CHAPTIER XXI.—Continued,
No thought occurred to her of be-

ing discovered there with her arms |

plasped arcund that marble pillar
watching so intently the shadow of
that graceful figure pacing to
[ro.

No thought occurred to her
Rtrange event was at that
tronspiring  within those walls,
thot something was about to hap
pen.

How she longed to look upon his
face for pust one brief moment! lis-
tringement had not chilled her trust-
lng love, it had inereased it, rather,
tenfold.

Surely it was not wrong to gaze
upon that ghadow—he was her hus
band.

In that one moment a wild, bitter
thought swept ancross her heart.

Did Rex regret their marriage be-
cause ghe was poor, friendless, and
an orphan ¢ “Would it have been
different if she had been the heiress
of Whitestone Hall ?

She pitied hergelf for ber mtter
lomeliness. There was no one (0
whom ghe could say one word of all
that filled her heart and mind, no
face to kiss, no heart to lean Dn;
she was &0 completely alope. ‘And
thig wae the hour her fate Wwas being
decided for her. There was no Sym-
pathy for her, her igolation was pit-
ter. She thought of all the heroines
ghe had ever read of. Ah, no one
sould picture such a sad fate as Wwas
hiers.

A bright thought flagbed across her
lomely little heart.

“His mother is there,” she sighed.
mAh, if I were to go to her and cry
out; ‘Love me, love me/! I am your
gon’s wife!' would she cast me from
her? Ah, no, surely not; a woman's
gentle heart beats in her breast, a
woman's tender pity. I will plead
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with her on my knees—to comfort me:

—to show me some path out of the
pitiful darkness; I can love her be-
tause she is his mother.”

Daisy drew her breath quickly; the
solor glowed warmly on her cheek and
lips; she wondered she had not
thought Of it before. Poor child! ghe
meant to tell her all, and throw her-
gelf mpon her mercy.

Her pretty, soft blue eyes, tender
with the light of love, were swimming
with tears. A wain hops was sirug-
pling in  her heart—Rex's mother
might love her because she worship-
dd her only son o dearly.

Wiould she gend her forth trom that
home that ghould have sheltered her,
or would she clasp those little cold
Ilingers in Rex's stromg white omnes,
a5 she explained to him, as only a
mother can, how Badly be had mis-
judged poor little Daisy—his wifef"

No wonder her heart throbbed piti-
Iully as she stole silently across the
wide, shadowy porch, and, quivering
from head to foot, touched the bell
{hat echosd with a resounding sound
through the long entrance-hall.

“I would like to gee Mrs. Lyon,” she
gaid, hesitatingly, to the servant who
answered her summons. ‘'Please do
not refuse me,” =he said, clasping her
little white hamds pleadingly. “1
must see her at once. It is a ques-
tion of life or death with me, Obh,
sir, please do not Tefuse me. 1 must
gee her at once—amnd—all alonel”

CHAPTER XXIL

In the beautiful drawing-room at
Whitestone Hall sat Pluma Hurl-
hurst, running her white, jeweled {in-
gers lightly over the keyboard of a
grand piano, but the music evidently
+ failed to charm her. ©She arose list-
lessly and walked toward the win-
dow, which opened out upon the wide,
gosl, rose-=mbowered porch.

The sunshine glimmered oan her
amber-satin robe, and the white frost-
work of lace at her throat, and upon
the dark, rich beauty of her socuth-
srn face.

“Migs Pluma,” ocalled Mrs. Corlisg
the housekeeper, entering the room,
“there is a persom Jdawn-stairs who
wishes to pee you. 1 have told her
repeatedly it is an utter impossibil-
ity—you would not see her; but she
declareds she will not go away until
phe does see you."

Pluma turns from the winlow with

gold disdain.
“ «¥om should know better than to
deliver a message of this kind to me.
How dare the impertinent, presum-
ing beggar insist upon seeing me!
Order the servants to put her cut of
Lke house at onee.”

