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CHAPTER XXVII.—Continued.

The remark was so unexpected Rex
geemed for a felw moments to be un-
able to reply to it. Looking at the
eager, expectant face turned toward
him, it appeared ungemerous and un-
kind not to give her one affectionate
word. Yet he did not know how to
gay it; he had never spoken a loving

word to any one except Daisy, his fair |

little child-bride.

He tried hard to put the memoTy
of Daisy away from him as he answer-
ed :
~ *“The question is 50 important that

most probably Ithought more of it |

than of any words which should go
with it."

“0Oh, that is it,”" returned Pluma,
with a wistful little laugh. *Most
men, when they ask women to marry
them, say something of love, do they
nﬂt?"

“Yes,” he replied, absently.

“You have had np expeorience,”
langhed Pluma, archly.

She was sorely disappointed. She
had gone over in her own imagination
this very sceme a thousand times, of
the supreme moment he would clasp
his arms around her, telling her in
glowing, passionate words how dear-
Iy he loved her and how wretched his
life would be without her. He did
nothing of the kind.

Rex was thinking he would have
given anything to have been able Lo
make love to her—anything for the
power of saying tender words —she
locked so loving.

Her dark, beautiful face was so
near him, and her graceful figure so
slose, that he eould have wound his
arm arcund her, but he did not. In
spite ¢f every rescive, he thought of
Daisy the whole time. How different
that other Ilowve-making had been!

How his hear - \Very en- o .
s heart throbbed, and cvery en lying all uncaped fop in a neglected,

dearing name he could think of lrem-
bled on his lips, ag he strained Dalsy

to his heart whazn she had b&shfuﬂyl

wnsented to be his wile!

That love-making was real sub-

pf love.

“YNou have not answered my ques-
tion, Pluma. Will you be my wifef”

Pluma raised her dark, beautiful
[ace, radiant with the light of love,
to his.

“If I consent will you promise to to
love me better than anvihing else or
any one in the wide wolrld?"”

“l will devote my whole life to you,
sludy your every wish,"” he answered,
evasively,

How was she to know he had given

' to that sweet love-dream so
stance; this one was only the shadow |

up feir it at cnce, however, by asking

yem if you will sing for me now.”
The tears came to her dark, flash-

ing eyes, but she fereed them bravely

back. She had hopzd he would clasp
heor in his arms, whispering somo

kweet compliment, then say ta her:
“Darling, won't you sing to me now?"”’

&he swept toward the piano with the
afr of a queemn.

“I want you to sit where I can see
ycna, Rex,” she demanded, prettily; “1
likke to walteh yolar face when I sing
you my favorite songs.”

Rex drew his chair mp close to the
plane, laying his head back dreamily
against th: crimscn cushions. He

—just cmee—he wiounld let his famcies
renm where they weuld. He had of-
ten heard Pluma simg before, but nev-
er in the way she sung tc-night. A
|llun.-.', thrilling, seductive voice full of
pleading, passicnate fenderness —a
vo'ce that whispered of the sweet ir-
restible power of love, that carried
away the hearts of her listener as a
sircine current carries a leaflest.

Walk it a dream, cr was it the night
awind Mreathing the mame of Daisy?
The tears @olse to hig eyes, and he
stalrted to his feet, pale and {rembling
with agitatism., Suddenly the music
ceased.

. «] did mot think such a simple little
melody had porver to move you, she
gaid.

“Is it a new song?’ he asked. I
do not remember having heard 1t be-
fore. What is the title of 1t§#"
| He did not notice har face had
gicgwn slightly pale under the suoft,
pearly light of the gleaming lamps, 28
<l held the music out torvard him.
| Tt is a pretty title,” she said, 1n
ber leny, musical wvoice, ‘Daidies
Grolwing o'er my Darling's Grave,

In the territe lock of agony that
swept over his handsome lace, Pluma
' read the secret of his life: theccne sec-
' ret she had dreaded stood as clearly
revealed toy her as thegh it had ‘been
stamped in glciwing letters upom hig
brow. She wpld have stood little
chance cof being Rex's wife if Daisy
Brcioks had lived.

