POETRY.

THE THREE LITTLE CHAIRS.

They sat alone by the bright wood fire,
The gray-haired dame and the aged sire,
Dreaming of days gone by ;
he tear drops fell on each aged cheek—
hey both had thoughts that they could
not speak
As each heart uttered a sigh.

For their sad and tearful eyes descried

Three little chairs placed side by side
Against the sitting-room wall ;

Old fashioned enough as there they stood,

Their seats of flag and their frames of wood.
With their backs so straight and tall.

Then the sire shook his silvery head,
And with trembling voice he gently said:
* Mother, those empty chairs!
They bring us such sad, sad thoughts to-
night, i
We'll put them forever out of sight,
In the small, dark room up-stairs.”

But she answered: “ Father, no, not yet;
For I look at them and I forget
That the children went away.
The boys come back, and our Mary, too,
With her apron on of checkered blue,
And sit here every day.

Johnny still whittles a ship's tall masts,

And Willie his leaden bullets casts,
While Mary her patchipork sews.

At evening time three childish prayers

Go up to God from those little chairs
So softly that no one knows.

Johnny comes back from the billowy deep,
Willie wakes from his battle-field sleep
To say a good-night to me;
Mary's a wife and mother no more,
But a tired child whose playtime is o’er
And comes to rest on my knee.

So, let them stay there, though empty now,
And every time when alone we bow
At the father’s throne to pray,
We'll ask to meet the children above
In our savior's home of rest and love,
Where no child goeth away.”
—Mrs. H. T. Perry.
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CHAPTER XXX.

BEAUCHAMP,

One morning Albert was awoke by his
valet-de-chambre, who announced Beau-
champ. Albert rubbed his eyes, ordered
his servant to introduce him into the
small smoking room on the ground floor,
dressed himself quickly and went down.
He found Beauchamp pacing the room ;
on perceiving him Beauchamp stopped.
“Your arrival here, without waiting my
visit at your house to-day, looks well, sir,”
eaid Albert. “Tell me, may I shake
hands with you? saying, ‘Beauchamp,
acknowledge you have injured me, and
retain my friendship,’ or must I propose
to you a choice of arms?”

“Albert,” said the journalist, “these
are questions which it is difficult to an-
swer.”

“I will facilitate it by repeating the
question, “ Will you, or will you not re-
tract?”

» “Morcerf, it is not enough to answer

Yes or No to questions which concern the
honor of such a man as Lieutenant-gen-
eral Count de Morcerf, peer of France.”

“What must then be done ?”

“What I have done, Albert. I have
just returned from Yanina. I took a week
to” go, another to ‘return, four days of
quarantine, and forty-eight hours to stay
there; that makes three weeks. I re-
turned last night and here I am.”

“ What circamlocution '—How long you
are before you tell me what I most wish
to know!” ;

“ Because the paragraph was correct my
friend.”

“YWhat! that French officer, Fernand,
the traitor who surrendered the castle of
the man in whose service he was—"

“Pardon me, my friend, that man was
your father ; here is a proof of it.”

Albert opened the paper; it was an
attestation of four notable inhabitants of
Yanina, proving that Colonel Fernand
Mondego, in the service of Ali Tebelen,
had surrendered the castle for two million
crowns. The signatures were perfectly
legal. Albert tottered and fell - over-
powered in a chair. Beauchamp, who
had watched with sincere. pity the young
man’s paroxysm of grief, approached him.
*“Now, Albert,” said he,# you nnderstand
me—do you not? Do you wish these
proofs, which I alone possess, to be des-
troyed? Do you wish this frightfulsecret
to remain with us? Counfided te me, it
shall never escape my lips; say, Albert,
my friend, do you wish it?”

Albert threw himself on Beauchamp’s
neck. “Ah! noble fellow !” cried he.

“Take these,” said Beauchamp, pre-
senting the papers to Albert. Albert
seized them with a convulsive hand, tore
them in pieces; and trembling lest the
least vestige should escape, and one day
appear to confront him, he approached
the waxlight, always kept burning for

* cigars, and consumed every fragment.

“Dear excellent friend!” murmured
Albert, still burning the papers.

“Let all be forgotten as a sorrowful
dream,” said Beauchamp; “let it vanish
as the last sparks from the blackened
paper, and disappear as the smoke from
those gilent ashes.”

