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Poetry. 
My Little Wife. 

She isn't very pretty 

(So say her lady friends) ; 
She's neither wise nor witty 
With verbal odds and ends. 

No fleeting freaks of fashion, 
Across her fancy run; 

She's never in a passion— 
Except a tender one. 

Her voice is low and cooing, 
She listens more than speaks ; 

While others talk of doing, 
The duty near she seeks. 

It may be but to burnish 
The sideboard’s scanty plate, 

Or but with bread to furnish 
The beggar at the gate. 

So, I, who see what graces 
She sheds on lowly life, 

To fashion’s fairest faces 
Prefer my little wife, 

And though at her with pity 
Gay, dressy dames may smile, 

Who deem her hardly pretty, 
And sadly out of style ; 

To me she seems a creature 
So musically sweet, 

I would not change one feature, 
One curve from head to feet ; 

And if T could be never 
Her lover and her mate, 

I think I'd be for ever 
The beggar at the gate. 

Literature. 

The Adopted Daughter. 
CHAPTER XXVI. 

A WOMAN ON THE RACK. 

As Blanche beheld Sir Ralph enter the 

corridor, she became deadly pale and 
faint, and for a moment feared that all 

her schemes had come to naught, and 
that her deceit and villainy were about to 

be detected. She turned toward Amber 
to hastem her departure, but the maiden 
was looking at Sir Ralph with a rapt gaze, 
ahd did not notice her gesture. 

“Is it you, Blanche ?”’ asked Sir Ralph, 
pleasantly, as he advanced toward her. I 
have some new pictures to show you. 
He paused, catching sight of Amber's 

radiant face, and then came forward with 
an expression of mingled admiration and 
surprise. 
“Perhaps your young friend might 

like to look at the pictures, too,”’ he sug- 
gested. 
Blanche nearly fainted at this sugges- 

tion, and Sir Ralph caught her, asking the 
cause of her sudden illness. 

“It's nothing,” she stammered, leaning 
heavily upon him, and mentally anathe- 
matizing Amber for not improving the 
opportunity of departure. I feel better 
now, 

Sir Ralph withdrew his supporting arm 
and turned toward Amber, who was re- 
garding the scene with a fascinated gaze. 
Blanche saw that the baronet expected 

an introduction to her visitor, and that 
he bad no suspicion of her identity. 

“ How could he have any suspicion?” 
she rapidly thought. ‘lle saw Amber so 
little after so many years absence, and 
when he did, her eyes were swollen with 
weeping, on account of Sir John's absence 
and death, her voice husky and trembling, 
and she was homely and shy. He cannot 
possibly suspect the truth, unless she is 
foolish enough to betray herself." 
Thus reflection gave her courage and re- 

solution. She saw Amber paling and 
flushing under the earnest and respectful 
gaze of the baronet, and she came to her 
rescue, determined to put an end to the 
scene as quickly as possible. 

“ Miss Vale,” she said quietly, yet in a 
tone that contributed to restore Amber's 
selt-possession, “allow me to make you 
acquainted with my best friend, Sir Ralph 
Courtney.” 
The baronet acknowledged the intro: 

duction by taking the hand of the visitor, 
and expressing his pleasure at making 
her acquaintance. 
Amber did not dare trust her voice to 

speak. 
While the baronet retained her hand 

in his warm clasp, he did not fail to note 
her clear cheeks, her pure wide forehead, 
her splendid eyes, and glowing beauty, 
with keen appreciation. 
As Amber saw that he did not recognize 

her, she regained her self-possession com- 
pletely. 
When at length Sir Ralph relinquished 

her hand, he turned to Blanche, and said : 
* My dear cousin, I like you to invite 

your young friends here, and make the 
house cheerful, Can’t you persuade Miss 
Vale to spend the day with us?” 
Blanche grew white with anger, and did 

not reply. The title by which the baro- 
net addressed her galled her to the quick 
but she saw that Amber was too preoc- 
cupied to notice it, 
As he called her cousin, it did not look 

as if he hoped to call her wife. 
Sir Ralph saw that something was amiss 

with Blanche, but not having a clew to 
her actions, he could not guess what it 
was, He therefore turned again to Am- 
ber, sayicg : 
“Shall L not have the pleasure of show- 

ing you and Blanche my new pictures, 
Miss Vale? Nay, I will take no denial,” 
he added, with a smile, as he saw her ir- 
resolution. “ Allow me to conduct you 
t> the library.” 
He drew one of her arms within his, 

and tendered his other arm {o Rlanche, 
who accepted it, doing her best to conceal 
her anger. 
Amber blamed herself severely in her 

own mind for remaining, yet she could 
not summon sufficient resolution to de- 
part instantly—there was such a subtle 
pleasure in being near the object of her 
love, 1n hearing bis voice, and receiving 
his attentions, while he was all unaware 
of her identity. 
They entered the library, a long and 

lofty apartment, with oaken book-shelves 
ranged on its sides, and a bay-window at 
the end opening into a conservatory, from 
which came sweet odors, perfuming the 
chamber. 
On a mahogany table in the center of 

the library lay a pile of carelessly-strewn 
engravings, from which it was evident the 
baronet had just arisen. 

* I was looking over my pictures,” he 
said, “when I heard your step on the 
stairs, Blanche, I know you will both 
enjoy seeing them.” 
Blanche’s countenance was as serene 

as ever as he looked into 1t, but somehow 
be felt a strange dissatisfaction with her. 
He seated them on each side of him at 

the table, and displayed the engravings 
with all the love of an amateur artist. 
Blanche affected to be in raptures over 
their exquisite colorings and designs, 
while Amber, who gave her opinions but 
timidly, spoke more of the spirit of the 
pictures and their hidden meanings. 
She showed quite good sense in her 

observations, and the baronet unconsci- 
ously contrasted her remarks with those 
of Blanche, and gave her credit for the 
greater depth of character. 
But Amber's thoughts were not confined 

to the pictures as she sat there. 
The moment seemed Elysium after all 

her trials and griefs. Itseemed so strange 
that she should be sitting side by side 
with Sir Ralph Courtney, treated by him 
in the most deferential manner, and yet 
that he should not know that she was 
Amber Courtney. She feared that she 
should betray herself by a word or look, 
and her constant guardedness gave a 
faint flush to her cheeks and a timidity to 
her manner that were inexpressibly 
charming. 

