- POETRY.

THE CATTLE BELLS.

Far down the brown autumnal haze—
High on the peak is snow—

Cattle that smell the winter days
Tinkle their bells as they go.

Out of a thick veil drawn to save
The sky's face from the blast,

Those tiny bells, as fairies wave
Their wand, evoke the past.

That music once I heard,
But then the notes were glad,
Carolling like a careless bird ;—
Ab, why now is it so sad?

Upon this brow now crowned by care
My love a garland laid ;

‘We hear the bells, now here, now there;
Dead are the leaves and maid.

Mayhap for happier maid and man
Thy tender music swells;

And I will smile while yet I can
List to the cattle bells.

SELECT STORY.

COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO;

—OR THE—
REVENGE OF EDMUND DANTES.
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CHAPTER X.
THE BEGGAR.

The evening passed on; Madame de
Villefort expressed a desire to return to
Paris, which Madame Danglars had not
dared to do, notwithstanding the uneasi-
ness she experienced. On his wife's re-
quest, M. de Villefort was the first to
give the signal of departure. He offered
a seat in his landau to Madame Danglars,
that she might be under the care of his
wife. As for M. Danglars, absorbed in an
interesting conversation with M. Caval-
canti, he paid no attention to anything
that was passing. While Monte-Cristo
had begged the smelling bottle of Madame
de Villefort, he had remarked the ap-
proach of Villefort to Madame Danglars,
and he soon guessed all that had passed
between them, though the words had
been uttered in so low a voice as hardly
to be heard by Madame Danglars. With-
out opposing their arrangements, he al-
lowed Morrel, Chateau-Renaud, and De-
bray to leave on horseback, and the ladies
in M. de Villefort’s carriage. Danglars,
more and more delighted with Major
Cavalcanti, had offered him a seat in his
carriage. Andrea Cavalcanti found his
tilbury waiting at the door;the groom,
in every respect a caricature of the Eng-
lish fashion, was standing on tiptoes to
hold a large iron gray horse. Andrea had
spoken very little during dinner; he was
an intelligent lad, and he feared to utter
some absurdity before so many grand
people, amongst whom he saw with dilat-
ing eyes the king’s proctor. Then he had
been seized upon by Danglars, who, tak-
ing a rapid glance at the stiff-necked old
major and his modest son, and taking
into consideration the hospitality of the
count, made up his mind that he was in
the society of some nabob come to Paris
to finish the worldly education of his
only son. He contemplated with nn-
speakable delight the large diamond
which shone on the major’s little finger;
for the major, like a prudent man, in case
of any accident happening to his bank-
notes, had immediately converted them
into articles of value. Then, after dinner,
on the pretext of business, he questioned
the father and son upon their mode of
living ; and father and son being previous-
ly informed that it was through Danglars
the one was to receive his 48,000 francs
and the other 50,000 Yivres annually, they
were so full of affability, that they would
have shaken hands even with the bank-
er’s servants, so much did their gratitude
need an object to expend itself upon.
One thing above all the rest heightened
the respect, nay, almost the veneration of
Danglars for Cavalcanti. The latter, faith-
ful to the principle of Horace, nil admirari,
had contented himself in proving his
knowledge by saying in what lake the
‘best lampreys were caught. Then he had
eaten some without saying a word ; Dan-
glars, therefore, concluded that these kind
of lnxuries were common at the table of
the illustrious descendant of the Caval-
canti, who most likely in Lucca fed upon
trout brought from Switzerland, and lob-
sters sent from England, by the same
means used by the count to bring the
lampreys from the Lake Fusaro, and the
sterlet from the Volga. Thus it was with
much politeness of manner that he heard
Cavalcanti pronounce these words, “To-
morrow, gir, I shall have the honor of wait-
ing upon you on business.”

“ And I, sir, said Danglars, “shall be
most happy to receive you.” Upon which
he offered to take Cavalcanti in his car-
riage to the Hotel des Princes, if it would
not be depriving him of the company of
his son. To this Cavalcanti replied, by
saying that for some time past his son
had lived independently of him ; that he
had his own horses and carriages, and
that not having come together, it would
not be difficult for them to leave separate-
ly.. The major seated himself, therefore
by the side of Danglars, who was more
and more charmed with the ideas of order
and economy which ruled this man, and
yet who, being able to allow his son
50,000 francs a year, might be supposed to
possess a fortune of 500,000 or 600,000
livres.

