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bride the other day and found her superimtand.
her troussesu. There were num-
its perfumed bag, snd how do
suppose her mald knew which gown was 0 ae
each bag?
oldfashionsd way was t0 fasten & sschet
the material of the gown on the out
This lttle bride has a flowar rep-
g each gown. On the bag en-
closing her passion flower costume
is » large purple passion Sower,
and »0 on. And another
flower fad which this bride
is ntroducing interests ma
greatly. Instead of haw
ing buckles on the slippers
she wears with her dressy
gpowns she has tiny sprays
of fowers. On her wed-
ding slippers wshe wore
sprays of orange blossoms, on a Killarney rose gown made
- 4 1 for Intimate at homes she wears Killarney rossbuds, ex-
ADY DUFF-GORDON, the f “Lacile® of The Crocss Robe of quisitely wrought in enamal. [ think this & most charming
Losdon. snd foromtont crestor of faioss i he ~ White Lave snd 004, 620 1 9466 & %0508 04 & Bummer snapeetive.
et Sl bash B Sikeon arnils: for Delleate Green In the three costumes I have sent you this week you
‘mm.md“hm-duh Satin. will see that I bave vbserved this flower fad. The “Cre-
styles for well-dressed women, cus,” as I bave named the perfectly adorable boudoir gown,
‘Lady s Parn_ establishmént brings her has & white lace foundation, or ander robe, topped with a
mio close touch with that cenire of fashion. most fetobing little jacket of fSowered green taffets. The
L.d; Duff-Gordon's establishinent w &t oap Is in reality fashioned in the form ‘of a croous, but,
Nos 37 and 39 West Fifty.seventh street, Now York
alas, this does not show very clearly in the photograph.
In the “Tulip” costume there is an air of sophistica-
“" »” tion which is plainly lacking in the Crocus, thet flower of
By L'd, Duff-Gordon ( Lucile )' innoocence. Dull yellow taffeta is used for the costums,
OT odly all the colors of the ralabow, but all the colors of the flowar the red splashes belng Indicated by the decorative girdle
| garden, are to be seon this Spring In the wardrobe of the smart and bands which form the revers on the coat. The odd
Parisian. And ss the Spring flowers are ever delloately beautiful little hat has a modified crown of the yellow taffeta, with
and of & refreshing charm after the Winter, 5o are many of thess first-to- band of red moirs.
‘be-soont costumés. Thore are some gowns which make me think of ero- The “Primross” is one of the simplest of morning
ouses, of tullps, of daffodils, and there are others which remind one of the gowne, developed In a delightful satin faced broadeloth.
tiger llly and passion flower of mid-Summer. Delicate greens and subtle The uplifted skirt shows stockings and slippers of follage
yellows on & whits ground predominate in most of the new fabrics. There green. The novel jacket is girdled with follage green
are baskefs of flowers woven in the livellest of taffetas, large splashing velvet. The extremely low neck is a feature of the Spring
roses seemingly painted on chiffons snd satine. - - conts. The bat Is a happy combination of the green and
There are some wouderful yellow silks, decorated with splashes of plok. But why eall this & primrose gown? Just becauss
et : lo & bed of tull than anything it Is crisp and delicate in tone and becsuse it made me
uu:mmu..mmmmmuunu.mq.m- think of the primrose oo the bank. But why I cannot telld
and pink, decorated with fiora) designs in contrasting colors, There mever You will obsarve that never in former seasons has the
Was a time when flower effects were s0 popular, note of Spring, in form and variely of colors, been im-
Hats .are {rimmed with flowers of every description, and even the pressed with such fidelity upon the fashions. The oppor-
lingerie slow ‘glimpses of rosebuds, llles' of the walley and even fleld i s R S8 AR tunity is one for such delicacy of tint and draperies so
flowers! Yes, the very latest thing in under garments s the petticoat of A A Rl < ethereal that it seems & pity thet Spring must 80 s0on pass
. sheerest palnsock festooned with flowdrs to mateh those worn on the hat into Summer.
e e e e ——— =—- ——= — =
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¢ ‘K BEP your ehin up, old

chap!"” exclaimed Frank

Arnoid, titng his chalr
back and commencing to blow rings
with the smoke of his cigarettie,

Dick Forrester, to whom the ad-
vice was offered, stood leaning
agalnst the mantelplece, his pipe In
his mouth, a gloomy expression on
his face,

“I'm getting fed up with keeping
my chin up on nothing,” he sald, *1
wish you could have a dose of It
Here am 1, a fully fledged lawyer,
and never a brief comes my way.
I'm in love with the sweetest girl on
earth"——- .

