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® POETRY.

THE RIVER TIME.

Oh! a wonderful stream is the river Time,
As it runs through the realm of tears,
With a favltless rythm and a musical rhyme
And a broader sweep and a surge sublime,

As it blends in the ocean of years!

How the winters are drifting like flakes of
snow,
And the summers like birds between !
And the years in the sheaf, how they come
and they go
On theriver's breast with its ebb and its flow,
As it glides in the shadow and sheen!

There's a magical isle up the river Time,
Where the softest of airs are playing;

There's a cloudless sky and a tropical clime,

And a song as sweet as a vesper chime,
And the Junes with the roses are straying.

And the name of the isle is the “ Long-ago,”
And we bury our treasures there;
There are brows of beauty and bosoms of
snow ?
There are heaps ot dust—Oh, we love them
s0.
There are trinkets and tresses of hair.

There are fragments of songs that nobody
sings,
There are parts of an infant’s prayer;
There’s a lute unswept and a harp without
strings,
There are broken vows and pieces of rings,
And the garments our loved used to wear.

There are hands that are waved when the
fairy shore
By the mirage is lifted in air;
And we sometimes hear through the turbu-
lent roar
Sweet voices we heard in the days gone
before,
When the wind down the river was fair.

Oh! remembered for aye be that blessed isle
All the day of our life until night;
And when evening grows with 1ts beautiful
smile,
And our eyes are closing in slumbers awhile,
May the greenwood of soul be in sight.
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CHAPTER LV.

EXPIATION.

The carridgge stopped at the hotel. Ville-
fort leaped out of the carriage, and saw
his servants, surprised at his early return;
he could read no other expression on
their features. Neither of them spoke to
him ; they merely stood aside to let him
pass by, as usual. As he passed by Noir-
tier's room, he perceived, through the
half-open door, two figures; but he ex-
perienced no curiosity to know who was
visiting his father ; anxiety -carried him
on further. :

“Come,” he said, as he ascended the
stairs leading to his wife’s room, “ nothing
is changed here.” He then closed the
door of the landing. “Nd one must dis-
turb us,” he said ; “ I must speak freely to
her, accuse myself and say—" He ap-
proached the door, touched the crystal
handle, which yielded to his hand. “Not
locked !” he cried ; “that is well.” And
he entered the little room in which Ed-
ward slept ; for though the child went to
school during the day, his mother could
not allow him to be separated from her
at night. With a single glance Villefort’s
eye ran through the room. “Not here,”
he said; “doubtless she is in her bed-
room.” He rushed towards the door; it
was bolted; he stopped, shuddering.
“Heloise!” he cried. He fancied he
heard the sound of a piece of furniture
being moved. “Heloise!” he repeated.

“Who is there? ” answered the voice
of her he sought. He thought that voice
more feeble than usual.

“Open the door!” cried Villefort;
“open, it is I.” But notwithstanding the
tone of anquish in which it was uttered,
the door remained closed. Villefort burst
it open with a violent blow. At the en-
trarce of the room which led to her
boudoir, Madame de Villefort was stand-
ing erect, pale, her features contracted,
and her eyes glaring horribly. “ Heloise!”
he said, what is the matter? speak!”
The young woman extended her stiff
white hand towards him. “It is done,
sir!” she said, with a rattling’ which
seemed to tear her throat. “ What more
do you want” and she fell on the floor.
Villefort ran to her and seized her hand,
which convulsively clasped a crystal bottle
with a golden stopper. Madame de Ville-
fort was dead. Villefort, maddened with
horror, stepped forward two or three paces
and beheld his child lying—no doubt
asleep on the sofa. The unhappy man
uttered an exclamation of joy; a ray of
light seemed to penetrate the abyss of
despair and darkness. He had only to
step over the corpse, enter the boudoir,
take the child in his arms, and flee far,
far away. >

Villefort no longer presented a type of
civilized man ; he more resembled a tiger
wounded to death, whose teeth were
broken in his last agony. He no longer
feared realities, but phantoms. He took
the child in his arms, pressed him, shook
him, called him, but the child replied
not. He pressed his burning lips to the
cheeks, but they were cold and pale; he
felt his stiftened limbs; he pressed his
hand upon the heart, but it no longer
beat: the child was dead. A folded paper
fell from Edward’s breast. Villefort,
thunderstruck, fell upon his knees; the
child dropped from his arms and rolled
on the floor by the side of its mother. He
picked up the paper, and recognizing his
wife’s writing, ran his eyes rapidly over
its contents; they were as follows :

“You know that I was a mother,
since it was for my son’s sake that I be-
came a criminal. A good mother cannot
depart without her son.”