As for Andrea, he began, by way of
showing off, to scold his groom, who, in-
stead of bringing the tilbury to the steps
of the house, had taken it to the outer
door, thus giving him the trouble of walk-
ing thirty steps to reach it. The groom
heard him with humility, took the bit of
the impatient animal with his left hand,
and with his right held out the reins to
Andrea, who taking them from him,
rested his polished boot lightly on the
step. At that moment a hand touched
his shoulder. The young man turned
thinking that Danglars or Monte-Cristo
had forgotten something they wished to
tell him, and bad returned just as they
were starting. But instead of either of
these, he saw nothing but a strange face,
sunburnt, and encircled by a beard, with
eyes brilliant as carbuncles, and a smile
upon the mouth which displayed a per-
fect set of white teeth, pointed and sharp
as the wolf’s or jackal’s: A red handker-
chief encircled his gray head ; torn and
filthy garments covered his large bony
limbs, which seemed as though, like those
of a skeleton, they would rattle as he
walked ; and the hand which he leant on
the young man’s shoulder, and which
was the first thing Andrea saw, seemed
of a gigantic size. Did the young man
recognize that face by the light of the
lantern in his! tilbury, or was he merely
struck with the horrible appearance of
his interrogator? We cannot say; but
only relate the fact that he shuddered
and stepped back suddenly. “What do
you want of me?” he asked.

“ Pardon me, my friend, if I disturb
you,” said the man with the red hand-
kerchief, “but I want to speak to you.”

“You have no right to beg at night,”
said the groom, endeavoring to rid his
master of the troublesome intruder.

“I am not begging, my fine fellow,”
raid the unknown to the gervant, with so
ironical an expression of eye, and g0
frightful a smile, that he withdrew; “I

only wish tosay two or three words to
your master, who gave me a commission
to execute about a fortnight ago.”

“Come,” said Andrea, with sufficient
nerve for his servant not to perceive his
agitation, *“ what do you want? Speak
quickly, friend.”

The man said in a low voice: “I wish
—1I wish you to spare me the walk back
to Paris. Iam very tired, and not hav-
ing eaten g0 good a dinner as you have,
I can scarcely support myself. The young
man shuddered at this strange familiarity.
“Tell me,” he said, “tell me what you
want?”

“Well, then, I want you to take me up
in your fine carriage, and carry be back.”
Andrea turned pale but said nothing.

“Yes!” said the man, thrusting his
hands into his pockets, and looking im-
pudently at the youth; “I have taken
the whim into my head; do you under-
stand, Master Benedetto ? ”

At this name, no doubt, the young man
reflected a little, for he went towards his
groom saying, “this man is right; I did,
indeed charge him with a commission,
the result of which he must tell me; walk
to the barrier, there take a cab that you
may not be too late.” The surprised
groom then retired.

“Let me at least reach a shady spot,”
said Andrea.

“Oh! as for that, I'll conduct you to a
splendid spot,” said the man with the
handkerchief ; and, taking the horse’s bit,
he led the tilbury to a place where it was
certainly impossible for anyone to wit-
ness the honor that ‘Andrea conferred
upon him.

“Don’t think I want the honor of rid-
ing in your fine carriage,” said he; “oh,
no, its only because I am tired, and also
because I have a little business to talk
over with you.”

“Come, step in,” said the young man.
It was a pity this scene had not occurred
in daylight, for it was curious to see this
rascal throwing himself heavily down on
the cushion beside the young and elegant
driver of the tilbury. Andrea drove past
the last house in the village without say-
ing a word to his companion, who smiled
complacently, as though well pleased to
find himself travelling in so comfortable
a vehicle. Once out of Aateuil, Andrea
looked around, in order to assure himself
that he could neither be seen nor heard;
and then, stopping the horse and crossing
his arms before the man, he asked, “ Now
tell me why you come to disturb me ?”

“Let me ask you why you deceived
me? When we parted at the Pont du
Var, you told me that you were going to
travel through Piedmont and Tuscany;
but instead of that you come to Paris.”

