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Heiress and Wiie.

CHAPTER XXVIIL.—Continued.

She heard people speak of her ap-
proaching marriage as “a grand
mateh'—she heard him spoken of as
a wealthy Southerner, and she laugh-
ed a proud, happy, rippling laugh. She
was marrying Rex for love; she had
given him the deepest truest love of
her hcart.

Around abend in (he terrace she
heard approaching foot stepg and the
rippling of girlish laughter,

“1 camnot have five minutes to my-
pulf to think,” she said to herself,
drawing hastily back behind the thick
screen  of _leaves until they should
pass. She did not feel in the humor
Just then to listen to Miss Raynor's
sbhatter or prefly Grace Alden's god-
BIP.
~ "'Of course every one hag a right to
their own opinion,” Grace was saying,
with a tosg of her pretty-nut-brown
curls, “and I, for one, do not believe
he cares for her one whit."

~It is certainly very sirange,” re-
Sponded Miss Raynor, thoughtfully.
“Every one can see she is certainly
in love with Rex; but I am afraid it
8 quite a one-sided affair.”

*Yes,” said Grace, langhing shyly,
"a very one-sided affair. Why, have
you ever noticed them together—how;
Pluma walches hig face and seems to
live on his smiles? And as for Rex,
be always seems to be looking over
her head into the distance, ag though
he saw something there far more in-
teresting than the face of his bride-
to-be. That doesn't look much like
love or a contented lover.”

. “If you had seen him thi§ morn-
Ing you might well say he did not look
contented,” replied Miss Raynor,
mysteriously. “I was out for a morn-
ing ramble, and, feeling a little tired,
1 sat down on a moss-covered stone to
rest. Hearing the approaching clat-
ter of horse's hoofs, I looked up and
saw Rex Lyon coming leisurely down
the road. I could not tell you what
prompted me to do it, but I drew
quietly back behind the overhang-
Ing alder branches that skirted the
brook, admicing him all unseen*’

| “"Oh, dear!"” ecried Grace, merrily,
Fthis is almost too good to keep. Who
would imagine dignified Misg Raynor
peeping admiringly atl handsome

Rex, screened by Lhe shadows of the
alders !"
| “Now don't be ridiculous, Grace, or
d shall be tempted not to tell you the
most interesting part,” returned Miss
Raynor, flushing hotly.

““Oh, that would be too erucl,” cried

irace, who delighted in anything
bordering on mystery. “Do tell it.”
“Well,”” continued Miss Raynor,

dropping her voice to a lower key,
“when he was quite opposite me, he
suddenly stopped short and quickly
dismounted from his horse, and picked
up from the roadside a handful of
wild flowers.

“What in the world could he want
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with them?" eried Grace, increduious-

1y. :
“Want with (hem!™ echoed Miss
Raynor. “Why, he nressed them to

his lips, murmuring passionate, lov-
mg words over them. For one brief
instant his face was turned toward
me, and I saw there were tears stand-
ing in his eyes, and there was alook
on his face 1 shali n2ver forget to my
dying day. There was such hope-
less woe upon it—indeed one might
have almost supposed by the expres-
sion of his face, he was waiting for
his death-sentence to be pronounced
instead of a marriage ceremony,
which was to give him the gueenly
beiresd of Whitestone Hall for a

. bride.*”

'‘all dlseases resulting from thin blood,
weak nerves and a run-down condi-
tion of the system.

f

#

r “"Perhaps there i some hidden ro-

mance in the life of handsome Rex
the world does not know of," guggest-
ed Grace, sagely.

“I hope mot,” replied Miss Raynor.
“T would hate to be a rival of Pluma
Hurlhurst's. I have often thought,
as I watehed her with Rex, it must be
terrible to worship one person so mad-
ly. I bawve often thought Pluma's a
perilous love."

“Do not speak 8o, cried Grace,
“You horrify me. Whenever I see
ber face I am afraid those words will
be ringing in my ears—a periloug
love."

Miss Raynor made some laughing
rejoinder which Pluma _ white and
trembling behind the ivy vines, did
not cateh, and still discussing the af-
fair, they moved on, leaving Pluma
Hurlhurst standing alone, face to face
wilh the truth, which she had hoped
against hope wasg false, Rex, who
was S0 soon to be her husband, was

1certainly not her lover.

