
POETRY.

WHEN THE CHICKENS COME 
HOME.

You may take the world as it comes and 
goes,

And you will be sure to find 
That fate will square the account she owes, 

Whoever comes out behind ;
And all things bad that man has done,

By whosoever induced,
Returns at last to him, one by one,

When the chickens come home to roost.

You may scrape and toil and pinch and 
save,

While your hoarded wealth expands,
Till the cold dark shadow of the grave 

Is nearing your life’s last sands ;
You will have your balance struck some 

night
And you’ll find your hoard reduced, 

You’ll view your life in another light, 
When the chickens come home to roost.

You can stint your soul and starve your 
heart

With the husks of a barren creed,
But Christ will know if you play a part, 

Will know in your hour of need ;
And then as you wait for the death to come 

What hope can there be deduced 
From a creed alone? you will lie there 

dumb
While your chickens come home to roost.

Sow as you will there’s a time to reap,
For the good and bad as well,

And conscience, whether you wake or sleep.
In either a heaven or hell,

And every wrong will find its place,
And every passion loosed,

Drifts back to meet you face to face—
When the chickens come home to roost.
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CHAPTER XXVI.
THE ACCUSATION.

“No mercy, sir! The physician has a 
sacred mission on earth ; and to fulfil it 
he begins at the source of life, and goes 
down to the mysterious darkness of the 
tomb. When crime has been committed 
and God, doubtless in anger, turns away 
his face, it is for the physician to bring 
the culprit to justice.”

“ Have mercy on my child, sir ! ” mur­
mured Yillefort.

“You see it is yourself who have first 
named her—you, her father.”

“Have pity on Valentine! Listen! it 
is impossible. I would as willingly accuse 
myself! Valentine, whose heart is pure 
as a diamond or a lily.”

“ No pity ; the crime is flagrant. The 
young lady herself packed all the medi­
cines which were sent to Mme. de Saint- 
Meran, and Mme. de Saint-Meran is dead. 
Mlle, de Villefort prepared all the cooling 
draughts which M. de Saint-Meran took, 
and M. de Saint-Meran is dead. Mlle, de 
Villefort took from the hands of Barrois, 
who was sent out, the lemonade which M. 
Noirtier has every morning, and he has 
escaped only by a miracle. Mlle, de Ville­
fort is the culprit ! —She is the poisoner ! 
I denounce Mademoiselle de Villefort ; do 
your duty, Proctor Royal.”

Villefort fell on his knees. “ Listen,” 
said he ; “ I have not the strength of mind 
you have, or rather that which you would 
not have, if instead of my daughter Valen­
tine your daughter Madeline were con­
cerned.” The doctor turned pale. “Doc­
tor, every son of woman is born to suffer 
and die ; I am content to suffer and await 
death.”

“ Beware,” said M. d’Avrigny ; “ it may 
come slowly; you will see it approach 
after having struck your father, your wife 
perhaps your son."

Villefort, suffocating, pressed the doc­
tor’s arm. “And if you were mistaken, 
doctor !—if it were not my doctor !—if I 
should come one day, pale as a spectre, 
and say to you, ‘ Assassin ! you have killed 
my child ! ’ Hold ! if that should happen, 
although I am a Christian, M. d’Avrigny, 
I should kill myself.”

“ Well, said the doctor, after a moment’s 
silence ; I will wait." Villefort looked at 
him as if he had doubted his words. 
“ Only,” continued M. d’Avrigny, with a 
slow and solemn tone, “ if any one falls 
ill in your house, if you feel yourself 
attacked, do not send for me, for I will 
come no more. I will consent to share 
this dreadful secret with you ; but I will 
not allow shame and remorse to grow 
and increase in my conscience, as crime 
and misery will in your house.”

“ Then you abandon me, doctor ? ”
“ Yes, for I can follow you no further ; 

and I only stop at the foot of the scaffold. 
Some further discovery will be made, 
which will bring this terrible tragedy to a 
close. Adieu ! ”

“ I entreat you, doctor ! ”
“ All the horrors that disturb my 

thoughts make your house odious and 
fetal. Adieu, sir!”

