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SPRING CLEANING. 

Yes, clean your house an’ clean your shed, 

An’ clean your barn in every part; 
But brush the cobwebs from your head 

And sweep the snow-bank from yer heart. 
Jes’ w’en spring cleanin’ comes aroun’ 

Bring forth the duster an’ the broom, 
But rake yer fogy notions down 
An’ sweep yer dusty soul of gloom. 

Sweep ol’ idees out with the dust 
An’ dress yer soul in newer style 

Scrape from yer min’ its worn out crust 

An’ dump it in the rubbish-pile. 
Sweep out the hates that burn an’ smart, 

Bring in new loves serene an’ pure, 
Aroun’ the herth-stone of the heart 

Place modern styles of furniture. 

Clean out yer morril cubby-holes, 

Sweep out the dirt, scrape off the scum; 
"Tis cleanin’ time for healthy souls— 
Git up and dust! The spring hez come! 

Clean out the corners of the brain, 
Bear down with scrubbin’-brush an’ soap. 

An’ dump ol’ Fear into the rain, 

An’ dust a cozy chair for Hope. 

Clean out the brain’s deep rubbish-hole, 
Soak ev'ry cranny great an’ small, 

An’ in the front room of the soul 
Hang pootier pictures on the wall. 

Scrub up the winders of the mind, 

Clean up an’ let the spring begin ; 
Swing open wide the dusty blind 

An’ let the April sunshine in. 

Plant flowers in the sdul’s front yard. 

Set out new shade an’ blossom trees, 

An’ let the soil once froze and hard 
Sprout crocuses of new idees. 

Yes, clean yer house an’ clean yer shed, 

An’ clean yer barn in ev'ry part, 

But brush the cobwebs from yer head 

An’ brush the snow-banks from yer heart! 
—S8. W. Foss in Yankee Blade. 
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CHAPTER LII. 

THE JUDGE. i 

The young woman hid her face in her 
hands. “Oh, sir!” she stammered, “IT 

beseech you, do not believe appearances.” 
“ Are you, then, a coward?” cried Ville- 

fort, in a contemptuous voice. “But I 

have always remarked that poisoners 

were cowards. Can you be a coward ?” 
continued Villefort, with increased ex- 

citement, *‘ you, who could count, one by 
one, the minutes of four death agonies? 
You, who have arranged your infernal 

plans, and removed the beverages with a 
talent and precision almost miraculous? 
Have you, then, who have calculated 

everything with such nicety, have you 
forgotten to calculate one thing—I mean 
where the revelation of your crimes will 

lead to? Oh! it is impossible—you must 
have saved some surer, more subtle and 
deadly poison than any other, that you 

might escape the punishment that you 
deserve. You have done this—I hope so, 

at least.” Madame de Villefort stretched 

out her hands and fell on her knees. 
“Did you think the punishment would 

be withheld because you are the wife of 
him who pronounces it?—No! madame, 
no! the scaffold awaits the poisoner, who- 
ever she may be, unless, as I just said, 

the poisoner has taken the precaution of 
keeping for herself a few drops of the 
most deadly poison.” She raised her 

arms to heaven, and convulsively struck 
one hand against the other. 

“No, no!” she vociferated, “no, you 
cannot wish that!” ; 

“What I do not wish, madame, is, that 
you should perish on the scaffold. Do 

you understand ?” asked Villefort. 
“In the name of Heaven!” 
[43 No ! : cd 

“Inte. 

bore me!” 
“No, no!” 

“In the name of our child! Ah, for 

the sake of our child, let me live!” 
“No! no! no!I tell you; one day if I 

allow you to live, you will perhaps kill 
him, as you have the others!” 

“I!'—I kill my boy?” cried the dis- 

tracted mother, rushing towards Villefort ; 
“I kill my son! Ha! ha! ha!” and a 

frightful, demoniac laugh finished the 
sentence, which was lost in a hoarse 
rattle. Madame de Villefort fell at her 

husband’s feet. He approached her. 
“Think of it, madame,” he said ; “if on 

my return, justice has not been satisfied, 

I will denounce you with my own mouth, 

and arrest you with mine own hands!” 

