.  LPOETRY,

THE FELLOW WHO MEANS WHAT
HE SAYS.

There is one whom you ever may trust,
As you travel o’er life’'s varied ways,
Who will strive to be honest and just—
He's the fellow who means what he says.

He is not one to lead you astray ;

On his word you may always depend ;
When he owes he is sure to repay,

And he never goes back on a friend.

What he scorns to the last is the lie;

What he holds to his heart is the truth;
All temptation he well may defy

Who will keep to this rulein his youth.

To be true—all is there—to be true!
You will find in thé end that it pays -
Search your heart, and be certain that you
Are the fellow who means what he says.

SELECT STORY.

COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO;

—OR THE—

REVENGE OF EDMOND DANTES.

CONTINUED.
CHAPTER LXIIL
THE FIFTH OF OCTOBER.

“Yes; you see I am as exact as you are.
But you are dripping, my dear fellow;
you must change your clothes, as Calypso
said to Telemachus. Come, I have a
habitation prepared for you'in which you
will soon forget fatigue and cold.” Monte-
Cristo perceived that the young man had
turned round; indeed, Morrel saw with
surprise that the men who had brought
him had left without being paid, or utter-
ing a word. Already the sound of their
oars might be heard as they returned
to the yacht. :

“QOh, yes,” said the count, “you are
looking for the sailors.”

“Yes; I paid them nothing, and yet
they are gone.” g

“Never mind that, Maximilian,” said
Monte-Cristo, smiling. “I have made an
agreement with the navy, that the access
to my island shall be free of all charge.
I have made a bargain.”

Morrel looked at the eount with sur-
prise. “Count,” he said, “you are not
the same here as in Paris.”

“How 80?”

“Here you laugh.” The count’s brow
became clouded.

“You are right to recall me to myeelf,
Maximilian,” he said ; I was delighted to
sce you again and forgot for the moment
that all happiness is fleeting.”

“Oh, no, no! count,” cried Maximilian,
seizing the count’s hands, “pray laugh;
be happy and prove to me, by your in-
difference, that life is indurable to suffer-
ers. Oh! how charitable, kind and good
you are ; you affect this gaiety to inspire
me with courage.”

“You are wrong, Morrel; I was really
happy.”

“Then you forget me; so much the
better.”

“How so?”

“Yes; for asthe gladiator said to the
emperor, when he entered the arena, ‘ He
who is going to die salutes you.’”

“Then you are not consoled?” asked
the count, surprised.

“Oh,” exclaimed Morrel, with a glance
full of bitter reproach, “listen to me, as
to a man whose thoughts are raised to
heaven, though he remains on earth; I
come to die in the arms of a friend. Cer-
tainly, there are people whom I love. I
love my sister Julie—I love her husband,
Emmanuel ; but I require a strong mind
to smile on my last moments; my sister
would be bathed in tears and fainting; I
could not bear to see her suffer; Emn-
manuel would tear the weapon from my
hand, and alarm the house with his cries.
You, count, who are mortal, will, I am
sure, lead me to death by a pleasant path,
will you not? Oh! count, I shall sleep
calmly, deliciously in the.arms of death!”
Morrel pronounced these words with an
energy which made the count shudder.
“My friend,” continued Morrel, “you
named the fifth of October as the term of
the delay you asked—to-day is the fifth
of October,” he took out his watch ; “it is
now nine o’clock—I have yet three hours
to live.”

“Be it s0?” said the count, “come.”
Morrel mechanically followed the count,
and they had entered the grotto before he
perceived it. He felt a carpet under his
feet, a door opened, perfumes surrounded
him, and a brilliant light dazzled his eyes.
Morrel hesitated to advance, he dreaded
the enervating effect of all that he saw.
Monte-Cristo drew him in gently. “Why
should we not spend the last three hours
remaining to us of life like those ancient
Romans, who, when condemned by Nero,
their emperor and heir, sat down at a
table covered with flowers, and gently
glided into death, through the perfume of
beliotropes and roses ?”

Morrel smiled. “As vou please,” he
said ; “ death is always death, that is for-
getfulness, repose, exclusion from life, and
therefore from grief.” He sat down, and
Monte-Cristo placed himself opposite to
him. They were in a marvellous dining-
room, where the statues had baskets on
their heads filled with fruits and flowers.
Morrel had looked carelessly around, and
had probably noticed nothing.

