POETRY.

A CHRISTMAS HYMN.

Rejoice! rejoice ! 'on Christmas day,

Lot every heart be glad and gay;

joyful for that distant morn

hen Christ, the Prince of Peace, was born.
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The holy time is here,

'Tis Christmas day,
Good cheer! good cheer!
Angels are near.
Loud let the joy-bells ring,
And sing, oh, sing,

'Tis Christmas day.

He loved the world and came to be
The Helper of Humanity.

The lowly tenant of a stall,

He brought great gifts of love to all.

Rejoice! rejoice! your glad heart bring;
The dear Lord loves such offering.

He brought you joy which naught can dim,
Give back your gladness in this hymn.

The holy time is here,

'Tis Christmas day,
Good cheer-! good cheer!
Angels are near.
Loud let the joy-bells ring,
And sing, oh, sing,

'Tis Christmas day.

— William S. Lord.

SELECT STORY.
COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO;

—OR THE—

REVENGE OF EDMUND DANTES.
CONTINUED.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
MADAME DE SAINT-MERAN.

“It shall be as you wish, madame,”
said Villefort ; more especially since your
wishes coincide with mine; and as soon
as M. Epinay arrives in Paris—"

“ My dear mother,” interrupted Valen-

’tine, “ consider decorum — the recent
= death.”

“I tell youI am going to die—do you
understand ? Well, before dying, I wish
to see my son-in-law. I wish to tell him
to make my child happy ;I wish to read
in his eyes whether he intends to obey
me;in fact, I will know him—I will!”
continued the old lady, with a fearful ex-
pression, “ that I may rise from the depths
of my grave to find him, if he should not
fulfil his duty!”

“Madame,” said Villefort, “you must
lay aside these exalted ideas, which al-
most assume the appearance of madness.
The dead once buried in their graves,
rise no more.”

“And I tell you, sir, that you are mis-
taken. This night I had a fearful sleep.
I saw, with my eyes shut, in the spot
where you are now standing, issuing from
that corner where there is a door leading
into Madame de Villefort’s dressing-room
—the soul of my husband |—Well, if my
husband’s soul can come to me, why
should not my soul reappear to guard my
grand-daughter? the tie is even more
direct, it seems to me. I also wish to see
a notary, that I may be assured that all
our property returns to Valentine.”

“QOh, my mother!” murmured Valen-
tine, pressing her lips on the burning
brow of her grandmother, “do you wish
to kill me? Oh, how feverish you are!
‘We must not send for a notary, but for a
doctor! ”

“A doctor!” said she, shrugging her
shoulders, “I am not ill; I am thirsty
—that is all.”

“What are you drinking, dear mam-
ma?”’

“The same as usual, my dear, my glass
is there on the table—give it to me, Val-
entine.” Valentine poured the orangeade
into the glass and gave it to her grand-
mother. The marchioness drained the
glass at a single draught, and then turned
on her pillow, repeating, “ The notary!”

M. de Villefort left the room, and Val-
entine seated herself on the bedside of
her grandmother. - The poor child ap-
peared herself to require the doctor she
had recommended to her aged relative.
Two hours passed thus; Madame de Saint
Meran was in a feverish sleep, and the
notary had arrived. Though announced
in a very low tone, Madame de Saint-
Meran arose from her pillow. “The
notary!” she exclaimed, “let him come
in.”

The notary, who was at the door, im-
mediately entered. “Go, Valentine,” said
Madame de Saint-Meran, “and leave me
with this gentleman.”

“But, mother—"’

“Leave me!—go!” The girl kissed her
grandmother, and left with her handker-
chief to her eyes; at the door she found
the valet-de-chambre, who told her the
doctor was waiting in the dining room.
Valentine instantly ran down. The doc-
tor was a friend of the family, and at the
same time one of the cleverest men of the
day, and very fond of Valentine, whose
birth he had witnessed. :

‘“ Alas!” said Valentine, restraining her
tears, “my grandfather is dead from an
apoplectic stroke.”

“An apoplectic stroke?” repeated the
doctor.

