
IP
"

•4
t

ж

PROGRESS* SATURDAY. JUNE 30 1900.10
4 'Ah, little «H! bhuhiag we Ik 
І thonghtelwftatWowntoreEaaaÿnbe 

portrayed an «ви.* P «** *"■■*■*■*» 
patting my hot eheeks, rod tooghmg. Ba 
sway, dtareat, end get reedy-

Grandfather wae the мав importera, 
impatient hUreden іжЬм еИ age that be 
kedbenmyouth, brookingbodeUy.

•But hew must I get ready—how dree*1 
I atktd, my heart ia a tumult el

‘Oreea і net as you are, jut aty bonny 
little girl ia white, а іоее in your boaoa, 
end one of your grandmother1» oapa on 
your hand. Jeune know» where to find 
one tor you. Jaat ao I aw your dear 
greed mother tor the fiat time.’

•But, grandtothar, to make me look Ш» 
ay own grandmother, for over and ear, 
on еаотаЇР 

1 pouted, ay lip»
1 iqghtw the while.

•At, child, yoq night do worse! Your 
grandmother was 
brewed wen

tssa&ssitJ&srs
grandfather» aeiwor, u ha aannad the 
oard with knitted brow. _

•Where1» the harm, grandtothar f Ha* 
I a perfect gentleman, and ha* going to oell 

k on you to Borrow.1 mid I undauntedly. 
•Uke hia Impudence Г he exclaimed.

• I ‘Oh I grandfather, don* P, I cried, go- 
I 1 jag and duping him round the neck from 
„ I behind, and putting ay hand owr In»

Dearest m
“wï'wao at dinner, ad alone.

I often ceased bin to dine, we two by 
4 I ourselres, t waiting upon hi», instead of 
/ I Tamil, and Bead the old batter.

4^/VSAaa/4/v4 ‘Well, don’t throttle me, child.’
I 'And you will see bin, won’t you, and 

She herself said it must hase been poor let bun do the do the pictures t You 
deft Dsvid, ae he was called—an imbecile, I know you said, the other day some of 
always abroad on stormy nights; but my |them wanted retouching, 
grandfather persisted it was my Undo Lio- And ho does want to moke his way m 
nel’s face, and no other. I the world. He is poor, end his father is

No wonder bis heir whitened so fist of-, deed—think of tint,’ I urged, 
ter that. He nerer mentioned Lionel’s «Poor orphan!1 and grandfather laughed 
name to me; it was never spoken in the grimly. „ . .
house in his bearing; my unde’s picture «Well, we will see—we will see,’was the 
was token from the gallery, and locked outcome of my pleading; and, on the mor­
eway in the room that was once his. • row, I sew Mr. Maitland mounting the ter- 

Not in malice, slight, or anything of the race steps as I wondered about in the rose 
kind, the old lady assured me ; but be- garden. л T .
cause as my grandfather expressed it, he I wondered how he had sped, as I watch- 
could npt bear the remorseful agony of ed him depart awhile aft», but thought 
looking at it. not well to rush after him and inquire.

So much for the skeleton in the cupboard I Nor did I go to grandfather, but he, 
of my grandtether’s life ; and now as to the my joy, came to me soon alter, as I sat 
stranger on the breesy downs. the terrace steps, humming my ditty

He was tall, dark and handsome, with | yesterday, 
the bearing of one who had roamed much 
in foreign lands, as I decided later when I 
knew him better.

s VIN TWO INSTALMENTS. ' With almost any­
thing. but to pro- J 

the leather ,і serve 
and at the same 
time obtain a fine 
polish you must

1!E* CHAPTER L *fb»*g a curve of
I mi up on the down», my heart tune­

ful end light a* the lark» ringing оте ay 
head, ay life u ninny в» the aoene below
B Fu «tretche» of field», the firat faint tint 
of ripening upon them; wide meadow», 
dotted owr with cow» laily chewing the 
end, the river winding through them like n 
rilwr ribbon; the church tower peeping 
out from among the tree», down in the 
village; the chimney» of the Hermitage, 
my home, virible among the dark foliage 
of it» iomranding ground».

The wind «wept down», where I at, 
bathed in eroehine, were alive with bee», 
butter ilia, graehopperi, and hillside flow­
er», with the blue ikj «panning nil.

1 fancy I tee it now, like a living picture.
.1, in the foreground, » tall girl ot «even- 

teen, her tawny hair not yet bound np, in 
quaint, trailing white gown, blue ribbon», 
end wide ron-net.

