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Marseilles! 
(Continued,) 

  

Monsieur, my sacred character prc. 
hibits me from interfering in this deplor- 
able and scandulous affair. The enemies 
of the church too often accuse the priests 

of going out of their sacristies. I can 
only ask God to pardon your brother. 

Marius, in consternation, had also 

arisen. He realized that he had been 

tricked by Donadei. He strove to keep 

an unmoved countenance. 

‘I thank you,” answered he. ‘Prayers 

are very sweet alms for the unfortunate. 

Ask God that men may do us justice.’ 

He went towards the door, followed by 

the Abbe Chastanier, who walked with 

bowed head. Donadei had affected not 
to see the old priest. 

Upon the threshold, the handsome 

abbe, recovering all his graceful levity. 
retained Marius an instant. 

‘You are employed by M. Martelly, 1 
believe,’ said he. 

‘Yes, Monsieur,” replied the young 
man, in astonishment. 

‘He is a man of high honor, but I know 
he is not one of our friends. Neverthe- 

less, I cherish the most profound esteem 
for him. His sister, Mademoiselle Claire, 

whom I have the honor of directing, is 

one of our best parishioners.’ 

And as Marius stared at him, finding 
nothing to say in reply, Donadei added. 
coloring slightly: . 

‘She is a charming person and of ex- 
emplary piety.’ 

He bowed with exquisite politeness 
and gently closed the door. The Abbe 
Chastanier and Marius, standing alone 
upon the sidewalk, glanced at each other, 
and the young man could not avoid 

shrugging his shoulders. The old priest 
was confused to see a minister of God 

play comedy thus. He turned towards 
his companion and said, hesitatingly : 

‘My friend, we must not blame God if 
his ministers are not always what they 
should be. The young man from whom 
we have just parted is guilty only of 

ambition.’ 
He went on thus, excusing Donadei. 

Marius looked at him, touched by his 

goodness, and, despite himself, he com- 

pared this poor and modest old man with 
the powerful and graceful abbe whose 
smiles were the law of the diocese. Then 

he thought that the church loved not 
her sons with an equal love and that, 

like all mothers, she spoiled the rosy 
faces and tricky hearts, and neglected 
the tender and humble souls who devoted 

themselves in the shade. 
The two visitors were departing, when 

a carriage stopped before the close and 
discreet little house. Marius saw M. de 
Cazalis descend from this carriage; the 
deputy hastily entered the Abbe Dona- 
dei’s dwelling. 

‘Look, father, cried the young man; 
I am certain that the sacred character 

of that priest will not prohibit him from 
working to secure the vengeance of M. 

de Cazalis.’ 
He was tempted to return to that 

house, in which God was made to piay 
so miserable a role. But he calmed him- 
self; he thanked the Abbe Chastanier and 
went his way, saying mentally with 

despair that the last door of safety, that 
of which the high clergy held the key 

had been shut in his face. 
The next day, M. Martelly informed 

him of an attempt he had made with the 
leading notary of Marsailles, M. Douglas. 

a pious man, ;who, in less than eight 
years, had become a veritable power 
through his rich clientele and his liberal 

alms. The name of this notary was loved 
and respected. People spoke [with ad- 
miration of the virtues of this upright 
toiler, who lived «frugally; they had un- 
bounded confidence in his honesty and 
in the activity of his intellizence. 

M. Martelly had availed himself of his 
assistance to invest certain funds. He 
hoped that, if Douglas would lend his 
support to Marius, the latter would have 
a portion of the clergy on his side. He 
went tothe house of the notary and asked 
his aid. Douglas, who seemed -greatly 
preoccupied, stammered out an evasive 
answer, saying that l.e was overburden- 
ed with business and that he could not 
struggle against M. de Cazalis. 

‘1 did not insist, said M. Martelly to 
Marius; ‘I imagined that your ad versary 
had been before you. Iam astonished 
however, that M. Douglas, a man of pro- 
bity, should allow his hands to be tied. 
Now, my poor friend, I am sure that the 
game is entirely up.’ 

Marius had no longer the smallest 
hope. For a month he scoured Marseilles 
striving to win to his cause a few influ- 
ertial men. Everywhere he was receiv- 
ed cold, with satirical politeness. MM. 
Martelly was equally unsuccessful. The 
deputy had rallied all the nobility and 
the high clergy around him. The eciti- 
zens, the commercial, laughed in their 
sleeves, without taking any action, hav- 
ing an atrocious fear of compromising 
themselves. As to the masses they 
lampooned M. de Cazalis and his niece, 
not being able otherwise to serve Philippe 
Cayol. 