“Yes, yes” said Albert, “and may
there remain only the eternal friendship
which I promise my deliverer, shall be
transmitted to our children’s ehildren,
and shall always remind me that T owe
my life and the honor of my name to you ;
for had this been known, oh ! Beauchamp,
I should have destroyed myself; or—no,
my poor mother! I could not have killed
her by the same blow,—I should have
fled from my country.”

“Well,” gaid Beauchamp, “what still
oppresses you, my friend ?”

“Listen, Beauchamp ! I cannot thus, in
a moment, relinquish the respect, the
confidence and pride with which a father’s
untarnished name inspires a son. Oh!
Beauchamp, Beauchamp! how shall I
now approach mine? -Shall I draw back
my forehead from his embrace, or with-
hold my hand from his. Ah! my mother
my poor mother!” said Albert, gazing
through his tears at his mother's por-
trait; “if you know this, how much
must you suffer?” -

*“Come,” said Beauchamp, taking both
of his hands, “take courage my friend.”

“But how came that first note inserted
in your journal ?

“The more must you fortify yourself
Albert. Oh! are you going to marry
Mademoiselle Danglars? ”

“Why do you ask me now ?”

“Because the rupture or fulfilment of
this engagement is connected with the
person of whom we are speaking.”

“How?” said Albert, whose brow
reddened ; “you think M. Danglars—"

“I ask you only how your engagement
stande ?”

“No,” said Albert, “ the engagement is
broken off.”

“ Let usgo out, Albert,” said Beauchamp,
‘“a ride inghe wood will refresh you.”

“ Willingly,” said Albert; “but let us
walk ; I think a little exertion will do me
gOOd." "
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“The two friends walked out on the
fortress. When arrived at La Madeline,
—“Since we are out,” said Beauchamp,
*“let us call on Monte-Cristo.”

“Gladly,” said Albert; “I like himn—
let us call.”

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE JOURNEY.

MoxTEe-CrisTo uttered a joyful exclam-
mation on seeing the young people to-
gether. “Ab! ah!” said he, “I hope all
is over, explained and settled.”

“Yes,” said Beauchamp; “the absurd
reports have died away, and should they
be renewed, I would be the first to oppose
them ; so let us speak no more of it.”

“Look,” said Monte-Cristo, “I am fin-
ishing the most execrable morning’s
work.” “What is it?”{said Albert, “ar-
ranging your papers, apparently.”

“My papers, thank God, no! my papers
are all in capital order, because I have
none; but M. Cavalcanti’s.”

“M. Cavalcanti’s?” asked Beauchamp.

“Yes; do you not know that this isa
young man whom the count is intro-
ducing?”” said Morcerf.

“ Let us not misunderstand each other,”
replied Monte-Cristo; “I introduce no
one, and certainly not M. Cavalcanti.”

“And who,” said Albert, with a forced
smile, “is to marry Mademoiselle Dan-
glars instead of me, which grieves me
cruelly.”

“What! Cavalcanti is going to marry
Mademoiselle Danglars?” asked Beau-
champ.

“Certainly ! in spite of all I could say.
I do not know the young man. They
have commissioned me to write to the
major to demand. papers; and here they
are. Isend them but will have nothing
more to do with it. But what is the
matter, Albert? you look dull; are you,
after all, unconsciously in love with
Mademoiselle Eugenie ?”

“I am not aware of it,” said Albert,
smiling sorrowfully.

“But,” continued Monte-Cristo, “you
are not in your usual spirits?”

“I have a dreadful headache,” said
Albert. :

“I have an infallible remedy to pro-
pose to you.”

“ What is that ?” asked the young man-

“ A change.” ;

“Indeed!” said Albert.

“Yes; and as I am just now excessively
annoyed, I shall go from home. Shall
we go together?”

“Yes, but where?”

“To sea, viscount; you know I am a
sailor. I love the sea as a mistress, and
pine if I do not often see her.”

“ Let us go, count.”

“To sea?”

‘“ "'es.,’

“You accept my proposals ?”

*1 do.”

“Well, viscount, there will be in my
courtyard this evening a good travelling
briteka, with four post horses, in which
one may rest as in a bed ; M. Beauchamp,
it holds four very well, will you accom-
pany us?”

“Thank you, I have just returned from
sea.”