She listened, panting, overwhelmed, 

crushed ; her eye alone lived, and glared 
horribly. “Do you understand me?” he 

said. “I am going down there to pro- 
nounce the sentence of death against a 
murderer. IfI find you alive on my re- 

turn, you shall sleep to-night in the 
Conciergerie.” Mme. de Villefort sighed ; 
her nerves gave way, and she sunk on the 

carpet. The procureur du roi seemed to 
experience a sensation of pity ; he looked 
upon her less severely, and bowing to 

her, said slowly: “Farewell, madame! 

farewell!” That farewell struck Madame 
de Villefort like the executioner’s knife. 

She fainted. The proctor went out, after 

having doubly locked the door. 

CHAPTER LIII. 

THE ASSIZES. 

Tue Benedetto case, as it was called in 

the Palais, and by people in general, had 
produced a tremendous sensation. Fre- 

quenting the Cafe de Paris, the Boulevard 

de Grand, and the Bois de Boulougne, 
during his brief career of splendor, the 

false Cavalcanti bad formed a host of 

acquaintances. The papers had related 
his various adventures, both as the man 

of fashion and the galley-slave; and as 
every one who has been personally ac- 
quainted with the Prince Cavalcanti ex- 

perienced a lively curiosity in his fate, 

they all determined to spare no trouble 
in endeavoring to witness the trial of M. 

Benedetto for the murder of his comrade. 

In the eyes of many, Benedetto appeared, 
if not a victim to, at least an instance of 

the fallibility of the law. M. Cavalcanti, 
his father, had been seen in Paris, and it 

was expected he would reappear, to claim 

the illustrious outcast. Many, alsc, who 
were not aware of the circumstances at- 

tending his withdrawal from Paris, were 
strack with the worthy appearance, the 

gentlemanly bearing, and the knowledge 
of the world displayed by the old patrician, 
who certainly played the nobleman very 

well, so long as he said nothing and made 
no arithmetical calculations. As for the 
accused himself, many remembered him 

as being so amiable, so handsome, and so 
liberal, that they chose to think him the 

victim of some conspiracy, since, in this 

world, large fortunes frequently excite 
the malevolence and jealousy of some un- 
known enemy. Everyone, therefore, ran 

to the court. 

Beauchamp, one of the kings of the 

press, and therefore claiming the right of 
a throne everywhere, was looking round 
on every side. He perceived Chateau- 

Renaud and Debray, who had just gained 
the good graces of a sergeant-de-ville, and 
who had persuaded the latter to let them 

stand before, instead of behind him, as he 
ought to have done. 

“Well!” said Beauchamp, “we shall 
see our friend!” 

name of the love you once 

“Yes, indeed ! ” replied Debray. “That 
worthy prince!” 
“A nobility of the rope!” said Chateau- 

Renaud, phlegmatically. 
“He will be condemned, will he not?” 

asked Debray of Beauchamp. 

“My dear fellow, I think we should ask 
vou that question; you know such news 
much better than we do. Oh, there she 

is returned—Madame Danglars, I mean.” 
“Impossible!” said Chateau-Renaud; 

only ten days after the flight of her 
daughter, aiid three days from the bank- 
ruptcy of her husband ? ” 

Debray colored slightly, and followed 
with his eyes the direction of Beauchamp’s 
glance. “Come,” he said, it is only a 
veiled lady, some foreign princess; per- 
haps the mother of Cavalcanti. But you 

were just speaking on a very interesting 
subject, Beauchamp.” 
{3 I ? ” 

“Yes; you were telling us about the 
extraordinary death of Valentine.” 

““ Ah, yes, so I was. But how is it that 
Madame de Villefort is not here?” 
“Poor, dear woman!” said Debray, 

“she is no doubt occupied in distilling 
balm for the hospitals, or in making cos- 
metics for herself or friends. But I won- 

der she is not here. I should have been 

pleased to see her, for I like her very 
much.” 5 

“ And I hate her,” said Chateau-Renaud. 

“I do not know. I detest her, from 
antipathy.” 
“Or rather by instinct.” 

“Perhaps so. But to return to what 

you were saying, Beauchamp.” 

“Well! do you know why people die 
so fast in M. de Villefort’s house?” 

The two young men shuddered. “And 

who is the assassin?” they asked -to- 
gether. 

“Young Edward!” A burst of laughter 
from the auditors did not in the least dis- 
concert the speaker, who continued: 

“Yes, gentlemen; Edward, who is quite 

an adept in the art of killing.” 
“You are jesting.” 

