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5 Ted like stars, as of one under intense,
ii&kk  suppressed exeitement,

Lk‘r}! Lester Stanwick made his way to
‘f)\i her side just as the last echo of the

f!:{f- waltz died away on the air, in-

f.&;ﬂg: v:'u.l'-r_il}' -.;-.:»ngr:nulutin_g luxfaﬁmlf upon
| finding Rex and Dailsy directly be-

CHAPTER IIIL

In an elegant boudoir, all erimson
and gold, some hours later, sat Pluma
Hurlhurst, reeclining negligently on a
patin divan, toying idly with a volume
which lay in her lap. ‘She tossed the
book aside with a yawn, turning her
superb dark eyes on the little firure
bending over the rich trailing silks
which were to adorn her own fair
beauty om the coming evening.

“So you think you would like to at-
tend the lawn fete to-night, Daisy?"
she asked, patronizingly.

Daiay glanced up with a startled
blush.

“Oh, I shomld like it so much, Mias
Pluma,” she answered, hesitatingly,
“if I only could !

“I think I shall gratify you,” said
I'luma, carelessly. “You have made
yourself very valuable to me. I like
the artistic manner you have twined
these roses in my hair; the effect is
quite picturesque.” She glanced
satisfiedly at her own magnificent re-
fleetion in the cheval-glass opposite,
Titlan alone could have reproduced
those rich, marvelous colors—that
perfect, queenly beauty. He would
have painted the pleture, and the
world would have raved about its
beauty, The dark masses of raven-
black hair; the proud, haughty face,
with its warm southern tints; the
dusky eyes, lighted with fire and pas-
sion, and the red, curved lips. “I
wish particularly to look my very
best to-night, Daisy,” she said; “that
is why I wish you to remain. You
can arrange those sprays of white
heath in my hair superbly. Then you
shall attend the fete, Daisy. Re-
member, you are not expected ito take
part in it; you must sit in soms se-

cluded nook where you will be quite

wnobserved.”

Pluma could not help but smile at
the ardent delight depicted in Daisy's
face.

“I am afraid I can not stay,” she
said, doubtfully, glancing down in
dismay at the pink-and-white mus-
lin she wore. “Every one would be
sure to laugh at me who saw me. Then
I wiould wish I had not stayed.”

“Suppose I should give you one to
wean—tihat white mull, for instance
—how would you like it? None of the
guests would see you,” replied Pluma,

Theare was a wistiul look inl Daisy's
eyes, as though she would fain believe
whiat she heard was really true.

“Would you really "' asked Daisy,
wonderingly. “You, whom people
call so bhaughty and so proud—you
would really let me wear one of your
dresses{ I do mot know how to tell
you how much I am pleased!” she
eaid, eagerly.

Pluma Hwurlhurst laughed.
rapture was new (o her.

The night which drew its mantle
over the smiling earth was a perfect
one. Myriads of stars shone like
Jewels in  the blue skly, and not a
cloud obscured the face of the clear
full moon. Hurlhurst Plantation
was ablaze with colored lamps that
threw out soft rainbow tints in all
directions as far as the eye could
The interior of Whitestone
Hall was simply dazzling in its rich
rose bloom, its lights, its fountains,
and rippling music from adjoining
ferneries.

In an elegant apartment _of the
Hall Basil Hurlhurst, the recluse in-
valid, lay upon his couch, trying to
shut out the mirth and gayety that
floated up to him from below. As
the sound of Pluma’s voice sounded
upon his ear he turned his face to the
wall with a bitter groam. “She is
50 like—" he muttered, grimly. “Ah!
the pleasant voices of owr youth turn
into lashes which scourge us in our
old age. ‘'Like mother, like child.’"

Such

Lhe lawm fete was a grand success:

the elete of the whole country round

were gathered together to welcome
the beautiful, peerless hostess of
Whitestone Hall. Pluma moved
among her guests like a gueen, yet
in all that vast throng her eyes eager-
ly sought one face. “Where was
Rexi"” was the guestion which con-
stantly perplexed her. After the
first waltz he had suddenly disappear-
ed. Only the evening before hand-
some Rex Lyon had held her jeweled
bhand long at parting, whispering, in
his graceful, charming way, he had
something to tell her on the mor-
yow. “Why did he hold himself so
strangely aloof?" Pluma asked her-
self, in bitter wonder. Ah! had she
but known !