Her keen judgment had told her
long ago all this had come about
through his mother's influence.

Every word those careless lips had
ultered came back to her heart with
a cruel stab.

“IEven my guestg are noticing his
coldness,” she eried, with a hysteri-
cal little sob. “They are saying to
each other, "He does not love me'—I,
who have counted my triumphs by the
score. I have revealed my love in
revery word, tome and glance, but 1
can not awaken one sentiment in hig
proud, cold heart.”

When she remembered the words,
“He pressed them to his lips, mur-
muring passionate, loving words over
them,"” she almost eried aloud in her
fierce, angry passion. She knew just
as well as though she had witnessed
him herself, that thode wild flowers
were daisies, and she knew, too, why
he had kissed them so passionately.
She saw! the sun shining on the trees,
the flower-beds were great sEquares
and circles of color, the founrtaing
sparkled in the sunlight, and restless
butterflies flitted hither and thither,

For Pluma Hurlhurst, after that
hour, the sunshine never had the same
light, the flowers the same color, her
face the zame smile, or her heart the
same joyousness.

Never did ‘“‘good and evil” fight for
a human heart as they struggled in
that hour in the heart of the beauti-
ful, willful heiress. All the fire, the
passion, and recklessness of her na-
ture were aroused.

“I will make him leve me2 or I will
die!"” she cried, vehemently. “‘The
love I lone for shall- be mine. I
swear it, cost what it may !"

She was almoest terribly baautiful to
behold, as that war of passion raged
within her.

She saw a cloud of dust arising in
the distance. She knew it was Rex
returning, but no bright flush rose to

ker cheek as ghe remembered what
Miss Raynor had said of the wild

flowers he had so rapturously caress-
ed—he had given a few rank wild
flowers the depiths of a passionate
love which he had never shown to her,
whom he had asked to be his wife.

She watched him as he approached
nearer and mearer, so handsome, so
graceful, s0 winning, one of hig white
hands carelessly resting on the spirit-
ed animal’'s proudly arcked, . glossy
neck, and with the other raising his
bat from his brown curlg in true
courtly cavalicr fashion to her, as he
saw her standing there, apparenlly
awaiting bim on the rose-covered ter-
TACE.

He looked so handsome and lovable
Pluma might have forgotten her
grievance had she not at that mom-
ent espled, fastened to the lapel of
his coat, a cluster of golden-headed
daisies,

That sight froze the light in her
dark, passionate ¢yes and the welcome
that trembled on her searlet lips.

He leaped lightly from the saddle,

¢ and came guickly forward to meet her,

and then drew back with a start.
“What is the matter, Pluma " he

asked, in wonder.
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“Nothing,” she replied, keeping her
eves fastened as if fascinaled on the
offending daisies he wore on his
breast.

“I left you an hour ago smiling and
happy. 1 find you white and worn.
There are strange lightg in your eyes
like the slumbroug fire of a volcano;
even your voice seems to have lost
its tenderness. What 1s it, Pluma?®

She raised her dark, proud face to
his. There wns a strange story writ-
ten on it, bul he could not tell what
it was.

“lt—it 18 motling. The
warm, and I am tired, that is all."

“You are not like the same PPluma
who Kissed me when I was going
away,” he persisted. "Since I left
this house something has come be-
tween you and me. What 18 1t
Pluma?"

She looked up to him with a proud
gesture that was infinitely charm-
Ing.

“Is anything likely to
tween usi” she asked.

“No; not that I Enow of," he ans-
wered, growing more and more puz-
zled.

“Then why imagine it {" she asked.

“Because you are so changed, Plu-
ma," he said. “I shall never perhaps
know the cause of your strange man-
ner toward me, but I shall alwayd
feel sure it ig something which con-
cerns myself. You look at me as
though you mvere questioning me,” he
said, “I wigh you would tell me what
is on your mind "

“l do mot supposfe it could make the
least difference,” she answered, pas-
siomately. ‘“Yes, I will tell you, what
you must have been bling not to no-
tice long ago. Have you not noticed
how every ome watches ug with a pe-
culiar smile on their lip3d as we come
among them; and how their voices
sink to a whisper lest we should over-
hear what they say? What is com-
mented upon by my very guesis, and
the people all about us? Listen,
then, it is this; Rex Lyon does not love
the woman he has agsked to be his wife.
The frosts of Iceland could not be
colder than his manner toward her;
They say, too, that I have given you
the truest and deepest love of my
heart, and have received nothing in
refurn. Tell me that it is all false,
my darling, You do care for me, do
you not, Rex? Tell me,” she im-
plored.