“ One word,—one single word more, 
doctor! You go leaving me in all the 
horror of my situation, after increasing it 
by what you have revealed to me. But 
what will be repoited <jt the sudden death 
of this poor old servant? ’’

“ True,” said d’Avrigny ; we will re­
turn.”

The doctor went out first, followed by M. 
de Villefort ; the terrified servants were 
on the stairs and in the passage where 
the doctor would pass. “ Sir," said d’Av- 
ringy to Villefort, so loud that all might 
hear, ‘ poor Barrois has led too sedentery 
a life of late ; accustomed formerly to ride 
on horseback, or in the carriage to the 
four corners of Europe, the monotonous 
walk around that arm chair has killed 
him ; his blood has thickened ; he was 
stout, had a short, thick neck, he was 
attacked with apoplexy, and I was called 
in too late. Apropos,” added he, in a low 
tone, “ take care to throw away that cup 
of syrup of violets in the ashes.”

The doctor, without shaking hands with 
Villefort, without adding a word to what 
he had said, went out amid the tears and 
lamentations of the whole household. 
The same evening all Villefort’s servants, 
who bad assembled in the kitchen, and 
had a long consultation, came to tell 
Madame de Villefort they wished to leave. 
No entreaty, no proposition of increased 
wages, could induce them to remain ; to 
every argument they replied, “ We must 
go, for death is in this house.” They all 
left, in spite of prayers and entreaties, 
testifying their regret at leaving so good a 
master and mistress, and especially Mile. 
Valentine, so good, so kind, and so gentle. 
Villefort looked at Valentine as they said 
this. She was in tears ; and, strange as it 
was, in spite of the emotions he felt at 
sight of thepcy tears, he looked also at 
Mme. ue Villefort, and it appeared to him 
as if a slight gloomy smile had passed 
over her thin lips, like those meteors 
which are seen passing inauspiciously 
between two clouds in a stormy sky.

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE ROOM OF THE RETIRED BAKER.

The evening of the day on which the 
Count de Morcerf had left Danglers’ 
house with feelings of shame and anger, 
caused by the banker declining the pro 
jected alliance between their two families, 
M. Andrea Cavalcanti, with curled hair,

moustache in perfect order, and white 
gloves which fitted admirably, had entered 
the court-yard of the banker’s house in 
La Chaussee d’Antin. He had not been 
more than ten minutes in the drawing 
room before he drew Danglers aside into 
recesses of a bow window ; and, after an 
ingenious preamble, related to him all his 
anxieties and cares since his noble father’s 
departure. He acknowledged the ex­
treme kindness which had been shown 
him by the banker’s family, in which he 
had been received as a son, and besides 
his warmest affections had found an ob­
ject on which to centre in Mile. Danglars. 
Danglais listened with the most profound 
attention; he had expected this declar­
ation the last two or three "days ; and 
when at last it came, his eyes glistened as 
much as they had lowered os listening to 
Morcerf. lie would soylfowevëff yield 
immedii
but made aNewTconscientious 
■‘Are you not rather young, M. Andri 
to think of marrying ? ”

“ I think not, sir,” replied young Caval­
canti; in Italy the nobility generally 
marry young; life is so uncertain, we 
ought to secure happiness while it is with­
in our reach.”

“Well, sir,” said Danglars, “in case 
vour proposals, which do me honor, are 
accepted by my wife and daughter, by 
whom shall the preliminary arrangements 
be settled? So important a negotiation 
should, I think, be conducted by the re­
spective fathers of the young people."

“ Sir, my father is a man of great fore­
sight and prudence. Imagining I might 
wish to settle in France, he left me at his 
departure, together with the papers con­
stituting my identity, a letter promising, 
if he approved of my choice, 150,000 livres 
per annum from the day I was married. 
So far as I can judge, I suppose this to be 
a quarter of my father’s revenue.”

“ I," said Danglars, “ have always in­
tended giving my daughter 500,000 francs 
as her dowry ; she is, besides, my soul 
heiress."

