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CHAPTER XXXIIIL

II. DIAVOLO AND BLANCIE.

As their comrades announced the return
of their chief by tumultuous cries and
cheers, the brigands who had collected in
Sir John’s cell returned to the outer cave,
Anpetti and the Frenchinan alone re-
maining with the baronet.

“Darbi is telling the captain about
your strange recovery,” said the woman,
standing in the doorway between the two
caves. “ Your fate will soon be decided,
signor, Inglese. Perhaps the captain will
fix your ransom this very day.”

Sir John was thoughtful and silent.

Half an hour passed while interro-
gatories were exchanged between Il Di-
avolo and his men and questions answer-
ed; but at length Arnetti announced
that the captain had proceeded to his
chamber.

In a few minutes more one of the bri-
gands appeared in the doorway, stating
that his chief desired to see the Inglese
without delay.

The Frenchman clasped the baronet's
hands as he rose to obey the summons,
and expressed a hope that the interview
would result favorably to him, and he
then bade the guide lead the way.

He was conducted through the outer
cavern—where the whole band regarded
him curiously, his sudden recovery look-
ing to them like a miracle—to the farther
end of the cavern, where a narrow pas-
sage branched off. This. passage con-
ducted to a spacipus cave, which seemed
to have a second outlet.

In order to make the captain’s apart-
ment as quiet and retired as possible, a
door has been fitted and furnished with a
lock and key. This door was now a little

- ajar, and a hanging of heavy cloth could
be seen mside, shutting out any view of
the apartment.

After giving the baronet a few direc-
tions, the guide retreated to the outer
cave.

Sir Jobn advanced, lifted the cloth and
found himself in a large and neatly fur-
nished apartment, where books, musical
instruments, and other evidences of a re-
fined taste abounded. The only occupant
of this chamber was Il Diavolo himself.
He was reclining on a lounge when the
baronet entered, but he arose, greeted
him by an inclination of the head, and the
two men then surveyed each other with
considerable curiosity.

The robber chief was about thirty years
of age, tall and slender and with a coun-
tenance which, once seen, could not easily
have been forgotten. I{is hair and eyes
were as black as jet, while his complexion
seemed to have been originally florid, but
was now burned to a deep bronze color.

He wore a heavy moustache, the long
ends of which were curled, and a long,
forked beard, which had a strange effect.
His dress, which had evidently just been
changed, was extremely jaunty and pic-
turesque, and was composed of black vel-
vet, trimmed with a Erofuslon of gold
cord aud gold lace. This personage re-
garded Sir John with considerable curi-
osity, the clear, keen eyes, the anxious
face, and the dignified carriage of the
baronet presenting a strange contrast to
his late listleness and melancholy.

“ You wished to see me ?"’ said Sir
John, in Italian,

“1 sent for you,” responded the bri-
gand, 1n English. “8it down, sir. You
do not look much now as you did the last
time I saw you. So your year of captivity
here has been like a dream to you ?”

No, not like a dream, said the baronet,
taking a seat. “I have not the faintest
recollection of a single incident. In fac
I can hardly persuade myself that I have
not been taken captive to-day.”

“ Strange !"’

Sir John looked at the brigand with re-
newed interest—it seemed so strange that
he should be epeaking English, and with
o little accent.

“I have questioned you several times
during your stay with us,” remarked the
chief, “ but could not elicit a word from
you. You had even forgotten your name.
You came to ransom a prisoner. Was he
your relative 2"’

“ He was.”

“ Who are you ?”

First tell me—is he really dead ? ques-
tioned the baronet. “I wiil cling to hope
as long as possible.”

“ As sure as that you live. After your
treachery, Barbi, who was with the men, I
being absent, gave the order to fire, and
your relative fell dead. There can be no
doubt about it. A bullet found its way
to his brain. You may consider yourself
fortunate that your treachery was not
punished by your own death.”

“But I did not betray you,” declared
Sir John. ‘I knew no mare of the com-
ing of those soldiers than yourself, |
acted in good faith throughout. No one
was more surprised than myself when
they appeared.”

The brigand regarded Sir John search-
ingly. ‘Do you speak the truth,” he de-
manded

“I do. I repeat that I was as much
surprised as were your men at the coming
of the soldiers,”’

The firm tones, and the clear gaze that
met unflinchingly the keen scrutiny of
the brigand, produced a strong effect
upon the latter.

“Can Barbi and the men have been
mistaken ?”” he murmured.

He was thoughtful a moment, and then
remarked : “ 1 have spared your life dur-
ing your illness, on account of the inter-
est taken in you by Annetti, Barbi's wife.
Although the men were anxious to put
you to death for your supposed treachery,
the woman’s counsels prevailed. But it
has always been understood that, should
you recover your senses, your life was to
be paid a forfeit, I find it hard to doubt
your word, having had great experience
in reading faces, and think it probable
that I shall hold you for ransom. You
may therefore consider your life as safe,
provided the proposed demand for your
ransom meets with prompt payment.”

The baronet bowed.

As a preliminary to business, resumed
the brigand, “you will tell me your name
and station.”

The baronet hesitated.

A moment’s reflection, however, con.
viuced him that frankness was the best
course he could adopt, and he replied :

“I am Sir John Courtney, Baronet, of
Courtney Hall--" ;

The brigand started.

“Sir John Courtney ?"’ he repeated.
*Js it possible? The wealthy baronet ?
And Colonel Courtney, whom you came
to ransom, was your brother ?'’

“Ie was,” replied the baronet, won-
dering at the brigand’s strange agitation,

“ How strange! Why did I not suspect
it?” muttered the chief, srising and pac-
ing to and fro. “ Yet howcould 1? Col.
Courtney never mentioned that his broth-
er was a baronet, and I did not see the
address on the letter he dispatched.”

# You have heard of me, then, before 7"’
inquired Sir John, in astonishment.

* Often, sir often. In truth, I regard
you as a relative.,”

The baronet began to think that his
eompanion was taking leave of his senses.

“Regard me as a relative I” he ex-
claimed. * An English baronet the rela-
tive of an ltalian brigand I’

“Even 50,” responded Il Diavolo, with
a strange smile, “Qb, if I had only sus-
pected the identity of Colonel Courtney,
he might have been living new. But he
was s0 reserved so determined to reveal
nothing of his circumstances.”

