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THE THREE SISTERS.

CHAPTER 11.

Olive obeyed quietly. Nurse Greet
was her best friend, and had a very warm
affection for the nursling whom she vind1-
cated and excused upon every occasion.
Perhaps there had been some faultiness
and lack of refinement in Sarah Greet’s
education ; but then we know refinement
tends to chill and dull strong feeling, and
this old nurse had such a warm heart.
Olive was her pet because the girl loved
her honestly in return, and wrote her let-
ters, and confided to herall her troubles.
There was another reason too. Nurse
Greet had that sentiment which is a very
noble one, although it may be shared by
many a person of mean degree—the
prompting sense of siding with the weak.
She was shrewd enough to see the sharp
dislike and fear, the elder sisters had for
the youngest, and that they were really
unkind and unjust to Olive.

“ Lawk !” she would exclaim at times,
moved to angry speech, “ but they do for
all the world remind me of the child’s
story o' Cinderella, only that they were
the stepmother and sisters as1ll treated
her, and these is own flesh and blood to
the poor child. I call it downright un-
nat’ral for a mother to ac’ so to her own,
and she so like her pa, too. Of course
Miss Mary and Miss Alice don’t surprise
me ; they’re frightened out of their lives
Miss Olive ’uall get pretty an’ take the
wind out of their sails. They've got their
light complexions, an’ their flaxy hair, as
seems to be such a rage now-a-days; but
well I mind the time, and it's not so long
back, neither, that all the lassies was a-
smoothin’ an’ plasterin’ their hair with
grease, an’ couldn’t get it dark enough,
an’ may be it;pll change again, in Miss
Olive’s time too. An’ if not, there's
many a gentleman as wouldn’t give an
eye to your fair ones, if so be there was a
dark one beside 'em.” :

“«H'm !’ responded the lady’s maid
dubiously, for she was light-haired, and
had no interest mm Olive, “No one will
ever make much out of Miss Olive. Not
but what I dare say she might have the
making of something in her if she’d take
any pains with herself, but no good ever
comes of young ladies who don’t care
about looking in the glass, and would as
soon be seen with an untidy head and a

* rumpled dress as not.”

“(Oh! she’ll get out of that when she
grows a bit older. An’' I believe it's
nothing but mistress and the young ladies
tellin’ of her as she’s so ugly an’ so awk-
ward as puts the child out o’ heart with
herself. Wby,, "twas oply the day before
yesterday, as 1'was 'monstratin’ with her
about goin’ such a figure, an’ she burst
out an’ says, ‘O Greet, where’s the good
o' my tryin’ to look mice. I'm ugly, an’
no one cares to look at me, an’ they’re so
pretty.’ . But you mark my words, Han-
nah—the first time that child sees any
one take notlice, or seem to care for her,
she’ll be different from that day.”

“Nobody’ll look at her when her sisters

are by, that certain,” said Hannah, em-
phatically.
_ “An’ why, pray ?"' fired up Nurse
Greet. I wouldn't say thatat all. Every-
body isn’t o’ the same mind. Why, ’tis
but a month ago young Jem Benbow the
carpenter came to hang the pictures as
master had taken o’ the young ladies, an’
1 stood by to see.he did 'em right.—
¢ Well,” says I, ‘an’ which do you think
the prettiest?’ ¢Whick," says he, an’
without stopping a minute, he claps his
hand on Miss Olive. *‘Why, this, to be
sure." *No,’ says I, ‘do you, though?’
“Ay,’ says he, ‘that Ido!” ‘And why ?
I says. ¢Well,”” he says, after waitin’ a
little, *I like the eyes. There’s some
thing noble in ’em. ’'Pears to me as tho’
you saw the heart speaking thro’’em, an’
I'd lay my life 'twas a honest one.’ ”’

Hannah gave a little contemptuous
snort.

“Jem Benbow!”” she said; “ he’s a fine
judge o’ beauty."”

“Well,” retorted Nurse Greet, testily,
“[ dar say you wouldn’t mind him bein’
a judge o’ yours—he's gettin on rarely in
his business, an’ as steady as steady.”

“Greet !” cried Olive’'s fresh young
voice at the top of the stairs.”

“ Yes, my dear—comin’, comin’,” and
Greet mounted the steps with an activity
many a younger woman might have en-
vied. But her face became exceedingly
rueful as she caught sight of the moss.
stains and creases on the muslin dress
which three hours ago had lain so fresh
and spotless on the little bed. ¢ Now,
Miss Olive, that’s very naughty and care-
less of you I do say,” she began; ‘“an’
'tisn’t often I scold you neither.”’

“So 1t is, (Greet,”’ eried impulsive Olive
putting her arms round the old woman’s
neck. “I'll never do it any more—I'm
going to turn over a new leaf—I am in-
deed. And now be quick and get me out
a clean dress, and see 1f you can’t make
me look pretty.”

And she flung herself down on a chair
before the glass, and commenced brush-
ing her hair with unwonted vigor.

“ Lawk, bless the child, why, what's
come to her?”’ ejaculated Nurse Greet,
staring open-mouthed. “ Now, Miss Olive
do just wait till I get you your dressing-
gown—combin’ your hair out all over
your dress—’tis so untidy.”

I'm not going to be untidy any more,

nurse, said the child, humbly, waiting for |

the print wrapper.

Hlumph! responded Greet. I should
think there’s many a good intention o’
yours gone to pave a place as tisn’t pro-
per to name, my dear, and she smiled
grimly.

I mean 1t, said Olive, emphatically, and
with some dignity.

Well, my dear, then that’s good news
for me, if you keep it. So much the less
rumpled frocks 'ull go to make my back
ache over the ironin’-board, an’ g0 many
the less gathers shall I have to stitch in
o’ the day.”’

Greet, said the girl, appealingly, isn’t
there a prettier way I could have my hair
done ?

Well, I never! exclaimed nurse; is it
Master Frank, or the young gentleman
with him, as you've fell in love with ?

Neither, returned Oiive, pettishly,—
Why shouldn’t I want to look nice as well
as anybody else, without being suspected
of something direct ?

My dear, remarked Greet, patiently,
’tis no blame to you if you do; only ’tis
80 new to hear you say such things—it
makes me wonder a bit. And she took
the brush from the drooping hand, and
began to smooth the long, waving locks.
It couldn’t be prettier than in in a nice
coil to lie round the back o’ your head,
dear, because ’tis small an’ a nice shape.