Blanche watched her furtively, and with 
an intense bitterness of feeling. 
When the engravings had been ex. 

amined sufficiently, Sir Ralph said : 
“ And now, Miss Vale, allow me to show 

you my favorite retreat when I am tired 
. of books and the world. Blanche has 

visited it often.” 
He led the way to the conservatory, 

throwing open the long, wide window 
that opened into it, and the girls found 
themselves in a wilderness of blossom and 
fragrance. 
Trees laden with orange blossoms and 

{ with emotion. 

Delicate vines trailed against the sides 
of the room, bearing amid their glossy 
leaves tiny fire-coiored bells that were 
but fairy chalices filled with dewy per- 
fume. 
But the gem in this floral setting was 

an oval marble tank in the center of this 
chamber of sweets, its top even with the 
floor. It was fllled with water that was 
kept fresh by means of concealed pipes. 
Upon this transparent water floated gor- 
geous water-lilies, victoria regias of snowy 
Bry: maize-colored flowers, and rose- 
ued ones that looked too lovely to be 

real, and broad flat green leaves that con- 
trasted beautifully with the blossoms. 
How familiar this beautiful scene looked 

to Amber. 
By the side of the mimic pond was an 

arm-chair made of twisted grape vines, 
that looked quite in harmony with 1ts sur- 
roundings, and in this seat Sir Ralph 
placed Amber, much to the inward an- 
noyance of Blanche. 

I can not praise it, said Amber, breath: 
ing in the beauty and fragrance of the 
scene with a joyous heart and radiant 
countenance. I can only feel its beauty. 
“This is the finest compliment this 

room has ever had,” exclaimed Sir Ralph 
with a pleased smile. “I am glad you 
like it. What do you think, Miss Vale, 
of my vandal cousin here, who wishes me 
to have a fountain erected in the center 
of the pond ?” 
Amber declared that it would spoil it, 

and the baronet laughed as he said : 
“Your taste is like mine, Miss Vale. 

I can easily see that you and I should be 
friends,” 
“Did you design this lovely pond your- 

self ?’’ asked Amber, scarcely conscious of 
what she was saying, yet desirous of di- 
yerting the conversation, 
“No, I did not. That honor belongs to 

an adopted sister of mine. She originated 
the idea, and my father, who idolized her, 
carried out her design. This was a favo- 
rite retrest of hers when 1n town, [ under- 
stand, as it is now mine.” 
Amber bent over the water, pretending 

to gaze at its white pebbly bottom, but in 
reality to hide her blushes and confusion 
on hearing herself thus mentioned. 

Sir Ralph turned to pluck some oranges 
from some trees that bordered the tank, 
and threw a golden shower of them into 
her lap, while Blanche shot a dangerous 
glance at her rival from under her golden 
lashes—a glance that Amber was too ab- 
sorbed {o notice. 
As the baronet proceeded among his 

choicest flowers to cull a bouquet, Blanche 
approached her visitor, and whispered 
softly : 

“ Had you not better hasten your de- 
parture, dear? If he should discover 
who you are, there would be a terrible 
scene.” 
The color fled from Amber's cheeks, 

and she was about to rise, when Sir Ralph 
returned to her with a couple of bou- 
quets, one of which he tendered to Am- 
ber, and the other he gave to Blanche. 
The latter did not fail to note with 

sudden jealousy, that her own was com- 
posed of beautiful, butscentless, camellias, 
while Amber's was a mingling of pink 
rose-buds and green leaves. 
“Thank you,” said Amber, gracefully 

accepting the bouquet. “I am much 
obliged to you for your kindness, Sir 
Ralph, and shall remember with much 
pleasure my morning here.” 
“Oh, do not think of going yet,’ ob- 

served Sir Ralph pleasantly. “ You have 
seen none of my plants, and I have some 
very rare ones that may interest you. 
Allow me to show them to you.” 
Amber yielded to this invitation, and 

the young baronet proceeded to exhibit 
his plants, expatiating on their beauties 
at considerable length, in order, as 
Blanche thought, to protract the stay of 
the visitor. 
Blanche was by no means sullen.or si- 

lent. She took a lively share in the con- 
versation, and endeavored to divert the 
attention of Sir Ralph from Amber to 
herself, but in this she did not succeed. 
The baronet treated her with the res- 

pect and esteem he would have given a 
favorite sister, but he made ne display of 
aftection as she desired, and continued to 
treat Amber with the attention due toa 
favorite guest. 
While matters were in this state, a rap 

was heard at the door leading to the 
library, and Mrs. George made her ap- 
pearance. 
At the first glance at hér, Amber, fear- 

ing recognition after all Blanche had told 
her, stepped behind a wide spreading 
orange tree, and bent over some flowers 
with ill-concealed agitation. 

Sir Ralph had not recognized her, but 
he had seen her but a few times in many 
years, and considering the change in her 
appearance, the fact was not unnatural, 
Blanche, too, had not recognized her, she 
remembered, yet she shrank from en- 
countering the keen eyes of Mrs. George, 
who had once loved her so tenderly. 
Ah, 1f Amber had but known that Mrs. 

George loved her as fervently as ever. 
Added to Amber's fear of encountering 

the changed looks of the housekeeper, 
should she be recognized by her, was a 
feeling that she was enjoying the baron- 
et’s hospitality under false colors, and 
that were her identity made known to 
him, he would regard her with aversion. 

“ Am I intruding ?"”” asked Mrs. George, 
entering the conservatory. “I found the 
doors all open, and ventured to enter, as 
I wished to see Miss Longley.” 1did not 
know Sir Ralph was at homne—"’ 
“ Make no excuse, Mrs. George,” said 

the baronet. * Miss Longley is here.” 
“The dresses you ordered, Miss Long- 

ley,” said the housekeeper, turning to 
Blanche, “have come. The young man 
has been waiting with them some time. 
I looked for you in your rooms and else- 
where, at last thinking of this place.’ 
“Please ask him to wait,”” responded 

Blanche. ¢1 have company now.’’ 
* He desired me to say that as he had 

waited so long, he begged not to be de- 
tained further, as he has other places to 
visit. It will take but a few minutes to 
look over his package.” 