“ All would then be easily arranged if 
the baroness and her daughter are will­
ing. We should command an annuity of 
175,000 livres. Supposing, also, I should 
persuade the marquis to give me my capi­
tal, which is not likely, but still is possi­
ble, we would place these two or three 
millions in your hands, whose talent 
might make it realize ten per cent.”

“ I never give more than four per cent., 
and generally only three and a half; but 
to my son-in-law I would give five, and 
we would share the profit.”

“ Very good, father-in-law,” said Caval­
canti, yielding to his low-born nature, 
which would escape sometimes through 
his aristocratic gloss with which besought 
to conceal it. Correcting himself imme­
diately, he said, “ Excuse me, sir ; hope 
alone makes me almost mad,—what will 
not reality do ? ”

“ But,” said Danglars, who on his part, 
did not perceive how soon the conversa­
tion, which was at first disinteresting, was 
turning to a business transaction, “ there 
is doubtless, a part of your fortune your 
father could not refuse you ? ”

“ Which ? ’’ asked the young man.
“ That you inherit from your mother.”
“Truly, from my mother, Oliva Cor- 

sinari.”
“ How much may it amount to ? ”
“Indeed, sir,” said Andrea, “I assure 

you I have never given the subject a 
thought; but I suppose it must have been 
at least two millions.” Danglars felt as 
much overcome with joy as the miser 
who finds a lost treasure, or as the ship­
wrecked mariner who feels himself on the 
solid ground instead of in the abyss which 
lie expected would swallow him up.

“ Well, sir,” said Andrea, bowing to the 
banker respectfully, “ may I hope7 ”

“ You may not only hope,” said Dan- 
glare, “ bat consider it a settled thing, if 
no obstacle arises on your part.”

“ I am, indeed, rejoiced,” said Andrea.
“But,” said Danglars, thoughtfully, 

“ how is it that your patron, M. de Monte- 
Cristo, did not make this proposal for 
you ? ”

Andrea blushed imperceptibly. “ I have 
just left the count, sir,” said he, “ he is 
doubtless, a delightful man, but incon­
ceivably singular in his ideas ; he esteems 
me highly ; he even told me he had not 
the slightest doubt that my father would 
give me the capital instead of the interest 
of my property ; he has promised to use 
his influence to obtain for it me ; but he 
also declared that he never had taken upon 
himself the responsibility of making pro­
posals for another, and he never would. 
I must, however, do him the justice to 
add, that he assured me, if ever he had 
regretted the repugnance he felt to.such a 
step, it was on this occasion, because he 
thought the projected union would be a 
happy and suitable one. Besides, if he 
will do nothing officially, he will answer 
any questions you propose to him. And 
now,” continued he, with one of his most 
charming smiles, “ having finished talking 
to the father-in-law, I must address my­
self to the banker.”

“And what may you have to say to 
him?” said Danglars, laughing in his 
turn.

“ That the day after to-morrow I shall 
have to draw upon you for about four 
thousand francs ; but the count, expecting 
my bachelor’s revenue could not suffice 
for the coming month’s outlay, has offered 
me a draft for twenty thousand francs. It 
bears his signature, as you see, which is 
all sufficient."

“Bring me a million such as that,” 
said Danglars, “ I shall be well pleased ; ” 
putting the draft in his pocket. “Fix 
your own hour for to-morrow, and my 
cashier shall call on you with a check for 
eighty thousand francs.”

“ At ten o’clock, then if you please ; I 
should like it early, as I am going into 
the country to-morrow.”

“ Very well, at ten o’clock ; you are still 
at the Hotel des Princess ? ”

“Yes.”
The following morning, with the bank­

er’s usual punctuality, the eighty thousand 
francs were placed in the young man’s 
hands, as he was on the point of starting, 
having left two hundred francs for Cad- 
erousse. He went out chiefly to avoid 
this dangerous enemy, and returned as 
late as possible in the evening. But 
scarcely had he stepped out of his car­
riage, when the porter met him with a 
parcel in his hand. “ Sir,” said he, “ the 
man has been here.”

“ What man ? ” said A ndrea, carelessly, 
apparently forgetting him who he but too 
well remembered.

“ Him to whom your excellency pays 
that little annuity.”