Villefort could not believe his eyes—he
could not believe his reason; he dragged
himself towards the child’s corpse and
examined it as a lioness contemplates its
dead cub. Then a piercing cry escaped
from his breast, and he cried, “Still the
hand of God.” The two victims alarmed
him; he could not bear the solitude
only shared by two corpses. He descend-
ed the little stairs leading into Noirtier's
room. The old man appeared to be listen-
ing attentively to the Abbe Busoni, who
looked cold and calm as usual: Villefort
perceiving the abbe, passed his hand
across his brow. He recollected the call
he had made upon him after the dinner
at Auteuil, and then the vigit the abbe
had himself paid to the house on the day
of Valentine’s death. “You here, sir!”
he exclaimed: “do you, then, never ap-
pear but to act as an escort to death ?”

Busoni turned round, and perceiving
the excitement depicted on the magis-
trate’s face, the savage lustre of his eyes,
he understood that the scene of the assizes
had been accomplished ; but beyond this
he was ignorant. “I came to pray over
the body of your daughter.”

“ And, now, why are you here?”

“I come to tell you that you have suf-
ficently repaid your debt, and that from
this moment I will pray to God to forgive
you, as I do.”

“Good Heavens!” exclaimed Villefort,
stepping back fearfully, “surely that is
not the voice of the Abbe Busoni ! ”

“No!” the abbe threw off his false

tonsure, shook his head, and his hair, no
longer confined, fell in black masses round
his manly face. ’

“It is the face of the Count of Monte-
Cristo!” exclaimed the proctor, with a
haggard expression.

“You are not exactly right; you must
go further back.”

“That voice! that voice '—where did I
first hearit?”

“You heard it for the first time at
Marseilles, twenty-three years ago, the
day of your marriage with Mademoiselle
de Saint-Meran. Refer to your papers.”

“You are not Busoni?—you are not
Monte-Cristo? Oh, Heavens! you are,
then, some concealed, implacable, and
mortal enemy. I must have wronged
you in some way at Marseilles. Oh! woe
to me!”

“Yes; you are indeed right,” said the
count; “search ! search ”

“Who are you, then? Who are you?”

“I am the spectre of a wretch you
buried in the dungeons of the Chateau
d’If. The form of the Count of Monte-
Cristo was given to that spectre when he
at length issued from his tomb, enriched
with gold and diamonds, to reconduct
him to you!”

“Ah! I recognize you! I recognize
you!” exclaimed Villefort; you are—"

“I am Edmond Dantes.”

“You are Edmond Dantes!” cried
Villefort, seizing the count by the wrist,
“then come here!” And he dragged
Monte-Cristo up the stairs ; who, ignorant
of what had happened, followed him in
astonishment, presaging some new catas-
trophe. ‘“Hold, Edmond Dantes!” he
said, pointing to the bodies of his wife
and child. “See! are you well avenged ?”
Monte-Cristo became pale at this horrible
sight; he felt he had passed beyond the
bounds of vengeance, and that he could
no longer say, “ God is for and with me.”
With an expression of - indescribable
anguish, he threw himself upon the body
of the child, reopened its eyes, felt its
pulse, and then rushed with him into
Valentine’s room, of which he double-
locked the door. “My. child!” ecried
Villefort, “he carries away the body of
my child? Oh! curses, woe, death to
you!” and he tried to follow Monte-
Cristo; but, as though in a dream, he was
transfixed to tbe spot; his eyes glared as
though they were starting through the
sockets ; he griped the fiesh on his chest,
until his nails were stained with blood;
the veins of his temple swelled and
boiled as though they would burst their
narrow boundary, and deluge his brain
with living tire. This lasted several
minutes, until the frightful overturn of
reason was accomplished ; then, uttering a
lond scream, followed by a burst of
laughter, he rushed down the stairs.

A quarter of an hour afterwards, the
door of Valentine’'s room opened, and
Monte-Cristo reappeared. Pale, with a

dull eye and heavy heart, all the noble,

features of that face, usually so calm and
serene, appeared overturned by grief. In
his arms he held the child, whom no
skill “had been able to recall to life.
Bending on one knee, he placed it
reverently by the side of its mother,
with ite head upon her breast. Then
rising, he went out, and meeting a
servant on the stairs, he asked, “ Wkere
is M. de Villefort?”

