POETRY.

AT FIFTY-ONE.

Jesting is over with me forever,
Life is too sober at fifty-one;
No longer I worship the witty and clever;
Things that amuse me I loath and shun,
I have come to the summit and now begun
To sink to the vale on the other side;
There's a damp in the air, there's a gloom
on the sun,
‘Whose waning the vapors of Orcus hide.

And my fellow travellers,left and right,
Fall away from the track as we downward
hie,
To their several homes; they are not in
sight,
But I hear the bells as they bid good-bye!
How lonely I feel as I get more nigh
To my destined inn, a dismal place!
Shut from all glimpses of the goodly sky
And the sunshine of every friendly face.

Yet, what is to dread?
there
Full of pity, to welcome the weary guest,
Who will bind the footsore and have good
care g
Of every poor soul who seeks his rest.
I tremble to go to him unconfessed,
I bear him no letters from priest or pope,
But I carry a passport within my breast
Of his own sure word, and a deathless hope.

There's a master
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THE PHANTOMS.

“Ah, true!”

“ How many covers?”

“Count for yourself.”

“Is everyone here, your excellency?”

€« Yee-"

Bertuccio glanced through the door,
which was ajar. The count watched him.
“Good heavens!” he exclaimed.

“What is the matter ?” said the count.

“That woman—that woman !”

“Which?”

“The one with a white dress and so
many diamonds—the fair one.”

“ Madame Danglars ?”

“I do not know her name; but it is
she, sir, it is gshe!”

“ Whom do you mean ?”

“The woman of the garden!—she that
was enciente—she who was walking while
she waited for——" Bertuccio stood at
the open door, with his eyes starting and
his hair on end.

“Waiting for whom?” Bertuccio with-
out answering, pointed to Villefort with
something of the gesture Macbeth uses to
point out Banquo. “Oh, ho!” he at
length muttered, “do you see ?”

“What? Who?”

& Him ! »

“Him!—M. de Villefort, the proctor?
Certainly I see him.”

“Then I did not kill him?”

“Really, I think you are going mad,
good Bertuccio,” said the count.

“Then he is not dead ?”

“No; you see plainly he is not dead.
Instead of striking between the sixth and
seventh left rib, as your countrymen do,
you must have struck higher or lower;
and life is very tenacious in these lawyers,
or rather there ig no truth in anything
you have told me—it was a flight of the
imagination, a dream of your fancy. Yon
went to sleep full of thoughts of ven-
geance; they weighed heavily on your
stomach ; you had the nightmare—that’s
all. Come, calm yourself,and reckon: M.
and Madame de Villefort, two; M. and
Madame Danglars, four; M. de Chateau-
Renaud, M. Debray, M. Morrel, seven;
Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti, eight.”

“Eight!” repeated Bertuccio.

“Stop! You are in a shocking hurry
to be off—you forgot one of my guests.
Lean a little to the left. Stay! look at
M. Andrea Cavalcanti, that young man in
a black coat, looking at Murillo’s Madonna;
now he is turning.” This time Bertuccio
would have uttered an exclamation,
had not a look from Monte-Cristo silenced
him. “Benedetto!” he muttered; fatal-
ity !”

“Half-past six o’clock has just struck,
M. Bertuccio,” said the count severely ; “I
ordered dinner at that hour, and I do not
like to wait; ” and he refurned to his
guests, while Bertuccio, leaning against
the wall, succeeded in reaching the dining-
room. Five minutes afterwards the doors
of the drawing-room were thrown open,
and Bertuccio, appearing, said, with a
violent effort, “ The dinner awaits.”

The Count of Monte-Cristo offered his
arm to Madame de Villefort. “M. de
Villeforte,” he gaid, “ will you take in the
Baroness Danglars?”

Villefort complied, and they passed on
to the dining-room.

CHAPTER IX.
THE DINNER.

