color, are & poem. Lakes
Pend d' Oreille and Ceur d' Alene, are
alone worthy of a trans-continental trip,
while they are the fisherman’s Ultima
Thule. The ride along Clark’s Fork of the
Columbia river is a daylight dream. To
cap the climax this is the only way to reach
the far-famed Yellowstone Park.

To reach and see all this the Northern
Pacific railroad furnish trains and service
of unsurpassed excellence. The most ap-
provéd and comfortable Palace Sleeping
cars; the best Dining cars that can be made;
Pullman Tourist cars good for both first
and second class passengers; easy riding
Day coaches, with Baggage, Express. and
Postal cars all drawn by powerful Baldwin
Locomotives, make a train fit for royalty
itself.

Those seeking for new homes should take
this train and go and spy out the land. To
be prepared, write to

CHAS. 8. FEE,
G.P.&T. A,
advt. 8t. PAuL, MINN,
. Nephew — How are you, uncle? De-
lighted to see you. How is dear aunt?
And those beautifu) children, to. Do you
know, I think you have the finest children
—Uncle (producing check book with a
sigh) — How much is it this time, John ?

CORNS! CORNS!

Tender corns, painful corns; soft corns,
bleeding corns, hard corns, corns of all
kinds and of all sizes, are alike removed
in a few days by the use of Putnam’s
Painless Corn Extractor. Never fails to
cure, never causes pain, never leaves deep
spots that are more annoying than the
original discomfort. Give Putnam’s Pain-
less Corn Extractor a trial. Beware of
substitutes. Sold by druggists everywhere
— Polson & Co., Kingston, proprietors.

She’s my sandwich,
" I’'m her ham,
She’s my Lillie,
I’'m her Sam,
Soor: I’ll annex her,
You may bet,
Little Hawaii
Will be my pet.

Rev. Henry M. Spike, rector of Mus-
quash, N. B., advised Mrs. Wm. Thomp-
son of that place to try Hawker’s Tonic
for Acute—Dyspepsia. Read what they
both say in another column as to the re-
sult.

Proof Positive.— She —There is no
doubt about it that marriage -does im-
prove a man’s politeness.  He — How so?
She — Well, you frequently get up and
offer me your chair now. Before we were
married you never gave me more than
half of it.

RueumaTisM Curep 1N A Day.— South
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism
and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 3
days. Its action upon the system is re-
markabe and mysterious. It removes at
once the cause and the disease immediately
disappears. The first dose greatly bene-
fits, 76 cents. Warranted by Davies,
Staples & Co.

Little Johnny—1I got even with the
teacher to-day. Little Dick —How?
Little Johnny — It-was my turn to speak
a piece, an’ 80 I got up an’ spoke, “Don’t
kill th’ birds, th’ pretty birds,” and I pre-
tended to cry, an’ made it real affectin’—
an’ there she sat with one in her hat.

Capt. Easton, of Clarendon, Charlotte
Co., said it was a pleasure to him to re-
commend Hawker’s Tolu as a remedy for
coughs and colds. He had proved its
power in his own case.

Servant — Mr. Dandie has just called.
Are you at hometo him? Young Lady—
Let me see. No, I’'m not at home. S.—
He bhasa box with him. It looks like
flowers, or candy, or something. Y.L.—
H'm! You can admit him.

AS OLD AS ANTIQUITY.

Either by acquired taint or heredity,
those old foes Scrofula and Consumption,
must be faced generation after generation;
but you may meet them with the odds in
your favor by the help of Scott’s Emul-
sion.

Ah! you flatter me, lisped a masher to
a pretty girl with whom he was convers-
ing. No, I don’t, was the reply; you
couldn’t be any flatter than you are.

R. D. Lewis, of St. John, was completely
cured of biliousness and constipation by
Hawker’s Pills,and now always keeps a
supply on hand.

Arithmetic Teacher — Now, Tommie,
you have finished the tables, twelve quires
make what? Robbie—1I know, they
would make an awful fuss if they are all
like the one at our dhurch.

Itch, mange and scratches of every.

kind, on human or animals, cured in 30
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion"
Warranted by Davies, Staples & Co.

A&.Anmmonh.

Phosphates, or any Injuriagt,

-

«z' %2 ;@ é”[
Take care that your drafis on
youy physical endurance don't come

back to you some day marked “no
Sunds.” Take

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

OfPure CodLiver Oil&Hypophosphites
o increase your energy and so make good
your account at the bank of health.

IT CURES
CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA,
BRONCHITIS, COUGHS, COLDS

and all forms of W“h% Diseases,

Almost as Palatable as Milk. Be sure
you get the genuine as there are poor imi-
tations,

5 Preﬂlred onll 2 Seott & Bowne, Belleville,

H CUSE FURNIEING
HARDWARE

—FOR THE—

CHRITMA TRADE.

Granite Iron Ware in Tea Pots, Coffee
Pots, Sauce Pans, Pudding Pans, Rice
Boilers, etc.; Pearl Agate Ware
in the above lines;

Carpet
Sweepers,

Mrs. Pott’s Irons,

Clothes Wringers, Hearth
Bruches, Coal Hods, Coal Vases,
Fire Iron Setts, Dinner Bells, Call Bells,

With a large line of Fancy and Plain

House Furnishing Hardware. For sale
low by

JAMES §. NEILL.
NEW ’

GROCERIES,

New Valencia Layer

A splendid assort-
- ment of
Raigins;

New London Layer Delicions

Raisins; Preserves,

New Currants and
Figs;

New Citron, Orange

Jams and
Jellies,

Sauces, Pickles,
Relishes.