The servant, instead of answering,
pointed to the garden. Monte-Cristo ran
down the steps, and advancing towards
the spot designated, beheld Villefort, en-
circled by his servants, with a spade in
his hand, and digging the earth with
fury. “It is notr here!” he cried. And
then he moved further on, and recom-
menced digging.

Monte-Cristo approached him, and said,
in a low voice, with an expression almost
humble, “Sir, you have indeed lost a son,
but—"

Villefort interrupted him; he neither
listened nor heard. “ Oh, I will find it1”
he cried; “you may pretend he is not
here, but I will find him though I dig
forever!” Monte-Cristo drew back in
horror.

“Oh!” he said, “he ismad!” And as
though- he feared that the walls of the
accursed house would crumble around
him, he rushed into the street, for the
first time doubting whether he had the
right to do as he had done. “Oh! enough
of this—enough of this,” he cried, “let me
save the last.” On entering the house he
met Morrel who wandered about like a
ghost. - “Prepare yourself, Maximiliany’
he said, with a smile; “we leave Paris
to-morrow.”

“Have you nothing more to do there?”
asked Morrel.

“No,” replied Monte-Cristo ; “ God grant
that I may not have done too much al-
ready.”

The next day they indeed left, accom-
panied alone by Baptistin. Haydee had
taken away Ali, and Bertuccio remained
with Noirtier.

CHAPTER LVI.
THE DEPARTURE.

EymmanveL and his wife conversed with
natural astonishment in their little apart-
ment in the Rue Meslay upon the three
successive, sudden, and most unexpected
catastrophes of Morcerf, Danglars, and
Villefort. Maximilian, who was paying
them a visit, listened to their conversa-
tion, or rather was present at it, plunged
in his accustomed state of apathy.

The door of the room was opened, and
the Count of Monte-Cristo appeared on
the threshhold. The young people uttered
a cry of joy, while Maximilian raised his
head, but let it fall again immediately.

“Maximillian,” said the count, “I come

to seek you.”

“To seek me?” repeated Morrel.

“ Whither are you going, count ? ”” asked
Julie.

“In the first instance to Marseilles,
madame. You will see him return to
you gay, smiling and joyful.”

Maximilian cast a look of disdain, al-
most of anger, on the count.

“We must leave you,” said Monte-
Cristo. And pressing his lips on the
hand of Julie, he extended his other
hand to Emmanuel ; then tearing himself
from the house, he beckoned to Maxi-
milian, who followed him passively with
the indifference which was perceptible in
him ever since the death of Valentine
had so stunned him.

As we have before said, the postchaise
was waiting; four powerful horses were
already pawing the ground with im-
patiemce, whilst at the foot of the steps,
Ali, his face bathed in perspiration, was
standing. “Well,” asked the count in
Arabic, “have you been to the old man’s ?”
Ali made a sign in the affirmative.”

“ And have you placed the letter before
him, as I ordered you to do?”

The slave respectfully signalized that
he had. “And what did he say, or rather
do?” Ali placed himself in the light,
and closed his eyes as Noirtier was in the
custom of doing when saying “ yes.”

“Good ! he accepts,” said Monte-Cristo.
“Now let us go.”

These words had scarcely escaped him,
when the carriage was on its road. Half
an hour had fled when the carriage
stopped suddenly; the count had just
pulled the silken check-ring, which was
fastened to Ali’s finger. The Nubian im-
mediately descended, and opened the
carriage door. It was a lovely starlight
night—they had just reached the top of
the hill Villejuif, the platform from
whence Paris, like some dark sea, is seen

to agitate its millions of lights, resembling
phosphoric waves—waves indeed, more
noisy, more passionate, more changeable,
more furious, more greedy, than those of
the tempestuous ocean—waves which
never lie calm, like those of the vast sea—
waves ever destructive, ever foaming,
ever restless. The count remained alone,
and en a sign from his hand, the carriage
advanced some steps. He contemplated
for some time, with his arms crossed, the
vast city. When he had fixed his pier-
cing look on this modern Babylon, which
equally engages the contemplation of the
religious enthusiast, the materialist, and
the scoffer,—* Great city,” murmured he,
inclining his head, and joining his hands
as if in prayer, “less than six months
have elapsed since I first entered thy
gates. It is in thy palpitating bosom
that I bave found that which I sought;
like a patient miner, I have dug deep into
thy very entrails to rot out evil thence;
now my work is accomplished, my mission
is terminatéd, no thou canst neither afford
me pain nor pleasure. Adieu, Parisadieu !”