“S80 are we all,” murmured Arnold
with & grin,

“And my respected uncle, who's
ber guardian, won't hear of our en-
gagement,” Dick continued. “Not
only that; if uncle liked to speak
to some of his friends he could get

. plenty of briels sent my way."

“Yes, | think your unele Is playing
it & lttle low down,” responded
“Hes objects o your belng
engaged 1o his nlece because of your
lack of fands, and yet he Gould put
you In funds but won't. Why Is
it~

“Oh, he thinks & man ought to get
on entirely on his own merits,” re.
plled Dick Forrester i{mpatiently,
“Well, I have done. I'vée elugged
sway and passed my examas., but
that doesn’t bring me briefs. Uuncle
doesn't spem o understand that I've
worked thundering hard, and that a
liitie help is necossary in the intro-
dugtion of clienta.”

“Well, don't go and make your-
self 1, old son,” sald Arnold, rising
1o his feet, “Well, I'm golng out
ngw. Anything | esn do for you?

“Only order me a coffin” replied
Dick bitterly.

He certaluly 4id look 11l but It
was sickness of the mind, not of the

My reviewed the situation. He and
Amold shared an apartment, but
wheresa Arnold had an assured
comfortable Income, he (Dick) had
sothing beyond the Uitle that re
~ of & fow thousands left him
by his father, who had died nearly
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threa years ago, having ooly sur
vived his wife six months.

Dick had husbanded thls money
so well that he had lived on It and
pald his fees whilst he studied for
the bar, though not muoch remained
after he had passed his oxamina-
tlon.

He was In Jove with Dorothy Nor-
ton, the ward of his uncle, Mr. Ba
ville, and pghe returned his affec
tlon, But Mr. Saville would not
hear of an engagement until Dick
was earning a good Incoma,

Mr. Baville waa a rich man, with
many wealthy friends, and it would
have been easy for him to get work
put in Diok's way; but he was rather
an obstinate old gentleman, and, as
has been sald, he thought that Diek
ought to gei on without any nssist
ance.

“Who's to know that I'm a law-
yor?" Dick muttered resontfully.
“Who's coming up here to give me
briefs unless someone puts In a
word for me?

“It oan't go on much longer," he
wenl on, repeating his thoughts
aloud, *I ghall be on my beam-ends
in & weak or two, and then what am
I golug to do? Frank would help
me, I know, but | can't sponge on
him. It's rough after the years I've
been slugglng away,"”

He lay back in-his chalr, for he
folt tired and out-af-sorts. A IHtle
encouragement was the medicine be
required, but he had found no one
to give it to him.

His head was aching. and it grew
worse instead of better. He feilt
slightly dizsy, and he wondered
vaguely whether he was golng to
talnt. He had mevar fainted in his
life, but be {magined that his pres-
ant symptoms were those which pre-
oeded such a collapse.

He rose unsteadily to his feet, his
head swimming, and he caught hold
of the back of the chalr to support
himsalf,

There was no brandy in the room,
or he would have taken that. The
only thing he could think of was
the bottle of tonie he bad obtalned
trom the dootor.

He glanced up at the abelf, his
eyes blinking, then jurched towards
it. snd with unst2ady hand took
down a bottle and a glasa. He
spilled some of the contents in pour-
fng it out, and then he raised the

glass and gulped the liguld down,

Instantly there was a frightful
soalding sensation in his throat, and
with a ory of horror he+let the glass
drop, and it smashed to atoms on
the table.

Then he began to clutch at his
chest, his shoulders contracted,
moans and gasps of pain leaving his
lips, which had wsuddenly grown
white,

He felt as though the interior of
his chest was belng burnt out,
myriads of lights danced before his
eyos, a hammer seemed to be thump-
ing Inslde his head, while great
beads of perspiration rolled off his
forehead,

“Spirits of salts!" he gasped. “Oh,
God!"

His knees bent suddenly, and he
foll into a chair and lay thers writh-
lng, his hands pressed to his chest
to try to stay the frightful burning
sensation.

He tried to call for help, but only
husky, Inarticulate sounds escaped
his white, dry lips.

