
| 
EE a 

PROGRESS, SATURDAY DECEMBE * 7 1901 
— 

A 

KITTY'S PUNISHMENT, 
IN TWO INSTALMENT—PART I. 

CHAPTER IL. 

The morning was a gloriou
s one, all sun 

and brecz). and Kitty Woo
d, as she stood 

on the steps of Port Lodge. a
 gey boarding 

bouse at Tor Bay, and looked up and 

down the street, thought the little white 

town smiled back at ber and i
nvited her to 

investigate it 

She was a new visitor to the p
lace. 

Last night her aunt, Mrs Mapleson, a 

good, simple-minded, easy-going matron, 

bad brought the girl here for a change 

of air—for a change altogether, 1t 

might be added, for Kitty bad 

never been in a boarding bouse before, 

never left home alone, neve
r even seen the 

sea. 

It was a delightful experience to
 the un- 

sophisticated little maiden of sev
enteen, to 

be, as it were, entering the world — her 

home life, with an elderly unc
le and aunt 

at Primrose Farm, affording her few 

chances of gsiety, or any but the most 

bumdrum of epjoyments. 

She was therefore, on this June m
orn” 

ing, brimming with health and spirits
. 

Her pretty feet, shod ill country made 

shoes, longed to dance upon the stone 

steps. 

Her blue eyes shone with anticipation, 

and some of her fellow boarders,
 watching 

her from the windows of ths houss,
 smiled 

at the transparent pleasure upon ber co
unt- 

enance. 

“There's that little country girl who c
ame 

last night,’one said to another. *V
ery pretty 

isn't she ? Such an uncommon shsde of 

hair ! and not a bad figure, either if she 

were dressed a little more ala mod
e. 

« Not at all bad ; but I preter a simple 

holland frock. like that, myself. Though 

sha and her aunt seem a very unpre
tentious 

pair, [ heard the aunt mentioning to Mis. 

Polind that she would be quite an
 heiress 

som> day— the neice, I maan—as she lives 

with another aunt and uncle, who a
re very 

well off, at a farm in Berkshire. 

‘Ab, really ? Well, she looks an inno, 

cent lit le thing, and its jratber a treat to 

get a girl like that smong the o
thers here 

1 dont so much care for some ot the 

people in the house,’ observed the first 

speaker. 

¢ § sh,my dear | somebody or other over 

there, whispered her companion
, hearing a 

slight movement, and glancing over her 

shoulder. 

¢Ob, only Mr. Csloney, and he is by no 

mears one of those I was speaking abou
t ; 

rejoined the first speaker. ‘I like bim im- 

mencely ; but some of the others, really
— 

¢] quite agree with you. And one does 

not know who half of them are or where 

they come from .’ 

‘Precisely. But it's generally the case 

in all these places.’ 

Meanwhile, Mise Wood, ignora
nt of the 

encomiums parsed upon her by the two 

ladies regarding her, was wondering bow 

she should spend the time until luoch, ber 

Aunt Julia preferring to remain indoore 

‘Gooscv, goosey, gander, whither shall 1 

wander P she bummed, looking out tow- 

ards tha cliffs, dotted with figures in coo! 

mOrping attire, at the sunny espl
anade, and 

{he sca, flecked with dots and splashes of 

light. 

O11 boatmen were hiring out their gail
y 

painted craft ; children were sitting on the 

strip of sand and shingle, in readines
s for 

the fa:civating *Christys’ ; la lies were
 bok- 

bing up and dows in the water with sudd
en 

ecstatic shrieks, or complaints of its cold 

ness, in spite of the June sun. 

Everything was interesting—nay, del- 

ighttul. 

Tee only diffi ulty was, in what direct 

i>n should she turn to gain the most amus
e 

ment ? 
She was slone. 

It was a little bit of a drawback forsthe 

scene was so new to her that she wanted &
 

companion to shire ber emc'1ons. 

She decided not to bathe until ehe be 

came acquainted with the other girls from 

the bouse. 

She looked along the seafront, but at 

ast she chose the cliffs, making up ber 

mind to walk out along them for a good 

distance. 

1: looked so fresh high up there, and to 

bright and sunny. 

Besides, Mrs. Mapleson would be sure te 

want her for a stroll nearer bome later. 

k So she started off rapidly,lookingaround 

her; at the unfamiliar scene with delight. 
She was, as one of the epeskers at the 

house had remarked, an innocent, very 

youthlul-looking girl, shyer end simpler 

than most of the others there, and with 

nothirg of an artificial tendency about her; 

indeed, she was so unsophisticated that ehe 

took everything in a trusting way that was 

ex‘remely amusing to; a certain class of 
persons, of which there were not wan'ing 

ex mples at Port Lodge. 
Her eyes were blue, dark, hali-roguish, 

balf sentimental. 