The brigand seemed to feel a keen re-
gret as he said this, and after a pause he
continued :

“ Have no fears of me, Sir John. We
will arrange the affair of your ransom
after a little conversation. Will you be
kind enough to talk to me of yourself,
your family, your relatives ?"’

This singular demand quite puzzled the
baronet, who replied, however, somewhat
haughtily : “[ donot care to speak of my
family in this place. You are probably
mistaken in me—thinking me to be some
one else. I know of no other Sir John
Courtney.” | '

“ You are the gentleman,’’ interrupted
the brigand, with singular earnestness,
# Have you not a son in Germany, named
Ralph ?” ;

“] did kave. Did you know him 7"’

“No. I never saw him. ButI know a
great deal about the Courtney family,

sources,’’
The baronet was surprised, and con-
cluding, since the brigand seemed to

know so much about him already, that |

reserve was useless, he said :

“Very well. I am ready to tell you
about my family. It is very small, con-
sisting of my son and an adopted daugh-
ter. Do you wish to inquire about either ?

‘“An adopted daughter "’ repeated the
brigand, thoughtfully. “ llow old is she ?
What is her name ?”’

“She is about seventeen now, and her
name is Amber Courtney,’’ replied Sir
John with emotion.

The brigand looked disappointed.

“ And that is all the family you have ?"’
he asked.

“ Yes, all.”

“You are sure you have no visitors—no
relatives living with you—"

“Yes, I bave visitors,”’ responded the
baronet. “1 have two cousins—brother
and sister—living with me."’

The brigand’s features lighted up with
sudden interest.

“Tell me of your cousm,” he said, the
lady.

Wondering more and more at the
strange mystery of the bandit’s behawior,
Sir John said :

¢ She is named Blanche Longley—"

The brigand uttered a strange cry.

“ Blanche Longley !” he said, hoarsely,
Blanche Longley! She 1s at your house
then ?

The baronet mastered his astonishment
snfficiently to reply in the affirmative.

“That is,”” he explained, she was when
I left horhe, and I presume she remains
there still, as she intended to become a
permanent member of my family.

And you could have told me all this a
year ago, if you had had your senses!
murmured the chief, regretfully. If I
had only known it. Is Blanche as beau-
tiful as she used to be ?

“Yes, she is very lovely. But what
can one s0 dark and terrible as Il Diavolo,
the brigand chief, know of Blanche Long-
ley ?

The brigand smiled strangely.

She is very secluded at your home ? he
said, evasively.

Quite so, although we have neighbors
with whom we visit ofien.

Your son is at home ?

To the best of my belief—yes.

The brigand frowned. 1 do not like
that, he observed, as if musing. And yet
—and yet. His voice became inaudible
as his thoughtfulness became deeper.

Your conduct is very mysterious, finally
remarked the baromet, You quite be.
wilder me by asking so many questions
about my family, and seeming to know
its members so well. Have you ever seen
Blanche Longley ?

The brigand smiled, as he replied in the
affirmative.

*“What can Blanche Longley, one of the
purest and most saintly of women, have
in common with a man like you? Where
have you seen her ?”’

The brigand crossed the floor several
times with a thoughtful air, as if ponder-
ing whether to contide 1n his prisoner or
not, but he finally seated himself near the
baronet, and said :

You have never heard Blanche speak
of me ?

Never!

It’s a singular story—our acquaintance,
remarked the chief. No wonder you are
surprised to learn that one so lovely as
Blanche should have anything in common
with me. 1 will explain to you the whole
secret. Listen.

The baronet controlled his surprise and
prepared to give his whole attention to
the promised confidence.

CHAPTER XXXI1V.
““SHE 1S MY LAWFUL WIFE!"

The brigand became silent and thought-
ful, as if forgetting his proposed commum-
cation, and Sir John began to fear that
his curiosity was doomed to remain un.

t, | satisfied, but at length Il Diavolo re-

marked :

% Before revealing to you the great mys-
tery of my life, it may be well to explain
to you who and what I reallyam. The se-
cret will remain safe with you, I am sure,
for reasons which you will soon discover.

[*am by birth an Englishman, My father
was English, mother Italian. My name is
Ciaonville—"’

“1 have heard that name before,' in.
terrupted Sir John, involuntarily.

“You have. My mother possessed a
haughty, unbending spirit, and my father
was much like her. Their married life,
which began with love, ended with bitter
recriminations and abuse. Finally, in a
fit of jealousy or rage, my father is said to
have caused my mother's death, and fled
from England. I was claimed by my
Italian relatiyes, who taught me to hate
the very name of Englishman. That is
my story. You heard the name of Claon-
ville when the news was one of the topics
of the day. My faiher died somewhere
abroad, and I came into the inheritance of
the family mansion—a queer, sombre, old
place, which now goes by the name of the
Haunted House,

“I grew up wild and reckless,” contin-
ued Claonville, reflectively, * and finally,
pressed for money, and not liking work, I
Joined this band as a lieutenant. The
captain was killed m a conflict, and I was
promoted in his place. Itis [ who made
the name of Il Diavolo a terror--i who
have been the scourge of travelers in
these parts for the past three years.”

He seemed to feel a sort of gloomy
f)ride in thus confessing himself an out-
aw.

“I like ease and gayety,” he resumed,
“and sometimes tire of this cavern and
the every-day eating and drinking, varied
with the exercise of my calling, and when
[ feel thus restless I go somewhere and
spend a few weeks in enjoyment. Barbi
is very well content in being left in com-
mand, and the men think all I do is right
They are only to glad to have me with
them part of the time. Thus I passa de-
lightful existence. 1 visit Paris, England
Naples—any place I for the moment pre-
fer, and never once has my identity been
suspected. In England I generally call
myself Mr. Claonville, in Paris and else-
where I go by the title of Lord Claonville
which I prefer, although 1 have no right
toit, Butit’s not every Englishman who
studies the peerage, and foreigners, of
course, are easily imposed upon in that
respect.” , -

e paused a moment, while a shade of
emotion passed over his face, and then
continued :

*It was in one of my visits that I met
Blanche Longley. Our first meeting was
rather romantic. She was driving, with
the lady who acted as her chaperon, in
the Bois de Boulogne, when the horses
took fright and their driver lost all con-
trol over them. Her friend screamed
with terror, but she sat pale and motion-
less, I stopped the horses—it was not a
difficult thing to do so—and the two ladies
were so kind as to think that I had saved
their lives. From that time, Blanche and
I met often. T was known to her as Lord
Claonville. 1 grew to love her with all
my strength, she was so different from me
I delighted 1n her golden hair and soft
blue eyes, s0 completely opposite to my
own dark looks, and she loved me—I
know she did! I delighted in her deli-
cacy of appearance, so opposed to my own
rude strength. In short, Sir John, | al-
most worshiped her!"

