
POETRY.

HARD TIMES.

“How goes the times?” asked neighbor 
Brown

Of one complaining Joe ;
Tremendous hard in our town,

The mill’s shut down you know ;
No money stirs—the times are dull,

And everybody’s waiting ;
But one thing helps us in the lull,

And that is first-rate skating.

“That’s right,” says Brown, 'Coin for fun,’ 
While fun is all the go ;

We were not made to drag along 
A stupid life, you know.

If times are hard, let’s make them soft,
And if no money’s stirring,

Let’s raise the wind—set sails aloft— 
Though better times preferring.

Know this one fact and set it down,
Hard times won’t always last ;

“There’s better times ahead;" says Brown. 
Than any that have passed.

Let’s live in hope of better days,
This hope will courage give us ;

’Twill break the ice that round us lays, 
And melt it in to rivers.

Then we will say, “ what fools we were 
At trifles thus cast down ;

Why, ’tis for us the times to stir,
So true's my name is Brown.

When business is dull let’s sharpen it,
Be up and have it grinding ;

This course pursued will make us fit 
For duty on us binding."

“ That is a new idea,” said Joe,
With eyelids wide distended ;

I did not sec, but now I know 
For whom wealth is intended.

’Tis not for those who run in vain,
But those who run in season ;

This is the secret way to gain 
There is no other reason.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.
VALENTINE.

Valentine was expecting Morrel. Un­
easy and almost wandering, she seized 
his hand and led him to her grandfather. 
This uneasiness, amounting almost to 
wildness, arose from the report Morcerfs 
adventure had made in the world ; the 
affair of the opera was generally known 
No one at Villefort’s doubted that a duel 
would ensue from it. Morrel could read 
an indescribable joy in the eyes of his be­
loved when he related to her how the 
affair had terminated.

“Now,” said Valentine, motioning to 
Morrel to sit down near her grandfather; 
“let us talk about our own affairs 
You know, Maximilian, grandpapa once 
thought of leaving this house, and taking 
an apartment away from M. de Ville 
fort’s.”

“Yes," said Maximilian, “I recollect 
the project, of which I highly approved.”

“ Well,” said Valentine, “ you may ap­
prove again, for grandpapa is again think 
ing of it.”

“ Bravo ! ” said Maximilian.
“And do you know,” said Valentine, 

“ what reason grandpapa gives for leaving 
this house ? ”

“ Oh ! whatever may be M. Noirtier’s 
reason,” answered Morrel, “ I will readily 
believe it to be a good one.”

“ An excellent one ! ” said Valentine 
He pretends the air of the Faubourg St. 
Honore is not good for me.”

“Indeed ! ” said Morrel ; “in that M 
Noirtier may be right; your health has 
not appeared good the last fortnight.”

“ Not very,” said Valentine. And grand 
papa is becoming my physician; and 
have the greatest confidence in him, be­
cause be knows everything.”

“Do you then really suffer?” asked 
Morrel, quickly.

“ Oh, it must not be called suffering ; I 
feel a general uneasiness, that is all. 
have lost my appetite, and my taste 
struggles to become accustomed to some 
thing.”

“ And what treatment do you adopt for 
this singular complaint? ”

“A very simple one,” said Valentine, 
“ I swallow every morning a spoonful of 
the mixture prepared for my grandfather. 
When I say one spoonful, I began by one 
—now I take four. Grandpapa says it is 
a panacea.”

“But,” said Morrel, “I thought this 
mixture, of which you now take four 
spoonfuls, was prepared for M. Noirtier?”

“ I know it is very bitter,” said Valen 
tine ; so bitter that all I drink afterwards 
appears to have the same taste.” Noir­
tier looked inquiringly at his grand 
daughter. “ Yes, grandpapa,” said Valen 
tine; “it is so. Just now, before I came 
down to you, I drank a glass of eau rncree 
I left half, because it seemed so bitter.”

Noirtier turned pale, and made a sign 
that he wished to speak. Valentine rose 
to fetch the dictionery. Noirtier watched 
her with evident anguish. In fact, the 
blood was rushing to the girl’s head al­
ready, her cheeks were becoming red. 
“ Oh ! ” cried she, without losing any of 
her cheerfulness, “this is singular! A 
dimness! Did the sun shine in my eyes?” 
And she leaned against the window.