Mrs, George strove to catch a glimpse 
of the slender figure half concealed by 
the orange tree, and of the face that was 
studiously hidden, and then, with a bow 
to the baronet, and another to Blanche, 
she withdrew. 

Miss Longley hesitated a moment, and 
then remarked : 

“] may as well see the person a mo- 
ment, if you will be kind enough to ex- 
cuse me, Miss Vale. I shall be gone but 
a moment.” 
She withdrew, and Amber and Ralph 

were alone. 
“You were not at Blanche’s party?” 

said the baronet, after a brief silence. 
“No,” responded Amber, with some 

embarrassment. ‘| had not that pleas- 
ure.” 

* I hope you will visit her often,” said 
Sir Ralph, pleasantly. “I like to have 
the music of young voices through the 
house. I am young myself, although I 
often feel old, and I share in the pleasures 
of young peopie.”’ 
Amber looked up timidly into the 

grave and thoughtful countenance of the 
baronet, and wondered at his last state- 
ment. 
“I have surprised you,’ he said, divin- 

ing her thoughts, «If [ have a stern- 
looking face, Miss Vale, it is as much on 
account of a terrible grief that has deso- 
lated my path as on account of study. 
It 1s but little more than a year since I 
lost my father, the best and noblest of 
men, in a manner that added tenfold to 
the shock of his death.” 
Amber was unable to repress a sob of 

grief at this reference to her beloved 
benefactor, and her eyes filled with tears. 
“Thanks for your sympathy, Miss Vale,” 

smd the baronet, pressing her hand grate- 
fully. “You have known what it is to 
lose a friend ?”’ 
“Yes,” said Amber, in tones trembling 

“I, too, have lost my best 
friend—my father.” 

Sir Ralph again pressed her hand, but 
this time in silence. 
He saw that his words had called up in 

the girl's soul a terrible grief, and, in or- 
der to divert her mind from dwelling 
upon it, he soon began to talk upon a 
subject totally different, and the girl 
speedily recovered her equanimity. 
The tears had hardly disappeared from 

Amber's eyes, and the smile had hardly 
returned to her lips when Blanche re- 
turned. 
“Talking still about the flowers ?”’ she 

asked lightly, and with a quick glance 
from one to the other of the young 
couple. 

“ Yes, with some variations,” responded 
the baronet. “Were you suited with 

| your dresses, Blanche ?"’ 
| “Oh, yes, thank you. They were very 
| handsome, and 1 bought two. One 1s a 
lovely grey, your favorite color, Ralph. 
I bought it to please you.” 

membering that her own dress was grey, 
and consequently of his favorite color. 

“It is nearly luncheon-time, my dear,” 
remarked Blanche, addressing Amber, 
“ Lay off your bonnet and shawl, and 
spend the day, won't you?’ 
Her words, as the speaker intended, re- 

minded Amber that it was time for her 
to go. 

Declining the invitation, she moved to- 
ward the library, followed by her com. 
panion, Sir Ralph expressing his regret 
that her visit must be so short, and hop- 
ing that he should see her and Blanche 
often together. 
“You are very kind,” Amber said, 

quietly, as she paused at the door. 
“Good-bye, dear Blanche. Good-morning 
Sir Ralph.” 
She kissed her pretended friend fondly, 

extending her hand to the baronet, and 
then left the house, proceeding to her 
hotel. 
She carried with her the embalmed 

memory of that blessed morning — a 
memory that would be ever fresh and 
living. 
“He did not suspect that [ am the des- 

pised Amber,”’ thought she, as she en- 
tered her room at the hotel, her thoughts 
in a tumult of joy. ¢ He has pressed my 
hand, spoken to me kindly, just as I 
dreamed so foolishly he would do when 1 
was at Courtney Hall, and dear papa was 
alive. -He has given me a bunch of rose- 
buds without even imagining that he was 
giveing them to the girl he rejected, and to 
whom he spoke so cruelly only a year ago. 
But this meeting completely obliterates 
that last terrible interview. I shall re- 
member this morning while I live! low 
noble he looked! low grand he 1s! 
How he grieves for papa! Blanche ought 
to be perfectly happy in Ralph's love.” 
She sat down, her flowers in her hand, 

with a wildly beating heart, with pulses 
bounding, and a strange sensation of hap- 
piness pervading her being. 
Meanwhile Sir Ralph returned to his 

conservatory, leaving Blanche in the cor- 
ridor, and seated himself in the grape- 
vine chair, where Amber had rested by 
the side of the cool tank, and thought: 
“What a lovely girl Miss Vale is. I 

have never seen a lady Who has interested 
me as she does. Once or twice her sweet 
voice seemed to me to have a familiar 
tone, and once or twice I thought I had 
somewhere encountered the gaze of her 
splendid eyes before : but that must have 
been my fancy, for if I had ever seen her 
I could not have forgotten her. I must 
get acquainted with her.” 
He leaned his head on his hand, and 

gave himself up to pleasant musings. 
“ What a fool I was,” muttered Blanche, 

as she hurried up to the boudoir. Why 
didn’t I tell Sir Ralph that Amber was my 
seamstress? She wouldn't have c¢ontra- 
dicted me. Still, her air and manner 
would have contradicted the story, even 
if her dress or tongue did not. I had al- 
most secured him, and she must come in 
with her witch face and draw him from 
me. | could see how her beauty bewl- 
dered him, 80 that he offered her the best 
boquet—the one meaning love—and giv- 
ing me these meaningless flowers, And 
she threw her camelias upon the floor, 
and flang herself upon the lounge. 
“Oh, [ hate her! I hate her! Her 

coming here to see me was only an artful 
pretense to exhibit herself to him. 1 
gave her opportunities enough to go, but 
she would stay. But Sir Ralph shall never 
see her again—never! never! | must 
devote myself to the task of making him 
forget that he has seen her. I wonder 
what he’d say if he knew who she really 
is? 1 must not only prevent his thinking 
of her, but remoye her from my path so 
completely that he can never find. her if 
he should search for her,” 
Her face was thoroughly evil in jts ex- 

