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POETRY. 

NOTHING TO SAY. 

JAMES WHITCOMBE RILEY. 

Nothin’ to say, my daughter! Nothin at 
all to say — 

Gyrls that's in love, I've noticed, ginerly 

has their way — 

Yer mother did, afore you, when her folks 

objected to me— 

Yit here I am, and here you are; and your 
mother where is she ? 

You leek lots like your mother — purty 

much the same in size; 
And about the same complected, and favor 

about the eyes. 

Like’ her two about niviN' here — because 
she could'nt stay. 

It'll most seem like you was dead — like 
her — but I hain’t got nothing to say. 

She left you her little bible — writ her name 

across the page — 
And left her ear-bobs fer you, ef ever you 

come of age. 

I've allus kep’ em and gyuarded em, but ef 

yer goin’ away — 
Nothin’ to say my daughter! 

to say! ; 
Nothin’ at all 

And how er--how old are you? Why, 

child not twenty!” ‘When? 

And yer next birthday’s in Aprile, and you 

want to get married then? 

I wish yer mother was livin’ but—I— 

hain’t got nothin’ to say! 

Twenty year! and as good a girl as parent 
ever found. 

There's a straw ketched on to yer dress, 
there — I'll bresh it off — turn round. 

(Her mother was jest twenty when us two 

run away!) 

Nothin’ to say, my daughter! 

all to say! 

Nothing at 

SELECT STORY. 

COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO; 
—OR THE— 

REVENGE OF EDMOND DANTES. 

CONTINUED. 

CHAPTER XL. 

THE CONTRACT. 

Ar half-past eight in the evening Dan- 

glars’ grand saloon, the gallery adjoining, 

and the three other drawing-reoms on the 

same floor, were filled with a perfumed 
crowd, who sympathized but little in the 

event, but who all participated in that 

love of being present wherever there is 
anything fresh to be seen. 

At each moment, in the midst of the 

crowd, the buzzing, and the laughter, the 
usher’s voice was heard announcing some 

name, and which was acknowledged by a 
slight movement in the different groups. 
But for one whose privilege it was to 

agitate that ocean of human waves, how 
many were received with a look of in- 

difference or a sneer of disdain! At the 
moment when the hand of the massive 

timepiece, representing Endymion asleep, 
pointed to nine on its golden face, and the 

hammer, the faithful type of mechanical 
thought, struck nine times, the name of 

the Count of Monte-Cristo resounded in its 

turn, and, as if by an electric shock, all 
the assembly turned towards the door: 

The count was dressed in black, and with 
his habitual simplicity ; his white waist- 
coat displayed his expansive noble chest, 

his black stock appeared singularly re- 

markable, contrasting as it did with the 
deadly paleness of his face. The count 
perceived at one glance Madame Danglars 

at one end of the drawing-room, M. Dan- 
glars at the other, and Eugenie in front of 
him. He first advanced towards the 

baroness, who was chatting with Madame 
de Villefort, who had come alone, Valen- 
tine being still an invalid; and without 
turning aside, so clear was the road left 

for him, he passed from the baroness to 

Eugenie, whom he complimented in such 
rapid and measured terms, that the proud 
artist was quite struck. Near her was 
Louise d’Armilly, who thanked the count 
for the letters of introduction he had so 

kindly given her for Italy, which she in- 
tended immediately to make use of. On 
leaving these ladies he found himself 

with Danglars, who had advanced to 

meet him. 
Having accomplished these three social 

duties, Monte-Cristo stopped, looking 
around him with that expression peculiar 

to a certain class, which seems to say, “I 

have done my duty, now let others do 
theirs.” Andrea, who was inJan adjoin- 
ing room, had shared in the sensation 
caused by the arrival of Monte-Cristo, and 

now came forward to pay his respects to 
the count. He found him completely 

surrounded ; all were eager to speak to 
him, as is always the case with those 
whose words are few and weighty. The 

notaries arrived at this moment, and ar- 
ranged their scrawled papers on the velvet 
cloth embroidered with gold which 

covered the table prepared for the signa- 
ture; it was a gilt table supported on 
lion’s claws. One sat down, the other re- 

mained standing. They were about to 
proceed to the reading of the contract, 

which half Paris assembled was to sign. 
All took their places, or rather the ladies 

~ formed a circle, while the gentlemen com- 
mented on the feverish agitation of An- 

drea, on M. Danglars’ riveted attention, 
Eugenie’s composure, and the light and 

sprightly manner in which the baroness 

treated this important affair. 
The contract was read during a pro- 

found silence. But as soon as it was 
finished, the buzz was redoubled through 

all the drawing-rooms; the brilliant sums 
which were to be at the command of the 

two young people, and which crowned 

the display which had been made in a 
room entirely appropriated for that pur- 

pose of the wedding presents, and the 
voung lady’s diamonds, had resounded 
with all their delusion on the jealous as- 

sembly. Mlle. Danglars’ charms were 
heightened in the opinion of the young 

men, and for the moment seemed to out- 

vie the sun in splendor. As for the ladies 

it is needless to say that, while jealous of 
these millions, they thought they did not 
require them to render them beautiful. 