His voice trembled and his face was
convulsed with emotion, Apparently
ashamed of this weakness, he struggled
to recover his calmness, and soon sue-
ceeded.

“] said Blanche loved me,” he said.
“] was right: but her ambition was
stronger than her love, as | now know. |
told her a very plausible story about not
being free to marry before I had attained
the age of twenty-eight—I was then
twenty-seven—and, astute as she was, 1
deceived Blanche thoroughly in that re.
spect. But I assured her that I could
contract a secret marriage, which should
be ultimately acknowledged. She be-
lieved me a lord, and immensely wealthy,
She consented to a secret wedding.”

Sir John uttered an exclamation.

“ Yes,” continued the brigand, thought.
tully, ¢“she consented. Anything can be
done with money, Sir John and we were
married 1n a quiet chapel, with but two
witnesses besides the priest, and our
marriage was perfectly valid. We were
neither of us Catholics, you know, and
were of course married in a Protestant
chapel. One of the witnesses has since
died, and the other—Blanche’s maid—
still iives, I believe.”

“Blanche married, and to you!” ex-
claimed the baronet.

“Yes, she is my lawful wife | Her real

name is Blanche Claonville.’’

z .
which I have gathered from different! “I can hardly comprehend it. Why

|

did you not live together ?"’

“ 1 kept Blanche quiet more than a year
but she finally demanded to be acknow-
ledged as my wife. Of course during that
'year I was not all the time in Paris; |
had to be with my band. Blanche grew
Jjealous of these absences, for which I had
continually to make excuses to her, and
she declared she would follow me the
next time I left Paris, and see where |
went. 1n the altercation that followed, I
foolishly confessed that I was Il Diavolo,
the dread brigand. That did not alien-
ate her, but the discovery that I was no
lord at all, but an impostor, overwhelmed
her, as I had feared it would. She for-
bade me her presence. I begged and
umplored of her to relent, but she would
not. Hoping that time would soften her
fellings towards me—for I was legally her
husband —I returned to my band. Vghen
next [ went to Paris, a few months later,
she had gone, and her former chaperon
either could not or would not tell me
where. All [ could learn was, that two
months before my arrival she had an-
nounced her departure, discharging her
maid—probably not wishing that witness
of our marriage near her—and had de.
parted. I searched vainly for her, but
could not find her. Until to-day I have
bad no clew to her whereabouts.”’

“But how did you know of me ?’’ in-
quired the baronet,

“Oh, Blanche used often to boast of
her wealthy relative, Sir John Courtney,
but it never occurred to me that she
might have gone to your dwelling.””’

‘* And how did you learn about Ralph’s
being in Germany? Blanche couldn’t
have known that."”

“After I had learned so much about
you 1 very naturally inquired about your
family of English tourists, whom I fre-
quently met in Paris. In that way I pick-
ed up a little informrtion.”

“So Blanche is actuaily your wife ?’

“Actoally and truly my wife. And 1
love her now more than ever. I would
-give all I have in the world to reclaim her.
It she would only forgive me 1 should be
supremely happy.”’

“Would you give up your present oc-
cupation endeavor to become a respect-
able member of society ?”’ asked Sir John
thoughtfully.

“1 would. I would do anything to re-
gain her. I know her faults—she has
many—but [ love her, and can excuse
them all. Do you believe she would for-
give me, Sir John, and reinstate me in her
affections ?”’

“I do not know. She has been to
blame, but you have cruelly and basely
wronged her in working upon her ambi-
tion to induce her to become your wife,
Whether she would forgive you or not I
cannot say; but you might apply to her
and express your repentance.’’

“ Would you be my ambassador to
her?’ asked the brigand, with feverish
eagerness. “ Will you bear to her a mes-
sage for me ?"’

The baronet assented.

‘“And will you use your influence in
my' behalf?”’

“No, I cannot promise that. Iam very
sorry that Blanche should ever have been
betrayed into a marriage with you; but
having been, perhaps the best had better
be made of the aftair. If you would re-
form you might bave some chance with
her.”

“But, if you were my ambassador to
her, you would say nothing against me—
nothing to prevent her forgiving me 7"

The baronet hesitated.

He regarded the brigand narrowly and
searchingly.

Perbaps he saw in the anxious face be-
fore him the gleam of a better nature ;
perhaps he thought that that erring soul
might yet be redeemed, for he answered 3

“No. 1 will do nothing to dissuade her
from forgiving you. 1 will state your
words fairly to her, and leave her to act
upon her own judgment.”

“Then you shall go to her immedi-
ately,” cried Claonville, eagerly, starting
to his feet. ¢ You shall start within the
hour. From this moment, Sir John, you
are free.”

“But your men—will they not object ?”’

“Ilam master jhere!” returned the
brigand chief, proudly. “They would
not dare gainsay my word. Your money,
of course, was taken from you when you
came—how much had you ?”

Sir John named the amount.

The brigand drew his purse from his
pocket and handed it to the baronet.

That will more than cover your loss,
he said. llave you anything else to say
to me?

I wish to inquire about the two French
surgeons who restored me to reason. Will
you not set them free, too ?

The chiet remained silent for several
minutes, and finally replied :

They shall be freed too; they shall ac-
company you. One of the men shall
guide you to Salerno, and you will hasten
then to your home.

I will, But how shall I communicate
with you ?