His look wandered over the vast plain
like that of some genius of the night; he
passed his hand over his brow, and get-
ting into the carriage, the door was closed
on him, and it quickly disappeared on
the other side of the Lill in a cloud of
dust and noige.

CHAPTER LVIIL

THE HOUSE IN THE ALLEES DE MEILLAN.

Ten leagues were passed without a
single word being pronounced. Morrel
was dreaming, and Monte-Cristo was
looking at the dreamer.

The journey was performed with that
marvellous rapidity which the unlimited
power of the count ever commanded,
towns fled from them like shadows on
their path, and trees skaken by the first
winds of autumn seemed like giants
madly rushing on to meet them, and re-
treating as rapidly when once reac
Ere long Marseilles presented herself
view. Powerful memories were stirred
within them both by the sight of that
round tower, that Fort Saint-Nicholas,
that port with its quays of brick, where
they had both gambolled as children;
and it was with one accord that they
stopped on the Canebiere. A vessel was
setting sail for Algiers, on board of which
the bustle usually attending departure
prevailed. The passengers and their re-
latione crowded on the deck, friends taking
a tender but-sorrowful leave of each
other, some weeping, others noisy in their
grief, formed a spectacle, exciting even to
those who witnessed similar ones daily,
but which had not the power to disturb
the current of thought that had taken
possession of the mind of Maximilian
from the moment he had set foot on the
broad pavement ofithe quay.

“Here,” said he, leaning heavily on
the arm of Monte-Cristo,— “here is the
spot where my father stopped, when the
‘Pharaoh’ entered the port; it was here
that the good old man whom you saved
from death and dishonor, threw himself
into my arms. I yet feel his warm tears
on my face, and his were not the only
tears shed, for many who witnessed our
meeting wept also.” Monte-Cristo gently
smiled and said, “I was there;” at the
same time pointing to the corner of the
street. As he spoke, and in the very
direction he indicated, a groan, expressive
of bitter grief, was heard; and a woman
was seen waving her hand to a passenger
on board the vessel about to sail. Monte-
Cristo looked at her with an emotion that
must have been remarked by Morrel had
not his eyes been fixed on the vessel.

“Oh! heavens!” exclaimed Morrel, “I
do not deceive myself: that young man
who is waving his hat, that youth in the
uniform of a lieutenant, is Albert de
Morcerf!”

“Yes,” said Monte-Cristo, “I recog-
nized him.” —“How so?—you were
looking the other way.” The count
smiled, as he was in the habit of doing
when he did not want to make any reply,
and he again turned his looks towards the
veiled female, who soon disappeared at
the corner of the street. Turning to his
friend,— “Dear Maximilian,” said the
count, “ have you nothing to do in this
land?” ——“I have to weep over the
grave of my father,” replied Morrel, in a
broken voice. :

“Well, then go,— wait for me there,
and I will soon join you.”

“You leave me, then?” —“Yes; I
also have a pious vigit to pay.”

Morrel allowed his hand to fall into
that which the count extended to him;
then with an inexpressible melancholy
inclination of the head he quitted the
count, and bent his steps to the east of
the city. Monte-Cristo remained on the
same spot until Maximilian was out of
sight; he then walked slowly towards the
Allees ce Millan to seek out asmall house
with which our readers must have been
familiar at the commencement of this
story. This house, with all its crumbling
antiquity and apparent misery, was yet
cheerful and picturesque, and was the
same that old Dantes formerly inhabited
— the only difference being that the old
man occupied merely the garret, while
the whole house was now placed at the
command of Mercedes by the count.

The female whom the count had seen
leaving the ship with so much regret
entered this house; she had scarcely
closed the door after her when Monte-
Cristo appeared at the corner of a street,
so that he found and lost her again almost
at the same instant. Monte-Cristo, on
stepping into the house, heard a sigh,
almost resembling a deep sob; he looked
in the direction whence it came, and
there, under an arbor of Virginian jessa-
mine, with its thick foliage, and beautiful
long purple flowers, he perceived Mer-
cedes seated, with her head bowed, and
weeping bittgrly. She had raised her
veil, and with her face hidden by her
hands, was giving free scope to those
sighs and tears which had been so long
restrained by the presence of her son.
Monte-Cristo advanced a few paces, which
were heard on the gravel. Mercedes
raised her head, and uttered a cry of ter-
ror on beholding a man before her.

