
POETRY. 

“BE GOOD TO YOURSELF.” 

* Good-bye | Good-bye!” the driver said, 

As the coach went off in a whirl 
(And the coachman bowed his handsome 

head); 
“Be good to yourself, my girl!” 

Ah, many a fond good-bye I've heard 

From many an aching heart; 
And many a friendly farewell word, 
‘When strangers come to part. 

And I've heard a thousand merry quips, 
= And many a senseless joke, 
And many a fervent prayer from lips 
That all a tremble spoke; 

And many a bit of good advice 
In smooth proverbial phrase; 

And many a wish—of little price— 

For health and happy days; 

But, musing how the human soul 
(What'er the fates may will) 

Still measures by its self-control 

Its greatest good or ill. 

. Of benedictions, I protest, 

'Mid many a shining pearl, 
I like the mery coachman’s best: 

‘* Be good to yourself, my girl!” 
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CHAPTER XII. 

MATRIMONIAL PROJECTS. 

The result then, of six more such 

months as this would be to reduce the 
third-rate house to despair.” 

“Oh!” said Danglars, becoming very 

pale, “how you are running on!” 
“Let us imagine seven such months,” 

continued Monte-Cristo, in the same tone. 

“Tell me, have you ever thought that 
seven times 1,700,000 francs make. nearly 

twelve millions? No, you have not; well 
you are right, for if you indulged in such 

reflections, you would never risk your 
principal, which is to the speculator what 

the skin is to civilized man. We have 
our clothes, some more splendid than 
others, this is our credit ; but when a man 

dies he has only his skin; in the same 
way on retiring from business, you have 
nothing but your real ‘principal of about 

tive or six millions at the most; for third 
rate fortunes are never more than a 
fourth of what they appear to be, like the 

locomotive on a railway, the size of which 

18 magnified by the smoke and steam 
surrounding it. Well, out of the five or 

six millions which form your real capital 
you have just lost nearly two millions, 

which must, of course, in the same degree 

diminish your credit and fictitions fortune; 

to follow out my simile, your skin has 
peen opened by bleeding, which, repeated 

three or four times, will cause death ; so 

pay attention to it M. Danglars. Do you 
want money? Do you wish me to lend 

you some?” 

“What a bad calculator you are!” ex- 

claimed Danglars, cali. g to his assistance 
all his philosophy and dissimulation. “I 

have made money at the same time by 
speculations which have succeeded. I 

have made up for-the loss of blood by 
nutrition. I lost a battle in Spain, I have 
been defeated in Trieste, but my naval 

army in India will have taken some 
galleons; and my Mexican pioneers will 

have discovered some mine.” 

“Very good! very good! But the leak 

remains, and will reopen at the first loss.” 

“No! for I am only embarked in cer- 
tainties,” replied Danglars, with the air 
of a montebank sounding out his own 

praises; “to involve me, three govern- 
ments must crumble to dust.” 

“Well! such things have been!” 

“That there should be a famine!” 
“ Recollect the seven fat and seven lean 

kine.” 

“Or, that the sea should become dry, 

as in the days of Pharaoh ; and even then 
my vessels would become caravans.” 

“So much the better. I congratulate 

you, my dear M. Danglars,” said Monte- 
Cristo; I see I was deceived, and that you 

belong to the class of second-rate for- 

tunes.” 

“I think I may aspire to that honor,” 

said Danglars with a smile, which re- 
minded Monte-Cristo of one of those sick- 
ly moons which bad artists are fond of 
daubing into their pictures of ruins; “ but 

while we are speaking of business,” he 

added, pleased to find an opportunity of 

changing the subject, “ tell me what I am 
to do for M. Cavalcanti.” 
“Give him money if he is recommend- 

ed to you, and the T—— seems 
» 

“Excellent! he presented himself this 

morning with a bond of 40,000 francs, 
payable at sight on you, signed by Busoni, 

and returned by you to me, with your en- 
dorsement ; of course, I immediately count- 

ed him over the forty bank-notes.” 
Monte-Cristo nodded his head in token 

of assent. “ But that is not all,” continued 

Danglars; “he has opened an account 

with my house for his son.” 

“May I ask how much he allows the 
young man?” 

“Five thousand francs per month.” 
“Sixty thousand francs per year. I 

thought I was right in believing that 

Cavalcanti to be a stingy fellow. How 

can a young man live upon 5000 francs 
per month?” : 

“But you understand that if the young 

man should want a few thousands more 
» 

“Do not advance it; the father will 

never repay it; you do not know these 
ultramontane millionaires ; they are regu- 

lar misers. And by whom were they 
recommended to you ?” 