Time sped on; the preparations for the 
criminal trial were "progressing rapidly. 
As on the first day, Marius stood alone 
to defend his brother against M. de Caza- 
ali’ hatred and Blanche’s complaisant 
lies. He had constantly beside him M. 
Martelly, who declared himself power- 
less, and Fine, whose fiery talk had gain- 
ed for Philippe the ardent sympathy of 
the girls of the people. 

One morning. Marius learned that his 
brother and the gardener Ayasse had 
been indicted, the first as guilty of ab- 
duction and the second as accomplice in 
the crime. Madame Cayol had been re- 
leased, the proofs against her not being 
snfficient to hold her for trial. 

Marius hastened tojembrace his mother. 
The poor woman had suffered greatiy 
during her imprisonment; her waver.ng 
health was greatly impaired. A few days 
after her discharge from prison, she gently 
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expired in the arms of herson, who swore 
amid his sobs to avenge her death. 

The funeral occasioned a popular 
manifestation. Philippe’s mother was 
taken to the Cimetiere Saint Charles fol- 
lowed by an immanse cortege of women 

of the people, who accused M. de Cazalis 
in loud tones, of being the cause of her 

death. But little was wanting to induce 

these women to rush to the deputy’s house 

and hurl stones at the windows. 
On returning from the burial, Marius. 

in his little apartment on the Rue Sainte 
felt himself alone in the world and wept 

bitterly. His tears solaced him; he saw 

the road he must take, clearly traced be 

fore his eyes. The evils which over 
whelmed him augmented in him the love 
of truth and the hatred of injustice. He 

felt that all the rest of his life nrst be 

devoted to a holy work. 

There was nothing now for him todo in 

Marseilles. The scene of the brama had 

changed. 

accor.ling to the variations of the trial. 

Marius wished to be on the spot to follow 
differen! phases of the case and profit by 
the incidents which might present them- 

selves. -He asked M. Martelly for a 
month’s leave-of-absence, which the ship- 
owner at once granted him. 

On the day of his departure 
Fine in the diligence. 

‘I am going te Aix with you,” said the 

young girl to him calmly. 
‘But this is madness!” cried he. ‘Yon 

are not rich enough to devote yoursels 

thus. And your flowers, who will sell 

then:?”’ : 

‘OL! I have put in my place one of my 
frien 's, a girl who lives upon the same 
landing with me on the Place aux OEnfa. 
[ sail to myself: I can be of use to them 
so I put on my handsomest dress and 
here Iam! 

‘I thank you with all my soul! said 

Marius, simply, in a shaking voice. 

he found 

  

CHAPTER IX. 

: M. DE GIROUSSE GOSSIPS, 

At. Aix, Marius went to. the house of 

Isnurl, who dwelt on the Rue d'Italie. 

merc -r had not been disturbed. A prey 
of su-h slight value was, doubtless, dis- 

dain - 1. 

Fine went straight to the dwelling of 
the jiiler of the prison. She was his 
niec: by marriage. She had her plan. 

She tyok with her a large bouquet of 
roses which was received with delight. 

Her pretty smiles and her caressing 

vivacity made her in two hours her 

uncle's spoiled child; the jailer was a 
wid wer and had two infant daughters of 

when Fine immediately became the 

little mother. 

Tie trial was not to begin until the 

com-uencement of the following week. 

Maris, his hands tied, no longer daring 

to tke a single step, awaited with 

angn sh the opening of the proceedings. 
At t:nes he was still mad enough to 

hop for, to count on, an acquittal. 

0:2 evening; while walking upon the 
Cours, he met M. de Girousse, who had 

coma: from Lambesc to be present: at 
Philippe’s trial. The old gentleman took 
his arm, and, without uttering a word, 

led him to his hotel. 

‘Now, said he, shutting himself up 

with him in a large salon, ‘we are alone, 

my) ‘riend. I can be a plebeian at my 

ease.’ 

Marius smiled at the rough and peca- 
ilar behavior of the comte. 

‘Welly continued the latter, ‘you do 

no! ask me to serve you, to defend you 

aguinst the obstinate and vain nobility to 

who: [ belong. Ah! your brother sought 

for lofty game!’ 