She was exceedingly pretty, and, though 
not unconscious of it, by no means self; 
assured in consequ-mce of the fact; but 

rather doubtiul if what passed for good 
looks in Northford would be considered as 

up to the standard of Tor Bay. 
She was not, therefore, filled with re- 

sentment, but rather with confusion and,in 

& m:nner, gratitude, when as, after passing 

the second turnstile to the heights, sho was 

uncertainly regarding her watch and the 

couple of miles directly in front of ber, a 

tall and well-built form loomed suddenly 

beside Ler, with certain details of ursolicit. 

ed information. 

The gentleman was very handsome, aud 

she bad seen him, and, in fact,once spoken 

to bim, before, and that was in the dining 

room at the boarding house. 
The other visitors talked of him as 

Reggie Caloney, and he seemed very 

popular. 

Therefore, it was evident it was good 

nature, or the possession of well bred 

manners, which brought bim forward to 

speak to her now—:impl: Kitty Woed, 

who did not know ber way about, and 

smong all these gay groups and couples 

felt merely the rustic she was. 

* Pardon me, Miss Wood, but I imagine 
you ar . wonder:ng at what hour thay lunch 

at the Lodge, Mr. Caloney remarked, as 

he advanced to ber, from what point ehe 

did not know. 

“Oe o’clock is the tims.’ 

“Oh, thank you! Kitty murmured 

blushing very much 

She felt so awkward and gauche 
at being thus unexpectedly ad- 

drested, that she could have almost 

regarded an easy  self-possession 
as (he greatest of all virtures at a moment 

like this, and Mr Coloney held this virtue 

in a marked degree. 

‘So you see you bave plenty of time {for 

a very much longer stroll,’ he went on, 

‘aking no apparent notice of ber confusion. 

‘I was going in that direction myself—jurt 
for a constitutional, you know.’ 

‘Oh, yes; it looks a very pretty wav,’ 
said little Miss Wood, wrenching 8 button 

off her glove in her nervousness that the 

yonng min—by far the handsomest she 

had ever seen—had begun to walk slong 

by her side in the most matter of fact man- 

er. 

She hardly liked to do more than steal 

a tim'd glance at bis dark eyee and bair, 

and clearly-cut features, as he kept pace 

with her rather uneven footsteps. 

‘]—suppose you know this place well P 

she seked, for want of anything more ori- 

zinal, 

‘Well, I know it about as much as oné 

can know a place in a week,” he said. ‘I 

n'v eame down last Monday. I should 

ve been here last month, only my uncle, 

Sir Cnarloa West, wag taken ill, and sent 

for m~, and I've have been knocking about 

with bim all the time since, He has no 

ove to look to but me, consequently I'm 

bound to give him what attention I cen’ 
‘Oh, of course !" assented Kitty vaguely. 

Mc. Coloney bad a great charm, a great 

‘ascination. 

He wert on chatting in an easy way that 
was calculated to make this hittle seventeen 

year old rustic feel perfectly at home with 

him. : 
‘And how do you think you will hke Tor 

Bay, Miss Wood P’ he inquired. 
‘Oh, I think it will be delightful,” she 

answered, ‘Aunt Julia bas brought me 

tor 8 mor th at least.’ 

‘And it is guite a change to you after 

town, [‘m sure ?’ be went on. 

Miss Wood could not help feeling slight- 
ly gestified at the mistake made by her 
companion. 
She beld her pretty bead and shoulders 

more erect as she answered. 

‘I don‘t live in London,‘ she informed 
| him. ‘I come from Northiord.* 

‘Yet 1 thought 1 heard you aunt saying 

something —-* began Mr Calouey. 

«Oh, Aunt Julia liv s in town—at least 

at Norwood,* volunteered Kitty ; ‘but 1 

don‘t ive with ber. My home is with 

ancther aunt and uncle. 

‘And is Northford a nice part of th: 

world P' inquired Mr Coloney. 

‘Ina way,‘ repled Kitty s'owly and 

dubiously. ‘It is very cull. At least, 1t 

seems dull to me. [ don't go out very 

often. Unele John does not care for it. 

He likes people to stay at home." 

‘Ah ! a literary recluse, I suppose !' ob- 

served the young man. 

