it

PROGRESS, SATURDA Y, FEBRUARY 3, 1900,

CONTINUED FROM TENTH PAGE.
my bappiness to-day? he asked, pre-
gently. Obh, what tun it will be to see
their taces !

He lavghed.

‘Fun !" vchoed Fola, brought back to the

esent. Ob ! bow angry they will be. No,

o not say a word yet. [ must thiok, [
must breathe; and there is something I
must tell you betore anything is settled.

“There is something I ought to tell you.
I ought to have told you it before, but I
pever dreamed of this. It will probably
make a great diffsrence in your wishes.’

‘Will it make me wish to marry you esr-
lier P’

‘Please don’t joke ’

He saw that she was deeperately in earn-
est, and he ceased to smile.

“Tell me everytbing, anything, my own,’
he #aid ; snd he stood quietly before her,
listening.

Eola clasped ber bands, and the sweet
face grew very pale.

‘I told you « story when I said I was
ola Caxton. I am called so, but in re
¢Jity I am no relation of theirs at all. They

are not my mother and sisters.’

‘What splendid news ! he cried. ‘The
only drawback one could conceive was the
link with these vulgar people.’

‘I have no relations, not one in the wide
world,’ Eola faltered, sorrowfully.

‘Better and better. My wife will be all
my own. I could not have imagined any
thing mcre in accordance with my | felong
wishes.

#But understand’—piteously—‘I am no-

‘%udy. Ibave no name even. Iam & waif

/and stray. Mr. Caxton took me in out of
charity—he found me in tbe North of Can-
ada. I bad been stolen, and then deserted.
by a tribe of Indians, and should have

~ starved if he bad not t ken pity upon me,

and brought me home. It was very good
of them to fced and clothe me all these
éear!. and I had no idea I was not Mrs.
axton’s own daughter until a few weeks
ago when she told me the truth, as she ssid
I was old enough now to know, and ought
to try and make some return for the charity
I had so long received. She said’—the
fair, refined tace colored hotly—*‘l was low
born, not even her equal in rank, and,
therefore, surely I am not yours.’

‘You will let me have my own opinion
upon thst point,’ said the lover, decidedly.

He looked at the thuroughbred figure,
the stag like head, the refined face, the
starry eyes, tbe tiny, delicate bands.

‘Is this the worst you have to tell me,
sweetheart ?'— then he smiled down very
tenderly. ‘I can only say that you look
more like a princess than a Caxton, but
that—princess, Cex'on, or beggar-maid—
you are the only woman tbis world holds
for me ,You are my dear, dear love, my
heart’s desire, my pearl among women,
my wife or I will have none, whatever your
parents might have been, whatever your

.rank. As my wite, you will be”—then he

broke off and kissed laughing. ‘Why, you
don’t know who I am yet, little one; nor
how low, according to the C.xton code, I
may be in social grade

““I hope you are a little low,” smiled
Eola, very brnghtly. ‘I shall feel so much
more at home with you then; but perhaps
it might be as well now”—demurely—‘‘as
things have : ons so far, that [ should know
your name.”

She looked up with laughing eyes, and
her lover kissed them.

“Your own same that shall be soon.
Wait awhile, little one, you will hear it in
good time, but just now it 1s so delightful
to feel that you give me entire trust. You
don’t tear poverty, Eola P

She laughed out right merrily.

‘Why, when bave I known snything
else ? [ thiok. if you were rich, I should
be a little airaid, because you might re-
quire so much more of me, you know. I[f
yon were Lord Bellevue, tor instance ’

She laughed again, such sweet, clear
music.

‘What puts Bellevue into your head,
sweetheart P’

“Blanche. I believe that will be a
match.’

‘Fortune forfend ! Poor Bellevue !’

‘He was dining here last night.’

‘For a reason.’

*They are lunchicg st Highfields teday.’

‘Bellenue isn’c there.’

‘Ob ! how disappointed they will be.
And you think he won't have Blanche ?’

‘I know for a fact; he is going to marry
someone else.’

CHAPTER VI.
‘MY CHILD "

They came home with dissapointment
written upon their faces.