Andrea, surrounded by his friends, com- 
plimented, flattered, beginning to believe 
in the reality of his dream, was almost 

bewilaered. The notary solemnly took 

the pen, flourished it above his head, and 
said, “ Gentlemen, the contract is ready to 

sign.” 
The baron was to sign first; then the 

representative "of M. Cavalcanti, senior; 

then the baroness; afterwards the future 
couple, as they are styled on the cere- 

monious stamped papers. The baron took 

the pen and signed, then the represen- 
tative. The baroness approached, lean- 

ing on Mme. de Villefort's arm. “My 
dear,” gaid she, as she took the pen, “isit 

not vexatious? An unexpected incident, 
in the affair of murder and theft at the 

count of Monte-Cristo’s in which he nearly 
fell a victim, deprives us of the pleasure of 

seeing M. de Villefort.” 
“ Indeed,” said Monte-Cristo, approach- 

ing, “I am much afraid I am the involun- 

tary cause of that absence.” 
“What! you, count,” said Madame 

Danglars, signing; “ if you are, take care, 

1 shall never forgive you.” Andrea pricked 

up his ears. 
“But it is not my fault; as I shall en- 

deavor to prove.” Every one listened 

eagerly ; Monte - Cristo, who so rarely 
opened his lips, was about to speak. “You 
remember,” said the count, during the 

most profound silence, “ that the unhappy 
wretch who came to rob me, died at my 
house ; it was supposed he was stabbed by 
his accomplice, on attempting to leave it.” 
“Yes,” said Danglars. 

“In order to examine his wounds, he 
was undressed, and his clothes thrown 
into a corner, where officers of justice 
picked them up, with the exception of the 

waistcoat, which they overlooked. An- 
drea tutned pale, and drew towards the 

door; he saw a cloud rising in the horizon 
which appeared to forbode a coming 

storm. 

“Well! this waistcoat was discovered 
to-day, covered with blood, and with a 

hole over the heart.” The ladies screamed 

and two or three prepared to faint. “It 
was brought to me. No one could guess 

what the dirty rag could be; I alone sup- 
posed it was the waistcoat of the victim. 
My valet, in examining this mournful 

relic, felt a paper in the pocket, and drew 

it out; it was a letter addressed to you, 

baron.” 
“To me!” cried Danglars. 

“Yes, indeed, to you; 1 succeeded in 
deciphering your name under the blood 
with which the letter was stained,” re- 

plied Monte- Cristo, amid the general 

burst of amazement. 
“But,” asked Madame Danglars, look- 

ing at her husband with uneasiness, “how 

could that prevent M. de Villefort—-" 
“In this simple way, madame,” replied 

Monte-Cristo; “the waistcoat and the 
letter were both. You understand, my 

dear baron, legal proceedings are the 

safest in criminal cases; it was, perhaps, 
some plot against you.” Andrea looked 

steadily at Monte-Cristo, and disappeared 
in the second drawing-room. 

“Possibly,” said Danglars; “was not 

this murdered man a returned galley- 
slave?” : 

“Yes,” replied the count; “a felon 
named Caderousse.” Danglars turned 

slightly pale, Andrea reached the ante- 

room beyond the little drawing-room. 
“But go on signing,” said Monte-Cristo ; 

“1 perceive wy little story has caused a 
general emotion; and I beg to apologize to 
you, baroness, and to Madamoiselle Dan- 

glars” The baroness, who had signed, 
returned the pen to the notary. 

“Prince Cavalcanti!” said the latter; 

“Prince Cavalcanti, where are you ?” 
“ Andrea! Andrea!” repeated several 

young people, who were already on suf- 

ficiently intimate terms with him to call 
him by his Christian name. 