I will follow you to England. Perhaps
['will start within a week, If Blanche re-
mains scornful, I will return; if she 1s
placable, I will go where she wills. You
will tell her, Sir John, he added anxiously,
that I freed you as soon as I learned your
name ? You will also mention that I lib-
erated the French gentlemen at your de
sire ? 1 want to appear as well as possible
in her eyes, after all that has between us.

Sir John promised.

I can not let you go, eager as I am to
see you depart, continued the brigand,
without at least the show of hospitality.
I will have dinner set for you,

Pray do not. I could not eat amorsel !
exclaimed Sir Jobn, the prospect of go-
ing home having greatly excited him.
The sooner I depart the better.

This eagerness accorded with the brig-
and’s mood.

Your clothes are very shabby, Sir John
he said. But you can get new ones on
your way. I will go out and speak to my
men, as { wish to explain your departure
to them.

He left the chamber, proceeding to the
main’cavern.

He found the Frenchmen the center of
a band of bandits, who were eagerly ques-
tioning them as to the mode in which they
had performed their miraculous cure upon
the baronet. The explanations of the
surgeons were considered as very unsatis-
factory, and one or two of the men ex-
pre?sed an opinion that they were in lea-
gue with the father of evil, or else that
they were saints,

We'll try their saintliness, growled Bar-
bi. One of our fellows is getting worse,
and I forsee that these prisoners are
bound to lose their heads or pay a big
ransom.

A lorg laugh greeted this remark.

Peace, my men ! said their chief, as he
appeared among them. The Frenchman
have done well with the wounded, as you
told me yourselves. Iam going to send
them away within the hour.

A low murmur was the only response
the brigand received from his men.

A couple of simple surgeons eannot pay
a ransom, continued Il Diavolo, unheed.-
ing the slight demonstration of his band.
They and the Inglese are free.

Not a man, except Barbi, ventured to
look displeased at this statement.

Lieutenant, said the chief, I think of
making another journey soon. You will,
of course, be lett in command. It there-
fore ill becomes you to set an example of
insubordination.

Barbi's face was instantly wreathed
with smiles at the though¢ of soon again
being the nominal captain of the band.

The chief then turned to the French-
who found themselves unable to compre-
hend the scene and said :

Gentlemen, you are free. A guide will
conduct you and the Englishman to Sal-
erno,

The surgeons expressed their gratitude
at the brigand’s unexpected act of justice
Sir John was then summoned from the
inner cavern, and the little party prepar-
ed to take its departure,

Where is Annetti, to whom [ owe my
life? asked the baronet, vainly leoking
around the chamber for her. I would }
bid her farewell.

At the sound of his voice Annettiap-
peared from his late cell.

She had heard the captain say that the
Englishman was going, and she felt a little
natural regret at losing her late charge,
but this regret was speedily lost in her
joy at his recovered freedom.

Heaven bless you, Annetti, said the
baronet, pressing her hand to his lips,
May you be rewarded as liberally as you
have dealt kindly with me. If you ever
need a friend, apply to me. _

A tear dimmed Annetdi's bright eyes
as she inquired the baronet’s name and
residence, and she then bade hum fare-
well.

The captain exchanged a few last words

with his ambassador, and the little party,
with its guide, left the brigand’s cavern.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE INNKEEPER'S NEWS.

What exultant emotions thrilled the
heart of Sir John Courtney as he found
himself beneath the sunshine of heaven
and with the fresh air fanning his
brows.

Although his year of captivity was as
if it had not been, the very air he
breathed seemed strange to him, and
the breezed that sighed among the trees
had an unfamiliar sound.

He almost doubted, as he caught
sight of his ragged clothing and the
long gray beard that lay upon his breast
whether it was indeed himself who was
walking amid those strange scenes, or
whether he was not dreaming.

He rubbed his eyes with his hands to
assure himself that he was really awake,
and then started, as he for the first time
noticed the long, claw-like nails that dis-
figured his fingers.

How strange that a year had dropped
from his life, like a bead from a string.

How equally strange had been his
return to consciousness !

In his great gladness he clasped the
surgeon who had restored him in a
strong embrace, and sobbed like a child.

When he had recovered his calmness,
and had become somewhat used to his
personal appearance, he reflected upon
the revelation that had been made him
by Claonville.

“Everything seems strange,” he mur-
mured. “1 can hardly believe that
that brigand told me the truth. Yet it
must have been so. If things would
only seem more real !”

They walked to the place where the
horses were kept, mounted, and took
their way to Salerno.

The day was beautiful—one of those
lovely Italian days that linger in the
memory—but to the baronet all looked
dreamy and unreal.

He almost expected to awaken soon
in his library at Courtney Hail.

But as the party journeyed onward
he lost this dreamy sensation, and began
to Jook at affairs in their true light.

Arrived near Salerno, they dismount-
ed, and their guide left them, taking
his horses back with him. They walked
the remainder of the distance, and on
reaching the town the French surgeons
were to rejoin their friends, while the
baronet proceeded to a quiet hotel, but
not before he had again expressed his
gratitude for the great service they had
rendered him. They declared that they
were equally indebted to him, since they
owed him their freedom, and they
separated from him with much regret.

The first act of Sir John was to sub-
mit himself to the hands of a barber,
the second to a tailor.

With his beard removed and his
whiskers trimmed, and with a decent
suit of clothes, he felt more like himself,

He had already begun to lose sight of
his late experiences, and to look forward
to his return home.

He pictured Amber’s delight, Ralph's
joy, at beholding him. and he almost
wept in anticipation of the joyful scene.

With an impatience and eagerness to
clasp them in his arms, he left Salerno
that very night, and proceeded to Paris
with as little delay as possible. He did
not stop in Paris over night, but sped
on to Boulogne, and hastened to
London with the utmost rapidity.

Not a doubt entered his mind but
that the family was at Courtney Hall,
and he proceeded thither without an
hour’s delay in the metropolis.

Arrived at Hepney, he crossed oyer
to Mr. Goss’s Crown Inn, and demanded
a vehicle, with the swiftest horses at
command.

He waited in the shady little parlor
of the inn while the vehicle was being
got ready.

Mr. Goss hastened to the parlor to
offer his guest some refreshment, but
almost fainted on recognizing him.