The luncheon at Highfields bad not
been all their tancy had painted it.
« Lord Bellevue had r.ot neen visible, and
Lord Dartrey hai beea stiff and diffi:ult.

He bad stiffened 1» mancer ocirectly he
saw two daughters instead of three, and
bad so piainly inferred that the invitation
had been given for Eols’s sake, that Mrs.
Caxton, with a burst of diplomatic in-
spiration—ashe had such at fimes—~ bad re-
quested a tew minut:s private conversat
ion with bis lordship, and had there and
then told him of Eola’s true status—told
him she was no scion of the nohle house of
Cax'on—only a waif grafted in by charity.

‘And [ think, my lord, it is not right
por just to the girl herself, that she should
be litted higher oeut of her proper sphere
or have her head turned by impossiole
visions. Theretore, I try to train her s
much as possible to be useful and bumble.
She has been a great expense to us. My
dear husband ought not to bave burdened
me thus, but he was too churitable to all.
I consider that, now she can in some way
repay me. 1 ought to expect her to do it.’

Lord D rtrey seemed deep'y impressed.

‘I knew your husband, Mrs Caxton,’ he
said, abropily ‘I wa: not however
aware he was the same Caxton until to
d‘y.’ .
‘1 have heard him speak of your lord-
ship otten.’ said Mrs. Caxton, tulsomely.

‘Indeed I

Then. in an abrupt and autborative
way, which compelled more from Mrs.

Caxton’s lips than she had intended to say
his lordship asked many questions about
the finding ot the child. the tribe cf In-
dians, prt of Canada in which Mr. Cax
ton had done this charitsble deed, the date
when it had happ ned, &:.

And then he left her even more abrupt-
ly. saying—

‘Excuss me for five minutes, plense.’

And it was a full hour belore he re-
appeared.

Altogether, the luncheon at Highﬁel?a
was not as the Cax'ons bad expected it fo
be, and Blanche and Julia snapped at each
other for the remainder of the day, while
Mrs Caxton snubbed Eola.

But good humor wae restored, for the
very pext day there came an invitation to
a dence at Higtfields.

‘Just a few ftriends and a little carpet
dance,’ wrote Lord Dartrey in the kindest
manner, ‘and I psarticularly request that
Migs Eola may accompany her sisters.’

Well, that was bad taste on his lord
ship’s part.

But it could not be helped, and. when
Mrs. Caxton found that none of their
world of Stretton was invited ssve them-
selves, she gave herself great airs, and
thought it sater not to risk displeasing
Lord Dartrey again.

Eola must be allowed to go.

The girl trod on air.

She bad a letter—her first love letter—
in her pocket from her beloved, who was
now in London, but wko promised to be at
the dance at Highfields, to meet her there,
and to publicly proclaim their betrothal.

Eola’s happy beart beat so fast that she
could scarcely sew the white muslin which
was to make her dancing frock.

‘Quite enough for a girl not out,’ said
Mrs. Caxton. ‘Julia and Blanche must
have new satin gowns. White satin, with
trimmings of old rose velvet.’

‘What a fright you bave made of your
selt I’ said Blanche to Eola, looking the
girl over when she cama down dressed.
*Whatever possessed you to make your
trock in such a ridiculous fashion ? You
will be the laughing stock of the party.
But it does not matter, of course. You
won’t be noticed much ’

‘No,’ said Eola, quietly.

She bad had betore her eyes, as she
sewed her frock that lovely picture at
Highfields, and unconsciously her muslin
bad taken shape trom the silken gown of
the portrait.

No style could have suited Eola better
—the simple muslin, that reaching to the
ground the short boaice,cut low round the
iair white throat, and with sleeves puffed
high above the delicious dimpled arms.

She was the image of the picture; she
saw it herself, saw it and wandered, and
her heart beat tumultuously.

Round her throat was a black velvet
riband, and threaded on it & heart of pink
coral, which she bad worn when Mr Cax-
ton tound her.

It was a worthless ornament, or Mrs
Caxton would not have allowed the waif to
retain it.

Lord Dartrey, stately courteous, receiv-
ed his guests.

Whten his eyes fell on Eola he started,
and she glancing up, ssw on his face a
look which thrilled ber.