While Pluma, the wealthy heiress,
awaited his coming so eagerly, Rex
Lyon was standing, quite lost in

| sgemed to her they were {loating away

her after life

slde him.

; | “Miss Pluma,” said Stanwick, with
‘l]: rl ‘l:i s IJ_ % 5 -3 - : . | i , i L 5
1wowgrht, beside a rippling fountain in bow, '‘will you kindly pre-

one of the most remote irts of the . e
Sy : - sent me to the little fairy on your
lawn, thinking of Daisy Brooks. He | _. - - .
; right ¢ I am quile desperately smit-
had seen a fair face—that was all— : >
: that AT | ten with her,
A Iace tpat embDoOdled 115 drea ' .
: odied his dream ":_"f Several gemtlemen crowded around
loveliness, and without thinking of it

; Tt ol o e s Pluma asking the same favor.
LN 1S AlB, antc W r | “y -

i 2 ‘ﬁ L0, WOTA | With a smile and a bow, what
seemed changed for him.

'could Rex do but lead Daisy grace-
Handsome, impulsive Rex | s

¢ b i , i fully forward. Those who witness-
owmer of 'the at ex ; .
: ) S | most axtensivel and luc .“d tha scend. that ‘engusd e Rt

a low

Liyon,

rative orange groves in Fmridﬂ"gtﬂ 1t For answer Pluma Hurl-
would hawve bartered every dollar of hurst turned coldly, haughtily to-
his worldly possessions for love, | ward them, dmwmé herself up

He had hitherto treated all no-
;_u:m [c-f}11n'm In a very offhand, cava-| = «yheng ig evidently some mistake
v fashion. ' : :
Aol | here,” she said, glancing scornfully

“Love is fate,” he had always said. ; L : :
- lat the alight, girlish fig g
He knew Pluma loved him. = St g

Laat | :

. ! : | upon Rex Lyon's arm. I do not re-
ﬂ_LEhrL he had sald to h:lmaeif: Lhe | oognize this person as a guest. If I
time had come when he might as well i mietakls not. sha ia one aitbhe hiras

ey 17 hl 2 2 i BT N
marry; it m'-hht_ as well be Pluma as | lings connected with the plantation.”
any one else, seeing she cared so much | ¢ thunderholt had suddenly ex-
Fu‘r l.:nm. Now all that .w:.xs changed, ploded beneath Rex’s feet he could

‘1l sincerely hope she will not attach not have been more thoroughly as
undue signiflicance to the words I tounded gi=if

spoke last evening,” he mused. Daisy uttered a piteous little ory

Rex did not return again ‘mmngfand, like a tender flower cut down
1

:.'Eﬁ_thri:n.g; IL s Ewﬂﬂtér iz;r to E_lt ' by a sudden, rude blast, would have
(here by the murmuring fountain|gy)in a¢ his foot had he not reached
'JETILIILILE alsy DBrooks, anc u.c:.n- it At %o savd hag
dering when he should sea her again. | ,..r PR o A : :

: , ! Miss Hurlhurst,"” eried Rex, in a
A throng which did not hold the face | . : : : £
S DS B e AN voice husky aith emotion, “I hold my-
e Ll QUSES BAGEC gself responisble for this young lady's

resence heres. I—"
Suddenly a soft step sounded on the P SR | . _ .
grass; Rex’'s heart gave a sudden Ah!" interrupts, Pluma, iromical-

bound ; surely it could not be—yes, it PRI “3;1{ h-t'f what right
was—Daisy Bk you force one so inferior, and cer-
She drew back with a startled cry T‘“;‘]F “T‘*_H'I:?U&hﬂ?j:ﬂg ts?f,
as her eyes suddenly encountered those P SRS S SRR A8 CoF R
of her hero of the morning She | White with rage. Miss Hurlhurst,”
G """ | he replied, with stately dignity, *I
would have fled precipitately had he A y digniiy,

mnot stretched out his hand quickly to regret, more than the mere words ex-
detain her press, that my heedlessness has

“Daisy,” cried Rex, “why do you hmu.g.ht u.pm} this little creature at
look so frightened? Are yoa dis-| 0¥ side an insult so eruel, so un-
pleased to see me " ljust, and so bitter, in simply grant-

“No,” =&hs saiﬂ. “I—I—do nutli‘ng my request for a waltz—a re-
e quest wery reluctantly granted. An