Whe woenld have dreamed the beau-
tifal, preud young heiress could hawve
cursed the very memory <of the young
girl whaolm she believed tol be dead—

lemely grave §

Rex felt =screly disturbed. LHE
never remembered how the remain-
der of the evening passed. A,
heavens! hew. his mind wandered back
cruelly
broken. A mist as of tears spread be-
fore his eyes, and shut the wheile world
fromn him as he glanced ¢ut of the win-
dew and up at the star-ge ed sEKy—
that was his Daisy’'s homae.

“l hope my little seng has not cast

a gloom over you, Rex?'"’ she said, hold-
ing out her hands to him as she arose
te bid him pood-night—those small

| white hands upon one of which his en-

pagement-ring glowed with a theus-
and prismatic hues,

“W hy sheuld it?"” he asked, attempi-
ing to laugh lightly, I admired it
perhaps more than any other 1 have
ever heard yocu smg.”

all his heart to Daisy?

She held out her hands to him wit.h]

Hel
| etrange occcurrence,

a charming gesture of affection.
tocs them and kissed them; he could
do neither miore or less,

“I will be your wife, Rex,” she said
with a tremmlous, wistful sigh.

“Thank you, Pluma,” he returned,
gently, bending down and kissing the
beautiful crimson lips; “‘you shall
never regret it., You are so kind, [
nm geing to impose on your good na-

Pluaa well knew why.

“It was suggested to me by a
Shall I relate it
te you, Rex ¥’

He made some indistinet answer, lit-
tle dreaming of how wofully the little
anecdote wonld affect him.

“I do niat like to bring up old, un-
pleasant subjects, Rex. DBul do ymu
remember, what the only guarrel we
ever had was about, or rather who 1t

ture, You have promised me you will
be my wife—when may I claim }*cu,!
Pluma §" '

“Do you wish it to be socon?”
nsked,
he would answer her.

‘Yes," he said, absently; *the scom-
pr it is over the better I shall be
pleased.”

She lodked up imto his face, at a
loss hew to interpret the words.

“¥ou shall set the day, Rex,”
replied.

“I have ycmur father's cchsent that
it may take place just as sman as pos-
gible, in case yom pricimiszd to marry
me." he said. “Suppose it takes place
In a fortnizht, say—will that be tco
scwoin for you "

She gave a little seream of sur-
prise. “As soon as that?' she mur-
mured; but ended by readily ccmsent-
ing.

He thanked har and kissed her cmce
more. After a few guiet words they
parted—she, happy in the glamcur of
her love-dream; he, praymg to zlea-

she |

sha

-

hesitatingly, wandering how !

|

was abcutip”
He lcoked at her in surprise; he had
not the least idea of what she allud-

L ed to.

“Do yom remember what a roman-
¢ interest you cmnee took in our over-

|t
seer's niece—the ¢ne who eloped with
Tester Stanwick from boearding-school

tho one whaose death we afterward

' read of? Her name was Daisy—Daisy

Breioks."”

ger into his heart with her white jew-
eled hands he could not have been
more cruelly startled. He could have
cried aloud with the sharp pain of un-
utterable anguish that METmCry

wicnald not be obliged to talk; for once’

] She

a
bow: he dared not look up lest the
haggard pain of his face should be-
tray him.

“Her muncle, he was no relation, I
bzlieve, but she c¢alled him that, was
meire fond of her than words can ex-
press. I was driving along by an un-
frequented road to-day when I came
across a strange, pathetic sight. The
poor old man was putting the last
teaches tol a plain wooden cross he
tree, which bore the simple words:
had just erected under a magncifa-
‘To the memory of Daisy Brooks, aged
sixteen years.' Arcund the crczs
the grass wag thickly sown with
daisies.