“Call the prince! inform him it is his 

turn to sign!” cried Danglars to one of 

the door-keepers. 
But at the same instant the crowd of 

guests rushed, terrified, into the principal 
saloon, as if some terrible monster had 
entered the apartments, qucerens quem 

devoret. There was, indeed, reason to 
retreat, be alarmed, and to scream. An 

officer was placing two soldiers at the 

door of each drawing-room and was ad- 
vancing towards Danglars, preceeded by a 

commissioner of police, girded with his 
gcarf. Madame Danglars uttered a scream 
and fainted. Danglars, who thought him- 
self threatened, (some consciences are 

never calm)— Danglars appeared before 
his guests with a terrified countenance. 
“What is the matter, sir?” asked 

Monte-Cristo, advancing to meet the com- 
missioner. 

“Which of you gentlemen,” asked the 
magistrate, without replying to the count, 

“answers to the name of Andrea Caval- 
canti?” A cry of stupor was heard from 

all parts of the room. They searched; 

they questioned. 
“But who then is Andrea Cavalcanti ?” 

asked Danglars, in amazement. 
“ A galley-slave, escaped from confine- 

ment at Toulon.” 
« And what crime has he committed ?” 
“He is accused,” said the commissary, 

“of having assassinated the man named 
Caderousse, his former companion in 
prison, at the moment he was making his 

escape from the house of the Count of 
Monte-Cristo.” Monte-Cristo cast a rapid 

glance around him. Andrea was gone. 

CHAPTER XLI. 

“ THE FLIGHT TO BELGIUM. 

A FEw minutes after the scene of con- 
fusion produced in the saloons of M. Dan- 

glars by the unexpected appearance of the 
soldiers, and by the disclosure which had 
followed, the large residence was deserted 

with a rapidity which the announcement 
of a case of plague or of cholera morbus 

among the guests would have caused. In 
a few minutes through all the doors, 
down all the staircases, by every issue, 

each one had hastened to retire, or rather 
to fly ; for it was one of those circumstances 

in which it is useless to attempt to im- 
part that common consolation which 
makes even the best friends importunate 

under great catastrophes. There remained 
in the banker's hotel only Danglars, 

closeted in his cabinet, and making his 
statement to the officer; Madame Dan- 
glars, terrified, in the boudoir with which 

we are acqainted ; and Eugenie, who with 
haughty air and disdainful lip, had re- 

tired to her room with her inseparable 
companion, Louise d’Armilly. As for the 
numerous servants (more numerous that 

evening than usual, for their number was 
augmented by the cooks and butlers of 
the Cafe de Paris) venting on their em- 
ployers their anger at what they termed 
the insult. Of all this household, only 

two individuals deserve our notice ; these 
are Eugenie Danglars and Louise d’Ar- 

milly. 
The betrothed had retired as we said, 

with haughty air, disdainful lip, and the 

demeanor of an outraged queen, followed 

by her éompanion, paler and more affect- 
ed than herself. On reaching her room 
Eugenie locked the door, while Louise 

fell on a chair. “Ah, what a dreadful 
thing,” said the young musician; “ who 
would have suspected it? M. Andrea 
Cavalcanti a murderer—a galley slave es- 
caped—a convict!” An ironical smile 
curled the lip of Eugenie. In truth, I 
was fated,” said she; “I escaped the Mor- 

cerfs only to fall into the Cavalcantis.” 
“Oh, do not confound the two, Eugenie.” 
“Hold your tongue! Men are all in- 

famous; and I am happy to be able now 
to do more than detest them, I despise 

them.” 
“ What shall we do?” asked Louise. 
“ Why, the same we had intended doing 

three days since-—set off.” 

“What! although you are not going to 
be married, you intend still—” 

“Listen, Louise! I hate this life of the 
fashionable world. What I have always 
wished for, desired, and coveted is the 

life of an artist, free and independent, re- 
lying only 6n my own resources, and 
aecountable only to myself. This evening’s 

adventure will serve for my excuse. I 
did not seek one, I did not ask for one. 
Heaven sends me this, and I hail it joy- 

fully !” 
“How strong and courageous you are!” 

said the fair, frail girl to her brunette 

companion. 
“Did you not know me ? Come, Louise, 

let us talk of our affairs. The post-chaise 
” 

“ Was happily bought three days since.” 

“Have you had it sent where we are to 

go for it?” 
“ Yes.” 

“Our passport?” 

“Here it is!” 
And Eugenie opened a printed paper 

and read,— 

“M. Leon d’Armilly, twenty years of 

age; profession, artist; hair black, eyes 
black ; travelling with his sister.” 

“Capital! How did you get this pass- 
port?” 

“When I went to ask M. de Monte- 
Cristo for letters for the directors of the 
theatres at Rome aud at Naples, I express- 

ed my fears of travelling as a female; he 
perfectly understood them, and undertook 
to procure for me a man’s passport; and 

two days after I received this, to which I 
have added with my own hand, ‘travel- 

ling with his sister.” 