“ Oh ! ” said Andrea, “ my father’s old 
servant. Well, you gave him the two 
hundred francs I had left for him?”

“Yes, your excellency," Andrea had 
expressed a wish to be thus addressed.

“ But,” continued the porter, “ he would 
not take them.”

Andrea turned pale ; but as it was dark, 
no one noticed his paleness. “ What ! he 
would not take them?’’said he, with 
slight emotion.

“ No, heJwished to speak with your ex­
cellency ; / told him you were gone out, 
which, after some dispute, he believed, 
and gave me this letter, which he had 
brought with him already sealed.”

“ Give it to me,” said Andrea, and he 
read by the light of his carriage lamp,— 
“ You know where I live ; I expect you 
to-morrow morning at nine o’clock."

Andrea went as directed, and on the

third floor he found a bell. A moment 
after, Caderousse’s face appeared at the 
grating in the door, “ Ah ! you are punc­
tual,” said he, as he unbolted the door.

“ Confound you and your punctuality," 
said Andrea, throwing himself into a 
chair in a manner which implied that he 
would rather have flung it at the head of 
his host.

“ Come, come, my little fellow, don’t be 
angry. See, I have thought about you— 
look at the good breakfast we are going to 
have ; nothing but what you are foil* of.” 
Andrea, indeed, inhaled the seent of some­
thing cooking, which was not unwelcome 
to him, hungry as he was ; it was that 
mixture of fat and garlic peculiar to 
provincial kitchens of an inferior order, 
added to that of dried fish, and above all, 
the pungent smell of musk and cloves. 
These odors escaped from two deep dishes 
which were covered, and placed on a 
stove, and from a copper pan placed in an 
old iron pot. In an adjoining room, An­
drea saw also a tolerably dean table pre­
pared for two, two bottles of wine sealed, 
the one with green and the other with 
yellow, a considerable portion of brandy 
in a decanter, and a measure of fruit in a 
cabbage leaf, cleverly arranged on an 
earthenware plate.

“What do you think of it my dear 
little fellow?" said Caderousse. “Ay! 
that smells good ! you know I used to be 
a good cook ; do you recollect how you 
used to lick your fingers? You were 
among the first who tasted any of my 
dishqp, and I think you relished them 
tolerably.” While speaking, Caderousse 
went on peeling a fresh supply of onions.

“ But,” said Andrea, ill-temperedly, “ if 
it was only, to breakfast with you, ybu 
disturbed me, I wish the devil had taken 
you ! "

“ My boy,” said Caderousse, sententious- 
ly, “ one can talk while eating. And then, 
you ungrateful being ! you abuse my cook­
ing because you dine at the table d’hote 
of the Hotel des Princess, or the Cafe de 
Paris. Well ! I too could keep a servant ;
I too could have a tilbury ; I too could 
dine where Hike; but why do I not? 
Because I would not annoy my little 
Bendetto. Come ! just acknowledge that 
I could, eh ! ”

“ Yes, since I bring you two hundred 
francs.”

Caderousse shrugged up his shoulders. 
“It is humiliating,” said he, “thus to re­
ceive money given grudgingly; an un­
certain supply which may soon fail. You 
see I am obliged to economize, in case 
your prosperity should cease. Well, my 
friend, fortune is inconstant. I know 
your prosperity is great, rascal ; you are to 
marry the daughter of Danglars."

“ What ! of Danglars ? ”
“Yes, to be sure! must I say Baron 

Danglars? I might as well say Count 
Bendetto. He was an old friend of mine, 
and if he had not so bad a memory, he 
ought to invite me to your wedding, see­
ing he came to mine. Yes, yes, to mine ; 
forsooth ! he was not so proud ; he was an 
under-clerk, to the good M. Morrel. I 
have dined many times with him and 
the Count de Morcerf ; so you see I have 
some high connections, and were I to 
cultivate them a little, we might meet in 
the same drawing-rooms.”

“Come, your envy represents every­
thing to you in the wrong light.”