“Madame,” said the count, “it is no_
longer in my power to restore you to hap-
piness, but I offer you consolation ; will
you deign to accept it as coming from a
friend?” — “I am, indeed, most
wretched,” replied Mercedes. ‘“Alone in
the world, I had but my son, and he has
left me!”

“ He possesses a noble heart, madame,”
replied the count, “and he has acted
rightly. He feels that every man owes a
tribute to his country; some contribute
their talents, others their industry ; those
devote their blood, these their nightly
labors, to the same cause. Had he re-
mained with you, his life must have be-
come a hateful burden, nor would he
have participated in your griefs. He will
increase in strength and honor by strug-
gling with adversity, which he will con-
vert into prosperity. Leave him to build
up the future for you, and I venture to
say you will confide it to safe hands.”

“Oh!” replied the wretched woman,
mournfully shaking her head, “the pros-
perity of which you speak, and which,

from the bottom of my heart, I pray God 1

in his mercy to grant him, I can never
enjoy. The bitter cup of adversity has
been drained by me to the very dregs,
and I feel that the grave is not far dis-
tant. You have acted kindly, count, in
bringing me back to the place where I

have enjoyed such bliss. I ought to meet
death on the same spot where happiness
was once all my own. Why, having
recognized you, and I the only one to do
so—why was I able to save my son alone ?
In what am I benefitted by accompanying
my son so far since I now abandon him,
and allow him to depart alone to the bane-
ful climate of Africa? ©Oh, I have been
base, cowardly, I tell you; I have abjured
mdy affections, and I am of evil omen to
those who surround me!”

“No, Mercedes,” said Monte-Cristo, “ no,
you judge yourself with too much severity.
You._are a noble minded woman, and it
was your grief that.disarmed me. 8till, I
was but an agent, led on by an invisible
and offended Deity, who chose not to
withhold the fatal blow that I was des-
tined to_hurl. I take that God to wit-
ness, 2t whose feet I have prostrated my-
self daily for the last ten years, that I
would have sacrificed my life to you, and,
with my life, the projects that were in-
dissolubly linked with it. But—and I
say it with some pride, Mercedes—God
required me, and I lived. The most
dreadful misfortunes, the most frightful
sufferings, the abandonment of all those
who loved me, the persecution of those
who did not know me, formed the trials
of my youth; when suddenly, from cap-
tivity, solitude, misery, I was restored to
light and liberty, and became the possess-
or of a fortune so brilliant, so unbounded,
gso unheard of, that I must have been
blind not to be counscious that God had
endowed me with it to work out his own
great designs. From that time I viewed
this fortune as confided to me for a par-
ticular purpose. Not a thought was given
to a life which you once, Mercedes, had
the power to render blissful: not one
hour of peaceful calm was mine, but I felt
myself driven on like an exterminating
angel. Like those adventurous captains
about to embark on some enterprise full
of danger, I laid in my provisions, I load-
ed my arms, I collected every means of
attack and defence ; I inured my body to
the most violent exercise, my soul to the
bitterest trials; I taught my arm to slay,
my eyes to behold excruciating sufferings
and my mouth to smile at the most horrid
spectacles. From good-natured, confiding,
and forgiving,'T became revengeful, cun-
ning, and wicked, or rather immovable as
fate. Then I launched out into the path
that was opened to me; I overca ie every
obstacle, and reached the goal; but woe
to him who met me in my career!”

“Enough!” said Mercedes, “enough,
Edmond!”

“Before I leave you, Mercedes, have
you no request to make ?” said the count.

“I desire but one thing in this world,
Edmond—the happiness of my son.”

“Yes, your son shall be happy, Mer-
cedes,” repeated the count.

“Then I shall enjoy as much happiness
as this world can possibly confer.”

“Will you not even say you will meet

in,” said Mercedes. “I tell you so to
aga

prove to you that I still hope.” And
after pressing her own trembling hand
upon that of the count, Mercedes rushed
up the stairs and disappeared. Monte-
Cristo slowly left the house and turned
towards the quay. But Mercedes saw not
his departure, though she was seated at
the little window of the room which had
been occupied by old Dantes. Her eyes
were straining to see the ship which was
carrying her son over the vast sea, but
still her voice involuntarily murmured
softly, “ Edmond ! Edmond ! Edmond ! ”

CHAPTER LVIIL

THE PAST.