“Well,” said Eugenie, cheerfully, “we 
have then only to pack up our trunks; 

we shall start the evening of the signa- 
ture, instead of the evening of the wed- 

ding—that is all.” 
“How much have we, Louise?” 

“Twenty-three thousand francs.” 
“And as much at least, in pearls, 

diamonds, and jewels,” said Eugenie. We 
are rich. With forty-five thousand francs 
we have enough to live on as princesses 
duting two years, and comfortably during 

four; but before six months—you with 
your music, and I with my voice—we 
shall double our capital. Now, the port- 
mantean ! let us make haste.” 
“You are a perfect Amazon, Eugenie!” 

And the two girls began to heap into a 
trunk all the things they thought they 

should require. : 
“There now,” said Eugenie, “ while I 

change the costume do you lock the 

portmanteau.” Louise pressed with all 
the strength of her little hands on the top 

of the portmanteau. 
“But I cannot,” said she; “I am not 

strong enough ; do you shut it.” 
“Ah, you are right,” said Eugenie, 

laughing; “I forgot I was Hercules, and 

you only the pale Omphale!” 

And the girl, kneeling on the top, 
pressed the two parts of the portmanteau 
together, and Mademoiselle d’Armilly 

passed the bolt of the padlock through. 

When this was done, Eugenie opened a 
drawer, of which she kept a key, and 

took from it a wadded violet silk travel- 
ling cloak. “Here,” said she, “you will 
see I have thought of everything; with 

this cloak you will not be cold.” 
“But you?” : 
“Oh, I am never cold, youn know! Be- 

sides, with these men’s clothes—" 
“ Will you dress here?” 

“ Certainly.” 
“Shall you have time?” 
“Do not be uneasy, you little coward! 

All our servants are busy, discussing the 

grand affair. Besides, what is there as- 
tonishing, when you think of the grief I 
ought to be in, that I shut myself up ?— 

tell me!” 
“No, truly—you comfort me.” 
“Come and help me.” 

From the same drawer she took a com- 
plete man’s costume, from the boots to the 
coat, and a provision of linen, where there 

was nothing superfluous, bnt every re- 
quisite. Then, with a promptitude which 
indicated this was not the first time she 

amused herself by adopting the garb of 
the opposite sex, Eugenie drew or boots 

and pantaloons, tied her cravat, buttoned 
her waistcoat up to the throat, and put on 

a coat which admirably fitted her beauti- 
ful figure. “Oh, that is very good !—in- 

deed, it is very good!” said Louise, look- 
ing at her with admiration; “but that 

beautiful black hair, those beatiful braids, 
which made all the ladies sigh with envy, 
will they go under a man’s hat like the 

one I see down there?” 
“You shall see,” said Eugenie. And 

seizing with her left hand the thick mass, 

which her long fingers could scarcely 

grasp, she seized with her right hand a 
pair of long scissors, and soon the steel 
met through the rich and splendid hair, 

which fell entire at the feet of the young 
girl, who leaned back to keep it from her 
coat. Then she passed to the front hair, 

which she also cut off without expressing 
the least regret; on the contrary, her eyes 

sparkled with greater pleasure than usual 
under her eyebrows black as ebony. “Oh, 

the magnificent hair!” said Louise with 
regret. 

“ And am I not a hundred times better 
thus?” cried Eugenie, smoothing the 
scattered curls of her hair, “and do you 
not think me handsomer so?” . 

“Qh, you are beautiful—always beauti- 
ful!” cried Louise. “Now, whither are 

you going?” 
“To Brussels, if you like ; it is nearest the 

frontier. Will that do?” 
[3 Yes.” 

The two girls, whom every one might 
have thought plunged in grief, burst out 
laughing, as they cleared away every 
visible trace of the disorder which had 
naturally accompanied the preparations 
for their escape. Then, having blown out 
their lights, with an enquiring eye, listen- 

ing ear, and extended neck, the two 
fugitives opened the door of a dressing- 
room which led, by a side staircase, down 

to the yard, Eugenie going first, and hold- 
ing with one arm the portmanteau, which 

by the opposite handle Mademoiselle 
d’Armilly scarcely raised with both hands. 
The yard was empty; the clock was 

striking twelve. The porter was not yet 
gone to bed. : 
Eugenie approached softly, and saw the 

old man sleeping soundly in an arm-chair 
in his lodge. She concealed Louise in an 

angle of the gateway, so that if the porter 
chanced to awake he might see but one 
person. Then placing herself in the full 

light of the lamp which lit the yard,— 
“Gate!” cried she, with her finest con- 

tralto voice, and rapping at the window. 