“1She dees mot mwest here,” the old
man said, drawing his rcugh sleevae
aercss his tear-dimmed eyes; “but the
poor little girl loved this spot best of
any.

Pluma wondered why Reax took her
just then in his arms fer the first
time amnd kissed her. He was thank-
(ng her in his heart; he could have
knelt to her for the kind way she had
spaken of Daisy.

A little later he was standing by
the cpen window of his own room In
the micionlight.

“‘My God 1" he cried, burying his face
in. his hands, “this psigr John Brooks
did what I, her husband, shculd have
donz: but it is not too late now. I
shall homor your memory, my darling;
I shall hawva a co3tly marbla momu-

brecught him. His answer wasd

the ashes of dead hope. He sealed the
memcry of Daiisy, beloved wife of Rex
Lyocm, aged sixteen years." Not Daisy
Lriooks, but Daisy Lyon. Mother is
dead, what can secrccy avail now?”

He womnld niot tell Pluma until the
last moment. Btraightway he order-
ed a magnificent momument from Bal-
timcre—one of pure unblemished
white, with an angel with drecping
wings overlcoking the tall white pil-
larr.

When it arrived he meant to take
Pluma there, and, reverently kneel-
ing down befcre her, tell her all the
story of his dweetf, sad love-dream
with his face pressed close against the
cold, pulseless marble—tell her af the
lce-dream which had left him but
ashes of dead hope. He =ealed the
letter amd placed it with the cut-go-
ing morning mail

“PDarling, how I wish I had not
parted fram you that night!" he sizh-
ed.

How bilterly he regretted he could

inot live that one brief hour of his
past life over again—how differently
he wotuld act.

HAPTER XXVIIL

While Rex was penning his all-im-
portant letter in his reom, Pluma was
walking mestlessly to and fro in her
boudclir, conning over in her mind the
events cf the evening.

Rex had asked her to be his wile,
but she stood face to face with the
truth at last—he did not lave her. It
was not ®aly a blow of the keenest
and cruelest kind to her affection,
tut it was the eruelest blaw her van-
ity ccmld possibly have received.

To 1himk that she, the wealthy, pet-
ted heiress, who eounted her admirers
by the sccre, should have tried so
hard to win the love of this oneé man
amd have failed: that her beauty, her
grace, her wit, and her talent had
been lavished mpon him, and lavished
in vain. *“Was that simple girl, with
her shy, timid, shrinking manner,
more lgvable than 1% she asked her-
self, ineredulcusly.

She eculd mot realize it—she, whose
name was on the lips of men, who
prajsed heir as the queen of Lbeauty,
and wham falr women envied as one
who had but to will to win

It seemed to her a cruel mcckery
of fate that shz2, who had everything
the warld could give—beauty and
fertune—should ask but this one gift,
and that it should b2 refused her—the
lcive of the man who had asked her to
e his wile,

Was it possible that he should learn
to love her?
told

herself that she should

by the
Food.

ven from the depths of his mismrable |
heart, to give him stremgth 7o carry,
gut the rash .wow which nad lx-.l:-ﬂl
wrung frem his unwilling lips.

In his heart Rex knew na one but
Daisy cculd ever reign. Dead, he was
devoted to her memory.

His life was narrowing down.
wias all kindness,

|
He 1
consideration uudl

devotion; but th: one supreme mag-|

net of all—love—was wanting.

In vaim Pluma exerted all har won-
drocus powers of fascination to win |
him more completely. How little hel
dreamed of the depths of love which
contmolled that passionate heart, ev-
ery thnob af which was for him—that
to have won from him one tokemn of
warm affection she would have given |
all she held dear in this world.

“How doos it happen, Rex," she ask-
ed, one evening, ‘‘yvou have not asked
me to sing to you since you have ask-
ed me to be your wife? Music used
to be such a hond of sympathy be-
tween us."”

There was bzth live and Treproach
in her woice. He heard neither. He'
thad stmply fcergotten it.