“The sun is not shining,” said Morrel, 
more alarmed by Noirtier’s expression 
than by Valentine’s indisposition. He 
ran towards her. The girl smiled. “Com­
fort yourself! ” said she to Noirtier. “ Do 
not be alarmed, Maximilian ; it is noth­
ing, and has already passed away. But 

"listen! Do I not hear a errriage in the 
courtyard?” She opened Noirtier’s door, 
ran to a window in the passage, and re­
turned hastily. “Yes,” said she, “it is 
Madame Danglars and her daughter who 
are come to call on us. Good-by ! I must 
run away, for they would send here for 
me; or rather, farewell till I see you 
again. Stay with grandpapa, Maximilian ; 
I promise yon not to persuade them to 
stay.”

Morrel watched her as she left the 
room ; he heard her ascend the little 
staircase which led both to Madame de 
Villefort’s apartments and to hers. As 
soon as she was gone Noirtier made a 
sign to Morrel to take the dictionary. 
Morrel obeyed. Having to repeat most 
of the letters of the alphabet, and to find 
every word in the dictionary, it was ten 
minutes before the thought of the old 
man was translated by these words, 
“ Fetch the glass of water and the de­
canter from Valentine’s room.” Morrel 
rang immediately for a servant, and in 
Noirtier’s name gave that order. The 
servant soon returned. The decantçr and 
glass were completely empty. Noirtier 
made a sign that be wished to speak. 
‘‘ Why are the glass and decanter empty ? ” 
asked he ; “ Valentine said she only drank 
half a glass.”

“ I do not know,” said the servant, “ but 
the housemaid is in Mademoiselle Valer, 
tine’s room ; perhaps she has emptied it.’»

“ Ask her,” said Morrel.
The servant went out, hut returned al­

most immediately. “ Mile. Vllefort drank 
what remained in the glass,” said he ; “as 
for the decanter, Edward emptied that to 
make a pond for his ducks. From that 
moment the old man’s eyes were fi> ed on 
the door, and did not quit it.

It was indeed Mine. Danglars and her

daughter whom Valentine had seen ; they 
had been ushered into Madame de Ville­
fort’s room, who had said she would re­
ceive them there. That is why Valen­
tine passed through her room, which was 
on a level with Valentine’s. Madame 
de Villefort received them with great 
solemnity. Valentine entered at this 
moment and the formalities were re­
sumed. “ My dear friend,” said the baron­
ess, “ Eugenie and I are come to be the 
first to announce to you the approaching 
marriage of my daughter with Prince 
Cavalcanti.”

“ Allow me to present to you my sin­
cere congratulations,” replied ^Madame de 
Villefort.

Listen,” said the baroness ; “ speaking 
to you as a friend, I would say, the prince 
does not yet appear all he will be. How­
ever, he gives evidence of great kindness 
of disposition, and as to suitableness, M. 
Danglars assures me his fortune is ma­
jestic.”

“ And then,” said Eugenie, “ add that 
you have taken a great fancy to the young 
man.”

“And,” said Madame de Villefort, “I 
need not ask you if you share that fancy.”

I ? ” replied Eugenie, with usual can­
dor. “Ob, not the least in the world, 
Madame ! My wish was to be an artist, 
and consequently free in heart, in person, 
and in thought. At any rate, since I am 
to be married whether I will or not, I 
ought to be thankful to Providence for 
having released me from my engagement 
with Morcerf, or I should have this day 
have been the wire of a dishonored man.”

“ It is true,” said the baroness, “ that 
had not the Morcerfs hesitated, my 
daughter would have married M. Albert 
The general depended much on it ; he 
even came to force Danglars.”

“But,” said Valentine, timidly, “does 
all the father’s shame revert upon the 
son ? ”

“ Excuse me,” said the inplacable young 
girl, “ M. Albert claims and well deserves 
his share. It appears that after having 
challenged Monte-Cristo at the opera yes­
terday, he apologized on the ground to­
day.”

“ Impossible ! ” said Madame de Ville­
fort.

“Ah, my dear friend,” said Madame 
Danglars, “ it is a fact ! I heard it from M. 
Debray, who was present at the explana­
tion.” Valentine had ceased for a moment 
to join in the conversation. She would 
have found it impossible to repeat what 
had been said the last few minutes, when 
suddenly Mme. Danglars’ hand, pressed 
on her arm, aroused her from her lethargy,

“ What is it? ” said she, starting at Mme, 
Danglars’ touch as she would have done 
from an electric shock.