Under this advice, Olive sat patiently
for fifteen minutes, while her old nurse
made two broad, thick plaits, wondering
all the while, and looking askance at her
favorite.

Now, nurse, my white muslin.

My dear, what will your ma say ?

Oh, mamma won’t mind. Do give 1t
me out, that’s a dear old thing.

Well, Miss Ohve, if your ma blames
me —-

Oh! I'll take all the blame. Be «uick,
there's only five minutes. And in an-
other moment it was flung over her head,
and she was searching in the maliogany
ches{ of drawers.

On, my dear, how you are pulling all
the things over, an’ ’tis only this morning
I put 'em tidy, after you'’d rammaged ’em
alf over for a hankerchief! cried Greet,
testily. And Miss Olive desisted, having
found what she sought.

Now, nurse, she sard, coaxingly, do run
into the back gardenand pick me two bits
of scarlet geraninm, and the old woman
hastened off obediently, wondering more
and more.

Olive fastened a band of black velvet
about her lithe waist and another piece
round her throat, and when Greet return-
ed, she placed one of the flowers in her
hair’ the other in her bosom.

Well, nurse! she said, when her toilet
was finished, how do 1 look ?

The old woman replied by a glance of
loving admiration.

My dear, I didn’t think you could
looked so pretty.

The dinner-bell rang, and Olive walked
demurély down stairs. They were just
going in to dinner. Her mother stared
with astonishment, her sisters with anger,
and her father with a look of unutterable
kindness and satisfaction.

What ! my little Olive ? he said, wonders

Jha'

CHAPTER IIIL

As the rese by the fountain fling down on the
wave

Its blushes, forgetting its glass in its grave,

So the heart shods its color on life’s early
hour,

But the heart has its fading as well as the
flower,

Leritia Evizasere Laxpox.

“] believe it's all the baronet,” oried
Frank, to Olive's unutterable confusion
and sense of gui't.

“Baronet!” said Mr. and Mrs, Hamil-
ton, simultaneously.

“Yes,” responded Frank. ¢ Haven’t
you heard. Olive’'s been entertaining a
baronet unawares this afternoon.”

“ Nonsense, Frank!’’ said Mr. Hamilton,
with an incredulous smile.

“True as gospel, sir, | assure you, Isn’t
it Olive ?”’

“Yes, papa, but I only—that is, he
only-—”
“ Only what my, dear ?”’

“Oh, 1t was all through = mistake,
papa.” : ot 19
“ Do, Olive, be a little more explioit !
jomned in her mother. ¢ What does Frank

mean ?"’

Then Olive, with some shyness and 1m-
portance, again related the adventure,
Frank interrupting occasionally with ex-
planatory notes. Mr. Hamilton smiled
during the narration, but when it was
ended he remarked :

“[ can’t see that the evidence goes to
prove your friend was the baronet, though
my dear.” :

“ (O papa, not?” and Olive’s face fell
visibly.

“I don’t understand, sir,’’ said Frank.

¢ Well, you see, my boy, I'm a lawyer,
and I must have the identity proved a

ittle more clearly first. To begin with,
he probability is that Napier would have
accompanied such an important acquaint-
ance on a first visit to his mother’s house.
Secondly, if he is a stranger in these parts,
where should he get the outrigger, and
what place did he start from ? 1 should
think it much more probable that young
Napier bad asked one or two men to meet
the baronet, and most likely this young
man was one of his new friends from the
Rowing Club.” :

“Ab, I never thought of that,” said
Frank. :

“Oh,” remarked Mary Hamilton, ¢« I
thought Olive knew for certain it was the
baronet, from what she said.”

“Well, never mind,” replied her father.
“]f she did think so, there was some rea-
son for it. By the way, how was it she
did not go in the boat with you ?”

The elder sister exchanged glances.
They were a little afraid of their father.
It was Olive’s turn now,if she had chosen
to be spiteful.

“ Mary,” she exclaimed, “I am so sorry
I forgot. I meant to ask you before.
Poor Signor Tivol: is suffering dreadfully
from the toothache. Might [ take him
your chloroform ?”

% Oh, yes,”’ said Mary, delighted at the
subject being changed. ‘At least you
can put some into another bottle and
take him.”

When dinner was over Mr. and Mrs,
Hamilton retired to their arm-chairs for
the accustomed post-prandial nap ; Mary,
Alice, and the young gentleman sought
the cool of the garden, and Olive went on
her errand of mercy.

She was rather fond of walking out
alone ; her active imagination was a most
congenial companion. Perhaps some of
us can still remember the bright, joyous
anticipations, the ardent longings that
have chased each other through our
hearts, when young and fresh, during a
solitary ramble along a country road.

To-night all Olive’s meditations turned
upon the events of the afternoon. Her
impulsive changefulness had at once led
her to coincide with her father’s opwnion
and to decide that the stranger of the
afternoon was not the baronet. There
was a certain sense of disappointment in
the admission ; it would have been pleas-
ant to remember the slight interchange
of courtesy with a man of that rank, even
if they never met again. She had heard
her father mention men of title with
whom he was acquainted—indeed they
had annual presents of game from an earl
and a marquis ; but then that was all in
the way of busimmess. Personally, the
Hamilton family knew no one distinguish-
ed by a title except that vulgar old Sir
Andrew MacGollop, and he was only a
knight.

Still, baronet or no baronet, the man
with whom she had spoken was most un-
doubtedly very superior to the young
men she was in the habit of seeing, and
handsome. Handsome? Yes, handsome
as beautiful, evil-hearted Paris, whom Mr.
Tennyson speaks of in that lovely poem
of his. DBut this man wasnot evil-hearted.
How could he be, with that frank, manly
expression shining from his blue eyes?
He did not look like a man who would
love one woman, and then break his word
and a trusting heart for the mere alluring
promise of a fawrer love. Strange
thoughts for a young girl, but natural,
nevertheless. Perhaps there is more of
passionate sentiment in the hearts of
those we are accustomed to consider as
mere children than ever crops up again
In our experience-hardened hearts. And
then she came to the liitle cottage lodg-
ing where her singing-master lived.

“Yes, the singer’s in,”” she replied,
doubtless mistaking the foreign appella-
tive for an indicative term of his profes-
sion, ¢ but he can’t see no one. He ain’t
well.”’

“But I particularly want te see him,”
urged Olive.