“Not at all. I yesterday engaged a ser- 
vant, who bad just left M. de Villefort—I 
intend sending him away to-morrow, for 

he eats so enormously, to make up for the 

fast imposed upon him by his terror in 
that house. Well! listen to me.” 

“We are listening.” 
“It appears the dear child has obtained 

possession of a bottle containing some 

drug, which he every now and then uses 
against those who have displeased him.” 
“And this elixir, where is it? what is 

itr” 
“The child conceals it.” 
“But where did he find it?” 
“In his mother’s laboratory.” 
“Does his mother, then, keep poison in 

her laboratory?” - 

“How can I tell? You are questioning 
me like a lawyer. I only repeat what I 

.have been told, and, like my author, I 
can do no more.” 

“It is incredible! ” 
“No, my dear fellow, it is not at all in- 

credible! You saw the child pass through 

the Rue Richelieu last year, who amused 
himself with killing his brothers and 

sisters by sticking pins in their ears while 
they slept. The generation who follow 

us are very precocious! ” 

“Come Beauchamp,” said Chateau- 

Renaud, “T’ll bet anything you do not 
believe a word of all you have been tell- 
ing us!” 
“I do not see the Count of Monte- 

Cristo here!” : 
“He is worn out,” said Debray; “be- 

sides he could not well appear in public, 
since he has been the dupe of the Caval- 
canti, who, it appears, presented them- 
selves to him with false letters of credit, 

and cheated him out of 100,000 francs 
upon the hypothesis of this principality.” 
“By the way, M. de Chateau-Renaud,” 

asked Beauchamp, “ how is Morrel 7” 

“I have called three times without see- 
ing him. Still, his sister did not seem 

uneasy, and told me that though she had 
not seen him for two or three days, she 
was sure he was well.” 

“Ah, now I think of it the Count of 
Monte-Cristo cannot appear in the hall!” 

said Beauchamp. 
“Why not?” 

“Because he is an actor in the drama.” 
“Has he assassinated any one, then?” 
“No,on the contrary, they wished to 

assassinate him. You know that it was 

in leaving his house that Caderousse was 
murdered by his friend Benedetto. You 
know that the famous waistcoat was found 
in his house. There it is, all blood- 

stained, on the desk, as a testimony of 
the crime.” - 
“Ah, very good.” 

“Hush, gentlemen ; here is the court; 
let us go back to our places.” 

A noise was heard ic the hall; the 
sergeant-de-ville called his two proteges 

with an energetic “Hem!” and the usher 
appearing, called out, with that shrill 

voice peculiar to his order, “The court, 
gentlemen!” 

CHAPTER LIV. 
THE ACCUBATION. 

THE judges took their places in the 
midst of the most profound silence; 

the jury took their seats; M. de Villefort, 
the object of unusual attention, sat in the 

arm-chair and cast a trafquil glance 
around him. Every person looked with 

astonishment on that grave and severe 
face, the calm expression of which per- 

sonal griefs had been unable to disturb. 
“Gendarmes! ” said the president, “ lead 

in the accused.” 

At these words the public attention 
became more intense, and all eyes were 
turned towards the door through which 

Benedetto was to enter. The door soon 
opened, and the accused appeared. The 

same expression was experienced by all 
present ; and no one was deceived by the 
expression of his countenance. His hands, 
gracefully placed, one upon his hat, the 

other in the opening of his white waist- 
coat, were not at all tremulous; his eye 

was calm and even brilliant. Scarcely 
had he entered the hall, when he glanced 
at the whole body of magistrates and 

assistants; his eye rested longer on the 

president, and still more so on the king's 
proctor. By the side of Andrea was 

placed the lawyer who was to conduct his 
defence, and who had been chosen by the 
court; for Andrea disclaimed to pay any 

attention to those details, to which he 
appeared to attach no importance. 