“How does that vex you?”

“It does not; on the contrary, I think
it will answer my purpose.”

“So,” said Andrea, “you are speculating
upon me ?”’

“What fine words he uses!”

“I warn you, Master Caderousse, that
you are mistaken.”

“ Well, well, don’t be angry, my boy;
you know well enough what it is to be
unfortunate; and misfortunes make us
jealous. I thought you were earning a
living in Tuscany or Piedmont by acting
as facchino or cicerone; and I pitied you
sincerely as I would a child of my own.
You know I always did call you my
child.”

“Come, come, what then ?”

“Patience! patience!”

“I am patient, but go on.”

“All at once I see you pass through the
barrier with a groom, a tilbury, and fine
new clothes on. You must have dis-
covered a mine, or else become a stock-
broker.”

“So that, as you acknowledge, you are
jealous?”

“No, I am pleased —so pleased that I
wished to congratulate you; but as I am
not quite properly dressed, I chose my
opportunity, that I might not compromise
you.”

“Yes, and a fine opportunity you have
chosen! ” exclaimed Andrea;*“you speak
to me before my servant.”

“How can I help that my boy? I
speak to you when I can catch you. You
have a quick horse, a light tilbury, you
are naturally as slippery as an eel;if I
had missed you to-night, I might not have
had another chance.”

“You see, I do not conceal myself.”

“You are lucky; I wish I could say as
much. I do conceal myself; and then I
was afraid you would not recognize me,
but you did,” added Caderousse, with his
anpleasant smile. “ It was very polite of
you.”

“Come,” said Andrea, “what do you
want ?” ‘

“You do not speak affectionately to me,
Benedetto, my old friend; that is not
right ; take care, or I may become trouble-
some.”

This menace smothered the young
man’s passion. He trotted his horse on.
“You should not speak so to an old
friend like me Caderousse, as you eaid
just now; you are a native of Mar-
seilles, I am—"’

“Do you know then now what you
are?”

“No, but I was brought up in Corsica;
you are old an obstinate, I am young and
wilful. Between folks like us threats are
out of place, everything should be ami-
cably arranged. Is it my fault if Fortune
which has frowned on you, has been kind
tome?”

“Fortune has been kind to you, then?
Your tilbury, your groom, your clothes,
are not then hired? Good, so much the
better,” said Caderousse, his eyes spark-
ling with avarice.

“Oh! you knew that well enough be-
fore speaking to me,” said Andrea, be-
coming more and more excited. “If I
had been wearing a handkerchief like
yours on my head, rags on my back, and
worn-out shoes on my feet, you would
not have known me.”

“You wrong me, my boy; now I have
found you, nothing prevents my being as
well dressed as any one, knowing as I do
the goodness of your heart. If you have
two coats you will give me one of them.
I used to divide my soup and beans with
you when you were hungry.”

“True,” said Andrea.

“ What an appetite you used to have! is
it as good now ?”

“Oh, yes,” replied Andrea laughing.

“How did you come to be dining with
that prince whose house you have just
left?”

“He is not a prince; simply a count.’,

“ A count, and a rich one too, eh ?”

“Yes; but you had better not have any-
thing to say to him, for he is not a very
good tempered gentleman.”

“Oh! be satisfied! I have no design
upon your count, and you shall have him
all to yourself. But,” said Caderousse,
again smiling with the disagreeable ex-
pression he had before assumed, “you
musi pay for it—you understand ? ”

“Well, what do you want?”

“I think that with a hundred francs
per month——"

“Well?”

“I could live—"

“Upon a hundred francs?”

“Come—you understand me ; but that
with——"

“With?”

“With a hundred and fifty francs I
should be quite happy.”

“Here are two hundred,” said Andrea;
and he placed ten louis d’or in the hand
of Caderousse.

&« Good l ”» Qid Ctdemuue.

“ Apply to the steward.on the first day
of every month, and you will receive the
same sum.”

“There now, again you degrade me.”

“Howso?”

“ By making me apply to the servants,
when I want to transact business with
you alone.”

“Well, be it so, then. Take it from me
then, and so long at least as I receive my
income, you shall be paid yours.”