“Let us talk like men,” he said, look-
ing at the count.

“Proceed ! ”’

“Count!” said Morrel, “you are the
epitome of all human knowledge, and you
seem to be a being descended from a wiser
and more advanced world than ours.”

“There is something true in what you
say,” said the count, with that smile
which made him so handsome. “Some
day, when the world is much older, and
when mankind will be masters of all the
destructive powers in nature, to serve for
the general good of humanity ; when man-
kind, as you were just saying, have dis-
covered the secrets of death, then that
death will become as sweet and volup-
tuous as a slumber in the arms of your
beloved.”

“And if you wished to die, you would
choose this death, count ?”

" Yes"Y

Morrel extended his hand. “Now I
understand,” he said, “ why you had me
brought to this desolate spot, in the midst
of the ocean, to this subterranean palace;
it was because you loved me, was it not,
count? = It was because you loved me
well enough to give me one of those sweet

~means of death of which we were speak-
ing ; a death without agony, a death which
allows me to fade away while pronoun-
cing Valentine’s name and pressing your
hand.”

“Yes; you have guessed rightly, Mor-
rel, said the count, “that is what I in-
tended.”

“Thanks! the idea, that to-morrow I
shall no longer suffer is sweet to my
heart.”

“Do you then regret nothing?”

“No,” replied Morrel.

“It is well,” said Monte-Cristo, “you
wish it; you are inflexible; yes, as you
said, you are indeed wretched, and a
miracle alone can cure you; sit down,
Morrel, and wait.”

Morrel obeyed ; the count rose, and un-
locking a closet with a key suspended
from his gold chain, took from it a little
silver casket, beautifully carved and
chased, the corners of which represented

»

four bending figures, similar to the Carya-
tides, the forms of women, symbols of the
angels aspiring to heaven. He placed the
casket on the table; then opening it, took
out a little golden box, the top of which
flew open when touched by a secret
spring. This box contained an unctuous
substance partly solid, of which it was im-
possible to discover the color, owing to
the reflection of the polished gold, sap-
phires, rubies, emeralds, which ornament-
ed the box. It was a mixed mass of blue,
red and gold. The count took out a small
quantity of this with a gilt spoon and
offered it to Morrel, fixing a long stead-
fast glance upon him. It was then ob-
servable that the substance was greenish.

“This is what you asked for,” he said,
and what I promised to give you.”

“I thank you from the depths of my
heart,” said the young man, taking the
spoon from the hands, of Monte-Cristo.
The count took another spoon, and again
dipped it into the golden box. “What
are you going to do, my friend ?” asked
Morrel, arresting his hand.

“Morrel, I was thinking that I, too, am
weary of life, and since an opportunity
presents itself—"

“Stay!” said the young man. “You
who love, and are béing loved ; you, who
have faith and hope—oh! do not follow
my example; in your case it would be a
crime. Adieu, my noble and generous
friend; adieu ; I will go and tell Valentine
what you have done for me.” And slow-
ly, though without any hesitation, only
waiting to press the count’s hand fervent-
ly, he swallowed the mysterious substance
offered by Monte-Cristo. They were both
silent. Ali, mute and attentive, brought
the pipes and coffee and disappeared. By
degrees the lamps gradually faded in the
hands of the marble statues which held
them, and the perfumes appeared less
powerful to Morrel.

Seated opposite to him, Monte-Cristo
watched him in the shadow, and Morrel
saw nothing but the bright eyes of the
count. An overpowering sadness took
possession of the young man; his hands
relaxed their hold; the objects in the
room gradually lost their form and color;
and his disturbed vision seemed to per-
ceive doors and curtains open in the wall.