M. de Girousse strode about the salon. 

Su liealy he planted himself before 
Miurins, 

‘Listen to our history,” said he, in an 

excited voice: There are, in this good 
town, fifty old fellows like myself, who 

live apart, cloistered in the depths of a 
past forever dead. We call ourselves the 
flower of Provence, and here we are, in- 

active, twirling our thumbs. But we are 

gentlemen, chivalrous hearts, awaiting 
with devotion the return of our legiti- 
mate princes. Ah! mordieu! we will 

wait a long while, snh a long while that 
solitude and illcaess will kill us before 
the least sigu of a legitimate prince ap- 
pears. if we had good eyes, we would 

see the march of events. We cry to the 

facts. ‘You shall go'no further! and the 

facts calmly pass over our bodies and 
crust us. Iam engaged to see us shut 
up in an infatuation as ridiculous as 

heroic. To think that we are almost al 

rich, that we could almost all become 

intellizent artisans who could toil for the 

prosperity of the country, and that we 
prefer to mould in the recess of our hotels 

like old wrecks of another age 

He took breath, and then continued, 
with greater energy : 

‘And we are all proud of our empty ex- 

istence. We do not work out of disdain 

of toil. . We. have a holy horror of people 
whos2 hands are grimy. Ah! your 

brotiier has tonched one of our daugh- 
ters! He will be made to see if he is of 

the sume blood as we are. We will unite 
together and give a lesson to the clowns; 
we wiil take from them the desire to be 
beloved by our children. Some power- 

ful ecclesiastics will second us; they are 

fatally houn: to our cause. This will be 

a fine campaign for our vanity.’ 
After an instant’ssilence, M. de Girousse 

resumed; jeeringly : 

‘Oar vanity! It has sometimes met 

with huge impeliments. A few years 
before my birth, a terrible drama was 

enacted in the hotel which adjoins mine 

M. d’ Entrecasteonx, the President of 

Parliament assinated his wife there in 

her bed; he cut her throat with a razor, 
urged on, they, say, by a passion which 

he wished to gratify even by the aid of 

crime. The razor was not found until 

twenty-five days afterwards, atthe ex- 

tremity of the garden; they found also 

in the well the victim's jewels, which the 
murderer had thrown there to make jus- 

tice believe that the motive of the as- 
sassination had been robbery. President 

ad’ Eutrecasteaux fled and retired, [ be- 

lieve, to Portugal, where he died miser- 

ably. The Parliament condemned him | 
for non-appearance to be broken alive up-   r ] 

on the wh2el. You see that we also ve. 

our scoundrels and that the people have 
no reason to envy us. This cowardly 

cruelty on the part of one of our number 
struck, at the time, a heavy blow on ouf 

authority. A novelist might make a 

stirring romance of that bloody and lugu- 
brious history; 

‘Aad we also know how to cringe,’ said 

M. de Girousse, whe had resumed walk- 
ing. ‘For example, when Fouche, the 
regicide, then Due d'Orante, was, about 

1810, temporarily exiled to our city, all 
the nobles threw themselves at his feet. 

[ recall an anecdote whieh shows to 

what base servility we descended. On 

the first of January, 1811, a line was 

formed to offer the former member of 

the Convention the wish of a happy new 

year; in the reception salon, they were 

talking of the extreme cold then prevail- 

ing, and one of the visitors expressed 
fears as to the fate of the olive trees. 
‘Ah! what do we care about olive trees, 

The action was to occur at Aix, Leried one of the noble personages, ‘pro- 
vided that M. the Duc enjoys good 
health” See how we are to day, my 
frien, humble with the powerful hanghty 

with thie weak. There are, without 

doubt, exceptions, but they are rare. 

You can readily understand that your 
brother will be convicted. Our pride. 
which bends before a Fouche, cannot 

bend before a Cayol. That logical. Good 
evening’ 

The nextday, the young man met him 

again. M. de Girousse, as on the pre- 

vious evening, led him into his hotel. 

He held in his hand a journal contain- 
ing the names of the jurors who were to 
try Philippe. 

He struck the journal forcibly with his 
finger. 

‘Here are the men, cried he, ‘who are 

to be entrusted with vour brother's fate. 

Shall I give you a few histories in regard 

to them? Those histories are curious 
and instructive.’ 

M. de Girousse had seated himself. 

He ran his eye over the journal, shrug- 

ging his shoulders. 

‘It 13,” said he, at last, ‘a select jury, an 

assemblage of rich people whose interest 
it is to serve the cause of M. de Cazalis. 

They are all more or less church-wardens» 

more or less frequenters of the salons of 
the nobility. Nearly all of them have 
for friends men who pass their mornings 
in the churches and squeeze: money 
wrongfully out of their customers the 
rest of the day.’ 