“Yes!and my poor grandmother fancies
that her husband, whom she has never
left, has called her, and that she must go
and join him. Oh, M. d’Avrigny, I be-
seech you, do something for her!”

“ Where is she ?”

“In her room with the notary.”

“ And M. Noirtier?”

“Just as he was, his mind perfectly
clear, but the same incapability of moving
or speaking.”

*“And the same love for you—eh, my
dear child ?”

“Yes,” said Valentine; “he was very
fond of me.”

“Who does not love you?” Valentine
smiled sadly. “What are your grand-
mother’s symptoms?”

“ An extreme nervous excitement,and a
strangely agitated sleep ; she fancied this
morning in her sleep, that her soul was
hovering above her body, which she at
the same time watched. It must have
been delirium ; she fancied, too, that she
saw a phantom enter her chamber, and
even heard the noise it made touching
her glass.”

“We will go and see,” said the doctor;
“what you tell me seems very strange.”
The notary herc descended, and Valen-
tine was informed that her grandmother
was alone. “Go upstairs,” she said to the
doctor.

“And you?”

“Ob, I will go and take a turn in the
garden to recover myself.”

The doctor pressed Valentine's hand,
and while he visited her grandmother,
she descended the steps. We need not
say which portion of the garden was her
favorite walk. As she advanced she fan-
cied she heard a voice pronounce her
name. She stopped astonished, then the
voice reached her ear more distinctly,
and she recognized it to be Maximillian’s,

CHAPTER XTX.
THE PROMISE.

It was, indeed, Maximillian Morrel,
who had passed a wretched existence
since the previous day.

“You here at thie hour” said she.
#Yes, my poor girl,” replied Morrel ; “I
come to bring end to hear bad tidings.”

“This is, indeed a house of mourning!”
gaid Valentine; “speak, Maximillian; al-

though the cup of sorrow seems already
full”

“Dear Valentine,” said Morrel, en-
deavoring to conceal his own emotion
“listen, I entreat you; what I am about’
to say is solemn. When are you to be
married ?”

“I will tell you all,” said Valentine
“from you I have nothing to conceal.
This morning the subject was introduced
and my dear grandmother, on whom I
depended as my only support, not only
declared herself favorable to if, but is so
anxious for it, that they only await the
arrival of M. d’Epinay, and the following
day the contract will be signed.”

A deep sigh escaped the young man,
who gazed long and mournfully at her he
loved. “Alas!” replied he, “it is dread-
ful thus to hear my condemnation from
your own lips. The sentence is passed.
I was at the house of Monte-Cristo an
hour since,” said Morrel ; “ we were speak-
ing, he of the sorrow your family had ex-
perienced, and I of your grief, when a
carriage rolled into the court yard. Never
till then, had I placed any confidence in
presentiments, but now I cannot help be-
lieving them, Valentine. At the sound
of that carriage I shuddered ; soon I heard
steps on the staircase, which terrified me.
The door at last opened ; Albert de Mor-
cerf entered first, and I began to hope my
fears were vain, when, after him, another
young man advanced, and the count ex-
claimed,—Ah! Baron Franz d’Epinay !’
I summoned all my strength and courage
to my support. Perhaps I turned pale
and trembled, but certainly I smiled ; and
five minutes after, I left, without having
heard one word that passed.”

“Poor Maximillian!” murmured Val-
entine.

“Valentine, the time has arrived when
you must answer me. And remember,
my life depends upon your answer. Do
you intend to struggle against our ill-
fortune ?”

Valentine trembled, and looked at him
with amazement. The idea of resisting
her father, her grandmother, and all the
family had never occurred to her. “What
do you say, Maximillian ? ” asked Valen-
tine. “What do you term a struggle?
Oh! it would be a sacrilege. What! I re-
gist my father's order, and my dying
grandmother’s wish? What would you
have proposed, Morrel, had you found
me willing to accede ?”

“Do you seriously ask my advice, Val-
entine ? ”

“Certainly, dear Maximillian, for if it
is good, I will follow it; you know my de-
votion to youn.”