“Good heavens!" cried Rex, almost
‘speechless in consternation; “do they
dare say sueh things? I never
thought my conduct could give rise
to one reproach, one unkind thought.”

“Tell me you do care for me, Rex,”
she cried. "I have been almost mad
with doubt.”

Thkere was something in the lovely
face, in the tender, pleading eves, and
quivering, scarlet moutih, that looked
as M 1t were made for kisses—that
Rex would have had to have been
something more than mortal man to
have resisted her pleading with sighs
and tears for his love, and refuse it,
especially as she had every reason to
expect it, as he bad asked her to be
his wife. There was such a look of
unutterable love on her face it fairly
bewildered him. The passion in her
voice startled him. . What was he to
do, with this impetuous girl? Rex
looked as if he felt exceedingly un-
comfortable.

He took her in his arms and kissed
ker mechanically; he knew that was
what she wanted and what she ex-
pected him io do.

o

day ig

come be-

said, holding her in a close embrace.

In that brief instant she had torn
the daisies from the lapel of his coat
with her white, jeweled fingers, toss-
ed them to the earth, and stamped her
dainty feet upon them, wishing in the
depths of her soul she could crush out
all remembrance from his heart of
the young girl for whose memory this
handsome lover of hers wore these
wild bklossoms on his breast.

As Rex looked dowmn into her face
ke missed them, and quickly unclasped
his arms from around her with a
little cry. :

Stooping  down the instantly re-
covered his crushed treasure and lift-

a sigh
“l cannot say that I admire your

taste, Rax,” she eaid, with a short,
hard laugh, that somehow grated
barshly on her -lover’s ears. “The

conservatories are blooming with rare
and odorous flowers, yet you choose
these obnoxious plants; they are no
more or less than a species of weeds,
Never wear them again, Rex—I de-
spise them—throw them away, and I
will gather you a rare bouquet of
white hyacinths and starry jasmine
and golden-rod bells."

The intense quiver in her volce pain-
ed bim, and he sahw her face wore the
palor oy death, and her eyes were
gleaming like restless fire.

“I will not wear them certainly if
yvou dislike them, Pluma,” bhe said,
gravely, “but I do not care to replace
thkem by any others; daisies ara the
sweelest flowers on earth for me.”

He did mot fasten them on his coat
again, but transferred them Lo his
breast-pocket. Shz bit her scarlet
lips in impotent rage,

In the very moment of har supreme
triumph and happiness he had un-
clasped hig arms from about her to
pick up the daisies she had crushed
with her tiny heel—those daisies
which reminded him of thatother love
that still reigned in hig heart a bar-
rier between them.

e ——

CHAPTER XXIX,

“T do think it is a perfect shame
those horrid Glenn girls are to be in-
vited up here to Rex's wedding,” cried
little Birdie Lyon, hobbling into the
room. where Mrs. Corliss sat, busily
engaged in hemming som?2 new table-
linen, and throwing herselfl down on
a low hassock, at her feet, and laying
down ker crutch beside her—"it 1s
perfectly awful.”

““Why," said Mrs. Corliss, smoothing
the nut-brown curls back from the

| child’s flushed face, “I should think

. “This must be my answer, dear,"” he

ed them reverenlly in his hand with |
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you would be very pleased. They
were your meighbors when you were
down in Florida, were they noti"
“Yes,"” replied the little girl, frown-
ing, ‘“‘but I dom't like them! one bit.
Bess and Gertie—tlat's the two eld-
est ones, make me think of tho=se stiff
pictures in the gay trailing dresses

in the magagzines. Eve i niece, but
skbe’'s a Tom-hboy."”
““A wh—at!"” cried Mrs. Corliss.
““she’'s a Tom-boy, mamma alway4d

said ; she romps, and has no manners."

“They will be your neighbors when
you go South again—so I suppose your
brother thought of that when he in-
vited them.”

““He never dreamed of it,"” cried Bir-
die; it was Miss Pluma’s doings.”

