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CHAFPTER 11.—(Continued.)

“You are Mr.

#r?" ahe asked, without replying to my
remark,

“No," T answered; 1 am his junlor
partner.”

“He is 111, T believe?”

"He has been (1, but 18 recovering.
He wae not able to come today.” |
added, with a shade of pique in my
mind. Was she regretting that 1 Xad
taken the place of Rowton, who was
probably well known to her.

“l am sorry—for his fllness,” she
sald, “but glad that he—that—that—"
stammering and sitting down sudden-
Iy—1 think because she was trembling
too much to stand. “"Mr——"

“Fort,"” | suggested quletly,

“Mr. Fort—1 beg your pardon,” she
aald, hurriedly; “but—the time l8 so
short—Il—am so anxious to say gome-
thing to you. T hardly know how'—
with Increaslng nervousness—*“but 1
must say Iit, I"—ralsing her eyas once
more to mine—"1 think 1 may epeak
to you. You will not think i strange.”

“1 shall be only too glad to be of use
to you," 1 responded, with hardly-ve-
presged cagerness,

“Mr. Rowton.” she sald more calmly,
“is prejudiced. You—oh, 1 must say it
plainly—hbave been sent for to make
my dear unele’s will; we pll know it—It
I8 no eecret, Mr. Fort, I want to tell
you that {f—if he should wish to put
ma”—a sweet faint flush dawned over
her pale cheeks—‘in the place which
should be my cousin's—Mr, Charles
Branscombe's-~1 could never consent
to wrong him-—never! It seems dread-
ful to talk about it, I know, but there
Is no other way. Wil yvou say what
yon can for Charlie—Mr. Branscorabe
—and persuade my uncle not to do him
thia Injustice? 1 know that lawyers
an suggest a great deal at such time;
~and you fee”—wringing her bands in
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Rowton's—er—broth- |

| Nona Btanhope Branscombe, spiaster,
and her lawful heirs In perpetuity for
ever, for her sole and separate uae,
and independant of the control of any
hushand she may hereafter take, and
on the condition that such husband
shall not be Charles Umphelby Brans-
comhbe, "

These were the wordg dictated to
me in a Airm but faint volce by the dy-
ing Colonel as I sat by the bedalds to
which 1 was hastily summened early
In the morning succeeding my arrival

“All and absolutely.” Thers was no
compromise in the words, no falter In
the elek man’s tone, only perhaps a
sterner set of the pale lips az the flat
went forth, showing that the hope
which had lingered so long In the
falthful old heart had dled at last,

A ¢llence followed, bLroken only by
the gound of my pen as it traveled rap-
Idly over the paper, and, in spite of
| my promise of the previous night, not
Ia word of protest or amendment es-
caped my lips, Was I not doing the
best 1 could for her? 1 was consclous
of a little Nutter at my heart as my
hand traced the worda, “Nona Stan-
hope Branzcombe,"” and—for | was not
vet snfficlently practiced In my pro-
fesgion to be hardened to such ex-
periences—of an oppressive sense of
awe and =olemnity overshadowing the
seene. It was indeed one of the most
#olemn I have ever wltnessed, before
or glnce,

The first gleams of the summer dawn
came through the open window and
fell full upon the stately figure of the
dring Colonel, as he lay propped up
by plHows, on the large four-post bed-
stead. The rosy light touched, with a
strange Incongruous lavity, the noble
features upon which was set the ma-
Jestic seal of the King of Terrors, On
one side of the Colonel's bed stood
the grave physiclan, his finger on the
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THE FIRST GLEAM OF DAWN FELL UPON THE STATELY FIGURE OF
THE DYING COLONEL.

agony of earnestness—“there {s no oth:
er ¢hance. Charlie Is not so—s0 un-
worthy as Mr. Rowton thinks—ire I3
not, indeed; and he has always be-
lleved that he would bha my uncle's
heir. I—1 could not take his place. It
would be wicked and base. 1 could
never hold up my head if such & thing
were done.”