“Valentine,” said Morrel, pushing aside
a plank that was split, “give me your
band, in token of forgiveness of my
anger ; my senses are confused, and during
the last hour the most extravagant
thoughts have passed through my brain.
Oh! if you refuse my advice——"

“What do you advise ?” gaid Valentine,
raising her eyes to heaven, and sighing.

“I am free,” replied Maximillian, “ and
rich enough to support you. I swear to
make you my lawful wife before my lips
even shall have approached your fore-
head.”

“Oh! see, Maximillian, see the power
you have over me, you almost make me
believe you ; and yet, what you tell me is
madness, for my father will curse me—
he is inflexible—he will never pardon me.
Now listen to me, Maximillian; if by
artifice, by entreaty, by accident—in
short, if by any means I can delay this
marriage, will you wait?”

“I rely on you, Valentine,” said Morrel ;
“gll you do will be well done; only if
they disregard your prayers, if your father
or Madame de Saint-Meran insist that M.
d’Epinay should be called to-morrow, to
sign the contract——"

“I will rejoin you, and we will flee,
but from this moment until then, let us
not tempt Providence, Morrel ; let us not
see each other; it is a miracle, it is Provi-
dence that we have not been discovered ;
if we were surprised, if it were known
that we met thus, we should have no
further resource.”

“You are right, Valentine; but how
shall I ascertain ?”’

“From the notary, M. Deschamps.”

“I know him.”

“And for myself—I will write to you,
depend on me, I dread this marriage,
Maximillian, as much as you. And now
are you satisfied with your betrothal ? ”

“I ghall hear from you?”

“ Yes.n

“Thanks, thanks, dear love, adieu!”
The |sound of a kiss was heard, and Val-
entine fled through the avenue. Morrel
listened to catch the last sound of her
dress brushing the branches, and of her
footstep on the path, then raised his eyes
with an ineffable smile of thankfulness to
heaven for being thus loved, and then
also dissappeared. The young man re-
turned home and waited all the evening
and all next day without hearing any-
thing. It wasonly on the following day,
at about ten o'clock ir the morning, as he
was starting to call on M. Deschamps, the
notary, that he received from the post-
man a small note, which he knew to be
from Valentine, although he had not be-
fore seen her writing. It was to this
effect :

“Tears, entreaties, prayers, have availed
me nothing. Yesterday, for two hours,
I was at the church of Saint Phillippe du
Roule, and for two hours I prayed most
fervently. Heaven is as inflexible as
man, and the signature of the contract is
fixed for this evening at nine o’clock. I
have but one promise and one heart to
give; that promise is pledged to you, that
heart is also yours. This evening, then,
at a quarter past nine, at the gate.”

Your betrothed,
“ VALENTINE DE VILLEFORT.”

P. 8.—My poor dmother gets worse
and worse ; yesterday her fever amounted
to delirium ; to-day her delirium is al-
most madness. You will be very kind to
me, will you not, Morrel, to make me for-
get my sorrow in leaving her thus? I
think it is kept secret from grandpapa
Noirtier, that the contract is to be signed
this evening.”.

Morrel went also to the notary, who
confirmed his account of the proposed
signature. Then he went to call on Monte-
Cristo, and heard still more. Franz had
been to announce the solemnity, and
Madame de Villefort had also written to
beg the count to excuse her rot inviting
him; the death of M. de Saint-Meran,
and the dangerous illness of his widow,
would cast a gloom over the meeting
which she would regret the count should
share, whom she wished might enjoy
every happiness. The day before, Franz
had been presented to Madame de Saint-
Meran, who had left her bed to receive
him, but had been obliged to return to it
immediately after. It is easy to suppose
that Morrel’s agitation would not escape
the count’s penetrating eye. Monte-Cristo
was more affectionate than ever, indeed
his manner was so kind that several
times Morrel was on the point of telling
him all. But he recalled the promise he
had made to Valentine and kept his
secret. The young man read Valentine’s
letter twenty times in the course of the
day. It was her first and on what an
occagion! Each time he read it he re-
newed his vow to make her happy.