It was evident that one sentiment per-
vaded the whole of the guests on enter-
ing the dining-room. Each one asked
himself what strange influence had con-
ducted them to this house; and yet as-
tonished, even uneasy though they were,
they still felt they would not like to be
absent. The recent events, the solitary
and eccentric position of the count, his
enormous, nay, almost incredible fortune,
should have made men cautious, and have
altogether prevented ladies visiting a
house where there was no one of their
own sex to receive them ;and yet both
had passed the bounds of prudence and
decorum. Stimulated by an invincible
curiosity, there were none present, even
including Cavalcanti and his son, notwith-
standing the stiffness of the one and
the carelessness of the other, who were
not thoughtful, on finding themsel* 's as-
sembled at the house of this incompre-
sible man. Madame Danglars had started
when Villefort, on the count’s invitation,
offered his arm ; and Villefort felt that his
glance was uneasy beneath his gold spec-
tacles, when he felt the arm of the baron-
ess press upon hisown. None of this had
escaped the count, and even by this mere
contact of individuals the scene had al-
ready acquired considerable interest tor
an observer. M. de Villefort had on the
right hand Madame Danglars, on his left
Morrel. The count was seated between
Madame de Villefort and Danglars; the
other seats were filled by Debray, who
was placed between the two Cavalcanti,
and by Chateau-Renaud, seated between
Madame de Villefort and Morrel.

The repast was magnificent; Monte-
Cristo had endeavored completely to over-
turn the Parasian ideas, and to feed the
curiosity as much as the appetite of his
guests. It was an Oriental feast that he
offered to them, but of such a kind as the
Arabian fairies might be supposed to pre-
pare. Every delicious fruit that the four
quarters of the globe could provide was
heaped in vases from China and jars from
Japan. Rare birds, retaining their most
brilliant plumage, enormous fish, spread
upon massive silver dishes, together with
every wine produced in the Archipelago,
Asia Minor, or the Cape, sparkling in
bottles wlose grotesque shape seemed to
give an additional flavor to the wine; all
these, like one of those displays with
which Apicius of old gratified his guests,

passed in review before the eyes of the
astonished Parasians, who understood

that it was possible to expend £1000 upon
a dinner for ten persons, but only on the
condition of eating pearls, like Cleopatra,
or drinking beaten gold, like Lorenzo de’
Medici. Monte-Cristo noticed the general
astonishment, and began laughing and
joking about it. “Gentlemen,” he said,
“you will admit that, when arrived at a
certain degree of fortune, the superfluities
of life are all that can be desired ; and-the
ladies will allow that, after having risen
to a certain eminence of position, the
ideal alone can be more exalted. Now,
to follow out this reasoning, what is the
marvellous ?—that which we do not under-
stand. What is it that we really desire?
—that which we cannot obtain. Now,
to see things which I cannot understand,
to procure impossibilities, these are the
study of my life. I gratify my wishes by
two means—my will and my money. I
take as much interest in the pursuit of
some whim as you do, M. Danglars, in
forming a new railway line; you, M. de
Villefort, in condemning a culprit to
death ; you, M. Debray, in pacifying a
kingdom; you, M. de Chateau-Renaud,
in pleasing a woman ; and you, Morrel, in
breaking a horse that no one can ride.
For example, you see these two fish ; one
brought fifly leagues beyond St. Peters-
burg, the other five leagues from Naples.
Is it not amusing to see them both on the
same table?”

“What are the two fish ?” asked Dan-
glars.

“M. Chateau-Renaud, who has lived in
Russia, will tell you the name of one, and
Major Cavalcanti, who is an Italian, will
tell you the name of the other.”

“This one is, I tbink, a sterlet,” said
Chateau-Renaud.

“And that one, if I mistake not, a
lamprey.”

“Just so. Now, M. Danglars, ask these
gentlemen where they are caught.”

“ Sterlets,” said Chateau-Renaud, “are
only found in the Volga.”

*“And,” said Cavalcanti, “I know that
Lake Fusaro alone supplies lampreys of
that size.”

“ Exactly ; one comes from the Volga,
and the other from Lake Fuzaro.”

“ Impossible ! ” cried all the guests sim-
ultaneously.

“Well, this is just what amuses me,”
eaid MonteCristo. I am like Nero—
cupitor impossibilium; and that it is which
is amusing you at this moment. This
fish, which seems so exquisite to you, is
very likely no better than perch or sal-
mon ; but it seemed impossible to procure
it, and here it is.”

“But how could you have these fish
brought to France?”

“Oh, nothing more easy. Each fish
was brought over in a cask—one filled
with river herbs and weeds, the other
with rushes and lake plants; they were
placed in a wagon built on purpose, and
thus the sterlet lived twelve days, the
lamprey eight ; and both were alive when
my cook seized them, killing one with
milk and the other with wine. You do
not believe me, M. Danglars!”

“I cannot help doubting,” answered
Danglars, with his stupid smile.