“That is all very fine, my Bendetto, 
but I know what I am saying. Perhaps I 
may one day put on my best coat, and 
presenting myself at the great gate, intro­
duce myself. Meanwhile let us sit down 
and eat.” Caderousse set the example, 
and attacked the breakfast with good 
appetite, praising each dish he set before 
his visitor. The latter seemed to have 
resigned himself ; he drew the corks, and 
partook largely of the fish with the garlic 
and fat. “ Ah ! compeer,” said Caderousse: 
«‘you are getting on better terms with 
your old landlord ! ” •

“Faith, yes,” replied Andrea, whose 
hunger prevailed over every other feel­
ing.

“ So you like it, you rogue ? ”
“ So much that I wonder how a man 

who can cook thus can complain of hard 
living.”

“ Do you see,” said Caderousse, “ all my 
happiness is marred by one thought? 
That I am dependent an another, I who 
have always gained my own living honest­
ly.”

“ Do not let that disturb you, I have 
enough for two.”

“ No truly ; you may believe me if you 
will; at the end of every month lam 
tormented by remorse.”

“ Good, Carderousse ! ’’
“ So much so, that yesterday I would 

not take the two hundred francs.”
“ Yes, you wished to speak to me ; but 

was it indeed remorse, tell me ? ”
“True remorse; and besides, an idea 

had struck me.” Andrea shuddered ; he 
always did so at Caderousse’s ideas. “ It 
is miserable—do you see?—always to 
wait till the end of the month.”

“ Oh ! ” said Andrea, philosophically, 
determined to watch his companion nar­
rowly, “does not life pass in waiting? 
Do I, for instance, fare better? Well, I 
wait patiently, do I not?”

“Yes, because instead of expecting two 
hundred wretched francs; you expect five 
or six thousand, perhaps ten, perhaps 
even twelve ; for you take care not to let 
anyone know the utmost; down there, 
you always had little presents, and Christ­
mas boxes, you tried to hide from your 
poor friend Canerourse. Fortunately he 
is a cunning fellow, our friend Caderousse. 
If I were in your place I would ask foy 
six months’ in advance, under the pre­
tence of being able to purchase a farm, 
then with my six month’s I would de­
camp.”

“ Well, well,” said Andrea, “ that is no 
bad thought.”

“ My dear friend,” said Caderousse, “eat 
of my bread, and take my advice ; you 
will be none the worse off, physically or 
morally.”

“ But,” said Andrea, “ why do you not 
act on the advice you give me ? Why do 
you not realize a six month’s, a year’s ad­
vance even, and retire to Brussels? In­
stead of living the retired baker, you 
might live the life of a bankrupt, using 
his privileges ; that would lie very good.

“ But how the devil would you have me 
retire on twelve hundred francs? ’’

“ Ah ! Caderousse,” said Andrea, “ how 
coveted you are ! two months since you 
were dying with hunger.”

“In eating the appetite grows," said 
Caderousse, grinning and showing his 
teeth, like a monkey laughing or a tiger 
growling. “And,” added he, biting off 
with those large white teeth, an enormous 
mouthful of bread, “ I have formed a 
plan.”. Caderousse’s plans alarmed An­
drea still more than bis ideas ; ideas were 
but the germ, the plan was reality.

“ Let me see your plan ; I dare say it is 
a pretty one.”

“Why not? Who formed the plan by 
which we left the establishment of M— 
eh ? Was it not I ? and it was no bad one 
I believe, since here we are ! ”

“ I do not say,” replied Andrea, “ that 
you never make a good one ; but let me 
see your plan.”

“ Well,” pursued Caderousse,” can you, 
without expending one sou, put me in the 
way of getting thirty thousand francs?”

“ Do you want me to commit a robbery, 
to spoil all my good fortune—and yours 
with mine—and both of us to be dragged 
down there again ? ”

“It would make very little difference 
to me,” said Çaberousse, if I were retaken

am a poor creature to live alone, and 
sometimes pine for my old chain com­
panions ; not like you, heartless creature, 
who would be glad never to see them 
again ! ”

Andrea did more than tremble this 
time ; he turned pale.

“ Come, Caderousse, no nonsense ! ” said 
he.

“Don’t alarm yourself, my little Ben­
detto, but I want a capital.”