She looked so pretty, so bewildered, ln?itnd. E'uﬂ-ﬂt among Fc:-u_ she ;ﬂ‘;?
so dazzled by joy, yeu so pitifully un- not _bE‘- _llt.l' most emphatically dely
certain, Rex was more desperately in her inferiority to any lady or gentle-

love with her than ever. min presorts: . e
“Your eyes speak, telling me }"ﬂl.ll Rex—Mr. Lyon,” says Pluma, icily,

are pleased, Daisy, even if your lipsf ‘you forget yourself.”

refuse to tell me so. Sit down on
this rustie bench, Daisy, while 1 tell|
you how anxiously 1l awaited your
coming—waited until the shadows of
evening fell.” 1 ;
As he talked to her he grew muraiﬂf malidens.

interested with every moment.  shield  her,

 proudly to her full height.

not admit it,” he said, hotly. “I have
done that which any gentleman
should have done; defended from in-
sult one of the purest and sweetest
I will do more—I will
henceforth and forever
with my very life, if need be. 1f I
can win her, I shall make Daisy
Broolls my wife.”

Rex spoke rapidly—vehemently. His
chivalrous soul was aroused; he
scarcely heeded the impetuous words
that fell from his lips. He could not

=he |
had no keen intellect, no graceful
powers of repartee, knew little of
books or the great world beyond,
Daisy was a simple, guileless child of
nature,

Rex's wvanity was gratified at the
unconscious admiration which shone

in her eyes and the blushes his words Mfdm?a the thought that innocent,
brought to her cheeks. ;Lﬂﬂtmﬁ little Daisy fhﬁ’-‘-ld suffer

“This is my favorite waltz, Daisy,’ | " o0l any .fau.ll; of }-“5'.
“Come, Daisy,” he said, softly,

he said, as the music of the irresis-
tible “Blue Danube"” floated out to
them. “Will you favor me with a
waltz

“Miss Pluma would bs so angry,’
she murmured.

clasping in his own strong white ones
the little fingers cllnging so piti-
fully to his arm, “we will go away
from here al once—our presence
longer is probably obnoxious. Fare-
well, Miss Hurlhurst.”

“Rex,” eried Pluma, involuntarily,
taking a step forward, “you do not,
you can not mean whayd you say. You
will not allow a creature like that to
separate us—you have forgolten Rex.
You said you had something to tell
me. You will not part with me so
easily,” she oried.

A sudden terror seized her at the
thought of losing him. He was her
world. She forgot the guests gath-
ering about her—forgot she was the
wealthy, courted heiress for whose
glances or smiles men sued in vain—
forgot her haughty pride, in the one
absorbing thought that Rex was
going from  her. Her wild, f'mry',l
passionate love c¢ould bear no re-
- Stra un't, |

“Rex," she ecried, suddenly Eullirxg'
on her knees before him, her face |
white and stormy, her white jeweled |
hands '

“Never mind her anger, Daisy. I
will take all the blame on my shoul-
ders. They are unusually broad,
you see."

He led her half reluctant among
the gay throng; gentlemen looked at
one another in surprise. Who is
she? they asked one of the other,
gazing upon her in wonder. No one
could answer. The sweet-faced lit-
tle maiden in soft, floating white,
with a face like an angel’s, who wore
no other ornament Lhan her crown
of golden hair, was a mystery and a
novelty. In all the long vears of
Daisy mnever
that supremely blissful moment. It

forgot

into another sphere. Rex's arms
around her, his eyes smiling down into
hersa; he could feel her slight form
trembling in his embrace, and he
clasped her still closer. With youth,
music, and beauty—there was noth- | must not, you shall not leave me so;
g wanting '‘to complete the charm  no one shall come batween us. Listen
of lova. | —I love you Rex. What if the whole |

Leaning gracefully against 31]!151!!'!11 kEnows it—what will it ma - |
overarching palm-iree stood a young | ter, it is ths truth. My love is my
man watching the pair with a strange | litfe. You loved me until she came
intentness; a dark, vindictive smile | between us with her false, fair face.

clasped

He smiled contemptuously. “I do |

dren's nursery he managed to discover
a few

‘who had not the [aintest suspicion of Edresaing‘ the Dr. Williamas’

supplicatingly, “you 'ses a copy of “David Copperfield.”

2 =

hovered about the cormers of his Butfor this you would have asked ma
mouth, hidden by his black mustache, | to be your wife. Send that miser-
and there was a cruel gleam in the | able little hireling away, Rex—the

gardener will take charge of her.”
Pluma spoke rapidly, vehemently.
No one could stay the torrent of her |

dank, wicked eyes scanning the face
of the young girl so closely.