“You can’t though, [ don’t think, le’s
got the teothache bad.”

“ But I’ve brought him something to do
it good. Please tell him so.”

“(Can’t I give it him ?”

shall 1 say ?”’

“Olive Hamilton;”’ and Olive waited
while the servant opened a little door at
the back and shouted to the ¢ singer’
that ¢ Holiv Amilton wanted perticler to
see him."”’

The poor little man rushed out instant-
frantic at the terrible discourtesy, and
looking such a droll object with his face
tied up, that if Olive's pitaful heart had
not been stronger than her sense of the
ridiculous, she would have laughed out-
right.

He poured out a stream of apologies
and regrets, that the girl had some ado
to stop.

I ought to beg your pardon for coming,
she said ; but we heard you had the tooth-
ache, and a doctor gave my sister a won-
derful remedy for it. [ could not leave
the bottle with the servant, because chlo-
roform is rather dangerous, but I thought
if I could just explain it to you.

Signor Tivoli was profuse in his thanks.
Her distinguished consideration was that
of an angel. He had had a day, and, ah ?
a night, of horror—of torment, worse than
any pictured in the Inferno of Dante;
but from that moment he should be well
—Mademoiselle’'s remedy would cure
him, or if not, the recollection of her good-
ness, of her benevolent consideration,
would console his suffering.

Then Olive, after many directions and
tautions, gave him the little bottle, and
bade him good-by with a very sincere
wish that he might be eased of his pain.
Wending her way homewaad, she wonder-
ed profoundly what there could be left in
life worth having for a poor plamn elderly
man in a foreign country and without
friends. He could not hope for love, or
fame, or enjoyment, or riches now. Ah!
what a terrible thing it was to be old.
Poor child ! she could not tell that there
was more suffering to be crowded into
her next few years than had been in all
the poor old Italian’s dreary life. And
well for her she could not. Suffering is
hard enough to bear when it comes.—
Why should we add te it the terrors of
antioipation ?

When Olive entered the garden on her
return it was twilight—her sisters and the
young men were still there, enjoying the
cool summer evening. The young ladies
reclining on low garden seats, and their
companions lay comfortably and lazily at
their feet smoking. The young sister
looked at them from a distance a little
wistfully, and then turned away to the
house.

I should like to join them, she thought.
but I suppose I should spoil all their en-
joyment if 1 did, I wonder how it hap-
pens shat [ always make the odd one.

Then she wemt into the drawing room,
where Mr. and Mrs. Howilton were just
rousing themselwes from their nap. The
urn was hissing on the table.

Make the tea, Olive, said her father
Where is Mary? interposed her mother,
You had bet’ v call her.

Oh, mamma, I am sure I could make

1k,
No doubt, my dear, and spoil the table-

ilton.

tea, and see how well you can acquit your-
self.

_“No" I couldn’t leave it. 1 must see |figure he had, and what an air of proud
him.” j distinction. He seemed taller by half a
“Well, I can tell him. What name | head than Jack Napier. And then while

the sugar, responded Mrs, Hamilton, with |
gentle sarcasm.

Well, Mary, let her try, urged Mr, Ham-

Oh, certainly, if you are so anxious.
Now, Olive, said her father, make the

The girl commenced feeling as awk-
ward as if she had been called upon to
perform a solo on the piano before a large
audience of severe critics. She fancied
she could hear her mother’s lips already
taking the shape, I told you so, in antici-
pation of some mishap. So she used the
most elaborate care and pains, and exer-
cised as much reflection and mental labor
on the size of the lumps of sugar and
quantity of milk administered to her
father’s tea, as would have gone a long
way toward the solution of a difficult pro
blem. But then she had the intense sat-
1sfaction of hearing him bestow unquali-
fied praise npon the result of her labors, |

Mamma, may I make you some ? she |
said eagerly.

No, thank you, my dear, was the rejoin-
der. 1 will wait until Mary comes 1n,

Mr. Hamilton looked up quickly.

That is very ungracious of you, mamma,
he said, with some sharpness 1n his voice.

Ungracious ? repeated his wife, raising,
her eyebrows in gentle surprise. Ilow
ungracious, John ?

The child has taken great pains to do
everything properly, said Mr. Hamilton.

You quite mistake, dear, answered the
placid wife. [ preferred waiting a little
for my tea, and 1t is early yet. But since
you wish it, give me some at once, Olive.

Mr. Hamilton said no more, but walked
out of the window on to the lawn.

Come in young people, he cried. Tea
is ready ; and we want some music.

The young people, albeit with some re-
luctance, rose from their pleasant rest in
the sweet summer twilight, and came in
at the low, broad windows. Mary looked
a little indignant on perceiving that her
office of tea-maker had been temporarily
usurped, but she said nothing. It was
very rarely that any member of Mr. Ham-
ilton’s family betrayed temper in his pre-
sence.

When tea was finished, the request for
music was reiterated. The elder sisters
played the overture to ‘ Zampa' with
more execution than taste: and then
Frank Fane favored the company with a
comic song. Mr. Stuart being called
upon, sung, “ When other lips,” to Alice’s
accompaniment, with great feeling, bat
slightly out of tune.

Now, Olive, said Mr. Hamilton, a little
impatiently. And Olive, obedient, sat
down to the piano and sung two or three
simple songs very sweetly and touchingly
while her father closed his eyes and lean-
ed back listening. In the lawyer’s world-
worn heart there was still a deep vein of
feeling that, long years as she had lived
with him, his wife had never known or
dreamed of.

The evening came to an end  Mrs.
Hamilton and her daughters retired for
the¥fnight, and Mr. Hamilton stayed be:
hind to have a cigar with the young men,

Good-night, Franky, said the girls, and
kissed him.

Good-night, responded their cousin
heartily. I expect you will all be dream-
ing of the baroret; but 1 dare say all
your difficulties will be solved to-morrow.
The Napiers are sure to air their swell
acquaintance in church. And your pew
is nearly even with theirs, isn’t it ?

Just behind, on the other side of the
aisle, answered Alice. Good night again,
Frank.