I had violet eya, full of ihimmer and 
laughter, yet with dark depth» ot paaaion 
under the ihimmer, not yet rounded— 
depth» of low rod devotion, wry like the 
depth» of »ome well-nigh fathomlea pool.

A motherlen bairn паї I, a Jane my 
Scotch nurse, would haw aid, and X wa 
wearing one of my grandmother1» quaintly 
cut gown», which made me look very like 
an old-world maiden stepped down from 
one of the frame» in the picture-gallery.

But it pleaaed my grandfather, who had 
lewd hi» wee, blue eyed rnoond wile with 
wry much the »»me wild, pasionate de­
votion a» that with which I lewd him, 
although »he had Uwd hut a year or two
S,t”loved^m!*foved my beautiful home, 

loved my own happy life. ,
Wo Maradona were not given to doing 

thing» by halve», loving, hating, or any 
thing ela, and we always liked to haw our 
way ■ and I waa a Maraden ot the Maradona 
myJgrandfather «aid, turning up my face to 
look into my eya—eya answering to eya, 
like face to faoe in water; only, hia ware 
harder, iterner; frowning eya they were, 
hot not to me.

I
use

I ever aw. Though you 
ere в wry Mnraden of the Mandes», I 
aometima aa n likenesa to ha in you 
young faoe—a aweet, ingenuous innocent, 
nothing conoaled nor kept back. I do 
not think «be ewr had a secret from me 
durinr our short tile togetha, and mj 
darting grandchild ia tike her—open a the 
dav, guilelea a ahe wa.1

It wa well my grandfather folded me in 
his arma and kiioed me; I wa all too con- 
•dons to look him in the hoe, for I bod ft 
secret from him, though never sweet» lay 
hid in maiden’» мої than thia one hid

ill
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»1li He rose snd went to look at the Ш-fated
Msrsden maiden, in her shndy corn», snd лт in mine. »йН(ІВ1

101Ь0' Iі T^io her death,11 repe.ted ..metoE mndemyeya.mart witi,'tar.,
“He .food barahaded before me, amiling I ^weti!'LrittojSidhe^ouî^'haro’t 'Wroti^to гот-'ЙГтго ahe lewd. J^^taîtilyeiM^m^

wen. „ . . SSÏZSryoung fellow, live to hi. at. -She threw heralf into the mont.1 rfV-. ahrottM
•I don’t think it mournful stall, I made I jlfe bim. He’s gone now to ‘And then F forbesd, * ' » * jn

answer, my girlish tongue getting the bet-J - belongings from the Msrsden 'She wss drowned, ot oonrso.’ rosdy to range heiWf among ..
ta of my ahynaa. 4 „ J "ÆE vTge, 'where ha* ‘Poor tody! Better it you ditty .fth. U.

•Ahl that1» beauw you think it will I _ ' , * I other day had owrruled ha Ufe.’i me for my Bret eiinng mmaeii, rou
nowr come true in you оме.’ -Oh.thsnk yod, grandtothar I cried. •Tea,’returned Isoberly. ‘The Mata- mgwtt a.

•And whyf’ I naked, constrained, I knew md „Bohed „aiiaed him. den India are not lrnppy in their low, and ^oidd thathotod
not why, to roawer him. I How wm I to know—how wa bo to you aay wad aomething wry tike a warn- I "ould that many ng .

•WeÜ, a jrorog tody tike you ought to be knBW" hnt\ras to he the outcome of it allP mg carved ova the doorway lading into Tat, it may he, ttnt all OTTh^»y
able to settle that quabon hereelt, wa» the Well, Mr. Maitland eame to the Наші the Lady1»Garden.’ 1 Mod^nOTwd at the end of
reaponae, the winaome dak eya «till amü- ^ ш rooml .„igned him. rod painted І ‘I don’t know whew the Lady’. Garden Uttorouden. good.
“! ffXdlta. achoolgirl. . ^y’»S.'Ut 1o°ked °Ut 0T" “•Haven’t you wen me walking than P’ Graritatar  ̂£^g»e «»«Л«

•Bat come, wo will let that knotty point b*g д, one ^dow did whew 'No. I can’t aay I haw.’ . ?oriog the mtting. thnt lotiawod^h^ trow
he. Ian’t it a perfect day P aid he. he e„,”0n”d himaeti with hi» awl. ‘How funny !’ arid I, like the wriat bweay, yet inteaely hot, ÿ1»™» ;л .