“ Baptistin,” said the count, “ have the
other fish brought. in—the sterlet and the
lamprey which came in the other casks,
and which are yet alive.” Danglars
opened his bewildered eyes ; the company
clapped their hands. Four servants car-
ried in two casks covered with aquatic
plants, and in each of which was breath-
ing a fish similar to those on the table.

“But why have two of each sort?”
asked Danglars.

“Merely because one might have died,”
carelessly answered Monte-Cristo.

“You are certainly an exiraordinary
man,” said Danglars; and philosophers
may well say it is a fine thing to be rich.”

“And to have ideas,” added Madame
Danglars.

“Oh, do not give me credit for this.
Madame ; it was done by the Romans,
who much esteemed them ; and Pliny re-
lates that they sent slaves from Ostia to
Rome, who carried on their heads fish
which he calls the mulus, and which,
from the description, must probably be
the gold-fish. It was also considered a
luxury to have them alive, it being an
amusing sight to see them die ; for, when
dying, they change color three or four
times, and like the rainbow when it dis-
appears, pass through all the prismatic
shades; after which they were sent to
the kitchen. Their agony formed part of
their merit; if they were not seen alive,
they were despised when dead.”

“Yes,” said Debray; but then Ostia is
only a few leagues from Rome.”

“True,” said Monte-Cristo; “but what
would be the uee of living 1800 years
after Lucullus, if we can do no better
than he could?” The two Cavalcanti
opened their enormous eyes, but had the
good sense not to say anything.

“All this is very extraordinary,” said
Chateau-Renaud ; “still, what I admire
the most, I confess, is the marvellous
promptitude with which your orders were
executed. Is it not true that you only
bought this house five or six days ago?”

“(Certainly not longer.”

“Well, I am sure it is quite transformed
since last week. IfI remember rightly,
it had another entrance, and the court-
yard was paved and empty ; while to-day
we have a splendid lawn, bordered by
trees which appear to be a hundred years
old.”

“Why not? I am fond of grass and
shade,” said Monte-Cristo.

“Yes,” said Madame de Villefort, “ the
door was towards the road before ; and on
the day of my miraculous escape you
brought me into the house from the road,
I remember.”

“Yes, madame,” said Monte- Cristo;
“but I preferred having an entrance
which would allow me to see the Bois de
Boulogne over my gate.”

“In four days!” said Morrel ; “it is ex-
traordinary ! ”

“Indeed,” said Chateau-Renaud, “it
seems quite miraculous to make a new
house out of an old one; for it was very
old and dull too. I recollect coming for
my mother to look at it when M. de
Saint-Meran advertised it for sale two or
three years ago.” i

“M. de Saint-Meran!” said Madame
de Villefort; “then this house belonged
to M. de Saint-Meran before you bought
it

“It appears 80,” replied Monte-Cristo.

“How ? do you not know of whom you
purchased it?”

“No, indeed ; my steward transacts all
this business for me.”

“It is certainly ten years since the
house had been occupied,” said Chateau-
Renaud, “ and it was quite melancholy to
look at, with the blinds closed, the doors
locked, and the weeds in the court.
Really, if the house had not belonged to
the father-in-law of the king’s proctor,
one might have thought it some accursed
place where a horrible crime had been
committed.” Villefort, who had hitherto
not tasted the three or four glasses of
rare wine which were placed before him,
here took one, and drank it of. Monte-
Cristo allowed a short time to elapse, and
shen said, “It is singular, baron, but the
same idea came across me the first time I
entered it; it looked so gloomy I should
never have bought it if my steward had
not acted for me. Perhaps the fellow
had been bribed by the notary.”

“It is probable,” stammered out de

-

Villefott ; “but believe me, I had noth-
ing to do with this corruption. This
house is part of the marriage portion of
Valentine, and M. de Saint-Meran wished
to eell it; for, if it had remained another
year or two uninhabited, it would have
fallen to ruin.” It was Morrel’s turn to
become pale. “There was above all, one
room,” continued Monte-Cristo, “very
plain in appearance, hung with red
damask, which, I know not why, appear-
ed to me quite dramatic.”

“Why s0?” said Danglars “why dra-
matic?”