* Oh, by the house of Fenzi, one of the 
best in Florence.” 

“Ido not mean to say you will lose, 

but, nevertheless, mind you hold to the 
terms of the agreement.” 
“Would you not trust the Cavalcanti ?’ 
“I? oh, I would advance six millions 

on his signature. I was only speaking in 

reference to the second-rate fortunes we 
were mentioning just now.” 

“ And with all this, how plain he is! I 
should never have taken him for any- 
thing more than a mere major.” 
“And you would have flattered him, 

for certainly, as you say, he has no man- 
ners. The first time I saw him he ap- 

peared to me like an old lieutenant who 
had grown mouldy beneath his epaulette. 

But all the Italians are the same; they 

are like old Jews when they are not glit- 
tering in Oriental splendor.” 

“The young man is better,” said Dan- 
glars. 
“Yes; a little nervous, perhaps, but, 

upon the whole, he appears tolerable. I 
was uneasy about him.” ~~ ooo) 

“ Why ?” 

“Because you met him at my house 
just after his introduction into the world, 
as they told me. He has been travelling 
with a very severe tutor, and had never 
been to Paris before.” 
Ah, I believe noblemen marry amongst 

themselves, do they not?” asked Dan- 

glars, carelessly ; they like to unite their 
fortunes.” 

“Tt is usual certainly; but Cavalcanti is 

a crank who does nothing like other 
people. ‘I cannot help thinking he has 
brought his son to France to choose a 
pio 

“Do you think so?” 
“I am sure of it.” 
“ And you have heard his fortune men- 

tioned ?” 
“ Nothing else was talked of ; only some 

said he was worth millions, and others 
that he did not possess a farthing.” 

“ And what is your opinion?” 

“I ought not to influence you, because 
it is only my personal impression.” 
“Well, and it is that——" 
“My opinion is, that all these old 

podestats, these ancient condottieri, for 
the Cavalcanti have commanded armies 

and governed provinces, my opinion, I 

say, is that they have buried their mil- 
lions in corners, the secret of which they 
have only transmitted to their eldest 
sons, who have done the same from gen- 
eration to generation, and the proof of 

this is seen in the yellow and dry appear- 
ance, like the florins of the republic, 
which, from being constantly gazed upon, 

have become reflected in them.” 
“Certainly,” said Danglars, “and this 

is further supported by the fact of their 
not possessing an inch of land.” 
“Very little, at least; I know of none 

which Cavalcanti possesses excepting his 
palace in Lucca.” 
“Ah! he has a palace?” said Danglars, 

laughing “ come that is something.” 

“Yes; and more than that, he lets it 
to the minister of finances v-hile he lives 
in a plain house. Oh! as Itgold you be- 
fore, I think the good maa very close!” . 
“Come, you do not flatter him.” 

“I scarcely know him ;I think I Se 
seen him three times in my life; all I 

know relating to him is through Busoni 
and myself; he was telling him this morn- 
ing that, tired of letting his property lie 

dormant in Italy, which is a dead nation, 
he wishes to find a method, either in 

France or England, of multiplying his 
millions; but remember, that though I 
place great confidence in Busoni, I am 

net responsible for this.” 
“Never mind; accept my thanks for 

the client you have sent me; it is a fine 

name to inscribe on my lists, and my 
cashier was quite proud of it when I ex- 
plained to him who the Cavalcanti were. 
By the way this is merely a simple ques- 

tion, when this kind of people marry 
their sons, do they give them any for- 

tune?” 
Qh, that depends upon circumstances. 

I know an Italian prince, rich as a gold 

mine, one of the noblest families in Tus- 

cany, who, when his sons married accord- 

ing to his wish, gave them millions; and 
when they married against his consent, 

merely allowed them thirty crowns a 
month, Should Andrea marry according 

to his father’s views, he will, perhaps, 

give him one, two or three millions. For 
example, supposing it were the daughter 

of a banker, he might take an interest in 
the house of the father-in-law of his son; 
then again, if he disliked his choice, the 
major takes the key, double-locks his 

coffer, and Master Andrea would be ob- 
liged to live like the son of a Parisian, by 

shuffling cards or rattling the dice.” 
“Ah! that boy will find out.some 

Bavarian or Peruvian princess; he will 

want & crown and an immense fortune.” 