THE count departed with a sad heart
from the house in which he had left Mer-
cedes, probably never to behold her again.
Since the death of little Edward a great
change had taken place in Monte-Cristo.
Having reached the summit of his ven-
geance by a long and tortuous path, he
saw an abyss of doubt on the other side
of the mountain., More than this, the
conversation which had just taken place
between Mercedes and himself had awak-
ened so many. recollections in his heart
that he felt it necessary to combat with
them. A man of the count’s temperament
could'not long indulge in that melancholy
which can exist in common minds, but
which destroys superior ones. He thought
he must have made an error in his calcu-
lations if e now found cause to blame
himself. He proceeded towards the quay

by the Rue Saint-Laurent, and advanced

to the Consigne; it was the point where
he had embarked. A pleasure-boat was
passing, with its striped awning: Monte-
Cristo called the owner, who immediately
rowed up to him. The weather was mag-
nificent, and the excursion a treat.

The Count of Monte-Cristo, wrapped in
his cloak, could think only of his terrible
voyage, the details of which were, one by
one, recalled to lvis memory. Henceforth
he no longer beheld the clear sky, the
graceful barks, the ardefit lights ; the sky
appeared hung in black, and the gigantic
structure of the Chateau d’If seemed like
the phantom of a mortal enemy.

On landing, the count turned towards
the cemetery, where he felt sure of find-
ing Morrel. He too, ten years ago, had
piously sought ont a tomb, and sought it
vainly. He, who returned to France with
millions, had been unable to find the
grave of his father, who had died of
hunger. Morrel had, indeed, placed a
cross over the spot, but it had fallen down,
and the grave-digger had burnt it, as he
did all the old wood in the churchyard-
The worthy merchant had been more
fortunate. Dying in the arms of his
children, he had been by them laid by
the side of his wife, who had preceded
him in eternity by two years. Two large
slabs of marble, on which were inscribed
their names, were placed on either side of
a little enclosure, railed in, and shaded by
four cypress-trees. Morrel was leaning
against one of these, mechanically fixing
his eyes on the graves. His grief was so
profound he was nearly unconscious-
“Maximilian,” said the count, “you
should not look on the graves, but there;
and he pointed upwards. 3

TO BE CONTINUED.

HAVE YOU NEURALGIA!

If you are suffering the agonies of neu-
ralgia, and have failed to get a remedy

that will afford relief, we want you to

try Polson’s Nerviline. No remedy in the
market has given any thing like the
same degree of satisfaction. Its action on
nerve pain is simply marvelous, and as it
is put up in 25 cent bottles no great ex-
pense is involved in giving it a trial.  Pol-
son’s Nerviline is the most pleasant, pow-
erful, and certain pain remedy in the
world. Sold by druggists and all dealers
in medicine, 25 cents a bottle.

POSSIBILITIES IN FRUIT.

J. W. Bigelow, the president of the N. 8.
Fruit Growers’ Association, says: “Let
no man raise the contention that profit-
able fruit culture cannot be conducted in
every county of the province. If he
studies the subject he will find that there
are millions of dollars of profit in raising
small fruits and berries in every county.
With the introduction of cold storage
warehouses, which will be this year, an
unlimited field for profit is before is. A
million dollars worth of cranberries can
be exported from every county in the
province by putting educated brains into
the business.”

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.

How give them this chance ?

Upin the Northwest is a great empire
waiting for young, and sturdy fellows to
come and develop it and “grow up with
the country.” All over this broad land are
the young fellows, the boys that Lincoln re-
ferred to, seeking to better their condition
and get on in life. :

Here is their chance! :

The country referred to lies along the
Northern Pacific R. R. Here you can find
pretty much anything you want. In Min-
nesota, and in the Red River Valley, or
North Dakota, the finest of prairie lands
fitted for wheat and grain, or as well for di-
versified farming. In Western North Da-
kota, and Montana, are stock ranges limit-
less in extent, clothed with the most nutn-
tious of grasses.

If a fruit farming region is wanted there
is the whole state of Washington to select
from.