The president called for the accusation, 
corrected, as we know, by the clever and 

implacable pen of De Villefort. During 
the reading of this, which was long, the 
public attention was continually drawn 

towards Andrea, who bore the burden 
with Spartan unconcern. Villefort bad 
never been so concise and eloquent; the 

crime was represented under the livliest 
colors; the former life of the prisoner, 

his transformation, a review of his life 

from the earliest period, were set forth 
with all the talent that a knowledge of 
human life could furnish to a mind like 
that of the Royal Prosecutor. Benedetto 
paid no attention to the successive charges 

which were brought against him. M. de 
Villefort, who examined him attentively, 
and who no doubt practiced upon him all 
the psychological studies he was accus- 
tomed to use, in vain endeavored to make 
him lower his eyes, notwithstanding the 

depth and profundity of his gaze. At 
length the deed was read. 
“Accused,” said the president, “your 

name and surname? ”’ 

Andrea rose. “Excuse me, M. le Presi- 

dent,” he said, in a clear voice, “but I see 
you are going to adopt a course of ques- 
tions through which I cannot follow you. 
I have an idea, which I shall explain by 

and by, of making an exception to the 
usual form of accusation. Allow me then, 
if you please, to answer in different order, 

or I will notdosoatall.” The astonished 

president looked at the jury, who them- 
selves looked n the proctor. The 
whole assembly manifested great surprise ; 

but Andrea appeared quite unmoved. 
“Your age?” said the president ; “ will 

you answer that question ?” 
“I will answer that question as well as 

the rest, M. le President, but in its turn” 

“Your age?” repeated the president. 
“I am twenty-one years old ; or rather 

I shall be in a few days, as I was born the 
night of the 27th of September, 1817.” 

M. de Villefort, who was busy taking 
down sume notes, raised his head at the 
mention of this date. 

“Where were you horn?” continued 
the president. 

“ At Auteuil, near Paris.” M. de Ville- 

fort a second time raised his head, looked 
at Benedetto, as if he had been gazing at 
the head of Medusa, and became livid. 

As for Benedetto, he gracefully wiped his 
lips with a fine cambric pocket hander- 
chief. 

“Your profession?” 
“First I was a forger,” answered An- 

drea, as calmly as possible; “then I be- 

came a thief; and, lately have become an 
assassin.” A murmur, or rather storm of 

indignation burst from all parts of the 

assembly. The judges themselves ap- 

peared stupetied ; and the jury manifested 
tokens of disgust for a stoicism so unex- 

pected from a fashionable man. Villefort 

pressed his hand upon his brow, which 
had become red and burning; then he 
suddenly rose, and looked round as though 

he had lost his senses—he wanted air. 
“ Are you looking for anything ? ” asked 

Benedetto, with his most pleasing smile. 
M. de Villefort answered nothing, but 
threw himself down again upon his chair. 

“And now, prisoner, will you consent 

to tell your name?” said the president. 
“The brutal affectation with which you 
have enumerated and classified your 

crimes calls for a severe reprimand or the 
part of the court, both in the name of 

manity. You appear to consider this a 
point of honor, and it may be for this 

reason you have delayed acknowledging 

your name. You wished it to be pre- 
ceeded by all these titles.” 

“It is quite wonderful, M. le President, 
how entirely you have read my thoughts,” 
said Benedetto, in bis softest voice and 

most polite manner. “This is, indeed, 
the reason why I begged you to alter the 
order of the questions.” The public as- 

tonishment had reached its height. There 
was no longer any deceit or bravado in 
the manner of the accused. The audience 

seemed like some thunder cloud about to 
burst over the gloomy scene. 

“Well!” said the president; “your 
name?” 

“I cannot tell you my name, since I do 
not know it; but I know my father’s and 
will pronounce it.” 
“Repeat your father’s name,” said the 

president. Not a whisper, not a breath 
was heard in that vast assembly; every 

one waited anxiously. 

“My father is the Royal Prosecutor,” 
replied Andrea, calmly. 

“The Royal Prosecutor?” said the 

president, stupified, and without noticing 
the agitation which spread over the face 
of M. de Villefort. 

“Yes; and if you wish to know his 
name I will pronounce it—he is Ville- 

#fort.” The explosion, which had been so 
long restrained, from a feeling of respect 

to the court of justice, now burst forth 
like thunder from the breasts of those 

present ; the court itself did not seek to 
restrain the movement of the multitude. 