‘To; oh, mo—he is a farmer,’ replied 

Kitty, with a little blush, for which she 

despised herself. 

What did it matter to her that her com 

pinioa‘s connections and relatives eccupied 

such a much higher niche in the world P 

‘And he is so ford of work himself, sl- 

though he's quite old, that he believes in 

seeing everybody else busy too. Itis a 

very large farm,’ she added, desiring to 

lift herself and her people a little in the 

estimation of her handsome and charming 

companion. 

‘A very worthy principle,’ said Reggie 
Caloney, laughiog. ‘But I'm afraid I and 

you uncle should not agrce, Miss Wood, 

for I'm one of the drones of the world. 

It‘s a great temptation to a fellow who has 

no need to work to be idle,don’t you think 

so ? It would do me all the good in the 

world to find myselt without means for a 

time’ 

‘My uncle 1s & rich man,* said Kitty, 

‘but he does not very much like to spend 

his money’ 

This was & mild explanation—very mild 

—for old Mr Wood of the Primrose Farm, 

Nortbford, was a notoriously mean man— 

a man who hoarded up as much ot bis 

money as he could save from pure pleasure 

grudged having to pay his labourers their 

well earned wages, and kept his wite and 
niece rigidly economical, in spite ot sense 

snd reason. 

“01, that's frequently the csse,commentsd 
Mr. Caloney ; ‘likes to count it up occa 

sionally, and sce it’s all right, eh ?’ 

‘Yes, replied Kitty, smiling. ‘He has 

very large sums in the house sometimes. 

1 often think what suntie and I could do 

with them if they belonged to us’ 

¢It is a foolish thing to keep a lot of 

money in one’s house,” remarked Reggie. 

‘Oh, yes; but then it 1s only for a right 

or two at a time,’ explained Kitty, ‘when 

be has been arranging a sale of some of 

the stock, or returned from what be calls a 

heavy market—of course, 1t is soon taken 

to the bank st Greatover One could do 

such a lot with money like that, trovel snd 

sce the world, or entertain friends at home, 

or—or enything.’ 7 

Then ehe suddenle felt that she was 

talking too freely and narceervedly to this 

young msn, who, in spite of his pleasant 

manner, was, in reslity, & perfect stranger 

to her, and she stopped snd turned the 

the conversation into another channel 

Ste disliked, above e¢verything, tu be 

taken for a foolish little rustic; and she 

felt she had a way of liking to talk about 

her own affairs and interests to 2 eympa 

thetic listener, such aa Mr. Reginald Ca: 

loney, who, out of such sympathy or the 

possession of courteous m:nners, seemed 

to draw her out in an unusual degree. 

The stroll proved so pleasant to both 

that they walked on and on until they had 

outstrippad m-st of the other ccuples; and 

when they returned to the boarding houte, 

as the luncheon bell wae ringing, the two 

ladies, who had discussed the pretty coun- 

try girl in the morning, smiled significant. 

ly to see her accompanied by their favour- 

ite, Mr. R 'ginsld Caloney. 

CHAPTER II. 

It was the ev.ning before Kitty's return 

to her own home, aud she was si‘ting upon 

the balcony at Port Lodge after dinner, 

with only Reggie Calmney for her com 

panion. 

It was dark —the darkness of nine o'clock 

on a July night—but light streamed out 

upon the balcony from the lsmps in the 
drawing-room, and there was lamp-light 

a'so in the street below, up end down 

which gay throngs were patrolling, chat- 

tering, laughirg, singing. 

Tor Bay was gayer than ever. 

The little town was filling with ‘trip- 
pers,’ and Kitty sighed to think that she 

was leaving it. 

There vas an awning stretched over the 
balcony, and Kitty leaned back in a 

c.nvas chair with a gaudy Japane:e 
parasol fastened behind it. 
Reggie had one of her small brown 

hands in his, as he sat beside her on a 

faehionable but uncomfortable stool. 
Yes; they had become lovers in the 

summer menth they bad passed together— 
the most glericus month the young girl 

had ever spent, or would, as she felt, ever 

spend again. 
Every hour of every day had been a de- 

light to her, aad she had a vague fore- 

boding that it woul! be impossible for just 

such a pe-fect summer idyll to repeat itself 

in any circumstances. 

They were lovers, but not in any way 

declired ones 
To Kitty, in her youth and foolishness, it 

scemed quite enough that R ggie should 

have singled ber out from among the other 

girls, to grzs into her eyes, to tell her, in 

his low, musicsl voice, that be loved her, 

t be ever at her side. 

