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10 PROGRESS,SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 22 1900.
aw»7 on her errand, while, >lter a lew | river polo—but ». the first movement wnлідаїйгйг.їтітг a-ïKsffarcres
fr’„ .. , ... h.pp-ned, bat .he was cl.iped closelv in

He walked on in iilecee, thinking of hi. uni, sad though her teen were tolling 
E«me, end very much inclined to wreak lait they were now thoae ol joy, became 
•nmmary vengeance upon the Reverend abe knew hi. heart waa beating againat her 
Stephen Majfi Idler having cared to ad own, and the knowledge oi hie preaence 
dfef* her by her Chnatian name, in spite thrilled all her aonl witn a new and eweet 
of the tact that abe waa to all intenta and і content
porpoaea hi. adopted sialer. -Yon wi 1 have to atay here with me for

There waa alienee until they were dote a little while,’ Hugh whi.pered tenderly, 
to the Tower, and then Flo abruptly .poke Yon will have to let me comlort yon, 
her thought, aloud. little one. became I love you—1 love ton

■It a wonderful how miataken you may with all my heart ’ 
be in anyone,* .he aaid. apparently irreve- She did not anawer by word. ; her aenaea 
L.'.V ‘I ”ve klt • *ort of contempt for were dazed .till, and aa yet no coherent 
Ur M.yfi.ld before, and now he hae thought would come, 
proved himself a hero. He ia ao modeat. It waa aa though the ahidowa whhh be 
too; and wain't it good ol him to toink ol tore had aurroundtd her lile had been aud­
ios mother aa he did” denly baniih-d by a flood ,t d.zzling light,

•I don’t eee that h- has done anything a light ao brilliant that be whole aoul waa 
very remarkable.’ Hugh retorted with no held in thrall by it. glamour, 
utual ill-humour, upon which Flo, who waa ‘You muat hove leen my love long ago, Ю Л Lf Jk EX 
alwaya quick tempered, a tamped her foot Eime,’ Hugh wbiapered presently, when ■ Vf IX ГХ IX tj Ostast sbsçsrtÿïtfr rs rs tr-ab-scr js I
to leave him alone with tie thoughts of I promise that you will never again itel alone 
£sme* * or unhappy while I live.*

Hd waa not a bad man, and did not mean 
to be false to the two woman with whom 
bis life was tangled.

Esme stood by the river side, her eyes I . B,ut the ?4ht °f £eme’e te“* bed *nd- | 25c. and15c. 
bent upon her own rtflection as it was mir- de®v revealed the depths of bis own heart 
ored in the clear water, though her t0 him—depths whose sec ret hid been un- 
thoughts were tar away. guessed before.

On one hand lay the little village, its , , st ™°™ent be knew that he loved I not, have you not heard that ‘Love, like
thitched roots showing between the trees -5." !oved ,bie 8en,\e* nnassuming girl I death, levels all ranks?1 Oh, Esme, Esme!
clustered arouud the old, old church ; and I w,tb tbe ®De fcresj; Peee,°o of bis life, and, 11 toink that for your sake 1 could brave 
there, too, was the red Vicarage—her ewey®0 by loves own instinct, he bad I my ordeal ; it would be nothing to me that 
home. caught her m his arms, thrusting away all my father might disinherit me, that we

On the other side she could see the tall Jb°nght besides that of his love, es their I should both be poor.1 
towers of the great mansion which would “P" , Ч,6.* m e.8* *°.n8 kiss. I ‘Ab.yes; I had forgotten Sir Gavin’s
one dsy form part of Hugh’s inheritance, I ^ for Mors, bis promised wife, absol- | anger!' ihi ssid faintly, and he knew that
and, distant though it was. its stately І \°т®швь*- •“ memory ot her she trembled at the thought, tor Sir Gavin
grandeur seemed to press upon her like a had *•««<» wom bis mind as it no such ptr I was a very important person in Strathmore 
real burden i0V“!rA,\tbî W°_rld; . I wbere fae ruled with quiet feudal power. *1

Her own life story had indeed been told 
in those lew words which she bad exchaog eD8a8ement- 
ed with Hugh. I ' ‘ ‘

SPLASHГ SPLASH Г
Love, the %

£Magician.
IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

CHAPTER I.
THE WORKINGS OF FATE.