The porter got up as Eugenie expected, 

and even advanced some steps to recog- 
nize the person who was going out, but 

seeing a young man striking his foot im- 

patiently with his riding-whip, he opened 

it immediately. Louise slid through the 
half-open gate like a snake, and bounded 

lightly forward. Eugenie, apparently 

calm, although her heart beat somewhat 
faster than usual, went out in her turn. 

CHAPTER XLII. 

THE BELL AND BOTTLE. 

NorwITHSTANDING his youth, Andrea 

Cavalcanti was very skillful and in- 
telligent. We have seen that, on the 
first rumor which reached the saloon, he 

had gradually approached the door, and, 
croseing two or three rooms at last disap- 
peared. But we have forgotten to men- 

tion one circumstance, which, neverthe- 
less, ought not to be omitted ; it was, that 
in one of the rooms he crossed, the 

trousseau of the bride elect was exposed 
to view. Now, in passing through this 
room, Andrea proved himself not only to 

be clever and intelligent, but also provi- 
dent, for he helped himself to the most 

valuable of the ornaments before him. 
Furnished with this plunder, Andrea 
leaped with a lighter heart from the win- 

dow, intending to slip through the hands 

of the gendarmes. Tall and well pro- | 
portioned as an ancient gladiator, and 

muscular as a Spartan, he walked for a 
quarter of an hour without knowing 

where to go. “Am I lost?” he cried; 

“no, not if I can use more activity than 
my enemies. My safety is now a mere 

question of speed.” 

There is an excellent hotel at Com- 
peigne. Andrea, who had often stayed 
there, recollected the Bell and Bottle; he 
obtained a horse, started off, and arrived 

there late in the evening, and began 

knocking at the door. It was opened by 
a waiter. 

“My friend,” said Andrea, “I have 

been dining at St-Jean-au-Bois, and ex- 

pected to catch the coach which passes by 
at midnight, but like a fool, I lost my 

four hours in the forest. Show me into a 
room, and bring me a cold fowl and a 
bottle of Bordeau..” While the waiter 

was preparing his room ; Andrea assumed 
his most charming smile, and asked if 
he could have No. 8, which he had occu- 

pied on his last stay at Compiegne. Un- 

fortunately, No. 3 was engaged by a young 

man who was travelling with his sister. 
Andrea appeared in despair, but consoled 
himself when the hostess assured him 

that No. 7, prepared for him, was situated 
precisely the same as No. 3, and while 
warming his feet and chatting about the 
last races, he waited until they announced 
his room to be ready. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 

HAMPSTEAD, Q. C. 

MarcH 7th.—Reference was made a few 
days ago to the return of Calvert Davis to 
the home of “his birth.” That was an 

error, he was born in Carleton county, but 
when young, his parents Mr. and Mrs. 
Isaac Davis (he being then only a child), 

moved to this parish and lived here until 
their death which occurred a few vears 
ago. We then referred to his being very 

sick. He continued to fail until Sunday 
last when death relieved him of his suf- 

ferings and his soul “returned to God who 
gave it,”—he had lived a very pious life, 
and died as he lived,—trusting in God,— 
at the age of 42. His earthly remains 
were interred in the County burying 
ground at Hibernia, Q. C. The services 

were conducted by the rev. C. B. Lewis. 
An interesting suit at law between C. 

H. Peters, Esq., of St. John, versus Hum- 
phrey Gilbert of this parish, was to be 

tried out at a court held by Moses J. Moor 

J. P. of Petersville, the charge being abu- | 
sive language uttered by the defendant 

while conducting a suit for the respond- 
ant: C. H. Peters versus Edward Hastings; 

this suit was taken out of court by the de- 

fendant paying costs. 

Hamilton vs. Francis, was an action 
purporting to be an assault, is reported to 
have been tried out in a court held by 
Justice William Harrison. The defend- 

ant was fined eleven dollars. 
Edward McLeod, Esq. and daughter, of 

Millstream, Kings Co., are visiting their 
numerous relations at Hampstead. 
Arthur Mayes of Queenston, has con- 

tracts to furish birch lumber for the En- 
glish market, also a considerable quantity 

of pine timber, for the Connolly Bros, to | 
be used in the wharves now being built 
at Carleton, St. John, in connection with 

the harbor improvements of that city. 
Several parties are furnishing the logs and 
Mr. Mayes will manufacture them in the 

saw mill previously referred to. | 
Messrs. Wallin and sons, and a crew of 

men under the direction of Joshua Cam- 
meron foreman in the Appleby quarry, are 

making preparations to open both quarries 
at an early date. It is said the prospect 
is good for large operations in this line the 

coming summer. 
Mr.and Mrs. Hanselpecker, have been 

visited by a little stranger, a daughter. 