pression. : 
She lay a little while on her couch un- 

til the storm of her passion had spent its 
force, and then, with a determined ex- 
pression on her fair face, she arose and 
wrote a note to Jasper, urging his imme- 
diate presence, as she had very ifhport- 
ant news to communicate to hum. 
She then summoned her maid. 
“ Loson,’’ she said, when that prim in- 

dividual had made her appearance, * you 
know where my brother is stopping? 1 
wish you to go to him immediately and 
give him this note. If he is not in his 
chambers, leave the note so that he will 
get it as soon as possible. Take a cab 
and hasten.” 
She tossed her a couple of half-crowns, 

and Loson departed with the note without 
any delay. 
“We'll see now who will win!" then 

muttered Blanche, her blue eyes gleam- 
ing. “I'll risk everything, rather than be 
triumphed over by that nameless Amber 
Courtney! If there is to be a contest be- 
tween us, 1 shall use any weapons that 
will make me conqueror.” 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

AN UNWELCOME VISITOR, 

The day after the interview recorded 
in the previous chapter, Jasper again 
called upon his sister, and stated that he 
had seen Amber at her hotel, had had a 
long conversation with her, and that in 
reply to his earnest entreaties, she had 
not decidedly rejected him, but had, on 
the contrary, promised to further consi- 
der his proposal. Ile said that he had 
acceded to this request with the best 
grace at his command, and that he had 
every hope of soon inducing her to be: 
come his wife. He declared that any at- 
tempt to coerce her would defeat his ob. 
ject, and that a little patience would pro- 
duce the desired result. 
With this decision Blanche, though not 

satisfied, was forced to be content. 
She kept out of Sir Ralph's way as 

much as possible, for the remainder of 
the week, fearing that he would ask her 
the address of Miss Vale, or desire her to 
invite her to Courtney House. She 
started at every ring of the bell, fearing 
that Amber might have come again to see 
her, and the few letters she received she 
was careful to open mn the solitude of her 
boudoir. 
This anxious life did not last long, how- 

ever, before the fertile brain of the 
scheming girl set to work to devise some 
plan by which to rid herself forever from 
all apprehensions with regard to Amber, 
“She must have seen what an impres- 

sion she made upon Sir Ralph the other 
day,” was her constant thought, by day 
and by night, “and, loving him as she 
does, she will come again and again to 
deepen that impression, and the end will 
be that they will marry. But they shall 
not. Yet how can | prevent it? I have 
no faith that she will marry Jasper, and | 
can not live on in constant fear. She 
must be removed from my path ’’ 
Blanche Longley had, from her earliest 

cdildhood, been frivolous and fond of 
dress, had never scrupled at a falsehood 
when 1t would serve her better than the 
truth, and had always had her own way, 
cost what 1t might. 
These faults had been partly the cause 

of a false education, at the hands of ser- 
vants and teachers, and partly inherent 
in her own nature. 
Even at school, where her beauly and 

tact had made her a general favorite with 
both teachers and pupils, she learned the 
value of wealth. On entering society, she 
had drawn about her a large circle of ad- 
mirers, who, however, never proposed for 
the honor of her hand, because it became 
known that no fortune was to go with it. 
Wealth, therefore, became the great cray- 
ing of her soul. 
Knowing 0 much of the influences that 

had shaped the mind of Blanche Longley, 
the reader will not wonder that her 
thoughts took a dark coloring as she 
thought of Amber, and that evil schemes 
took possesslon of her fertile brain— 

schemes against the honer and happiness 
of her trusting friend. 
While she was brooding over the sub. 

ject, one pleasant afternoon, a servant 
brought her a message from Sir Ralph 
Courtney to the effect that he would be 

glad to see her in the drawing room. 

She instantly obeyed the summons. 

As she entered the handsome drawing- 
room, with a quick, fluttering motion, that 

was partly aftected and wholly pretty, she 

looked very beautiful. 

Her dress of azure silk set ofl her fair 

complexion and golden curls, and Sir 

Ralph regarded her with a look of pleased 
surprise. 
“You have quite deserted me lately, 

my dear cousin,” he said highly. “Won't 
you help beguile my loneliness by a game 
of chess ?” : 

Blanche assented, with a smile of relief, 
and took her seat by the chess-board. 

The game of chess exactly suited 
Blanche’s artificial nature—it gave her 
such excellent opportunities to show off 
her rounded arms, to utter little cries of 
pretended dismay, and to go into such 
becoming raptures when she happened 
to checkmate her opponent. 
On this occasion none of her little 

wiles were fo n. 
Although Sir Ralph continued silent 

as the game progressed, he could not 
help noticing the jeweled hands that 
flashed over the board, the round arms, 
shaded by sleeves of rare old lace, and 
the pretty frizzed head, where every gol- 
den hair seemed to curl on its own sepa- 
rate account. 
And the sight of that beauty served 

only to remind him of another face, 
which beside Blanche’s was like the real 
diamond beside paste. 
“By the way, my dear cousin,” he 

said, holding a castle in his uplifted 
hand, and endeavoring to speak careless- 
ly, “have you heard lately from your 
friend, Miss Vale?” 

Blanche had expected the question, 
and was prepared for it. Her voice 
was pleasant as ever as she answered : 
“Oh, yes ; I had a note from her yes- 

terday—poor girl !” 
“ Poor girl,” repeated Sir Ralph. 

“ Why call her poor, Blanche 7” 
“ Because she is poor, Sir Ralph, in 

every sense of the word,” and Blanche 
sighed. 

Sir Ralph expressed his surprise, and 
naturally demanded an explanation. 
“She is an orphan,” declared Blanche 

her fingers hovering over the pieces, but 
her eyes furtively watching the baronet. 
‘“ Her father died without leaving her a 
penry, and she has to go out as gover- 
ness to support herself. She is engaged 
to a poor, but worthy young man, and I 
believe she lays up her money to furnish 
a cottage with it, or something of that 
sort.” 

Sir Ralph expressed the severe disap- 
pointment he experienced on hearing 
this recital. 