‘Well, but, Flo, you must spare me a 
minute. I want to talk to yon seriously of 
—of the future *

Hugh S rathmore was a handsome, stal­
wart young fellow, who would sel­
dom have bad to plead in that fashion to 
any other woman.

But Flora Fanshaw was on frank, sister­
ly terms with him, that suggested no par­
ticular charm in a tete-a-tete.

She was a remarkably tall girl, with an 
athletically graceful figure, which just then 
looki d its best in the well fitting boating 
dress she wore.

Her handsome face was a little flushed 
but her bright, dark eyes look­
ed quizzically into bis from an- 

of th' ir long 
lashes, as she stood poised lightly on the 
top of the boat-house steps, looking like a 
very modern water-nymph, an oar balanced 
in her large, white, shapely hand.

‘You don’t need to detain me a whole 
minute,’ she said ; ‘because I know exactly 
what you want to say. You are going to 
ask me to name our wedding-day.’

Hujjh laughed, though a faint flush of 
vexation crossed his face.

He was honestly fond of Flora, and yet 
there were tim^e when he could have wished 
thst she was just a little different.

‘That wasn’t quite what I intended to 
say,’ he said : ‘but it is very near it. You 
are going to be my wife, FJo, some d«y, 
are yon not P

‘Of eourse I am. Didb’t our parents 
solemnly betroth us when I was three and 
you were five P and didn‘t you put this ring 
on my fioger on my sixteenth birthday P Be­
sides, I am so horribly poor. I positively 
must marry you because I have no other 
prospect in life.’

‘And you don’t care for—for anyone else 
better ?’ Hugh asked, as he stood in a very 
unlover like attitude, looking at her, his 
back against the tall, straight trunk of a 
willow tree, his hands deep in his pockets.
‘I know you’ll be candid with me, Flo, and

the Towers, but because be was as well her 
been ideal of an English gentleman, the 
most handsome, fascinating, delightful per­
son her rather limited circle ot acquaint­
ances contained

‘Yes. I suppose IJhtve a good deal to be 
thankful lor,’he said, smiling, though his 
eves were grave ; ‘and von, you poor little 
girl, have very little. Your life cannot be 
ft very bftppy one, shut up at the Vi tarage, 
with no companions but a confirmed invalid 
like Mrs M .yfield and a well-meaning muff 
like her son.’

The girl’s blue eyes overflowed with re­
proachful tears.

‘You must not speak slightingly ol them,’ 
she said, a touch of indignation in her clear 
tones, which lent a new charm to her gentle 
manner. ‘Remember I am but a poor waif.
My mother was found at the little railway 
station yonder, lying deal, with me, a 
baby, in her arms I wee left absolutely 
destitute with no clue to my relatione or 
parentsge, and then Mr Mayfield, Stephen’s 
lather, who was the vicar here then, took 
me into bis own house, and brought me up 
as if I had been his child. Sometimes I 
am almost re'fish « nongh to be glad that 
Mrs Mayfield is an invalid, for now I can 
be her nurse and constant attendant, 
though all I can do will not prove one halt 
the gratitude I feel.’

‘Ytu are hardly doing yourself justice,’
Hugh said, and he found fresh charms each 
momtnh in the fair, flashed face that look 
ed up now into his with the glamour of 
dewy brightness in those long lashed eyts.
*1 grant Mr. Mayfield was very kind ; but 
then, the whole village was roused with 
sympathy fur you, poor little forlorn babe 
tt»t you were. He bad you taken to the 
Vicarsge, meaning to bring you up as a 
sort ot humble deperdant It was your 
own charm and goodness that won hie 
heart and made him, instead, adopt you as
his daughttr.’ summer day, ' I world «tor»*.* I A sob broke her tender voice as those

She shook her head, though she knew A little while before, she had seen Flo Her tender words pierced, as it were, last words were said, and he stung by a
that what he said was true, and into her and Hugh riding side by side through the hi* inmost heart, and suddenly he remem- passion ot contempt for himself, suddenly
eyes there esme a brighter, happier light, village, and, as she bad looked at them, here i all. drew himself from her cling elasp.