Olive would very much have liked her
cousin’s words to be realized —it would be
very pleasant to live over again, if only,
in a dream, that short, delightful scene of
the afternoon ; but it was not to be; and
the fancied adventures of the night con-
sisted chiefly in being too late for the
train, and unable to find the necessary
articles of dress to make her presentable
for her intended journey. But the morn-
ing came—a lovely, bright July day—
and all the Hamilton family prepar-
ed for church. Olive tied on her bon-
net and adjusted her muslin scarf with
less negligence than usual. As they en-
tered the church, the organ began to play,
and the clergyman walked out of the ves-
try. Olive and her sisters looked toward
the opposite pew, but it was empty at
present. A vague, uncomfortable feeling
seized him, that perhaps the Napiers
would nevericome, for they were usually
early. But as the organ ceased, a rustle
was heard, and stately Flora Napier,
with her mother, walked up the aisle.
But, ah, that was a greater disappoint-
ment than before, for they were alone.
Olive’s heart sank and she began to pay
great attention to the service. The sing-
ing had commenced when footsteps were
again heard, and Jack Napier, looking
a little hot and flurried, entered his
mother’s pew. Some one else was with
bim—some one who looked very calm
and self-possessed, as though he were
perfectly unconscious of committing any
enormity by coming to church after the
service had commenced. A sudden thrill
ran throvgh Olive’s frame, while the
vivid scarlet blood rushed kindling to
her cheeks. Oh, how thankful she was
that her sisters were too much taken up
with the new arrival to notice her! But
some one saw the recognition. It was
her father, who had cast a momentary
glance at her, and then looked as quickly
away, with a tender feeling at his heart
that had some wonder 1nit. Olive had
not seen the look.

Then it was the baronet after all; and
she looked devoutly on her book, and
read the responses to the psalms in a
clear voice, but with profound unconsei-
ousness of the meaning of anything she
uttered. Presently she found courage to
look up again and cast a glance sideways
at the Napiers guest. What a fine, manly

she was looking at him he turned his
head, as if attracted by some magnetic
influence, and looked full at her. Her
eyes dropped on her book and she tried
hard to keep them there. But the more
she tried the more it seemed to her as if
a thousand cords drew her eyelids up and
impelled her to look at him. Several
times in the course of the service she met
his gaze—not turned on her boldly or
rudely, but with an expression of inter-
est that made her heart thrill with keen
pleasure. They came out of church side
by side, but she steadily averted her eyes.
It had occurred to her what a terrible
thing it would be if he were to think her
bold.

Is that the man you spoke to yesterday,
Olive ? whispered Alice eagerly, as they
left ths porch ; and Olive answered aflirm-
atively,

How handsome he is, sighed Mary. I
wish the Napiers would bring him to call.

They never call on Sunday, answered
Alice: and besides, I dare say Flora will
take care to keep him to herself.

The afternoon was very warm ; none of
the Hamilton party went to church. Mr
Hamilton and Frank had gone to make a
call. Mrs. Hamilton was dozing over a
Sunday magazine in the drawing-room ;
Mary and Alice were amusing themselves
by eating fruit of Mr. Stuart’s picking, in
the summer-house, and Olive sat 1n her
usual favorite spot, under the yew shade,
looking dreamingly at the water flowing
at her feet. There was a ring at the bell,
it did not rouse her—probably her father
had found his friends out and returned.
But presently she heard strange voices—
a gay, rich toned woman’s voice, that
seemed familiar, and then—then some-
thing that made her heart stand still for
a moment. She peeped out through the
dark yew branches. 7There was her
mother coming down the lawn, speaking
alternately with beaming smiles to Miss
Napier and Sir George Fabian. Jack Na-
pier followed behind. Then she-saw her
sisters advance, an introduction ensued
and then they were all talking and laugh.
ing together. O'wve would have given
the world to go forward and join them,
but she was too shy. Her mother might
be displeased and her sisters angry if she
did so, and perhaps shq might betray
some awkwardness before the stranger—
although her dress was not creased nor
her hair untidy to-day.

So, with great bitterness of heart, poor
Olive elected to remain where she was.
As the long minutes rolled on, and she
still caught the gay tones of the p:-ty,
her face assumed its most pensive expres-
sion and two great tears stood in her eyes.
Suddenly a long shadow fell athwart the
grass beside her, and she looked up start-
led. Her gaze met the fair, handsome
faoe she was thinking regretfully of,

Are you always alone? he said gently.
She rose to her feet in dire confusion.

Oh! no—1 like —that is—1 did not
know, she began hurriedly—and then
added more collectedly—I do not gener-
ally see-visitors.

said Sir

ing at her with laughing eyes.
fancy there can be much of the hermit or
the misanthrope 1n your composition.
But you must have some natural taste for
solitude ; you were sitting all alone in the
very same spot yesterday, and just in the
same attitude too,

secretly feeling much pleased and flat-
tered.

much, he replied.
you just now as I was talking, and you re-
minded me of an old picture that belong-
ed to my mother.

utes talking to Olive.
her pleased him, something fresh, shy,
wild,—he could not have told what, but a
nameless something, that had its charm
for a man of the world aecustomed to
;von;en who were both handsome and well

red.
dimly tried to analyze the impression she
produced upon him and failed. But his
keenest recollection of her was the tull,
bright, steadfast gaze of her eyes that fell
shyly before the look of admiration with
which he met them.

across the lawn when the caught sight of

dered still more when they saw her

notice of the child when they were by
stepped back.
called her mother aside.

She is making herself so forward—I don't

I think you would, he remarked, look-
1 do not

You have a good memory, said Olive,

Only when a thing strikes me very
[ caught a glimpse of

CHAPTER 1V.
ACROSS THE F1ELDS.

Give me a look, give me a face

That makes simplicity a grace ;

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free ;

Such sweeten neglects more taketh me

Than all tke spurious grace of art ;

They strike my eyes, but not my heart.
Bex. Jonxsox.

Sir George Fabian stood for several min-
Something about

In thinking of her afterward he

Mary and Alice came wonderingly

Olive’s white dress fluttering ir the direc-
tion Sir George had taken. They won-

bright face lifted up to his and his keen
gaze turned downward upon her. Such a
thing was unheard of as any man taking

ready and glad to be talked to. Alice
I shall speak to mamma, she said, and
Mamma, she whispered, do call Olive.

know what Sir George will think of her.
Mrs. Hamilton, greatly vexed, stepped
toward the yew tree.

Olive, she said, reprovingly, and at the
tone the girl colored deeply, I thought
you were in the house,

I have been here all the afternoon, mam-
ma, Olive replied, humbly. I was not in-
terfering with Mary or Alice,

I think you had better go and see if
your papa and Frank have returned. Mrs.
Hamilton remarked gently ; but there was
an undercurrent of displeasure in her voice
that attracted Sir George Fabian’s quick
ear.