The exclamations, the insults addressed 
to Benedetto, who remained perfectly un- 

concerned, the energetic gestures, the 
movement of the gendarmes, the sneers 
of the scum of the crowd —always sure to 
rise to the surface in cage of any disturb- 
ance—all this lasted five minutes, before 
the door-keepers and magistrates were 

able to restore silence. In the midst of 
this tumult the voice of the president 
was heard to exclaim—* Are you playing 

with justice, accused, and do you dare set 
your fellow citizens an example of dis- 

order which even in these times has never 
been equalled ? ” 

Several persons hurried up to M. de 
Villefort, who was nearly buried lin his 
chair, offering him consolation, encourage- 

ment, and protestations of zeal and 

sympathy. Order wes re-established in 
the hall, with the exception of a few who 

still moved and whispered. A lady, it 
was said, had just fainted ; they had sup- 

plied her with a smelling bottle, and she 
had recovered. During the scene of 
tumult, Andrea had turned his smiling 

face towards the assembly ; then, leaning 

with one hand on the oaken rail of his 
bench, in the most graceful attitude 

possible, he said: “Gentlemen, I assure 
you I bad no idea of insulting the court, 

or of making a useless disturbance in the 

presence of the honorable assembly. They 
ask my age; I tell it. They ask where I 

was born; I answer. They ask my name. 
I cannot give it since my parents aban- 

doned me. Bat though I cannot give my 
own name, not possessing one, I can tell 

them my father's. Now I repeat, my 

father is M. de Villefort, and I am ready 
to prove it.” 
There was an energy, a conviction, and 

a sincerity in the manner of the young 
man, which silenced the tumult. All 

eyes were turned for a moment towards 

the proctor, who sat as motionless as 
though a thunderbolt had changed him 

into a corpse. “Gentlemen!” said An- 
drea, commanding silence by his voice 
and manner; “I owe you the proofs and 
explanations of what I have said.” 

“But,” said the irritated president, 
“you called yourself Benedetto, declared 

yourself an orphan, and claimed Corsica 
as your country.” 
“I said anything I pleased, in order 

that the solemn declaration I have just 

made should not be withheld, which 
otherwise would certainly have been the 

case. I now repeat that I was born at 
Auteuil on the night of the 27th Septem- 
ber, 1817, and that I am the son of the 

proctor, M. de Villefort. Do you wish 
for any further details? I will give them. 

I was bora in No. 28 Rue de la Fontaine, 
in a room hung with red damask; my 

father took me in his arms, telling my 
mother I was dead; wrapped me in a 
napkin marked H and N; and carried me 

into a garden, where he buried me alive.” 
A shudder ran through the assembly 

when they saw that the confidence of the 

prisoner increased in proportion to the 
terror of M. de Villefort. “But how have 
you become acquainted with all these de- 

tails?” asked the president. 
“I will tell you, M. le President. A 

man who had sworn vengeance against 

my father, and had long watched his op- 
portunity to kill him, had introduced 

himself that night into the garden in 
which my father buried me. He was 
concealed in a thicket; he saw my father 
bury something in the ground, and 

stabbed him in the midst of the operation ; 
then thinking the deposit might contain 
some treasure, he turned up the ground, 
and found me still living. The man 

carried me to the foundling hospital, 
where I was inscribed as No. 87. Three 

morality, and for the respect: due to hu- | 

months afterwards, a woman trayelled 

from Rogliano to Paris to fetch me, and 
having claimed me as her son, carried 
me away. Thus, you see, though born in 
Paris, I was brought up in Corsica.” 

There was a moment's silence, during 
which one could have fancied the hall 
empty, so profound was the stillness. 
“Proceed ! ” said the president. 

* Certainly I might have lived happily 
amongst those good people, who adored 
me ; but my perverse disposition prevailed 

over the virtues which my adopted 
mother endeavored to instil into my 
heart. I increased in wickedness till I 

committed crime. One day when I cursed 
Providence for making me so wicked, 
and ordaining me to such a fate, my 
adopted father said to me, ‘Do not blas- 

pheme, unhappy child! the crime is your 
father’s, not yours; your father’s, who de- 

voted you to death, or to a life of misery, 
in case, by a miracle, you should escape 
his doom.” Since then I have ceased to 

blaspheme, but I cursed my father. This 
is why I have uttered the words for which 

you blame me; this is why I have filled 
the whole assembly with horror. If I 
have committed an additional crime, 
punish me; but if you will allow that 

ever since the day of my birth my fate 

has been sad, bitter, and lamentable, then 
pity me.” 

