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CHAPTER VI-—(Continued.)

My henrt snnk as I remoembered the
ineldent of last avening, the evidentiy
meating In the shrubbery
at Foreat Lea. Could this Journey be
conected with that mesting, and could
the timid, modesl girl 1 had known at
Forest Lea be eapable of planning and
carrying ont secrel arrapgements, sur-
rounded by so many difMeultios in her
clrevumetances? What did It mean?

cinndoestine

The endiess green panorama  still
Nitted by: not a pound, save the noch
slonal rustling of A pewspaper, hroks
the silence of the rallway carringe
the pascengers weore elther sleepy or

lable, An irrepressitile desire Lo
sponk o Mikw Branscombe possessed
o1 conld bear the glituntion no
longer I turned toward her with the
paper I had been reading In my hand,
intending to offer it 1o her She wis
already oceupled wityh a bpok—one ol
thaose thin paper-coverod volume |
bought at book-stalla—nnud she Al no

ralep her ayes from It or olherwise
nppear to have notieed my m
There wag no doubt of her wish to
Ignore our previous acqualntance. Ani
a concluslyve further proot of her 1den
ity was given mo g her
I now had the opportunity of seelng
more distinetly a hrownish
shade, and the pattern a lttle ehoolkt

a wimple glrlish costume which 1 re
membered she had worn lo the morn
lng of the day Col, Branscombe died
Could 1 forget the least detal)
pected with her?

A stidilen Inspiration Mashed through
my mind, Miss Branscombe by soughi
this method of communieating with me
privately, away from her family clrele,
and the reserve she maintalned was
necessnry for the moment In the pres-
ence of our !rlluw-;m-uon"ara, noms of
whom might be known to her by sight
sl least, When the proper moment ar-
tived she would explain herself, 1

yement

dresn, which

It wus of

/ f':' i'?f -
InE's Loveris

“Young !lady not coming baek, afr

sald one of them, a portly sqylre, with
# humorons twinkle in the ecorner of

k and her
lattor

coming back

“She's left her clo
pointing to tha

“Nut

hip eye
hwook™
lay on Lthe floor
eh!"

“I suppose not,” I anawo
Alfferently
up the dropped volum

whera |t

red ns In
Al 1 eonld soping to p!

On the Ny-leat

was written In pencll the nsme “"Nona
Branscombe.”
CHAPTER VII

“Five minutes past four,” T gatd t9
my#xelf as | sprang ont on ta the plat
form nt Euston Station “I shall fuat
have time to roport mysoif at the of
fice before Rowtlon leave et st

pnmewhere, and ealeh the 6 20 haek to

Gisdstona. "I have never bheea at
Venice, and"—examining It more
closely—"thiy is not my bag; the ker
doesn't fit"

“Whew—w!" whistled my
“A cass of Cexchuhge no
Yaou've wlan's, m
ho's basped vours —luugzhing at h!
own phn. “Awfully disgusted he'll be
‘ when 'll' Fond the

“TU'n an Impossibliley,” 1 ejncnlnted
“The bng was put Into the earriage
and taken out again by my own bands

partne
robhnary

bageed someboidy

doguments,”

and It never left my sight throughou
the Journey, It wag on the opposite
sent, I can swear there's been no mis-
tuke, It's n robbery! BSeund for the
poalice.”

The words dled on my '8, A ter
rible suspivion darted into my mind

Nona Drangscombe had carrled a Black
lwg—n OGladstone, the facsimile of
mine—and | had deposited it besils
my own on the vacaut seat In hot
precipitate flight «he  had taken thi
Lag, Ileaving eloak and book behind
her, and, a8 I remombored now, of
foctunliy covering up the Gladstone
ghe Lnd left. In her agitatlon she had
evidently exchunged the bags by mis

tako
Robbery? Nonsense—|it's n ocnse of

Forest Len, Here, hansom-—as sl
yon ean drive to Chancery Lane!™

My plans had Vwen rapldly formed
In the time which elapsed hetwoeen
Misa Branscombe's disappearance at
Molton Junetion and my areival  at
Euston. If Milss Hranscombe intendod
to return W Foroat Len thnt  unlght,
referonce to PBradshaw had shown me

that It munst be by Lthe 6.050 trafn from
town-—there wis no other stopping nt
Westlord; and If ehe a4 not return
from  that mynterious ervand—which
I could no longer fntter myeof
In nny way conpected with me
my presence sl Forest
urgently neoded HSuch testlmmony as
I could give us to Miss Branscombes

then

Lo might Lo

movements might be of the utmont
consequence If she wans to be gaved
from somes unknown villalny of Char-

llo Bramseombe's, [ shuddered ot the
thought of her possible danger Iu hils
hands, and urged my cabby to awifine
speed over the rattling London streets

Jumes Rowton recelved me  with
open arms.