“Come, come ; I always said you were a
fine fellow, and it is a blessing when
good fortune happens to such as you.
But tell me all about it ?”

“The fact is, I have found my father.”

“What! a real father?”

“Yes, so long as he pays me——"

“You'll honor and believe him—that’s
right. What is his name?”

‘ Major Cavalcanti! ”

“Is he pleased with you?”

“So far I have appeared to answer his
purpose.”

“And who found this father for you?”

“The Count of Monte-Cristo.”

“The man whose house you have just
left?”

T Yes.”

“I wish you would try and find me a
gituation with him as grandfather, since
he holds the money-chest!”

“Well, I will mention you to him.
Meanwhile, what are you going to do?”

“ I ? ”

“ Yes, )'Oﬂ."

“Tt is very kind of you to trouble your-
self about me.”

“Since you interest yourself in my af-
fairs, I think it is now my turn to ask
you some questions.”

“Ah, true! Well, I shall rent a room
in some respectable house, wear a decent
coat, shave every day, go and read the
papers in a cafe. Then, in the evening I
will go to the theatre; I shall look like
some retired baker. This is my wish.

“Come, if you will only put this scheme
into execution and be steady, nothing
could be better.”

“Do you think so, Saint? And you—
what will you become ? A peer of France ?”
“Ah!” gaid Andrea, “ who knows?”

“Major Cavalcanti is already one, per-
haps; but then hereditary rank is abolish-
ed.”

“No politics, Caderousse! And now
that you have all you want, and that we
understand each other, jump down from
the tilbury and disappear.”

“No; just think for a moment; with
this red handkerchief on my head, with
scarcely any shoes, no papers, and ten
gold napoleons in my pocket, without
reckoning what there was before—mak-
ing in all about two hundred francs; why,
I should certainly be arrested at the bar-
riers! Then, to justify myself, I should
say that you gave me the money ; this
would cause inquiries; it would be found
that I left Toulon without giving proper
notice, and I should then be reconducted
to the shores of the Mediterranean. Then
I should become simply No. 206, and
good-bye to my dreams of resembling the
retired baker! No, no, my boy; I prefer
remaining honorably in the capital.”

Andrea scowled. Certainly, as he had
himself owned, the reputed son of Major
Cavalcanti was a wilful fellow. He drew
up for a minute, threw a rapid glance
around him ; and after doing so his hand
fell instantly into his pocket, where it
began playing with a pistol. But mean-
while Caderousse, who had never taken
his eyes off his companion, passed his
hand behind his back, and unclasped a
long Spanish knife, which he always
carried with him, to be ready in case of
need. The two friends, as we see, were
worthy of and understood one another.
Andrea’s hand left his pocket inoffensive-
ly, and was carried up to the red mous-
tache, which it played with for some
time. “Good Caderousse,” he said, “how
happy you will be!”

“I will do my best,” said the innkeeper
of the Pont du Gard, reclasping his knife.

“Well, then, we will go into Paris.
But how will you pass through the barrier
without exciting suspicion? It seems to
me you are in more danger riding than
on foot.”

“Wait,” said Caderousse, “we sghall
see.” He then took the great-coat with
the large collar, which the groom had
left behind in the tilbury, and put it on
his hack; then he took off Cavalcanti’s
hat, which he placed upon his own head;
and finally assumed the careless attitude
of a servant whose master drives himself.

“But tell me,” said Andrea, “am I to
remain bareheaded ?”

“Pooh!” said Caderousse; “it is so
windy that your hat can easily appear to
have blown off.”

“Come, come, enough of this,” said
Cavalcanti.

“What are you waiting for?” said
Caderousse. “I hope I am not the canse.”

“Hush!” exclaimed Andrea. They
passed the barrier without accident. At
the first cross street Andrea stopped his
horse, and Caderousse leaped out.

“Well!” said Andrea, “my servant’s
coat and my hat ?”

“Ah!” gaid Caderousse, “you would
not like me to risk taking cold ?”

“But what am I to do?”

“You! oh, you are young, whilst I am
beginning to get old. So long Benedetto;”
and running into a court he disappeared.