“Friend,” he cried, “I feel that I am
dying; thanks.” He made a last effort to
extend his hand; but it fell powerless be-
side him. Then it appeared to him that
Monte-Cristo smiled, not with the strange
and fearful expression which had some-
times revealed to him the secrets of his
heart, but with the benevolent kindness
of a father for an infant. At the same
time the count appeared to increase in
stature ; his form, nearly double its usual
height, stood out in relief against the red
tapestry, his black hair was thrown back,
and he stood in the attitude of a menacing
angel. Morrel, overpowered, turned round
in the arm-chair; a delicious torpor was
insinuated into every vein; a.change of
ideas presented themselves to his brain,
like a new design on the kaleidoscope;
enervated, prostrate, and breathless, he
became unconscious of outward objects,
he seemed to be entering that vague de-
lirinm preceeding death. He wished once
again to press the count’s hand; but his
own was unmovable; he wished to ar-
ticulate a last farewell, but his tongue lay
motionless and heavy in his throat, like a
stone at the mouth of a sepulchre. In-
voluntary his languid eyes closed; and
still through his eyelashes a well known
form seemed to move amid the obscurity
with which he was gently gliding into
his last sleep. Then he saw a woman
of marvellous beauty appear on the
threshold of the door separating the
two rooms. Pale and sweetly smiling,
she looked like an angel of mercy con-
juring the angel of vengeafice.- “Is it
heaven that opens before me?” thought
the dying man ; “ that angel resemblesjthe
one I have lost. Monte-Cristo pointed
Morrel to the young woman, who ad-
vanced towards him with clasped hand
and a smile upon her lips. !

“Valentine! Valentinet” he mentally
ejaculated ; but his lips uttered no sound;
and, as, though all his strength were
centred in that eternal emotion, he sighed
and closed his eyes. Valentine rushed
towards him ; his lips again moved.

“He is calling you,” said the count;
“he to whom you have confided your
destiny —he from whom death would
have separated you, calls you to him.
Happily, I vanquished death. Hence-
forth, Valentine, you will never again be
separated on earth; since he has rushed
into death to find you. Without me you
would both have died. May God accept
my atonement of these two existences!”

Valentine seized the count’s hand, and,
in her irresistible; impulse of joy, carried
it to her lips.

“On! thank me again ! ” said the count;
“tell me until you are weary that I have
restored you to bappiness; you do ot
know how much I require this assurafce.”

“Oh! yes, yes, I thank you with all my
heart,” said Valentine; “and if you doubt
the sincerity of my gratitude, oh, then
ask Haydee! ask my beloved sister Hay-
dee, who, ever since our departure from
France, has caused me to wait patiently
for this happy day, while talking to me
of you.” :

“You then love Haydee ? ” asked Mgpte
Cristo, with an emotion he in vain en-
deavored to dissimulate.

“Oh, yes! with all my soul.”

“Well, then! listen, Valentihe,” said
the count; “I have a favor to ask of you.”

“Of me! Oh,am I happy enough for
that?”

“Yes; you have called Haydee your
sister ; let her become =0, indeed, Valen-
tine; render her all the gratitude you
fancy you owe me; protect her for” (the
count’s voice was thick with emotion)-
“henceforth she will be alone in the
world.”

“Alone in the world ! ” repeated a voice
behind the count, “ and why ?”

Monte-Cristo turned round; Haydee
was standing, pale, calm, motionless, look-
ing at the count with an expression of
fearful amazement. :

“ Because to-morrow, Haydee, you will
be free ; you will then assume your proper
position in society, for I will not allow my
destiny to overshadow yours. Daughter
of a prince! I restore to you the riches
and name of your father.”

Haydee became pale, and lifting her
transparent hands to heaven, exclaimed,
in a voice hoarse with tears, “Then you
leave me, my lord ?”

“ Haydee, Haydee! you are young and.
beautiful ; forget even my name and bhe
happy!”

“It is well,” said Haydee ; “ your order
shall be executed, my;lord ; I will, forget
even your name, and be happy !”

-The count shuddered at the tones of a
voice which penetrated the inmost’ re-
cesses of his heart ; his eyes met those of
the girl, and he could not bear ther bril-
liancy. “Oh, heavens!” exclaimed Monte
Cristo, “can my suspicions be correct?
Haydee, would it please you not to leave
me?”

“I am young,” gently replied Haydee;
“I love the life you have made so sweet
for me, and should regret to die.”

“You mean, then, if I leave you, Hay-
1

dee——

“1 should die ; yes, my lord.”

“Do you then love me?”