*She is not young,” said the vener-
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able housekeeper, “and I thought, if
you only would—"'

“Your opinion wasg not called for,
Mrs. Corliss,” returned the bheiress,
pointing toward the door haughtily.

“] beg your pardom,”” the house-
keeper made answer, “but the poor

creature begged so hard to see you

moment | I did feel a little sorry for her.”

*This dows not interest me, Mrs.
Clorligs,” eaid Pluma, turning toward
the window, indicating the comversa-
tion was at an end—"not in the
least.”

“The you stony-
hearted ecreature!” the
sympathetic old lady to herself as the
door closed between them. “One
word wouldn't have cost you much.
Heaven knows, it's mighty little com-
fort psor old master takes wilth youl!
You are no more like PHe bonny race
of Hurlhursts than a raven is like a
white dowve !” And the poor old lady
walked glowly back to the dark-
robed figure in the hall, so eagerly
awaiting her,

“There was no use in my going to
my young mistress; I knew she would
not pee you. But 1 suppose you are
more gatisfied now."

“She utterly refuses to see me, does
ghe,"” nsked the woman, iutan agitat-
ed voice, ‘when you told her I wished
to pee har particularly ¢

The hwusekeeper shook her head.

“When Migs Pluma once makes ap
her mmd to a thing, no power on
earth comld cbhange her mind,” she
gaid; "‘and she is determined she
won't gee yom, so you may as well con-
sider that the end of it

Without another word the gtranger
turned amd walked slowly down the
path and away from Whiteatone
Hall.

“Fool that 1 was!" she muttered
through her eclenched teeth. 2N |
might have foreseen This. But
will haunt the place day and night
until I see you, proud heiress of
Whitestone Hall. We shall see-.
time will tell.”

Meanwhile Mrs. Corliss. the house-
keeper was staring after her with
wondering eyes.

“l have heard that voice and eeen
that face gomewhere,” she ruminated,
thoughtfually; “but
There geems {to be strange leaks in
this
member,"”

A heavy, halling step passed
door, and gtopped there,

“What did that woman want, Mre.
Oorligs?

she started abruptly from ber re-
verie, replying, hesitatingly,

“She wanted to see Miss Pluma,
gir.”

“Was Pluma so busily engaged ske
coald not spare that poor creature a
moment or o i be inquired, irritably.
“"Where ig ghet”

“In the parlor, sir.”

With elow, feeble steps, more from
wesakness than gge, Basil Hurlhurst
walked glowly down the corridor te
the parlor.

It was geldom he left his gwn apart-
ments of late, yet Pluma neyer raijs-
ed her guperb eyes from the book of

engravings which lay in her lap as
he entered the room.

Lord mty you,
murmured

the

w he re—w here? |

brain of mine—I e¢an not re- |

A weary smile broke under his sil-
ver-white mmustache,

“You do not geem in a hurry to bid
me welcome, Pluma,'” he said, grimly,
throtwing himself down into an easy-
opposite her., "1 congratulaid
having such affee-

tionate danghter.”
| Pluma

a4 yvawn.
i\ “Of course I am glad to see you,”
ghe replied, carelessly, “but you can
not expect me to go into ecstasies
over the event, like a child in pina-

You ought to take it
that I'm glad you are
beginning to k2e what utter folly it
s to tmake a recluse of yourself.”

He bit his lip in chagrin. Adg is
usually the casoe with invalids, he was
at times inclined to be decidedly ir-
| ritable, ag was the case just nonw.

“It is you who have driven me to
geek the peclusion of my own apart-
ments, to be out of sight and hear-
ing of the household of rimpering id-
ity you insist upom kegping about
you,"” he cried angrily. I came back
ta Whitestone Hall for peace and
rest. Do I get it? No”

“That s not my fault,” she ans-
wered, Berenely., “'You do not mingle
with the guests. I had no idea they
could annoy you."