When the afternoon arrived, and he
felt the hour was drawing near; he wished
for solitude, his agitation was extreme;a
simple question from a friend would have
irritated him. He shut himself in his
room, and tried to read; but his eye

glanced over the page without answering
a word, and he threw away the book, and

for the second time sat down to sketch

his plan, the ladders and the fence. At
length the hour drew near. Never did a
man deeply in love allow the clocks to go
on peacefully. Morrel tormented his so
effectually that they struck eight at half-
past six. He then said, “It is time to
start; the signature was indeed fixed to
take place at nine o’clock, but perhaps
Valentine would not wait for that.” Con-
sequently, Morrel, having left the Rue
Meslay at half-past eight by his time-
piece, entered the clover-field while the
clock of Saint-Phillippe du Roule was
striking eight. The horse and cabriolet
were concealed behind a small ruin, where
Morrel had often waited. The night
gradually drew on, and the foliage in the
garden assumed a deeper hue. Then
Morrel came out from his hiding place
with a beating heart, and looked through
the small opening in the paling; there
was yet no one to be seen. The clock
struck half past eight, and still another
half hour was passed in waiting, while
Morrel looked to and fro and gazed more
and more frequently through the opening.
The gardea became darker still, but in
the darkness he looked in vain for the
white dress; and in the silence he vainly
listened for the sound of footsteps. The
house, which was discernable through the
trees, remained in darkness, and gave no
indication that so important an event as
the signature of a marringe contract was
going on.
which wanted a quarter to ten; but soon
the same clock he had already heard
strike two or three times rectified the
error by striking half-past nine. This
was already half an hour past the time
Valentine had fixed. It was a terrible
moment for the young man. The slight-
est rustling of the foliage, the least whist-
ling of the wind, attracted his atten-
tion and drew the perspiration on his
brow ; then he tremblingly fixed his lad-
der, and not to lose a moment placed his
foot on the first step. Amidst all these
alternations of hope and fear the clock
struck ten. “It is impossible,” said Maxi-
millian, “that the signing of a contract
should occupy so long a time without un-
expected interruptions. I have weighed
all the chances, calculated the time re-
quired for all the forms ; something must
have happened.” And then he walked
rapidly to and fro, and pressed his burn-
ing forehead against the fence. Had
Valentine fainted? or had she been dis-
covered and stopped in her flight? These
were the only preventives which appeared
possible to the young man.

The idea that her strength had failed
her in attempting to escape, and that she
had fainted in one of the paths, was the
obstacle most impressed upon his mind.
“In that case,” said he, “I should lose
her, and by my own fault” He dwelt
on this thought one moment, and then it
appeared reality. He even thought he
could perceive something on the ground
at a distance; he ventured to call, and it
seemed to him that the wind wafted back
an almost inarticulate sigh. At last
the half hour struck. It was impossible
to wait longer, his temples throbbed vio-
lently, his eyes were growing dim; he
passed one leg over the wall, and in a
moment leaped down on the other side.
He was on Villefort’s premises—had ar-
rived there by scaling the wall. What
might be the consequences? However,
he had not ventured thus far to draw
back. He followed a short distance close
under the wall, then crossed a path, and
entered a clump of trees. In a moment
he had passed through them, and could
see the house distinctly. Then Morrel
was convinced of one thing; instead of
lights at every window, as is customary
on days of ceremony, he saw only a gray
mass, which was veiled also by a cloud,
which at that moment obscured the
moon’s feeble light. A light moved rapidly
from time to time past the windows of the
first floor. These three windows were in
Madame de Saint-Meran’s room. Another
remained motionless behind some red
curtains which were in Madame de Ville-
fort’s bedroom. Morrel guessed all this.
So many times, in order to follow Valen-
tine in thought at every hour in the day,
had he made her describe all the house,
that, without having seen it, he knew it
all. This darkness and silence alarmed
Morrel still more than Valentine’s absence
had done. Almost mad with grief, and
determined to venture anything in order
to see Valentine once more, and be cer-
tain of the misfortune he feared, Morrel
gained the edge of the clump of trees, and
was going to pass as quickly as possible
through the flower garden, when the
sound of a voice, still at some distance,
but which was borne upon the wind,
reached him. At this sound as he was
already partially exposed to view, he
stepped back and concealed himself com-
pletely, remaining perfectly motionless.
He had formed his resolution: if it was
Valentine alone, he would speak as she
passed ; if she was accompanied, and he
could not speak, still he would see her,
and know that she was safe ; if they were
strangers, he would listen to their conver-
sation, and might understand something
of this hitherto incomprehensible mys-
tery. The moon had just then escaped
from behind the cloud which had ccn-
cealed it, and Morrel saw Villefort come
out upon the steps followed by a gentle-
man in black. They descended and ad-
vanced towards the clump of trees, and
Morrel soon recognized the other gentle-
men as Doctor d’Avrigny.