“No; these grand lords on the other 
side of the Alps frequently marry into 

plain families; like Jupiter, they like to 

cross the race. But do you wish to marry 
off Andrea, my dear M. Danglars, that 

you are asking so many questions?” 
“Faith!” said Danglars, “it would not 

be a bad speculation, I fancy, and you 
know I am a speculator.” 
“You are not thinking of Mademoiselle 

Danglars, I hope; you would not like 
poor Andrea to have his throat cut by 
Albert?” 
“Albert!” repeated Danglars, shrug- 

ging his shoulders; “ah, yes; he would 
care very little about it, I think.” 

“But he is betrothed to your daughter, 

I believe ?” 
“Certainly, M. de Morcerf and I have 

talked about this marriage, but Madame 
de Morcerf and Albert—" 

“You do not mean to say that it would 
not be a good match ?” 

“Indeed, I imagine that Mademoiselle 
Danglars is as good as M. de Morcerf.” 

“Mademoiselle Danglars’ fortune will 

be great, no doubt, especially if the tele- 

graph should not make any more mis- 

takes.” 
“Oh! I do not mean her fortune only; 

but tell me, why did you not invite M. 

and Madame de Morcerf to your dinner?” 
“I did so, but he excused himself on 

account of Madame de Morcerf being 
obliged to go to Dieppe for the benefit of 

sea air.” 

“Yes, yes.” said Danglars, laughing, “it 
would do her a great deal of good.” 

“ Why 80?” 

“Because it is the air she always 

breathed in her youth.” Monte-Cristo 
took no notice of this ill-natured remark. 
“But still, if Albert be not so rich as 

Mademoiselle Danglars,” said the count, 

“you must allow he has a fine name?” 
“So he has; but I like mine as well.” 

“Certainly ; your name is popular, and 

does honor to the title they intended to 
adorn you with; but you are too intelli- 

gent not to know, that according to a 
prejudice, too firmly rooted to be extermi- 

nated, a nobility which dates back five 

centuries is worth more than one that 
can only reckon twenty years.” 

“And for this very reason,” said Dan- 

glars, with a smile which he tried to 
make sardonic, “I prefer M. Andrea 

Cavalcanti to M. Albert de Morcerf.” 
“Still, I should not think the Morcerfs 

would yield to the Cavalcanti?” 

“The Morcerfs ?—Stay, my dear count,” 

said Danglars; “you are a clever man, 
are you not?” 

“1 think so.” 
“ And you understand heraldry ?” 

“ A little.” 
“Well, look at my coat of arms, it is 

worth more than Morcerf’s. 

“Because, though I am not a baron by 
birth, my real name is, at least, Danglars.” 

“ Well, what then?” 

“While his name is not Morcerf.” 

“How !—not Morcerf?” 
“Not the least in the world.” 
“Goon!” 

“TI have been made a baron, so that I 

actually am one; he made himself a 

count, so that he is not one at all,” 
“ Impossible! ” 

“ Listen, my dear count; M. de Morcerf 
has been my friend, or rather my ac- 

quaintance, during the last thirty years. 

You know I have made the most of my 

arms, though I never forgot my origin.” 
“A proof of great humility or great 

pride,” said Monte-Cristo.” 

“Well, when I was a clerk, Morcerf 
was a mere fisherman, and then he was 

called Fernand Mondego.” 
“You are sure?” 
“I have bought enough fish of him to 

bicew-his ngme.’ 
“Then, why did you THK of giving 

your daughter to him?” 

“Because Ferdinand and 3 glars, 
being both new nobles, both richy are 

about equal in worth, excepting that 
there have been certain things mentioned 
of him that were never said of me.” 

“Ah, yes! what you tell me recalls to 

mind something about the name of Fer- 
nand Mondego. I have heard that name 

in Greece.” 
“In conjunction with the affairs of Ali 

Pacha?” 

“Exactly go.” 

“1 acknowledge-I would .have given. any- 
thing to find it out” 

“It would be very easy if you much 
wished it?” 
“How so?” 

“Probably you have some Sitesoni- 
ence in Greece?” 
“At Janina.” 

“Well, write to your correspondent in 
Janina, and ask him what part was played 
by a Frenchman named Fernand Monde- 
go in the catastrophe of Ali Tebelen.” 
“You are right,” exclaimed Danglars, 

rising quickly, “I will write to-day.” 

“And you should "hear of anything 

“I will communicate it to you.” 