Surely never through all her life had ary and had seen the radiant smile upon the A groan that was almost a curse of him- ‘You are right I’ he said, hoarsely, bit- 
praise before then half so sweet as this other girls face, a sudden ptseion of jaal- eelt broke from his lips. terly. 'It I were • beggar I should be
wbiob had fallen from his lips. ousy had thrilled her gentle heart for the His love had lured him into this double 'ree to love and many you.’

‘At any rate, I know that the May fluids first time in her young life. falsehood ; his love was doomed only to It was not his wards, but rather his tone
have been my only friends,’ she said. ‘I ‘Why should this world’s goods be so bring her sorrow. which brought some knowledge of the

be grateful enough to them, or unequally divided ?•' she asked herself in His arms tell from around her, he put trutb to ber-
love them half so well as they deserve.’ this new bitterness. her a little from him, and took a step back He bad rieen t0 bi* feet, while still she

‘Not your only friends ; there are plen'y And then she contrasted Flo’s life with his handsome face showing grey and stern bntlt beside the fallen tree, her innocent
in the village who love you besides the her own. in the summer sunshine child like eyes raised to his face.
Mayfields,’ Hugh said, and it certainly The other girl was surrounded by ‘Esm he said, and his voice was ‘Free Г
was as well that Flora was far superior to friends and admirers ; her life was one ksl broken as though by a sob, 'forgive for- That was all she said, yet there wis en-
any such womanly failing as jealousy. eidoscope of gaiety, and even the costl? give ! I should not have told you of my trest? *e well “ Pai“ in the tone in which

He had no thought of being untrue to clothes she wore had a fascination tor | love ’ I the word was uttered,
bis brilliant fiancee, bnt unconsciously hie Esme now.thongh ehe hid never cared for She etood a little from him, looking into ‘You hive not heard,’ he aiid, yeti
eyee took a brighter light as they rested them before. his fsce with tender, innocent eyes, whose thought the whole village knew the truth,
on Esme a lace, and he ound himsell wish- Then the thought oi her own life and its trustful light was lull ol terrible reproach Esme, Esme, I am a coward, a villain, to
ing that the baby wail ol years ago had desolation, and suddenly she, who had al for him. have told you ol mv love, for I am engag-
been brought to the Towers instead ol ways been so bright and contented before Tbe perplexity in her glance was more ed to marry Flora Fanshaw.’
taken to the Vicarage. flung hersell upon the mossy bank, and than he could endure. He spoke despairingly

It would be so sweet to have won such burst inlo a psssion ol bitter tears. He threw himself upon the trunk of a Through all his We bel ore, he had been
gratitude as this—gratitude which now. he There esme the slow tramp ol a Italien tree which formed a rustic sett near, an honorable gentlemen, and now (or the
remembered, with a thrill ol unreasoning horse’s boots along the grassy and hid bis face in his hands. first time, he knew the bitterness ot shame
anger, was lavished on the mild-mannered path, and in a moment more At the eight ol him in his abasement, and sell-reprosob ; and, as if to make his
vicar and l ie invalid mother. Hugh came in sight mounted on bis great her own winder and dawning pain were punishment complete, he saw, while he

Everyone is good to me, Esme said, grey hunter. The horse stopped abruptly, lorgotten. spoke, a change come to her lair lace—the
will her brightest smile, yet it was an and Hugh from his saddle looked down at She thought only ol him. and » great blue eyes, which had been ao soit before,
April lace she turned towards him, for the girl’s slim lorm as she sat among the fl,od ol womsnly sympathy filled ber neart grew bard; the lender blush, which had 
there were tears in her boeny eyes. ferns. I making her love seem almost divine. mace her girlish beauty almost divine, fad-

because yon deserve so much goodness, Her head was bent, and she was glad She made a step forward to where he ed to leave her white as driven soow.
ne said, and somehow her pretty white that the brim of her hat must hide her lace last, and knelt upon toe grass, laying her Within ihe sp.ee ol those lew moments 
hand was clasped in his again, and his from him. clasped hands lightly on his knee ehe seemed to grow years older, to change
brown head was very near her golden one She bad checked her sobs by an effort, 'I think I understand what you mean,’ from a gtil upon t* e verge ot childhood
•в the blue es es drooped shyly. and wanled to conceal the tears wnicb she a.id so softly so g-ntly, that the «till, to a woman who has loved and suffer-