As for scenic delights the Northern Paci-
fic Railroad passes through a country un-
paralled. In crossing the Rocky, Bitter
Root and Cascade mountains, the greatest
mountain scenery to be seen in the United
States from the car window is found. The
wonderful bad lands, wonderful in graceful
form and glowing color, are a poem. Lakes
Pend d’' Oreille and Ceeur d’' Alene, are
alone worthy of a trans-continental trip,
while they are the fisherman’s. Ultima
Thule. The ride along Clark’s Fork of the
Columbia river is a daylight dream. To
cap the climax this is the only way to reach
the far-famed Yellowstone Park.

To reach and see all this the Northern
Pacific railroad furnish trains and service
of unsurpassed excellence. The most ap-
proved and comfortable Palace Sleeping
cars; the best Dining cars that can be made;
Pullman Tourist cars good for both first
and second class passengers; easy riding
Day coaches, with Baggage, Express. and
Postal cars all drawn by powerful Baldwin
Locomotives, make a train fit for royalty
itself.

Those seeking for new homes should take
this train and go and spy out the land. To
be prepared, write to

CHAS. 8. FEE,
G.P.&T. A,

advt. St. PAuL, MINN,

Excess.— Young Wife —Oh, Edward,
you do believe that I am thinking of
economy all the time,don’t you? Young
husband — Mabel, your forty-cent tele-
gram this afternoon, telling me where to
go to save fifteen cents on a carpet sweep-
er, warns me that you are thinking of it
too much.

English Spavin liniment removes all
hard, soft or calloused lumps and blem-
ishes from horses, blood spavin, curbs,
splints, ring bone, sweeney, stifles, sprains
sore and swollen throat, coughs, etc. Save
$50 by use of one bottle. Warranted the
most wonderful blemish cure ever known.
Warranted by Davies, Staples & Co. =

Very Careless.— Fashionable Mother
(languidly) — Well, Sarah, how is baby
to-day ? Maid — He cut two teeth this
morning, ma’am. Fashionable Mother
(still more languidly) —That was very
negligent of you, Sarah. You ought not
to let a young baby play with a sharp
knife.

DISAPPEARED.

The author of the coffer-dam joke is
believed to have disappeared, but the
;same old hacking cough comes round
regularly at this tiine of the year. Haw-
ker’s Tolu will cause it also to disappear.

Speed the Parting Guest.— Sister They-
say — I greviously regret ycu are to leave
our church, dear pastor. Pastor Peaceful
— You should not grieve. No doubt the
Lord will send you a better servant to fill
my place. Sister Theyseay —I have no
such hope. Of the last thirteen pastors
we have had each one has been worse
than the other.

ReeumaTisM Curep 1N 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.

Relieved of Worry.—Adorer (feeling his
way)— I — er — suppose your sister " does
not like my coming here so often, does
she? Little Brother (confidently) —Oh,
you needn’t worry about sister. She can
endure 'most anybody.

PAY YOUR BILLS.

You will be better able to do it, if, in-
stead of allowing your system to run
down to the breaking point, you take a
timely course of Hawker’s Liver Pills and
Tonic. And then the Doctor’s bill will
not be on the list of those to be paid.

A Precious Mineral.— School-mistress
(just beginning a nice improved lesson
upon minerals to the juniors) — Now,
what are the principal things we get out
of the earth? Youthful Angler (confi-
dently) — Worms.

Not one person in a hundred wholly
escapes from taking cold at this season.
Therefore at least 99 out of every 100
should be supplied with Hawker’s Tolu,
the great cough cure.

Miss Summit— What made you stick
80 close to Mr. Fiddleback all last evening
when you saw I was dying to talk to him?
Miss Palisade — Don’t blame me, my dear.
He begged me to do it.

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

Days of Reckoning.— Wif62— When we
go anywhere now we have to walk. Be-
fore marriage you always called a carriage.
Husband — That’s why we have to walk
now.

I consider Hawker’s Tolu an A. 1. arti_
cle for coughs and colds, said Conductor
Hoben, of the C. P. R.

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.

Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,
Phosphates, or any Injuriant.
E. W. GILLETT, Toronto, Ont,

you that your ac-

count at the bank

of health is over-

drawn; at this rate you will soon be
bankrupt, unless you take

SCOTT’S
EMULSION

Of Pure Norwegian Cod Liver 0Oil
and Hypophosphites to
build you up.