She did not desire any publicity, as a 

more worldly-wise and discreet maiden 

would have done. 

She only smiled and blushed when Mrs. 

Mapleson, in her silly, essy going way, 

rallied her upen the hindsome young 

man’s attentions. 

She was fathoms deep in love with bim 

—too much in love to think of herself at 

all, or of wnat was properly required of 

him. 

He admired her so unmistsk bly, he 

baunted her so persistently, he was so 

different from anyone she bad ever met in 

ber cramped and simple life. 

What wonder was it that the innocent, 

thought'ess child should dream of him from 

moruing to night, should <ntertain no 

thought of anything or anybody but Lim, 

with bis many fascinetions and his ecay, 

dathing way? 

He was immensely popular with the oth- 

er visitors. 

His manners were so pleasant that with- 

out any effort, he captivated those who met 

him, and he seemed to scatter money a- 

round him, as some prince miga' have done 

carelessly and unthinkingly, so ‘hai Kitty 

was often almost startled by his generos- 

ity, and admired him with awe and wonder. 

Hs was like some being from another 

world to the country girl from Primrose 

Fa m—a wo:ld far above that in which she 

moved, just ss bis pale, clearly-cat face 

with its gay, dark eyes and satirical mou'h 

was 30 much more attractive than any hon- 

est, stolid countenance she encountered 

in her everyday round. 

He was 8 hero to her— hardly in touch 

with otbers of either his s¢x or her own— 

ivfisitely superior to the rest of the world 

It never occuracd to unthinking Mrs. 

Mspleson—more foolish even than her 

niece—that there was anything really ser- 

ious in this affair with the handsome strac- 

ger with whom they had become acquaint. 

el, by resson of living under the same 

roof. ; 

She looked upon Kitty as too young, too 

much of a child, tor ber to trouble herself 

about her, and she knew ber own girlbood, 

betw:ea thirty and forty years ago—had 

been full of just such ‘fun’ and ‘nonsense.’ 

S) she was never one of those who saw 

fit to worry over any younger charge. 

“Girls would be girls,’ she used to say 

knowingly, and a child as pretty as Kitty 

would, of course, attract a little notice. 

‘But, law, tell me to begin to be careful 

in five years time ! she would hive replied 

to any well- meant caution, and, therefore, 

pretty little Kitty had it all ber ovn way, 

and was overwhelmingly bh ppy. 

‘So this is your last evening,’ Roggie 

said, as they sat eide bv side on the descrt- 

ed balcony, and he squoczad the soft 

finge:'s lying 1a his. 

‘Yes,’ raplied Kitty, with a sigh. ‘I 

don’c believe I shall ever enjoy myself so 

much again. It seems to have pissed like 

a day, the tim», I do so hate the idea of 

Northtord atter all this I" and she leaned 

out over the curved iron rails and locked 

at the crowd, and the dark sea in the 

distanca, with the long, lighted pier, and 

the boats with brilliant specks that shone 

0 1t from the obscurity benesth it. 

All in the scene was dear to her; it was 

all connected with R-ggie and her love- 

idyll, which bad been a very Lappy one. 

Sie did net «xpect anything from bim; 

be had confi ‘ed to her once that his old 

uncle, who was = sort of guardian to h'm 

ohjscted strenucusly to any thought of his 

ever mAarryiog 

‘And he's one of those old cranks who 

would cut me «ff with a shilling if I did,’ 

Regie bad ssid ; and Kitty, satisfied with 

the present, bad vaguely trusted that tLe 

fu'ure would somehow turn out to be 

plessant too. 

She was unthinking, like a child; to be 

with ber handsome admirer was enough tor 

the moment, and she through off any wun 

welcome thought that iutruded for en 

instant occasionally, and persuaced herself 

that her happiness would not only last, but 

increase. 

‘What times we have bad !’ she went on. 

‘How nice it used to be on the water, with 

the sun snd the blue eky abovn one; and 

the walks on the clffs—ch dear I’ Tears 

in her eyes. ‘It's very unpleasant that 

evarytbing one enj ys comes to an end #0 

son, isa’s it, R:ggre ?' 

‘We can write to each other,” he said, 

standir.g beside her with his arm around 

her waist; ‘and I sh.li come down to 

Northtord one oi these days, ouly the 

worst of it is there are some people down 

there that I don’t want to run against, 1 
told you; and it will be only on your 

rocount that I shall go nerr the place, 

You've stolen my heart, Little Kitty, and I 

shat ba able to remain away from you, I 
know. however much | try,” and his lips 

m2 hers in the friendly darkness. 