“Oh, Valentine! he asks if I love him
Valentine, tell him if you love Maxi-
milian.” The count felt his heart dilate
and throb. “Oh, yes,” she cried, “I do

love you! I love you as one loves a father,

brother, husband! I love you as my life,
for you are the best, the noblest of created
beings!”.

“Let it be, then, as you wish, sweet
angel; God has sustained me in my
struggle with my enemies, and has given
me this victory; he will not let me end
my trinmph with this penance; I wished
to punish myself, but he has pardoned
me! Love me, then, Haydee! Who
knows ? perhaps your love will make me
forget all I wish not to remember.”

“What do you mean, my lord ?”

“I mean that one word from you has
enlightened me more than twenty years
of slow experience ; I have but you in the
world, Haydee ; through you I again con-
nect myself with life, through you I shall
suffer, through you rejoice.”

“Do you hear me, Valentine?”- ex-
claimed Haydee ; “he says that through
me he will suffer —through me, who
would yield my life for his.

The count withdrew for a moment.
“Have I discovered the truth?” he said ;
“but whether it be for recompense or
punishment, I accept my fate. Come,
Haydee, come!” and throwing his arm
round the young girl’s waist, he pressed
the hand of Valentine and disappeared.

An hour had nearly passed, during
which Valentine, breathless and motion-
less, watched steadfastly over Morrel. At
length she felt his heart beat, a faint
breath played upon his lips, a slight
shudder, announcing the” return,of life,
passed through the young man’s frame.
At length his eyes opened, but they were
at first fixed and expressionless; then
sight returned, and with it, feeling and
grief. “Oh!” he cried, in an accent of
despair, “the count has deceived me; I
am yet living ;” and extending his hand
towards the table he seized a knife.

“ Dearest,” exclaimed Valentine, with
her adorable smile, “awake, and look on
my side.” Morrel uttered a loud exclam-
ation, and frantic, doubtful, dazzled, as
though by a celestial vision, he fell upon
his knees. L

* * *

* *

The next morning, at daybreak, Valen-
tine and Morrel were walking arm-in-
arm on the sea-shore, Valentine relating
how Monte-Cristo had appeared in her
room ; how he had unveiled everything;
how be had revealed the crime; and
finally, how he had saved her life by al-
lowing her to seem dead. They had
found the door of the grotto opened, and
went forth, the few remaining stars yet
pressing through the morning Iight.
Morrel soon perceived a man standing
amidst the group of rocks, who was await-
ing a sign from them to advance; he
pointed him out to Valentine. “Ah,itis
Jacopo,” she said, *“the captain of the
yacht;” and she beckoned him towards
them.

“Do you wish to speak to us?” asked
Morrel. :

“T have a letter to give you from the
count.”

“From the count!”
two young people.

“Yes; read it.”
letter and read :
“My DEAR MAXIMILIAN:

“There is a felucca for you at anchor.
Jacopo will conduct vou to Leghorn,
where M. Noirtier awaits his grand-
daughter, whom he wishes to bless before
you lead her to the altar. All this is in
this grotto, my friend, my house in the
Champs-Elysees, and my Chateau at Tre-

* * *

murmured the

Morrel opened the

_port, are the marriage gifts bestowed by

Edmond Dantes upon the son of his old
master, Morrel. Mademoiselle de Ville-
fort will share them with you; for I en-
treat her to give to the poor the immense
fortune reverting to her from her father,
now a madman, and her brother, who
died last September with his mother.
Tell the angel who will watch over your
future destiny, Morrel, to pray sometimes
for a man, who, like Satan, thought him-
self for a moment equal to God ; but who
now acknowledges, with Christian humil-
ity, that God alone possesses supreme
power and infinite wisdom. Perhaps
those prayers may soften the remorse he
feels in his heart. As for you, Morrel,
this is the secret of my conduct towards
you. There is neither happiness nor
misery in this world; there is only the
comparison of one state with another,
nothing more. He who has felt the deep-
est grief is best able to experience supreme
happiness. We must have felt what it is
to die, Morrel, that we may appreciate
the enjoyments of life.

“Live then, and be happy, beloved
children of my heart! and never forget
until the day when God will deign to
reveal the future to man, all human wis-
dom is contained in these two words,—
Wait and hope.’

“ Your friend,
EpMuND DANTES,
- Count of Monte-Cristo.”