“It is my dear Valentine,” said the 
baroness, “ that you are doubtless, suffer­
ing.”

“ I ? ” said the young girl.
“ Yes, look at yourself in that glass.”
“ Indeed,” cried Eugenie, “ you are very 

pale ! ”
“ Ob, do not be alarmed ! I have been 

so for several days.
Madame de Villefort came to her assist 

ance. “ Retire, Valentine,” said she ; “you 
are really suffering, and these ladies will 
excuse you. Valentine kissed Eugenie, 
bowed to Madame Danglars, and went out. 
“ That poor child,” said Mme. de Ville­
fort, when Valentine was gone, “she 
makes me uneasy, and I should not be 
astonished if she had some serious Illness.”

Meanwhile Valentine, in a sort of ex­
citement which she could not understand 
had crossed Edward’s room, and through 
her own had reached the little staircase, 
She was at the bottom excepting three 
steps, when suddenly a cloud passed over 
her eyes, her stiffened foot missed the 
step, her hands had no power to hold the 
baluster, and falling against the wall, she 
rolled down these three steps rather than 
walked. Morrel bounded to the door, 
opened it, and found Valentine extended 
on the floor. He raised her in his arms 
and placed her on a chair. Valentine 
opened her eyes.

“ Oh, what a clumsy thing I am ! ” said 
she, with feverish volubility ; “ I no longer 
know' my way. I forgot there were three 
more steps before the landing. However, 
it is all past, and it was nothing. Now, 
let me tell you some news ; Eugenie is to 
be married in a week, and in three days 
there is to be a grand feast, a sort of be­
trothal festival. We are all invited, my 
father, Mmè. de Villefort, and I—at least, 
I understood it so.”

“ When will it be our turn to think of 
these things?” asked Morrel.

“ And do you,” said Valentine, “depend 
on me to stimulate the tardiness and 
arouse the memory of grandpapa? ”

“ Yes,” cried Morrel, “ be quick ! So 
long as you are not mine, I shall always 
think I may lose you.”

“ Oh ! indeed Maximilian, you are too 
timid for an officer, Jfor a soldier, who 
they say never knows fear. Ah ! ah ! ah !” 
She burst into a forced and melancholy 
laugh, her arms stiffened and twisted, her 
head fell back on her chair, and she re­
mained motionless. The cry of terror, 
which had stopped on Noirtier’s lips, 
seemed to start from his eyes. Morrel 
understood it; he knew he must call 
assistance. The young man rang the bell 
violently ; the housemaid and a servant 
ran in at the same time. Valentine was 
so pale, so cold, so inanimate, that, with 
out listening to what- was said to them, 
they were seized with the fear which 
pervaded that house, and they flew into 
the passage crying for help. Mme. Dam 
glare and Eugenie were going out at that 
moment ; they heard the cause of the dis 
turbance.

“ I told you so ! ” cried Madame de 
Villefort. “Poorchild!”

“ Each time you have applied to me,” 
said the doctor, “ it has been too late ; still 

will go. But let us make haste, sir.”
“ Oh ! this time, doctor, you shall not. 

have to reproach me with weakness. This 
time I will know the assassin, and will 
pursue him.”

“ Let us first try to save the victim be­
fore we think of revenging her,” said 
the doctor. “ Come.”

The same cabriolet which had brought 
Villefort took them back at full speed, at 
the same moment when Morrel rapped at 
Monte-Cristo’s door. The count was in 
his study reading, with an angry look, 
something which Bertuccio had brought 
in haste. Hearing Morrel announced, the 
count rose, and sprang to meet him.

What is the matter, Maximilian ? ’’ asked 
he ; “ vou are pale and the perspiration 
rolls from your forehead.”

“ Yes,” said Morrel ; “ I have just left a 
house where death has just entered, to 
run to you.”

“ You have hastened to me ; can I have 
the happiness of being useful to you ? ” 

“Yes, I need your help; that is, I 
thought, like a madman, you could lend 
me your assistance in a case where God 
alone can succor me.”

“Tell me what it is,” replied Monte- 
Cristo.

“ Oh 1 ” said Morrel, “ I know not in­
deed if I may reveal this secret to mortal 
ears; but fatality impels me, necessity
constrains me, count-----”

“Do you think I love you?” said 
Monte-Cristo, taking the young man’s 
hand affectionately in his.