“Alas!” said Andrea, sighing, “one
cannot be completely bappy in this
world ! ”

CHAPTER XI.
A CONJUGAL SCENE.

At the Place Louis XV. the young
people separated—that is to say, Morrel
went to the Boulevards, Chateau-Renaud
to the Pont de la Revolution, and Debray
to the Quai. Most probably Morrel and
Chateau-Renaud returned to their “do-
mestic hearths,” as they say in the gal-
lery of the Chamber in well-turned
speeches, and in the theatre of the Rue
Richelieu in well-written pieces; but it
was not the case with Debray. When he
reached the wicket of the Louvre, he
turned to the left, galloped across the
Carrousel, passed through the Rue-Saint-
Roch, and, issuing from the Rue de la
Michodiere, he arrived at M. Danglars’
door just at the same time that Villefort’s
landau, after having deposited him and
his. wife at the Faubourg St. Honore,
stopped to leave the baronness at her
own house. Debray, with the air of a
man familiar with the house, entered
first into the court, threw his bridle into
the hands of a footman, and returned to

the door to receive Madame Danglars, to

whom he offered his arm, to conduct her

to her apartments. The gate once closed,

and Debray and the Baroness alone in the

court, he asked, “What was the matter

with you, Hermine? and why were you .
so affected at that story, or rather fable

which the count related ? ”

“ Because I have been in such shocking

spirits all the evening, my friend,” said

the baroness. ;

“ No, Hermine,” replied Debray ; “ you

cannot make me believe that ; on the con-

trary, you were in excellent spirits when

you arrived at the count’s. M. Danglars
was disagreeable, certainly ; but I know
how much you care for his ill-humor.
Some one has vexed you ;I will allow
no one to annoy you.”

“You are deceived, Lucien, I assure
you,” replied Madame Danglars; “and
what I have told you is really the case,
added to the ill-humor you remarked,
but which I did not think it worth while
to allude to.” It was evident that Mad-
ade Danglars was suffering from that
nervous irritability which women fre-
quently cannot acconnt for even to them-
selves; or that, as Debray had guessed,
she had experienced some secret agitation
that she would not acknowledge to any
one. Being a man who knew that the
former of these symptoms was one of
the elements of female life, he did not,
press his enquiries, but waited for a more
appropriate opportunity when he should
again interrogate her, or receive an avowal
proprio moto. At the door of her apart-
ment the baroness met Mademoiselle
Cornelie, her confidential lady’s maid.
“What is my daughter doing?” asked
Madame Danglars.

“She practiced all the evening and then
went to bed,” replied Mademoiselle Cor-
nelie.

“Yet I think I heard her piano.”

“It is Mademoiselle Lounise d’Armilly,
who is playing while Madame Danglars
is in bed.” =

“ Well,” said Madame Danglars, “ come
and undress me.” They entered the bed-
room. Debray stretched himself upon a
large couch, and Madame Danglars passed
into her dressing room with Mademoiselle
Cornelie. “My dear M. Lucien,” said
Madame Danglars, through the door,
“ you are always complaining that Eugenie
will not address a word to you.”

“ Madame,” said Lucien, playing with a
little dog, who recognizing him as a friend
of the house, expected to be carressed, “I
am not the only one who makes similar
complaints; I think I heard Morcerf say
that he could not extract a word from his
fiancee.”

“True,” said Madame Danglars; but
yet I think this will all pass off, and that
you will one day see her enter your study.”

*“My study ?”

“ At least that of the minister.”

“ Why go?”

“To ask for an engagement at the
Opera. Really, I never saw such an in-
fatuation for music; it is quite ridiculous
for a young lady of fashion.” Debray
smiled.

“Well,” said hs, “let her come, with
your consent and that of the baron, and
we will try and give her an engagement,
though we are very poor to pay such
talent as hers.”

“Go, Cornelie,” said Madame Danglars,
“I do not require you any longer.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE HEAD SURGEON.