“Sir John Courtney !” he cried, sit-
ting down. “It is a ghost! Murder !
"Eavens !-—”

“It is no ghost, my good Mr. Goss,”
exclaimed the baronet. “ It is myself
—8Sir John Courtney in person. Did
you think me dead ?”

“’Eavens! What a question! We've
buried you! You're in the family vault.
Oh, T know this is a warning to me
that I'm not long for this world—"

“ Buried me ?” repeated the baronet.
“ What do you mean? Be sensible, Mr.
Goss. Explain your strange behavior."”

Gradually recovering his calmness,
the innkeeper became convinced that Sir
John was still alive, and he responded :

“Then we've buried the wrong man !
But I could ha’ sworn he was you, Sir
John. Greggs fetched home a hody as
he said was yours, and we buried it.
And it ’twasn't you, I'd like to know
who it was !”

A few minutes thought furnished the
baronet with the solution to the enigma
propounded. "

“It was my brother’s body, Mr. Goss.
He fell dead beside me, and Greggs
must have thought it was me. But I
should have thought he would have
known my clothing,”

Mr. Goss explained that the body in
question had been robbed of its clothing.

“Then it was Colonel Courtney as
we mourned over, SirJohn. There was
no mistake about this being a Court-
ney.”

It afforded a melancholy satisfaction
to the baronet to know that his brother’s
remains had met with proper burial ;
but the thought then occurred to him
that he was about to present himself to
his beloved ones like one from the dead.

*“ How is the family at the Hall ¥’ he
asked, his voice choking with emotion,
and his heart throbbing with excite:
ment.

Mr. Goss was silent, and his usually
ruddy face lost the color it had just re-
acquired.

Sir John was instantly alarmed,

“Are they ill?” he faltered.
Amber—Ralph—dead 7

“Oh, no, Sir John—leastways, I hope
not,” replied the innkeeper, finding his
voige. ¢ But they have left the Hall.”

* Left the Hall 1

“Yes, Siv Jobn, and gome up to
Lun’on for the season. They are hayip'
gay times, with balls, and parties, and
such like.”

The baronet felt a pang of disappoint-
ment.

Had be been so soon forgotten ?

“‘So they are at our town house?”
he asked. “You think they are all
well 77

“Well, yes, Sir John,” responded

Mr. Goss, hqs;mﬁpgli.' “ They ought

‘“ IS

to be, Bessie, Miss :
was, but who is now married to a likejy
young fellow—she had a letter from'
Miss Longley's maid the other day,
saying that her mistress told her that
the wedding svguld spon come off—"

“The wedding!™ jintescupted the
baronet, his face losing its' extreie
pallor. “Then my great and lifelong!
wish is about to be realized. This is
joyfal pews to meet me on my arrival,
The dear childyer will have one guest
at their wedding who will ngt he less
welcome for being unexpected,

Mr. Goss applied his jacket-sleeve to
his eyes, as he said :

“Is this the first you've heard of the
news, Sir John !”

“The very first. I thought the family
was at the Hall, and came straight
through. I shall go back to-night by
the next train.

“You look like a ghost, Sir John.
No wonder I thepght you was one.
Won't you have a bed hepe oyer night ¥’

The baronet replied in the negative.

“Then I'll just order a dinner for'
your honor,” said the innkeeper, * and'

7D .

& mpid that |

N

| the lowest rates.

while it's getting ready, I'll tell you all,
the news.”

He withdrew, countermanded the
order for the vehicle which Sir John
had ordered, gave directions for a dinner
suitable for his distinguished guest, and
then returned to the parlor with a calm-
er demeanor.

“ When did you say this wedding was
to be, Mr. Goss 1"’ asked the baronet.

“l don’t know the day, Sir John ;
but soon, of course. I've been hopin’,
sir, that something’d happen so that
they wouldn't get married at all,” said
the innkeeper, desperately.

“And why not, sir?” demanded Sir
John, sternly.

“Because, to my humble thinking,
she ain’t worthy of Sir Ralph—I mean
Mr. Ralph—heg parding, Sir John.”

“ Not good enough for my son! Miss
Amber not good enough for my son !”
repeated the baronet, his sternmness
deepening. “ Be careful what you say.”

“ I aint speaking of Miss Amber, Sir
John,” whimpered Mr. Goss. ¢ She
aint to be the bride. It's to be Miss
Blanche.”

Sir John looked stupefied.

“Miss Blanche to be the bride ! he
said, in a hollow whisper.

“Yes, Sir John. So she told her
maid.”

The room seemed to reel round the
baronet.

Could it be, he asked himself, that
Blanche would commit a crime to obtain
the rank for which he had always been
so ambitious ? Would she commit
bigamy ?

Then he thought of Amber—how
carefully he had educated her to love
his son, and of how terribly she must
be stricken by this blow.

How his heart yearned over her at
that terrible moment.

“I have returned to comfort her.”
he thought. ¢ She shall find balm in
her old father’s affection.”

The tears sprang to his eyes, and re-
lieved the weight upon his brain,

“ Is—is Miss Amber well 7’ he asked
hesitating how to put the question in
the most delicate manner, and learn if
his darling were suffering

“I—I don’t know, Sir John,” falter-
ed the innkeeper. T will tell you the
truth, your honor, before you can hear
it from others,” he added, with resolu,
tion. ¢ Miss Blanche drove Miss
Amber away from the Hall more than a
year ago.”

“ Drove her away 1"

“Yes, Sir John. She sent her off
one night, without any of her luggage,
which is at the Hall this minute, and
Miss Amber has never been seen since.”

The baronet uttered a

groan of
anguish.
“ This — this is increditable !”’ he
gasped.

“ Bessie, Miss Amber’s maid, over-
heard the whole, Sir John. She listen-
ed, I s’pose She said that Miss Blanche
came to Miss Amber’s room, and told
her she was a dependent, and that Mr.
Ralph hated her, and more stuff like
that, and told her to leave the Hall
immediately. Miss Amber was heart-
broken, and went on foot to the station,
where she took a ticket to Lun’on,
Since then no one has seen her.”

The baronet pressed his hands against
his heart, as if to still its tumultuous
beating.