“T have ¥ean thinking of other
thiﬂgs. I presuma Allcaw me tomake

| excretory

Of all preparations for purifiying
and enriching the blood and toning
up the system 1n spring, n

or after

long illness, noue can approach in
specific medical action the wonderful
properties of Dr. Chuase’s Nerve Food,
the great blood builder aud nerve re-
storative.

Unlike any remedy you ever used,
it exerts a natural and gentila inilu-
ence over the kidneys, liver and
bowels, restoring them to a condition
of perfect health and regularity, and

through the medium of the circula-|

tion of the blood gives new lifle and
vivifying energy to each and every
part of the human frame,

You may have made the mistake ol

using salts or other strong and weak- | Or skin

ening purgatives in the spring. sSuch
treatment can never build up and
strengihen a weakened and run-
down system. The habitual use of
salts does more to shorten life and
hasten the ruin of the filtering and
organs than
you can name.

The blcod is thin and watery in the | Filty cents
spring and demands of nature just Edmanson,
- onio.

such restorative ingredients as are

And 2!l the Debility
This Trying Scason can be Avoided
Use of DPr.

|
{

E S

any cuslom | struct

and Depression of
Chase’s Nerve

| contained in Dr. Chase'd Nerve Food,
and hence the popularity of this fam-
ous food cure. Instead of tearing
down the tissues of the body, it builds
thkem up, renews the nerve cells, forms
firm muscle, increases weight, and
gives color to the cheeks and elasticity
to the movements.

| You can keep well this spring and

avoid the feelings of lassitude and de-
pression by beginning at once Lo use
Dr. Chase's Nerve Food. It is the
most common Eense treatment that
secience ever devised, and on account
of its gentle and counstant upbuild-
| ing influence can be used with plens-

| ure and comfort by men, women and

children.

There will b no pimples, humors
eruptions if you keep Lhe
'fl.:ﬂ_unl pure. No cravine of the blood
' and nerves for nourishment if you use
this favorite prescription of Dr. A. W.
Chase. The pains, aches, weaknesses
| and irregularities of other springs
will be mnknown to yvou if you recon-
and reinvigorate the system
. by the use of Dr. Chase's Nerve Faood.
a box, at all dealers, or
Bates & Company, Tor-

.

— _ :
If she had suddenly plunged a dag-

ment erected to your memory, bear-

ceptionally well.

connected with headguarters, and

vere, that love must in
time prevail.

“T must never let him find me dull
or munhappy,” she thought. “1 must
carefully hide all traces of pique or
annoyance.

She would do her best to entertaim
him, and make it the study cof her
life to win his love.

She watcdhed the stars until

her great

they

faded from the skies, then buried her |3
face in her pillow, falling into an un- |

take courage, that she would 1&:1'5:1-1

A FATHER'S STORY.

easy slumber, through which a beauti- |

ful, floated,
at

1111~

flower-like, girlish face
and a slight, delicate form knell
her feet holding her armi dul
pleringly, scbbing out :—
“Do not take h:m Irom
my wehld—I letve him I
And with a heart racked by terri-

me— he

Lle jsalcmsy, Pluma, turned uneasily

on her pillow and opsmed her eyes,
The stars were st!ll glimmering in the
memlighted sky.

“Is the face of Daisy Breoks ever
to hatant me thus ?” she cried out, 1m-
patiently. “How was I Lo know she
was to die?” she muttered, excitedly.
“I simply meant to have Stanwick
abduct hor from the seminary that
Rex might belisve him her lover and
turn to me for sympathy. I will not
thimk cif it,” she cried; ‘[ am nct one
to flineh from a cours: of action I
have marked cut for myself, no mat-
ter what the ccmsequences may be, if
[ only gain Rex's love.”

And Pluma, the bride soon fto be,
turned her flushed face again to Lhe
wall tor dream again of Daisy Brooks.

She little dreamed Rex, tcs, was
watching the stars, as wakeful as she,
thinking of the past.