Poor child! I don’t suppose she has a
very pleasant time of it, was the reflectioh
he made.

Olive turned away to the house and her
sisters endeavored to engross the baro-
nets attention in her place. He answer-
ed them politely; but there was not a
vestige of apparent interest in his man-
ner, He was s gentleman who had a
strong dislike to being thwarted in any
way, having never been contradicted from
his childhood. He was ill pleased that
this little acquaintance to whom he had
taken such a fancy should be chidden,
and sent away from him; his attentions
were not wont to be so treated; he was
glad when Miss Napier took her leave.

Do you think the Miss Hamilton pretty ?
she asked him as they walked homeward.

I admire one of them, he responded.

Alice, I suppose—the fairer of the two.

No, I mean the youngest,

What! Olive ?

I think they call her Olive,

Why, she is considered a perfect fright
by the family. They generally keep her
out of the way of visitors. It must have
been quite by accident that you saw her
to-day.

A fortunate accident, then, Sir George
said, smiling.

Do you really admire her more than her
sisters ? Miss Napier asked, surprised,

So much more that I find a difficulty in
believing her to be nearly conunected with
them. Tell me, Miss Napier, is she nqt a
step-sister ?—a little Cinderclla, 1n fact?

No, indeed, they have all the same father
and mother. What makes you take su
a strange fancy? Do you imagirne they
are really unkind t{o the child ?

Not I, said Sir George, in a light tone as
though the subject was one he thought
hardly worth pursuing. It was simply a
vague sort of impression; a warm Sunday
afternoon in the country has rather a
tendency to make one speculative.

Then they turned into the grand old
garden, where, many long years since,
beautiful, stately women and courtly
cavaliers had laughed and jested, sneered
and scandalized, intrigued and envied
under the broad shadows of the magni-
ficent old trees.

Mrs. Napier was sitting on a low
garden seat, speculating on the possi-
bility of having a baronet for a son-in-
law, and of hearing her handsome
daughter called “my lady.” She had
a great respect for position,—even
greater than for wealth,—perhaps be-
cause she had the latter, and lacked the
first. In younger days she had been
ambitious for herself ; now, when fate
was not likely to interpose to alter the
life that she had made a terably smooth,
though not a contented one, her hopes
depended on her children. She had
suffered a terrible disappointment in
one already, though, as she sat ponder-
ing now, it did not seem too late to be
remedied. Her daughter, on whose
handsome face and elegant manner she
was wont to build such hopes, had in-
flicted on her a cruel blow—she had
fallen willfully, obstinately in love with
a poor cousin, who had not the smallest
chance of improving his position—at
least, not for many years to come. No
reasoning, no anger, no threats had any
power over the girl—she was willful ;
she had been spoiled from her childhood
up—she defied opposition, she rebelled
against contradiction

Then Mrs. Napier had sense enough
to change her tactics. She procured an
appointment for her nephew in India,
and promised her consent to his mar-
riage with her daughter when he return-
ed in four years. She knew, or thought
she knew, the effect of absence—not a
short one, that only endears, but a long
one that forgets. Walter Moore had
been gone but ten months, and Mrs.
Napier was doing her best to divert her
daughter’s thoughts fronw him. But
Flora’s nature was a strong one—not
very hkely to forget any one whom she
had loved dearly—at least not soon.
So, although she rarely spoke of her
cousin, and was willing to receive
attention from other men, there was
not the slightest danger, of any one else
usurping his place in her affections.
Sir George Fabian admired her a little, |
and liked her a great deal in the short
time he had been with her—she was
lady-like, agreeable, and rather clever,
but not at all the sort of a woman he
thought lovable—too cold, too self-
possessed. Mrs. Napier’s speculations
then were very unprofitable ; but, like
many that we indulge in every week of
our lives, very pleasant to her mind in
the formine

Sir George’s visit was to be a very
short one this time, but he had pro-
mised to come again and stay longer.
He must absolutely be in town the
following evening, to meet a friend who
was coming up from the North ; so Mrs.
Napier arranged to dine earlier, to suit
her guest’s convenience, and at eight
o’clock his phaeton was at the door with
the handsome, fretting chestnuts, im-
patient to be off. Flora and Jack came
out to see him depart, and after cordial
adieus, invitation, and promises to
come again, he took the reins from the
groom and started Londonward.

“ | should like to have seen that shy
little girl again,” thought Sir George,
and as he passed her father’s house he
looked up at the windows, but no one
was there. He drove on through the
small town and out again past the fields

Oh, yes, I do, Olive answered eagerly ; | across a stile, he saw the ¢shy ]ittle‘
at least I am sure I should.

]

girl ” of whom he had been thinking.
When she looked up and recognized

out alone.

us at once.

shall
Come with

Papa and mamma
wear of your proceedings.

i

asked her ; and she said, * Yes.”

smiled, and, gaining a little more con-
fience, said :

of ¥’

particular neighborhood, but
case it must be dull for you alone.
You are too young to be fond of your
own society.”

if I am alone I cannot be in any one'’s

together,” responded Olive, a little con-
fused ; “and of course they are nearer
the same age ; and, as I do not go out
to parties at all, I have nothing to talk
to them about.”

i might be admired for being clever, and

“You are not afraid 7’ and then she

“ Afraid ! What should I be afraid
He laughed.

“I do not know the dangers of this
in any

“Oh! but I don’t mind it ; and then

“My sisters always like to go out

“We are going home !’ said Sir
George, wishing to prolong the con-
versation, but not considering the spot
where it was being held quite con-
venient.

“No—1I am going across the fields to
the towing-path,” and she pointed to
where the river wound along the curved
banks.

“Then if you do not mind I will
walk with you, and the phaeton can
meet me around by the road. T see
some cows, and 1 know ladies are
always afraid of them,”

“I am not,” said Olive ; but she was
delighted at his proposition.

Sir George spoke to his groom, and
then followed Olive over the stile.
With her usual luck, in jumping down
she tore her muslin dress.

“ Ah, why did you not wait, and let
me help you? exclaimed her com-
panion. ‘

“I am always awkward,” said poor
Olive, ruefully, looking at the rent.

“Or  unfortunate — which 7”7 Sir
George asked, smiling. * Perhaps the
Fates persecute you in the matter of
dress "

“I think they do,” cried Olive, dis-
consolately. “My sisters never tear
their dresses.”