Then he named the jurors one by one, 
and spoke of the society in which they 

moved with indignant vehemence. 

‘Humbert, said he,—‘the brother of a 

merchant of Marseilles, of an oil dealer, 

an honest man held in high consideration 

ghom all the poor devils salute. Twenty 

years ago, their father was only an 

humble clark. To-day, the sons are 

millionaires, thanks to his shrewd specu- 

lations. One year, he sold in advance, at 

the current price, an enormous quantity 

ot oil. A few weeks afterwards, the cold 

killed the olive trees and the crop was 
lost; hie was ruined if he did not deceive 
his customers. But our man preferred 

deception to poverty. While his brethren 
in the trade delivered sound merchandise 

at a loss, he bought all the spoiled oil, all 

the rancid oil, he could find, and made 

his promised deliveries. His customers 
complained and grew angry. The specu- 

lator coolly replied that he had strictly 

kept his promises, and that they could 

demand nothing further of him. The 
trick was played. All Marseilles knows 

this history and has not enough bows for 

this adroit man. 

‘Gantier—another merchant of Mar- 

seiiles. He has a nephew, Paul Bertrand, 
who tricked on a vast scale. This Bert- 

rand was in partnership with a Sieur 
Aubert, of New York, who sent him car- 

goes of merchandise to be sold at Mar- 

seilles. They were to divide the profits. 
Our man made a great deal of money at 

this business, the more because he took 

care to cheat his partner in each division. 
One day, a crisis was reached and losses 

came. Bertrand continued to accept the 
merchandise which the ships still brought 
but refused to pay the drafts Aubert 

drew upon him, saying that business 
had proved unfortunate with him and 
that he was embarrassed. The drafts 
went back, and returned again with en- 

ormous costs added. Then Bertrand 
calmly declared that he would not pay 
them, that he was not obliged eternally 
to remain Aubert’s partner and that he 
owed him nothing. Another sending 

back of the drafts; new costs, heavy rein- 
bursements for the surprised and indig- 

nant New York merchant. The latter, 
who could sue ~ only by power 

of attorney, lost the action for 

damages and interest - which he 
brought against Bertrand! I have been 
assured that two-thirds of ‘his fortune, 
twelve hundred thousand francs, were 
swallowed up in this catastrophe. Ber- 
trand remains the most honest man in 

the world; he is a member of all the so- 

cieties and several congregations; he is 

envied and honored. > : 

‘Dutailly—a grain merchant. There 

happened in the;past to one of his sons- 
in-law, George Fouque, a misadventure, 

the scandal of which his friends hasten- 
ed to stifle. TFouque always so managed 

it as to cause the cargoes, which the ships 
brouzhit him, to be found damaged. The 

insurance companies paid, upon the 
report of an expert. Weary of paying 
constantly, these companies entrusted 

the dnty of reporting to an honést baker, 

who speedily received, a visit from 
The latter. while chatting about 

unim rant matters, slipped some gold 
pieces tuto his band. The baker let the 

pieces Tl, and with a kick, sent them 

Fong. 

int. te middle of the apartme=t. The 

scene took place in the presence of a 
numer of persons.  Fouque has lost 
nothing of his credit. 

. ‘Delorme—a man who livesina town 
near Marseilles. He retired from busi- 

ness long ago. Listen to the details of 
an infamous action committed by his 

cousin Mille. Thirty years since, Mille’s 

mother kept a mercer’s shop. When the 

old lady retired, she transferred her   ! stock to one of her clerks, an aetive and 

intelligent fellow, whom she regarded 
almost as a son. The young man, whose 

name was Michel, soon paid his debt and 

so increased his trade that he was ob- 
liged to take a partner. He chose a Mar- 
seilles youth, Jean Martin, who had some 
money and who seemed to be honorable 
and industrious. It wasa certain fortune 
which Michel offered his partner. At 
first, everything went for the best. The 
profits were augmented yeariy, and the 

two associates put aside a round sum at 
the close of every twelvemonth. But 

Jean Martin, greedy of gain and dream- 

ing of a rapid fortune, said to himself at 
last that he would make twice as much 

if he were alone. The matter was hard 

to accomplish; Michel, in short, was his 
benefactor, and the owner of the house, 

M.ne. Milles's on, was his friend. Should 

the latter prove to be an honest man, 
Jean Martin would fail in his shamefu! 