“Well, don’t you esuppose I have
eves and ears, even if 1donot mingle
with the chattering magpies you
fill the house up with? Why, I can
never take a ramble in the grounds
of an evening without gtumbling up-
on a dozem or more pair of simpering
lovers ot every turn. I like darkness
and quiet. Night after night I find
the grounds strung up with these

Chinese lanterns, and I can not even
fﬂle.e.p in ‘my bed for the eternal brass
| bands at night; and in the daytime
].n{ht a moment's guict do I get for
1thEﬂE infernal Bonatas and screech-

ing trills of the piano. 4 tell you
| plainly, I shall not stand this thing
| a day longer. I am thaster of White-
stome Hall yet, and while I live ]
shall have things my own way. Aflter
I die you ean turn it into a pande-
! monium, for all I care.”

Pluma flagshed her large dark eyes

chair
myself upon an

togsed aside her baok with

fores might.
for granted

1  upom his gurprisedly, beginning to lose

| her temper, gpurred on by opposition.

“I am gure I do not mean to make
a hermit of myself ecause you are
Itm old to enjoy the brightness of
youth,” ghe flashed but, defiantly;
' “and yom ought mnot to expzet it—it
| i meam and comtemptible of you.”
| “Pluma ! echoed Basil Hurlhurst,
in astomishment, hia noble face grow-
ing white and stern with gpuppressed
excitement, ‘“‘not another word”

Pluma tosgsed her head contemplu-
ously. When once her temiper arose
it was quite as impossible tocheck it
ag it was whem she was a willful, re-
vengeful, spotled child,

“Anocther man as rich as you are
would have taken their daughter o
Washington for a season, and in the
eummer to Long Branch or Newport—
somewhere, anywhere, away from the
detestable WaVing cot ton-fields.
When yom die I ghall have it all get
on fire.”

“Pluma !* he ecried, hoarssly, rising
to his feet and drawing his gtately,
commanding figure Lo its full height,
“I will not brook such language from
a child who ghould at least yield me
obedience, if nof love. You are not
the heiress of Whitestone Hall yet,
and you never may be. If I thought
| you really contemplated laying waste
| these waving fields that have been

—
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After Grippe.

Build the System Up and Revitalize the
Nerves by Using Dr. Chase’s Nerve

Food,

Every reader of this paper can re-
call many cases in which the after
effects of la grippe have proven fatal.
How many people are now complain-
ing of special ailments or lingering
sufferings or weaknesses which are
clearly the resplt of the debilitating
effecta of la grippe !

The best plan is to prevent la grippe,
if possible, or, once a victim, to apply
yourself diligently to obtaining what
relisf yvou can. Dr. Chage's Syrup of
Linsead and Turpentine is wonder-
fully, baneficial, because it allays the
inflammation in the throat and bron-
chial tubes, loosens the cough, heals
the lungs and pravents pneumonia or
consumption.

-I,L.if_:-a great mistake to suppose that
Dr. Chase's Syrup of Linseed and Tur-
pentine is & mere cough remedy. It
ia far more. It thoroughly cures the
oold as well, and seems to take
aches and pains out of the bones. No
ordinary cough mixture could ever at-
tain the emormous sale which this me-
dicine now has. For old and young

che |

ety and with abanlute assurance that
the effects will be remarkably bene-
ficial.

If weakened and debilitated by the
enervating effects of la grippe there
18 nothing so suitable for your use as

Dy, Chage's Nerve Food, the graat
nerve restorative and blood purifier,
I'he regular and perasistent use of this

greant foord cure is bound to result in
fhe up-building of the system, because
it containg in condensed pill form, the
| most efficient restoratives kmown to
| mMAan. '

Though oniy known in Canada for a
faw years, this famous discovery of
Dr. Chaaa's, the Receipt Baak author,
| has become generally recognizad by
physicians and people alike, as a great

| atrengthener and blood builder. In no |

casa 83 it more successful than in re-
| storing and reinvigorating a system

| omed by overwprk, worry or disease,
| Ixr. Chage's Nerve Foad will renew
| vigor and vitality.
all dealera., or Edmanson,

alilke it can be used with perfect =af- | Co., Toronto.

wasted by la grippe. Whether weak- |

my pride for long vears—and my
father's before me—I would will it to
utter s0  help me
Heaven !