Holding her hand for a moment he said,
in & voice reaching her esrs alone, ‘My
child " and a wave of emotion swept the
tsir, sensitive face the azure eyes were wet
as they passed into the ball-room.

It was a hlithe dance, but it lacked per-
tection for Eola for he bad not come yet,

Her forget me-not eyes watched the door
eaco moment more longingly, but eupper-
time came and he had not appeared.

The sweet ace shadowed.

Lord Dartrey took Mrs. Caxton fnto
supper, and the lady’s pride awelled high.

Her face was as crimson as ber velvet
gown, but at the door of the dining-room
his lordship turned off down a passage.

E»la knew whether it led.’

*Will you all tollow me please?’ [ will
pot detain you long,’ ha said, with his
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WEAK, FAIN ¢ FEELINGS
S.rious Conditions that Milburn's
Heart and Nerve Fills can
Readily Cure.

One of the indications of serions heart
‘rouble is the scusation of weakness o1

vintaess that colnes on at times.

Sometimes it is simply a dizzy feeling
1at passes off, or it may be a state of un-

onseiousness with hands and feet cold
and countenance
ghastly pale.

These symp -
toms indicate a
weakened heart.

4 They are unmis-
"2 takable evidences
of the engine of
' life breaking

down.

Now there’s
only one reliable

medy for restoring strength and vitality

o weakened hearts and relieving all the

stressing symptoms. It is Milburn’s
Jeart and Nerve Pills.

The case of Mrs. A. Stratton, F'rederic-
ton, N.B., amply proves this. Here is
her statement:

““I suffered very much from an i1m-
poverished condition of the blood, coupled
with extreme nervousness. A dizzy sen-
sation on arising quickly or eoming down
stairs, often troubled me, and my breath
was 80 short that I could not walk up
stairs, The least exertion caused my
heart to flutter and palipitate violently,
and I sometimes felt a smothering sen-
sation on going to sleep.

I doectored back and forth for my weak-
ness, but I got no relief from any medicine
until I tried Milburn’s Heart and Nerve
Pills, and I can say that they helped me
wonderfully. Sometimes my face and
arms would swell and puff, but all these
troubles speedily yielded to the restoring
influences of Milburn’s Heart and Nerve
Pills, and I am now strong and well. I
did not use them long until I regained the
blessing of healthful, refreshing sleep and
it will always be a pleasure to me to
recommend them to others.”’

courteous grace, and one and all trooped
after bim, wondering.

They entered the o:k pannelled room,
and there, betwren two beautitul silver
lamps the lovely portrait huog.

Uoconsciously Eols pressed torward,
and as she did so, Lord Dartrev took ber
band and led her immediately beneath the
portrait, while all stood silent.

‘Let down your hair dear child,’ he siid,
and the girl looked up wonderingly, then
obeyed.

She let the heavy coil ot golden bhair
fall ip a rippling mases over her white
shoulders, snd then—the resemblance was
complete.

The lovely pi tured face above, the
lovely living face below, wcres the same.

In the deathlike stillness which tollowed,
while Eola paled and trembled,Lord Dart-
rey spoke quite quietly.

‘You can ail see for yourselves the truth
of what I say. This is my daughter—The
Lady Eola Owen. That is the portrait vt
my beioved wife ; her name was Eola alro.
Besr with me for a few minutes, and I will
tell my story. I married secretly lorg be-
fore I became Earl of Dartrey. We lived
in Canada—my wife, my child, and I A
man named Caxton was employed by me,
dismissed for dishonesty, and be vowed re-
venge.

‘I was summoned from home suddenly,
and when I returned, I found the Indians
bad made a reid upon my house, incited
thereto in part by this man Caxton." They
hai burned my dwelling ; they had killed
my wife and child—or so I thought. My
wife’s body I found, but the little Eola’s
was supposed to have been consumed by
the fire. I never dreamed otherwise until
I met my child by accident the other day,
and her face and her voice—the exact voice
of my darling wife—told me her identity.