“ We think, Sir John,” ventured Mr.
Goss, “as Miss Amber got a situation
as governess, though of course we knew
nothing about it. Only she didn't
have much money, your honor, so Bessie
says, and if she’s alive, she must be
doing something. But she was such a
delicate young lady, Sir John, that I
much misdoubt if she’s living yet.”

Again the baronet groaned with his
terrible mental suffering.

There’s not one of the tenants, Sir
John, continued the innkeeper, who
will be pleased with the new Lady
Courtney. But how I am rattlin’ on,
your honor, and the train going in a
couple of hours. May I make so bold
as to ask you how you came to be so
long away ?

Another time, Mr. Goss—another
time! responded the baronet. in a low,
choked voice,

The innkeeper was awed by the
terrible emotion of Sir John, and stole
from the parlors, leaving his guest to
himself.

The dinner, hastily prepared, was
soon placed upon the table, but the
baronet made no effort to eat. He did
not even take a seat at the table.

He had pictured continually on the
Journey homeward the warm welcomes
he would meet, and the joy his return
would impart to his family—but how
different was the reality !

Ralph, his noble son, was perhaps on
the point of being entrapped into a
marriage with a woman who had
already a husband living, and Amber,
his darling, had been driven forth from
her rightful home into the hard, cold
world.

It was no wonder, then, that the
baronet was almost distracted with his
grief.

The minutes dragged like hours to
his tortured mind ; he paced to and fro
with hurried step, inaction seeming
torture, and indulged in all sorts of
conjectures as to the whereahouts of
Amber.

When it became time for him to go
to the station, Mr. Goss made his
appearance, saying :

“1 have bought your ticket, Sir John.
Here it is. I will accompany you to
the train.”

The baronet took the ticket and pre-
ceded Mr. Goss to the front of the inn,
where a small crowd of his tenants had
assembled, Mr. Ggss having hastened to
spread the marvelous pews gf their land-
lord’s return to them aiiye and well,

Sir John was greeted by them with
enthusiastic cheers, and he mechaniecally
raised his cap in acknowledgment of
the honor, but he had the look of a
blind man groping about in a strange
place. His pale countenance awed
many, and some of the tenants were
convinced that it was the ghost of their
lord that, they beheld.

The innkeeper, startled at the
baronet’s physicp] weakness, begged him
to lean upon him, apd he thep copducted
him to the station, and soon after placed
him in the train,

It was late in the afternoon when Sir
John reached London, and he drove
immediately to Courtney House, dis-
missed the cab, and knocked at the door
himself for admittance.

(To be continued)
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‘ §chial Invitation.

We especially invite w irial by all
those sufferers from Kidney and Liver
complaints ‘'who have failed to obtain
relief from other remedies and from
doctors. Natures great remedy, Kid-
ney-Work, hos effected cures in many
obstinate cases. §t acks ot cnce on the
Kidneys, Liver and Bowels, cleansing,
the system of all poisonous humors and
restoring a healthy condition of those
important organs. Do not be dis-
couraged hug try it,

e B A B R S R ST ) 4 )

CHEESE AND MOLASSES.

—_— ———

EW Factory Cheege; 10 casks Barbadoes
Molasses. Very choice and very low, Call

aud see at
W. H. VANWART'S,
July 23

Glass.

Glass,

e m e

OW Landing and in stock, 225 boges Win-
- dow' Glasgs, all sizes, which wilt be sold at

Z. R. EVERETT.
F¥redericton, July 23, 1884

|
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Health and Happiness.

?é B0 &S GTHERS
“

HAYE DONE.

¥ .ﬁ-—-— - .
Are your Kidneys disordered?
“Kidney Wort brought me from my grave. as it

were, after 1 had been given up by 13 best docters in

Detroit.” M. W. Deveraux, Mechanic, Ionia, Mich.

Are your nerves weak?

“Kidney Wort cured me from nervous weakness §

&e.,after I was not expected to live,”—Mrs. M. M. B,
Goodwin, Ed. Christian Monitor, Cleveland, O.

: ’ o
Have you Bright's Disease?
“Kidney Wort cured me when iy water was just
like chalk and then like biood.”
Frank Wilson, Peabody, }ass. §

Suffering from Diabetes ?
“Kidney-Wort isthe most successful remerly I have
ever used. Gives almost immediate relier.” B
' Dr. Phillip C, Ballou, Monkton, Vt,

| Have
“Kidney:
after I prayed to die.” i 3 s
Henry Ward, late Col. 60th Nat. Guard, N. Y.

Is your Back lame and aching?
“Kidney-Wort, (1 bottle) cured mo when I wasso

lame I had to roll out of hed.” g
C. M. Tallmage, Milwaukee, Wis,

Have you XKidney Disease?

“Kidney-Wort made me sound inliver and kidneys
after years of umnsuccessful doctoring., Its worth
810 a box.”—Sam’l Hodges, Williamstown, West Va.

you Liver Complaint?

ort cured me of chronic Liver Diseases

Are you Constipated?
“Kidney-Wort causes easy evacuations and eured
me after 16 ycars use of other medicines.” i
Nelson Fairchild, St. Albans, Vt.

Have you Malaria,?
¢“Kidney-Wort has dor;o better thua any other

remedy I have ever used in my practice.”
o Dr. R. K. Clark, South Hero, Vt.

, Are you Bilious?
“Kidney-Wort has done me _more good than any
other remedy I have ever taken.”
Mrs, J. T. Galloway, Elk Flat, Oregon.

Are you tormented with Piles?

“Kidney-Wort permanently cured me of bleeding
piles. Dr. W. C. }{mw recommended it to me.”

Geo. H. Horst, Cashier M, Bank, Myer:town, Pa. |E

Are you Rheumatism racked?
“Kidney-Wort curcd(ll )ml\i :\f};‘r ld\::llls given up to
ie by physicians an ad suffere: irty years."”

i e by PRy S ce Malcotm, West Both, Maine.

Ladies, are you suffering?
"Kidnvy-Wor{ cured me of peculiar troubles of
several years standing. Many friends use and praise
it.» Mrs, H. Lamoreaux, Isle La Motte, Vt.,

If you would Banish Disease
1 and gain Health, Take

KIDNEY-WORTE

THE BLOOD CLEANSER.