“It would not be your doing,"” I sug-
gested gently, “You would be blame-
less. 1f Colonel Branscombe—"

“It he leaves the estate to me 1
ahall simply hand it over at once ito
my cousin. You can tell my uncle so,
Mr. Fort,” she exclalmed vehememtly;
“'then he will see how useless It would
be.”

Two or three suggestions occursed to
me, but 1 had not the heart to put
them before her. If her Intentions
were anpounced to Colonel Branscombe
he might find another helr, less scru-
pulous and disinterested, or he might
g0 tle up the bequest to his nlece as
to stay her too. generous hand. With
the knowledge I had gained of Char-
lie, the latter course would certainly
be my advice, If so uniikely a chance
as being asked should occur,

“You will do your best?' entreated
Miss Branscombe,

“Yes, 1 will do my beat,” 1 assenled,
pot without a gullty consclousnesy of
a mental reservation which would
hardly have satisfled Miss Brans-
combe had she guessed at It. The
opening of the deor behind me and the
rustling of silk put an end to the lete-
a-tete, There entered a little old lady
with white halr, and the same shadow
of dread and anxiety which pervaded
the house lurked In her soft dark
eyes, “‘Mr. Mort—my cousln, Miss
Elmslle,” gald Miss Branscombe, deing
the nonors with a quiet dignity which
covered her previous agltation. And
at the same moment dinner was an-
pounced,

CHAPTER 1L
“My estatea of Forest Lea anc
Prasscombe, moneys in furds, mort
gages, ete., all and absolutely, with
the exception of the general legacles
alcrementioned, in trust for my mlece,

et e e e o e

patient’s pulse; on the other a splenuid
deerhound nestled his head against the
master’s cold hand. A group of anx-
lous domestlcs hung together at the
end of the long room, out of earshot,
and watched with sllent but eager zeal
for the opportunity of rendering any
of the little last services to their be-
loved master,

The Colonel's volce broke the still-
ness as I ralsed my head, at the con-
clusion of my task.

“This, my last will and testament”
he sald with emphasis, “remains n
your charge, Mr, er—"

“Fort,” 1 Interpolated quietly,

“Mr, Fort,” repeated the Colonel,
“until the day of my funeral, when you
will read It to those concerned.

“1 accept the charge,” I sald, and s
I spoke the sense of awe and solemnlity
already upon me deepened, and made
me feel the words to be a sacred pledge.
Was it a foreshadowing of all which
that trust was to Involve In the un-
guegsed futnre?

“The signature,” T was beglnning,
when a sign from the doctor stopped
me. | saw that Colonel Branscombe's
head had fallen back and that his eyes
had closed. Had the end come, after
all, before Forest Lea could be saved
from the ruthless hands of Charlle
Branscombe?

It geemed so indeed for the next few
micvtes; then the efforts of the skill-
ful physiclan proved successful, and
the ebbing life came slowly back agaln,
The eyellds quivered, the pallld lips
moved,

Dr.
side,

“He cannot aign yet," he whispered,
Was he an adherent of Charlie's?
“Keep near at hand. Wg will call you
when he has rallied sufficlently for the
effort,"

I retired—unwlillingly, I must con-
fess—and the long day dragged slowly
on, without the summons which I was
momentarily expecting. Mlss Brans-
combe and Miss Elmslle appeared at
the breakfast table and did the honors
courteously but gravely. Evidently
they knew of the Colonel's mbre crit-
ical gtate, and Miss Nona at least knew

Marshall beckoned me to his

gomething of what hsll takeu place n :
his room that morning. 1 could searce- |

Iy be mistaken in thinking that she |

made more than one attempt to speal
to me alone. She lingered about, look=
ing listlessly from the windows whilst
Miss Elmslie gave me a long history of
the Lea;, and, when the latter settled
bherself Anally at the writing table,
with a plle of unanawered letters be-
fore her, I certainly detected a look of
dlsappointment —even of vexation—on
the falr face of her young cousin,