“Awtully glad you've comoe back, old
man; the chief 18 atill Iald up, and I
find mysell up to my ears In worl.”

knew whal frultless attempts she had | The junior

ulready made to enllst me on her slde,

This iden dld not perhaps remove the
primary and greatest diffleulty of the
sltuntion, but 1 halled It eagerly. 1t
gave Migs Branscomba the loophole
which my love demanded, 1 was con-
tent to walt my lady's pleasurve—nny,
I was more than content—1 forgot all
the doubts and fears which had har-
ased me a moment ago in the rap-
turous dellght of the thought that she
truated mo, she turned to me for help
in her difieulties, A man in love will
forgive any indlsoretion of which he I8
himself the object and by which he

profits. |

The traln eped on, the afternoon
shadows lengthened, The express
stopped at few slutiong on s rapid

fourney, and, as one after the other of
these halting places was passed with-
out n sign from Miss Branscombe, 1
vegau to conclude that her destlnation
NMas the same a8 my own-—or, was she
only sitting out the fellow-paesengers,
pot one of whom had left us?

The gquestion was presently answered
in & startling and unexpected manner,
Molton, & Iarge busy junction, was
resched, We were on the point of
lenving It again after a three minutes'
balt, when Mlss Branscombe, with
burried glance at the platform, gtar.ed
to her feet, and before | could asslst or
prevent her, she had snatched her bag
from the opposite seat, beckoned to
& passing porter, and left the carriage
a3 she had entered it—swiftly and sud-
denly,

1 sprang after her,

“Just starting sir—time's up!" -alled
the porter,

1 gave little heed to the warning:
but a stream of passengers just ar-
rived by the branch line Interposed
between me and Miss Hranscombe, the
whistle of the express sounded, and
the remembrance of Col, Branscombe's
will, left behind me In the carriage,
recalled me to my duty. [ dashed baeck
just in time, mad with dsappointment
and baMed curlosity, and regalned my
eeal In & condition which roused my
semnoleat fellow-travelers,

l
I

|
|
|

wias nol fond of work
"There's that case of Rose versus Em
ery—you know all about it 1 SuUppose
and old Mrs, Entwistle's estate, and
Sir Everard Brimbone's settlements

they ure all on we ke & pack of
wolves.  Morton, from Morton nnd
White's, han besn in thros timoes to
day., 8Sir Everard wunts tho
pushed on—murrloge comes off gt the
end of the month, Wish  peopln
wouldn't get  marrled! Fagped to
death—ugh!"—rising and stretehing

himsell, “"Well, what's your powas?

| Ol man dond ™

“You," 1 sald Inconleally, for his

tong Jarred upon me. “Colonel Hrans
combe’s will Is here” —polnting to my
Gladstone bag “Wea'd better take n
copy, | suppose.*

“You, | supposo so. What huas the
old fellow done—iaft  everyilling o
that vip of & nepliew?"

“No 1 aneweredd unwillingly, Nora'a
name had become o sacred word to
me, and 1 hesitnted e pronounce 11

In such n presonce

“"No? Then what has he done with
the estate? 1 thought he bhad no othes
relations.”

“He had a nlece,” 1 replied. funiin:
for the key of my bag.  “Oh, herse 1t
In!"—tuking the key from my pocket
“Jennings must stay and make the
copy, and send It down.™

"A  nlece?  Interrupted Rowton
“Who s she? Never heard of
What's she like? Young or old?
#he come In for the land and all? Why
don’t you speak out, man?"

“I=1 will In a moment,” 1 rejoinel,
“What on earth Is the mattor with
this key?"'—holding It up to the light

“Bomething In the barrel
dare say,” suggested Rowton careloss-
Iy, “But about the nilece—1'm
ested, Fort, Is she young and beau
tiful, and an helress?"