During the perusal of this letter, which
informed Valentine, for the first time, of
the madness of her father and the death
of her brother, she became pale, a heavy
sigh escaped from her bosom, and tears,
not the less painful because they were
silent, ran down her cheeks; her happi-
ness cost her very dear. Morrel looked
round uneasily. “But,” he s8id, “the
count’s generosity is tooy overwhelming ;
Valentine will be saﬂ with my,
humble fortune. Where Is the count,
friend? Lead me to him.” Jacopo point-
ed towards the horizon.

“What do you mean?” asked Valen-
tine. “Where is the count?—Where is
Haydee?”

“Look ! ”” said Jacopo.

The eyes of both were fixed on the
speck pointed out by the sailor, and they
perceived on the deep blue bank separ-
ating the Mediterranean from the sky, a
white sail no larger than a gull’s wing.

“Gone!” ejaculated Morrel, “gone!
God be with you, friend and second
father?”

“ Gone,” echoed Valentine, “ Fare thee
well, my sister!”

“ Who can tell whether we shall ever
see them again?” sighed the young man
tearfully.

“ My dearest,” said Valentine, “ Did not
the count say that all human wisdom is
comprised in the words: ‘WAIT AND

HOPE.”
THE END.

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.

Willie — What makes Goodman so
seedy ? He used to be obe of the best
dressed men in town and now I don’t be-
lieve he has had a new suit in a year.

Billie — Well, you' see, he is an alder-
man and he’s afraid he’ll be accused of
boodling.

Capt. Easton, of Clarendon, Charlotte
Co., said it was a pleasure to him to re-
commend Hawker’s Tolu as a remedy for
coughs and colds. He has proved its
power in his own case.

Characteristic.— There is one charac-
teristic which you Americans have that
I have never been able to account for, re-
marked the English traveller. Why do
you always reply to a question by asking
another? Do we? innocently responded
the Yankee ? ;

HOW TO BE HEALTHY

Spring Work for Health, in and About
the Home,

Spring is by common consent, the sea-
son for house cleaning, and for clearing
up back yards, front yards and streets. It
is also the time for beginning the cam-
paign against ill health, sickness and pre-
mature death, which will have their best
innings from spring till frost.

Cholera Infantum—a specific disease of
the bowels in children — will begin its at-
tack with energy in June, attain enormous
prevalence in July and August,and a very
rapid fall in September. The cause of
this disease is closely related to filth of
soil, foul air and water, in which with the
high temperature of summer, it finds a
congenial hot-bed for a prolific and mal-
ignant growth. \Children under five years
of age are by far the greatest sufferers, and
the dreadful fact that this poison finds
them in their homes, makes the discovery
of its mode of attack and destruction a
matter of vital importance, particularly to
every mother.

44.9 per cent. ofall deaths in Minnesota
in the average of four years, are of chil-
dren under five years of age, 31.6 per cent.
are children under one year of age. What
better evidence that the causes of death,
find them in their homes?

The hot season is the one- for rapid
growth, maturity, and decay in the veget-
able kingdom, to which most of the specif-
ic causes of diseases belong. Decay is
at this season still more rapid, offensive
and dangerous. In the nataral order of
things decay is the natural helper of the
growth of all forms of vegetable life on
the condition that the dead thing is prop-
erly burned or buried, a condition diffi-
cult to secure in houses and centres of
population, just in proportion as they are
crowded, and the simple sanitary precaut-
ions to be mentioned, are neglected.

The sanitary duties in and about the
home from now to wintet may be sammed
up from our present standpoint, to be
largely the supply of those conditions
whereby dead organic matter may be ex-
cluded from the air breathed in, water
drank in, and the house occupied by
every home of our population.

But how ? is the natural question. As
the mother is the proper health officer of
the home, what is to follow, will be ad-
dressed to her, but with the distinct un-
derstanding that it concerns the father of
the family as well, and that it applies as
much to the isolated farm house as to the
houses of villages and cities, for the prob-
lem is: How to prevent the occurrence
of ill health, sickness or premature death
in the family. :

In beginning anything, it is best to
know first what needs to be done, and in
this case the first thing is a careful in-
spection of the house and everything in
it from top %o bottom, with all its belong-
ings, outbuildings and lot to find out every
cause which may foul the air or water
supply, or he a breeding place for the
germs of disease, or a lodgirg for prevent-
able nuisance.