“ Engaged to be married!” he ejacu- 
lated. “ Why, she’s only a child—she 
can’t be sixteen yet. Where is her 
lover? Perhaps I might assist him in 
some way—" 

“He's gone to Australia,” said Blanche 
hastily. “ And my friend is past seven- 
teen. Don’t you think,” she added, co- 
quettishly, “that we look nearly the 
same age!” 
The baronet was frank enough to de- 

clare that he thought Miss Vale was 
much younger than her friend. 
“To Yell the truth,” she said, with a 

charming assumption of candidness, “I 
am eighteen. 1 cannot bear to hear a 
lady deny her age, or try to make her- 
self appear younger than she really is!” 

Sir Ralph approved the sentiment, 
but he had forgotten the fact, if he had 
ever known it, that Blanche was really 
nearly twenty-five years old. 

“ And so Miss Vale is engaged to be 
married,” he said, making a false move. 
“I had thought—had hoped —" 
He paused, and did not complete the 

sentence. : 

A short silence fell between the 
couple, which was broken by the en- 
trance of a servant. 
“A lady to see Miss Longley,” he 

said, presenting Blanche a card. 
“ Mrs. Netson,” read Blanche, with a 

puzzled expression. “Certainly no one 
I know—but you may ‘show her in, 
Robinson.” 
The servant bowed and withdrew, 

ushering in a ladylike woman of perhaps 
thirty years. 

“ Mrs. Netson ?" said Blanche arising. 
The lady bowed and said : 
“I called, Miss Longley, to inquire 

about a young person who has applied 
to me for a situation as governess — Miss 
Vale. She referred me to you—" 
“Pray be seated,” said Blanche, 

graciously, though inwardly anathema- 
tizing Mrs. Netson for calling upon her 
while the baronet was at home. * So 
you think of engaging Miss Vale as 
governess 7” 

Mrs. Netson sank into a chair, and 
after a swift glance around her, which 
took in the furniture, the listening baro- 
net, and the pretty young lady, she said : 
“I advertised in the Times yesterday 

for a young lady to instruct my children 
and one of the first to apply was Miss 
Vale 1 liked her appearance very 
much indeed, but she was very reserved 
about her past life—did not satisfy my 
curiosity as to where she had taught be- 
fore, although she acknowledged she 
had taught somewhere, and, as she of- 
fered your name as reference, I con- 
cluded to call upon you.” 
Had Blanche been alone with Mrs. 

Netson, she would have inspired in that 
lady’s mind a thorough distrust of Am- 
ber, but Sir Ralph was present, had been 
introduced by her to Miss Vale, and 
she must now be consistent with her 
profession. 

She sank gracefully into the chair 
from which she had arisen at the en- 
trance of Mrs. Netson, and said : 

“Miss Vale is a very dear friend of 
mine, madam, although she has Been 
unfortunate to lose her father, and with 
him the handsome style of living to 
which she had been accustomed. Her 
reticence in regard to her former situ- 
ation is quite natural-indeed, is through 
my advice. The fact is,” and her tone 
grew confidential, *“ my friend was em- 
ployed in a gentleman's family, where 
her beauty attracted the attention of 
the eldest son. In consequence of his 
persecutions she left the house, and 
sought another home.” 

“Oh, indeed !” said Mrs. Netson with 
a smile. “My children are all under 
ten, so I have no fears on account of 
her beauty. My husband is dead, and 
if you can recommend Miss Vale as weli- 
principled, thoroughly accomplished, a 
good companion for myself and teacher 
for my children, I will take her.” 
“You will find her all and more than 

you desire, said Blanche quietly, “ She 
is very refined and intelligent—a perfect 
lady.” : 

Mrs. Netson expressed her pleasure 
at being able to secure such a treasure 
as Miss Vale, but although Blanche’s 
manner showed her that the interview 
was at an end, she could not summon 
resolution to depart. ji 

She was one of those women who long 
to enter titled society, but are unable to 
pronounce ‘the “Open sesame!” and 
mnst therefore content themselves with 
casting longing eyes at more fortunate 
people. 
That she was now in the presence of 

a live baronet seemed to afford her the 
highest satisfaction. 
At length, however, assuring Blanche 

that she should not rest until she had 
engaged Miss Vale, Mrs Netson depart- 
ed, and Blanche and the Baronet re- 
sumed their game. 

“It seems hard that such a delicate 
girl as Miss Vale should have to earn 
her own living,” said Sir Ralph, with a 
sigh. * She will have a difficult position 
with Mrs. Netson,” 

Blanche was angry at the necessity 
that had arisen for her to praise Amber, 
and for some minutes she found it difli- 
cult to smooth her ruffled feelings sufli- 
ciently to speak. When she did, it was 
to trifle with the game, 

“ If Miss Vale finds such a life hard,” 
said the baronet, seeming to continue a 
train of thought, “it must also be hard 
for our Amber. She was delicately 
nurtured, you know, Blanche, and had 
her own personal attendants, and was in 
every way brought up as a real Court- 
ney. To be sure,” he added, with a 
pitying smile, “She would never be ex- 

eyes and gipsy complexion. Dut I do 
wrong in speaking of her looks. 
poor child couldn’t help them.” 

“ Of course not,” said Blanche. 
never allowed her looks to influence me 
against her—it was only her disposition, 
her desire to be mistress of Courtney 
Hall, her anxiety to keep everybody 
away from Sir John, lest they should in- 
terfere with her designs upon him. I 
like frankness and openness, and despise 
a designing spirit such as poor Amber 
had.” 
The baronet’t face clouded. 
“I think, sometimes, that we may 

have misunderstood her.” he said, 
thoughtfully. ‘ At any rate, Blanche, 
I do not hesitate to confess to you that 
I have once in a while a brother’s yearn- 
ing over the girl. I feel that I did not 
treat her rightly in my last interview 
with her. Since Lady Moreland’s com- 
munication to me on the night of our 
party, I have searched thoroughly for 
Amber, and have even employed a de- 
tective to search for her.” 
“And have you learned anything 

about her?” 
“1 learned that on the night she dis- 

appeared, she went to the Moreland 
home park to meet a lover. She did 
not return home. I myself questioned 
Mr. Moreland about her, but he states 
that she refused him, saying that she 
loved some one else. That some one 
must have been the man she met in the 
park.” 