“What of that? come with us,” said
Albert.

“No, dear Morcerf; you know I only
refuse when the thing is impossible.
Besides, it is important that I should stay
in Paris and watch the paper.”

“Ah! you are a good and an excellent
friend,” said Albert. Albert and Beau-
champ parted ; the last pressure of their
hands expressed what their tougues could
not before a stranger.

“But shall you be allowed to go into
Normandy ?” asked Monte-Cristo.

“I may go where I please.”

“Yes, I am aware you may go alone,
since I once met you in Italy—but to,
accompany the mysterious Monte-Cristo ?”

“You forget, count, that T have often
told you of the deep interest my mother
takes in you.”

“And yet she tries to make you dis-
like me ?”

“On the contrary she often tells me to
try and gain your esteem.”

“Indeed!” said Monte-Cristo.

“You see, then,” said Alhert, “ that in-
stead of opposing, she will encourage me.”

“Adieun, then, until five o’clock; be
punctual, and we shall arrive at twelve or
one.”

Albert was punctual. The whole jour-
ney was performed with rapidity; the
thirty-two horses, dispersed at seven
stages, arrived in eight hours. At mid-
night they arrived at the gate of a beauti-
ful park. The porter was in attendance ;
he had been apprised by the groom of
the last stage of the count’s approach. At
half-past two in the morning Morcerf was
conducted to his apartments, where a
bath and supper was prepared. Albert
bathed, took his supper, and went to bed.
On rising, he went to his window, which
opened on a terrace. In a creek lay a
little sloop, with a narrow keel and high
masts, bearing on its flag the Monte-
Cristo armg, which were a mountain or,
on a sea azure, with a cross gules on the
shield. Around the schooner lay a num-
ber of small fishing boats. There, as in
every spot where Monte-Cristo stopped,
if but for two days, all was comfort ; life
became easy.

Albert found in his ante-room two guns,
with all the accoutrements for hunting
and fishing. The day passed in pursuing
those exercises, in which Monte-Cristo
excelled.

Towards the evening of the third day,
Albert, completely tired with the exer-
cise, which appeared sport to Monte-
Cristo, was sleeping in an arm-chair near
the window, while the count was design-
ing with his architect the plan of a con-
servatory for his house, when the sound
of a horse at full speed on the high road
made Albert look up. He was disagree-
ably surprised to see his own valet de
chambre, whom he had not brought, that
he might not inconvenience Monte-Cristo.

“Florentin here !” cried he, starting up,
is my mother ill?” He approached the
valet, who drew a small parcel from his
pocket containing a newspaper and letter.

“From whom is this?” asked Albert.

“ From Beauchamp,” replied Florentin.

“Did he send you?”

“Yes, sir; he sent for me to his house,
gave me money for my journey, procured
a horse, and made me promise not to stop
till I had rejoined you;I have come in
iifteen hours.”

Albert opened the letter with fear,
uttered a sbriek on reading the first line,
and seized the paper. He returned to the
room where he had left Monte-Cristo ; he
had gone out as usual, but returned with
a trembling voice, [a feverish' look, a
threatening eye, and a tottering step.
“Count,” said he, “I thank you for your
hospitality, which I would gladly have
enjoyed longer; but I must return to
Paris.”

“What has happened?”

“Read that,” said Albert, “when I am
gone, that you may not be a witness of
my anger.”

While the count picked up the paper
he put sputs to his horse, and started with
the rapidity of an arrow. The count
watched him with a feeling of compassion
and when he had completely disappeared
read as follows:

“The French officer in the service of
Ali, Pacha of Yanina, alluded to three
weeks since in the Impartial, who not
only surrendered the castle of Yanina,
but sold his benefactor to the Turks,

m

styled himself at that time Fernand, as
our honorable brother states. He now
calls himself the Count of Morcerf, and
ranks among the peers.”

Thus this terrible secret, which Beau-
champ had so generously destroyed, ap-
peared again as an armed phantom ; and
another paper, cruelly informed, had pub-
lished, two days after Albert’s departure
for Normandy, the few lines which had
almost distracted the young man.

'CHAPTER XXXIL
THE SOURCE OF THE SLANDER.

ALBerr went straight to his friend
Beauchamp instead of to the other news-
paper office where the accusation had ap-
peared again with augmented force, and
asked a full account of what was said and
done.