“You will oblige me.” 
Danglars rushed out of the room and 

made but one leap into his coupe. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

THE PROCTOR ROYAL'S OFFICES, 

Let us leave the banker driving his 
horses at the fullest speed, and follow 
Madame Danglars in her morning ex- 
cursion. 

We have said that, at half-past twelve 

o'clock, Madame Danglars had ordered 
her horses, and had left home in the car- 
riage. She was very plainly dressed, as 
would be the case with a woman of taste 

walking in the morning. At the Rue 
Gueneguah she called a fiacre, and direct- 
ed him to drive to the Rue de Harlay. 

As soon as she was seated in the coach, 
she drew from her pocket a very thick 

black veil, which she tried on to her 
straw bonnet, and saw with pleasure, in a 

little pocket mirror, that her white com- 
plexion and brilliant eyes were alone 
visable. The fiacre crossed the Pont- 

Neuf and entered the Rue de Harlay by 
the Place Dauphine ; the driver was paid 

as the door opened, and stepping lightly 
up the stairs, Madame Danglars soon 

reached the hall des Pas-Perdus. 
There was a great deal going on that 

morning, and many business-like persons 

at the Palais; business-like persons pay 

very little attention to women, and Mad- 

ame Danglars crossed the hall without ex- 
citing any more attention than any other 
lady client calling upon her lawyer. 

There was a great press of people in M. 
de Villefort’s antechamber; but Madame 

Danglars had no. ocassion even to pro- 

nounce her name; the instant she appear- 
‘ed the doorkeeper rose, came to her, and 
asked her whether she was not the per- 

gon with whom the proctor had made an 
appointment, and on her affirmative an- 

swer being given, he conducted her by a 
private passage to M. de Villefort’s office. 
The magistrate was seated in an arm- 

chair, writing, with his back towards the 

door; he heard it open, and the door- 
keeper pronounce the words, “ Walk in 

madame,” and then re-close it, without 

moving; but no sooner had the man’s 
foot-steps ceased, than he started up, 

drew the bolts, closed the curtains, and 

examined every corner of the room. Then 
when he had assured himself that he 

could neither be seen nor heard, and was 
consequently relieved of doubts, he said, 
—“Thanks, madame,—thanks for your 

punctuality ;” and he offered a chair to 
Madame Danglars, which she accepted, 

for her heart beat so violently that she 
felt nearly suffocated. 
“It is a long time, madame,” said the 

proctor royal, describing a half circle with 

his chair, so as to place himself exactly 

opposite to Madame Danglars, “it is a 

‘long time since I had the pleasure. of 
speaking alone with you; and I regret 

that we have only now met to enter upon 
a painful conversation.” 

“Nevertheless, sir, you see I have an- 

swered your first appeal; although cer- 

tainly the conversation must be much 
more painful for me than for you.” Ville- 
fort smiled bitterly. 2 
“It is true, then,” he said, rather utter- 

ing his thoughts aloud than addressing 
his companion, “it is true, then, that all 

our actions leave their traces—some sad, 
others bright—on our paths! It is then, | 
true that every step in our lives resembles 

the course of an insect on the sand—it 
leaves its track! Alas! to many the path 
is traced by tears.” 

“8ir,” said Madame Danglars, “you 

can feel for my emotion, can you not? 

Spare me, then I beseech you. When I 
look at this room, where so many guilty 
creatures have departed trembling and 
ashamed—when I look at that chair be- 

fore which I now sit trembling and 
ashamed, oh! it requires all my reason to 

convince me that I am not a very guilty 

woman and you a menacing judge.” 
Villefort dropped his head, and sighed. 

“ And 1,” he said, “I feel that my place is 
not in the judges’ seat, but on the pris- 

oner’s bench.” 
“In my case, sir, you will allow,” ze- 

plied Madame Danglars, “that, even if 

the fault were alone mine, I last night 

received a severe punishment for it.” 
“Poor thing!” said Villefort, pressing 

her hand, “it was too severe for your 

strength, for you were twice overwhelmed 
and yet—" 
“Well 2” 
“Well, I must tell you. Collect all 

your courage, for you have not yet heard 
alll” 
“Ah!” exclaimed Madame Danglars, 

alarmed, “ what is there more to hear?” 

“You only look back to the past; and 
it is indeed, bad enough. Well," picture 

to yourself a future more gloomy still— 
certainly frightful, perhaps sanguinary!” 