The young man, seeing them approach,
drew back mechanically, until he found
himself stopped by a sycamore tree
in the centre of the clump; there he was
compelled to remain. Soon the two gen-
tleman stopped also.

TO BE CONTINUED.

If old people are forgetful, they always
remember to use Johnson’s Anodyne
Liniment.

BLACKVILLE.

The mill-pond is frozen over and has
been in fine condition for skating, but
the storm threatens to put an end to that
sport. The skaters have been out in full
force day and night. One of the boys
skated on a thin place and broke through,
but assistance' was near at hand and he
only got a cold bath.

Mrs. Ward Underhill, who has been
suffering from a severe attack of pleurisy,
is slowly recovering.

The Baptists of this vicinity have got
along so well with their church that they
are able to hold services in it, although it
will not be formally opened until spring.

Dr. Wilson still pays his weekly visit to
this place, the people find it very con-
venient to have a doctor in their midst
every week.

We are glad to learn that Mrs.Wetmore
is improving a little.

We expect some new arrivals about
Christmas ; look out for them.

TeE general verdict of the smokers of
Canada is that “ Myrtle Navy” is the
finest smoking tobacco they have ever
used. There can be no mistake upon this
point for it is proved by this tangible evi-
dence._ The large demand for this tobacco
shows it to be true, and the character of
the demand gives further proof. It has
never been of the spasmodic kind, up one
month and down the next. Ithas been a
sustained and constantly increasing de-
mand. The. unsurpassed quality of the
tobaeco accounts for thig,

Morrel looked at his watch,.

PAID IN-HER OWN 00!“.
As the holidays drew near, the teacher,

who had been very confident that the.

children would chip in and buy hera
nice present, began to draw a long face.
She was an old hand at the business, and
when she failed to see the little king of
the school go around among the scholars
with a pencil and a piece of paper in his
hand, she knew only two well that there
was no movenicnt underway to raisea
subscription for her benefit. She thought
over the matter a long while #nd at last
decided that the best thing she could do
was to broach the subject to one of her
scholars. At the first opportunity she
went up to little Johnny, put her arm
around his neck, kissed him and then
said: “Christmas will soon be here, my
dear, and Ilove you all so much that
I would like to give each of you a little
present, but I'm to poor to do that. It’s
80 nice to be a scholar, because each one
can give a little toward the teacher’s pres-
ent, and never feel it at all.”” The next
day little Johnny went to the teacher and
said: “I’ve been speaking to the boys,
ma’am, about what you said to me yester-
day, and we’ve decided that it wouldn’t
be fair to give you anything.” “ And why
not?” asked the teacher. “Because,” re-
plied little Johnny, “the only thing you
ever gave any of us was a licking.”

FATHER CHRISTMAS.

Hark ! the Christmas bells are chiming ;

Let your voice with them be rhyming
On this festal morn.

Hear them heralding my coming —

Heard you not amid their humming
Blast of bugle-horn ?

I am patron of the season!

From my realm I banish treason ;
Crown me Christnfas’ King!

Unto children I am gracious,

And for them in bag capacious
Gifts of toys I bring.