“ Perhaps they don’t jump off stiles
without assistance” And Olive was
forced to admit they did not.

“I dare say you will be very sedate
when it is your turn to come out.”

“1 hope so,” she assented ; “but I
am afraid that won’t be for a long
time.”

“Would it be impertinent to ask
how old you are 7’

“T was seventeen last March,”

“But I thought young ladies came
out at seventeen now 7’

“ Perhaps I should if Mary or Alice
were married,” said Olive, waxing con-
fidential ; “ but mamma would not like
to take out three girls.”

“And you do not care very much
about it, I dare say,” remarked Sir
George.

“ Oh, indeed, I should !” she exclaim-
ed, eagerly looking at him with glisten-
ing eyes. “1I am so tired of always
learning.”

“Do you not care to be clever, and
accomplished, and admired ?”

I should like to be admired,” said
Olive, with candor; ‘“but Mary and

lice say it is no use being clever—

eople are only loved and admired for
eing pretty.”

“Then if you were ambitious, you

loved for being pretty,” he said looking
down at her.

“I7 exclaimed Olive, raising her
eyes with a quick gesture, and then
dropping them in sudden confusion as
she met his gaze.

Yes, you, he answered quietly, enjoy-
ing her embarrassment. Did no one
ever tell you you were pretty ?

No, indeed, answered the young girl,
with unfeigned candor.

Perhaps pretty is not the right ex-
pression, Sir George continued, musing-
ly. And then he looked again at her,
saying in a tone that expressed no
familiarity or flattery, You have the
most beautiful eyes 1 ever saw.

Olive experienced a strange desire to
run away from him, or say or do some-
thing equally foolish and uncalled for.
She felt so terribly shy and confused—
in all her life before she had never
heard herself admired ; and being un-
used to the ways of the world, she had

possible to accept or parry a compliment
gracefully.

This handsome man of fashion was
amusing himself, was laughing at her
she thought, and felt quite wounded
and ashamed. Sir George, looking
again at her, although unable quite to
read her feelings, saw that she was no
at her ease.

I see, you think me impertinent for
speaking my thoughts freely, he said.
When you are a little -older, you will
hear the same thing so often, that it
will weary rather than surprise you;
and his manner was so grave, that
Olive recovered her ease at once.

Have you left Mrs. Napier's she
asked.

Yes——1 have an engagement in
London to-night ; but they have bLeen
kind enough to ask me to repeat my
visit.

Olive, With only half-suppressed eager-
ness.

I am sure I shall, he said. stopping
for they had come out into the road
again, where the horses were pawing up
the dust in clouds. Good-by ; their
eyes met once more, and he gave the
siightest pressure to her hand.

When he was gone, she was about to
sit down and think over the wonderfu)
event that had happened to her, but

Olive, cried two voices in a breath,
and looking up, she saw Ler sisters

harm.

t
sly as well, continued Mrs. Hamilton,
with increased

not the slightest idea of how it was

Do you think you shall? exclaimed |

she heard her name called sharply. |

him, she blushed vividly, returning his [ will not @o with you! eried Olive, |
bow with a little confused ‘motion of resolutely. 1 have done nothine wrong.
her h,e""d' Therc.a was Somet‘hmg.p“l“a“t I shall tell papa and mamma myself.
to Sir George n the S]ly,_ fnghtene.d And she turned back by the ]mt}{ Ak,
manner of the girl’'s recognition of his |44 come, while her sisters called after
salutation, and he reined in his horses | her in impotent anger.
and jumped out. She hurried home, but Marv and
“ Are you walking out alone?’ he| Alice had arrived before R dnil wiivd

talking eagerly to Mrs. Hamilton in the |
drawing-room.

there. ;

Mr. Hamilton was not |

Olive, said her mother, in great dis-

pleasure, as she entered, I can scarcely
credit my ears that you have been con-
ducting yourself in this forward and
unbeeoming manner.

|
O mamma, she cried, I meant no|
What could I do?

I knew you were awkward and ill-
empered. I never imagined you to be

severity. This is the

s .
way. i _ |last time you go out alone, and T do
“ But how could you be in any one’s | not wish to see you any more this even-
& . ) . :
way at any time ’ ing. Go to your room.

Olive with choking sobs prepared to

obey, but at this moment her father
entered the room.

Why, Olive ! what is the matter ? he
exclaimed ; and the poor child, crying
bitterly, hid her head on her father's
shoulder.

I did not know it was wrong, indeed,
papa, she sobbed ; and he stroked her
head and sat down, drawing her on his
knee.

Now, Mary, he said to his wife, please
explain.  And Mrs. Hamilton gently
and suavely uttered her protest against
Olive’s forwardness.

And now for your version of the
story, my dear, said Mr. Hamilton to
his youngest daughter, when her mother
had finished. And Olive told him
straightforwardly how she had met Sir
George—how he had alighted from his
phaeton, and insisted on walking across
the field with her.

And, papa, I did not know it was
wrong. What ought I have to done?
she finished up piteously.

Honi soit gui mal y pense, answered
Mr. Hamilton. 1 see no harm my dear.
And he kissed Olive affectionately. 1
suppose, he said angrily to his wife, if
it had been Mary or Alice you would
not have been so wonderfully squeamish
in your notiong of propriety. And I
will tell you what, young ladies, he con-
tinued, sharply, turning to his elder
daughters, don’t think because I don’$
take much notice that I cannot see your
jealous, ill-natured ways to your sister,
You may influence your mother against
her, but you won’t me.

And with an engry look he rose and
left the room.

(To be Continued.)

Siek ITeadache and relieve all the troubles inci-
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as Diz-
ziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after eating,
Pain in the Side, &e. While their most remari-
able success has been shown in curing

SICK

Headache,yct Carter’sLittle Liver Pills are eqnally

valuable in Constipation, curing and preventing
this annoying complaint, while they also correc
all disorders of the stomach, stimulate the livee

and regulate the bowels, Even if they only cured

HEA

Ache they would bealmost priceless to those who
guffer from this distressing complairt; but fortu-
nately their goodness does not end here, and those
who once try them will {ind these little pills vaiu-
able in 80 many ways ihat they willnot be willing
to do without them. Dut after all sick head

ACHE

Isthe bane of o many lives that here is where we
make our great boast. Our pills cure it while
others do not.