“I will procure it for you."
“ Who will give it to you—your prince ? ”
“ Yes, my prince. But unfortunately I 

must wait for his death, because he has 
made his will in my favor.”

“ For how much ? ”
“ For five hundred thousand.” ■"
“ Only that ! It’s little enough ! ’’
“ I will tell you a secret ; I think I have 

discovered my father.”
“ Your true father ? ”
“Yes.”
“ Not old Cavalcanti ? ”
“ No, for he is gone again ; the true one 

as you say.”
“ And that father is-----”
“ Well ! Caderousse, it is Monte-Cristo.” 
“Bah!”
“Yes, you understand, that explains 

all. He cannot acknowledge me openly, 
but does it through M. Cavalcanti, and 
gives him fifty thousand francs for it.”

“ Fifty thousand francs for being your 
father! I would have done it for half 
that, for twenty thousand, for fifteen 
thousand ; why did you not think of me, 
ungrateful man ? ”

“ Did I know anything about it when it 
was all done when I was under bar and 
bolt?”

“ Ah ! truly ? and you say that by his 
will-----”

“ He leaves me five hundred thousand 
livres.”

“ Are you sure of it? ”
“ He showed it to me ; but that is not 

all—there is a codicil, as I said just now."
“ Probably.”
“And in that codicil he acknowledges 

me.”
“ Oh ! the good father ! the honest 

father ! ” said Caderousse. “ And does he 
not live in the Champs-Elysees ? ’’

“Yes, No. 30.”
“ Ah ! ” said Caderousse, “ No. 30.”
“ Yes, a fine house standing alone, be­

tween a court-yard and a garden, you 
must know it.”

“ Possibly ; but it is not the exterior I 
care for, it is the interior ; what beautiful 
furniture there must be in it ! ”

“Have you ever seen the Tuileries 
Palace?”

“No.”
“ Well, it surpasses that.”
“Try at least to give me an idea of 

what it is.”
“ How can I ? ”
“ Nothing is easier. Is it large ?"
“ Middling.”
“ How is it arranged ? ”
“Faith I should require pen, ink and 

paper to make a plan.”
“They are all here,” said Caderousse, 

briskly. He fetched from an old secre­
taire a sheet of white paperand pen and 
ink. “ Here,” said Caderousse, “ trace me 
all on that paper, my boy.”

“ Andrea took the pen with an imper­
ceptible smile, and began. “The house,

I said, is between the court and the 
garden; in this way, do you see?” An­
drea drew the garden, the court, and the 
house.

“High walls?”
“ Not more than eight or ten feet.”
“ That is not prudent,” said Caderousse,
“ In the court are orange trees in pots, 

turf, and clumps of flowers.”
“ And no steel traps ? ”
“ No.”
“The stables?”
“ Are on either side of the gate, which 

you see there." And Andrea continued 
his plan.

“Let us see the ground floor,” said 
Caderousse.

“ On the ground floor, dining-room, two 
drawring-rooms, billiard-room, staircase in 
the hall, and little back staircase.”

“ Windows ? ”
“ Magnificent windows, so beautiful, so 

large, that I believe a man of your size 
could pass through each frame."

“ Why the devil have they any stairs 
with such windows?”

“ Luxury has everything.”
“ There ought to be money in his coffer.” 
“ There may be. No one knows what 

there is.”
“And where is it?”
“ On the first floor.”
“ Sketch me the plan of that floor, as 

you have done of the ground floor, my 
boy.”

“That is very simple.” Andrea took 
the pen.

Caderousse became thoughtful. “Does he 
often go to Auteuil ? ” added he 

“ Two or three times a week. To-mor­
row, for instance, he is going to spend the 
day and night there.”

“ Are you sure of it ? ”
“ He has invited me to dine there.”
“ There is life for instance,” said Cade­

rousse; “a town house and a country 
house."

“ That is what it is to be rich.”
“ And shall you dine there ? ”
“ Probably.”
“ When you dine there, do you" sleep 

there?”
“If I like ; I am at home there." 
Caderousse looked at the young man, 

as if to get at the truth from the bottom 
of his heart. But Andrea drew a cigar 
case from his pocket, took a Havana, 
quietly lit it, and began smoking. “ When 
do you want your five hundred francs?” 
said he to Caderousse.