Then he prayed Heaven to help
him, so that no unworthy thought
shomld enter his mind. After that
he slept, and cne of the most painful
days of his life wag ended.

The days at Whitesteme Hall flew
by on rapid wings in a rcund of gay-
ety. The Hall was crowded with
yeung folks, who were to remain until
after the marriage. Dinner parties
were followed by May-pole dances oul
en the green lawns, and by charades
and balls in the eveming. ' The cld
Hall had mever echced with such frail-

iﬂﬂtlﬂ.‘lﬂ mirth before. Rex plunged
mfo the excitement with strange
zest. No one guessed that beneath

his winming, careless smile his heart
was almiost breaking.

One morning Pluma was standnig
alcne on the vine-covered terrace,
waiting for Rex, who> had gone out to
try a beautiful spirited heorse that
had just been added to the stables cif
Whitestome Hall. Ehe noticed he had
taken the unfrequented zcad the
magncilia-trees shaded. That fact
bore no significance, certainly; still
there wals a strong feeling of jealousy
in her heart as she remembered that
little weioden cross he would be ob-
liged to pass. Would he stop there?
Shea comld mot tell.

“How I lsvie him—and how foolish
[ am!' gh> lauzhed, nerviously. ‘I
kave no trival, yet I am jealcus of his
very th:zughts, lest they dowell om any
one else bul myself. I do not see
hiow it iz, she said, thcaghtfully, to
herself, “why pecple laugh at love,
and think it weakness cr a girl's sen-
timental fclly., ‘Why, it is the strong-
est of human passicns!™

To Be Continued.
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BRITISH TELEGRAPHERS PRAISED.

Especially Good Work Done by Them In the
Field In South Afrlea.

British telegraphers have recently
received a good many compliments.

The King has thanked them for the
services they rendered at Osborne and
at Windsor during the last illness of
Queen Victoria, and the German Em-
peror has decorated Charles Mullens,
the operator who was sent from Lon-
don to work the cable laid tempor-
arily from the imperial yacht Hohen-
zollern to the shore.

The cross bestowed on Mullens is a
handsome piece of work. On the front
is the imperial monogram W.R., sur-
mounted by a Crown, and on the back
is an inscription setting forth that the
recipient had rendered service to the
State. If Mr. Mullens should ever
care to settle down in Germany the
cross will entitle him to draw a mod-
est pension.

Equally gratifying to the telegraph-
ers is the emphatic testimony to the
excellence of their work during the
war in South Africa. Field Marshal
Lord Roberts, in the full despatches
just published in the official London
(azette, savs that, despite ,the cnor-
mous diffieulties of the country tra-
versed, his telegraphers almost always
managed to keep him in communica-
tion will all his scattered forces in the
enemy’'s country.

Gen. Buller writes of their technic-
al knowledge, their unwearying per-
severance and their high state of ef-
ficiency. adding ** all officers, non-com-
missioned officers and men of the
Telegraph Department have done ex-
The only fault I
have to find with them has been that
they have been sometimes too anx-
ious to keep their line up and have
incurred undue risk."

Gen. Sir George White declares
{hat the service of the telegraphers
during the historic siege “was of the
highest wvalue and conduced greatly
to the successful defence of Lady-
smith.”! The use which Gen. DBaden
Powell made of his small band of
telegraphers is by this time pretly
well known. All his outlying forts
and lookout posts at Mafeking were
he
was thus able to receive reports and
ssue orders for all parts of the de-
fence instantanecsasiy.gSignalling was
raduced to a fine art and maintained

by helicgraph lamp and flag. Mega- |

phones were also made and used in
outlying trenches and posts, and
phonophores, attached to ordinary

i-.:;' |

telegraph lines, were used on the ar-
mored trains which used to bother |

ihe Boers so much.

—

He Tells How His Son R[legained
Health and Strength.

Hnd His Spine Injured and for Two
Yoars Was Unabie to do Any Work
and for Most of the Time Was Con
fined to the House.