Carter's Little Liver Pills are very small and
very easy to take. One or two pills makea dose.
They are strictly vegetable and do not grzf‘c or
purge, but by their gentle action please all who
use them, In vialsat 25 cents: five for §1. Scld
by druggists everywhere, or sent by mail.

CARTER MEDICINE CO.,
: Row York City.
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SCROFULA
and all serofulous diseases, Sores, Erysipe-
las, Eczeina, Biotches, Ringworm, Tu-
mors, Carbuncles, Boils, and Eruptions
of the Skin, are the direct result of an
impure state of the blood.

To cure these diseases the blood must be
purified, and restored to a healthy and na-

tural condition. AYER’S SARSAPARILLA has

{ for over forty years been recognized by emi-
neut medical authorities as the most pow-
erful blood purifier in existence. It frees
the system from all foul humors, enriches
and strengthens the blood, removes all traces
of mercurial treatment, and proves itself a
complete master of all serofulous diseases.

A Recent Cure of Scrofulous Sores.

“sSome months ago I was trombled with
serofulous sores (uleers) on my legs. The
limbs were badiy swollen and inflamed, and
the sores discharged large quantities of
offensive matter. Every remedy 1 tried
failed, until 1 used AYER’S SARSAPARILLA,
of which I have now taken three bottiles,
with the result that the sores are healed,
and my general health greatly improved.
1 feel very grateful for the good your
medicine has done we.

Yours respectfully, MRS. AXN O’BRIAN.”

148 Sullivan St., New York, June 24, 1882,

75 Al persons interested are invited
to call on Mrs, O'Brian; also upon the
Rev. Z. . Wilds of 78 East 54th Street,
New York City, who wiil take pleasure
in testifying to the wonderful efficacy of
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, not only in the cure
ofy this lady, but in his own case and
many others within his knowledge.

The well-known wrifer on the Doston Herald,
B. W. BALL, of Lochesicr, N.I., writes, June
7, 1882:

“ Having sufferad severely for some years
with Eezema, and having failed to find relief
from other remedies, I have made use, during
the past three momfxs. of AYER'S SARSAPA-
RILLA, which has effeeted a complete cure.
I consider it a magniticent remedy for all
blood diseases.”

Ayer’sSarsaparilla
stimulates and regulates the action of the
digestive and assimilative organs, renews
and strengihens the vital forces, and speedily
cures Rheumatism, Neuraigia, Rheuma-
tic Gout, Catarrh, General Debility, and
all diseases arising from an impoverished or
corrupied condition of the blood, and a weak-
ened vitality.

It is incomparably the cheapest blood medi-
cine, on account of its concentrated strength,
and great power over disease.

seated in their beat, book in hand, just
under the sloping bank. She started, |
the blood kindling hotly in her cheeks |
as she approached them. ’

I am glad you still have the grace to
be ashamed of yourself, cried Mary, in
an angry, sneering tone. Come into
the boat—you shall go home at ance,
and we will tell papa and mamma what
we have seen  So this is why you are
so fond of wandering about the lanes
alone.

I never heard of anything so sly and
artful, cried Alice, indignantly.

Why, what could be the harin? said
Olive, trembling and frightened at the
severity of her sister’s manner. He
got out of his phaetoi, and 1 could not
refuse to walk with him. ;

All T hope is that we shall never see
him again, cried Mary. What on earth
he can think of a gir]l at your age put-
ting herself so forward 1 can't imagine. |
I should be ashamed to look in his face |
again after this.

But what have I done? cried poor
Olive. I am sure, Alice, T saw you
walk all along the towing-path with Mr., |
Baykes, not a fortnight ago, =:d lw'}
tried to—— Then the girl stopped
short.

“You odious spy! cried Alice, her
face all aflame. How dare you come

You do not care for society

will never cease !

cloth and scalg! your fingers, and forget

George interrogatively.

ros...

and hedg- s that lay on either side of the
And presently,

prying after us? But we'll take good |

PREPARED BY

Dr.J.C.Ayer&Co., Lowell, Mass.
Sold by all Druggists; price $1, six bottles
for $3.

—e

ONE CASE

ELEGANT GOOGDS |

. FROM
P A RIS,
Hand Satchels, Purses, Card

Cases, Work Boxes, and
Companions, at
S)

S. F. SHUT.

Queen Street, Fradericton. |

Sept. 12, 1883,

i

PICKLES.

“Union " Brand, I-4 and I-2 bhs., |

Mixed, medium and coarse,. ,

Wholesale only.

. |
WHITTIER & HOOPER,

Yorli street *

leaning ha)f care for the future that you dow't g0’ gredericion, Juiy 1

DOORS, SASI

FURNITURE.

Moulding, Jig Sawing, Planing and Turning done to order.
Dressed Clapboards, Flooring and Sheathing constantly on haffd
Corner Queen and Smythe Streets Fredericton, N, B.

INSUR

are selling at very low prices,

| us a'eall.

=i

—MANUFACTURERS OF-—

1S, AND BLINDS,

—ALSO—

fVHE undersigned is agent for the followin

COMMERCIAL UNION.

INSURE

AGAINST

whien their business is conducted.

contents insured tor three years at lowest rates.

obtained.

All kinds of insurable property insured at modeiate rates.

ANCE |

Insurance Companies which have Capital and
assets amounting to fully $100,000,000, affording the most perfect security possibe

NORTH BRITISH & MERCANTILE.
LIVERPOOL & LONDON & CLOBE.

LONDON & LANCASHMIRE
SCOTTISH COMMRCIAL.,
LANCASHIRE.

TRAVELER’'S LIFE & ACCIDENT.
s

'r
=\

INSURE

AGAINST

These Companies are well known for the honorable, liberal, and straignt-forward manner in

Detached Dwelling Houses and

Losses promptly settled and no unnecessary trouble given,
22~ Office on Queen Street, opposite the CITY

ALL, where every Information can be

JULIUS. I.. INCHES

FIRE INSURANCE.

OVER FORTY

Established 1803,

Established 1819,

Established 1802,

Established 1835,

Capital, $5,000,000.00

Fire Insurance Co.

Companties representing a capital of
MILLION OF DOLLARS, ($40,000,000.00.)
4.~ Large deposits at Ottawa for benefit of Policy Holders, “SR

All kinds of 1nsurance effected in any of tha following Com panies at best rates :—

Imperial, of London, England.
ZEtna, of Hartford, Conn.