“Oh! you encourage me! and some­
thing tells me there,” placing his hand on 
his heart, “ that I ought to have no secret 
from you:

“ You are right, Morrel ; God is speak­
ing to your heart, and your heart speaks 
to you. Tell me what it says.”

“ Count, will you allow me to send Bap- 
tistin to inquire after some one you 
know ? ”

“ I am at your service, and still more 
my servants.”

“ Oh ! I cannot live, if she is not better.” 
“ Shall I ring for Baptistin ?
“ No, I will go and speak to him my­

self.” Morrel went out, called Baptistin, 
and whispered a few words to him. The 
valet ran directly

“Well, have you sent?” asked Monte- 
Cristo, seeing Morrel return.

“ Yes, and now I shall be more calm.” 
“You know I am waiting.”
“Yes, and I will tell you. One eve­

ning I was in a garden ; a clump of trees 
concealed me; no one suspected I was 
there. Two persons passed near me— 
allow me to conceal their names for the 
present Some one had just died in the 
house to which that garden belonged 
One of those persons whose conversation 
I had overheard was the master of the 
house; the other, the physician. The 
former was confiding to the latter his 
grief and fear ; for it was the second time 
within a month that death had entered 
suddenly and unexpectedly that house.”

“And what did the doctor answer?” 
asked Monte-Cristo.

“ He replied that the death was not a 
natural one, and must be attributed to 
poison.”

“ Indeed ! ” said Monte-Cristo, with a 
slight cough, which, in moments of ex­
treme emotion,* helped him to disguise 
a blush, or the intense interest with

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
THE CONFESSION.

At the same moment M. de Villefort’i 
voice was heard calling from his study, 
“ What is the matter ? ” Morrel consulted 
Noirtier’s look, who had recovered his 
self-command, and with a glance indi­
cated the closet where, once before, under 
similar circumstances, he had taken 
refuge. He had only time to get his hat, 
and throw himself breathless into the 
closet ; the proctor’s footstep was heard in 
the passage. Villefort sprang into the 
room, ran to Valentine, and took her in 
his arms. “A physician! a physician 
M. d’Avrigny ! ” cried Villefort ; “ Or rather 
I will go with him myself.” He flew 
from the apartment, and Morrel, at the 
same moment darted out at the other 
door. Monte-Cristo’s voice seemed to re 
sound in his ear, who had said, only two 
hours before, “ Whatever you want, 
Morrel, come to me ; I have great power.”

Meanwhile M. de Villefort arrived in 
cab [at M. d’Avrigny’s door. The porter 
knew him, and let him pass, only calling 
to him, “ In his cabinet, M. le Procureur 
du Roi, in his cabinet ! ” Villefort pushed 
or rather forced the door open. “ Ah ! 
said the doctor, “ is it you ? ”

“ Yes,” said Villefort, “it is I, who am 
come in my turn to ask you if we are 
quite alone. Doctor, my house is accursed !”

“ What ! ” said the latter with apparent 
coolness, but with deep emotion, “ have 
you another invalid ? ”

“Yes, doctor,” cried Villefort, “it 
Valentine’s turn ! ”

“Your daughter!” cried D’Avrigny 
with grief and surprise.

“You see you were deceived,” mur­
mured the magistrate; “come and 
her, and on her bed of agony entreat her 
pardon for having suspected her.”

which he listened ; “ indeed, Maximilian, 
did vou hear that? ”

“Yes, my dear count, I heard it; and 
the doctor added, that if another death 
occurred in a similar way he must appeal 
to justice.” Monte-Cristo listened with 
the greatest calmness. “Well!” said 
Maximilian, “death came a third time, 
and neither the master of the house nor 
the doctor said a word. Death is now 
perhaps, striking a fourth blow. Count, 
what am I bound to do, being in possession 
of this secret?”

“My dear friend,” said Monte-Cristo, 
“ you appear to be relating an adventure 
which we all know by heart.”

“You know of whom I speak, count, 
do you not ? ”

“ Perfectly well, my good friend. You 
heard M. de Villefort talking to M 
d’Avrigny about the death of M. de 
Saint-Meran, and that, no less surprising, 
of the countess. D’Avrigny said he be 
lieved they both proceeded from poison 
and you, honest man, have ever since 
been asking your heart, and sounding 
your conscience to know if you ought to 
expose or conceal this secret. Why do 
you torment them ? My dear fellow, let 
them sleep on,-if they are asleep; let 
them grow pale in their drowsiness, if 
they are disposed to do so ; and pray do 
you remain in peace, who have no re­
morse to disturb you.”