Blanche assented, with a strange flick- 
er in her blue eyes, and then said : 
“My theory of her disappearance is 

that she eloped with this person whom 
she met—" 
“But why elope? Lady Moreland 

requested me to call upon her the other 
day, and T went. ‘She told me that 
Amber had been back for her clothes; 
that she—but never mind. The story 
is not fit for you to hear. Enough that 
the poor girl is unworthy of all the love 
and care my parents expended on her.” 
His countenance expressed his emo- 

tion, and Blanche turned away to hide 
her joy. 
“Would you recognize her if she 

were to cone here?’ she asked; would 
you take her back ?” 

“Certainly,” said Sir Ralph, gravely. 
I would send her to Courtney Hall with 
a governess. The poor child has, per- 
haps, been more sinned against than 
sinning. At any rate I feel that I am 
not blameless in the matter. If I could 
find her, I would treat her as a brother 
should treat a sister. 

Blanche tried to smile, but her heart 
was full of bitter feelings. 
As soon as the game was completed 

she retired to her boudoir, where she 
gave herself up anew to her schemes. 
“He is willing to take Amber back,” 
she thought, her eyes glittering with 
aversion and bitterness, ‘‘ bad as he 
thinks her. He will even try to find 
her. Suppose, then, that in his search 
for her he finds out all about her. Or 
suppose he calls upon Miss Vale, and 
her agitation or design betrays her iden- 
tity. I am surrounded by dangers, and 
must cut my way through. Once let 
him suspect me, and adieu to society, a 
luxurious home, and all hopes of a grand 
marriage. Nothing will remain for me 
but lodgings and a life of pinching econo- 
my. I had rather die outright than re- 
treat to such a life. And Jasper will 
dally along with the girl till as is found 
out. What shall I do? How shall I 
make my position secure 1” 
She spent a long time in thought; her 

fair’ brow knitting itself into heavy 
wrinkles, and her eyes gleaming, and at 
length, with a smile of satisfaction, she 
arose, wrote a note, and dispatched it. 

1t was addressed to Mr. Blair More- 
land. 

(To be continued) 
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The Half was Never Tol 

of the wonderfnl powers and virtues of 
that best of all medicines, Kidney-Wort. 
It has been tried and proved. It cures 
are numberless and the record of (sup- 
posed) incurable cases that have yielded 
to its influence, is astounding. If you 
have trouble with your Kidneys, Liver 
or Bowels, if you suffer from Consti- 
pation and Piles, if you are a victim of 
Rheumatism or Malaria, take Kidney- 
Wort. You will find it the remedy you 
need. 

CAIN 
Health and Happiness. 
7 DO AS GTHERS 

@ HAVE DONE. 

Are your Kidneys disordered? § 
“Kidney Wort brought me from my grave, asit § 

were, after 1 had been given u 
Detroit,” M. W, Deveraux, 

by 13 best doctors in 
echanic, Ionia, Mich, 

Are your nerves weak? 
pe agmay. Wer cured - yo Ca ry 

oy 'T 4 was not expected to live,”—Mrs. M, M. B. 
Goodwin, Ed. Christian Monitor Cleveland, O. 

Have you Bright's Disease? 
ye -Wort cured me when ny water was just 

and then like blood.” 
F Wilson, Peabody, Mass. 

Suffering from Diabetes ? 
“Kidney-Wort is the most successful remedy | have 

ever Gives almost immediate relief.” 
Dr. Phillip C. Ballou, Monkton, Vt. 

sane 
after 

ou Liver Complaint? 
ort cured me of ehronic Liver Diseases 

rayed to die.” 
enry Ward, late Col. 69th Nat. Guard, N. Y. 

Is your Back lame and aching? 
“Kidney-Wort, (1 bottle) cured me when I was so 

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

Have you Kidney Disease? 
“Kidney-Wort made me sound in liver and kidneys 

after years of unsuccessful doctoring. Its worth 
$10 a box.” ~Sam’l Hodges, Williamstown, West Va. 

Are you Constipated? 
“Kidney-W: causes easy evacuations and cured 

me after 16 years uso of other medicines.” 
Nelson Fairchild, 8t. Albans, V§. 

Have you Malaria? 
ay Woks has done better than any other 

remedy 1 have ever used in my ap eg 
Dr. R. K. Clark, South Hero, Vt. 

Are you Bilious? 
ar a done me 1 more good than any 

r ve ever en.” 
$e J. T. Galloway, Elk Flat, Oregon. 

Are you tormented with Piles? 
“Kidney-Wort tly cured me of bleeding 

piles, Dr. W. C. Kline Tocpmumonded it to me.” 
Geo. H. Horst, Cashier M. Bank, Myerstown, Pa. 

Are you Rheumatism racked? 
- y-Wort cured me, after 1 was given up to 

18 and I had suffered thirty years.” 
bridge Malcolm, West Bath, Maine, § 

Ladies, are you suffering? 
“Kidney-Wort cured 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 

~IDMEY-WORTE 
THE BLOOD CLEANSER. i 

JAS. D. FOWLER'S 1] B 

Is the cheapest place in the city to buy 

Gold and Silver Watches 
CEM RINCS, 

SICNET RINGS, 

_ SCARF PINS. 
Elegant Gold suits of Jewellery, Fe Gold 

Necklets aud Lackets, Rolled Plate Silver 

and Jet Jewellery. 

Xena 

The finest stick jn the city of 

~ 
SILVERWARE 

All new patterns, In 

Tea Setts, Pickle Jars, Cake Baskets, 
Card Receivers, Jewel Cases, 

Toilet Stands, ete. 

(‘all and examine before purchasing elsewhere 

Successor to John Babbitt, 

The | 

| 

725 A. 

6 30 A. 

5 30 A. 

915 A. 

130 p. 

500 Pp. 

435 Pp. 

110 

9 

3,500 Lbs. 
PURE JAVA and MOCHA 

JAS. D. FOWLER, COFFEE 

RAILWAY. 
(Operating 443 miles.) 

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: 

John Iivisione. 

DEPARTURES. 

M.,— From Water Street, St. John— 
Mixed accommodation for Fredericton. 