Capital, $3,000,000.00

Hartford, of Hartford, Conn.

Capital, $1,250,000.00

Northern, of London, England.

Capital, $3,000,000,00

Assets, $7,424,073.72

Assets, $3,761,379.47

Capital, $15,000,000,

Fire Association of London, England.

Reserve Fund, $250,000,

The City of London, England,

Capital, $10,000,060.06

Detached Residences in town and country insured for 3 years at lowest rates.
ALL: LOSSES PROMPTLY PAID.

JOXEIIN BLACK

Agent, Fredericton.

Office with RAINSFORD & BLACK, Barristers, Carleton Street, Fredericton.

_Br.

T. G. OCONNOR,

IMPORTER OF

itish and Foreign Woollen Manufactures, &e.

Now in stock, a large and varwed assortment of

GENTS’ SUMMER SUITINGS, WORSTED COATINGS,
SCOTCH TWEEDS, SERGE SUITINGS, MELTONS,
CHEVIOTS, SAXONY TWEEDS, &c., &c., &c

WEST OF ENGLAND BROADS, CANADA TWEEDS,
WEST OF ENGLAND CASSIMERES, HARVEY HOMESPUNS.
WEST OF ENGLAND DOESKINS, OXFORD HOMESPUNS

| Gents’ Frurnishings, «&c.

First Class Cutter, Frist ClassSuits, Lowest Hard-pan Prices.
&&" Goods sold from the Piece or Made to Order as may be desired,

T. G. O'CONNOR,

Neat below Barvker House, Queen St., Fredericton

Currant

HEAD- <
QUARTERS.

FA

GRAPES

SMALL FRUITS AND TREES, LOW TODEALERS AND PLANTERS.
Stock First«Class. Free Catalogues. GEO,S, JOSSELYN, Fredonia, N. Y,

ALL BEST,
NEW AND
OLD.

WILEY’'S
DRUG STORE.

Opposite Normal School.

JUST RECEIVED:

ATWOOD'S BITTERS.
Burdock Blood Bitters.

JOHN M. WILEY,
Druggist, Frederictan,

JTEGNETIC MEDICINE
jﬂA%*, \ \;:‘*M; :(}/:/ "
&L TRAGE | ) MARIK 2

— /-

B‘E"Feai.
Is a Sare, Prompt, and Effectual Remedy for
Nervousness in ALL its cwiqes. Weak Memory,
Loss of Brain Power, Sexual Prostrationg Night
Sweats, Spermatorrheea, Seminal Weakness anrd
General Loss of Power. It repairs Nervous Waste,
Rejuvenates the Jadeq Intellect, Strengthens the En-
feebled Brain and Restores Surprising Tone and
Vigor to the Exhausted Generaiive Organs. The
experience of thousands prove it an invaluable
remedy. The medicine is pleasant to the taste,
and e:ich box contains sufficient for two weeks
medication, and is the cheapest ar.d best.

‘Fuil particulars in our phamplet, which we
desire to mall free to any address.

Mack’s Magnetic Medicine is sold by
Droggistg at 50 cents per box, or 12 boxes for $5,
or will be mailed frse of postage, on receipt of
the money, by addressing

MACK’S MAGNETIC MEDICINE Co.,
Windsor, Ont., Canada

SOLD iN FREDERICTON BY

CEORCE X. DAVIS,

and all Druggists everywhere.
May 18, 1583

WM. EwING., J. H. DAVIDSON, WX.GRAHAM.

WILLIAM EWING & CO.,

SUCCESSORS TO

EWING BROTHERS,

SEED MERCHANTS,

142 McGill St., Montreal.

24~ Samples and Priceson Application.

A copy ot our Illustrated Seed Catalogue
for 1533 will be sent to any address on applica-
tion.

Feb. 7, 1383

7
Tea. Tea.
Just received via “*Sicily ” from London direct :

7,) P T ALF chests new seasons (15883) Black
) l Tea of superior quality, which we

——————

If you wantl a really good pure Tea cheap, give

GEO. HATT & SONS.

September 26.
And Returu to us,
with TEN Cents,

“T I“Is ouT and you’ll receive

by mail, a Golden Box of Goods, that will bring you in mors
money in Ong Month than anything else in America. Abao

American Express Company,

TTENTION is called to the following RE-
DUCED RATES for carrying MONEY and
PARCELS between any of the Offices of the
Company.
MONEY.—$20 and less, 15 cents; Mrger
sums proportionally lmslle’r. ;

MERCHANDISE.—71bs. and less, 25
to $1.00, according to the distance. S

Rates between Fredericton and St. John,—
30 1bs. and less, 25 cents; 100 lbs, 50 cents.

The Company has 4,000 agencies in the States
and Canada. They guarantee to their patrons
QUICK TIME, PROMPT DELIVERY, AND POSITIVE

SECURITY.
2ation wili be cheerfully given

Further infor
by application to

WHITTIER & HOOPER,

Agents.
JAMES EGGLESTON, e

Gen'l Superintendent, Boston.
Fredericton, June [5, 1882

FREDERICTOQIN

MONUMENTAL WORK!

Queen St., just above Reform Clab Kooms,

HE Subscriber begs to Inform the Public that
he is prepared to execute all sorts of

PLAIN and ORNAMENTAL

MONUMENTS, TABLETS,
FENGE STONES & POSTS,

First Class Material and Workmanship guar-

w JOHN MOORE.
STEAMER

11 ‘
FLORENGEVILLE."
U TRGyities, Botice, the Steamer “ FLOK-

FREDERICTON for WOODSTOCK,
JJardey

Tuesday, Thursday end
Mornings, at 6 A.

Returning every
Monday, -Waginesday, and PFriday
MoMings,at 8 A. M.

7=~ Way Freight must be prepaid, or
ieft on the wharf at risk of ow‘;mrI:l ——

J. KENT McPHERSON, dgent,
@™ Office Gul's Building, Phema Square

N BE W
Five and Ten Cent Store.

The Great(Bargain House,

e —

FULL stock of Goods, including many
Novelties, now open for inspection. The

A
publie are respectfully Invited to call and see
the immense variety and quality of the thou.
sands of useful and fancy articles sold at this

establishment for Five and Ten Cents each,

New Five and Ten Cent Store,

Opp. Stone Barracks,
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.

lute Certainty. M. Young, 173 Grecawich St., New York

August 8