an stranger,
Were his words prophetict How
little she knew the echo of these woras
were (doomed to ring for all time down
the corridors of her life! How little
we know what is in store for us!
“lI am your only child,” gaid Plumay
haughtily; “you would not rob me of
my birthright. I ghall be forced to
| submit to your pleasure—while you
are here—but, thank Heaven, the time
not far diatant when 1 shall be
able to Jdo as I please, “The mills of
Lhe gpods grind slowly, but they grind
exceeding fine,”"” phe quoted, saucily.
“Thank Heaven the time is not far
distant when I shall be able to do
as I please.” He repeated the words
after her each one sinking
i hig heart like a poisoned arrow.
“So you would thank Heaven Tor my
death, would you?" he cried, with

18

glowly

pasasion rising to a white heat. "““Well,
thig is no better than I could expect
from the daunghter—of such a moth-
ar.”

He had never intended speaking
thotse words; but she goaded him on to
it with her taunting, scornful smile,
reminding him po bitterly of the one
great error of his past life,

He-wag little like the kind, courte-
o master of Whitestone Hall, whom
none named bat to praise, as he stood
there watching the immowvable face of
higs daughter. All the bitterness pf
hig nature was by passion rocked. No
loiok of pain or anguish touched the
dark beauty of that southern face at
the mention of her mother’s name.

“You hawve ppoken well,” she said,
“] am her child. Yom speak of love,”
ehe eried, contemptuously, “Have you
nod told me, 3 thousand times, you
never cared for my mother? How,
then, eculd I expect you o care lor
mef Have yom o8t cried out un-
ceagingly for the golden-haired young
wife and the babe you lost, and that
you wished Heaven had taken you
tor? Did T ever hear my mother’s
name upon your lips exeept with a
gnecr! Do you expect these things
made that mother's child more fond
of yom, were you twenty times my
father 1"’

She stood up before him, proudly
defiant, like a beautiful tragedy
queen, the sunlight slanting om the
goldemn vines of her amber satin robe,
on the long, dark, silken curls fast-
ened with a ruby star, and oo the deep
crimgom-hearted passion-rose§ that
quivered on her heaving breast. There
was not one feature of that glorious-
ly dark face that resembled the proud,
codd man sitting opposite her.

He knew all she had said was quite
true. He had tried o hard to love
thi= beautiful queenly girl from her
infaney up. He was tender of heart,
honest and true; but an insurmount-
able barrier seemed ever between
them:; each year found them further
apart.

Bagil Hurlhuorst lived over again in
those few moments the terrible folly
that had cursed bhis youth, as he
watched the passion-rocked faece be-
fore him,

To Be Continued.
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TRUTHS TERSELY TOLD.

Courage is the cure for discourage-
mendt.

Money makes the mare go, but it
cannot keep happiness in the saddle,

The judgments of God are as lov-
ing as His mercies.

Saints’ crowns are not awarded on
the merits of their frowns.

The feet will go where the heart is
inclined.

The wages of sin are always paid
right on time.
| The fall of the sioner is like that
of a meteor, the farther he falls the
faster he

i3 consumed.

——f—

PLANTING SEEDS TOO CLOSE.

Seeds are sometimes planted too
closa together. Even wheat will give
goeod resuls when but few seeds are
| used aver a certain area. It is stated
? that in an experiment made, in which
the plar s were set out and allowed
?1’.{} multiply and again divided, a
| single grain produced 20,000 heads,
| containing 170,000 grains, which made
| 4 3-4 pecks. Of course such cultiva-
tion is hardly poseible on an acre
| field, but the experiment shows that
'ugrain of wheat will produce much
more than may be supposed.
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TOMMY'S VIEW.
Selfmade—Remember, children,

' when T was a boy I often went to bed
and seldom bad Equare

| Mr.
!hung:'}n a
menanl.

Little Tommy, whoo is tired of hear-

Fifty cents a box, |ing about it,—Well, that jusi sh_ﬂws
Bates & | how much beiter vi_f you are sSiuace

| you've knowa us.