project. He called on him, counting 

upon finding a man of his own stamp, 

and, fonnd in him the scoundrel he 

sought. Martin asked for a new lease in 

his own name,- offering a large sum of 

money, and, as Mille haggled, he don- 

bled, then tripled the amount. Mille, 
who is a pendant and miser, sold him- 

self for the highest possible price; the 

bargain was concluded. . Then Jean 

Martin played with Michel the role of 
a hypocrite; he told him that he wished 

to dissolve their partnership agreement 
that he might establish himself further 

away; he even pointed out to him the 

shop he had hired. Michel, astonished. 

but not suspecting the infamous proceed- 
ing of which he was to be the victim, 

informed him that he was at liberty to 

withdraw, and the agreement was an- 

nuled. A short time afterwards, Michel's 
lease expired, and Jean Martin in his 
new lease in hand, triumphantly showed 

his former partner the door. Such crimes 

escapes human justice, but the cowardly 

and greedy wretches who commit them 

are condemned by the tribunal of men of 
honor. I cannot sufficiently express my 
contempt for this Mille, who, from in- 

fancy had been the friend, the brother, 

so to speak, of Michael, whom he be- 

trayed in a manner so venal ‘and so base. 

There are plenty of such foul consciences 
as his, which bear the weight of an in- 

famous deed lightly. Since we cannot 

drag into the Cour d’Assises these cun- 

ning criminals. who cast their friends 

upon the sidewalk for a bag of hundred- 

sou pieces, we should post their names 
in huge letters at the street corners and 

each passer should spit upon them. That 
is the ignoble pillory they deserve. 
Michael, driven almost wild by this trea- 

son, established himself in another loca- 

lity; but, having no longer any customers, 

he lost the money he had laboriously 

amassed by thirty years of toil. He died 
of paralysis amid atrocious suffering, 

crying cut that Mille and Martin were 
wretches and traitors, and calling upon 

his sons for vengeance. To-day, his sons 
are working, are sweating blood and 

water to win a position. Mille is allied 

to the first families of the city; his chil- 
dren are rich; they live luxuriously, sur- 

rounded by the devotion and esteem of 
all. 

‘Faivre—His mother took for Ler 

second husband a Sieur Chabran, a ship 
owner and note shaver. Under pretext 

of unforturate speculations, Chabran 
wrote one day to his numerous creditors 

that he was forced to suspend payment. 

Some consented to give him time. The 

majority wished to prosecute him. Then 

Chabran hired two young lads, into 

whose ears for a week he poured a cer- 
tain lesson: then, flanked by these two 

little beings, perfectly drilled, he visited, 
one after another, all his credltors, be- 

wailing his trouble and demanding pity 
for his two sons, ragged and without 

bread. The trick succeeded marvellous- 
ly. All his creditors tore up their notes. 
The following day, Chabran was at the 

Bourse, calmer and more insolent than 
ever. A broker, who was ignorant of 

what had taken place, proposed to him 

to discount two notes, signed by some of 

the very merchants who, the day before, 

had given quittance to this wretch. ‘I 
will have nothing to do with people of 
that class,” he answered, boldly. Now, 
Chabran has almost given up business; 

he lives in a splendid hotel, where he 

gives sumptuous dinners on Sundays. 

‘Gerominot—the President of a club at 
which he passes his evenings, and a 
usurer of the worst kind. He has made, 
they say, a million francs at that busi- 
ness, which has enabled him to marry 
his danghter to a shining light of finance. 

His name is Pertigny, but, since the fail- 

ure which left in his hands a capital of 
three hundred thousand francs, he has 

called himeelf Felix. This adroit seoun- 
drel made, forty years ago, bis first fail- 

are, which put him in condition to buy a 

house. His creditors received fiteen per 
cent. Ten years, later a second failure 
permitted him to acquire a superb coun- 

try mansion. His creditors received ten 

pet cent. Scarcely fifteen years ago he 

made a third failure for three hundred 

thousand france and offered five per 
cenf. The ereditors having refused to 
accept it, he proved to them that all his 
wife, and did not give them a centime.’ 

Marius was discouraged; he made a 
gesture of disgust, as if to internpt these 
ignominious revelations. 

You do not believe me, perhaps,’ re- 
sumed the terrible comte, with a certain 
hautiness. ‘You are a young innocent 
my friend. I have not finished; I wish 
you to hear me to the end.’ 

M. de Girousse jeered with sinister 
heat. His words, loud and hissing, fell 

like the crack of a whip upon those whose 
foul histories he recited. One recognized 

the disdainful gentleman from the free- 

dom of his speech aud the generous 
impetnogity of his fury. 