The baroness knew how calm Villefort 
naturally was, and his present excite- 

ment frightened her so much that she 
opened her mouth to scream, but the 

sound died in her throat. “How has 
this terrible past been recalled?” cried 
Villefort; “how is it that it has escaped 

from the depths of the tomb and the re- 
cesses of our hearts, where it was buried, 
to visit us now, like a phantom, whiten- 
ing our cheeks and flushing our brows 

with shame?” 

“Alas!” said Hermiue, “ doubtless it is 
chance! has not a fatal chance revealed 

all this? Was it not by chance the count 
of Monte-Cristo bought this house? Was 

it not by chance he caused the earth to 
be dug? Is it not by chance that the 
unfortunate child was disinterred under 

the trees?—that poor innocent offspring 
of mine, which I never even kissed, but 

for whom I wept many, many tears. Ah, 

my heart clung to the count when he 

mentioned the dear spoil found beneath 
the fiowers.” 

“Well, no madame !—this is the terrible 
news I have to tell you,” said Villefort, 

in a hollow voice, “ no, nothing was found 

beneath the flowers; there was no child 

disinterred—no! You must net weep, 

tremble!” 
“What can you mean?” asked Mad- 

ame Danglars, shuddering. 

“I mean that M. de Monte-Cristo, dig- 
ging underneath these trees, found neith- 
er skeleton or chest, because neither of 
them were there!” 

“Then yon did not bury the poor child 
there, sir? Why did yeu deceive me? 

‘Where did you place it? tell me —where ?” 
“There! Bat listen to me— listen— 

and you will pity one who has for twenty 

years alone bore the heavy burden of 
grief I am about to reveal, without cast- 

ing the least portion upon you.” 

“Oh, you frighten me! But speak;I 
will listen.” 
“You recollect that sad night, when 

you were half expiring on that bed in the 
red damask room, while I, scarcely less 
agitated than you, awaited your delivery. 

The child was born, was given to me— 

without movement, without breath, with- 
out voice, we thought it dead,” he repeat- 

ed; “I placed it in the chest, which was 

to take the place of a coffin ; I descended 
to the garden, I dug a hole, and then 

flung it down in haste. Scarcely had I 
covered it with mold, when the arm of a 
Corsican was stretched towards me ; I saw 

a shadow rise, and at the same time a 
flash of light. I felt pain; I wished to 
cry out, but an icy shiver ran through my 
veins and stifled my voice; I fell lifeless, 
and fancied myself killed. Never shall I 

forget your sublime courage, when, hav- 

ing returned to consciousness, I dragged 
myself to the foot of the stairs, where, ex- 
piring yourself, you came to meet me. 
We were obliged to keep silent upon the 

dreadful catastrophe. You had the for- 
titude to regain the house, assisted by 
your nurse. A duel was the pretext for 

my wound. Though we scarcely expect- 
ed it, our secret remained in our own 

keeping alone. I was taken to Versailles; 
for three months I struggled with death; 

at last, as I seemed to cling to life, I was 

ordered south. Four men carried me 

from Paris to Chalons, walking six leagues 
a day; Madame de Villefort followed the 
litter in her carriage. At Chalons I was 

put upon the Soane, thence I passed on 
to the Rhone, whence I descended, mere- 
ly with the current, to Arles; at Arles I 
wag again placed on my litter, and con- 

{inued my journey to Marseilles. My re- 

covery lasted six months. I never heard 
you mentioned, and I did not dare en- 

quire for you. When I returned to Paris, 
I learned, that, widow of M. de Nargonne, 

you had married M. Danglars. 
“What has been the subject of my 

thoughts ever since consciousness had re- 
turned to me? Always the same —al- 
ways the child’s corpse, which, every 

night in my dreams, rising from the 
earth, fixed itself above the grave 

with a menacing look and gesture. I in- 

quired immediately on my return to 

Paris; the house had not been inhabited 

since we left it, but it had just been let 

for nine years. I found the tenant. I 
pretended that I disliked the idea of a 
house belonging to my wife’s father and 

mother passing into the hands of strangers. 

I offered to pay them for yielding up the 

lease; they demanded 6000 francs. I 
would have given 10,000—I would have 

given 20,000. I had the money with me; 
I made the tenant sign the cancelling 

deed, and when I had obtained what I so 

much wanted, I galloped to Auteuil. - No 

one had entered the house since I had 
left it. It was five o'clock in the after- 

noon ; I ascended into the red room, and 
waited for night. At length, one by one, 

all the noises in the neighboring country 

ceased. I understood that I had nothing 
to fear, that I should neither be seen nor 

the garden. 
TO BE CONTINUED. 