He was trying to see her lace, thinking trembled on her lashes still. wor is were venta Ole coals ol fire to him. ed.
how fair and sweet it was, when suddenly a ‘I thought I should find yon here,’ he -I should not have been so foolish as to She rose to her leet, slowly, firmly, and 
sharp, shrill cry rent the air and made them said. ’I esme along this pstn on purpose.’ listen to yon Ot course, we most part’ still her clear eyes looked straight into his ;

.1. -5; , , „ . , . , ‘And I thought that here I should be I lor you are the son of Sir Gav.n Strath- hut iheir was a question in their glance—
.. kl°« voice, Hugh exclaimed, and quite alone, she answered, with a little more and I am but s nameless girl; yet absolutely she doubled her own
then in the next moment h i added : 'Merci- lsngh that cost her a great eflort, but the e you m ed not reproach yonrselt tor having then.
lui Heaven ! Can she have drilled on to the was a quiver in her voice as w. 11, which told me teat you love me. You will go ‘ Why do yon say that ?’ she asked alow- 
mi**—eir” . made him look down at her curiously. ‘1 I away ind target, but 1*—her voice sank >v. ‘Are you only trying my love, to see

The same thought was in Esme’s mind, saw you ride through the village with yet lower, end песеті thrice aa sweet|*i h if it will aland the tesiP What you have told 
and breathlessly ih»y ran along the river Miss Fanshaw, and believed you hsd gone the lender music ol infinite j.iy—‘I shall me cannot be ihe truth !' 
side path, forgetting their own oriel glam fur a gallop on the moor ’ rememb r as long as 1 live, and be hip- ‘It is the truth. Heaven help me Г he an-
our ol romance in ih.ir ebxitty 1er Miss ‘It was уші what I did intend to do,’ he pier lor tbe memory.’ swtred, and the flush ol shame grew deeper
r anshaw. said, ‘but Flo was in a very bad temper ; I ’You must not sueak like that,’ he ana-I on bis lace. ‘Esme—Esme, why do you

bur tbe mill weir was one ol the most indeed ah- bas been in one ever since the wered passionately, ‘You sro a tnouaand I doubt me P’ 
dangerous reaches in the river, where many day ol her boating adventure a week ago. tim.s my superior, and even il you were 
lives had been lost. So we parted, especially as she saw May-

The distance was not great, yet ere it field going into one ol the cottages, and-------------------------------------------------------
had been quite traversed their anxietits insisted on following him She wants to | ---------------------- ■
were ended by Ihe sound ol Flo's laughter, talk about the new soup kitchen, 1 be.ieve,

A moment more, and a sudden bent in though the idea ol Flo taking an interest I
the path revealed that young lady hemII, in parish work is just a little absurd.’ 
most unromanticaliy drenched, though she ‘She has never done so belote,’ Esme 
seemed otherwise little the worse tor the said, and the quiver in her voice was more 
accident, ol which the abandoned boat, de pronounced than ever, 
relict in mid stream told eloquently. Hugh looked down with double interei t

‘Why, Flo, what has happened P’ Hugh at the bowed hat, and toen sprang from 
asked, as he came up, and she advanced a the saddle
few steps to meet him ‘Why, yon are crying !' he exj!aimed.

•Nothing very serious,’ she enewen d ; ‘1 ‘Esme, little Eime, what is troubling you P’ 
have had a ducking, that’s all. It would ‘It is nothing,’ she said, springing to her
have been a good deal worse, though, lot leet with some thought oi taking flight ; I
I can’t swim a stroke, if it had not be-n tor ‘only, I am silly and ungrateful enough to L_____________________
the heroism ol Mr. May field here. Thank feel miserable and alone * 
him tor me. Hugh, lor absolutely I owe my ‘Alone—you, who have ihs whole neigb-
lite to him.’ borhood to love you P’ he said, just a

Hugh's attention was thus drawn to the little illogi ally considering bis previous 
little vicar, who presented a pitiable object condol nees.
ia his drenched garments. ‘I can’t help it,’ she murmured apologet.