He named the jurors turn by turn; Le 
scanned their lives and those of their 
families; he exposed all the shame and 
wretchedness in them. Very few, indeed 
did he spare Tnen he violently placed 
himself befor: Marius and continued, 
with asperity : 

‘Did you have the innocence to believe 
that all those millionaires, all those par- 
venus, all those powerful people, who 
doinineer over and crush you, were little 
saints and just men wlose lives were 
without stain? ; 

To be continued.     
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ing terms :— 
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5 PARLOR 3 SUITS 5 UPHOLSTERED 3% 
or Trimmed up. We can make them look as Good as New with 

Very Little Expense. Easy Chairs, Lounges, and 

All kinds of Furniture Upholstered. 
B=" Old Hair and Flock Mattresses Renewed. 

All Work done with Neatness an Despatch. J 

Bed-room Suits, Beadsteads, Parlor Suits, ete., Made to Order. Also 
Hair, Flock, Flock-top and Excelsior Mattresses. 

Wire Mattresses, Parlor Centre Tables, Hat Racks, Easy Chairs, Lounges 
and a Full Assortment of Common, Cane, and Perforated Chairs, 
EZ Call and Inspect Our Goods and Prices. Our expenses are low 

and we can SELL LOWER than any house in the trade. 

W. E. MILLER & CO., 
- Next below Ely Perkins. 155 Queen St, 

Mar, 19—3m,   

New Goods . 
A Full Stock to Select From at 

OWEN SHARKEY’S. 
New Dress Goods, all leadipe 

1 1 AJ 
5 Shades ang! Colors. 

New Prints, Fancy Plaids and 
Teazle Cloths. 
New Ribbons, Velvets, Hamburgs 

and Laces; Mantles, Jers Para- 
sols, Gossemers, Gloves and Fast 
Black Hose. 

New Ready Made Clothing, 
Hats, Caps, Shirts, Braces, Collars 
and Ties. 

For Boys’ Youths’ and Men, new 
A nn . - Cloths, ['weeds, Pantings, and Fur- 

nishing Goods. Melissa Clothing 
and Umbrellas. 

New Table Linens, Naptms Ta- 
ble and Floor Oileloths, Wool and 
Hemp Carpets, Lace Curtains and 
Curtain Nets and Cretons. 

New Trunks, Valises, Satchels 
ete, at the Lowest Prices, 

lemnants of Tweeds, 
Goods, Flannelet, ete. 

EZ Room Paper at a Sacrifice. TF 

0. Sharkey. 

Dress 

  

Fredericton, N. B. 

Mrs. B. Atherton, Prop. 
Fredericton, N. B. July, 5th, 91. 
  

All Sizes. =—~ 

Harvey's 
PHOTOGRAPHS. 

w—" All Styles. 

164 queen St. 

  

Constantly Receiving Fresh 
; A Ei og NH Supplies of Steer Beef, Spring 
Laml, Calves and Mutton of 

The Best Quality, 
and keep constantly on hand 
Corned Beef and Pork, Ham 
and Fresh Eggs, all of which _ 
we sell at the Lowest Prices 
consistent with the Quality of 
the Stock We Offer. 

Send in your order for a trial. 

KELLEHER & SMITH. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 
PLUMBER, 

Gas and -:- 

  

Steam 
FITTER, 

Queen - - Street, 
Opp. County Court House. 

    
Laocoon in 

the coils of 
the fatal ser- 
pents was not 
more helpless 
than is thé 

under the ef- 
fects of dis 
ease, excesses, 

--m overwork, 
worry, efc. Rouse yourself. Take 
heart of hope again and BE A MAN | 
We have cured thousands, who 
allow us to refer to them. WE CAN 
CURE YOU by use of our exclusive 
methods and appliances. Simple, 
unfailing treatment at home for 
Lost or Failing Manhood, General or 
Nervous Debility, Weaknesses of 
Body and Mind, Effects of Errors or 
Excesses in Old or Young. Robust, 
Noble Maxmoop fully Restored. 
Improvement seen the first day. 
How to enlarge and strengthen, 
WEAK, UNDEVELOPED ORGANS AND 
PARTS OF Bony. Men testify from 
50 States and Foreign Countries. 
Write them. Book, explanation 
and proofs mailed (sealed) free. 
Address 

ERIE MEDICAL CO., 

man whopines ~~ 

—— 

Je
 

E oF 

o
w
s
.