‘Since then I have employed detectives

| to trace all, and by their researches [ have

learned the truth. I have, today, received
telegrams which put it beyond a doubt that
my child was carried off by the [ndians,
alive, and was rescued by Caxton. He
knew perfectly her identity, but he gave
me no comfort in my agony of bereave-
meat ; firstly desiring to have his revenge,
and secondly meaning, when I succeeded
to wealth and title, to extort a beavy price

. for Eola’s restoration. He died suddenly,

ere his plane were ripe, and 1 believe that
he never told his secret to his wite. She
thought that the child be brought home was
a waif unknown. This alone, without other
proof, would satisfy me.’

Witk gentle touch he took the coral
heart from Eola’s neck, and, opening it in
a way none even knew it could open, dis-
closed a pic ure of himself.

‘My wile took a fancy for this little or-
nament in one of the shops, and inssted
upon buying it, and putting my portrait
insiae ; she afterwards gaveit to little Eola
to wear.’

Then he turned to the wondering, quiv-
ering. sobbing girl.

‘My dsughter—my child " he said, in
tones ot the deepest terderness, ‘will you
come to your tather, and bless his declin-
ing years?

And as Eola threw h:rsaif into his arms,
there was scarce a dry eye in the room.

Oouly the tears ot Mrs. Caxton and her
daughters were tears, not of sympathy, but
of jesloutly and wrath.

‘It Lora Bellevue sees her as Lady Eols!
Blanche wailed to hersell, as they all went
in to the deferred supper, Eola clingiog to
her father’s arm and the loveliness of the
picture was apparentjeven to the green
eyes ot jealously.

The stately distinguished man, from
whom all sge and sacness seemed to have
fallen, and the young and beautiful girl,
with her hair still streaming, like a wveil
over ber simple white frock, and her ten-
der eyes upturned.

As Miss Caxton spoke, she turned and
saw Lord Bellevue, his eyes |fixed upon
Eola. and his gaze tull of passionate ad-
miration.

Forthwith she intercepted him.

‘Ob, dear Lord Bellevue, you are just
too late for the most affecting scene! Our
dear little sister Eola, our pet youngest
sister— you don’t know her, [ thick—bas
been taken from us. I don’t know what
mamma and we shall do.’

She clasped her large, white gloved
hands sffectedly, and looked, with bold
eyes, into his lordship’s face.

‘She has turned iirto—only, I think it
must be a mistake, and we shall fiod it out
presently —into Lord Dartrey’s caughter,
Lsdy Eola Owen. it is wonderful. I feel
quite———'

Lord Bell: vue cut short ber feelinge.

‘I must go and offer my congratulations
to Dartrey,’ be eaid. ‘This is gocd news
indeed, Miss C.xton’

‘Not for us,’ she cried, trying to detain
him. ‘M:mma and we shall miss the dear
child so terribly.’

*No doubt you will miss her,’ he respond-
ed dryly. ‘era Miss Caxton I must con-
dole with vou

But he lett her 1l the same ; only, he did
vot go «traigh’ to E la.

She was surrounded by new friends, and
he waited his opportumity, then touched
her arw, and drew her into & little empty
boudoir.

Lady E la came willingly, ber sweet
fac radiant.

‘Now my happ ners is complete,” she
said, clarpivg ber honds on bhis arm
*Have you hrard the wonderful, the glor
ous news ?’

‘It mr+y not be glorious for me .’ be ssid,
looking grave. ‘You are now a great lady,
snd it is bkely, it is probable, tiat you
will now wisb to marry some great man.
You will not throw yourselt away upona
pohody—upon me.’

She stopped him with sweet rippling
laughter.

She was now so bold that ehe put up
ber tace to be kissed, and returned his
caress warmly, and then she became quite
grave, and said, looking into his face with
ber starry eyes—

‘Do you really tbhink tbis? Do you
really think thus of me P It so, I wonder
that you ever thought of making me your
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wite.” A delicious blush there; KEola's
blushes were the most enchanting things.
‘Do you think that rank or title count to
me before love P And do you think that I
love today and forget tomorrow ? You
don’t think it really, I see it in your face;
but it is most unkind of you to dare to hiat
at such things.” And then, soiter, lower,
sweeter : ‘Dear love, I have given you my
heart |  Nothing, nothing that this world
could offer could make it possible for me
to take it back’

*But your father, Lady Eola?’ he sad,
quietly.