“ Leave them with your porter ; he is to 
be trusted ; I will call for them to-morrow ; 
I shall not have time to-day.”

“Well, to-morrow I will leave them 
when I go to Anteuil.”

“May I depend on it?”
“Have you finished now?” said An­

drea, “ do you want anything more ?— 
will you have my waistcoat or my boots ? 
Make free now you have begun ? ”

“ No ; you are, after all, a happy dog ! ” 
said Caderousse ; “ you are going to find 
your servants, your horses, your carriage, 
and your betrothed ! ’’

“ Yes.” said Andrea.
“ Well, I hope you will make a hand­

some wedding-presént the day you. marry 
Mile. Danglars.”

“ Yes,” said Andrea ; “ I will let you 
know a week before hand."

They parted. Caderousse remained on 
the landing until he had not only seen 
Andrea go down the three stories, but also 
across the court. Then he returned 
hastily, shut his door carefully, and began 
to study like a clever architect, the plan 
Andrea had left him.

“ Dear Bendetto,” said he, “ I think he 
will not be sorry to inherit his fortune, 
and he who hastens the day when he can 
touch his five hundred thousand will not 
be his worst friend.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

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 TOUR BOTS 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 Cceur cl’ 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
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. 8. FEE,
G. P. & T. A.,

advt. 8t. Paul, Minn

SHE COULD NOT PLOUGH.

A story is told of a bashful young Geor­
gia swain, who called on his sweetheart 
to propose. Here is a sample of the con­
versation :

“ Miss Addie, can you sweep the floor?”
“ Why, yes ; of course I can.”
“ Can you cook ? ”
“Yes.”
“ Can you wash ? ”
“ Yes, I can wash, too."
“And scour?”
“Yes.”
“ Well, can you cut wood ? ”
“ I have cut wood, too.”
“ Did you ever hoe ? ”
“ Sometimes.”
“ Pick cotton ? ”
“ Yes, pick cotton also.”
“ Can you plough ? ”
“ No, I can’t plough.”
“ Well, then, I can plough for both of 

us.”
He got_her.

HOW CAN I GET RID
Of my tormenting corns ; get rid of them 
without pain ; get rid of them quickly and 
effectually, without possibility of their re­
turn? The answer is, use Putnam’s Pain­
less Com and Wart Cure, the great corn 
cure. Always sure, safe, and painless. 
Putnam’s Extractor. Use it and no other 
— Frauds are in the market Don’t run 
the risk of mining your feet with such 
caustic applications.

Waiter —I expect you to pay in ad 
vance. Guest—What do you mean, sir? 
Waiter—No offence, sir, whatever; but 
the last gentleman who ate mackerel here 
got a bone in his throat and died without 
paying, and the governor took it out of 
my wages.

NOT CRUDE MATERIAL.

Scott’s Emulsion is Cod Liver Oil per­
fected and is prepared upon the principal 
of its digestion and assimilation in the 
human system ; hence it is given without 
disturbing the stomach.

What was that Dawson story you told 
the other day, Hicks? Why I pleased 
Mrs. Dawson very much by asking her if 
she was herself or her daughter. Couldn’t 
tell ’em apart. Well, it’s strange, but I 
worked the same scheme on the daughter, 
and she didn’ like it a bit.

English spavin liniment removes all 
hard, 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 wonderful blemish cure ever known 
Warranted by Davies, Staples* Co.

Little Boy—What’s the difference be­
tween high church and low church ? Lit­
tle girl—Why, don’t you know ? One says 
Aw-men and the other says Amen.

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.

No, said Mrs. Newrich, we don’t mind 
expenses when it comes to our library. 
Some of the books, I am informed, are 
printed from pearle type.

HOUSE FURNISHING

HARDWARE
—FOR THE—

CHRISTMAS TRADE.

Rheumatism Cured in 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,

Teacher—What is the principal part of 
a knife? For instance, why does your 
father carry a knife in his pocket ? Young 
Hopeful — Please, sir, because of the 
corkscrew. _____________

Cumso — Well, McBride, is there as 
much billing and cooing as there was be­
fore marriage? McBride—The billing 
has increased largely.