“It's the loek,” 1 exclalmaed:

has searcely been
What the—" [ stared at
whilst 1 felt every
leaving my cheoks.
mine; it's—(t's

out of my sight
my partne:
vastige of
“This bag

look at this"-

|
wan |
End my bag lefl there;

F escnpnge!” poralsted James Rowton
"Can't you remember who had the
othor? Tid be come all the w ay 1"

“Yeu" | sald confusedly, putting my
hand to my hend ‘I remiember; shoe
got out nt Mot

She!" echond my partner. *“Wnas it
 n woman? And with a Gindutone!™

'Yus," T mugwored, heartily vexed
with myself for the Involuntary admis-
elon, "It was a woman, I'll go back to
Euston and wire to Molton at once
Fhe miatake may have beon discovered
and [ will fol

low the mossage by the first train.™
"Off ngain?” exciaimel Rowton ruo
firkly “There's n weok's fag here"—

pointing to a plle of documentas whileh
fil'ed the table
"Can't help 1t!" 1 retorted, "The

funernl talies plaee the day after to
morrow. 1 must be present to read
the will, take exccutor's Instructions,

and wo on; and there I8 other busi-
ness which must be sttended to."
“Can't [ run down?' proposed Row-

ton. “Is the helress there? 1 should
Hke to seo her™

"1 must find the willL™ 1 replled
“There's no time to be lost, The Col-

onel gave me special instractions; |
am bound to be present—other things
must walt.”

“"You're off then?" sald Rowton, re-
luctantly. “Well, ta-ta, old fellow!
Wire when you've got the bag. It's
an awful joke, though—such a sell for
the lady.™”

“Don't let the chief hear of 1t 1
stopped to request as I left the office,
the fatal bag in my hand—"it would
upsot him."

“All right,” nodded the chief's
nephow, “It wis an awfully fiat thing
ta do, yon know, Fort—to let ¢ woms-
att run off with the old Colonol's
will. And a eteady-going fellow llke
you, too! Now, if it hud been 1"

I stayed to hear no more, My han-
soin and my Jarvie
eoived his lnstructlons to burry back
to Euston with the equanimity of his

was walllng

thing |

Doos |

dust, 1

Inter-

“the
key's right enough, and yet the bag

color
Isn't
point-
Ing to a half-eMaced label of a forelen
hotel adhering to the bottom of the

ovder. What d4d It matter If all the
world had mnd so long
fnre wos n good one?
My moessage was  goon
nhd whilst 1 walted for the answer 1
made my way to the refreshment room.

gane

But, notwithgtanding my long fast, 1
wis too fevered and excited to eat,
and could only swallow a glass of
| wine and break a biscuit. Then 1

hoverad Impatiently about the door of
the telegraph offies, musing on the

| other inltintion
C tlon which comes but once in o man's

CHAPTER VIL—(Continued,)

My hitherto matter-of-fact life had
tuddenly recelved Its “baptlem™ of
mystery and romance; and with It an- ‘

that supreme revelmn-

Ife, and having come, lesves its mark

upon It forever—the revelation of
lave, J
“Your message, elr,” snld tha tele-

graph clerk at my elbow, [ tore opan

the vellow envelope, and read
“Molton Junetion—No (Gladetone

hag left hare, or Inquired for to-day."
Then Miss Branscombe had not dis

covered her mistake. Moreover, her
destinntion wns some point beyond
Molton, or she would cortainly lhave

hud time o detect the change of bag
ghgo

I sent o mersage to Mlss Elmalle at
Forest Lea, announcing my return
that night and reguesting that If con-
venlent o carringe might meot me at
the station, and then 1 propared to
got through o= best | mlght the hours
of supense which lay hefore me

My heart beat faster as the evening
expregs neared Molton Junetion, 1 waas
on the platform almost a8 soon as the
train stopped. The station was un
usually quiet, and the platform clear
from one end to the other; there was
no slgn of the slight, graceful flgure
for which I gought ecagerly. 1 did not
glve up hope untll the last moment.
Aftor a hurrled Inquiry at the clodk
room [ lngered by the carriage door
untll the trnln woe absxolutély in mo- |
tion, and then resumed my seat with a
blank chill of disappolntmont. Mlss

| Branscombe was evidently not return-

us his

diapatclhied, '

compliention which thls unlucky acel- |

dent
falr.
‘ (To be continued.)

had brought Iato

CARD-PLAYING STORIES.

“Portect
Daye,

They Must Mave Been Ladles™
In Those

One of the notorlous female
gnmiblers of the sighteenth century was

Miss  Pelham, the daughter of the

| prime minlster, savs Temple Bar, She
rulned herself at cards, but
wonld have begpared her sloter Mary
as well hoad not thelr friends Inter-
vened and insisted on the slsters sep-
arativg, Hornee Walpole glves a pitl-

ful s

moat

not ondy

aount of “"poor Mizss Pelham sit-
Uog up nll night at the ¢lub without a

the whole af- |

Ing to Forest Lea that night.