“Can we account for instinct?” said
Monte-Cristo. “ Are there not some places
where we seem to breathe sadness?—
why, we cannot tell. It is a chain of
recollections—an idea which carries you
back to other times, to other places—
which—very likely, have no connection
with the present time and place. And
there is something in this room which re-
minds me forcibly of the chamber of the
Marchioness de Ganges or Desdemona.
Stay, since we have finished dinner, I
will show it to you, and then we will
take coffe in the garden. After dinner
the play.” Monte-Cristo looked.enquir-
ingly at his guests. Madame de Villefort
rose, Monte-Cristo did the same, and the
rest followed their example. Villefort
and Madame Danglars ;remained for a
moment, as if rooted to their seats; they
interrogated each other with cold, glazed
eyes. “Did you hear?” said Madame
Danglars.

“We must go,” replied Villefort, offer-
ing his arm. Everyone else was already
scattered in different parts of the house,
urged by curiosity ; for they thought the
vigit would not be limited to the one
room, and that, at the same time, they
would obtain a view of the rest of
the building, of which Monte-Cristo
had created a palace. Each one went
out by the open doors. Monte-Cristo
waited for the two who remained;
then, when they had passed, he closed
the march with a smile, which, if they
could have understood it, would have
alarmed them much more than a visit to
the room they were about to enter. They
therefore began by walking through the
apartments, many of which were fitted up
in Eastern style. At length they arrived
at the famous room. There was nothiug
particular about it, excepting that, al-
though daylight had disappeared, it was
not lighted, and everything in it réemained
antique, while the rest of the rooms had
been re-decorated. These two causes
were enough to give it a gloomy tinge.
“Oh!” cried Madame de Villefort, “ it is
really frightful.”” Madame Danglars tried
to utter a few words, but was not heard.
Many observations were made, the result
of which was the unanimous opinion that
there was a sinister appearance in the
room. “Is it not so?” asked Monte-
Cristo. “Look at that large clumsy bed,
hung with such gloomy, blood-colored
drapery! And those two crayon portraits,
that have faded from the damp: do they
not seem to say, with their pale lips and
staring eyes, ‘ We have seen!’” Villefort
became livid ; Madame Danglars fell into
a long seat placed near the.  chimney.
“Oh!” said Madame de Villefort, smiling,
“are you courageous enough to sit down
upon the very seat perhaps upon which
the crime was committéd?” Madame
Danglars rose suddenly.

“And then,” said Monte-Cristo, “this
is not all.”

“What is there more?” said Debray,
who had not failed to notice the agitation
of Madame Danglars.

“Ah! what else is there?” said Dan-
glars ; “ for at present I cannot say that I
have seen anything extraordinary. What
do you say, M. Cavalcanti ?”

“Ah!” gaid he, “we have at Fisa the
tower of Ugolino; at Ferrara, the prison
of Tasso; at Rimini, the room of Frances-
co and Paolo.”

“Yés, but you have not this little stair-
case,” said Monte-Cristo, opening a door
concealed by the drapery. “Look at it,
and tell me what you think of it.”

“What a wicked looking, crooked stair-
case,” said Chateau-Renaud, smiling.

“I do not know whether the wine of
Chios produces melancholy, but certainly
everything appears to me to be black in
this house,” gaid Debray.

Ever since Valentine’s dowry had been
mentioned, Morrel had been silent and
sad. “Can you imagine said Monte-
Cristo, “some Othello, one stormy, dark
night, descending these stairs step by
step, carrying a load which he wishes to
hide from the sight of man, if not from
God?” Madame Danglars half fainted
on the arm of Villefort, who was obliged
to support himself against the wall. “Ah,
madame,” cried Debray, “what is the
matter with you? How pale you look!”

“This is what is the matter with her,’

said Madame de Villefort; “it is very
simple; M. de Monte-Cristo is relating
horrible stories to us, doubtless intending
to frighten us to death.”

“Yes,” said Villefort, really count, you

frighten the ladies.”
“ What is the matter?” asked Debray

in a whisper, of Madame Danglars.

“Nothing,” she replied with a violent
effort. “I want air! that is all.”

“Will you come into the garden?” said
Debray, advancing towards the back stair-
case.

“No, no!” she answered, “I would
rather remain here.”

‘“ Are you really frightened, Madame ? ”
said Monte-Criso.

“Oh, no, sir,” said Madame Danglars;
“but you suppose scenes in & manner
which gives the appearance of a reality.”