The worst had happened.

The press had directed attention to the
report, and the House of Peers were com-
pelled to appoint a committee of twelve
to enquire into the Morcerf- Fernand
affair. The count, called on to defend,
did so in person. His eloquence and his
plausible tale bid fair to prevail, when a
new witness came into the court and re-
versed the order of events. It was Hay-
dee, daughter of Ali Pacha, and she
proved irrefutably that Fernand had
played the traitor, and, after destroying
his benefactor sold his daughter into
slavery.

In despair, the Count of Morcerf rushed
from the hall of debate, where he never
could speak again.

“Enough,” said Albert gloomily. “I
am sure that an enemy of my father's
strikes these blows. Have you any clue ?”

“Well, may not thisbe one? I omitted
to mention it. When I began my en-
quiries at Yanina, the chief banker, to
whom I naturally applied, knew what
brought me at the first hint, as he had
already had the question put to him by a
Paris correspondent—Baron Danglars—”

*“Oh,” said Albert; “yes, it is indeed
he who has so long pursued my father
with jealous hatred. Before this day
closes, if M. Danglars is guilty, he shall
cease to live or I will die.”

“When such resolutions are made,
Albert, they should be promptly executed.
Do you wish to go to M. Danglars? Let
us go immediately.” They sent for a cab.
On entering the banker’s mansion they
perceived the phaeton and servant of
Cavalcanti.

“Ah, that’s good,” said Albert, with a
gloomy tone. “If M. Danglars will not
fight with me, I will kill his son-in-law ;
Cavalcanti will certainly fight.”

The servant announced the young man,
but the banker did not wish him ad-
mitted. It was, however, too late; Al-
bert had followed the footman, and, hear-
ing the order given, forced the door open,
and followed by Beauchamp, found him-
selfin the banker’s cabinet. “Sir,” cried
the latter, “am I no longer at liberty to
receive whom I choose in my house?
You appear to forget yourself sadly.”

“No, sir,” said Albert, coldly; “these
are circumstances in which one cannot,
except through cowardice—I offer you
that escape—refuse to admit certain per-
sons at least.”

“What is your errand, then, with me,
sir?”

“I mean,” said Albert, approaching,
without apparently noticing Cavalcanti,
who stood with his back towards the

in some retired corner where no one will
interrupt us, for ten minutes, that will be
sufficient; where two men having met,
one of them will remain on the ground.”
Danglars turned pale; Cavaleanti moved
a step forward, and Albert turned towards
him. “And you, too,” said he, “come if
you like, Count; you have a claim, being
almost one of the family, and I will give
as many meetings of that kind as I can
find persons willing to accept them.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Danglars, “if you
are come to quarrel with this gentleman,
because I have<preferred him to you, I
shall résign the case to the law.”

“You mistake, sir,” said Morcerf, with
a gloomy smile, “I am not alluding in the
least to matrimony, and I only addressed
myself to M. Cavalcanti because he ap-
peared disposed to interfere with us.

“8ir,” replied Danglars, pale with anger
and fear, “I warn you, when I have the
misfortv- : to meet with a mad dog, I
kill it, and do society a kindness. Is it
my fault that your father has dishonored
himself?”

“Yes; miserable wretch!” cried Mor-
cerf, “it is your fault.”

Danglars retreated a few steps. “My
fault ! ” said he; yon must be mad! What
do I know of Greek history? Have I
travelled in that country? Did I advise
your father to sell the castle of Yanina—
to betray——"

-“Silence!” said Albert, with a thun-
dering voice. “How came this out? who
wrote to Yanina for particulars?”

“Anybody can write to his correspond-
ents. And if T wrote, it appears to me
than when about to marry your daughter
to a young man, it is right to make some
inquiries respecting his family. .1 was
speaking of your father’s past history. I
said the origin of his fortune remained
obscure. The person to whom I addressed
my scruples asked me where your father,
had acquired his property. I answered
‘in Greece’ ‘Then, said he, ‘write to
Yanina.'”

“And who thus advised you?”

“No other than your friend, Monte-
Cristo.”