Begin with the cellar which, in winter
and cool weather, is as a rule, the lungs
of the house. It should be light and dry
and all summer long have a free through
and thorough ventilation. See that no
decaying vegetable or animal . matters are
allowed there. Keep potatoes and other
vegetables in boxes or barrels small
enough to be moved readily. Have no
fixtures there, but have closets, milk safes
and the like readily movable, and keep
them away from the walls. It pays to
have a cement, or better, an asphalt floor.
If well made it can bethoroughly washed.
It helps to keep out moisture, ground air
and vermin, and can be cleaned as readily
as stone, and better than wood. Stone or
hard brick in cement or asphalt will do.
Soft brick are bad ; and wood on the soil,
very bad —the bare soil is better than
that. Cellar walls should be coated with
fresh and caustic milk of lime(true white-
wash,) ceilings to be treated in the same
way, if practicable, and kept free from
cobwebs and dirt. A damp and musty
odor should never be tolerated in the cel-
lar air. Keep it sweet and pure for the
very simple but important reason that it
determines very largely the character of
the air of the house. -

The house itself.— All floors should be
well jointed, tight, smooth and saturated
with boiled linseed oil, or painted; but
the oil is best to prevent fouling by offen-
sive matters, which must happen to a
floor not so protected. A well-made floor
smooth, and well oiled, is so sightly and
easily cleaned and kept clean, that carpets
are unnecessary. The carpet, as common-
ly used, cut to the size of the floor and
tacked down for months at a time, always
retains filth in and under itself, which the
most careful sweeping will not remove.
The rug, home made or bought, is cheap-
er, cleaner, healthier, easily aired, dusted
or cleaned, and fortunately, is now fash-
ionable.

The walls of the rooms should be lime-
washed in simple colors or painted. Wall
paper and kalsomine are retainersof of-
fensive matter ; the cheap glue of the one,
and the paste used to put on the other,
are very liable to decay. All housekeep-
ers know what a job it is to remove them,
which must be done before another appli-
cation' Arsenic is common in many wall
papers, and has caused sickness in such
c)mbination; therefore for health, use
lime-wash or paint on room walls. If the
last, it should be thin and a rapid dryer.

As to ceilings, they should not be paint-
ed or papered. Better lime-wash them.
Part of the ventilation of rooms ig (if per-
mitted), through the ceiling into the gar-
ret, or the space between joists and thence
to the garret.

Closets and clothes-presses readily and
usnally become dirty, musty and offensive.
The musty odor here and elsewhere in in-
habited places is caused by the decay of
organic matter. It is due to a vegetable
growth, microscopic in size, and for that
reason all the more readily floated in the
air and breathed. Destroy it by cleanli-
ness, dryness, ventilation and light.

Winter clothing should be thoroughly
aired and well shaken out of doors before
packing away. Old boots, shoes and the
like should go to the repair shop, to the
compost heap, or buried near the roots of
vines or trees.

Bed Rooms and Bedding.— Sleeping
rooms are best off the ground floor. For
mattresses, hair leads, of course ; next may
be put fresh and bright oat straw. For
cover nothing*equals the all-wool blanket
no matter how coarse its texture. The
“comforter,” —i. e., cotton batting as a
filling between two layers of cotton cloth,
is as usually made, a very poor substitute,
a retainer of foul odors, and in case of in-
fectious diseases, dangerous. It is difficult
to wash, and in too many cases is permit-
ted to go unwashed. A better plan for a
comforter is to replace the cotton batting
with washed and carded wool, Thin,
light, tidy and warm, it is almost the
eider down quilt. For summer use, light,
all-wool blankets, with a neat, Marseilles
or calico spread are best. Always use
sheets on the bed, as you wear under-
clothing on the body.

Beds should be shaken up and exposed
to the open airand sunlight for an hourin
the forenoon ; windows and blinds open,
too, for a free ventilation. Bed rooms,
for summer use, should be uncarpeted and
contain no more furniture than is useful.
Cleanliness, ventilation and sunlight, are
even more important here than in other
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rooms. Iron beds and wire mattresses,

are nearly as cheap and much healthier |

than wood.