Now the room spun round him,
and hig hands went out on to the
table before him and began to clutch
at tha cloth, which he pulled into a

wrinkled mass with his crooked
fingers.
“Dorothy!™ he gasped. “Doro-
thy!"

Blowly, his eyes almost closed,
his head sank into his huddied
shoulders, he traced in large, shaky,
{li-formed characters on the white
mount of the photo:

“Taken polson"——

Hea could write no more, tha pencll
dropped from his crooked, nerve
less fAngers, and suddenly he fell
forward, his arms outstrotched, his
face lying by the photo of the girl
he loved, and then he lost com-
rolousness.

There he lay. very still The
woman who cleaned out the rooms
would not coms in until night, and
Frank Arnold would not be back for
soveral hours,

CHAPTER |11

Mr. Saville glanced Impatiently
at a letter he hald in bhis hand,
while Dorothy Norton, her pretty
face asoxious and slightly pale,
walched him eagerly.

“This Is another letter from
Dick,"” sald Mr, Saville, “He Is ask-
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ing me agrin to Introduce some of
my friends as cllents.” N\

“You will, won't you? pleaded
Dorothy,

“No; I have refused before, and 1
shall refuse again,” replied Mr, 8a-
ville obstinately, "As a young man
I worked my way up, and If he ia
worth his salt he will do likewise.”

“But, uncle''—he preferred her to
eall him wuncls rather than guard-
fan—"but, uncle, your case was 80
different to his. You were In a firm
with people around you to recogunize
your merlt, whereas no one knows
of Dick; they have not got the op-
portunity.”

“Pshaw! That's no argument,
my dear,"” sald the old gentleman,
“If he's got the abllity to get en,
he’ll get on. Bvidently he hasn't
got It, and I'm not going to allow
you to have anything to do with a
failure."”

“But we—we love each other,
uncle,” she protested anxlously,

“Thea you must alter your feel
inge."

Mr. Saville gazed thoughtfully at
his ward for several moments, and
then he nodded his head.

“Get your hat on, Dorothy.” he
sald; “we will eall on Dick, and I
shall tell him just what 1 think."

“And that &7

“That he must give up all thoughts
of you and that he must make his
own Wway, unassisted by anyone
else,” .

“Uncle, you are cruel to him,”™
cried Dorothy.

“No, my dear, only just. It is the

way to bring out charscier In a
man."”
“But he fsn't well. He's worked
50 hard and had no encoursgement
that it's made him quite fIL. If you
speak to him as you say, It will—will
make him desperate.”

“And then we ghall ses whather
he's got anything in bhim or whether
he's just a spendthrift. Get your
hat on, my dear.”

Dorothy realized that [t was’ use
less to argune with ber guardian; he
was as obstinate s & mule on this
point.

A taxleab speedlly conveyed them
to Dick's apartment, and then they
tolled up three fights of stairs and
knocked at the door, alongside which
was the plate bearing Dick’s name.

No answer was returped to the

knock, and Mr. Saville turned to his
ward and nodded his head in a know-
ing fashion,

“0Oul, yon sea,” he sadd, "Probably
drinking or playing cards with some
more like him., Anyway, we'll go In
and leave a note for him."

Fle opened the door, and instantly
a startled cry broke from Dorothy's
lips, for she saw her lover lying
partially acroes the table, face
downwsards, hls arms outstretched.

“Look, look, uncle!™ she ecried.
“He is ill, he has fainted,”

Mr. Baville’s calm deferted him,
and with an exclamation of alarm
he followed his ward to Dick's side.
Between them they lifted him back
50 that he lay in Wiz chair,\and thelr
eyes filled with fear and horror as
they saw hig dead-white face, closed
eyes and blue lips.

“Oh, bhe's dead, he's dead,” sobbed
Dorothy.

Mr. Saville placed a trembling
hand on Dick's left breast and
pressed it there for several mo-
ments,

“His heart's still beating, he"——

But he was Interrupted by =
soream of terror which broke from
Dorothy's lips, for she had seen
her photo with Dick's written words
on it:

“Taken polson."

She stood gazing at it with dilated

eyesa, her Dhands clutehing her
bosom,
"He's Kkilled himself,” she whis-

pered suddenly, her volce husky and
awed.

Then she slowly lifted her head
and gased with wide-open, angry
eyes at her guardian

“It 18 you who have killed him,”
she sald, pointing an accusing finger
st him, “you with your eruelty.”

