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“Tell me the truth, please,” Sir
William said grimly, but quietly; and
the doctor; after a momentary glance
at the hard sterp face, im.

Sir Wllliam stood modonl& for a
moment or twe, then his lips X
and he nodded.

“Thanks, Morton,” he said calmly.
“I had an idea that it was bad: but
1 did not think i was as bad as that
~—as near.’

As he spoke he reached for his hard
telt hat ang held out his hand.

“Well, I've had a good time, in my
way. It isn’t everybody’s way, per-
haps; too much work, and too little
pleasure, some would think But
work has meant pleasure to me Nd&»
I'can’t complain. Thanks once more,
Good-bye.?

Doetor horton went to the window
and watched the square, upright fig-
ure as it went down the street and
out of sight; and ke shrugged Nis
shoulders ami‘ muttered:

“The old man’s a plucky one, to the
last.” .

Sir William’s carriage awaited him
at the end of the straggling village
street, but he signed to-the coachman
to drive off, and followed, walking
steadily and by no means siowly,
across the square and out into the

co in the dipection of
Bramley/ Hall; and as he passed them
the le bowed or touched their
hats with that significant imdication
of respect which the world is so ready
to pay to wealth, prosperity, and
pesition.

At the brow of the hill, from
whence the \H2il, a fine, old-fash-
foned mansien, could be seem, he
stopped. and, turning his back to his
eountry-seat, locoked long and stead-
iy at a film of misty smoke which
hung above a cluster of factories and
bouses; f there his treasure,
and consequently his heart, was.

He had begun life as c¢ne cf the
factory lads,down in the bottom of
Bramiley Pit, and it was there, climb-
g the steep and slippery rungs of
the ladder of success, ‘that he had
made the vast fortune which had ch-
tained for him the hcuse of an an-
clent, a noble family, and his '‘ba--
enetcy. Often, when as a boy he had
coveted it, little thinking ‘that his
coveting would lead to ession,

*little dreaming that he would in the
fulness of time lord it in the ances-
tral home of the county family to
which had once belonged every acrs
of the estate which now owned Sir

(

through the wide hall and entefed a
smal] room at the end.

It was not anly a small room, but
one so plainly furnished—a common
deal table, a woodey chair, and an-
other without arms and of the cheap-
est description were, with the excep-
tionotumkngentnlnthocomer.
almost all the furniture—that is
looked more Nke an office than the
“den’ of a wealthy baremet. There
WaB no attempt at ornament, none of
the knackknacks with which most
nen surround themselves; no guns
or for fishing-rods; for Sir Willlam
had pever had the least iiea of
sport, and no feeding for it but the
contempt which the hard-working,
strenuous man of business has for
an occupation which means “wast-
ing time* The only picture had
its face turned to tha wall .

Sir William sank into the hard
wooden chair, and leantng his arm
npanttdnwalongbmthmdnm
thoughtfully before him, his rugged
brows knit, #is lips tightly com-
pressed. ’

He sat there for nearly Lhalt an
bkour, then he rose and crossing the
room slowly turned the picture aend
locked at it long and fixedly.

It was the portrait of a 1ad, a hand-
some boy, with something of Sir Wil-
liam’s strength of expression, but

Spanking Doesn’t Cure)

Bon't think children can be amred of Ded-
wetting by thtem, i

T treatment
difficulties by day er night, Write for faes

_ Mrs. M. Summers
Box 8 WM
— — e

witk finer feaiures, a more sensitive
mouth, and eyes in which a certain
nobility, a toudth o¢f tenderness, shone
through the smile of boyhood’s au-
dacity and spirit.

This was \ poctrait of Sir Wil-
liam’s only som, only child, Willred.
Ang it was the old story—two strong
will in conflict and the deuce to pay.

The father had been fond and proud
of his boy; proud of his good looks,
his high spirits, s perfect courage,
and his very daredeviltry; but he
had wanted to rule the boy as he hag
ruled all witl» whom he had come in
contact; 'and there was too much of
his father in &im for Wiltrid to sub-
mit. - There had been the usual Ift-
tle quarrels, then the ane big oxge
in which the father hag bade his =on
begone, and had turned him out of
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we won't
tears over the inevitable.
But it is inevitable, sir?”
Hesketch gravely. “Surely you will

?:tv"e other advice, a London special-
8ir William declined the suggestion
with a shrug of his shouldess.

“No use,” ne said gravely. “Mor
ton’'s a clever man; ang I've never

wn him wrong. And he warned
me some years ago; dut I was in the
thickotltt.hen.andtoobnsymtnka
heed. It's always got to the end of
my etther, it is s0, you may be sure.
But I want to talk to you about—
business. ?

As he skope his eyes wandered to
the picture, and Hesketh’'s following
them, saw that the portrait had bheen
reversed and wae now hanging in ita
proper pesition. He did not start, but
his rather thin lips came together
thightly,-and he averted his eyes from
the picture instantly.

“Of course, I've made my will,” re-
sumed Sir Willlam.. “In fact, I have
made two wills.” He drew the news-
fpspor from the documents and laid
his hard, knotted hand upon them.
“In one—yes, I'll tell you,. Hesketh;
it is better you should know the whole
state eof the case—I jeft everything
to muo"

Hesketh’'s face flamed for a mo-
ment, and the dark glistered; but Sir
William was looking at tne papers
absently, and when he glanced up the
momentary flush had gome, the Qyes
met his stead,y, with nothing, but

- grave interest Wid attention in their

expression.
“1 made this soon after Wiltred hag
—Eone, and you came. But blood is

osu- | thicker than water—— 2 beg your

pardon, Hesketh, I forgot that you,
too.motmykithmdkin; you are
S0 unlike your father. No matter!
My son is my son and though Wiltred
has behaved - badly, has proved him-
selt unforgiving and unrelenting——
Youw know I wrate to him? he broke
off, in a lower vaice.