Congratulations are extended to your “re- 
porter” of Upper Gagetown, on a similar 
‘happy event; it is a daughter. 

Reference was made in the “Sun,” by 
its Welsford correspondent a short time 

ago, of a Mr. Wallace holding religious 
services in that locality; representing 
bimself as a free christian baptist minis- 

ter. We wish to inform the Sun’s readers 
and all whom it may concern, that he is 
not enroled among the ministers of that 

denomination, nor has been for many 

years. He had been but in consequence 
of a charge being laid against him, his 

name was struck from the roll of member- 

ship, after the trial, and the public are 
informed that if he represents himself as 

such he is imposing on an innocent public 
and claiming denominational privileges 

that he forfeited long ago. 
The rev. Mr. Wetmore, is meeting with 

good success this winter in conducting 

revival services. In the early part of the 
winter he conducted services at the Bethel 
meeting home in Kars (baptist), when 
about thirty were baptised, and laterly he 
has been holding services at the Beulah, 

and last Sunday it was expected the rite 

of baptism would be administered to a 

number of converts. 
8. J. Parson, Esq., left yesterday for his 

home in Carleton county, and the rev. 
Mr. Lucas left to-day for Sussex. They 
had been making the “ Woodvill” their 

headquarters, while visiting several loca- 
lities in the interest of sabbath school 
work. In several neighbourhoods where 

the schools were closed for the winter 
months, some intimated their intentions 

to re-open them immediately and ho 
to continue as evergreen schools. They 
visited Woodville, Hibernia, Lower Wick- 

ham, McDonald’s Point, Shannon Settle- 

ment, and Lower Cambridge, between 
Friday and Sunday evening last. Mr. 
Parsons had not been home for a month. 

Mrs. Webster, of Lower Wickham, is 
very low with consumption, her early de- 

mise is expected. 
George E. Jones, Esq., of Upper Green- 

wich, Kings county, has been very poorly 

all winter. 
A. Palmer, Esq. received an order this 

week from the Prince Edward Island 
government, for 4 American Champion 
roard machines, to be shipped immedia- 

tely, with a probability of requiring more 
this season. They are becoming very 
popular on the Island, and creating 2n 

interest in Nova Scotia. 
John. G. Holly referred to before, died 

of pneumonia. > 

* HARVEY STATION. 

Marca 9.—The Royal Templars are 

busy prepairing for a concert which will 
be given in the near future. 

James Morcraft, of the grub road, met 

with a very painful accident last week 
while working in the woods in New 
Hampshire. He was engaged rolling 
some logs and got caught between them, 

and had one of his legs broken and other- 
wise injured. He was brought home as 

goon as possible. The broken limb was 
set by Dr. Keith and is doing well. 
We are glad to say that Wm. Wilson, 

who has been dangerously ill with pneu- 
monia, is recovering. 
The residence of Thomas and John 

Rutherford of the rear settlement, was de- 
stroyed by fire on Monday of last week. 
The fire which was caused by a defective 

flue, had gained considerable headway 
before it was discovered, and very little 
attempt was made to check it. Nothing 

of any consequence was sayed. The barn 
which stood a short distance away es- 

caped. Much sympathy is felt for the 
old men as they are left almost destitute 
of the means of support. Their neighbors 

are taking care of them at present. 

Mrs. Syrna Haines, of Tracey Station, is 
visiting her sister, Mrs. Wm. McGee. 

There isa scarcity of water here juet 

now owing to the continued dry weather. 
Many wells have gone dry and cattle have 

to be driven long distances to water. 

RueumatisMm Curep IN A Dav.— South 
American Rheumatic Cure for rheumatism 

and neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 8 

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. 

Desperate — My love, I would die for 
you! Calmness — Would you? Well, it 
would save us both a vast deal of further 

way, and have been walking for the last annoyance. 

Abraham Lincoln 

When leaving his home at Springfield, Ill., 
to be inaugurated president of the United 

States, made a farewell address to his old 
friends and neighbors, in which he said, 
NEIGHBORS GIVE YOUR BOYS A CHANCE.” 

These words come with as much force to- 
day as they did thirty years ago. 
How give them this chance? 

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 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 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. 