‘It will b2 #0 miserable there without 
you,’ said Kitty, with a sob, laying ber 
heed on his shoulder in passionate love. 

‘I don't know how I shall bear it all. You 
will come, won’c you, Reggie ? You won't. 
forg t me P’ 

‘Kitty, what nonsense ! You'll sea me 

ther: as toon as [ can m nage it, of course 

darling. Only there's this difficuity Cale 

oncy «xplaired reluctantly, looking iato 
the girl's brimming eyes as they were 

Faised to bis, ‘ you'd have to meet me in 

the neighbourhood, somewhere—I mesn, 

I couldn't éome to your uncles house, 

because they would see my scerot ia an 

instant, and naturally expect me to declare 
my iotentions. Now to you, darling,— 

preseing hor fiagers tenderly—* my situ- 

a‘ion is known, and you understan’; bat 
your -uat and uncle eouldn‘t, and there 

fore it would be a case of my either 

staying away sltopether, or— 

But this idas was unbearabla to Kitty. 

b-sides which, it was a sort of relic! to 

her that ber lover should not expact to 

visit Primrose Farm as she was tully aware 

what opinions old J,bn Wood would 
enter'ain upon the subjiet. 

‘Oa, Reggie, Il would meet you snywhere, 

she ex lamed hastily and fervently. hardly 
daring to bre=the lest he should suddenly 

aeciare uis scheme impracticabls, snd otifl ng 
rather unpleasant q12lms coxucerning her 
own conduct and what she was promising. 

¢* Tuaderstand how different your case is 

from ordi.aryoaes.and I kaow you lova me 

and I love you, and shall never care for 

anybody .else, shs declared passionately, 

as a sort of excuse to hersell for some. 

thing out of the usual ran of ber lite. * I‘a 

only afraid you'll forget all about me. I 

don‘t know how you could ever have 

looked at such a silly, ignorant little 
thing as I am, when you—— 

‘There you go again! What a foolish 
child you sre ! laughed Reggie kissing ber 

reassuringly. Haven‘t I told you scores 

of times that you‘re the only girl in the 

world for me, darling? I‘m not my own 

master just at present, but let me get my 

chance, #nd we'll be married the same 

day. It [dont write, you'll see m3 belore 

long, so don‘t go awa worry about it, 

remember. [‘m not always certain of my 

ex: ct movements, nocaus: I must danca 

attendance on my uacle if he sen 's tor me 

but you'll be in my mind all thy tim) till I 

see you, little girl. 
Kitty could not help feeling h«ppy, even 

although their parting was so near. 

How glorions it was to haye a lover like 

Reggie | and how her friend, Neliy Coam- 

bers, would envy her could she but see 

him— Nelly, who was as tull of sentiment 
and romance as herself. 

He w:s like no other girl‘s lover, she 

was certain; and she went up to her bed- 

room thst wight more proud thst he bad 

chosen her than unhappy that she must 

le:ve him. . 

When she reached the little cL ma »:r sh 

took a photograph out of a box a had 

brought with her from North, »', snd 

looked at it critically and witi a_#0 © © 

contempt. : 

1 represeated a young man of two or 

threes or twenty—younger thsn Reggie 

Caloney—with an open, frank, fearless 

face, of no particular beaucy or distinction. 

Ho was dressed in the uniform of the 

merchant service. 

Kitty regarded ths photo for soma time, 

ard then blushed es ber eye caugnt a fal- 

od ro«o at the bottom of the hox, 

‘Whit nonsense !' she ex.1 imud,tossing 

ber head. ‘What a little simp'eton I must 

have been to think I might ever get to 

care for anybody like Jim! Suppose l 

bad gone and bound myse't to him when 

there was Roggio waiting here for me all 

the time ? I‘d better have done with all 

this sort of silliness !* 

And she tock the rose out of its carc® 

board resing place, and fling it into tie 

street, where it was quickly trodden under 

toot by the merry throcg. 

CHAPTER III 

Kitty's eycs were red with weeping when 

she alighted at the Northford station, for 

she had ajcarriage to herself all the way 

from town, snd bad o3cupied herself in 

sorry fashion, 

She had bad to bid Reggie farewell at 

Tor Bay, for he bad told ber that 

his arrangements did not admit 

of his leaving the liltie place 

for a time, and that a friend was rooning 

down to stay with him for the end .!the 

weck. 

She seemed, somehow, in her lite, so far 

away from the lover whom she had set up 

as 2 sort of idol in her girlish haart. 

Continued on page Three, 
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