Of the Lubon Medical Company is now
at Toronto, Canada, and may be consulted
either in person or by letter on all chronic
diseases peculiar to man. Men, young,
old, or middle-aged, who find themselves
nervous weak and exhausted, who are
broken down from excess or overwork,re-
sulting in many of the following
symptoms : Mental depression, premature
old age, loss of vitality, loss of memory,
bad dreams, dimness of sight, palpitation
of the heart, emissions, lack of energy,
pain in the kidneys, headache, pimples on
the face or body, itching or peculiar sen-
sation about the scrotum, wasting of the
organs, dizziness, specks before the eyes,
twitching of the muscles, eye lids, and
elsewhere, bashfulness, deposits in the
urine, loss of will power, tenderness of
he scalp and spine, weak and flabby
muscles, desire to sleep, failure to be rest-
ed by sleep, constipation, dullness of hear-
ing, loss of voice, desire for solitude, ex-
citability of temper, sunken eyes surround-
ed with leaden ircle, oily looking skin, etc.
are all symptoms of nervous debility that
lead to insanity and death unless cured.
The spring or vital force having losts its
tension, every function wanes in conse-
quence. Those who through abuse com-
mitted in ignorance may be permanently
cured. Send your address for book on

free sealed. Heart disease, the symptoms
of which are faint spells, purple lips,
numbness, palpitation, skip beats, hot
flushes, rush of blood to the head, dull
pain in the heart which beats strong,
rapid and irregular, the second heart beat
quicker than the first, pains about the
breast bone, etc., can positively be cured.
No cure, no pay. Send for book. Ad-
dress M. V. LUBON, 24 Macdonell Ave,
Toronto, Canada.

COVERDALE.

Our young people seem to have caught
the matrimonal fever here. Last week
John Hill brought home his bride and
was treated to quite a noise in the eve-
ning. We wish them all happiness in
their journey through life.

Miss Jennie Adair has returned to her
home in Lowell, Mass.

Mrs. George Mockler bas returned home
to spend the winter with her mother,
Mrs. John Adair. 2 i

Mrs. Sandy Jones has gone to Keswick

to spend the winter with friends.
The place was visited-by quite a heavy
snowstorm, but the weéather. being ‘warm
it quickly disappeared leaving the. roads
very muddey.

The men, both old and young have all
gone to the lumber woods, making it
quite lonesome here at present.

Hiram Good is doing quite a business
catching beara. Being an old hunter he
knows just where to find them.

Fred Grant and family are preparing to
move to Lowell, Mass.

Not very much stir since election, but
still we live in hopes of some of the prom-
ises being fulfilled concerning roads and
bridges; but perhaps they will do for

here until next election.

INTENSE SUFFERING!

Mr. William Buchanan, 24 years engineer in the Cunard
Steamship Company’s service, 8 St. John’s Road, Kirkdale,

Live

» Eng., writes: “Isuffered two years of agony from an

affectionin the head which six physicians pronounced incurable.

all diseases peculiar to man. Book sent .

They were divided in opinion as to

whether it was acute neuralgia of the

\ head or rheumatic affection of the brain,

\ but all agreed that I could neverrecover.

| In my paroxysms of pain it needed two

and sometimes three men to hold me
down in bed. When at death’s door,

e ST.JACOBS OIL

was applied to my head. Itacted like magic. Itsaved my life.
I am well and hearty, and have had no return of the trouble.”

“ALL RIGHT! ST.JACOBS OIL DID IT.”

HE QUIT THE DOCTOR.

Gentlemen,— I was troubled with dys-
pepeia_for about four years and tried
several remedies but found them of little

‘use. I noticed an advertisement of Bur-

dock Blood Bitters, so I quit the doctor,
and started to use B. B. B,, and soon found
that there was nothing equal to it. It
took just three bottles to effect a perfect
cure in my case, and I can highly recom-
mend this excellent remedy to all.

Berr J. Rem, Wingham, Ont.

HAVE YOU NEURALGIA?

If you are suffering the agonies of neu-
ralgia, and have failed to geta remedy
that will afford relief, we want you to try
Polson’s Nerviline. No remedy in the
market has given anything like the same
8egree of satisfaction. Itsaction on nerve
phin is simply marvelous, and as it is put
up in 25 cent bottles no great expense is
involved in giving it a trial. Polson’s
Nerviline is the most pleasant, powerful,
and certain pain remedy in the world.
Sold by druggists and all dealers in medi-
cine, 25 cents a bottle.