Albert felt the color mounting to his
brow ; there was no doubt upon the sub-
ject ; Danglars defended himself with the
baseness, but at the same time, with the
assurance, of a man who speaks the truth
—not for conscience sake, but through
fear. Monte-Cristo knew everything, as
he had bought the daughter of Ali Pacha;
and, knowing everything, he had advised
Danglars to write to Yanina. Albert
took Beauchamp aside, and communicated
thege ideas to him.

“You are right,” said the latter; “M.
Danglars has only been a secondary agent
in this sad affair; and it is of Monte-
Cristo that you must demand an expla-
nation.” .

“Albert turned. “Sir,” gaid he to
Danglars, “understand that I do not take
a final leave of you;I must ascertain if
your insinuations are just; and am going
now to enquire of the Count of Monte-
Cristo.” He bowed to the banker, and
went out with Beauchamp, without ap-
pearing to notice Cavaleanti. Danglars
accompanied him to the door, where he
again assured Albert that no motive of
personal hatred influenced him against
the Count de Morcerf.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
THE INSULT.

At the door of the banker Beauchamp
stopped Morcerf. “Listen,” said he;
just now I told you it was of M. de Monte-
Cristo you must demand an explanation.”
“Yes; and we are going to his house.”
*“ Reflect, Morcerf, one moment before
you go.”

“On what shall I reflect?”

“On the importance of the step you are
taking.” 7

“Is it more serious than going to M.
Danglars ?”

“Yes.”

“My friend,” said Morcerf, with a sweet
smile, “that is what I wish ; the happiest
thing that could occur to me, would be to

fireplace—“I mean to propose a meeting-

die in my rather’s stead ; that would save
us all.”

“Your mother would die of grief.”
“My poor mother! I know she would;
but better so than die of shame.”

“ Are you decided, Albert?”

“Yes; let us go.”

They drove to No. 30, Champs Elysees.
The count had, indeed, just arrived, but
he was bathing, and had forbidden that
any one should be admitted. “But after
his bath ?” asked Morcerf.

“My master will go to dinner.”

“ And after dinner?”

“He will sleep an hour.”

“Then?”

“He is going to the opera.”

“Very good,” replied Albert; “that is
all I wighed to know.”

Then he went to see his mother, who,
since the events of the day before, had
refused to see anyone, and had kept her
room. “My dear mother,” said he, “do
you know if M. de Morcerf has any
enemy ?” i

“My son,” said Mercedes, * persons in
the count’s situation have many secret
enemies. Those who are known are not
the most dangerous.”

“I know it and appeal to your pene-
tration ; nothing escapes you.”

“ Why do you say so?”

“Because for instance, you noticed, on
the evening of the ball we gayve, Monte-
Cristo would eat nothing in our house.”

“M. de Monte-Cristo!” exclaimed Mer-
cedes, “and how is he connected with
the question you asked me?”

“You know, my mother, M. de Monte-
Cristo is almost an Oriental, and it is
customary with them to secure full liberty
of revenge by not eating or drinking in
the house of their enemies.”

“Do you say M. de Monte-Cristo is our
enemy ?” replied Mercedes. “Who told
youso? Monte-Cristo has only shown us
kindness. Oh!I entreat you, my son, if
you had entertained such an idea, dispel
it; and my counsel to you is to retain his
friendship.”

“My mother,” replied the young man,
“you have special reasons for telling me
to conciliate that man.”

“I?” said Mercedes, blushing as rapid-
ly as she had turned pale.

“Yes, doubtless; and it is not because
he can never do us any harm?”

Mercedes shuddered, and, fixing on her
son a scrutinizing gaze, “You speak
strangely,” said she to Albert, “and you
appear to have some singular prejudices.
What has the count done?” An ironical
smile passed over Albert’s lips. “You
came to enquire after my health; I will
candidly acknowledge I am not well.
You should install yourself here and
cheer my solitude. I do not wish to be
left alone.”

“My mother,” said the young man,
“you know how gladly I would obey
your wish; but an urgent and important
affair obliges me to leave you the whole
eyening.”