NEW BRONSWIGK
RAILWAY.

(Operating 443 miles.)

o
e
«
&
o

——e

SUMMER TIME TABLE,

All trains are run on Eastern standard
time, which is 36 minutes slower than
Saint John actual time.

OMMENCING JUNE 2nd, 1884, Trains will
run as follows:

=t. John Division.

DEPARTURES.

725 A. M.,— From Water Street, St. John—
Mixed accommodation for Fredericton.
M.—From Water Street, St. John—Bos-
ton Fast Express for points West, and
for St. Stephen, St. Andrews, Houlton,
Woodstock, and all points North and
South.

M.—From Water Street, St. John—Ex-
press for Fredericton.

M,—~From Water Street, St. John—Night
Kxpress for points West, and for St.
Stephen, Woodstock, Houlton, and all
points Norti.

6 30 A.

430 p.

8 80 ».

1 00 r. M.—From Fredericton for St. John.

6 25 A. M.—~From Fredericton, for points West,
North and South, and St. Jonn.

4 30 P. M.—From Fredericton for St. John.

700 A. M.— From Gibson, for Woodstock and
points north,

ARRIVALS.

2 30 A. M., at St. John—Fast Exj ress Train from
all poiuts West, and from St. Stephen,
Woodstock,Houlton,and all points North

9 15 A. M., at St. John, Water Street—Express
froma Fredericton.

4 30 p. M., at St, John, Water Street—Express
from points West, and from St. Stephen,
St, Andrews, Weodstock, Houlton, Frede-
ricton, and all points North and South.

8 00 P, M., at St. John, Water Street— Mixed
accommodation from FKredericton.

4 35 p. M, at Fredericton from points West,

North and South,

7 30 P. M., at Fredericton trom St. John.
11 20 A. M, at Fredericton from St. John.

420 p, M., at Gibson, from Waoodstock and
points north.

7%= Pullman Sleeping Cars on Night Trains,
and Dining Room Cars on Day Trains, to and
from Bangor. Berths secured at ticket office,
Water Street—G. A, Freeze, agent.

Notrain leaves St. John Saturday night or
Sunday morning,

A train arrives at St. John from the West
Sunday morning and a train leaves for the
West Sunday bnight.

Through connections are made from Boston
on Sanday nights.

Connexion is made at Vaneeboru with trains
of the Maine Central Railway to and from all
points West, at Fredericton Junection for Fre-
dericton, and at Gibson by branch line, for all
points North.

Tickets for sale in Fredericton at New Bruns-
wick Railway Ticket Office, and at Messrs. J.
Richards & Son’s Ticket Agency, Queen street.

E. R. BURPEE,
N.T. GREATHEAD, Gen’l Manager.
Gen’l Pass, and Ticket Agent,

St, John, N, B, June 2, 188¢

Largest and most Suceessful in the World

THE COURSF OF STUDY is thorough, coms
plete and practical,  Pupils are fitted for the duties and
work of every day life.

THE FACULTY embraces a list of twenty teach-
€rs and assistants, elected with special reference to pro=
ficiency in each de rtment,

THE STUDIENTS are young people of both sexes
full of ditigence and zeal.

THE DISCIPLINE is of the bighest order and
inculcates valuable business lessons.

THE PATRONAGE is the largest of any
Co ercial Scheaol in the world.

li% REPUTATION of this school for origi-
and kade ship and as the stan‘?ngd Institu-
ged.

om of ity kind is ly acknoy
:g‘?:dt scﬁ‘o&%ﬁp : l 13’ centrally Joca-
ITOATIO!

cons Ay 1+ % 1.8 : .
IONS in Business Houses furn-
fshed its puglls completes the varied induvementsto at-
tend this school.
PROSPECTUS containing full particulars post
free to intendim patrons. Opens Sept. 1st. Address

&, E. EIBBARD, 608 Washington St. Boston.

In Stuck.

I_ AYING TOOLS, all kinds, Sugar, Flour,
A Fish, Teas, Rice, Sugar Cured’ Hams, &c.,
all very low for cash, at

Fredericton, July 24.

Railroad Suppli a.

{HOVELS, Pick Axes, Wheel Barrows, Crow
Bars, Powder, Fuse Drill Steel, ete,
For sale low by

J ;\S. S. N]'IILL.
.In!y 1

WANTED. 1 Agent wanted in every
place to sell our new goods. Big pay, |
40 samples only lue. one Free, Cut |
{this oui.

e e e = ’

Aguis Novernty (o,
* [Clintonville, Conn.

DOORS, SAS

Moulding, Jig Sawing, Planing

Corner Queen and Smythe

—MANUFACTURERS OF—

1S, AND BLINDS,

—ALSO—

FURNITURE

and Turning done to order.

Dressed Clapboards, Flooring and Sheathing constantly on hand

Streets, Fredericton, N. B.

NEW MUSIC STORE!

WE HAVE NOW ON HAND A FINE STOCK OF

ORGANS and PIANOS!

which we will sell at low prices and easy terms.

CALL AND SEE THEM BEFORE
Organs from

Call and try th

J.

will sell on easy terms.

PURCHASING, or write for PRICES
MOGO upwards.

E=Z" We have been appointed agents for the celebrated Chickering & Sons, and
the Hallett and Cumston, and an numbe

r of other makers of Pianos, which we
em at the store.

F. McMURRAY.

Fire and Life Insurance.

English and American Compamies, Old and Reliable.

Representing in Capital and

Assets over $100,000,000.00.

Established 1803,

Established 1819,

Established 1804,

Established 1836.

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

Capital, $8,000,000.00
Capital, $3,000,000,00
Capital, $1,250,000.00

. Capital, $15,000,000.00

Fire Ins, Association (Ltd.) of London, England.

Capital, $5,000,000.00

City of London Fire Ins. Co. (Ltd,) of London,Eng.

Established 1817.

FAIR RATES and PROMPT PAYMENT of

Capital, $10,000,000,00

British Empire Mutual Life Assurance Co. of London, Eng.

Detached Residences in town and country insured for 3 years at lowest rates.
4 =~ Large deposits at Ottawa for benefit of Policy Holders, "% .