The Deacon’s Thoughts.— Good Boy — 
Here is that penny you gave me to put on 
the contribution plate. I made a mis- 
take an’ put in a button instead. Father 
—Hum! What did Deacon Sharp say 
when he saw it? Good boy — He didn’t 
notice it. I guess the church is out of 

kindling wood, *cause I heard him mutter 
something about getting more chips from 
the old block. 

A SURE REMEDY FOR NEURALGIA. 

Neuralgia is one of the most. common 

and distressing complaints incidental to 
this climate. It is not confined to any 
particular season, for whilst most general 

in the winter seasons, yet many suffer its 
excruciating agony in the heat of summer. 
In late years this form of disease has be 

come better known, and consequently the 
means of relief have become greatly in- 

creased in numbers, as well as in efficacy. 
Anmniong the most powerful and penetrat- 
ing combinations, placed within the reach 

of the public for the relief of neuralgia, 

we can mention. no remedy equal to or 
more certain that Polson’s Nerviline. Its 

power over pain is something wonderful, 

and we advise a trial for neuralgia, or any 
other painful complaint. 

Georgie—I never knew any ome to 
have such atrocious taste as Ethel Pierce. 
She sent me that hideous vase for a 
birthday present. Look at it! Nellie — 

Good gracious! I sent it to her last year. 

English spavin liniment removes all 

hard, soft or calloused lumps and blem- 
ishes from horses, blood spavin, curbs, 
splints, ring bone, sweengy, 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. 

Johnson — When I do marry I intend 

to marry a sensible girl, if I can find one. 
Tomson — Now, there’s Miss Sharp ; she 
gave me up. Johnson — Just the girl I 

want. Won't you introduce me. 

Hawker’'s Balsam of Tolu and Wild 

Cherry is the safest, surest and best known 
remedy for the cure of Coughs, Colds, 
Bronchitis and all Throat and Lung 
Troubles. The Children’s Favorite. Sold 

by all Druggists and Dealers. 

Annie —1It is not very gallant for Mr. 

Bald to speak of ladies as hens. I should 
be mad enough if he called me that. 

Kate — Oh, he never will, I am sure. It 
was only last week he told me you were 

no chicken. - 

OPEN AS DAY. 
It is given to every physician, the form- 

ula of Scott’s Emulsion being no secret; 
but no successful imitation has ever been 

offered to the public. Only years of ex- 
perience and study can produce the best. 

Pay as you go, is my rule, said the man 
who was about to rent a house. Excuse 
me, replied the real estate agent, but we 
can’t wait for you to go. You'll have to 

pay in advance. 

Itch, mange and scratches of every 
kind, on human or animals, cured in 30 
minutes by Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion 

Warranted by Davies, Staples & Co. 

Miss Giddyon — I don’t see why they 
put second hands on watches. Mr. Spout 
(newly elected to the legislature) — Why, 

my dear, no motion ever comes to any- 
thing without a second. 

Nervous headache, wakefulness,relieved 
by inhaling Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment 

freely, 

My old aunt out in the country has sent 
me a jar of brandied peaches, said Mr. 
Lushforth to arow of friends. Now, while 
I don’t like peaches, still I fully appreciate 

the spirit in which they were tendered. 

VP Scotts 
Emulsion 
of Cod-liver Oil and Hypophosphites 

is both a food and a remedy. Itis 

useful as a fat producer and at the 

same time gives vital force to the 
body. It is beneficial in 

CONSUMPTION 
because it makes fat and givesstrength, 

It is beneficial for 

SICKLY CHILDREN 
because they can assimilate it when 
they cannot ordinary food. 

It is beneficial for 

COUGHS AND COLDS 
because it heals the irritation of the 

throat and builds up the body and 
overcomes the difficulty. 

«QA UTION,”—Beware of substitutes. 
Genuine prepared by Scott & Bowne, 
Belleville. Sold by all druggists. 
50¢. and $1.00. 

HOUSE FURNISHING 

—FOR THE — 

CHRISTMAS TRADE. 

Granite Iron Ware in Tea Pots, Coffee 
Pots, Sauce Pans, Pudding Pans, Rice 

Boilers; etc.; Pearl Agate Ware 
in the above lines; 

Carpet 
Sweepers, 

Mrs. Pott’s Irons, 
Clothes Wringers, Hearth 

Brushes, Coal Hods, Coal Vases, 

Fire Iron Setts, Dinner Bells, Call Bells, 

With a large line of Fancy and Plain 
House Furnishing Hardware. For sale 
low by 

JAMES S. NEILL. 