By my beard and hair so hoary,

Ne'er was known in life or story
Such a king as 1.

Christendom I rule supremely,

And, though old I am extremely,
Never shall I die!

WHAT YOUR GREAT GRAND-
MOTHER DID.

She hetcheled the flax and carded {he
wool, and wove the linen, and spun the
tow, and made the clothes for her hus-
band and ten children. She made butter
and cheese, she dipped tallow candles, to
light the house at night, and she cooked
all the food for her household by an open
fire-place and a brick oven. Yes; and
when she was forty years of age, she was
already an old lady whose best days were
over. Her shoulders were bent and her
joints enlarged by hard work, and she
wore spectacles and a cap. Her great
granddaughter, with all the modest con-
veniencies for comfort, refinement and
luxury, may be as charming and attrac-
tive at forty-five asat twenty. Especially
is this true if she preserves her health and
beauty by the use of Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
Prescription, which wards off all female
ailments and irregularities, cures them if
they already exist, keeps the life currant
healthful and vigorous, and enables the
woman of middle age to retain the fresh-
ness of girlhood upon brow and cheek,
the light of youth in her eyes,and its
elasticity in her step. Sold by all drug-
gists.

ReevmaTisM Curep 1IN 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, 75 cents. Warranted by Davies,
Staples & Co.

AN OLD ENGLISH CHRISTMAS.

Sir Roger De Coverly, after the laud-
able custom of his ancestors, always kept
open house -at Christmas. A’gentleman
learned from him, says a writer in the
Spectator of 1712, that he had killed eight
fat hogs for this season ; that he has dealt
out his chimes very liberally among his
neighbors, and that in particular he had
sent a string of hogs’ pudding with a pack
of cards to every poor family in the
parish.

“I have often thought,” says Sir Roger,

“jt happens very well that Christmas
should fall about in the middle of winter.
It is the most dead, uncomfortable time
of the year when the poor people would
suffer very much from their poverty, and
cold if they had not good cheer, warm
fires and Christmas gambols to support
them. I love to rejoice their poor hearts
at this season and to see the whole village
merry in my great hall.

“I allow a double quantity of malt to
my small beer and set it a running for
twelve days for every one that calls for

it. I have always a piece of cold beef

and a mince-pie upon the table, and am
wonderfully pleased to see my tenants
pass away a whole evening in playing
their innocent tricks and smutting one
another.”

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.

Who is the belle to-night? asks she,
As they stood on the ball room floor;

He looked around the room to see,
And she speaks to him no more.

Chilblaing, chapped hands, and frost
bites are cured. by bathing in Johnson’s
Anodyne Liniment.

I thought it better to get yoy something
useful, said Mr. Dossill to his wife, so I
have brought you a couple of good brooms
for your Christmas present. That was
very thoughtful of you, my dear, replied
Mrs. Dossill. I share your ideas, and
have bought you a good strong coal-scut-
tle for you to carry up fuel from the cel-
lar in.

THE CHILDREN'S ENEMY.
Scrofula often shows itself in early life
and is characterized by swellings, absces-
ses, hip disease, etc. Consumption is
scrofula of the lungs. In this class of dis-
ease Scott’s Emulsion is unquestionably
the most reliable medicine.

If a youth began to shave at the age of
17 years and continued to'do g0 until he
was 70 he would, assuming that his hair
maintained the average rate of growth,
have removed a length of nine yards.
But had the hair been allowed to grow the
result would have been different to what
might be inferred. The growth from the
roots would have continued, but on reach-
ing a length of between eighteen and
twenty-four inches the hair would have
become brittle, have splitten and broken,
The greatest length of beard usual in our
climate seldom exceeds two feet. In hot
climates, owing to the moist state of the
gkin, the hair grows much more rapidly
and profusedly than in cold or temperate
climates. In the east flowing beards from
three to four feet in length are not un-
usual.

Mrs. Brown — It always makes me feel
sad toread those stories about how the
poor tramp is reminded of the innocent
days of his childhood by the Christmas
festivities he sees around him. Brown —
That’s all nonsense, my dear. In the
winter all the tramps are in the work-
house.