To thia I roawowd ‘Та.1 wondering h Вц1°Ьв „„„ looked my way when I child, rod yet with aomething oi the pique monung.j-aU ^l^ rod hah, rod^^iet 
who snd whst be wss. . . I roimed there smong the sweet tangle of of s girl st seeing I wss of so smell account in the old shady gsueij, dovestho

•Now, could you toll me who» в that flow)” 1 had ooaxod the to him, that he bad failed to aw me when I alone, J“t«“ng *• 0^ tlm hoam!
mroaion, hidden iwsy among the twee gerdener t0 let it become—uehwaya fee- prosed under hu very now, a Jeane cry ol the сиЛоо, . ’ ■ ^m

« îr їг." і "whSaiat6,: h. MM,wreneiy ro- mCrjZLrZZ
^fegpdt8 'Wer “,U  ̂ ^*htr-ita ЇІЇш"1 80,1,7 °‘ ; lor year»alter-‘^^b^jngha^to

-гтгу’^Ьл^г^., j.h"e “• SSSSSSs?--*’"•It* the deawat, the grrodat old ptow ., ^o^/him too aadly of my awat, ‘Tea, do; and I promue to bernow oh •"ll'^^ii.fhawhen^eame
in all the world to me,’ aid I, toaeiro off grandmotha. aervant anotha tune,1 ho pleaded. _ My gwndtother, wnro no earn
my hst in my girlish enthusissm, end let- 7 0ften rat w the steps lending 'Why. it’s down there,’ ssid I, pointing newspsp» to wiA ns,
ting the wind top with my hur. down from my own suite ot pretty rooms, below st the dripping bower of beenty, пШ sws;end I talked

Mat ao. You itay-at-home в”*ІмЬ ,hriig and playing the gmtor that had looking »o desolate and duoonaotote under дd ,nak it wa ot
people low your homes, a we wanderers Krândmother’s domg this and that the downpour of ram. ’But I don’t want of tittle, ““ S*?f i.„
never ото.’ ariSSST- a^roiday. rod you to peep alter me tike . oat after a poetry ni^aL ..wr^^aword, «tbW;.

I fancied a aigti followed hia wad». dresmine dream» never likely to become томе.1 1 wondered at grro vmg
•Are you a winderer P’ I aaked, eyeing "“mul* <ue,m' “ 7 -You aurely don’t auppoao we’re to he I u. ro much alone ; but then, he fancied me

him ova, rod replacing my hnt. | Our roat-il I mtoht eUl himro-dinml | no.betta WrodjUhro .at rod д «eu». I »«• whioh д,

•Oh, I don’t know !' returned I aohly. oeoarionally did ц Ца р1мо, .Ье пеуа w- 
He fflsnced st me so auissicslly thst 11 csted hw post, but est prossicsllp Dotting “«ЇМ in my the Oliok^liok of ha nrodla ringing out
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І •u with hi»Very handaome, atom, rod unbending 
wae the men of the Maraden family. 

Bauty rod a much roll will a they 
wae the inheritance of ita

1 1.1 J :
dared to ae 
feminine portion. .

Unfortunate in love, too, were their hip- 
lui woman-kind, as a quaint old couplet, 
cut in the atone achway owr the doer 
leading into the Udy'a Garden, tatifiod :

•When their hearts s-mstil* ro#
Sup the Msrsden meideei woe?

Very unhappy had many of their ms tings 
been, according to the old family говій, 
looked sway in the library ; my grrodtotha 
hsd told me sersps of these hslf legendsiy 
stories «

One Msrsden msiden hsd climbed the 
wall of the Lsdy’s Gsrden, on the eve of 
her msrrisge to s bridegroom not of her 
own choice, snd ended both love snd life 
in the dirk wsters of the most on the other 
side.

pretty mske-beliei of embroidery, snd I yoi 
dreaming dreams never likely to become I mo

2Ü-W »... M. «ÿ -в I

“■ alA“S.‘Æïa ^E5L._.
Ho tojd mo tale» of the oorotnea he had j littjng u d,murely at the had of the table

an honour accorded mo at the advent of

4
:k

a tourist’s knapsack, 
and I, like the guilelea child I wa, 
my roat near him.

I knew no better, and soon we were 
deep in conwration.