La Grippe’s Ravages.
A CAMPDEN LA;‘? CORED OF ITS
AFTER EFFECTS.

She Was Left Weak and Rum Down, and
Unable to Regaln Mer Strength Untll
She Used Dr. Williams' Pink Pilks.

In the village of Campden, Ont.,
and throughout the surronnding
country, there are few people better
known or more highly esteemed than
Mr. and Mrs. Daniel Albright. Mr.
Albright has for many years [filled
the position of village postmaster, in
addition to conducting a boot and shoe
business. But it is with the post-
master’s estimable wife that this ar-
ticle has chiefly to do, ns it gives,
practically in her own words, the
particulars of her recovery fom a
severe illmess through the use of Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills, To a reporier
who asked Mrs. Albright if she would
consent to give the particulars of her
illness and cure for publication, she
said: "1f wyou think my experience
help some other sufferer I am
quite willing to give it, for I may
tell you that I am a very enthusias-
tic admirer of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Fills. For some years prior to the
wintfer of 1898 I suffered with a lame
back, which frequently prevented me
from doing my bousenold work.
Later exposure to cold developed
sciatica, and every movemens of the
body eaused intense pain. In this
way passed gloomy drujfs and restless
nights, until the winter of 1808,
when my trouble was aggrawated by
an attack of la grippe. The firat and
most severe symptoms of this trou-
ble pagsed away, but it left me in a
weak and depressed eomdition. I did
not appear to be able to reeover my
alrength; my appetike was very
fickle; I was extremely nervous, and
my heart would palpitate painfully,
at the least exertion. I had been un-
der a doctor's care, but did not re-
cover my strength, and as a consew
quence I wag much depressed in
spiTits.; At this juncture a friend
who called upon me adviged me to try
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and I decid-
ed to follow the advice and procured
a gupply. To my gratification Ifelt
an mprovement in my condition al-
most from the outset, and after
using the pills for a little owver a
month I wasg once more enjoying the
best of health, every trace ot the
trouble that had afflicted me hav-
ing disappeared. It is nearly three
years sinoe I used the pills and I have
been well and strong ever since, and
[ have the best of reagon for asorib-
ing my present good health to the
use of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills.

Dr. Williams" Pink Pills are a tonlo
and not a purgativie medioine. They
enrich the blood from the firat dose
to the lagt and thus bring bealth and
strength to every organ in the body.
The genuine pills are sold only In
boxes with the full name, “Dr. Wil-

will

liams' Pink Pills for Pale FPeople,”
printed on the wrapper. If your
dealer cannot supply you send di-

rect to the Dr. Williams' Medicine Co.,
Brockville, Ont., and the pills will be
mailed post paid at 50 cents a box,
of gix boxes for $2.50.
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BY T'HE HOUR.

When Reymini, the famous violinist,
was a young man, he was engaged by a
parvenu to play at a dinner, the agree-
ment stating that ha was te farnish
muasic from eight o'clock to eleven,

He began with an anduste move-
mernt, fromm Mozarl, a composition
whichi opens very slow, and soft.

The bost laraer o his guestq. That's
jus! like (liose Wusicians, he said ; 1
hired him by the hour. apd seer how

slow he plays,
e

THE FLIGHT OF BIRDS

The bumming bird does not fly as
fast as many slow-flapping birds of
ungainly bulk.

The homey bee weems to travel like
a bullet, yet it takes him two minutes
to fly one mile.

The quatl appears to get away more

rapidly than does the mallard, but
he does not do it.
The cormorant of the sea coast

geems to be a slow flier, yet he does
a mile in one minute and ten seconds,
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IN THE NEXT HUNDRED YEARS

In 1935 there will be seven eclipses.

February will have five Sundays in
1920, 1948 and 1976.

There will be 380 eclipses during
the coming century.

The twentieth century will have 24
leap years, the greatest possible nuwm-
beir.

There will e 12 transibs of Mer-
eury across the gun’'s dise between
1900 and 2000,