Deep grief was depicted on Morrel’i 
features ; he seized Monte-Cristo’s hand. 
“But it is beginning again, I say ! ”

“ Well ! ” said the count, “ let it begin 
again ; it is a family of Atrides; God has 
condemned them, and they must submit 
to their punishment. They will all disap 
pear, even if there are two hundred of 
them. Three months since it was M. de 
Saint-Meran ; Madame de Saint-Meran 
two months since ; the other day it was 
Barrois ; to-day, the old Noirtier, or young 
Valentine.”

“You knew it?” cried Morrel, in such 
a paroxysm of terror that Monte Cristo 
started.

“And what is it to me?” replied the 
count, “do I know these people? and 
must I lose the one to save the other? 
Faith, no, for between the culprit and the 
victim I have no choice.”

“But I,” cried Morrel, groaning with 
sorrow, “ I love her ! ”

“You love?—whom?” cried Monte- 
Cristo, starting on his feet.

“ I love most fondly —I love madly—I 
love as a man who would give his life 
blood to spare her a tear—I love Valen 
tine de Villefort, who is being murdered 
at this moment ! I ask God and you how 
I can save her?”

Monte-Cristo uttered a cry which those 
only can conceive who have heard the 
roar of a wounded lion. “Unhappy 
man ! ” cried he, wringing his hands in 
his turn, “ you love Valentine — that 
daughter of an accursed race!” Never 
had Morrel witnessed such an expression 
—never had so terrible an eye flashed be­
fore his face. He drew back terrified.

“Come, come,” continued the count, 
“complaints are unavailing; be a man 
be full of hope for I am here to watch 
over you.” Morrel shook his head. “I 
tell you to hope. Do you understand me ? 
cried Monte-Cristo. “Remember that 
never uttered a falsehood and am never 
deceived. It is twelve o’clock, Maxi 
milian ; thank heaven that you came at 
noon rather than in the evening or to­
morrow morning. Listen, Morrel—it is 
noon ; if Valentine is not dead, she will 
not die.”

“ How so ? ” cried Mqrrel, “ when I left 
her dying? ”

Monte-Cristo raised his head once more, 
and this time he was as calm as a child 
awaking from its sleep. “Maximilian,1 
said he, “ return home. I command you 
not to stir—attempt nothing; not to let 
your countenance betray a thought, and 
will send you tidings. Go ! ”

Morrel, subdued by the extraordinary 
ascendency Monte-Cristo exercised over 
everything around him, did not endeavor 
to resist it. He pressed the count’s hand 
and left. He stopped one moment at the 
door, for Baptistin, whom he saw in the 
Rue Matignon, and who was running.

Meanwhile Villefort and D’Avrigny 
had made all possible haste. Valentine 
had not revived from her feinting fit on 
their arrival, and the doctor examined the 
invalid "with all the care the circum­
stances demanded, and with an interest 
which a knowledge of the secret doubled. 
At last he slowly uttered these words: 

She is still alive ! ”
“Still?” cried Villefort; “oh! doctor, 

what a dreadful word is that.”
“ Yes,” said the physician, “ I repeat it ; 

she is still alive, and I am astonished at 
it.”

“ But is she safe ? ’’ asked the father.
“ Yes, since she lives.” At that moment 

D’Avrigny’s glance met Noirtier’s eye. It 
glistened with such extraordinary joy, so 
rich and full of thought, that the phy­
sician was struck. He placed the girl 
again on the chair ; her lips were scarcely 
discernable, they were so pale and white, 
as well as her whole face ; and remained 
motionless, looking at Noirtier, who ap­
peared to anticipate and commend all he 
did. “ Have you something to tell me? ” 
asked the doctor: The old man blinked 
his eyes expressively.

“What is the matter with this dear 
child?” said Mme. de Villefort who had 
just entered, “she complained to me of 
feeling unwell, but I did not think serious­
ly of it. This poor child would be better 
in bed. Come, Fanny, we will put her 
in.” M. D’Avrigny, who saw that would 
be a means of his remaining alone with 
Noirtier, expressed his opinion that it 
would be the beat thing that could be 
done; but he forbade anything being 
given her besides what he ordered.