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

Mamma — Johnnie, why don’t you try 
and have as nice table manners as Harry 
Jones? Johnnie — Well, ’caus I’m at 
home and he’s a visitin’.

A clergyman says, “ Johnson’s Anodyne 
Liniment cured me of diphtheria.” One 
among many.

Without being slangy it is perfectly cor­
rect to say that when a young man takes 
his best girl out on the ice and she can­
not skate, he will have to let her slide.

Yes, but feed it with Scott’s Emulsion. 
Feeding the cold kills it, and no one 
can afford to have a cough or cold,acute 
and lading te consumption, lurking 
around him.scorn
EMULSION
Of pure Norwegian Cod Liver

Oil and Hypophosphites
strengthens Weak Lungs, checks all 
Wasting Diseases and is a remarkable 
Flesh Producer. Almost as Palatable as
Milk. Prepared only by Scott ABowne, Bellerille

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 Bells, Call Bells,

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

JAMES S. NEILL.

NEW

GROCERIES.

THE BEST.

WILE
EMULSION

COD LIVER OIL
------ AND------

HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil.

Best Preparation of Hypophosphites.

Best Value for the Money.

THE

1VERP001 AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.

Assets, lsi January, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 
Assets in Canada, “ - 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip­
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES-

R. C. MACREDIE,

Fitter,
and

WOULD inform the people t^^reder 
icton and vicinity that hi 

nmed business on Queen Street,

New Valencia Layer 

Raisins ;

New London Layer 

Raisins ;

New Currants and 
Figs;

New Citron, Orange 

and Lemon Peels ; 

New Fresh Ground 
Pure Spices.

Just
Abbived

A splendid assort­
ment of

Delicious
Preserves,

Jams and 
Jellies,

Sauces, Pickles,

WM. WILSON,
Agent.

COAL. COAL.

Rolled Oatmeal
in Whole end Kelt Harrells.

Graham
Flour,

OATS, BRAN and
HEAVY FEED.

G. T. WHELPLEY.

During 1893 THE SUN will be o* 

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.

Xaa. Steele :

BLACKSMITH,

VICTORIA and

OLD MINE SYDNEY 

HOUSE COAL.

Te -‘fit.rri-tre :

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL,
In Chestnut, stove and Egg size».

Parties requiring, leave your orders early to be 

delivered from veseel 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 : AboveCITY HALL.

JAMES TIBBITTS,

Farm for Sale-
THE subscriber’s Farm at Ft. Mary's, near the 

Bailway 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 farther particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

Queen Hotel.
F ton, April 9, 1892.

Meat Choppers.
JUST BBCEIVED:

4DOZ. 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
B. CHESNUT & SONS.

TIM SMITH,
o^Jjrei

OFF COUNTY COURT DOUSE,
where he Is prepared to till an oraers in 

above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HAMING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

FANCY GOODS
AT FAIR FRIGES.

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 mentio .

Hall’s - Book - Store.
’S NOTICE,

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

late of the Parish of Southampton, York County N. 
B., are requested to present the same duly attested, 
to the undersigned Execute rs or to Havelocu Coy, 
Barrister, Fredericton M. 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 Decern• er, A. D. 1892 .
GEoRGh] S. INGRAHAM 
.Jacob allan

of Southampton, Y ork Co., Executors 
of the hat 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.

^^SBESTOS ^rC ^r^s* ^
For sale low by

JAMES 8. NEILL<

MCMURRAY 8c CO.
Have now on hand an immense stock of

AND

which they will sell at the lowest possible 

prices ; also a few uew

m
i if

First Class in every respect,
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Powder

PUREST, STRONBEST, BEST.
Contain, no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,

Phosphate., or sny Injuriant.
É. W. CILLETT, Toronto. Ont.

----FOR ONLY-----

$25.00.
Fully Guaranteed. If not entirely satisfactory after thr ee

months trial, Money refunded.

McMurray & Co.’s Book and Music Store.
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