The loes of the will—serlous as such
a loss would be to me both personally |
and professionally—oceupled no place
in my mind a8 | traveled on toward |
I"orest Lea. 1 believe 1 had entirely
forgotten the lesser misfortune in what ‘
geemed to me the greater—the disap-
pearance of Misa Branscombe from her
home. That she was the vietim of
some deoply lald plot on the part of
her cousin I neyer doubted; the ree-
tor's precautions had been taken too
late. Posslbly had 1 spoken of last
evenlng’s discovery Mizs Branscombe’s

t/n.- ‘Mff

gy

s coveRs

She

/4
can hear, she's dying, was o
very old lady, and gshe’s been bad this

ix months or more. She was ok
worse tonight.™
I gronned Inwardly, Then the rec-

| tor's heip was lost at this eritieal june-

ture, It was a fatality; [ must tell
my story to Miss Elmslle, and that
without & moment's loss of time. From

| ber T might gain the Information nec-

esEary to put me on the track of the
mizguided glrel,

Miss Elmslie met me at the door of
we littie morning room deveted to her
nao and Miss Druns there was
no sglgn of aglintion or anxiety In her
manner—nothing but  coprdiality and
satisfnotion at wmy appearance,

“"Ho good of you, Mr, Fort, to come
back a0 exclalmed, “And
how tired you must bhe after your two
I nm glud you were able Lo
return Lo us We need your
help more than ever, for wo have had
The poor dear

"

mbe's;

s00n ahe

Journeys!

at onece

another shock tonlght

rector boen ealled away to—I fear
hls mother's deat Yl Ah, the
world s full of sorrowful things! But
come in, Mr. Fort"—as 1 stood rooted
10 the threshold “Come In to the
fire. What—what |s the matter?
What, indeed? No wonder that 1

stared with dropped jaw nnd wonder-
stricken oyes, for In an arm chalr by
the fire, which the chilly evenlng ren-
dered comfortahle, 1 belield Nona
DBranscombe,

CHAPTER VIII.

Yes, It was Nonn Branscombe fn the
flesh, and not & epirly, aa In my first
utter bewllderment T had half imag-
inegl. She waz wrapped In a  light
fleeccy shawl; her face was pale
death, and her whole attitude full of
listless weariness. She looked lko
one who had wept untll she could weep
no more, and had given up the strug-
gle with grief out of gheer exhaustion.
I fancled that a fulnt wave of colov
stole over the pale cheeks as she held
out her hand to me, but she did not
speak, and sank buck agaln amongst
her cushions,

Miss Elmeslle pressed food and drink
upen me with kindly hospltallty, and
talked In  her purling cheery way,

”

Iy
Y]

ﬁ_,

3~

"IN AN ARMCHAIR NEAR THE FIRE [ BEHELD NONA BRANSCOMBE,"

womnn, losing hundreds o night and
her temper and beating  her head," |
\naother writer save that the unhappy
wamnn aften played with the tears
triaming down her cheeka lasly
Mary Compton, an old malden lady, a
contemporary of Miss Pelham and, ke
hetr, addlicted to gumbling, had the
wme propensity to tears, When she
wt, we nre told, she wept bitterly

ot for the logs aelf,” she wing cAre-
ful to expinin, "but for the unkindness
| of the Both ladles, when luek
! went agninat them, lost thelr tempers,
| a8 did many others, and among them
\Mrs The actress, after her re-
tirement from the stage, llved nat
Twickenham, In a cottage lent her by
Hornes Walpole. The piace had then a
reputation for qa'st card parties. In
[ Montpeller row Hved four aged dumes,
known In the nelghborhood aa Maallle,
| Bpadille, Dasto and Pimto;, terms
drawn for the game of quadrilla They
were accustomed to asgemble every
night mt each other's houwees to play
On the first of the month each
In turn gave p grand party, A relative
of one of the ladles has loft an ao
count of one of these functlons at
which he was present. Mrs, Clive was
one of the guests and happened to have
for her oppouent an old Indy with very
white halr, who In the course of the
game displayed two black nees, Theare

earids.”