> --
on. and a:

. little white robod mad». |«^'"-ymaicmater. I ^Æ'.^tooka, WV

prosed through. . 4 .. I iTbonror'accorded mo at the advoat of I Catainly it. waa not tike that we mot a I romebma *

”5rr^r.,.l5S«,bS ь. ^2 —"■™b* * " «T-kü’ysfL-
«aid; and had «оте to England for the 7^ that, for you’re toat growing But whnt I enjoyed moat wa to go.rn Ї1"“,™7І?і_7іД ^гТготвйтм
firat time, to try rod bury grief fro hi. , eu her the hah of the golden afternoon, when the •Trnnaformed w.tii wrot r і ютвотм
Isther’s desth in h»d work. І ^авД not many dsy stt»wsrds, ту I old boose—at lesst, up there—sMmed questioned, blwbing o ,

Now, did I know anyone who we?*¥ grandfather, much to my astonishment, asleep, sad sit in the quaint old osrved it in the sbeenoe of
their portrmta taken, or pictures retonched, I me turn up my heir, ‘For you’re I chair, always empty end waiting for me> ïï,B*U0.îut л* °°' *
or of anything else to bring him in an ata_D. ladyhood,1 arid he like a girl in вето old-world romance, Mr. Maitland. .
honest penny. ••end^wll, I wish it.1 and wetoh thie clewr-hroded friend ol "Child, you little groa for whom thepi>

•You see, artists mat live, rod tome ь«л Кмл et I mine. I ture is intended, said my grandfather, oneiin’twon in «day, any more Вам tan | ^"^îdï ttoTwry I Friend 11 ««a knew what he wa to | day, whaa we had botbK^ to taka a
tod.“',йГ^.те^Ьго; I -0toW. . iMrI SiiiS" “ 00 ae•,80Bl,,,І,• “ “7 I "fc ^d'had giw. him Belt a fall-

the cobbler—to make it mypride the beat сгоаенПЬе widapiotore gatiery to whore “””8^ h|( thst u ш brought s holiday, and ao wa abroad aketohmg. 
of artiata to be, or one ot the beat, one he at, brush in a . ^ a giow, , something new rod a»- ‘For whom can it be, but la you,
of thea daye; but there* no roynl плі L clearing on^ol the quaint aedingly ewat, into eoy life—that I had grandfather, to hrog m the gallery f I
to anything worth doing ; it mat be .. h ■’ <or me"w ,it I turned up my hair, or Jeane bad for me, wonderingly roptied.
drudge, drudge, drudge, wait, wsit, wait, 5 «8*)J®r7 I without regret, and wa a child no longer. ‘No, dear; not for me. I havo tim
and ao he talked on. .nU w„„ eIDMt me to come before P1 I Well, it wa s tool* abort-lived golden original,’ rod he «treked my head. But

I told him I believed my grandfather Did «pect me to come beiora j SBnned шу„ц in, but it wa in- if, a rooret, to be told rome day to my
had some pictures in the gallery he; wrote J aked with atong . expradbly sweet while it tolled ; for ere dating—a aweet rooret to mat maiden»
retouched and cleaned, rod thst I would Ya. oouree Id. Maitland found his way round to the hearts.
™Tben weperîèi, end І, И 1 dWMldid "PtTlî w. WB.U” ”• *1“ wHTonUM» iwwM. tiwi Ito w.

ПЯтг-.і. wBM04.ro вжежл ;ïfir?SS^5Src,'?1'
Stepped ont ol some old-world romance. withyon. ,, and talked ot the lota, joya rod hope», Sorely, aurely—and a prog «hot through

I to have been talking to n ral artist 1 Afwnyi whnt, ШМ Let mayhap never ratiaed, of the many young my very being a the thought onmo—cure-
—more, I held hie card in my hand. Her- [Due‘loro. gestinv till—1 maidens who had dreamt rod wandered i, it wu not to be given, thie picture W
bert Msitlsnd wa the neme upon it, rod * deatmy tiu д the flowery tangle, jat a wo ourielvrs Mr. Maitiend, to remind him of the maid-
by that rame I mentioned bim to'my Be paused. were doing—whose very existence bed ш he hid roeo, loved, rod lost r

сшгігеп. ііїгВл апай sïf -Æe jssiSfiFffffi’sï

•Graidiether,’ I «aid, ‘I met a Mr. I 4|dam и.'^e, ,.,®*,, * up to my suite of rooma, rod I played m> noticing it.
Msitlrod, an artiet, out on the downs this ohnto eaUed human guitar rod sang ... , ‘No; but tall me, grandfatha, whoro
alternoon, and he gave mo_ hia card, rod 1 Oh. . . Sontotima tie took it from me, and д# piotur* to» ho, if it to not for you Г
asked, did yon went any pictures otosned And romohow, my awakening womro- pgored such main MI had naa dreamt j цМіе dsughter of Eva, bide your
rod attended to, and would I amotion him hood brought s bln* to my cheeks. Д_he and I ringing together. дв, ud ,ou shell know.1