M.—From Water Street, St. John—Bos- 
ton W¥ast Kxpress for points West, and 
for St. Stephen, St. Andrews, Houlton, 

~St. 

Woodstock, and all points North and 
South. 

4 30 Pp. M.—From Water Street, St. John—Ex- 
press for Kredericton. 

8 30 rv. M,—From Water Street, St. John—Night 
Express for points West, and for St. 
Stephen, Woodstock, Houlton, and all 
points North, 

M.— From Fredericton for St. John. 

M.—From Fredericton, for points West, 
North and South, and St. John, 

. M.— Krom Fredericton for St. John. 

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

ARRIVALS. 

M., at St. John—Fast Exjress Train from 
all points West, and from St. Stephen, 
Woodstock, Houlton,and all points North 

M., at St. John, Water Street—Express 
fron Fredericton. 

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

M, at St. John, Water Street — Mixed 
accommodation from Fredericton, 

M., at Fredericton from points West, 
North and South, 

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

420 p. m., at Gibson, from Woodstock and 
points north, 

72% 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. 

No train 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 night. 

Through connections are made from Boston 
on Sunday nights. 

Connexion is made at Vanceboro with trains 
of the Maine Central Railway to and from all 
points West, at Fredericton Junction for Fre- 
derieton, and at Gibson by branch line, for all 
points North, 

Tickets for sale in Fredericton at New Bruns- 
wick Raliway 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, 1883 
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DOORS, SASH. 

BS ——— S———— resem mtr 

"J.C. RISTEEN & CO., 
—~MANUFACTURERS OF— 

1S, AND BLINDS, 
—ALSO— 

FURNITURE. 
Moulding, Jig Sawing, Planing and Turning done to order. 

Dressed Clapboards, Flooring and Sheathing constantly on hand 
Corner Queen and Smythe 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 PURCHASING, or write for PRICES. 

Organs from S60 upwards. 

EZ" We have been appointed agents for the celebrated Chickering & Sons, and 

the Hallett and Cumston, and an number of other makers of Pianos, which we 

Call and try them at the store. 

J. F. McMURRAY. 

Fire and Life Insurance. 

will sell on easy terms. 

English and American Companies, Old and Reliable. 
Representing in Capital and Assets over $100,000,000.00. 

Imperial, of London, England. 
Capital, $8,000,000.00 

Etna. of Hartford, Conn. 
i Capital, $3,000,000,00 

Hartford, of Hartford, Conn. 
Capital, $1,250,000.00 

Northern, of London, England. 

Established 1803, 

Established 1819, 

Established 1809. 

Established 1836. _ 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. 
Capital, $10,000,000.00 

British Empire Mutual Life Assurance Co. of London, Eng. 
Established 1847. 

Detached Residences in town and country insured for 3 years at lowest rates. 
# -* Large deposits at Ottawa for benefit of Policy Holders. “&X 

FAIR RATES and PROMPT PAYMENT of LOSSES. 

JOIN EBEBI.ACEK. 
Agent for York County 

Office on Queen Street, over the Telegraph Office, directly opp. the Post Office, 

Paris Green. Paris Green. 

JUST RECEIVED : 

Pht Paris Green. 
Retail, 

For sale, wholesale and 

7. R. EVERETT. 

Mixed Paint. Mixed Paint. 

UST to hand and in stock, 1 ton Mixed Paint, 
all shades, Krom 1 to 5ib tins. Wholesale 

and Retail. 
Z. R. EVERETT. 

June 11 

Spring. Established 1844. Spring. 

Lemonts’ Variety Store. 
The fourth repeat order for 

HILDREN’S CARRIACES 
The Place to Buy. 5 crates and 3 casks best 

CROCKERYWARE, 
now opening from Statfordshire direct—Y crates 

and 2 casks more on the way. 

A large stock of Mattrasses, all kinds, just 
arrived, 

Tin Toilet Setts, Cake Boxes, 
Dust Pans, and a general 

variety of Tin Goods. 
Splendid 

5 

1,23, 4,5and 6 Light Chandeliers. 
ine, 

5 New Cabinet Organs. 
Opened May 3rd last. 

A general assortment of PLATED WARE, 

More FURNITURE in stock than all the 
others put together, and at cheaper prices, 

LEMONT & SONS. 
William Lemont. Martin Lemont. 

F’ton, June 11 

"CURES RHEUMATISM| 

FREEMAN'S 
WORM POWDERS. 

Are pleasant to take. Contain their own 
Turgative. ls a safe, sure, and effectaal 

destroyer ¢: worms in Children or Adults. 

LAWN MOWERS! 
For Sale Low, at 

JAS, S. NEILL'S, 

NEW GOODS 
AT 

Reduced Prices! 

JUST RECEIVED: 

OZ. Mllk Pans; 25 doz. Preserve Jars; 
95 doz. Rockingham Teapots; 

25 doz, Cream CUrocks; 100 Flower Pots; 
5 *¢ Cake Pitchers; 5 doz Bean Pots. 

Wholesale and Retail — Lower than St. John 
prices, 

Meakin's White Granite. 

YRATES just received direct trom the Pot- 
J teries. 

JAS. G. McNALLY. 
May 27 

UST Received from London, via Steamship | 
Our Cotlees are roasted 

Opp. New Post Office, Queen Street. and ond ou the premises every day. 

‘GEO. HATT & SONS, 

SE go 4 T - 
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WEES 
MAKER NICW RICH BIL.OOD, 
And will compietely change the blood in the entire system in three months. Any per- 
son who will take 1 Pill each night from 1 to 12 weeks, may be restored to sound 
health, if such a thing be possible, For curing Female Complaints these Pills have no 
equal. Physicians use them in their practice. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for 
cight letter-stamps. Send for circular. I. S. JOHNSON & CO., BOSTON, MASS. 

cure nine cases out of ten. Information that will save 
many lives sent free by mail. Don't delay a moment. 

Chronic Rheumatism, Chronic Diarrhoea, Chronic Dysentery, Cholera Morbus, Kidney Troubles, Diseases of the 
Spine and Lame Back. Sold everywhere. Send for pamphlet to I. S. JouNsox & Co., Boston, Mass. 

DIPETHERI A CROUP, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 

Prevention is better than cure. 