Albert bowed to his mother and quitted
her. Scarcely had he closed the door
when Mercedes called a confidential ser-
vaut, and ordered bim to follow Albert
wherever he should go that evening, and
to come and tell her immediately what he
observed. Albert went to his room and
dressed. At ten minutes to eight Beau-
champ arrived; he had seen Chateau-
Renaud, who had promised to be in the
orchestra before the curtain was raised.
Both got into Albert’s coupe, who called
aloud, “To the opera.” He arrived be-
fore the commencement of the perform-
ance. T

Monte-Cristo, dressed in black, entered,
and leaning over the front of the box,
looked around the pit. He recognized
Albert, but thought it better not to notice
him, as he looked so angry. The eount
was conversing cheerfully with Morrel,
after the curtain fell at the end of the
second act, when the door of his box
opened, and turning round, he saw Albert
pale and trembling, followed by Beau-
champ and Chateau-Renaud.

“Good evening, M. de Morcerf,” said
the count. -

“We are not come here, sir, to exchange
hypocritical expressions of politeness, or
false expressions of friendship,” said Al-
bert, “but to demand an explanation,
count.”

“An explanation at the opera?” said
the count, with that calm tone and pene-
trating eye which characterizes the man
who knows his cause is good. “Little
acquainted as I am with the habits of
Parisans, I should not have thought this
the place for such a demand. Where are
you come from, sir? You do not appear
to be in possession of your senses.”

“Provided I understand your perfidy,
sir, and succeed in making you under-
stand that I will be revenged, I shall be
reasonable enough,” said Albert furiously.

“I do not understand you, sir,” replied
Monte-Cristo ; “and if I did, your tone is
too high. I am at home here, and I alone
have a right to raise my voice above
another’s. Leave the box, of I will sum-
mon my servants to throw you out at the
door.”

Wild, - almost - unsconscious, and with
eyes inflamed, Albert stepped back, and
Morrel closed the door. Monte-Cristo
took up his glass again as if nothing had
happened ; he certainly must have had
a heart of brass and a face of marble.
Morrel whispered, “ What have you done
to him?” ;

“I? Nothing —at least personally,”
said Monte-Cristo.

“Is it a duel ?”

“With Albert? As certainly, Maxi-
milian, as I now press your hand, I will
kill him before ten o’clock to-morrow
morning.” Morrel, in his turn, took
Monte-Cristo’s hand in both of his, and
he shuddered to feel how cold and steady
it was.

“Ah! count,” said he, “ his father loves
him so much!”

“Do not speak to me of that!” said
Monte-Cristo, with the first movement of
anger he had betrayed ; “I will make him
suffer.” x

Morrel amazed, let fall Monte-Cristo’s
hand. Count! count!” said he.

“Dear Maximilian,” interrupted the
count, “listen how adorning Duprez is
singing that line,—

‘O Mathilde! idole de mon ame!’
I was the first to discover Duprez at
Naples, and the first to applaud him.
‘Bravo! bravo !’” Morrel saw it was use-
less to say more and refrained.

TO BE CONTINUED.

DAME EXPERIENCE

Has convinced many that to use any of
the substitutes offered for the only sure-
pop and painlesss corn cure is attended
with danger. Get always and use none
other than Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex-
tractor, for sore producing substitutes are
offered just as good as Putnam’s Corn Ex-
tractor. Safe, sure, painless.

Your tickets were complimentary, were
they not? Well, replied the man who
had seen a painfully amateur entertain-
ment. I thought they were until I saw
the show.

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,

DEEPEST WELLS IN THE WORLD.

The deepest well in the world iz now
being drilled in Bogg’s Run, near Wheel-
ing, W. Va. It was calculated as long as
six months ago that its depth then en-
titled it to be considered the next deepest
well in the world.

It may be worth while to remember
here the other “deepest wells” in the
world.

George Westinghouse, jr., sunk a well
in Pittsburg to the depth of 4680 feet in
search of natural gas, and ‘this had long
reckoned the superlative of its kind.
Jonathan Watson, of Titusville, Pa.,
drilled in 1867 an oil well to the depth of
3560 feet.

There is a well in Greene county, Pa.,
which produced oil from the depth of a
half mile.

A silk manufacturing firm at Rockville,
Conn., drilled a well 3440 feet deep.

These are the deepest on the Western
continent.

Until the final extent of the well.on
Bogg’s Run shall have been decided the
great well at Potsdam in Germany, which
is only 10 feet short of one mile in depth,
must be considered the deepest on record.

A well near Berlin is 4194 feet deep,
and a sugar refining company in Paris
has drilled a 19-inch well 2900 feet deep.