“Ah! why mot?' he mused. *“It
would be a glorious revenge.” He bitter words. ‘
made his way bhurriedly in the direc- Rex was painfully distressed and |

tion of his young hostess, who was, Fortunately but few |
as wusual, surrounded by a group of

admirers,

E.I.Ill'l'ti'r".'!_lL Yery

ing tableau enacted 80 near them.
“Pluma—Miss Hurlhurst,” he said,

A deep crimson spot burn-
ed on either cheek, and her eyes glow-

\throughout
lcourt, was as drunk as it was possible
| for ‘him to be.

of tha ruests had observed the thrill- | Good: day, sir. Pause. Mr. Conikuatter,

“I am sorry you have unfortunately
expressed yourself, for own
sake. I beg you will say mo more. You
yourself have severed this night the
last link of friendship between us., I
am frank with you in thus admitting
it. I sympathize with
your words have filled
deepest

:l,'u'l_'t r

you, while
me with the
ambar-

longer

consternation and

rassment, which il

to prolong.”
Drawing

within his

18 useless

Daisy's
own,

arm hurriedly
Rex Lyon strode
quickly down the graveled path, with
the full determination of never again

croasing the threshold of Whitestone
Hall, or

gazing upon the face of
Pluma Hurlhurst.
Meanwhile Pluma had arisen from

her knees with a gay, mocking laugh,

turning suddenly to the startled
group about her.

“Bravo! bravoe! Miss Pluma,” eried
Lester Stanwick, stepping to her

side at that opportune moment. “On
the stage you would have made a
grand success. We are practicing for

I

a coming charade,” explained Stan-

wick, langhingly; “and, ju lging from |

the expressions depicted on our|
driends’ faces, [ should say you have |
drawn largely upon real life.

will be a success, Miss Pluma.”

No one dreamed of doubting the as-
sertion. A general laugh followed,
and (he music struck up again, andi
the gay mirth of the ‘fete resumed its |
8 WaYy.

Long after (ha guests had depart-
ed Pluma sat in her boudoir, her heart
torn with pain, love, and ju;.tluil..Sf.l
her brain filled with schemes of ven-

You

geance,
il i . + : P &
I can not take har life !" she cried;

“but if T could mar her beatuy—the |

pink-and-white  beauty of Daisy
Brooks, which has won Rex from me
—I wiould do it.
for this,” she cried. “I will win him
from her though I wade through seas
of blood. Hear me, Heaven,” she
cried, “and register my wvow!”

Pluma hastily rung the bell.

“Saddle Whirlwind and Tempest at
once ! she said to the servant whao
answered her summons.

‘It is after midnight, Miss Pluma.
]

There was 'a look in her eyes which
would brook no further words.

An hour later they had reached the
cottage wherein slept Daisy Brooks,
heedless of the danger that awaited
har.

“Wait for me here," said Pluma to |

the groom who accompanied her—*I
will not be long "

(To Be Continued.)
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CHARLES DICKENS' PRESENT.

Charles Dickens was always very
fond, of children. One day he was
walkingl in the neighborhood of Gad’s
hill, not long after he had acquired his
pmoperty there, when he suddenly ran
tato a little girl wheeling a doll's
perambualator.  In an instant thie tiny
vehicle upset, the dolls being thrown
out.

It was a bad accident as far as they
were concerned, for wax heads and
limbs are not caleculated to stand much
hard usage. The little maid burst
into tears, and, much to the novelist's
sorrow, refused to be comforted.

“Then come home with me,"” Dickens |

whispered, soothingly, “and we'll sge if |
we can't find some grand waxen lady
in silks and satins for you."

50 back to the big house the two
went, and sure enough, up in his chil-

prettily dressed dolls, With
these safely tucked in h!_a-_-: perambula-
tor the little girl trotted off.

I shall torture her |

==

But it is in the sequel that the best
part of the story lies. The <¢hild’'s
hieart was set on making some return
for this kindness, so her parents,

her friend's personality, took her to
town Lo choose something., Her choice
fell eventually upon a gorgeously
bound book,

When Tickens the next day undid
the parcel his small visitor brought |
him he was surprised and delighted to |

Not until many years later, when
they met again in society, did the little
girlk learn who the “kind gentleman® |
was.