‘Let us go and aek his consent at once,’
she cried, impuleively, linking her hand in
his arm. ‘'My father can’t object to you
when he sees ; but I shall tell him’— with a
very resolute look coming on her pretty
face—‘that even if you are a crossing-
sweeper, you must be my husband, be-
cause [ love you, Ilove you and none
other.’

‘Would you Five up this new inheritance
your title and luxury, and share poverty
and obscurity with me ?’

He held her face in his hands as he ask-
ed the question, and Eola replied, without
an instant’s hesitation—

‘I would.’

He kissed her very tenderly, then al-
most solemnly.

‘My pearl among women !” he murmur-
ed, and then he led her out towards Lord
Dartrey.

There were many people all about,
talking and wondering; Blanche Caxton
was there and she turned pale when she
saw who Eola’s companion was, and how
he looked in the lovely face and held both
the girl's hands.

Very quietly Bellevue went up to Lord
Dartrey, and, still holding Eola in a pos-
sessive clasp—a possession from which
there could be no appeal—he said, clearly
for all to hear—

‘It is hard Dartrey, that you should find
your child only to lose her; but Eola has
promised to marry me.’

‘Lord Bellevue !' shriecked Blanche, dis-
tracted, ‘Eola marry you ?’

‘l have her promise, and [ ask her fath-
er to give his consenr. I am sorry, selfish-
ly sorry, that she has turned out to be of
higher rank than myself, because I would
have counted it the most glorious privilege
to have given her all I had to bestow.
But I cannet let ber off from her promise
whoever she may be.

Then Eola interrupted, her sweet voice
broken by tears —

‘Oh! what does birth, or rank, or wealth
signify in comparison with love? It is
love 1 have always craved for, love I value
to-dsy more than all.’

‘Father, dear, dear father, you are not
engry with me, are you? You will give
your consent, won't you P’

No one could resist that upturned face.

Loord Dartrey bent and kissed it.

‘My child, my little one I"—his voice
shook—‘my child with her mother’s face!
—how could I refuse you anything?
Then, turniog to Lord Bellevue, be said,
with a flickering smile : ‘It is hard on me to
hard on me to have another putting in
claim to my just-recovered treasure; buf,
it [ muest give it up, [ would rather to you,
Bellevue, than to any other living man.’
Then, raising his voice for his guests to
hear: ‘Lord Bellevue is an old and tried
friend, a man of honor and integrity; my
darling will be sate in his keeping, and |
giwve her to him willingly.’

He put Eola’s bands into those of her
lover, and there was a moment’s hush.

Lord Darirey broke it with grave and (
tremulous accents—

‘For the rest, I can only offer humble
and hesrtfeit tbhanks to mercitul Heaven
for the blessings vouchsated to me to-day.
My grati‘ude i+, indeed, too deep for poor
words to express !

And Eola spoke unconsciously aloud,
with a little catch in her breath—

‘Oh! what can | say, what can I do. to
sbow and prove my gratitude ?’

Here Mis. Caxton, with ill advised ful-
someness, came forward.

‘My lord, [ am sure I am entirely over
whelmed and taken by surprise. [ beg
you to believe that I never had an idea, or
a thought, of this wonderful thing. My
busbhstd never told me.’

‘Li t us hope that 1t is so.’

His lordship cut her short with the cold-
ness and sharpness of a steel knife.

‘You bhave complained o! your heavy bur-
den, madam. You sball instantly be re-
lieved of 1it. I capnot let my new found
treasure out of my sight, more esprcra:ly it
I am decomed to relinquish her too soon.’
He emiled upon the lovers *‘You will
oblige me, madam, by forwardiog to me an
account for every penny that my child has
cost you, and it shall be repud to you—
with interest And now let our ball coa-
tivue ’

He turned courteously to his guests.

‘So I know your name at last,” Eola said
archly, to her sweetheart. ‘I must say I
em glad now that Lord Bellevue did not
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carry out my wishes, and fall in love with

Blanche.’

‘After seeing you ?’ said Ballevue and he
gazed at her adoringly.

‘I am glad I did not guess it before.
Had I thought you a noble peer, I should
have been terrified.

‘And now, sweetheart P’

‘Oh, now I have got used to you!' she
demurely.

* - - » .