The deepest well ever pierced, which
still affords a temperature below freezing
at its bottom, was dug a few years ago
in one of the largest forests in the world,
which stands upon the perennial ice fields
between the Ural mountains and the Sea
of Okhotsk. At the depth of 116 metres
the ice was found exactly as on the sur-
face.

DON'T WAIT FOR THE SICK ROOM.

The experience of physicians and the
public proves that taking Scott’s Emul-
sion produces an immediate increase in
flesh ; it is therefore of the highest value
in Wasting Diseases and Consumption.

DAMPER FOR A BAILIE.

A small Scotch boy was summoned to
give evidence against his father who was
accused of making a disturbance in the
streets. Said the bailie to him: “ Come,
my wee mon, speak the truth, and let us
know all ye ken about this affair.” “ Weel,
air,” said the lad, “d’ye ken Inverness
street?” “I do, laddie,” replied his
worship. “Weel, ye gang alang it and
tarn into the square and across the
square —" “Yes, yes,” said the bailie
encouragingly. An’, when ye gang
across the square,ye turn to the right,
and keep up High street till ye come to a
pump.” “Quite right, my lad; proceed,”
said his worship, “I know the pump
well.” “Well,” said the boy, with the
most infantile simplicity, “ ye may gang
and pump it, for ye’ll no pump me.”

RueumaTisM Cugep 1N A Day.— South
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism
and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 38
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, 756 cents. Warranted by Davies,
Staples & Co.

Quarryman (commissioned to break the
news gently) —Did ye hear that foine
blast, mum? Woman— Indade I did.
It froightened me. Would Oi had been
near ye fo protect ye, mum. It’sjustsuch
a foine lookin’ woman as you Oi loik to
protect, mum. It’sme yezought to marry,
It’s you ought to be kilt entoirely for talk-
ing’ that way an’ me married to a foine
mon like Micky Finnegan. Och, ye
naden’t moind about him, mum. He was
kilt by th’ blast.

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.

Housemaid — My mistress says you’re
to send her a very light novel this time,
for I'm going to leave her for a few days,
and if you send her a very difficult book
she won’t have any one to explain it to
her.

It may be old, but Johnson’s Anodyne
Liniment retains the vigor of youth.
Long may it live. :

Caller —So you mean to be an M. P.
when you grow big, Tommy ? Politician’s
Youngest — Yes, like pa. Caller —Then
you’ve made up your mind to do a great
deal of talking? Politician’s Youngest—
Yes; like pa.

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.

Did you hear of Madge’s splendid luck
with her wedding presents? No; were
they handsome? Handsome! I should
sayso! You know Madge has a great
many wealthy friends, and each one sent
her a ton of coal.

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

Man (rising wearily to let late comer
pass to his seat in the theatre) — This
eternal _getting up is really annoying.
Late Comer—1I know it is; that is the
reason I never come in myself till the
curtain is up.

In this climate use Johnson’s Anodyne
Liniment for colds, coughs, bronchitis
and catarrh.

Teacher — Do you know what a state is?
Little girl — Yes'm. Our houseis in one.
Teacher—Yes? Little girl—That’s ’cause
mamma is away on a visit an’ the new
girl doesn’t know where to put things.

First Traveller —I once saw a diver

Second Ditto — That §s nothing at all; I
gaw one who never came up again.

Ulcerated sore throat and tonsilitis yield

to Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment, when all
else fail.

Mother (to her child who had some
sweets given her hy the man opposite) —
What do yousay to the gentleman, Mabel?
Mabel — Have you got any more, please ?

1

Contains no

TRONGEST, BEST.
* Papraate, eraby injeriagt:

7

who stayed half an hour under the water. _

indeed is he whose -blood is poor,
who has lost his appetite and his
flesh and seems to be in a rapid de-
cline ; but

SCOTTS
EMULSION

Of Pure Norwegian Cod Liver 0il and
Hypophosphites

can make it rich again by restoring appetite,
fiesh and rich blood, and so giving him energy
and perfect physical life, cures Coughs, Colds,
Consumption, Scrofula and Bronchitis. IT IS
ALMOST AS PALATABLE AS MILK.

Prepared only by Scott & Bowne, Belleville.

HOUSE FURNISHING
HARDWARE

—FQR THE—

CHRISTMAS TRADE.