They carried Valentine away ; she had 
revived, but could scarcely move or speak. 
D’Avrigny followed the invalid, wrote a 
prescription, ordered Villefort to take a 
cabriolet, go in person to a chemi ’s to 
get the prescribed medicine, bring it to 
himself, and wait for him in his daught­
er’s room. He then went down again to 
Noirtier. “ We have no time to lose ; I 
will question and do you answer me.” 
Noirtier made a sign that he was ready to 
answer. “Did you anticipate the acci­
dent which has just happened to your 
grand-daughter? ”

“Yes.”
“ Do you think the same hand which 

unintentionally struck Barrois has now 
attacked Valentine ? ” t - 

“Yes.”
“Then will she too die?” asked the 

doctor.
“ No ! ” replied Noirtier, with an air of 

triumph which would have puzzled the 
most clever diviner.

“Then you hope?” said D’ Avrigny,
in surprise.

“Yes.”
“What do you hope?” The old man 

made him understand with his eyes that 
he could not answer.

“Do you hope the assassin will be 
tried?”"

“No.”
“Then you hope the poison will take 

no effect on Valentine?”
“ Yes.”
“ How do you hope Valentine will es­

cape?” Noirtier kept his eyes steadily 
fixed on the same spot. D’Avrigny fol­
lowed the direction, and saw they were 
fixed on a bottle containing the mixture 
which betook every morning. “Oho!” 
said D’Avrigny, struck with a sudden 
thought, “ has it occurred to you-----

Noirtier did not let him finish. “Yes,” 
said he. “ To prepare her system to re­
sist poison by accustoming her by de­
grees-----”

“Yes, yes, yes,” said Noirtier, delighted 
to be understood.

“ Truly ! I had told you there there was 
brucine in the mixture I give you ! ”

“Yes.”
“ And by accustoming her to that poison 

you have endeavored to neutralize the 
effect of a similar poison?” Noirtier’s 
joy continued. “ And you have succeed­
ed ! ” exclaimed D’Avrigny. “ Without 
this precaution Valentine would have 
died before assistance could have been 
procured. The dose has been excessive, 
but she has only been shaken by it ; and 
this time, at any rate, Valentine will not 
die.” A superhuman joy expanded the 
old man’s eyes, which were raised towards 
heaven with an expression of infinite 
gratitude. At this moment Villefort re 
turned.

“ Here, doctor,” said he, “ is what you 
sent me for.”

“ Was this prepared in your presence?”
“ Yes,” replied the dignitary.
“ Have you not let it go out of your 

hands? ”
“No.”
D’Avrigny took the bottle, poured some 

drops of the mixture it contained in the 
hollow of his hand, and swallowed them, 
“ Well,” said he, let us go to Valentine ; I 
will give instructions to every one, and 
you, M. de Villefort, will see that no one 
deviates from them.”

At the moment when D’Avrigny was 
returning to Valentine’s room, accom 
panied by Villefort, an Italian priest of 
serious demeanor and calm and firm tone, 
hired for his use the house adjoining 
Villefort’s house. No one knew how *the 
three former tenants of the house left 
it, about two hours afterwards ; but rumor 
ran that its foundation was reported to be 
unsafe ; which did not prevent the new 
occupant from establishing himself there 
with his modest furniture the same day 
at five o’clock. The lease was drawn up 
ror three, six, or nine years by the new 
tenant, who according to the rule of the 
proprietor, paid six month’s rent in ad 
vance. The new tenant, who, as we have 
said, was an Italian, was called II Signor 
Giacomo Busoni. Workmen were im 
mediately called in, and at the same 
night the passengers at the end of the 
faubourg saw with surprise carpenters and 
masons occupied in repairing the lower 
part of the tottering house.

TO BE CONTINUED.

Abraham Llnooln
When leaving hie 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 TOCB BOVS A CHANCE.”
These words come with as much force to­

day as they did thirty years ago.
How give them this chance ?
Up in 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 Dakota, the 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 nutri­
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 a poem. Lakes 
Pend d’ Oreille and Cœur 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 fethe only way to reach 
the fer-famed Yellowstone Park. /

To reach and see all this the Northern 
Pacific railroad furnish trains and service 
of unsurpassed excellence. The most ap­
proved 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. S. FEE,
G. P. & T. A.,

advt. St. Paul, Minn.

STIFF NECK IN SHEEP.