NEW 

GROCERIES. 
New Valencia fake 

Raisins; 

New London Layer 

A splendid assort- 
ment of 

Delicious . 

Raisins; Preserves, 
New Currants and 

Jams and 

Jellies, 
Figs; 

New Citron, Orange 

and Lemon Peels; 

New Fresh Ground 

Pure Spices. 

x 
FLOUR 

Sauces, Pickles, 

Relishes. 

Just 
‘ARRIVED 

RoLLeED QATMEAL 
in Whole and Half Barrells. 

Graham 

Flour, 

"OATS, BRAN and 
HEAVY FEED. 
—_— 

G. T. WHELPLEY. 

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 

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

Dally and Sunday, by 

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

Address THE SUN, New York, 

HARDWARE) 

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. i 
THE 

[VERPOOL AND LONDON AND 

LAB 
INSURANGE COMPANY. - 

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

Assets IN CANADA, “ 870,525.67 

— 
- » 

Fire Insurance of Every Descrip- 

tion at 

LOWEST CURRENT RATES. 

WM. WILSON, 
Agent. 

coal. GOAL. 

In Stocks: 

BLACKSMITH, 

ViCTORIA and 

OLD MINE SYDNEY 

HOUSE COAL. 

To Arrive: 

A CARGO OF THAT CELEBRATED 

SUGAR LOAF HARD COAL, 

In Chestnut, 8tove and Egg sizes. 

Parties requiring, leave your orders carly 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: crr@ HALL. 

JAMES TIBBITTS, 

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 outbuildings on 

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

JOHN A. EDWARDS, 
Hotel. 

Fton, April 9, 1692, hei 

R. C. MACREDIE, 

Plumber, Gas Hitter 
AND 

TINSMITH, 
h 7," he inform the people of Freder 

1cton and vicinity that he . re 
amed business on Queen Street, ba 

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

above lines, including 

ELECTRICAL AKD MECHANICAL 

BELL HANGING, 

Speaking Tubes, &c. 

FANCY GOODS 
AT FAIR PRICES, 

Gold Pens, 

Albums, 
Panels, 

Dressing Cases, 

Work. Boxes, 
Manicure Sets, 

Ladies Companions, 
Smokers Sets 

Fancy Baskets, 
Purses, 

Satchels, 
Opera Glasses, 

Ink Stands in Olive Wood, 

Books of Poetry, 
Books of Adventure, 

Books on Travel, 
- Books on History, 

Books on Theology, 
Books for Children, 

Books for Sunday Schools, 
Teachers Bibles, 

Besides many other requisites too 

numerous to mention. 

Hall's - Book - Store. 
EXECUTOR’ NOTICE. 

A LL PERSONS having any claims against the 
Estate of the Hon. kichard Beil:my, deceased, 

late of the Parish of S8vuthamptcn, York County N. 
B., are requested to present the same duly attested, 
to the undersigned kxecutcrs or to Havelock Coy, 
Banister, Fredericton N. B., within three months 
from this date. All persons indebte:i to the said ks- 
tate aie 1equested to make immedi te pa) meat. 
Dated the 7th day of December, A. D. 1892 , 

GEURGE 8B, INGRAHAM 
JALOB ALLAN 

of Bouthampton, Y ork Co., Executors 
of the lst will and Testament of 

Richard Bellamy, deceased. 

Dissolution Notice. 
OTICE is hereby given that the professional 

co-parts ership heretofore existing between 
the undersigned, under the firm pame WILSON 
& WILSON, has this day been dissolved by mutual. 

Dec. 10 2 mo 

Meat Choppers 
JUST RECELVED: 

4 DOZ." Enterprise Meat Choppers, Tinned iron, 
best Meat Choppers in the couutry — well es- 

tablished fact. The tinned is much better than the 
Galvinized Iron. 
These Choppers are simple, easily taken apart and 

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

For sale by 

R. CHESNUT & SONS. 

WILLIA V- 5 

GEORGE L. WILSON 

Fredericton, Nov. 5. 1892. : 

Scotch Fire Bricks and Fice (lay. 

5000 
Bricks. 30 Bags 

For sale low by 

JAMES 8. NFILL. 

Ohl) 
AND 

By 
prices; also a few new 

EWI 
— FOR ONLY — 

’ ’ 

an 

which they will sell at the lowest possible 

MACHEN 
First Class in every respect, 

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

months trial, Money refunded. 

MCMURRAY & CO. 
Have now on hand immense stock of 

CAILI:, AND SEE: "TEIENI 

McMurray & Co.’s Book and Music Store. 