“Ah, yes!” said Monte Cristo, smiling}
“it is all a matter of the imagination.
Why should we not imagine this the
apartment of an honest family woman?
And this bed with red hangings, a bed
vigited by the goddess Lucina? And that
mysterious staircase, the passage through
which, not to disturb their sleep, the
doctor and nurse pass, or even the father
carrying the sleeping child?” Here
Madame Danglars, instead of being calmed
by the soft picture, uttered a groan and
fainted.

“Madame Danglars is ill,” said Ville-
fort; “it would be better to take her to
her carriage.”

“Oh! and I have forgotten my smelling-
bottle! ” said Monte-Cristo.

“I have mine,” said Madame de Ville-
fort ; and she passed over to Monte-Cristo
a bottle full of the same kind of red
liquid whose good properties the count
had tested on Edward.

“Ah!” gaid Monte-Cristo, taking it
from her hand.

“Yes,” she said, “at your advice I havé
tried.”

“ And you have sueceeded ?”

“I think s0.”

Madame Danglars was carried into the
adjoining room ; Monte-Cristo dropped a
very small portion of the red liquid upon
her lips she returned fo consciousness.
“Ah!” ghe cried, “what a frightful
dream ! ”

Villefort pressed her hand to let her
know it was not a dream.

M. Danglars was sought, but, little in-
terested in poetical ideas, he had gone
into the garden, and was talking
with Major Cavalcanti on the projected
railway from Leghorn to Florence. Monte-
Cristo seemed in-despair. He took the
arm of Madame Danglars and conducted
her into the garden, where they found
Danglars taking coffee between the Caval-
canti. “Really, madame,” he said, “did
I alarm you much ?”

“Oh, no, sir,” she answered, “but you
know, things impress us differently, ac-
cording to the mood of our minds.” Ville-
fort forced a laugh. “And then you
know,” he said, “an idea, a supposition is
sufficient.”

“Well,” gaid Monte-Cristo, “you may
believe me if you like, but it is my belief
that a crimse has been committed in this
house.”

“Take care!” said Madame de{Villefort,
“the king’s proctor is here.”

“Ah!” rejlied Monte-Cristo, “gince
that is the case, I will take advantage of
his presence to make my declaration.”

“Your declaration ! ” said Villefort.

“Yes, before witnesses.”

“Oh, this is very interesting,” said De-
bray; if there really has been a crime,
we will investigate it.”

“There has been a crime,” said Monte-
Cristo. Come this way, gentlemen ; come
M. Villefort, for a declaration, to be avail-
able, should be made before the competent
authorities.” He then took Villefort’s
arm, and, at the same time, holding that
of Madame Danglars under his own, he
dragged the proctor to the plaintain-tree,
where the shade was thickest. All the
other guests followed. “Stay,” said Monte-
Christo, “here in this veryspot (and he
stamped upon the ground), I had the
earth dug up and fresh mould put in, to
refresh these old trees; well, my man dig-
ging, found a box, or rather the iron-
work of a box, in the midst of which was
the skeleton of a newly-born infant.”
Monte-Cristo felt the arm of Madame
Danglars, while that of Villefort trembled.

“ A newly born infant!” repeated De-
bray ; this affair becomes serious.” .

“Well,” said Chateau-Renaud, “I was
not wrong just now, then, when I said
that houses had souls and faces like men,
and that their exteriors carried impress
of their characters. This house was
gloomy because it was remorseful ; it was
remorseful because it concealed a crime.”
“Who said it was a crime?” asked
Villefort, with a last effort.

“How? is it not a crime to bury a liv-
ing child in a garden?” cried Monte-
Cristo. “And pray what do you call
such an action ?”

“But who said it was buried alive?”
“Why bury it there if it were dead ?
This garden has never been a cemetery.”
“ What is done to infanticides in this
country ?” asked Major Cavalcanti inno-
cently.

“ Oh, their heads are soon cut off,” said
Danglars.

“Ah, indeed ! ” gaid Cavalcanti.

“I think so;am I not right, M. de
Villefort? ” asked Monte-Cristo.

“Yes, count,” replied de Villefort, in a
voice now scarcely human.

Monte-Cristo saw that the two persons
for whom he had prepared this scheme
could scarcely bear it, so, not wishing to
carry it too far, hesaid, “Come, gentlemen,
some coffee, we seem to have forgotten it ;”
and he conducted the guests back to the
table on the lawn.