They are scarcely separated at all, the
father and daughter, for Lord and Lady
Bellevue spend much time at Highfields,
and Lord Dartrey pays long visits to his
married daughter.

Eola bas not yet satisfied her own mind
as to how she can show her gratitude, but
countless poor speak of her generous kind-
ness, and she is ever at work to find out
and to relieve her feilow creatures in sor-
row or in poverty.

‘I cannot do enough for others—I, to
whom so much has been given,’ she says,
when they tell her she works too hard.

The Caxtons are always longing to see
more of their ‘dearest Eo{a,’ Lady Bellevue.

‘She was so thoroughly one of ourselves,’
says Blanche, ‘such & dear, real sister; it is
bard to be separate !, you know.’

A CONTRACTOR WRECKED.

Constitution Undermiced by Nervous Com-
plications—South American Nervine
Worked a Complete Cure,

Nervous prostration and liver complica-
tions so afflicted J. W. Dinwoody, contrac-
tor, Campbellford, that physically he was
almost a total wreck. His druggist recom
mended South American Nervine. A tew
doses gave him great relief, induced sound
sleep, and a few bottles built him up and
cured him so that to-day he is as strong and
bearty as ever. Sold by E. C Brown.

Offlcers’ Difficulties.

An inexperienced military officer is sure
to encounter great difficulties in the pract-
ical management of soldiers in the fiald.
An Eoglish journal reprasents a scene at a
general inspection of a volunteer battlion,
in which Lieutenant Tompkins —an excel-
lent fellow but a poor soldier—is called
out to show the general and the British
public what he knows. Siys the gen-
eral :

‘Now, sir, you bave the battalion in
quarter column, facing south. How would
you get it into line in the quickest pos-
sible way, facing north-3ast P’

‘Well, sir,’ says Lieutenant Tompkins,
after truitlesa considerstion, ‘do vou know
that’s what I've always wondered !

This officer’s ingenuity was not equal to
that ot Abraham Lincoln, when he was a
captain of Illinois volunt ers in ths Black-
hawk War. Mr. Norman Hapgood, in
bis ‘Life of Lincoln,” relates tbat during
this campaign Lincoln once has his com-
pany marching in a column twenty men
wide, when he was suddenly contronted
with a high fence with an open gate,
tbrough which only one man coul{ pass at
a time. He bad noidea of the proper
wav to get his men into single file, so he
balted the comp iny and saii:

‘Tois company 1s dismissed. But it will
come together immediately after getting
through tbat gate !

A CARD.

We, the undersigned, do h:reby ag-ee
to retund the money on a tweat fiv: ceat
bottle of Dr. Wilhis’ Eagiish Pully, if, atter
using three-tourths of contents of bottle,
they do not reli-ve Constipstions and Head.
ache. We also warrant that tour bottles
will permanen'ly cure the most obatinate
case of Constipation. Saristaction or no
pay when Willis's Eoglish Plls are used.
A. Chipman Smith & Co., D uggist,
Charlotte S+., St. John. N B.

W. Hawker & Son, |Druggist, 104 Prince
Wiiliam St., St. Jotun, N. B

Chas. McGregor. Druggist 137 Charlotte
St., St. Jobn, N. B.

W. C. R. Allan, Druggist, Caarlotte St.,
St. John, N. B.

E. J. Mabony, Druggist, Min St., St.
John, N B.

G. W. Hobeo, Chemist. 357 Main St., St.
JObn. N B

R. B. Travis, Chemist, St. John, N. B.

S Watters, Déuggiet, St. Jobhn, Waest,
AN . .

Wm. C. Wilson, Druggist, Cor Union &
Rodney Sts., &. John, N. B.

C P. Clarke, Dmﬁgiat, 100 King St., St.

«

John,

S H. Hawker, Druogist, Mfl S¢.. St.
John, N. B.

N. B Saith, Dcugzeisr, 24 Dock St., St.
Jobhn, N. B.

G. A. Moore, Chemist, [09 Brussels, St.,
St. John, N B.

C. Fasirweather. Druggist, 109 Uaion St.,
St. John, N. B.

Hastings & Pinee, Druggists, 63 Charlotte
St., St. John, N. B.
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