“But your mother?” asked the presi- 
dent. 

“My mother thought me dead ; she is 

not guilty. I did not even wish to know 
her name, nor do I know it.” - Just then 
a piercing cry, ending in a sob, burst from 
the centre of the crowd, who encircled 
the lady who had before fainted, and 
who nowTell into a violent fit of hysterics. 

She was carried out of the hall, and in 

doing so, the thick veil which concealed 
her face dropped off, and Madame Dan- 

glars was recognized. Notwithstanding 
his shattered nerves, the stunning sen: 
sation in his ears, Villefort rose as he per- 

ceived her. The proofs! the proofs!” 
said the p ent; “ remember this tissue 
of horrors must be supported by the 
clearest proofs.” 
“The proofs?” said Benedetto, laugh- 

ing; “do you want proofs?” 
“ Yes.” 

“Well, then, look at M. de Villefort, 
and then ask me for proofs.” 

Every one turned towards the proctor, 
who, unable to bear the universal gaze 
now riveted on him alone, advanced, 
staggering, into the midst of the tribunal, 
with his hair dishevelled, and his face 
indented with the marks of his nails. 

The whole assembly uttered a long mur- 
mur of astonishment. “Father!” said 
Benedetto, “I am asked for proofs, do 

you wish me to give them?” 
“No, no, it is useless!” stammered M. 

de Villefort. | 

“How useless?” cried -the president, 
“what do you mean?” 

“I mean that I feel it impossible to 
struggle against this deadly weight which 

crushes me. Gentleman, I know I am in 

the hands of an avenging God! I ac- 
knowledge myself guilty of all the young 
man has brought against me, and from 

this hour hold myself under the authority 

of my successor.” 
And as he spoke these words with a 

hoarse, choking voice, he staggered to- 
wards the door, which was, mechanically 

opened by a doorkeeper. The whole as- 

sembly were dumb with astonishment at 
the revelation and confession which had 
produced a catastrophe so different to 

that which had been expected during the 
last fortnight by the Parisian world. 
“Well,” said Beauchamp, “let them 

now say that drama was unnatural | 
“Faith,” said °Chateau-Renaud, “I 

would rather end my career ‘like M. de 

Morcerf.” : . 
“And so he has committed murder?” 

said Beauchamp. 
“And I, too, who thought of marrying 

his daughter,” said Debray. 
“The sitting is adjourned, gentlemen,” 

said the president; “fresh inquiries will 

be made, and the case will be tried next 

session by another magistrate.” As for 
Andrea, who was as calm and more in- 

teresting than ever, he left the hall, es- 

corted by gendarmes. 
“Well, what do you think of this, my 

fine fellow?” asked Debray of the ser- 

geant-de-ville, slipping a louis into his 
hand. 

“There will be extenuating circum- 
stances,” he replied. ° 

CHAPTER LV. 
EXPIATION. 

NorwiTHSTANDING the density of the 

crowd, M. de Villefort saw it open before 
him. There is scméthing so awe-inspir- 
ing in great afflictions, that, even in the 

worst times, the first emotion of a crowd 
has generally been to sympathize with 

the sufferer in a great catastrophe. Thus 

Villefort passed through the mass of 
spectators and officers of the Palais, and 

withdrew. Though he had acknowledged 
his guilt, he was protected by his grief. 
Having staggered as far as the Rue 

Dauphine, he perceived his carriage, 
awoke his sleeping coachman by opening 
the door himself, threw himself on the 

cushions, and pointed towards the Fau- 

bourg Saint-Honore; the carriage drove 
on. -All the weight of his fallen fortunes 

seemed suddenly to crush him. One 
thought filled his mind ; he saw the work 

ings of a Divine hand in all that had 
happened. Villefort, while turning rest- 

lessly on his cushions, felt something 
press against him. He put out his hand 
to remove the object; it was a fan which 