Abraham Lincoln

When leaving his home at Springfield, Ill.,
to be inaugurated president of the United
States, made a farewell address to his old
friends and neighbors, in which he said,
‘‘ NEIGHBORS GIVE YOUR BOYS A CHANCE.”
These words come with as much force to-
day as they did thirty years ago.

Eow give them this chance?
Upin the Northwest is a great empire
waiting for young, and sturdy fellows to
come and develop it and “ Erow 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 1n the 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 r%'on is wanted there
is the whole state of Washington to select
fro

m. -
As for scenic delights the Northern Paci-
fic Railroad passes through a countrg un-
aralled. In crossing the Rocky, Bitter
t 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 &' Oreille and Cceur 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 {o 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. Sr. PAvL, ﬁmx.

Hojack — Did you hear about Hunker
and his girl’s Christmas present? Tom-
dik —No; tell me. Hojack —He asked
her what she would like for a present,
and she said she preferred to besurprised,

so he surprised her. Tomdik—How?
Hojack — Didn’t give her a thing.

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.

Mrs. Newed —My dear, I'm afraid
you’re smoking too much. You never
used to have the pipe in your mouth as
you do of late. Newed — When will you
women cver learn any rense? Didn’t
you give me the pipe for Christmas, and
ain’t I trying all I know how to color it.

It was very kind of the Goodhearts to
remember us, said Mrs. Snarley to her
husband, but I think it would look.better
if they paid their debts instead of buying
people Christmas presents.

"

< sSTRONCEST,

BEST,

COAL.

he Subscriber has now in stock a large quantity
T of best quality of

LEHIGH HARD GOAL.

In Btove and Chestnut sizes.

— ALBO ————

Old Mine's Sydney,
Reserve Sydney,
ictoria Sy dney,
Soft Coal.

These are considered the best House Coals, mined
in Cape Breton. I will sell and deliver any of the
ahove Coal at merely a living profit, as my motto is
pulick Bales and small Margins. Orders left at the

Office of F. I. Morrison, Queen Btreet, will receive
qrompt attention.

P FARRELL

Fredericton, July 4th, 1892,

ST. JACOBS OIL

CURES :

S

RHEUMATISM--NEURALCIA,

Sciatica,

Sprains,
Bruises,
Burns,
Frost-Bites,

" —

- Backache. =
IT IS ABSOLUTELY THE BEST.

THE CHARLES A. VOGELER COMPANY, Baitimere, Md.

Canadian Depot:

TORONTOQ, ONT.

THE GROWTH OF THE BEARD.

"Chronic
Coughs

Persons afflicted with these or
any throat or lung troubles
should resort to that :

Most Excellent Remedy,

Scott’s
Emulsion

of Pure Cod Liver Oil with
Hypophosphites of Lime and
Soda. No other preparation
effects such cures.

“OAUTION.”—~Beware of substitutes.
ne pn&’amd by Boott & o,
lle. id by all

ui
llevil
500, and $1.00

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 Bells, Call Bells,

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

low by
JAMES S. NEILL.

BOYCE BROTHERS.

Next store above Mr, Hodge’s,

IN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE :

1 000 BU%E&LS White and Black Feed
] ats.

Linseed Meal, Prime Middlings and Coarse Bran
in , direct from the mills.

Oats, Barley and Buckwheat for late sowing.
ﬁ;A few barrels of good Flour from home grown
W heat

Champion Bwede Turnip Beed, etec.

Pressed Hay and Straw.

BOYCE BROS.

Fredericton,June 21.

Meat Qlloppers.

JUST RECELVED:
4 DCZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron,
best Meat Choppers in the country — well es-
tablished fact. The tinned is much better than the
Galvinized Iron.

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

For sale by

R. CHESNUT & BONS. _

ALABASTINE.

JUST RECELIVED :
TON of Alabastine, sixteen different shades
all ready to mix in cold water. No boil-
ing or hot water needed.
g'hil is without a doubt an improvement on the
old style. Try it.