“Indeed, count,” said Madame Dan-
glars, “I am ashamed to own it, but all
your frightful stories have so upset me,
that I must beg you to let me set down;”
and she fell into a chair. Monte-Cristo
bowed, and went to Madame de Villefort.
“Ithink Madame Danglars again requires
your bottle,” he said. But before Mad-
ame de Villefort could reach her friend,
the proctor had found time to whisper to
Madame Danglars, “ I must speak to you.”

“When?”

“To-morrow.”

“Where?”

“In my office, orin the court, if you
like, that is the gurest place.”

“I will go.”

At this moment Madame de Villefort
approached. “Thanks, my dear friend,”
said Madame Danglars, trying to smile;
it is over now, and I am much better.”

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,
w itching 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 eleep, 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, ete.
are all symptoms of nervous debility that
lead to insanity and déath 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

all diseases peculiar to man. Book sent
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.

EXGELLENGE.
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London, Eng., states he had rheumatism 0 years; suffered
lntenselg‘m)m swelling of hands, feet aud joints, He used
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Oil with marvelous results. Before the second

STHRVZEYOn Pottle was exhausted the pain left him, He is cured.
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IT HAS NO EQUAL.

-suffered from it at all.

When you're languid and dull in the
spring of the year,.
When stomach and liver are all out of

gear,

‘When you’re stupid at morn and feverish
at night,

And nothing gives relish and nothing goes
right,

Don’t try any nostrum, elixir, or pill,—

“ Golden Medical Discovery ” just fills the
bill.

The surest and best of all remedies for
all disorders of the liver, stomach and
blood, is Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery.

Charley Horsey —I don’t think a 2.30
horse is very fast, do you? Miss Tennis
(looking at the clock) — Well, it’s a great
deal faster that a 11.30 man, don’t you
think ?

HE QUIT THE DOCTOR.

Gentlemen,— I was troubled. with dys-
pepsia 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.

Chawles—I have made my plans to
spend all next summer at the big fair.
Ethel —Won’t that be nice! Shall you
g0 a8 a visitor or, or as an exhibit.

THE FEAR OF DEATH.

The fearof death is excited by any
severe attack of disease, especially colds
or conghs. 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.

Mistress — How is it that I saw a
policeman hugging you in the kitchen last
night? Maid—I dunno, mum, unless
you was peekin’ through the keyhole.

Ir 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.

Easily Amused — The bald-headed man
is easily amused. Do youthinkso? Yes.
It tickles him to have a fly creeping
around the bald spot on his head.

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
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.

Mgzs. AmrriA Breny, Hayesland, Ont.

A sneeze ain’t got much business en-
terprise, said Tommy ; every one’s got to
stutter in the nose a minute ’for it goes
off.

DOUBLY COMMENDED.

Sirs,—I had a very bad cold and was
cured by two bottles of Hagyard’s Pectorgl
Balsam. I cannot do without it.

Mgs. W. C. H. Perry, Sea Gull, Ont.

Dear Sirs,—I can highly recommend
Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam as the best
remedy for coughs and colds I have ever
used.

Mgs. F. SteprENSON, Oakland, Ont.

Buy me a pair of cream-colored gloves,
she said. And he, being city bred, bought
her a pair of pale-blue kids.

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.

Gosh! exclaimed Josiah Punkerton, as
he gazed at the leopard in the menagerie,
jes’ look at them freckles!

A PROMINENT LAWYER SAYS:

“I have eight children, every one in
good health, not one of whom but has
taken Scott’s Emulsior, in which my wife
has boundless confidence.”

You are the world to me, he whispered.
All right, she answered. You can be the
sun. I’'m going to marry your father.

King among Liniments is Johnson’s
Anodyne, because it can be taken inter-
nally by everyone.

Mrs. Figgs—Where is that custard I put
away thisnoon? Tommy—I—Iguessit
vanished into the empty heir.

MPE

BAKING

POWDER
E-W.G[LLET T.ror%

AT

THE IMPsss

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.

no Alum, A ia, Lime,
Phosphates, or any Injuriant,

E. W, CILLETT, Toronto, Ont.

1COAL.|

Tho Rubscriber has now in stock a large quantity
of best quality of

LEHIGH HARD COAL.

In Btove and Chestnut sizes.