He bad performed a really brava act, as ioally. -I don’t think I have ever felt like 
Hugh well knew, tor the stream was no it before; but now—oh 1 pray let me pas». 
ea>y one lor even Ihe strongest swimmer, Mr. Strathmore. Indeed, I would rather 
bot sa far from realisiag bis heroism, the be alone.*
Reverend Stephen Mavfi.ld only .ooked It was not a very polite speech, but I 
voit much ashamed ot himsell. Hugh Strathmore understood ihe conies.

■Pray don’t mention it,* the little min lion ol woman’s weakness which it con. 
said tremnlonily. ‘I really did nothing to tained.
speak ol Eime, will go to the Vuarsge She was afraid ol breaking down utterly 
to tosnre my mother I от not burtP It —afraid, perhaps of him, but still more 
might cause her a shook it ihe were to see certainly afraid ol bey own heart, 
me like this, without being prepared for it. She" turned as those last words were 

Tie girl obeyed, ol course, and sped said—thrned to escape «long (be winding '

But You Need Not Mind
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CHAPTER II
A WBEK LATER.

At ill
Shoe Stores.

der the shadow

Pernaps he bad never lolly lealiaed bis would not have you make a sacrifice like
I tbat for me.*

It Lftd been so much s matter of cour e I But it I were poor?* be could not help 
She was ft waif, л foundling, who had I ever since it tnu first been arranged by asking. ‘Esme, if any freak of destiny 

been taken from her dead mother’s arm’s their parents. I made me no longer my father’s heir, would
and shel ered and cared for by tbe old vie His future, perhaps, belonged to Flora I you love me still? Would you still share 
•r, who was the father of the present hold- by right ol that old arrangement, but bis my late?’

I heart and lov would all be Esme’s ao long I She found courage to raise herself a little
I • igher, and then to clasp her loving arms 

You love me ? Oh ! I mver dr< amed of bout bis neck 
One 'hing, however, was evident—her I th.t.’ shn whispered at last, and faint *1 h»ve never been anything else but poor 

dead mother hal undoubted been a gentle though htr voice was. its sweet, low tones 'O poverty would not frighten me,’ she said 
woman, though very, very poor. were eloquent ot tbe sudden gladness Oj ! you make me selfish; I could almost

It wss ot tbe past the girl was thinking which filled all her being. ‘1 never kt ew wish that you were poor, too, and then— 
as the stood by the river on this sunny | there could b- bappiu.ee like this in 'll tbe | then we need not part like this.’ 
summer day,

A little while before, she had seen Flo 
and Hugh riding side by side through the 
village, and, as she bad looked at them,
and had seen the radiant smile upon the I A groan that was almost a corse of him- 
other girls fsce, a sudden ptseion oi >aal- | eelt broko from his lips, 
ousy had thrilled her gentle heart for the 
first time in her young life.

er of the living I
Who she was, or what was her real I as bis lile would las\ 

name, none had ever known.

tell me if that ib the case.’
‘01 course I will,’ she returned lightly. 

‘When I fall in love I will make you my 
father confessor and tell you all about it ; 
but in tbe meantime I have quite made up 
my mind to be your wile. We are both so 
dread tally unsentimental that we shall be a 
very happy couple ’

*1 hope so.’ Hugh said ; ‘anyhow it will 
please toe old folks, and-------- ’

‘And you will let me have my own way 
whenever I want it,’ Flo returned merrily. 
‘As an earnest ol that, you must release 
me now. Positively tbe water is too tempt 
ing. I cannot postpone my row for the 
sake of talking sentimt nt to you, though 
you are a dear, good boy and 1 love you 
with all my heart.’

She laughed merrily as she spoke the 
last words, and ran down the wooden steps 
to enter the little skiff which was rocking 
on the silver tide.

Hugh did not attempt to aid ber—h- 
knew her independence too well—but re­
mained un 1er the willow tree while she 
cast iff the moorings, and then, binding 
to her oars, sent the boat out into the mid 
stream where presently it was lost to view 
beh'nd an abrupt cuve in the bank.