Fer sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

IN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE :

LD and NEW OATS,
MIDDLINGS, BRAN,
HAY, etc,

BOYCES E'EED STORE,

Next Above Mr Hodge’s,
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.

Steel. Steel.

JUBT RECEIVED :

OAR load ten tons of 8led 8hoe Bteel, running
from one quarter to three and one half inches

1

wide, one quarter, five sixteenths and three eights
thick. Cut to lengths for Bob and Long sleds,
And for sale at market prices by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Farm for Sale.

E subscriber’s Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the
T Railway Station, containing 5C0 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.

Fton, April 9, 1892.

y ; om/
St

Baby’s Own,

Glycerine,
Pears,
Carbolic,
Thar,

Murch’s Amber.

196 QUEEN STREET.

THE

IVERPOOL AND LONDON _AND
B

INSURANCE COMPANY.

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

AssgTs IN CANADA, Wl 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip-
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,
Agent,

COAL. COAL.

In Steclk:

BLACKSMITH,
VICTORIA and
OLD MINE SYDNEY
HOUSE COAL.

To Arxrive:

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED W

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL

In Chestnut, Btove and Egg sizes.

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

Also in Stock:— A car of choice
Heavy Chop Feed, composed of
Barley, Oats and Wheat. Always
on hand : — Hay, Oats, Middlings,
Bran, Oilmeal, Lime, Land and
Calcined Plaster.

OFFICE AND STOREHOUSE,
CAMPBELL STREET : oy @®HWary.

JAMES TIBBITTS,

Plumber, Gas Fifer,

AND

TINSMITH,

OULD inform the people of Freder

wcton and. vicinity that he has re.

amed business on Queen Street,

OPP COUNTY (COURT HOUSE,

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

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &c.

CHRISTMAS 6oDs

AT FAIR PRICES..

Gold Pens,
Albums,

L
Panels,

Dressing Cases,

Work Boxes,
Manicure Sets,
Ladies Companions,
Smokers Sets,

Fancy Baskets,
Purses,
Satchels,
Opera Glasses,

Ink Stands in Olive Waod,

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

Books on Histery,

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

—

\

Teachers Bibles,
Besides many other requisites too -

numerous to mention.

Hall's - Book - Store.
Scoteh Fire Bricks and Fire (lay,

Just Received from Glasgow.

~ )( ) q BBESTOB Fire Bricks, 30 Bags
”)( O Fire Clay. e
For sale low by
JAMES B. NEILL. -

HARD COAL. :

8 00 TONS to arrive and now on the way e
Bchr. “Mary George,” * Valetts

BEST QUALITY OF

ANTHRACITE® -

in Broken Egg, Btove and Chestnut sizes.

Parties requiring Coal had better place crder and
ge:'ity ;;zm vessel as Coal is advancing in price in

Old Mine Sydney, Victoria Syd< =<

ney, Reserve Sydney and
Spring Hill to arrive.

B. H. ALLEN,

Campbell St.. above City Hall,

Horse Shoes and Wire Nails,

"

JUBT RECEIVED :

200 K™ morted s, ot manet ruime, ™1

R. CHESTNUT & SONB.

Per 5. S, Madura,

FROM LONDON.
ABKS pure Linseed Paint oil,
15 C and B)r sale at market rates.
R. CHESTNUT & SBONS.

STEP LADDERS.

JUST RECEIVED :

: DOZEN Btep Ladders, runnlng from four

to eight feet. Buitable 2
families or stores, and cheap at e

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

MCMURRAY & CO.

Have now on hand an

| TR

TARERRERY -

immense stock of

ORGIN

AND

2
¢
7

v

which they will sell at the lowest poss\igl—e)

prices; also a few new

PG MAEHIN

First Class in every respect, -

i

V.4

— FOR ONLY —

$25.00
Fully Guaranteed. If not entirely satisfactory after thr
months trial, Money refunded. :

CALIL: AND SEE TEENM.

McMurray & Co.’s Book and Music St

= i e

\

|
\

e —