0,1 do just adore Wagner! said Mrs.
Scrubb on the hotel verandah. He is so
grand, so awe-inspiring, so—Porter, where
is that orchestra? Please, mum, replied
the porter, humbly, that’s no orchestra,
mum. There be a dog fight in the back
yard, mum.

THE FEAR OF DEATH.

The fear of death is excited by any
severe attack of disease, especially colds
or coughs. “This need not be where Dr.
Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup is kept on
haud for family use. This unrivalled
remedy cures coughs, colds, hoarseness,
asthma, bronchitis and all throat and lung
disease. Price 25c. and 50c. Sold by
druggists.

RACKED WITH RHEUMATISM.

Dear Sirs,— For ten years I suffered
with rheumatism in spring and fall. I
have been confined to bed for months at
a time, but since using B. B. B. I have not
suffered from it at all. I also suffered
from the dyspepsia, which has not
troubled me since using the B. B. B., and
I therefore think it a splendid medicine.

Mgs. AmeLia Brenn, Hayesland, Ont.

RuguMaTisM Curep 1IN A Day.— South
"America Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism
and neuralgia radically curesin 1 to 3 days.
Its action upon the system is remarkable
and mysterious. It removes at once the
cause and the disease immediately disap-
pears. The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents Warranted by Davies, Staples &
Co.

Terrible thing » ~ut poor Townley,
ain’t it? He has had to live on water for
the last week. Don’tsay so! What's the
matter? Just got back from abroad. Took
him seven days to cross.

IT BEATS JACK FROST. °

Dear Sirs,— We have used Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil in our family and know it is
asure cure for lumbago and frosts. My
wife wasso bad with lumbago that she
could not straighten herself, and Yellow
Qil completely cured her. It has become
a fortune to us.

Oriver ALLeN, Owen Sound, Ont.

It is the testimony of all men who have
tried it that “ Myrtle Navy ” tobacco has
the most delicious flavor of any tobacco in
the market, and that it leaves none of the
unpleasant effects in the mouth that most
tobaccos do. The reason for this is the
high and pure quality of the leaf, which
is the finest known in Virginia, and the
absence of all deleterious matter in the
manufacture.

When man pictures a heaven for him-
gelf he always has his own mansion right
in the centre of it.

BUILD UP.

‘When the gystem is run down, a person
becomes an easy prey to Consumption or
Scrofula. Many valuable lives are saved
by using Scott’s Emulsion as soon as a de-
cline in health is observed.

Young mother —I wonder why the
baby always wakes up crying? Young
father (wearily) —I suppose he’s mad be-
cause he’s been making no trouble.

Itch, mange and scratches of every kind,
on human or animals, cured in 30 minutes
by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. Warrant-
ed by Davies, Staples & Co.

Although the turfman likes to beat a
good thing, he draws the line at the

parlor carpet.

The signature A. Johnson is on every
genuine bottle label of Johnson’s Ano-
dyne Liniment.

Young men think old men fools and
old men know young men to be so.

il

PUREST,

STRONCEST,
BEST,

{COAL. ‘}:—

e Rubscriber has now in stock a large quantity
']’_‘tl of best quality of

LEHIGH HARD GOAL.

In Btove and Ohestnut sizes.

Old Mine's Sydney,
Reserve Sydney,
Victeria Sydney,
Secft Coal.

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

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

P. FARRELL.

Frederioton, Julydth, 1892,

'Ennsumption

is oftentimes absolutely
cured inits earliest stages
by the use of that won-
derful =

Food Medicine,
Scott’s

Emulsion

which is now in- high
repute the world over.

“OAUTION.”—-Beware of substitutes

Genuine prepared by Scott & Bowne,
Belleville. &;.ld by all druggists,
80c.a0d $L00,

Meat C}ioppers.

JUST RECELVED:
4 DOZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron,
best Mext 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
o'eaned, and will last a life time. Every family
should have one.

For sale by
R. CHESNUT & BONS.

Regulates the Stomach,
Liver and Bowels, unlocks
the Secretions,Purifiesthe
Blood and removes all im-
purities from a Pimple to
theworst Scrofulous Sore.