WHAT MONEY IS. 

The following is going the rounds: — 
Those of our readers who have their own 
ideas about what money is are invited to 

consider the following proposition with a 

view to determining whether their defini- 
tion of money is applicable in -all cases. 

The study in solving the problem. present- 
‘ed may throw some light on the real func- 
tions of money. A man found a $10 gold 

piece, and, rubbing his hands in glee, 
he gaid to himself: “I will go now and 
pay my rent.” This he did. The land- 
lord took the $10 for rent and paid it to a 
farmer for corn, and the farmer, meeting 

the man who found the money, and who, 
by the way, wasa carpenter to whom he 

owed $10 for building a corn crib, gave 

him the $10 piece in payment of his ac- 

count. Thereupon the man took the 
coin to the bank and there learnel that 
it was counterfeit. These questions arise: 

Was the man’s rent paid? Did the land- 
lord pay for the corn; and did the farmer 

pay the man for building his corn crib? 

What say our readers ? 

There are some patent medicines that 

are more marvelous than a dozen doctor’s 

profess to cure everything, 

Everybody now and then, feels “run 

down,” “ played out.” They've the will, 
but no power to generate vitality. They’re 

not sick enough to call a doctor, but just 
too sick to be well. That's where the 

right kind of a patent medicine comes in, 
and does for a dollar what the doctor 
wouldn’t do for less than five or ten. We 

put in our claim for Dr. Pierce’s Golden 

Medical Discovery. 

We claim it to be an unequalled remedy 
to purify the blood and invigorate the, 

liver. We claim it to be lasting in its 
effects, creating an appetite, purifying the 
blood, and preventing Billious, Typhoid 

and Malarial fevers if taken in time. The 
time to take it is when you first feel the 

signs of weariness and weakness. The 
time to take it, on general principles, is 
NOW. 

SMOKING HURTS LAZY MEN. 

Dr. Dabbs, one of the physicians who 
attended Lord Tennyson, has told the 

whole world through an English news- 
paper that ‘smoking does not injure a 

man who works and thinks,” adding to 
this statement of his associate, Sir Andrew 

Clark, that it only hurts a lazyman who 
drinks. This is good news for smokers. 

The supposed evils of the tobacco habit 

are not due to tobacco, but to laziness. 
Hereafter there is an answer to every re- 
ported case of trouble caused by tobacco. 

It can be stated that the man was lazy 
and did not think. 

ST. JACOBS OIL 
RHEUMATISM-! ~NEURALCIA, 

Sciatica, 
Sprains, 

4 J Frost-Bites, 
~ Backache. 

IT 18 ABSOLUTELY THE BEST. 
THE CHARLES A. YOGELER COMPANY, Baitimere, Md. 

Canadian Depot: 
#This is the mystery,” said Danglars, |. 

TORONTO, ONT. 

no, you must not groan, you must not | 

heard, so I decided upon descending into_ 

prescriptions, but they’re not those that 

PHILADELPHIA, Wov. 13—“1 bet on 

Harrison ‘and Reed,” the legend in red 
and blue, chalked on a large placard 
which decorated the front of a hand or- 

gan, attracted quite a crowd on Vine street 

yesterday afternoon. The stylishly-dress- 
ed man %.o turned the crank was Will- 
iam Nelson, who agreed that if Harrison 

lost he would play a hand organ in the 
streets of this city for six hours, and on 

inauguration day go to Washington and 
play in front of the reviewing stand as 
the parade goes by. In addition he also 

bet half his month’s salary in advance 

and all his ready money a little over $50. 
John Leithead, a foreman of engine com- 
pany 19, Germantown, will sit as a target 
until William Bennett, hoseman, throws 
four dozen eggs at him. Mr. Leithead 

will occupy a seat on the water plug in 
front of the company’s building, and Mr. 
Bennett will do the throwing from a dis- 
tance of thirty feet. The leading Demo- 
cratic politicians of the ward have been 

invited to witness the performance. 

YOU CAN'T GET TOO MUCH 
Of a good thing. This is eminently the 

case with Polson’s Nerviline, and great 

pain cure. It is an honest remedy, for it 
contains the most powerful, the purest, 

and most certain pain subduing remedies 
known to medical science. “It is honest 
for it does all it claims to do. It is honest, 
because it is the best in the world. It 

only costs 25 cents to try it, and you can 

buy a bottle at any drug store. Nervi- 
line cures toothache, neuralgia, pain in 

the back and side. All pains are promptly 
relieved by Polson’s Nerviline. 