Mr. M. D'Entremont, a well known
farmer living at West Pubmico, N.S.,
writes:—" I believe it i only right
that I shonld lef yon know the bene-
fit your medicine—Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills—have been to my gon, Consiant,
sixteen yearg of For several
yvears he wag almost a constant inva-
lid, the result of an injury to higy
spine while working with hig brothers
on the farm. He grew weak and
listless, had no appetite, and for twa
years wasg unable to work and was for,
the most of the time confined to the
house, and for a part of Lhe time to
his Led. He suffered considerably
from pains in the back; his legs were
weak: and he had frequent headaches.
At different times he was attended by
two doctors, but got no benefit from
the treatment. Then I procured an
electrie balt for him, but it was sim-
ply money wasted ag it did not do
him a particle of good. One day
while my son wads reading a mnews-
paper he came across an article tell-
ing of a cure in a somewhat similar,
caze through the use of Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills, and he then decided to give
them a trial. After {he secomnd bex
taken there was a marked im-
provement in his condition. -He
continued the use of the pills until
Ee had takem eight boxes, and they
have restored him to health. Hig ap-
petite has returned; the pain has left
his back:; he had gained flesh; is able
Lto ride a bicycle, enjoys life and 13
able to do a day's work as well as any
one of his age. Thig letter 183 giv=-
en gladly so that others may learn
the merits of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,
and find a cure if ailing.”

Dr. Williams' Pink Pill€ cure such
cased as the one noled above because
tkey create mew, rich, red blood, thus
strengthening and =hatlered
nerves. They do not purge and weak-
en like other medicines, but sirength-
en from the first dose to the last. Sold
by all dealers in medicine or cent
post paid at 50 cents a box or sIX
boxes for 82.50 by addressing the
Dr. Williams' Medicine Co.. Brock=-
ville, Ont.
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IN THE QUEEN'S LIFETIML.

TLadies who attended drawing-rooms
kissed the queen’s hand only at their
first presentatlion.

One of her majesty’s special treas-
ures was a little white marble bust
of herself at the ags of ten years.

Her majesty had three erowns. The
lightest weighs eight ounces, and has
in it 2,673 white diamonds and 523
rose-brilliants.

On every ceccasion on which the
queen visited the house of lords the
state erown was borne before her ma-
jesty on a cushion.

It was on the day of the queen'd
birth, May 24, 1819, thal the first
trans-Atlantic steamer started from
Savannah for Iiverpool.

Twenty-two dolls’ cushions, made
by the queen when ten years old, are
still in existence. So is her favorite
toy book, called, * Ellen; or the
Naughty Girl Reclaimed,” and pub-
lished 1n 1811,

Queen Victoria received about 8120,-
000,000 from the DBritish nation in
payment of her official salary. This
would make about 170 tons of gold
in English sovereigns or more than
two tons of pold for each year of her
reign.

The gueen’s entry in the duchess
of Fife’'s book of “Likes and Dislikes”
runs thus: “God has beer so good Lo
me, and given me so much fo make
me happy during my life, that now, in
my old age, I will not confess that
I have any dislikes.”

The queen owned 11 yachts during
her reign—the ‘“ Royal Charlotte,”
“Royal Sovereign,” * William "and
Mary,” ‘“Royal George,” first * Vie-
toria and Albert,” * Fairy,” “Elfin,’
second * Victoria and Albert” * Al-
berta,” ‘“Osborne,” third * Victoria
and Albert.”

—
HOW TO EEEP STEEL BRIGHT.

To remove rust froma steel, put the
article, if possible, in a dish of kero-
sene oil.or elss wrap the steel in a
cloth saturated with the oil. Leave if
a. day or two. Then apply, il the gpot
is obstinate, salt wet with hot vines
Zar with brickdust. Rinsa
thoroughly in hot water and dry with
a flannel cloth, yiving a last polish
with a clean flannel and a little swes&
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