Parhaps It was because of my wne«
wonted [dieness that | learnod 18 wae
course of those twelve hours to read
every change of expression in those
lovely features, and to know every
one of them by heart. Aopd had it nod
been that { had reasons of my own-——
cogent onea-for realsting the appeal
In the wistful blue-gray eyes, 1 must
have acceded to the Invitation which I
read only too plalnly In them

CHAPTER 1V,

But how could 1 tell Miss Brans-
combe that things were going exactly
contrary to her wishes, and that, too,
without the faintest effort on my part
to =tay thelr course? How could I let
her know that If only five minutes
more of strength and power were glv-
#n back to the pervelesa hand of the
old man upstairs, she would most as-
suredly supplant her cousin Charles
and become the mistress of Forest Lea

and Branscombe, and “all the lands,
messuages, and tenements thereunto
appertaining?” 1 was a coward, |

know, but I could not bring myselt to
tun all the risksg of the disclosure or
(0 change the confidence with which
«he had honored me Into dlatrust and
indignation,

And there was something dangerous.
ly sweet in the secret understanding
with this lovely young girl—the very
esmtodiment of innocence and purity,
48 she appeared to me—a very Una In-
deed. 1 was thoroughly conversant
with the ordinary type of “society”
young ladles; [ had flirted with a cer-
taln  number of nineteenth-century
young women; and although with, as
[ now knew, a large reserve-fund of
genulpe sentiment in my nature to
draw upon, 1 had never yet been
tempted to ldeallze one of the [ree-
mannered sirens, who called me by ap-
gropriate nicknames, wrested five;
pound notes from meé with “stand and
leliver” determination at bazaars,
hetted and won brooches and gloves
at Hurlingham and Sandown. 1 had
never been In love—sometimes [ pe-
Hleved I never should be. 1 will not
say that I had not sometimes beneath
the light, frothy gurface a regretful
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FOR WOMEN AND HOME

ITEMS OF INTEREST FOR MAIDS
AND MATRONS.

Some Tipsa for Nrldeamalds - Vogue of

the Polonslse - The Love of & Youlh —

A Creatlon for August Days  The
Negligee,
e Voels,
The poota~the poets—

Thowe glants of the earth;

In mighty sirength they tower above
The wen of common birth

A noble race—they mingle not
Among the motley throns,

Bul move, with slow and measured steps,
To mustc-notes along,

The poete—the poets

What conguests they onn boast!
Without one drop of life-bloml splle,

They rule a worlid's wide host;
Thelr stainloss bannor fonts unharmed

Krom age to lengthiensd nKe,
And history records thelr desds

Upon her proudest page.

The poots—the pootg—
How endless s thelr fame’
Death, like a thin mist, comes, vot lenves
No shadow on ench name;
But an yon starry gema that gleam
In evening's crysinl sky,
Bo have thoy won. In memory's dopt s,
At Immortality,

The poets=the poets—
Whao doth not Unger o'er
The glorious volumes that contaln
Thuir bright and spotless lore?
They charm us In the sadidest hours,
Our richest joys they feed;
And love for them has grown to be
A universal creed

The poets-the ol e

Those Kingly minstrels dead
Well muy we twine a votlve wrenth

Around ench honored hemd;
No tribute 15 oo high to give

Those crowned ones nmong moen.
The povts' the true poets!

Thinks be to God for them!