Justice — You have been proved a 
tramp and a beggar. Haven't you any 

trade? Tramp— Yes, your honor; I 
shovel snow. In winter, but that’s past; 
but what do you do in the summer? I 

wait for the winter, your honor. 

SEVERAL noblemen in England are in 
the habit of giving special orders to mak- 
ers in Virginia for their supply of smoking 
tobacco. There is no doubt that by that 
means they get the very best tobacco to 

be had, but it costs them about $2 a pound. 
The workingmen of Canada are smoking 

the very same quality of tobacco at 75 

cents a pound, and it is known to them 
by the name of “ Myrtle Navy.” 

Mrs. Howson — Dearie, when that new 
telephone is completed to New York, I 

want to talk through it just for fum; 

mayn’t I? Mr. Howson — Heavens, no, 

Martha! I hear they may charge by the 

word. Do you want to bankrupt me ? 

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. 

Mrs. Husswife — Why does the baker’s 

young man hurry away in that absurd 
fashion, Sarah? He bardly gives himself 

time to deliver the bread. Exceptionally 

Plain Handmaiden — No, mum. Yousee, 

it’s leap year, mum. 

MANY A YOUNG MAN. 
When from over- work, possibly by an 

inherited weakness, the health fails and 

rest or medical treatment must be resorted 

to, then no medicine can be employed 

with the same beneficial results as Scott’s 
Emulson. 

Sponge Cake — Mistress — Do you call 

this sponge cake? Why, its as hard as 
can be. New cook — Yes mum; that’s 

the way-a sponge is before it’s wet. Soak 
it in Fou tea, mum. 

RueumaTisM Curep IN A Day.— South 
America Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism 

and neuralgia radically curesin 1 to 3 days. 
Its action upon the system is remarkable 
and mysterious. It removes at once the 

cause and the diseasegimmediately disap- 
pears. The first dose greatly benefits. 75 

cents Warranted by Davies, Staples & 

Co. 

Reason to doubt — Did you tell him you 

wouldn’t hit him if he called you a liar? 
Yes. Well, did he then call you a liar? 

No; he said he hadn't sufficient confi- 

dence in my word to do it. 

Don’t let rheumatism settle on you this 
month; Try Johnson’s Anodyne Lini- 

ment, never fails. 

Judge — What sort of a man, now, was 

it you saw commit the assault? Con- 
stable — Sure, your honor, he was a small, 

insignificant cratur about your own size, 

your honor. 

Itch, mange and scratches of every kind, 

on human or animals, cured in 30 minutes 

by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. Warrant- 

ed by Davies, Staples & Co. 

Young minister — I've been praying for 

you a long time, Miss Dore. Dora (aston- 

ished)—Why didn’t you let me know it? 
I'd have been yours after the first prayer. 

POWDER 
PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST. 
Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime, 

Phosphates, or any Injuriant, 

E. W. CILLETT., Toronto, Ont, 

ho Bubscriber has now in stock a large quantity 
T of best quality of 

LEAIGH HARD COAL. 
In Btove and Chestnut sizes. 

—— ALSO —— 

Old Mine's Sydney, 

Reserve Sydney, 

icteoria Sydney, 

Soft Coal. 

These are considered the best House Coals, mined 
n Cape Breton. I will sell and deliver any of the 
above Y Coal at merely a living profit, as m Ager is 
uick Bales and small Margins. Orders left at the 

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

P. FARRELL. 
Fredericton, Julyéth, 1892. 

. QUEER. ELECTION WAGERS. 

ACUTE or CHRONIC, 

Can be cured by the use of 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
of pure Cod Liver Oil, with 
the Hypophosphites of "Lime 
and Soda. A feeble stomach 
takes kindly to it, and its 
continued use adds flesh, and 

makes one feel strong and 
well. 

“Q A UTION —Beware of 
Pops © prepared by Boo Boott & Bowas, 

Belleville. Sold by 
50c. and $1.00. 

bstitutes, 

TERRA COTTA PIPE. 

Now landing per schooner Estella R., 

1651 PIECES 

Terra 

Cotta 

Elpe. 

JAMES S. NEILL. 

BOYCE BROTHERS. 

Next store above Mr. Hodge’s, 

IN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE: 

1 000 potas White and Black Feed 

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

arley and Buckwheat for late sowing. 
ZF, ~~ ag barrels of good Flour from home grown 

eat 
Champion 8wede Turnip Beed, etc. 
Pressed Hay and Straw. 