. ta yen f See, bare to his card.1 At thia ha bit hialiprodor hm mouatrobe ^ wu ehen lilies were blooming 1 ”, ш7ьіа finger, on toÿ lipa—thao
•Lottie. I think yon are almoet to old to | to hide n cmde, and I Wahid doepe. «till. | jn tbe garden below, the air wa havy | ( d, earasing fingers, whioh were aliéna

•veine eo you imnnsve I with their perfume. I smoothing even the rufflid rose-lava >
ot my time P1 qaatiooad ho. Ah, mtl how it all ooma back to mo—

•Oh! yea; even mort, if mat can be, tb, -0idM1 hot, hahlol afterneone,. ao ,Ah Mr Maitland П «aid toy grand-

, cuæes-ш.

-makrf. I •Little Lottie,1 aid my grthdtttbar, to Kay, rir.doh* atone np on the atilt.
•YaTlhe Mandons are considered to be I the addat of tbnto hnleyae da^wben 11 (Oontman on tinofa Pkf»)

^idZiUmfl7’’ IteMhi-Mi,Iw"e

3F,dttok; - "«tofeïiœ
•Oh ya, ro all like ого own way Г I to put everything aba ariAo rod to begin

•/

і

that wa

1 Well, love wa nothing to me be but a 
name, ft mysterious something thst might 
never come to me.

For, ts yet, as I chanted in childish care­
lessness, sitting up emong the bluebells, 
wild thyme, and the like—щ ••Love Ьм pused me by, ho-hol 

Love hu pmed me by
•Why, tittle lady, that1» a mournful 

ditty !’ arid a voice near me, which made 
me atari to my loot rod atop upon my 
trailing gown.

My bat I had toned off.
This I replaced, and atood demurely ihy 

blushing rod contused a any little milk

And no wonder, for I had been ihot up 
with matera, governeiaea and Jane, never 
going from, home my grandfather seeing 
no one—save a lew «laid neighbors, who 
cume to a state c inner or two in the course 
of the year—since the tragic death of my 
two uncle»—one killed in the hunting field 
rod carried home deed, the flush ol veuth 
not gone from hie cheeks, a I had heard 
jeane tay ; the elder drowned, ns wa «op­
posed, after » quarrel with his father tor 
wilfully marrying the Indv of hi» choice 
inetad of one of hie father's choosing.

My grandfather aged fat after thin meet 
unhappy paling away of my Uncle Lionel, 
rod eôon after followed the droth of my 
grandmother. .. . .

Theae two eons were by hia firat mar- 
riage—a boy rod girl match thia mat have 
been, атуі, it might be, not the heart to 
bout, soul to soul union of more mature

'
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^Tbelieve there had been aomething took 
jug in their two liva.

Then dath came rod arodered them, 
and soon my pretty biro eyed grand­
mother, n golden haired apnto, danced 
about the Hermitage for a yea or ro—a 
sunbeam, here rod gone, leering my 
father, a poor little waiting reminder of 
what hsd bean.

Ha dath wa a great Mow to my grand­
father, following that of my Uncle Lionel, 
who railed away to an Ш-toted (hip which 
never reached its destination, with hia 
ly wedded bride. Who. poor thing Iwa the 
eroro of the rapture never to be bridged
"'мга**Hrot,6^6 Sros«keeper, had told

“^nSt^rs
wreck, lookiag inat tJMtihrary wtodow. a 
poor drenched, white faced outsider.

tod. . .mile, «afklatodde^tilb „ b.,.w, the rik wa hal? '^‘„gfi^r,”
•Come do you think I’ve made good ua | #jft „Д perfume. back to mo- I •™“thiM thTruffl)
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Rrs°n*ffns
I вії husr over.

’ ‘There are some beaotiipl hw ban,1 he
Doctors réeommend them for BlHous-

:h Liver rod Bowel Complotais. They
elsenso the blood of oil Imparities. 
KUd In tholr octlon. Of (root boneflt

■And tumors

ë^âjasaab; £ÜS
to dellpote women. One pUl te e dose.
Thirty pills 1» s bottle eneloeed In 
wood—26 oente ; Six bottlee, «1ДЮ. Bold 
every whoro1 or «ont poet-peid.
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