(For Internal and Ex- 

JOHNSON'’S ANODYNE LINIMENT will instan- 

JOHNSON’S ANODYNE LINIMENT (. ome odds 

tancously relieve these terrible diseases, and will positively 

Neuralgia, Influenza, Sore Lungs, Bleeding at the Lungs, Chronic Hoarseness, Hacking Cough, Whooping Cough, 

An English Veterinary Surgeon and Chemist. 
now traveling in this country, savs that most 
of the Horse and Cattle Powders sold here 
are worthless trash. le savs that Sheridan's 
Condition Powders are absolutely pure and 
immensely valnable. Nothing on earth will make hens lay like Sheridan's Condition Powders. Dose, 1 teasp'n- 
ful to 1 pint foal. Soll everywhere, or sent by mai! for § letter-stamps. I. S. Jouxsox & Co., BosToN, MASS. 

Burdock 
oi: 
LOOD 
Ea 

BITTERS: 
JUST RECEIVED: 

Via the Steamship * York City.” 

HBAS CHESTS Congou, Oolong, Japan, 
70 1 Young Hyson and Orange Pekoe Teas; 

Great Bargains 
IN 

1 cask Harvey Sauce; 3) 

1 cask Woster Sauce; 1 cask Gelatine; ; | R Y G 0 0 D S 

[| 

A Cures Dizziness, Loss of Appetite, Indigestion, Biliousness, 
Dyspepsia, Jaundice, Affections of the Liver and Kidneys, 
Pimples, Blotches, Boils, Humors, Salt Rheum, Scrofula, 
Erysipelas, and all diseases arising from Impure Blood, 
Deranged Stomach, or irregular action of the Bowels. 

4 boxes Relmontine Candles; | 
5 casks Malt Vinegar; 
1 case Preserved Ginger; 
1 case Coleman’s Mustard : s 
8 boxes Coleman’s Stareh ; : 
1 bbl. Sago; 1 bbl, Tapioea ; 
1 pack Norwegian Anchoves. 

JS For Sale Low. 

GEO. HATT & SONS. 

CUTLLERY, &c. 

Just received per 8. S. Caspian : 

YASE ENGLISH CUTLERY, consisting ot 
C Razors, Pen and Pocket Knives, Table 

Knives, Knives and Forks and Butchers Knives. 
Also—Vices, Saws, Wooden Faucets, Gimlets 

and Corkscrews, 

7 For Sale very Low. “SX 

“RIVER VIEW HOUSE, 
, West End, Queen Street. 

HE subscriber begs to inform his friends that 
he Las rented the RIVER VIEW HOUSE, 

upper end ot Queen Street, formerly occupied 
by Richard Carvell, where he is now prepared 
to receive Permanent and Transient Boarders 
on the most reasonable terms. 

GOOD STABLING and a careful hostler 
always in attendance, 

XH. Parties from the country, whether on 
busiuess or pleasure, will find this a pleasant 
and agreeable House to stop at. | 

W. H. RISTEEN, 
Proprietor. 

: 

The Subscriber intending to 

Close his Business 
—AT THE— 

“GOLDEN FLEECE,” 
[Lower Ntore,] 

Will, on and after 

TUESDAY, 2nd, Jan. 1884 
ALLOW A 

Discount of 12 1-2 Per Cent., 
Kor cash, on delivery of Goods, on all sums from 

$1 upwards. 

JOHN DONALD. 
rc —————————————— 

May 21 

———— 

FREDERICTON 

MONUMENTAL WORK! 
Queen St., just above Reform Club Rooms. Fredericton, March 19-6 m 

Refrigerators. THE Subscriber begs to Inform the Public tha 
he is prepared to execute all sorts of 

RFRIGERATORS— diferent sizes—suitable| PY ATN and ORNAMENTAL 
R. CHESTNUT & SONS 

MONUMENTS, TABLETS, 
FENCE STONES & POSTS, 

First Class Material and Workmanship gua 

"™ JOHN MOORE. 
TO RENT. 

HAT VALUABLE STORE on Queen Street, 
lately occupied by C. Sterling Brannen, ’ 

Possession given at once. Rent, moderate. 
Apply to ; 

WETMORE & WINSLOW, 
Fredericton, Feb, 26, 1834 

June 25 

Horse Pokes. Horse Pokes. 

4 | DLS. Horse Pokes received and for sale 
Low. ¢ 

Z. R. ENERETT. 
May 12 

JUST RECEIVED AT 

25 OZEN Pails, 20 dozen Brooms; 
3 gross Burnet!s Extracts; 

10 boxes Chocalate, Broma and Cocoa ; 
50 boxes Toilet Soap; 
10 doz Wash Boards ; 
90 doz Shoe, Stove and Scrub Brushes. 

Haying Tools ! 

A LARGE and well assorted Stock of HAY - 
L ING TOoLS for sale LOW-—Wholesale or | 

Retail—by 

JAMES S. NEILL. 

Links, Pumps, &c. 
Just received direct from the Manufacturer : 

July 8 Hae SAN — Pumps; 
ting Machnes, Blacksmith’s Drils; 

Hinges, Barn Door Rollers ; ’ 
Jack Screws, Pulleys, Latches, &c. 

Z. R. EVERETT. 

the ripe and golden fruit, and some of it 

exquisitely perfumed, stood here and] 

there among tropical flowers of unequaled 
color and scent. 

:Hand-Book FREE. 
PATENT R.S & A P. LACEY, 

Patent Att'ys, Washington, D.C, 

Fredericton, Dec 12 

OPIUM SEs 
Pure Java Cottee 30 cents per lb., at 

GEO. HATT & oR 
: Sir I seded to arrange the FPR (RR Tale Ahiheutiited avclsly. | Bs. 2 agri od ho Hest. kept | posed to persecutions, like Miss Vale, 

“Thank you for the compliment,” said | up a lively chatter as her snowy hands on account of her beauty, for she was as 
plain a girl 2s I eyer saw, with her red 

Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
to © 0 Days. No Pay until Cured, | 
J. Le canrukns, XM. D., Lebanon, Ohio. May 12 | Ralph, gravely, while Amber blushed, re- moved over the board. 