*

N
FLOu R

%

and Lemon Peels;

New Fresh Ground

Pure Spices.

Just
ARRIVED

RoLLep QATMEAL

in Whole and] alf Barrells.
Graham
Flour,

OATS, BRAN and
"HEAVY FEED.

P

G. T. WHELPLEY.

The SuUun.

During 1893 THE SUN will be of
surpassing excellence and will print
more news and more pure literat-

ure than ever Abefure in its history.

The Sunday Sun

is the greatest Sunday Newspaper
in the world.

Price 5c. a copy. By mall, $2 a year

Dally, by mail, - - - $6 a year
Daily and Sunday, by

majl, = = - = = =~ $8ayear

Address THE SUW, New York,

AsSETS IN CANADA, i

THE BEST.

Wk B Y
EMULSION

— OF ———

COD LIVER OIL

St [ N [ s

HYPOPHOSPHITES.

Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil.
Best Preparation of Hypophosphites.
Best Value for the Money.

ok,

THE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
obE

INSURANGE COMPANY.

AssgTs, 181 JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.5¢

870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip-

tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Age_nt.

COAL. COAL.

In Stecle:

BLACKSMITH,
VICTORIA and
OLD MINE SYDNEY
HOUSE COAL.

To Arrive:

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED

SUGAR LOAP HARD COAL

In Chestaut, Btove and Egg sizes.

Parties requiring, leave your orders early to be
delivered from vessel cheap.

Also in Stock:— A car of choice

®Heavy Chop Feed, composed of

Barley, Oats and Wheat. Always

on hand : — Hay, Oats, Middlings,

Bran, Oilmeal, Lime, Land and
Calcined Plaster.

OFFICE AND STOREHOUSE,

CAMPBELL STREET : orr@®Barr.

JAMES TIBBITTS,

Farm for Sale.

HE subecriber’s Farm at Rt. Mary’s, near the
Railway Station, containing 500. acres, 100 of
which are under cultivation.
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on
the premises, all in good repair.
For further particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

Queen Hotel.

F'ton, April 9, 1892,

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plamber, Gas Fiter,

AND

TINSMITH,

OULD inform the people of Freder
icton and vicinity that he has r
amed business on Queen Street,

0PP COUNTY COURT HOUSE,

where he is prepared to till au oraers in
above lines, including

BLECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

FANCY GOODY

AT FAIR PRICES,

Gold Pens,
Albums,
Panels,
Dressing Cases,

Work Boxes,
Manicure Sets,
Ladies Companions,
Smokers Sets

Fancy Baskets,
Purses,
Satchels,
Opera Glasses,

Ink Stands in Olive Wood,

Books of Poetry,
Books of Adventure,
Books on Travel,
Books on History,

Books on Theology,
Books for Children,
Books for Sunday Schools,
Teachers Bibles,

Besides many other requisites too
numerous to mention.

Hall's - Book - Store.
EXECUTOR’ NOTICE.

LL PERSONS having any claims against the
A Kerate of the Hon. Kichard Bellamy, deceased,
late of the Parish of 8uuthampu n, York County N.
B., are requested to present the same duly attested,
to the undersigned kxecutcrs or to Havelock Coy,
Barrister, Fredericton N. B., within three months
from this date. All persons indebted to the said Ls-
tate are requested to make immedi te pa) ment.
Dated the 7th day of Decemter, A. D. 1892 .
GEURGE 8. INGRAHAM
JACOB ALLAN
of 8outhampton, Y ork Co., Executors
of the 1:st will and Testament of
Richard Bellamy, deceased.

Dissolution Notice.

NUHCE is hereby given that the professional
co-partnership heretofore existing between
the undersigned, under the firm name WILSON
& WILSUN, has this day been dissolved by mutual,

Dec. 10 2 mo

Meat C}ioppers

JUST RECELVED:

DCZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron,

best Meat Choppers in the country — well es-

tablished fact. The tinned is much better than the
Galvinized Iron.

These Choppers are simple, easily taken apart and
cleaned, and will last a life time. Every family
should have one.

For sale by

R. CHESNUT & BONS.

WILLTAM WILSON.
GEORGE L. WILSON
Frederioton, Nov. 5. 1892.

Scoteh Fire Bricks and Fire (lay.

5()()0 Asxz_x;::serglsa Fire Bricks, 30 Bags
Y-

For sale low by
JAMES B. NFILL.

McMURRAY & Co.

—Eave Just Received

A

L,
And are now prepared to show the largest
stock of Wall Paperin the city, in

Canadian

CAR LOAD

E RSV Y

L PAPERS,

it BT

. ~
American

Makes.

CALL and SEE the

GOODS.

Also a lot of

REMNANTS,

Which will be sold Low, to make room

for New Goods.

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper
with BORDERS to match.

Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great

Variety at the Lowest Prices.

; ; : : o i ocepd 20 o .
i S i B RS s S T YRR C R R

No Agents.

McMurray & Co.