Clive

cards,

upon M. Clive flew In & ruge and
serenmel “Two black aces! Hore!
tike your money, though I wish in-

stead 1 could give you two black eyes,
| ¥ou old white eat!"

| was Just puesible

guardians would have been on  the
alert and this  evening's  oscapade
would have been prevented. A glirl,

confiding
Awenr Nonn

Inexpertenced, Innocent,

as, in apite of all, 1 eould

wi might huve been drawn Into any
gtop, howove exireme—aven Into o
hasty and seeret marrings—hy the fas-

cinnting and  claver spendthrift to
whom she had #iven her pirllsh affec-
tion, believii him to be uanjustly
diglnherited - 15 her own favor

Only a fow hours had elapsed sinee
her flight, however Was It too late |
to save her? Hardly There cauld be I
no marrlage befors the morning, i so |
SO0 I would go at once to the reoc- |
tor and give him the ¢lue 1 held, It

a dogen things were
1\!"1‘”'1\'

The night wind blowing upon |
my heated brow, a8 [ aul more
behind the aplendld chestnal, seemed
to let Neht aud alr together In on the
subject and to lift me out of the
trough Into which ! had sunk Hope
came to my heart. T was impatlent to
confer with the rector, No, It was
certainly not too late, 1 declded,

The reclory wna 1o the gates
of the Lea, 1 directed my Jehu to |
#top there frat, |

“1 have to rector,” 1 ex- |
plalned. “They have not gone to bed
I fee Hghta!™

“The rector, sir?™ sald the man,
pulling up., however. “Mr. Heatheote
went to Howmere jJust as T started to
feteh you. He was sent for, and he'll
not Be back yet, even (f he comes to- |
night., It's o good ten mile to How- |
mere.”

“Bont for!"—then It was all right. 1
broathed a devoul thanksglving Her

ool

once

i
Clone

see the

gunrdian had followed Nona-—she was
eafo
The man's next words demolished

this hope, |

“It's his mother slr

From what lj

whilst 1

dream.
“It has been a long day,” Miss Elm-

He salld, “and there has heen so much

listened and ate a8 In a

ta do. | made Nona keop hor room un-
tll  dinner time, and then oame
the shock of the yoctors SUMMmOns,
Deay, dear—io think that Mrs, Heath
cote should follow the desar Colonel
¥0 soon!™ She glanced st Nons, and
chinnged the suliject, "Had you a
pleasant Journey, Mr. Fore?

"Yes," I answered. rou ing myselt
With an eff;; Aas Yery pleasing up
o & cert | nt Then o Itle ad-
venture befell 1 My ©Byud
fixed upon Miss Branscom | 6poke;
there wes no of vin her attitude, no
mtercdt in her still, weary fice

AN advepture?  sxclaimed Misa
Elmslie. “What was 17"

I determined to make a hold stroke

"I lost my hag" I replled, watch-

Ing the motlonless figure tn the
chalr,

“Lost your bag'’
e, “Denr me
agaln.”™

"No, T have not found It up to this
time" I answered “1 belleve It was
exchanged by a fellow passenger—a
lady”—still no sign from Nonn—"who
left her awn in Its pluce.”

“But the rallway ofMclals—the—the
telegraph,” sald Miss Eimslle.who was
slways confused and helpless In emer-
gencles—“they can get it back for you.
Have you made Inguiries?"

“Yes," 1 anawered, steadlly, 1 have
made Inquirles and"—with emphasis—
“I think 1 have traced the lady."

Miss Branscombe Hfted her hand at
this moment and lenned her cheek
upon It, shading har face from my
view My shol had told at last,

“"You have traced her?' sald Miss
Elmslie. “Ah, then it will be all right!

“Yes, 1 hopoe 12 will be all . ght,"” 1
eehoed,

arm

echoed Miss Elms-
I hope you found It

“How wery awkward,” sald Miss
Elmalle, “for the lady as well as for
you! Dear me, Mr, Fort, 1 hope you
will soon get back your own property.
Can we send to the station In the
morning? Or I& there now anything yon
want for tonight. Austin ean attend to
It If you will ask him.”

“Thank you," I replied, “the bag eon-
tanlad nothing but papera,”

“Papors!” exclalmed Miza Elmells,
“"Then you must be very anxlous, Mr,
Fort, Do let us send—or had you not
bhetter go yourself "

“Thank you," I responded; 2 hava
no doubt 1 shall recover everywilng-
in the morning."

“How eool youn are!" sald Miss Elms.
He, “I shonld be in a fever™

“I think I will go to brd now," sald

Miss Branscombe, rising languidly
from her chalr,
“I whl eome up stalrs with you*

sald Miss Elmslle, starting up and tak-
ing Nona's arm in her own, *I ashall
not any gond-pnight, Mr, Forl: you hava
not finlshed your snpper. Please don't
hurry~I am coming back.”