Haesketh shook his head.

“Yes, and he did not condescend
to reply.”

——
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anxiety, bdaut
his face dispiayed no sign

‘It was about her we—qusreied "
said Str William. -
marry her.*
mle!i?w. @es flashed for a mo-

“Why? he sskad. . S
un’rham man froWned and bit his

‘Y was indebted to ber father,” he
uld.'. “1 bought the land, the Pit
land. He paused and shrugged his
ahoulders. “Qh, ft was all atraight

Yes, yes; I know. But he
mlndlﬁﬂcnmnandlh;dlmtm
money grimly. ~I'q ¢g 4t again ,of
course; bnt—tmkalﬂingtntho
girl—1 wanted to make up to her—
there, there! My reasons do not
matter,” he broke aff, with his wont-
ed impericusness. “Wilfred refused.”

Hesketh looked down.

.;}h scarcely knew her, sir,” he

Sig Willfam tlushed. - “What h
that to do with it? He could ha:g
known her, courted her.

Hesketh shot a glance at him,

“‘1Yon meanp—"'

“I mean,” cut in the old man, touch-
ing one of the wills, “that I have left
the estate, and my mouney to Clytie

ey.”

Fesketh rose then sank down again
Quckly, biting &is Up in annoyance
at his display of emotion.

“On condition that she marries Wil-

. If she refuses, then the whole
of it goes to him. If he refuses, then
it goes to her for life and afterward
to—you.” .

Here was a pregnant silence; then
Hesketh shaok his head.

“The will will not stand, sir,” he
said, in a thick voice.

Sir William smiled. “Do you think
I the man to maka an invalid
will?’ he =aid, grimly. “I have had
counsels’ opinion, have taken every
precaution. The clauses are so sim-
ple that a chiuld could nat misun-
derstand them, No lawyer could
wiggle out of them. And I made it
when I was of sound mind!” pe add-
ed, grimly.

The younger man leaned back and
fingered his lips with hic long, thin
fingers. He had scarcely grasped
the thing in its full signiticance;
scarcely realized how he himself was
affected by this absurd, this grotesque
wiil.

.“1 am so sure of ihe resuit, of the
success of my—plot, that I have pro-
vided for you—have made you safe.
I have left you the Pit Works and
twenty thousarnd pounds, Hesketh.”

The Pit Works and twenty thou-
sand pounds—a generous bequest. in-
deed. But how small, how con-
temptibly small compared with the
Bramley estate and the vast fortune

of which Sir Willlam was disposing |

in so farcical a fashion! The pale face
_grew pallid, the Hesketh had to
moisten his lips before he could make
the suitahle respense.

“You are very generaus to me.” he
said, huskily. ‘“Very generous! 1
di¢ not expeect anything deyond =
small sum—as a remembrance.”

Sir William nodded and waved his

“I wanted him to L
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ents of the howels and stom-

ach. No other medicine can equal
Baby’s Own Tabletz in guarding eith~
 er the baby or growing child from the
ilia .that follow a disordered condition
of the howels or stomach. They are
a mild but thorough laxative and nev-
er fail to give results. Corncerning
them Mrs. W. B. Coolledge, Sarnia.
Ont., says: “I have used Baby's Own
Tablets for aover thre years and have
found them the hest medicine I have
ever used for my children. I never
have any trouble gtving them to my
little ones and they have saved me
many a doctor’s bill. My advice to
all mothers of little ones is to keep
a box of the Tablets in the honse.”
The. Tablets are sold by all medicine
dealers ar by mail at 26 cents a box
from The Dr. Willilams’ Medicine Co..

Brockville, Ont. R w
Baker’s cinnamon buns, alwayes so
unlike “the kind mother wused to
baké,” may be made aimost to pass
for those, by buttering, rolling in a
bit of cintamon mixed with sugar,
and browning for just a few minutes
in the aven. The balkers’ cinnamon
buns are never brown encugh anyhow,
eo this will not mase them overaone.
Apple sauce served with a dressing
of ice cold orange juice is delicious.
When compelle. to &2rve  berries
without cream, ¢ry a littlg marshmal-
low-whip instead. It {s really almost
as good, perhaps quite 80. It can be
made at hame aor vought, and has the
advantage of keeping indefinitely. 1t
has proved a hoon to many a house-
wife, when the cream hae gone sour,
or when a pudding or other desserf

seemg untempting, and requires a
little extra touch to make f{t just
right.

Grow spearmint in your gardenm, and
make a perfect summer
crushing a few leaves of it in a
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The creation of bheggars has nevey
been due to the exercise of kindness.
All beggars are made, more ar loan, hy
the charity system. With
abolished and every individual
staading that we are all hom to
and enjoy our work
with our fitness for the
called upon to do, there
need of charity, and crime
ease will be leasened t
Editorial by Misha Appelbaum
manitarian.
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Overblouses of plain net.

Softly rounded necks aplenty.

Button-hack models now and them.

Basque modeia of sports wear.

Blouses of tricotine made on asweat-
er lines.

Valenciennes and Duchess combined
in, front panels.

Human experience, like the starm

drink, by | lights of a ship at sem, tllumines only

the path which we have passed over.
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