Madame de Villefort had left in the car- 
riage; this fan awakened a recollection 

which darted through his mind like 

lightning. He thought of his wife. 
“Oh!” he exclaimed, as though a red- 

hot iron were piercing his heart. During 

the last hour his own crime had alone 
been presented to his mind ; now another 
object, not less terrible, suddenly presented 

itself. His wife! he had just acted the 
inexorable judge with her, he had con- 

demned her to death; and she, crushed 

by remorse, struck with terror, covered 
with the shame inspired by the eloquence 

of his irreproachable virtue—she, a poor, 

weak woman, without help or the power 
of defending herself against his absolute 

and supreme will—she might at that 
very moment, perhaps, be preparing to 
die! An hour had elapsed since her 

condemnation; at that moment, doubt- 
less, she was recalling all her crimes to 

her memory; perhaps she was even 

writing a letter imploring forgiveness 

from her virtuous husband—a forgiveness 
she was purchasing with her death! 
Villetort again groaned with anquish and 

despair. “Ah!” he exclaimed, “that 
woman became criminal only from asso- 
ciating with me! I carried the infection 

of crime with me, and she has caught it 
as she would the typhus fever, the 
cholera, the plague! And yet I have 

punished her—I have dared to tell her—I 
have—‘ Repent and die!’ But no! she 

must not die, she must live and follow: 

me. We will flee from Paris and go as 
far as the earth reaches. I told her of 

the scaffold ; oh, Heavens! I forgot that 
it awaits me also! How could I pro- 
nounce that word? Yes, we will fly. 
Oh! what an alliance with the tiger and 

the serpent ! worthy wife of such as I am! 
She must live that my infamy may dimin- 
ish hers.” And Villefort dashed open 
the window in front of the carriage. 

“Faster! faster!” he cried, in a tone 

which electrified the coachman. The 

horses, impelled by fear, flew towards the 
house. 

“Yes, yes,” repeated Villefort, as he ap- 

proached his home, “yes, that woman 

must live, she must repent, and educate 
my son, the sole survivor, with the ex- 

ception of the indestructible old man, of 
the wreck of my house. She loves him; 
it was for bis sake she had committed 
these crimes. We ought never to despair 
of softening the heart of a mother who 
loves her child; she will repent; no one 

will know she has been guilty ; the crimes 
which have taken place in my house, 
though they now occupy the public mind, 

will be forgotten in time; or if, indeed, a 
few enemies should persist in remember- 
ing them, why, then, I will add them to 
my guilty list. What will it signify if 
one, two, or three more are added? My 

wife and child shall escape from the gulf, 

carrying treasure with them; she will 
live and may yet be happy, since her 
child, in whom all her love is centred, 

will be with her. I shall have performed 

a good action, and my heart will be 
lighter.” And the official breathed more 

freely than he had done for some time. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

Abraham Lincoln 

When leaving his home at Springfield, Il1., 
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 ? 
Up in 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. 

First little girl — Has your sister begun 

takin’ music lessons yet? Second little 
girl — She's takin’ somefin’ on the piano, 

but I can’t tell yet whether it’s music or 
type writin’. 

RuzumMatisM Curep 1N A Dav.— 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, 76 cents. Warranted by Davies, 
Staples & Co. 

“Yes,” shesaid, “I shall marry Harold, 

for I know he loves me.” “How?” “He 

watched me sharpen a pencil and didn’t 
laugh.” 

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. 

“Hello, Bingley, how did the doctor 

succeed in breaking up your fever?” 
Bingley— “ Oh, easy enough ; he presented 
his bill and a coolness at once sprung up 
between us.” 

JUST AS GOOD, 

Perhaps; but if just as good as Putnam’s, 
is not that a very high recommendation 
for the original and best corn cure? Put- 

nam’s Painless Corn Extractor. Refuse 
to accede any of the dangerous sore pro- 
ducing substitutes offered by greedy 

dealers who make larger profit and dis- 
regard the interests of customers. Safe, 
painless, certain. 

Mr. Pallette— In this picture I flatter 
myself that I have produced a very 

realistic storm at sea. DeBlanc— Yes; 
actually makes me feel seasick to look at it. 

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. 

Samjones says that Chinese actors have 
a great adyantage over white players. 
They never lose their queues. 

W. A. Robertson, of Lynn, Mass., has 

written to say that a bottle of Hawker’s 

Tolu cured him of a severe cold, and that 
he gave it to a number of friends with a 

like good effect. 

Boxing the compass_is not counted as 

one of the “spars” of a ship. 