This sympton is one of others that in 
dicate inflamation of the peritoneum or 
lining membrane of the abdomen. This 
disease causes blood poisoning when it has 
advanced to a late stage, and this produces 
the stiffness of the muscles, which becomes 
a prominent symptom, mostly perceived 
when the disorder has gone beyond any 
availing treatment. The abdomen be­
comes filled with an effusion of serum 
from the blood, and the urine is darkly 
tinged with the red matter with which 
the blood then becomes overloaded 
There is little hope from any treatment, 
but as the disease usually affects many of 
the flock, those that have not yet shown 
the marked symptoms may be saved by 
the use of one ounce doses of sulphate of 
magnesia with a teaspoonful of powdered 
gentian root and alternately with this, 
and given daily, a teaspoonful of hypo­
sulphite of soda.

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism 
and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 
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, 75 cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Staples & Co.

Justice — How do you explain your 
being found inside Colonel Ginger’s 
chicken coop last night ? Leftover Jack- 
son — De truft is, Jedge, I made all ma 
’rangements ter git up ’arly in the mohn- 
in’, and I wanted ter sleep whah I cud 
heah de roosters crow.

THE MOON’S INFLUENCE
Upon the weather is accepted by some as 
real, by others it is disputed. The moon 
never attracts corns from the tender ach­
ing foot. Putnam’s Painless Com Ex­
tractor removes the most painful com in 
three days. This great remedy makes no 
sore spots, doesn’t go fooling around a 
man’s foot, but gets to business at once, 
and effects a cure. Don’t be imposed upon 
by substitutes and imitations. Get Put­
nam’s and no other.

What could you have been thinking of 
to engage yourself to three men ? Well, 
mother told me my fiance must be rich, 
intelligent, handsome and of the best 
moral character ; and as I couldn’t hope 
for all that in one man I had to take three,

English spavin liniment removes all 
bard, soft or calloused lumps and blem­
ishes from horses, blood spavin, curbs, 
splints, ring bone, sweeney, stifles, sprains, 
sore and swollen throat, coughs, etc. Save 
$50 by use of one bottle. Warranted the 
most wonderfiil blemish cure ever known. 
Warranted by Davies, Staples* Co.

Force Majeure.— Florence — Why, Ma­
bel, I thought you said you would never 
accept Arthur ? Mabel—So I did, dear. 
But he just put his arm around my waist 
when he proposed, and—well, I yielded 
to pressure.

For Sick Headache, Sour Stomach, 
Loathing of Food, Dyspepsia or Billious- 
ness, take Hawker’s Liver Pills. They 
will cure you. Recommended by leading 
Physicians as a most reliable medicine.

let

Wife — Oh, George, the water pipe is 
leaking and the water is spoiling the new 
hall carpet. Go and get a plumber, quick 
Husband — That’s all right, my dear ; ' 
it go ; it’s cheaper to get a new carpet.

OPEN AS DAY.
It is given to every physician, the form­

ula of Scott’s Emulsion being no secret ; 
but no successful imitation has ever been 
offered to the public. Only years of ex­
perience and study can produce the best.

One little word, he pleaded, 
One that will move me, pet. 

His tender request she heeded 
By softly murmuring — Get !

Congestions and pneumonia may often 
be prevented by using Johnson’s Anodyne 
Liniment.

Little Johnny — May I hitch the dog to 
my sled to have him pull me ? Mother— 
I’m afraid he’ll bite you. Little Johnny 
— It’s the other end I’m going to hitch

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.

Jake—Here’s an advertisement inth 
paper fer that dog you found. The man 
wot owns him offers a reward. Jim — 
How d’ye know it’s a man ? Jake — Th’ 
paper says, no questions asked.

Dropped on sugar, children love to take 
Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment for coughs 
and colds.

Yapsley — Miss Passay seemed offended 
at you last evening. What did you say ? 
Mudge — Blessed if I know. I only asked 
her if she didn’t dread having to wear 
hoops again.______________

Hawker’s Liver Pills cure all stomach 
ills. They assist digestion, regulate the 
bowels and liver, tone the stomach and 
purify the blood.

The question of deportment is not an 
unimportant one. A man always looks 
better who carries himself well than when 
two or more friends are trying to carry 
him.
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The Wealth 
of Health

la in Pure Rich 
Blood ; to enrich 
the blood is like 
putting money out at interest,

SCOTT’S
EMULSION
Of Pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil 

and Hypophosphitea
posseses blood enriching properties in 
a remar ible degree. Are you all run 
down? Take Scott’s Emulsion. Almost 
as Palatable as Milk. Be sure and
get the genuine.