Then she suddenly fell on her
knees by Dick's still form and
wrapped her arms around him.

“Dick, Dick, dear!™ sghe walled.

Mr. Saville's face had suddenly
grown ghastly, and, ke his ward,
he semed thrown off his balance for
the moment, unable to speak or act
coherently,

Then he luid a trembiing hand on
Dick's shroulder, but Dorothy thrust
R away with a swift movement,

"Don't touch him, you've killed
him!" she sald barshiy.

And now Mr. Saville recovered
his presence of mind, and be rushed
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out of the room. On the stairs he
met Frank Arnold, who had returned
unexpectedly.

“Great Scotl! What's the mat-
ter? he cried, alarmed at the sight
of Mr. Bavllle's tragic facé,

“"Awfual! Tarrible!” execlaimed
Mr. Baville, “Dick's dead or dying.
He's taken polson.”

“Polson!” gasped Arnold. Then
his eyes opened wide with horror,
and he exclaimed: ‘““The spirits of
salts! Good God!"

"Spirits of salte!”
Baville.

“Yes, there was some In a bottle.”

“Then It's hopeless. But where's
the nearest doctor? Quick! You go!
You can move faster than 1.”

But aslready  Frank was flying
down the stalrs three at a time, and
then Mr. Saville returned with a
slow and heavy step.

Dorothy still held Dick in her
arms, and after one brief glance,
almost of hatred, at her guardian,
ghe did not look at him again.

Now the old gentleman broke
down.

“Don't treat me like this, my
dear,” he sald, half sobblog. *I
néver thought—Il-—l—acted for the
best, or 1 meant to.”

"You acted o as to kill him, and
he was all the world o me,” she
sald dully.

"Arnold's gane for the doctor, If
he gets well, I'll make him—you
shall marry him as soon as you
ke "

“It he gets well!” ghe repeated.
“You may safely promise.”

Buddealy she began to cry, and
Dick's deathly white face was
watered with ber tears. There she
stayed, holding him tightly, her slen-
der form shaking with sobs, untll
suddenly Arnold and the doctor
burst into Lthe room.

The doctor gazed curiously st him
for a second and thea opened his bag.
He poured something from a bottle
into a glass and let the liguid trickle
Down Dick's throat.

It had an almost Instantansous
effect, for Dick’'s eyes opened, and
he gazed blankly at the four faces
bent over him. Dorothy's was the
first he recognised, and he amiled
at her.

Suddenly he feebly moved hi
hand to his throat. .

“It hurts,” he murmured,

repeated Mr.
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Then it was that he recollected,
and a ghastly expression came inte

his eyes.
“It was an accident,” he whis
persd. “Took It by mistake—

thought it was tonic.”

“Took what?' demanded the doc
tor. ;

“Spirits of salts,” replied Dick
falntly,

The doctor shook his head.

“That's not the spirits of salts,” he
sald,

Unanimous cries of rellef broke
from his audience.

“But it burnt.,” said Diek huskily.

“S8o I can see,” responded the
doctor. “Where's the bottle you
took it from?™

He turned to the table, where lay
the broken pieces of the glass in a
lttle pool of Hquid, the bottle stand.
ing alongside them.

“That's not the apirit of salts,” he
sald.

“No,"” orled Arnold; “there's the
spirits of aalts on the shelf"

Cries of joy broke from the lips
of Dorothy and her guardian, while
the doctor bent over the lguid and
smalled It.

“It's some sort of apirite,” he
sald.

Then he picked up the bettls,
which was an ordinary medicine bot-
tie, but with no label on it. Dorothy
stood close to him, and the odor
came to her nostrils,

“It's what they use to polish furnl

ture with!" she exclaimed, "It
smells ke It."
“That's it!" erled Arnold. “The

housekeeper's husband has been pol-
ishing our desks to try and make the
place look smart, and he must have
left the bottle here™

And such proved to be th ecase.
The liquid was fiery and the effect
bad instantly made Dick think of
the spirits of salts. He was so run
down and weak thal he had swooned,
more, as the doctor sald, through
agony of mind than of body,

It was some time before the effects
of the liguid from the wrong bottle
left him, and then Mr, Saville kept
his word, and briefs, amall at frst
but gradually becoming ear-marked
with larger amounts, came to the
office which he furnished for Diek.
Then he kept the rest of his prom.
Ise, and Dorothy became Mre. Rick
ard Forrester.