Miss Branscombe bowed and held
out a Hmp, nerveless hand ns 1 opened
the deor for her exit. She shivered just
a little, (oo, and drew her shawl more
closely ahout her, but there was nel-
ther gullt nor confusion—only wearl-
ness and sorrow—in the eyes which
mel mine for an instant, Then the
two lndles crossed the hiall and mount-
¢d the wide ehallow stalrs.

Miss Elmslle came down presently,

“"Poar child,” she sald, “she is abso-
lutely worn out! has crled the
whole day. 1 hope she will gloep now;
that Is the best restorer, She hins had
no gleep yot'

Hhe

My first glance on gaining my bed-
room was toward the Gladstone bag
wihieh stood beside my portmantenu

Sona hnd probably taken the apporty-
nity of making the excharze quietly

as |

In my absence—she had her-
sell u person of reaources, and I had
Httle doubt that this would be her
line of action. It would Involve no
explanation of awkwardness, 1 lifted
the bag almost with a smile—the ad-
venture interested me, There at the
bottom was still the half-effaced label
—"1lotel —gla, Venezia." Miss Brans-
combe then had in some way failed to
be equal to the oceaslon; possibly she
had been, as Miss Blmslie expressed (t,
teo “worn-out” to attempt the transfer
that night,

I opened my portmanteau, and there
amongel my own possesslons lay the
large lght gray dust clonk and the
yellow paper-covered volume left be-
hind by my traveling companlon; there
were the penclled words, “Nona
Branscombe"—tanglble evidence that
the day's adventure had been no il-
luslon or case of mistaken (dentity, as
I Was halt tempted at times to belleve.
I fell asleep, after mueh troubled toss-
ing, and dreamt of Nona Bransecombe,
at the Colonel's funeral, wrapped In
her pray dust cloak, and oar rying in

shown

her hand my Gladstone bag, with
“Venezia” In large letters on It
(To be contipund.)
INTERESTING ITEMS.
Great Dritain pays 800,000 000 annu-
lly to Ametlep and the English col-
onies for hutter, The people who buy
high-price butter want It swest u!'.;‘l
fresh, nnd thiz {8 posdlhl cnly whe 1
the cows are eating sprine Zrns X 14
It s not always spring in England it
stands to renson that butter has to be
Lreught from those places whera
spring 18,  First the Londoner gets his
Lutter from west Enclond rimandy
and Brittany. Then the butter of
northern Denmark follows and Austea-

lian butter comes next
Is Australian spring,

Englsh winter

In a recent lecture by Dr. Charles B,
Dudley, chief chemlst of a certain rail-
road, It Is shown how the costs of the
distinetively little things mount up in
the offlces of a large rallway system,
I"or Instunce, he shows that It costs
the railroad each year about §1,000 for
ping, §65,000 for rubber bands, $5,000
for Ink, $7,000 for lead panells, ete, The
fuct that It costs nearly as much for
stationery with which to carry on the
business us it does for fron, as Dr. Dud-

loy asserts, Is Indeed startling. Some

roads have reallzed the extent of wasta
In &uch directions | hnve, among
other measured, ordored that a large
part of the communleations between
thelr various ofelals shall be written

on pads of maniln paper instend of on

regular letter heads
There {8 no one from John O'Broat'a
to Land’s End, England, who bestows

more of his means to
than Lord Overtoun, to whom
hia father, James White, left a fortune,
clogely approsching $10,000,000,
enty-add years ango the father of Lord
Overtoun and his brother John took
possession of an old soap and soda
works near Rutherglen and converted
it Into o factory for the production of
blehioride of potash, It Is related of
the founder of the business that he was
wont to stand Inside the gate of his
works at night and if he found any
particles of chrome—a chemleal for
which ke recelved 20 conts a pound in
those adhering to baoots or
clothes he would stop the man with
the remark: “Hey, man' gang back
and daud your shin DIy ye no soe
ye're calrryln' awa' siller when ye calp-
ry crum on yer bitts?" John Camp-
bell White, the present owner of tha
chemical works at Rutherglen, was
treated first Baron Overtoun In 1593,
taking the title from his estats In
Dumbartonshire He was born In
1543 and was edueated at Glasgow unl-
versity. He I8 certalonly one of the
busieat men in the country, and besldas
belng a deputy lleutengnt and sonvener
for Dumbartonshire, Is president of In-
numerable rellglous and philanthrople
socletles
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