The garret should be treated as a closet
through which much of the vitiated air o
the house finds its way to the outside;
therefore, be sure that it has windows and
is well lighted. Leave its windows wide
open the season through. Put in bars, if
you please; but its free ventilation makes
the house cooler in summer and its air
purer in winter.

Abraham Lincoln

When leaving his home at Si)ﬁngﬁeld, 1.,

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. :

Herais 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 nutr
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 @ Oreille and Cceur 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 toreach
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 comiortable 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. PAauL, MINN.

CORN SOWING

Is a process conducted by the agency of
tight boots all the year round. Corn reap-
ing is best conducted through the agency
of Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor, the
only safe and sure-pop corn cure. Put-
nam’s Extractor is now widely imitated.
Beware of all poisonous and sore produc-
ing substjtutes; they are dangerous to
use and are sold simply because they af-
ford the dealer larger profit.

A surprising answer was elicited at a
recent examination ata board-school in
London. Who was David ? asked the in-
spector. King of Israel and the son of
Jesse, replied the bright boy. Who was
Jesse? continued the inspector. The
flower of Dunblane, said the pupil after a
slight pause.

Rurumatism Curep 1N A Day.— South
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism
and ncuralgia radically cures 7in 1 to 3
days. Its action upon the system is re-
markabe and mysterious. It removes at
once the cause and the disease immediately
disappears. The first dose greatly bene-
fits, 75 cents. Warranted by Davies,
Staples & Co.

Father — You seem to look at things in
a very different light since your marriage.
His Newly Married Daughter — Well, I
ought to after receiving fourteen lamps
and nine candlebras for wedding presents.

Rev. Henry M. Spike, rector of Mus-
quash, N. B,, advised Mrs. Wm. Thomp-
son, of that place to try Hawker’s Tonic
for Acute Dyspepsia. Read what they
both say in another column as to the re-
sult. =

I heard an alarm of fire, I think, he
said in the theatre, and I must go out and
see about it. Returning after fifteen min-
utes: It was not a fire, he said, shortly.
Nor water, said she, still more briefly.

EXPERIENCE HAS PROVED IT.

A triumph in medicine was attained
when experience proved that Scott’s
Emulsion would not only stop the pro-
gress of Pulmonary Consumption, but by
its continued use health and vigor could
be fully restored.

Do you know you look ten years older
with that bonnet on? asked Mr. Miggs.
Yes, I know; but I don’t have to stand
up in a horse car half as often as I did be-
fore I got it.

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

A French paper tells a story of a min-
ister who, when handed the card of some-
one who wished to see him, said: Tell
the gentleman that I am exceedingly
sorry that I am not in.

R. D. Lewis, of St. John, was completely
cured of biliousness and constipation by
Hawker’s Pills, and now always keeps
a supply on hand.

An Indulgent Husband.— Bachelor —
No more sewing on of suspender buttons
now, old boy,eh ? Benedict — No, I wear
a belt now. I've got no time to sew on
buttons. Keeps me hustlingito buy bread
and butter.

He—1 see you looking at the clock. I
hope it isn’t for me. She —Oh,no. I
was thinking of father. Hesaid he would
be home an hour earlier than usual to-
night.

ERIAL
BAKING

THE IMPsiss

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.

Contains no Alum, Ammonia, Lime,
Phosphates, or any Injuriant,

E. W, CILLETT, Toronto., Ont.

indeed is he whose blood is poor,
who has lost his appetite and his
flesh and seems to be in a rapid de-
cline ; but

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

0f Pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and
Hypophosphites

can make it rich again by restoring appetite,
flesh and rich blood, and so giving him energy
and perfect physical life, cures Coughs, Colds,
Consumption, Scrofula and Bronchitis. IT IS
ALMOST AS PALATABLE AS MILK.

Prepared only by Scott & Bowne, Belleville.

Just Received.

Two dozen Grand Rapid Car.
pet Sweepers. ' For sale low

by

NEW SEEDS.

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 SuUun.

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

ure than ever be_fore in its history.

The Sunday Sun

is the greatest Sunday Newspaper

* in the world.