CORRECTED, AND YET—

In your first edition, said the judge’s |
you say: Juadge Booz, |
yesterday’s session of

henchman,

He was sober, and [ |
want yon to correct it.

All right, replied the editor of the
Evening Wasp. We'll, change it in
our next edition. You're welcome,

sirike out drunk and insert sober in
that paragraph,

| FROWING GIRLS

SHOULD BE BRIG.YT, CHEERFUL,
ACTIVE AND STRONG,

A Great Responstbiltiy Resis Upon Mothers

nt This 'erlod as it Involves Thelp
Manghter's Fature lappiness or Misery

—mpme Useful Hinis,.

Rosy cheeks, bright eyes, an elastic
step, and a good appetite, are the
birthright of every girl. These are
the comdition that bespeak perfect
healthe But unfortunately this is not
the conditions of thousands of grow-
ing girls. On every side may be seen
with pale or =allow complex-
stoop shouldered, and
Doetors will tell them that
they are anaemic, or in other words

girls
ion, languid,
liatless,

that their blood 18 poor, thin and
watery. If further gquestioned they
will tell them that this condition

leads to decline, consumption and the
grave. What is needed is a medicine
that will make new, rich, red blood,
strengthe the nerves and thus re-
store the vigor, brightness and hope-
fulness of youth. For this purpose
no other discovery in the annals of
medicine c¢an equal Dr. Williams’
Pink Pilla for Pale People, and thou-
sands of once hopeless pgirls have
been made bright, active and strong
t{hrough their use. Among those who
bhave been brought back almost from
thie grave by the wse of this medicine
is Miss M, C. Marceaux, of St. Lam-
bert de Lewis, Que., DMiss Marceaux
says; "It gives me the greatest pleas-
ure to speak of the benefit I have
experienced from the use of Dr. Wil-
Pink FPills. For some years I
resided in Wisconsin with a relative,
where [ devoted my time studying
English and music, intending to make
the teaching of the lutter my profes-
sion. I was never very strong, and
my studies fatigusd me much. When
about fourtesn I became very pale,
suffered from severe headaches, and
weakness. 1 consulted a doctor, and
acling on his advice, returnsd to
Canada. The fatigue of the journey,
however, made me worse, and finally
I zot so weak that I could not walk
without help. 1 was extremely pale,
my eye-lids were swollen, I had con-
tinuous headaches, and was so nervous
that the least noise would set my
heart beating violently. I almost
loathed food and my weight was re-
duced to ninety-five pounds. Neither
doctor’'s medicine nor anything else
that I had taken up to that time
seemed of the slightest benefit, I was
confined to bed for nearly a year and
I thought that mothing but death
could end my sufferings. Happily an
acquaintance of my father's one day
brought me a box of Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills, and urged me to (ry
them. I did so, and I thought they
helped me some, aud my father got
more. After I had used a few boxes
all my friends could see they were
helping me, and by the time I had
taken nine boxes I was enjoying bet-
ter health than I had ever hiad in my
life before, and had gained fifteen
pounds) in  weight, I tell you this
out of gratitude so that other young
girls who may be weak and sickly
may ‘know the way to regain Lheir
health.”

Girls who are just entering woman=
hood are at the most critical period
of their lives. Upon the care of
receive depends their future happi-
Neglect may mean either an

lLinms'

ness,
early grave or a life of misery, If
mothers would insist that their

growing daughters use Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills occasionally, rich blood,
strong mnerves, and good health
would: follow. If your dealer does
not keep thess pilla in stock they
will be sent post paid at 50 cenls a
bhox or six boxes for $2.50 by ad-
Medicing
Co., Brockville, Ont.
e %
LISTENING AT A SALARY.

The camdidate, a man who thought
himself a fit personage to become an
M.P., was giving the first speech of
the campaign.

The hall was at first comfortably
full, but the audiznce was not lecng
in finding out with whom they had to
do, and bergan to go out one by one.
At last only one remaiumed, and he
listened with great attention, thus en-
couraging the speaker to continue. At
the end of half an hour the speaker
stapped and politely askad;

I beg your pardon, sir, but I hope
I am not trespassing on your kind-

ness, I shall have fimished in ten min-
utes,
Ten mmutes¢ You can go on for

another bhour, or all night if yvou like,
s0 long as you don’t forgat that vou
engaged me by the hour!

Then the unhappy man perceived too
late that 1t was ths cabby who had
driven him to the halk