Prepared only by Scott * Bowne, BelleriUe.

HOUSE FURNISHING

HARDWARE
— FOR THE —

CHRISTMAS 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 
Brushes, Coal Hods, Coal Vases,

Fire Iron Setts, Dinner Eells, Call Bells,
With a laige line of Fancy and Plain 

House Furnishing Hardware. For sale 
low by

JAMES S. NEILL.

ERIAL
BAKING!

POWDER

Punster’s little daughter — Papa, do you 
know why I am like a window ? Papa— 
No, my pet, why? Daughter — Because 
I have a pain in my sash.

THE IMP
PUREST, STRORREST, REST.
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Phosphates, or any Injuriant.

E. W. CILLETT. Toronto. Ont

NEW

THE BEST.

ILE
EMULSION

COD LIVER OIL
-AND-

HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil.

Best Preparation of Hypophosphites.
Best Value for the Money.

THE

IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, 1st January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

R. C. MACREDIE,i

AND

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip­
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

GROCERIES.
New Valencia Layer 

Raisins;

New London Layer 
Raisins;

New Currants and 
Figs;

New Citron, Orange 
and Lemon Peels ; 

New Fresh Ground 
Pure Spices.

Just 
Arrived

A splendid assort­
ment of

Delicious 
Preserves,

Jams and 
Jellies,

Sauces, Pickles, 
Relishes.

WM. WILSON,
Agent.

FLOUR

Rolled Oatmeal

In Whole and Half Barrella.

Graham
Flour,

OATS, BRAN and
HEAVY FEED.

G. T. WHELPLEY.

During 1893 THE SUN will be of 

surpassing excellence and will print 

more news and more pure literat­

ure than ever before 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 mall, - - - $6 a year

Dally and Sunday, by 

mall, - -- -- - $8 a year

Address THE SUN, New York.

COAL. COAL.

Ixx Stock :

BLACKSMITH,

VICTORIA and

OLD MINE SYDNEY 

HOUSE COAL.

To -A-rri-ve:

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL,
In Chestnut, Stove 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 : city11 hall.

JAMES TIBBITTS,

TIJN SMITH,

WOULD inform the people of Freder 
icton and vicinity that he has rp 

amed business on Queen Street,

OFF COUNTY COURT BOOSE,
where he is prepared to Oil an orders ie 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

FANCY GOODS
AT FAIR PRICES.

Farm for Sale-
THE subscriber’s Farm at St. 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,

F-ton, April 9,1892. Queen Hoiel.

Meat Choppers
JÜ6T RECEIVED:

4DOZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron, 
beat Meat Choppers in the country — well es­

tablished fact. The tinned la much better than the Galvinized Iron.
These Choppers are simple, easily taken apart and 

cleaned, and will last a life time. JEverv family 
should have one. v

For sale by
B. CHE8NUT & BONB.

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 tod 
numerous to mention.

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

ALL PERSONS having any claims against the 
Estate of the Hon. Richard Bellamy, deceased, 

late of the Parish of Suuthampti n, York County N. 
B., are requested to present the same duly attested, 
to the undersigned Executors or to Havelock Coy, 
Barrister, Fredericton N. B., within three months 
from this date. All persons indebted to the said Es­
tate are requested to make immedi te payment. 

Dated the 7th day of Decerni»er, A. D/1892 .
GEuRGh 8. INGRAHAM 
JA< OB ALLAN

of Southampton, ' ork Co., Executors 
of the l»st will and Testament of 

Dec. 10 2 mo Richard Bellamy, deceased.

Dissolution Notice.
NOTICE is hereby given that the professional 

co-partnership heretofore existing between 
the undersigned, under the firm name WILSON 

& WILSON, has this day been dissolved by mutual, 
consent.

WILLIAM WILSON. 
GEORGE L. WILSON

Fredericton, Nov. 5. 1892.

Scotch Fire Bricks and Fire Clay.
Just Received from Glasgow.5000 ^BBESTOS Fire Bricks. 30 Bags

For sale low by
JAMES 8. NEILL.

MCMURRAY & CO.
Have now on hand an immense stock of

-and-

which they will sell at the lowest possible 

prices ; also a few new

First Class in every respect,

-FOR ONLY----

$25.00.

rn ; 31

Fully Guaranteed. If not entirely satisfactory after three
months trial, Money refunded.

McMurray & Co.’s Book and Music Store.
r