LOSSES,

JOXEIIN BI.ACEK.

Agent for York Coun ity

Office on Queen Street, over the Telegraph Oflice, directly opp. the Post Office,
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cight letter-stamps. Send Jor cireular.
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MAKI NIW RICH BIL.OOD,

And will compietely chanze the ged in the entire system in three months. Any per-
son who will take 1 Pill each ..ight from 1 to 12 weeks, may be restored to sound
health, if such = thing be po. ""le. For curing Female Complaints these Pills have no
equal. Physicians use them in their praectice. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for
I. S. JOHNSON & CO., BOSTON, PMASS.

cu

DIPHTHERIA:

JOHNSON'S ANODYN

Neuralgia, 1
Chronic Rheumatism, Chronie Diarrheea, Chronie Dy se
Spine and Lame Back. Sold everywhere.

many lives sent free by mail.

CROUP, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS.

JOHNSON'S ANODYNE LINIMENT will instan-
tancously relicve ese terrible discases, and will positively

re nine cases out of ten. Information that wiil save

ves bon’t delay a moment.
evention is better than cure.

E LINIMENT

(For Internal and Ex-
ternal Use). CURES

nfluenza, Sore Lungs, Bleeding at the Lungs, Chronie Hoarseness, Hacking Cough, Whooping Cough,

entery, Cholera Morbus, Kidney Troubles, Diseases of the

Send tor pamphlet to I. 8. Jouxsox & Co., Bostox, Mass.

An English Veterinary Surgeon and Chemist,
now traveling in this country, savs that most

of the Horse and Cattlie Powders sold here

are worthiess trash. He says that Sheridan's
Condition Powders are abisolutely pure and
immensely valnable. Nothing on earth

ful to 1 pint f.el, Solley cryvwhere, or sent by mail for

MAKE HENS LA

will make hens lay like Sheridan’s Condition Powders. Dose, 1 teasp'n-

5 letter-stamins. L. 8. JouxsoN & Co., BostoN, MAsS.

Burdock
o
Broon.

o
BITTERS

Pimples, Blotches,

Cures Dizziness, Loss of Appetite, Indigestion, Biliousness, |
Dyspepsia, Jaundice, Affections of the Liver and Kidneys,

Erysipelas, and all discases arising from Impure Blood,
Deranged Stomach, or irregular action of the Bowels.

Boils, Humors, Salt Rheum, Scrofula,

i

GATES

GERTAIN CHECK

IS A PURELY

Vegetable Preparation,

and is a sure and speedy reliever of all Kinds of
Pain and Cramp.

It is certain to check DIARRH(E\ and DYS-
ENTRY almost instapntly, as well as CHOLERA,
CHOLERA MORBUS, and all other Kinds of
violent pain. No family should fail to have a
supply of this in the house, as it may save lile
before a physician can be called, beside saving
a great amount of suffering.

It is the best preparation tor children known,
belng very pleasant to the taste, speedy and
safe in its eflects. Shounld diet for a short time
after relief is obtained.

Try One Bottle.

Sold by druggists and dealers generally at 25
cents per bottle. Manufactured by

C. Gates Son & Co., Middieton, N. 8,

See Certificate next manth,
July 23, 1884,

“RIVER VIEW HOUSE,”

West End, Queen Street.

HE subseriber begs to inform his friends that
he hasrented the RIVER VIEW HOUSE,
upper end or Queen Street, formerly oceupied
by Richard Cairvell, where he is now prepared
to receive Permanent and Transient Boarders
on the most redggnable termg,

GOOD STARLING and a cargful hosiler

Great Bargains

; IN

DRY GOODS.

i
f

o ——

The Subscriber intending to

Close his Business
—AT THE—

“GOLDEN FLEECE,”

[Lower Store,]
Will, on ang afjey

' TUESDAY, 2nd, Jan. 1884

ALLOW A

Discount of 12 I-2 Per Cent.,

For cash, on delivery of Goods, on all sums from
$1 upwards,

JOHN MQONALD,

always in attendance,

Y. Parties from the eountry, whether onl
busiuess or pleasure, will find this a plea.-aull
and agreeable Hlouse to stop at. !

W. II. RISTEEN,
DProprietor. |

Refrigerators. |

Fredericton, March 19-6 m

EFRIGERATORS—diflerent sizes — suitable
for private families or }otels at

R. CHESTNUT * SONS

I

June 25

Haying Tools !

A LARGE and well assorted Stockjof HAY-
L ING TOGLS for sale F.OW—Wholesale or
Retail—by W

JAMES 8. NEILL.
July 8 ;

———

HAYING TOOLS.

p—

My sweck in this line is now compliete,
eonsisting of j—

CLIPPER, Fijian, Tip Top, Climax, Uriffin

and kureka Scythes, Razor Blades, Cradle
Scythes, Bush Scythes, Dominion Champion
Scythes, Reaping Hooks, Sickles, Seythe Snaths
2and 3 tined best Cast Stecl Hay Forks, both
Socket and Cap Ferule, 2 and 3 Bowed Hay
Rakes, Tinned Head Rakes, American Hay

Rakes. Genuine Star Seythe Stones, Red En:
Scythe Stones, Hay Fork Handles.

At lowest prices, wholesale and retail.

Z. R, EVERITT,

Jul )'t;

FREDERICTON

'MONUMENTAL WORK!

Queen St., just above Reform Club Kooms,

E Subseriber begs to inform the Publie tha
he is prepared to execute all sorts of

PLAIN andfJRNAMENTAL

MONUMENTS, TABLETS,
FENCE STONES & POSTS,

First Class Material and Workmansnip gua

anteed,
JOHN MOORE.

S L —— -,

TO RENT.

VHAT VALUABLE STORE on Qucen Sireer,
lately oceupied by U. Sterling Brannep,
Possession given at onge, Rent moderate,
Apply to
WETMORE & WINSLOW,
Fredericton, Feb, 26, 1834

—

—

And Still they Come !

AI\'OTHER LOT of those handsomely deco-
rated, Ivory Body Dinner, Tea and Toilet
Setts, just received at

JAS. G. McNALL

Y.
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