—— ALSO ——

Old Mine's Sydney,
Reserve Sydney,
Victoria Sydney,
Soft 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’Sales and small Margins. Orders left at the

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

P. FARRELL.

Frederioton, Julyéth, 1892, :

Ves, 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 leading te censumption, lurking
around him,

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

Of pure Norwegian Cod Liver
0il and Hypophosphites
strengthens Weak Lungg' checks all
Wasting Diseases and is a remarkable
Flesh Producer. Almost as Palatable as
Milk. Prepared only by Soott & Bowne, Belleville.

Meat Q‘hoppers.

JUST RECELVED:
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 slrngle, easily taken apart and
c'eaned, and will last a life time. Every family
should have one.

For sale by

R. CHESNUT & BOXNB.

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

BULDUCK BLOOD

Unlocks allthe clogged avenues of the
] Kidneys and Liver, -
ing off gradually without wi wﬁe
system, all the impurities and foul
humors of the secretions; at the same
time Correcting B%;:id.lty of the
Stomach, curing ousness, Dys-

Headach

TERRA COTTA PIPE.

Now landing per schooner Estella R.,

1651 PIECES

Lerra,

Cotta

ipe.

For sale'low by

JAMES S. NEILL.

BOYCE BROTHERS.

Next store above Mr. Hodge’s,

IN BTOCK AND TO ARRIVE :

1000 BU%HELS White and Black Feed
] ats.

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

Oats, Barley and Buckwheat for late sowing.
g;A tfew barrels of good Flour from home grown
W hea

Ohampion 8Bwede Turnip Beed, elo.

Pressed Hay and Btraw.

BOYCE BROS.

Fredericton,June 21,

ALABASTINE.

JUST RECEIVED :
1 TON’ of Alabastine, sixteen different shades
all ready to mix in cold water. No boil-
ln{ or hot water needed.
This is without a doubt an improvement on the
old style. Try it.
For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

G. T. WHELPLEY.

Has just received 2000 Bushels
extra quality

FEEDING - OATS.

To arrive one carload

FLOUR AND FEED.

Always
in
stook;,
and

at

low
prioces,

BRAN,
MIDDLINGS

—AND—

FEED,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

G. T. WHELPLEY,

310 Queen Street,

FREDERICTON.

THE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND

INSURANCE COMPANY.

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

AssgTs IN CANADA, $ e 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip-
tion at

LOWEST CUBRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Agent.

COAL. COAL..

In Stocls:

BLACKSMITH,
VICTORIA and
OLD MINE SYDNEY
HOUSE COAL.

To Arrive:

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL,

In Chestnut, Btove and Egg sizes.

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

Algo 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: orr@®@arr.
JAMES TIBBITTS,

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter,

AND

TINSMITH,

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

OPP COUNTY COURT HOUSE,

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

BLECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL
BELL HANGING,

&
<

Speaking Tubes, &c.

o
ANT DO WITHOUT IT!
ANT DO WITHOUT WHAT?

"7 |FOUNTAIN »*
acs [PEN.

None of your twenty-five cent

arrangements, but a good

CARS

FONTALN PEN

You had better call at

HALL’S,

And get one.

Scotch Fire Bricks and Fice Clay,

Just Received from Glasgow.

5000 ABBFl’BBT&B Fire Bricks, 30 Bags
re Clay.

For sale low by
JAMES B, NEILL.

HARD COAL.

800

NB to arrive and now on the way ex.
Schr. “Mary George,” *‘ Valeita,”

BEST QUALITY OF

ANTHRACITE,

in Broken Egg, Btove and Chestnut sizes.

Parties requiring Coal had better place order and
%et ltY frﬁm vessel as Coal is advancing in price in
ew York.

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

BE. 5. ALLIFEN,
Campbell St., above City Hall.
Lawn Mowers.

FOR BALE LOW AT

NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE,

Horse Shoes' and Wire Nails,

JUST RECEIVED :

EG8 Horse Bhoes and Wire
assorted sizes, at market rates,

R. CHESTNUT & BONB.

Per S. S. Madura.

FROM LONDON.

ABKS pure Linseed Paint oil.
and for sale at market rates.

R. CHESTNUT & BONS.

Nails

200

15

MCMURRAY & CO.

Have now on hand an

54111:::3*

immense stock of

Ol

AND

PINOY

which they will sell at the lowest possible

\

prices; also a few new

INGMACHINES

First Class in every respect,

— FOR ONLY —

$25.00.

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

CAILI. ANND SEE "TEENMN.

McMurray'& Co.'s,;Book and Music Store.