A Fancy Bodlee,

August ls the month of montha
when a woman finds It a trying task to
look cool and dainty; when the reds,
pinks,vivid green and other colors sug-
gestive of heat must be laid aside for
the creams, pale blues and pale yel-
lows. Here s a becoming bodice and
toque designed for afternoon use,

The bodice ia made of dull olive white
sllk Agured In Irregular elreles of deep
yellow., Guipure applique I8 let In the
front up and down and crosswise form-
Ing large squares. The neck is fnlshed
with an Immense bow of olive white
liberty sllk, attached to a stock of Lhe
vme material. The stock In turn s
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hankering after the supremae

Miss Nona Branscomhbe came upon
me as a revelation—a thing apart from
all my exemplars of her sex. She

dwelt In a shrine of her own, the salot |

already of my deepest devotion,

Towards evening an answer to a tel-
egram [ had dispatched to the office
was put into my hands. It was from
Mr, James Rowton, our second ln coms=
mand, who had returned unexpectedly
from the Continent. He bade me re-
maln at Forest Lea until the business
on which 1 had been summoned was
satistactorily concluded, This relleved
me of all responsibility or anxiety as
to my absence from town, and 1 was
glad, 1 was curlous, I sald to myself,
to see Lhe play played out—nothing
more. It was a matter of professional
interest and experience, not personal
by any means,

Miss Branscombe watched me as 1!
read the message, her face pale to the

lips. She was In that state of ner-
vous excitement when everything
alarms. 1 hastened to expMin,

“My partner has come back from
Germany.” [ sald. “It 18 a rellet to!
know that he i{s in London again. |
had not expected him so soon; and'
Mr. Rowton, senlor, I8 stlll confined to
his room."”

(To be continued.)

OoDD BITS

Of Change Left by Customers Help Out
ihe Cashler's Nalary.

Philadelphia Inquirer: Odd bits ot
change thoughtlesaly left by customers
form no Inconsiderable part of the
income of cashiers in certain business
establishments, notably restauranta,
saloons, cigar stores and simlilar places
where, during many hours of each day,
there Is a steady rush of patrons®+]
get $15 & week salary,” sald a cashier, |
“and I always count on an additional
$3, or 60 cents per day, through tor-|
gotten change. [ do not consider that
I am doing anything dishonest, either,
because I always make ln’!!ort to at-
tract the customer's attentlon to the
fact that he |8 leaving his change be-
hind. Nine cases out of ten I succeed,
even If I have to send a waiter to fol-
low the man clear out Into the street.
But there are enough of the tenth
cases to make my receipts foot up all
of the sum weekly I have named, The
majority of them are people In a hur-
ry to catch a traln or car or to keep
an appolntment, and they haven’t the|
time to return, even if they did discov-
@r their loss a square or #o away. The
next day they don't care, or at least a
majority of them do not,to speak about
such a small matter, the overlooked
change seldom being more than five or
ten cents, and [ am just so mueh
ahead, The proprietor got it? Certaln-
ly not, It doesn't belong to him, and
just so the money In the cash drawer
balances with the register he Is sat-
igfled.” The preslding geniuses of the-
atrical box offices are also occaslons
ally In pocket through the carelessness
of ticket purchasers, but with box of-
fice transactions the change, If any,
Is usually In such large amounts that
thely opportunities are fewer and far
ther between,

ex- |
perience missing from my thirty yvars
of life, |
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Anlsh®] with a ruMe of dotted chiffon.
The ends of the bow are also finlshed
with tiny frills of the dotted material.
The belt Is a broad band of striped rib-
hon tled In a bow at the back.

The toque conalsts of a narrow band
of fancy straw, covered with bunches
of pale yellow and white wild roses,
with a full spray of the flowers at the
left side,

For the Dride,

As summer advances beautiful
thades of blue are taking the place of
the springtime purple. These blues
are to be found in the silk and woolen
vellings, In cottons and linens and
millinery materials. A charming wool
velling of a real china-blue shade 1s
trimmed with the tinlest rows of black
velvet ribbon and has vest and revers
of white satin overlald with Irish
point. Dull reds, or rather soft shades
of red, are fashlonable, but are so sub-
dued by the tilmming that they are
not in the least obtrusive. It requires,
however, just the artistle eye and fin-
gers of the Parislan modlste to sue-
cessfully present reds that may be
worn In the warmer weather, Boleros
of lace are particularly modish, while
lace covered or otherwise trimmed
revers are to be found even on even-
Ing gowns, the ghort little revers turn-
Ing back just at the bust line,