BOYCE BROS. 

Fredericton,June 21. 

Meat Choppers. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

4 DOZ. 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 Mies easily taken apart and 

cleaned, and will last a life time. Every family 
should have one. 

For sale by 

BR. CHESNUT & BONS. _ 

ALABASTINE. 
JUST RECEIVED : 

ON of Alabastine, sixteen different shades 
all ready to mix in cold water. No boil- 

“a hot water needed 
is is without a doubt an improvement on the 

old style. Try it. 
For sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

IN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE: 

LD and NEW OATS, 
MIDDLINGS, BRAN, 

HAY, etc, 

BOYCE'S. F'EED STORE, 
Next Above Mr. Hodge's, 

QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON. 

Steel. Steel. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

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

wide, one quarter, five sixteenths and three eights 
thick. Cat to lengths for Bob and Long sleds, 

And for sale at market prices by 

RB. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

G.T. WHELPLEY. 
Has just received 2000 Bushels 

extra quality 

FEEDING - OATS. 

To arrive one carload 

FLOUR AND 
4 

FEED. 
Always 

in 

stock; 

and 

at 

low 

prices, 

BRAN, 

MIDDLINGS 
~—AND— 

FEED, 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

G. T. WHELPLEY, 
310 Queen Street, 

FREDERICTON. 

THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

AB 
INSURANCE COMPANY. 

Assets, 1sT JANUARY, 1889, - $39,722,809.59 

ASSETS IN CANADA, 870,525.67 [1] 

Fire Insurance of Every Desorip- 
tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

COAL. COAL. 
a 

In Stock: 

BLACKSMITH, 

VICTORIA and 

OLD MINE SYDNEY 

HOUSE COAL, 

To Arrive: 

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL, 

In Chestnut, 8tove and Egg sizes. 

Parties requiring, leave your orders early to be 

delivered from vessel cheap. 

Also in Stock: — A car of choice 

Heavy Chop Feed, composed of 

Barley, Oats and Wheat. Always 

on hand : — Hay, Oats, Middlings, 

Bran, Oilmeal, Lime, Land and 

Calcined Plaster, 

OFFICE AND STOREHOUSE, 

CAMPBELL STREET: orr#™erays. 

JAMES TIBBITTS, 

| Plumber; Gas Fitter 
AND 

TINSMITH, 

Yeu inform the people of Freder 
1cton and vicinity that he has re 

amed business on Queen Street, 

02 COUNTY COURT HOUSE, 
where he is prepared to till au oraers in 

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, ge. 

/ 

a 

ANT DO WITHOUT IT! 
ANT DO WITHOUT WHAT? 

Why 

FOUN TAIN 
PEN. 

None of your twenty-five cent 

arrangements, but a good 

CAW'S 

FOUNTAIN PRY, ~— 
You had better call at 

HALL’S, 

And get one. 

Scotch Fire Bricks and Fire (lay, 
Just Received from Glasgow. 

his Ah Fire Bricks, 30 Bags 
ye 

For sale low by 

JAMES B. NEILL. 

HARD COAL. 
800 1 to arrive and now on the way ex. 

Schr. “Mary George,” *‘ Valetta,” 

BEST QUALITY OF 

ANTHRACITE, 
in Broken Egg, Btove and Chestnut sizes. 

Parties requiring Coal had better place order and 
get 2 ong vessel as Coal is advancing in price in 
ew Yor! 

Old Mine Sydney, Victoria Syd- 
ney, Reserve Sydney and 

Spring Hill to arrive. 

E. HE. ALI.FIN, 
Campbell St.. above City Hall. 

Horse Shoes and Wire Nails, 
JUBT RECEIVED : 

S00 eat tm Win 
R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

Per S. S. Madura. 
FROM LONDON. 

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

R. CHESTNUT & BONS. 

STEP LADDERS. 

Nails 

15 

JUST RECEIVED: 

} 3 re Btep Ladders, running from four 
eight feet. Ruitable for private 

families or stores, and cheap at 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 

TARRERERY - 

immense 

MCMURRAY & CO. 
Have now on hand an stock of 

Olid 
AND 

Pl 
which they will sell at the lowest possible 

pte J 

prices; also a few new 

DWVNG MACHIAEY 
First Class in every respect, 

— FOR ONLY — 

$25.00. 
Fully Guaranteed. If not entirely satisfactory after three 

months trial, Money refunded. 

McMurray & Co.'s Book and Music Store. 