Price 5c¢. a copy. By mail, $2 a year

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

Daily and Sunday, by

majl, = = = = - = $8ayear
.

Address THE SUVW, New York,

THE BEST.

‘Fzs

Best Preparation of Hypophosphites.
Best Value for the Money.

W ILILEY'S
EMULSION

COD LIVER OIL

AND——

HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Best Quality of Pure Norwegian Oil.

[

THE

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND
OB

INSURANCE COMPANY.

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

AssgTs IN CANADA, ® = 870,525.67

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip:
tion at

LOWEST CURRENT RATES.

WM. WILSON,

Agent.

JOHN G. ADAMS,
FUNERAL

=L

FURNISHING - UNDERTAKER,

OPP. QUEEN HOTEL,

FREDERICTOI.

Caskets, Coffins,

Robes, Mountings, &c.

and everything required in the Undertaking

Business kept in stock.
&7 Special Prices for Country Orders.
Orders in the City or Country attended to with

promptness,

Resid

2 over War

JOHN C. ADAMS.

R. C. MACREDIE,

Plumber, Gas Fitter,

AND

- TINSMITH,

QULD inform the people of Freder
1cton and vicinity that he has re
amed business on Queen Street,

0PP COUNTY COURT HOUMAe

where he is prepared to till au orgers in
; above lines, including

ELECTRICAL AND MECHANICAL

BELL HANGING,
Speaking Tubes, &c.

“Soring Delights™

New and Elegant

Patterns

HOUS
PAPERS.

A

HAILISS

BOOK STORE.

REFRIGERATORS,

JUST RECEIVED;
1 Refrigerators, the best value of any in our
market, in several styles and sizes, and Well
Finished. Experience has tiught us after handling
many other kinds, that This Make are away ahead
of anythiug yet. Please send in your orders.

R. CHESTNUT & SBONS,

Farm for Sale.

HE subscriber’s Farm at 8t. Mary’s, near the
Railway Btation, containing 500 acres, 100 of
which are under cultivation.
There are two.houses, barns and oatbuildings on
. the premises, all in good repair.
For further particulars apply to
JOHN A. EDWARDS,

Queen Hotel.
F'ton, April 9, 1892,

Meat Cl_l_op'pers.

JUST RECEIVED:

4 DCZ. Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron,
best Meat Choppers in the country — well es-
-| tablished fact. The tinned is much better than the
Galvinized Iron. : .
These Choppers are simple, easily taken apart and
cleaned, and will last a life time. Every family
should have one.
For sale by

R. CHESNUT & BONS.

GLASS! GLASS!

Now landing per steamer direct from Antwerp.
400 BoXES Window Glass; 6 cases Muslin Glass;
6 cases Coloured Glass; 2 cases Pebbled

Plate Glass. For sale low by
JAMES 8. NEILL.

Per. Woodboat Templar.

Just Received ;

3 Barels Commou Whiting, 30 bbls Raw Linseed

0il, 10 bbls Boiled Linseed Oil, 6 bbls Machine
0il, 4 bbls Pure Wool Qil, 1 barrel each of Pure Lard
Fine Cylinder, Pure Olive, Castor and Needsfoot
Oils, 100 kess 8teel Cut Nails, 1 cask Miners Bhov-
els, 1 doz. Long Handled Trish Bpades, 5 boxes Com-
mon Tin, 2 casks Bheet Zinc, 2 cosks Mixed Putty,
5ton assorted Bar Iion, 3 bozes Cut Tacks, 3 cases
Common Pickaxes, 1 bbl T Hinges, 2 boxes Btrap
Hinges, 1 case Augers and Auger Bi‘ts, 1 bale Bal-
mon Twine, 1 bale Gilling Thread. For sale low,

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
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Makes.

CALL and SEE the

'McMURRAY & Co.

—Eave Just Received —

J@@_\__L

CAR LOAD

Rty ) e

WALL PAPERS,

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

Canadian

—_—AND ———

American

A,

GOODS.

Also a lot of

REMNANTS,

Which will be sold Low, to make room

for New Goods.

P. 8. Expected daily a Large Stock of INGRAIN papér
with BORDERS to match.

Pianos, Organs and Sewing Machines in Great

Variety at the Lowest Prices. No Agents.

McMurray & Co.