He stood there lor quite a long time, 
but presently he roused himself and went 
slowly along the path beside the strum, 
ligting bis pipe as he did so.

•That’s settled anyhow,’ was his some­
what moody reflection. ‘The pater ar­
ranged ihe marriage years ago, and since 
Flo is ready to fulfil the engagement, ot 
course 1 can’t draw beck. 1 ought to be 
glad that she is so unsentimental. I don’t 
believe in love cu'side tbe covers ot a 
novel, and yet I wish Flo was a little diff­
erent.

‘‘Ob, tr am et, ei tgl nt year w*v віоз -,
шву. stay, in your onward fl ght;
Oa, Ііе*еь, tor mine is a ■«<•* ter sorg,
The sons ol a heart's delight.'1

He stopped suddenly as the joyous 
words esme floating towards him on the 
stillness ot the sunny, summer air, and 
suddenly a hot flush rose to the roots ot 
bis close tut trown hair.

It was a girl’s voice than sang, sweet 
and clear and musics 1 as that ot the lark 
overhead, a voice which, like the larks, 
sang from tbe sheer j >y of life and living.

A moment more, and the singer herself 
came in sight, a slender ‘slip of a girl,’ 
with masses of golden hair cluttered in 
soft curls about her t« mplts, and sweet 
blue eyes that first brightened with pleas­
ure, and then cropped shyly as «.hey met 
Hugh Strathmore’s glance.

'Esme !’ he exclaimed, and his tone told
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She took a slow step back, shrinking from 
him with a little pitiful gesture, that went 
to bis heart.

•I don’t doubt you,’ she said, *1 could 
not, for I—I would as soon doubt Heaven 
itself. There is seme dreadful mistake—it 

you are not engaged to 
Miss Fanshaw when you have told me that 
you love me.’

•Eime, Esme, you will.break my heart,’ 
Hugh cried ‘Oh, my dearest, do you know 
•o little ol tbe world and its ways as never 
to have heard of a man marrying for money 
or position, or a thousand other motives 
besides love, and then,4 too late, meeting 
ihe one woman to whom bis love could be 
given ?’

It was pitiful to see tbe paleness ol her > . 
pretty face, and the shadow, almost of des­
pair, which lay in tbe sweet blue eyes that 
had shone with love’s own light before.

Yet she was very calm now, struggling 
with an heroic courage to conquer hsr ris­
ing tears.

; Yes ; I have heard of snob eases,’ she 
said, 'but they have always seemed to me 
stories of wicked men. Do not—do not
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how glad he was to meet her thus. *1 
ought to have rtcogniz id your voice direct­
ly I heard it. What a dear contented little 
girl you are ! though I am afraid, you have 
very little to maae your life happy.’

He spoke in a protecting, almost a pat­
ronizing way.

He bad known her sioce she was but a 
little child, and he ielt himself far older 
than her seventeen summers.

‘You speak as if you were diioontenL-d,1 
she laid, looking up bewitchingly from over 
the bunch of white water lilies that she 
carried, t*> shake her pretty head at him. 
‘Yet I think you have everything that 
could make life worth living.1

Her eyea, perbtps, told more than her 
words, for Hugh Srrathmore was her hero 
not eimply because he was ths only son 
and heir of rich Sir Gavin Strathmore, of
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Sodden disease, like a thief Ці the night. 
Is apt to strike confusion into a household- 
Croup, cholera morbus, cholera Infkntum, 
cramps and colic, come frequently In the 
night Are yon prepared for midnight 
emergencies f The remedy for Inflamma­
tion whether used internally or externally, Is

JOHNSON’S
Anodyne Liniment

The quickest, surest, safest cure for colle, 
crampe, diarrhoea, cholera morbus, biles, 
bruises, burns, stinge, chaflngs, colds, 
oooghs,croup,oatarrh^bronchitis, la frtpps. 
lameness, muscle so renew, and pain and 
Inflammation In anypart of the body. Get 
It from your dealer. Two sise bottles, SS and 
Me. The larger else Is more economical.

. I. 8. JOHNSON A CO.. '*
Ш Custom House Street, Bee 
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