Vogue of the Polonsise,

Writes a woman from foggy London
town: The "polonalse is certalnly to
be a feature of the spring styles, In
Parls It Is already an accepted fact,
and, although London no longer slav-
Ishly accepts what Parls preposes In
the matter of dress, a run on the pol-
onalse I8 expected here. Anyone who
studies the subject of dress soon dls-
covers that what on the first seemed to
be a recklesa revival |8 generally a log-
feal evolution of some favorite style |
of the moment, When the shaped

flounco came In, the previval
“tablfler” “tunie,” or  “draped ovar-
skirt,” s It need to be called some ten
years ago, was predicted.  And the
draped or rseparate overakirt cannot
come In without bringing in the pol-
onaise, which lr merely 18 “prineoss”
form —that s, the overakirt cut In one
with the bodice Instend of Lelng sep-
arated at the walst.  The overskirt
hieiped the evolution of the polonalse,
which Is always most In favor when
fashlon decrees a  certain  tightneas
above and a certaln flow below (n Jd1.
rect contrast,  The eel akirt aceen-
tiuated this and will accentuate 1t atill
more If the excessively tight samples,
skin tight above and very fleecy and
flowing below the knees, which now
prevalls in Parls and on the smarter
London stages, ever gpread to the ma-
Jorlty.
Tlhps for Rrkdesmnids,

Each bridesmald should present a
gIft just as other Invited guesta do,
the gifta to be sent a few days before
the wedding A Mttle friendly and
Informal note should accompany the
gife,

The malds precede the bride to the
church and walt for her at the door,
standing In two lines faclng each other,
When the bride arrives with father,
brother, or whoover Is to “give her
away.,"” she passes through the alale
formed by her attendants, who form a
procession behind her. The chlef mald
gtands nearest the bride, who hands
her her gloves and bougquet to hold be-
fore the part of the service Is reached
where the ring & allpped on her finger.
The best man and mald accompany the
bridal palr to the vestry to witness the
glgning of thelr names, but the rest of
the attendants walt outside, After the
ceremony the malds follow the bride,
as upon entering the church,

Bouquets are sent the maida by the
groom, who also the day before the
wedding sends them some small ar-
tiele of Jewelry,

The malds, of course, return to the
home of the bride to the breakfast or
reception that follows the ceremony
at the chureh, and when the bride goea
to exchange her white robes for a trav-
eling gown the chlef mald accompanies
to asslst her,

However amlable a bride may he, she
certalnly prefers to have the foollsh
old custom of throwing rice and old
ghoes after her overlooked, 1Tt Is the
privilege of the Lest man or mald to
throw an old slipper, but the balance
of the attendants may refraln from
the showing of good wishes In this
way, T am certaln, without fear of of-
fending the bride. 1L

For Warm Days,
Pale yellow and white form a com-
bination popular in both gowns and
millinery. Delleate  yellow  with

white and delieate green with white
Areé NIWAYE Attractive In simmeriime

costumes, and wlill be geen In many a
charming tollet throughout the warm-
er days.

Hand-embroldered bishop's lawn,
linen and batlste are made up Into
very altractive collars, cuffs and

blouse fronts. French muslin is also
used In the same way. The collars
are both wide and narrow, the edges
finished with hemstitehing and narrow
edging of ungathered Valenclennes
lace. The embroldery i# u=ually of a
fine vinelike pattern above the hemmed
adge,

Of all fashlonable gowns for the
summer, yoke and gulmpe effects are
constantly inereasing, and éach new
model that appears dlscloses something
novel, dalnty and pleturesque. The
familiar forms, notes the New York
Post, of seasons past are replaced by
those of tucked batiste, llsse and In-
dla mull; Flemish gulpure and Vene-
tian nets, point d'esprit, ete., or of
tinted all-over embroiderleg on white
linen or French lawn; gauffered India
sllk, crossed with bandg of slik inser-
tlon, or these same dellcate effects In
taffeta, merely lald In fine lingerie
tucks, with lines of feather-stitching
between the tucks and the.lnsertlou
bands,

Shirt Walsts of #ilk Muslin.