“Hush child, don't talk so loud,"” en-
treated the old house-keeper; "she
might hear you."

“I dom't care,” cried Birdie. ‘I don't
like her anyhow, and she knows it.
When Rex is around she is as sweet
as homey to me, and calld me ‘pretty
little - dear,” bBbut when Rex 1isn't
around she scarcely notices me, and I
hate her—yes, I do."

Birdie clinched her little hands to-
gether venomously, crying out the
words in a shrill secream.

“Birdie,” cried Mrs. Corliss, "you
must not say such hard, cruel things.
I bave heard you say, over and over
again, you liked Mr. Hurlhurst, and
you must remember Pluma id his
daughter, and she is to b2 your bro-
ther's wife. You must learn to speak
and think kindly of her.”

“I never shall like her,” cried Birdie,
defiantly, "and I am sure Mr. Hurl-
hurst don’t.”

“Birdie!"” ejaculated the good lady
in a fright, dropping her scissors and
gpoold in consternation: “let me warn
you not to talk so again; if Migs Pluma
wias to omce hear you, you would have
B sorry enough time of it all your af-
ter life. What put it into your head
Mr. Hurihurst did not like hig own
daughter {"

“Oh, lots of things,"” answered Bir-

die, “When I tell him bow pretty-
every one sayd she is, he groansd, and
says strange things about fatal

peauty, which marred all his young
life, and ever so many things I can't
understand, and hig face grows so
hard and so stern I am almost afraid
of him.”

To B Continued.
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FRIENDLY WARNING. -

IA' popular doctor tells this story of
a bright boy, his own, who has reach-
eld the mature age of nine, after an
early career marked by many wwild
and mischievous pranks.

His restless nature has made him

something of a torment ito his teach-
er at times, and one afternoon not
long ago she kept him after the oth-
ers were dismissad, and had a seri-
ous talk with him. Perhaps she was
a little afraid that her admonitions
were falling on wtony ground. Any-
way, ghe finally said :

I certainly will have to ask your
father to come and see me.

Don't you do it, said the boy.

The teacher thought she bhad made
an lmpression.

Yes, she repeated, I must send for
your father.

You better not, Baid the boy.

Why not? inquired the teacher.

PCause he charges &2 a visit, said
the gcamp.

———e——eee

A REGICIDE'S PUNISHMENT.

The abolition of eapital punishment
has certainly in ltaly given place to
an alternative that might well aect
as a more powerful deterrent against
the assassin’s knife. What could be

more appalling than the account of
the prison at Bagno, to which the
murderer of King Humbert has just
been moved? 'The prison is a fear-
ful place. Tt is built on a steep rock
jutting cut into tbe sea, and gloomy
walls that inclose the politary cells
are like those that shut in tombs. Only
a small strip of sky ean be seen
through the skylight, which is the
only window of the cell, fast sealed
as it is by iron-bound door and grille.
Through this the sentinel watches the
prisoner. Food is passed through the
egrille, but no word i9 ever exchanged
with the prisoner, who is doomed for
life to be silently watched in this ter-

rible confinement, ’
—
THEN HE HURRIED UP.

He was too modest to be a success-
ful lover, and he had let forly years
of his life go by without ever coming
to an emotional ypoint.

He was in fove with a fair being of
suitable but he would not tell
her so, and though she knew it, she
couid not very mvell give him a hint
on the situation.

She was willing, because she had
arrived at that time of life when a
wioman is not nearly so ‘hard to please
as she might have been at some oth-
er' time, but he was stupid and went
away without a word.

He was gone a long, long time, and
when he ecame back he found her still
ready.

I have come back after many years,
he said to her, as he took her hand
in greeting.

She had learned something in the
years since she had sesen him last.

Well, for goodness’ sake, Henry, she
exclaimed fervidly, why don’t you take
them? T'm 35 neow. How many more
years do you want¥¢

Then a great light shcne upon him,
and he did not wait for any more.

-G
London, whose population svas not

more than 1,500,000 when Queen Vie-
toria came to the throne, has now
as large an aggrezation of human be-
ings within its boundaries as the
whole of Ireland.

age,
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A MESSAGE OF HOPE TC THE WEAK
. AND DEPRESSED.