DYSPEPSIA. BILIOUSNESS.
CONSTIPATION. HEADACHE
SALT RHEUM. SCROFULA.
HEART BURN. SOUR STOMACH
DIZZINESS. DROPSY
RHEUMAT | SM. SKIN DISEASES

R

TERRA COTTA PIPE.

Now landing per schooner Estella R.,

1651 PIECES
Terra
Cotta

Flipe.

JAMES S. NEILL.

BOYCE BROTHERS.

Next store above Mr. Hodge’s,

IN BTOCK AND TO ARRIVE ;

1 000 UBHELS White and Black Feed
Oats.

Linseed Meal, Prime Middlings and Coarse Bran

in bags, direct from the mills.

Oats, Barley and Buckwheat for late sowing.

IZ°A few barrels of good Flour from home grown

W heat

Champion Bwede Turnip Beed, etc.

Pressed Hay and Straw.

. BOYCE BROS.

Frederiocton,June 21,

ALABASTINE.

JUST RECEIVED :
1 TO.‘I of Alabastine, sixteen different shades
all ready to mix in cold water. No boil-
ing or hot water needed.
This is without a doubt an improvement on the
old style. Try it.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

. T. WHELPLEY.

Has just received 2000 Bushels
extra quality

FEEDING - OATS.

To arrive one carload

FLOUR AND FEED.

Always
in
stock,
and

at

low

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Hitter,

AND

TINSMITH,

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

0P COUNTY COURT HOUSE

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

ELECTRICAL AND MECHAKICAL

BELL HANGING,

Speaking Tubes, &c.

BRAN,
MIDDLINGS

—AND—

FEED,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. UAN,T DO WITHOUT IT!

AN'T DO WITHOUT WHAT?

G. T. WHELPLEY,

N hy

> [FOUNTAIN =
ceea [PEN.

3810 Queen Street,

FREDERICTON.

THRE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
OB

None of your twenty-five cent

arrangements, but a good

CAWTS

FOUNTAIN PEN.

You had better call at

INSURANCE COMPANY.

AssgTs, 181 JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.59

AssETS IN CANADA, - 870,625.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip
tion at

HALL'’S,

And get one.

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Agent.

COAL. COAL.

—_—

Sooteh Fire Bricks and Fire Clay.

Just Received from Glasgow.

~ BBESTOS Fire Bricks, 30 B
")(K)O A Fire Clay. e e
For sale low by

JAMES B, NEILL.

HARD COAL.

800 TONB to arrive and now on the way ex.
Behr. “Mary George,” * Valetta,”

BEST QUALITY OF

ANTHRACITE,

in Broken Egg, Btove and Chestnut sizes.

In Stock:

BLACKSMITH,
VICTORIA and
OLD MINE SYDNEY
HOUSE COAL.
To Larrive:
Parties requiring Coal had better place order and

get it from vessel as Coal is advancing in price in

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED New York.

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL,

Old Mine Sydney, Victoria Syd-
ney, Reserve Sydney and
Spring Hill to arrive.

E. . ALILFRIN,

In Chestuut, Btove and Bgg sizes. Campbell St.. above City Hali.

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

Lawn Mowers.
FOR BALE LOW AT

Also in Stock : — A car of choice ILL'S

e e 4 NEILL’'S BARDWARE STORE.
Barley, Oats and Wheat. Always
on hand : — Hay, Oats, Middlings,
Bran, Oilmeal, Lime, Land and

Calcined Plaster.

Horse Shoes' and Wire Nails.

JUST REOCEIVED :

EGB Horse Bhoes and Wire
assorted sizes, at market rates,

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Per 5. S, Madura.

FROM LONDON.

ABKSB Pure Linseed Paint oil.
or sale at market rates.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Nails

200

OFFICE AND STOREHOUSE,

CAMPBELL STREET : crr#®Harr.
15

JAMES TIBBITTS,

TARRRRERY ~

MCMURRAY &c CO.

Have now on hand an immense stock of

Olfad)

AND

PINDS

which they will sell at the lowest possible

prices; also a few new

UV ING T CHAEY:

First Class in every respect,

— FOR ONLY —

$25.00.

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

CAILI:. AND SEE TEENM.

McMurray & Co.’s Book and Music Store.