Shirts or blouses of colored sllk mus-
lin are the most fetching and the
smartest of summer walsts for plque
Jacket gowns. They are plaited all
over or finely tucked, and have a mus-
lin or a lace cravat. Perishable, no
doubt, but not s0 much 8o as one would
think, for the muslin 80 mueh used s,
after all, a sturdy fabric, ethereal in
appearance only. Flchus and wide
necktles of it may be washed and most
beautifully lroned, which fact places
them at once far away from the ex-
travagant chiffon. 1 should not ad-
vise washing a plalted silk muslin
blouse, but one such bodice will easily
be a serviceable and lovely thing for

of the [

the snmmer girl to wear with dur.ﬁ'

alirts af the golf tavrnament or for
afternoon tea on the plazea,

Delightfal Negligee.

DIA you ever stop to think that it e
the efects arranged with studied ecare-
lexsness that make a woman beautl-
ful? And, too, did you ever notice that
It Ia more trouble to accomplish these
totichea of negligence than it Is to ob-
taln the regular, formal eMeocts?

When you see a little curl nestling
lovingly about the forehead and around
the neck, and a little rufMe bobbing up
irregularly in some unexpected place,
you may rest assured that at least ap

hour of valuable time had heen devoted
to It,

Here Is a dream in midsummer morn-
Ing gowns., It Is developed in pale
blue nun's velling covered with black
polka dots. The gown is a modification
of the princess and an Improvement
on the tea gown, There I8 a vest of
striped silk which widens into a panel
effect as it nears the foot. The front Is
a rounded one and Is trimmed with a
frill of pale blug embroidered silk jined
with striped silk. wide Wattead
plait caught with a bow and ends of
black ribbon constitute the decoration
upon the back of the gown, The sleeves

are shirred and trimmed with puffs and
DUIIUS UL LUSeTLION,

The Love of Youth,

A London journal tells this
Carlo story:

“A woman entered the salle while a
prince whom she knew wns winning
in a sweeping style that seemed destin-
ed to break the hank. 'l am so glad to
#e¢ you here, Prince, and In such luek,
too!" she exclaimed. ‘Do tell me a
lugky number; it Is sure to win, for
you are In the vein.' The prince gen-
erously placed a plle of gold louls be-
fore the vivaclous lady, whose beauty
had successfully defled the effects of
thirty-six winters, and sald: “Put it all
on the mumber of your years and reap
a golden harvest!' The lady reflected,
hesitated, and then placed the pile on
twenly-seven. An [nstant later the
crouper sang out, ‘Thirty-six red
wina!'" The lady muttered, 'Ah, mon
dieu; thirty-six is exactly my age,’ and
fainted on the spot." v

No doubt this s offered as a direlul
warning to other women, but, never-
theless, In spite of the lost fortunme, ¥
still contend that a woman may keep
to herself just as long ns she plenses
just how many suony summers and
frosty winters have passed over her
head. Now, I think the prinee at Mon«
te Carlo was very ungallant,

Monta

A Severe Netbhack.

“No, it will be several Bundays before
I care to hear the Rev. Mr. Dmkter
preach.”

“Why so?"

“He has just returned from a fishing
trip and It will take him that long to
get back his  veraclty.”—Cleveland
Plain Dealer,

Nothing to Eat.
Hasalt—It's strange you're so hard
up, old man. 1 thought you owned
half of Swamphurst, and had lots te
well?
Haddit—I have; but what I want I
lots to eat.—Brooklyn Life,
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