It will STOP A COUGH, CURE A
COLD, and check CONSUMPTION and
all forms of WASTING DISEASES.Al-
most as palaiable as Milk. Prepared by
Scott & Bowne, Belleville, For sale by
all druggists.

HOUSE FURNISHING
HARDWARE

—FOR THE—

SPRING 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.

NEW SEEDS.

G. T. WHELPLEY,

Has now on hand, a Large Stock

— OF —

Timothy Seed,
Clover Seed,
White and Black
Seed Oats.

— ALSO —

Bradley’s Superpho:phate,

In Large and Small quantities.

310 Queen Street,

Fredericton.

The SULn.

During 1893 THE SUN will be of
surpassing excellence and will print
more news and more pure literat-

ure than ever before in its history.

The Sunday Sun

is the greatest Sunday Newspaper
in the world.

Price 5c¢. a copy. By mail, $2 a year

Dalily, by mail, - - - $6 a year
Daily and Sunday, by

mall, = = = = = = $8 a year

Address THE SUN, New York,

THE BEST.

Best Preparation of Hypophosphites.
" Best Value for the Money.

W Ll XS
EMULSION

—— OF —

COD LIVER OIL

e P e

HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil.

[

THE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
OB

INSURANGE COMPANY.

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

AssgeTs IN CANADA, *- - 870,5625.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip-
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

B

WM. WILSON,

Agent.

COAL. COAL.

In Stoclks:

BLACKSMITH,
VICTORIA and
OLD MINE SYDNEY
HOUSE COAL.

To Arxrive:

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED

SUGAR LOAF HARD GOAL,

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,

GAMPBELL STREET: opy@%erarr.
JAMES TIBBITTS,

Farm for Sale.

HE subscriber’s Farm at ft. Mary’s, near the
Railway Btation, containing 500 acres, 100 of
which are under cultivation.
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on
the premises, all in good repair.
For further particulars apply to

JOHN A. EDWARDS,
Queen Hotel.

Fton, April 9, 1892,

‘Meat Choppers.

JUST RECEILVED:

4 DOZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tioned iron,

hest 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 & SONS.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumher, Gas fitters

AND

TINSMITH,

WOI’LD inform the people of Freder
1icton and vicinity that he has re
amed business on Queen Street,

0P COUNTY COURT HOUS;

where he is prepared to fill ai) oraers im
above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

“Noring  Deliehts

NEW

——AND —

ELEGANT

PatternS

it R

HOUSE
PAPERS.

Rl ; Y, B

EAIILSS

BOOK STORE.
Dissolution Notice.

NOTIOE is hereby given that the professional
co-partnership heretofore existing between
the undersigned, under the firm name WILSON
& WILSON, has this day been dissolved by mutual.

consent.
WILLTAM WILSON.
GEORGE L. WILSON
Fredericton, Nov. 5. 1892.

Scoteh Fire Bricks and Fire Clay,

Just Received from Glasgow.

~ BBESTOS Fire Bricks. 30 Bags
D()()O A Fire Clay. -
For sale low by
JAMES 8. NEILL.

Per. Woodboat Templar.

Just Received ;

30 Barrels Common Whiting, 30 bbls Raw Lin-
seed Oil, 10 bbls Boiled 1inseed Oil, 6 bbls
Machine Oil, 4 bbls Pure Weol Oil, 1 barrel each of
Pure Lard, Fine Cylinder, Pure Olive, Castor and
Needsfo t Oils, 100 kegs Fteel Cut Nails, 1 cask
Miners Shovels, 1 doz. Long Handled Irish Bpades,
5 boxes Common 1Tin, 2 casks Bheet Zinc, 3 casks
mixed Putty, 6 ton Bar Iron assorted, 3 boxes Cut
Tacks, 3 cases Common Pickaxes, 1 bbl T Hiuges,
2 boxes Ftrop Hinges, 1 case Auge's and Auger
Bitts, 1 bale Balmon Twine, 1 bale Gilling Thread.
For sale lowy, by

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Eave Just Received

A

WALL PAPERS

McMURRAY & Co.

1
CAR LOAD

—— OF ——

"

And are now prepared to show the fargest
stock of Wall Paper in the city, in

Canadian

—— - AND —

Americag

Makes.

CALL and SEE the

GOODS.

Also a lot of

REMNANTS,

Which will be sold Low, to make room _ -

for New Gonds.

P. S. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN paper
with BORDERS to match.

[ Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great
Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents. -

‘McMurray & Co.
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