Granite Iron Ware in Tea Pots, Coffee
Pots, Sauce Bans, Pudding Pans, Rice
Boilers, etc.; Pearl Agate Ware
%n the above lines;
Carpet
Sweepers,
Mrs, Pott’s Irons,
Clothes Wringers, Hearth
Brushes, Coal Hods, Coal Vases,
Fire Iron Setts, Dinner Bells, Call Bells,

With a large line of Fancy and Plain
House Furnishing Hardware. For gale
low by

JAMES §. NEILL.
NEW

GROCERIES.

THE BEST.

WILEY'S
EMULSION

—  —

COD LIVER OIL

A NI
HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil.
Best Preparation of Hypophosphites.
: Best Value for the Money.

THX

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
OB

INSURANCE COMPANY.

AssgTs, 181 JA.;iUARY, 1889, : $39,722,809.5¢

AssETS IN CANADA, e 870,5625.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip-
tion at

LOWERST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Agent.

New Valencia Layer

Raisins;

A splendid assort-
ment of

Delicious
Preserves,

New London Layer
Raisins;

New Currants and

Jams and

Jellies,
Sances, Pickles,
Relishes.

Figs;
New Citron, Orange
and Lemon Peels;
New Fresh Ground

Pure Spices.

Just
ARRIVED

"RoLLep QATMEAL

in Whole and Half Barrells.

Graham
Flour,

OATS, BRAN and
HEAVY FEED.

G. T. WHELPLEY.

T he Su_n..

During 1893 THE SUN will be of
surpassing excellence and will print
more news and more pure l.lterat-

ure than ever before in its history.

The Sunday Sun

is the greatest Sunday Newspaper

in-the world.

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

Dally, by mail, - - -

$6 a year

Daily and Sunday, by

maijl, = = = - = = $8 a year

Address THE SUN, New York,

COAL. COAL.

Iin Stecle:

BLACKSMITH,
VICTORIA and
OLD MINE SYDNEY
HOUSE COAL.

To Arxrive:

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED

SUGAR LOAF HARD (OAL,

In Chestnut, S8tove 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,

Y HALL.

CAMPBELL STREET: crr@%sra
JAMES TIBBITTS,

| Farm _f"gr Sale.

THE subscriber’s Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the
Railwny Btation, 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. MACREDI®

Plumher, bas Fitter

AND

TINSMIT R

WOULD inform the people of Freder
1cton and vicinity that he has re
amed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY (OURT HOUSE,

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

ELECTRICAL ARD MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

FANCY GOODY

AT FAIR PRICES.,

Gold Pens,
Albums,
Papels,
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’S NOTICE,

LL PERSONS having any claims against the
A Estate of the Hon. Richurd Bellamy, deceased,
late of the Parish of Bouthampten, York County N.
B., are requested to preseut the same duly attested,
to the undersigned Executors or to Havelock Ooy,
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 December, A. D. 1892 .,
GEURGE B. INGRAHAM
JACOB ALLAN
of Bouthampton, York Co., Executors
of the last will and Testament of
Richard Bellamy, deceased.

Dissolution Notice.

OTICE is hereby given that the professioual
co-partvership heretofore existing between

the undersigned, under the firm namme WILSON
& WILSON, has this day been dissolved by mutual,

Dee. 10 2 mo

Meat Qlﬁ)ppers.

JUBT RECEIVED:

DOZ. Enterprise Meat Ohoppers, Tinned iran
4 best Meat Choppers in the o‘())euniry — well esf
tablished fact. The tinned is mach better than the
Galvinized Iron.

These Choppers are simple,
cleaned, and will last a life
should have one.

For sale by

R. CHESNUT & BOXNS.

easily taken apart and
time. Every family

WILLIAM WILSON.
B GEORGE L. WILSON
Frederioton, Nov. 5. 1892,

Seotch Fire Bricks and Fire Clay,

5()00 ASBI\I;:ST&B Fire Bricks. 30 Bags
fire Clay.

For sale low by

JAMES 8. NEILL.

ORGAN

i

— FOR ONLY =

on hand an immense

which they will sell at the lowest possible

prices; also a few new

AU

First Class in every respect,

MCMURRAY & CO.

Have now

Swck of

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

CAILI,. AND SEE TEIRXN.

McMurray & Co.’s Book and Music Store.