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

Phosphates, or any Injuriante 

Kill it by feeding it with 
Scott’s Emulsion. It is remark- 

able how 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION! 
Of Pure Norwegian Cod Liver 

Oil and Hypophosphites 
will stop a Cough, curea Cold, and 
check Consumption in its earlier stages 

as well as all forms of Wasting Diseases, 
Scrofua and Bronchitis. It is almost 
as as milk, 

Prepared only by Scott & Bowne, Belleville. 

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 Waingers, Hearth 
Bruches, 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 §. NEILL. 

NEW SEEDS. 
rms 

G. T. WHELPLEY, 
Has now on hand, a Large Stock 

Timothy Seed, 

Clover Seed, 

White and Black 

Seed Oats. 

— ALSO — 

Bradley's Superphosphate, 

In Large and Small quantities. 

310 Queen Street, 

Fredericton. 

The Sun. 

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 

Dally, by mail, - = =~ $6 a year 

Daily and Sunday, by 

mail, = = = = = = $8 a year 

Address THE SUN, New York, 

THE BEST. 

WILEY'S 
EMULSION 

—— OF — 

COD LIVER OIL 
AND ——— 

HYPOPHOSPHITES. 

Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil. 

Best Preparation of Hypophosphites. 

Best Value for the Money. J 
THE 

"IVERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

GLOBE 

INSURANCE COMPANY. 

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

AssETS IN CANADA, “ - 870,525.67 

-* 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip- 

8 tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

COAL. COAL. 
—— 

In Stecls: 

BLACKSMITH, 

VICTORIA and 

\_OLD MINE SYDNEY 

HOUSE COAL. 

To Arrive: 

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED 

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL, 

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, 

CAMPBELL STREET: opr8%37a ry. 
JAMES TIBBITTS, 

Farm for Sale. 
HE subscriber's Farm at ft. Mary’s, near the 
Railway Station, containing 500 acres, 100 of 

which are under cultivation. 
There are two houses, barns and outbuildings on 

the premises, all in good . 
For further particulars apply to 

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 
Queen Hotel. 

F'ton, April 9, 1892, 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Fitters 
AND 

TINSMITH, 
wer inform the people of Freder 

1icton and vicinity that he has re 
amed business on Queen Street, 

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

above lines, in luding 

ELECTRICAL ARD MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, &. 

“orig Delights” 

NEW 
— AND — 

ELEGANT 

Patterns 
CIN 

HOUSE 
PAPERS. 

LAT 

EXATL.TSES 

BOOK STORE. 
EXECUTOR’ NOTICE. 

LL PERSONS having any claims against the 
A Estate of the Hon. Richard Bellamy, deceased, 
late of the Parish of Buuthampton, York County N. 
B., are requested to preseut the same duly attested, 
to the undersigned Xxecutors or to Havelock Coy, 
Barrister, Fredericton N. B., within three months 
from this date. All persons indebted to the said Es- 
tate are requested to make immedi te payment. 
Dated the 7th day of December, A. D. 1892 

GEORGE 8B. INGRAHAM 
JACOB ALLAN 

of Bouthampton, York Co., Executors 
of the lust will and Testament of 

Richard Bellamy, deceased. 

Dissolution Notice. 
OTICE 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. 

Deo. 10 3 mo 

Meat Choppers. 
JUST RECEIVED: 

DOZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron, 
best Meat Choppers in the country — well es- 

tablished fact. The tinned is much better than the 
bet — cr Iron. i 

ese Choppers are simple, easily taken apart and 
cleaned, and will last a life tip, hg family 
should have one. 

For sale by 

R. CHEBNUT & SONS. 

WILLTAM WILSON, 
GEORGE L. WILSON 

Fredericton, Nov. 5. 1892. 

Scotch Fire Bricks and Fire Clay, 
Just Received from Glasgow. 

5000 AEs, Fire sicks. 20 Baan 
For sale low by 

JAMES 8. NEILL. 

"McMURRAY & Co. 
— Have Just Received 

A CAR LOAD 
—— OF —— 

WALL PAPERS, 
And are now prepared to show the large @ 

stock of Wall Paper in the city, in 

Canadian 
ERA CP Te SR 

Americay 

Makes. 
CALL and SEE the 

GOODS. 

Also a lot of 

REMNANTS, 
Which will be sold. Low, to make roofs 

for New Goods. 

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. 