A GriteMal YWoman Tells of [Her Relense
From: the Agonles That Afliect Her Sex
Afler Thrcoe Poctors Had Falled to Melp
Eer.

The amount of suffering torna by
women (hroughout the country, can
never be estimated. Silently, almost
bopelessly, they endure from day to
day afflictions that ecan only fall to
the lot of women, The following
story of the suffering and release of
Mrs. Charles Hoeg, of Southamptlon,
N.S., ought to bring hope and health
and happinesg to otlhier sufferers. Mrs.
Hoeg says:—"“For nine out of the
thirty-two years of my life I have
suffered ag no woman, nnless she has
been similarly afflicted, can imagine I
could suffer and yet have lived. Three
weeks out of four I would bz unable
to move about and, indeed, at no
time was really fit to attemd to my
tousehold duties. I consulted physi-
cians—three of the most skilful doec-
tors in the county of Cumberiand
at different times had charge of my,
case. These all agreed in their diag-
nosid, but the treatment varied, and
while at times I would experience
some relief, at no time wad there any
hope givem me of a permanent cure.
Many a night swhen T went to bed I
would have been glad if death had
come before morning. I never had
much faith in proprietary medicines,
but at one time Ltook a half dozen
bottles of a blood-making compound
that was highly recommended. This,
like anything else, failed to help me,
There seemed to be not a particle of
blood in my body. My face was ab-
solutely colorless, and my appetite
almost entirely deserted me. 1 often
saw 1o the newspapers letters
testifying to the merits of Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills, but nine
years of sguffering and discourage-
ment had mads: me too sceptical to
see any hope of relief, when dcctorg

had {failed to effect a cure. Jut at
last I came across the story of a
cure near home—that of Mr. Mozed

Bess, of Rodney. I know thal at one
time he had been regarded as a hope-
less  consumptive, and his cura
through Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, de-
termined me to try them. I had not
Laken two boxes before I began to
feel better, and grew confident of a
eure. I kept on taking the pills, all
tke time feeling new blood in my
veins, activity returning to my limbg,
and the feeling of depression gradu-
ally wearing away. To many women
it may seem incredible that the mere
making of mnew blood in my veins
could restore to a healthy condilion
misplaced internal orgzaws, but this
has been my happy experience.r My
pains have all left me,and I am now
as healthy a woman ag there i3 in
this place. This health I owe to Dr,
Williams' Pink Pills, which have res-
cued me from a life of suffering, if
not from the grave."

Dr. Williams' Pink Pilld are espaci-
ally valuable to women. They build
up the blood, restore the nerves, and
eradicate those troubles which make
the lives of so many women, old and
young, a burden. Palpitation of the
heart, nervous headache and nervoug
prostration speedily yield fo this
wonderful medicine. These pillg are
sold only in boxes, the irade mark
and wrapper printed in red ink, at
50 cents a box, or six boxes for
82.50, and may be had of druggists,
or direct by mail from Dr, Williams’
Medicine Company, Brockville, Ont.
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INFORMATION WANTED.

A man who contemplated buying a
bicycle wrote this letter fo a manu-
facturer says an exchange: My mnef-
few bot hisself a new bissickle and
sent me hig old one by frate, and I've
learned to ride nume. It's a pile of
fun, but my bissickle jolts consider-
able. A feller com along day before
yesterday with a bissickle that had
holler-injun rubber tires stuffed with
wind. He let me try hissen, and mi, it
run like a Ekushen. He told me you
sell injun rubker just the same as
hissen. Mine is all iron wheels. Do
you punch the holler hole through the
injun rubber cer will I have to do it
myself ? How do you stick the ends
together after you get it done. If
your injun rubber is all ready will it
come any cheaper empliy? I can get
all the wind I want hare.

-

There is o curious little anecdote
told of Victoria when about 12 years
of age. IL wasg on the occasion of a
visit toa Weniworth Hons=e, the seat
of Earl Fitzwilliam. Ope morning
after a rainy night she was running
about the grounds, when an old
gardener who saw her about to de-
scend a sloping piece of lawn called
out, “Iie |7

carcful, Miss, Its slape!
“What's slape?” said the Princesd, and
the next moment measared her [ull
length on the damp grass. The old
gardener Thastercd to ‘'help her up
and remarked, ‘“That’s slape, M.ss.”




