SIR WILLIAM’S

- WILL—

CHAPTER I

He looked down and tapped the will
with his fingers.

“No?" he sald, at last.

“No!"” she responded swiftly, the
blood mounting to her face, her eyes
flashing indignantly. “Sir Willlam
Carton was a masterful man; he rose
from that factory there'—she pointed

in the directlon of the Pit
Works—"“and bought my father's
house and land; there seemed
to be nothing he could not buy. But
he has not bought me.”

Mr. Granger's wrinkled fingers con-
tinued to play on the parchment. He
knew enough of women to be aware
that it is better to let thelr emotions
find their proper vent, in words and
tears; and now there was something
suspiciously like tears in the beautiful
BTray eyes.

“Please put yoursel? in my place,”
she said, with a falter in her voice,
“Would you like to be made the In-
strument of a father's malice, his ven-
geance, on his son?"

Mr. Granger coughed. "I don't think
Sir Wiiliam intended—"

““Ah, ‘intended’! How can he know
what he intended? - All we know is—
is what he has done; sold me, and his
son, into mutual slavery—if we should
be weak enough to consent. Yes, that
is the pith of the matter, Mr. Gran-
ger,” she went on, resolutely, her
brows coming together, her eyes piow-
ing, "1 refuse, at once and absolutely,
to comply with the terms of the will
Give me a plece of paper and pen,
please.”

The lawyer's fingers ceased to play,
but he did not preure the required ar-
ticles.

“Time enough for such decided act-
fon, my dear Miss Clytie,” he said,
gravely ‘You have twelve months
in which to make up yeur mind.”

“l do not need twelve months,” she
sald, promptly. “]l want to—to re-
lease myself at once, to leave this
place.” *

He shook his head. ‘You can do
neither,” he sald. “You must remem-
ber that I pointed out to you that Sir
Willlam had foreseen this—er— not
unreasonable antagapism to his wish-
es and had provid for it by the
clauses which put you in possession of
the estate until the twelve months
have elapsed, and makes your renun-
ciation invalid for a like period.”

Her lips came together and she
moved to the window

*He seems to have thought of every-
thing. 1 feel as if—as if I were in a
net,” she said.

Mr. Granger affected to buey him-
self with some papers and averted his
eyes from the girlish figure; he knew
that the threatened tears were mow
falling

‘“He was a far-seelng man,” he mur
mured

“He was an unjust one.” she retort-
ed, without turning. “Unjust to me—
crueily unpust to his son, Where s

“Sir WIMrid is, or was, at a place
in Australis called Mintona," replied
Mr, Granger. "“Of course, we have
written to him."

“And-—and he will come home, of
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course. How soon—how soon? But
{ will not stay here till then,” she
broke off.

Mr, Granger shook his head remon-
saratingly.

"l do hope you will be reasonable,”
he gald, pleadingly ‘Please don't
make my task bharder than It is, Miss
Bramley, I need not tell you that

there is a great deal of business to be
got through; 1 shall have to consult
you at every turn And there 18 no
one else, remember. You are mistress
here—for twelve months, a tany rate.”

“Mr. Carton—where 1s he?" she ask-
ed, impatiently

“At the Pit House, the house Sir
Willlam lived in before he bought
Bramiey."

“Why doesn’t he— Will he not belp
us?"
Mr. Granger shook his head. “1 am

afrald not. Mr. Carton has been very
{1l since the funeral—the etrain, the
excitement, no doubt. He has only

Just sufficiently recovered to attend to
business, the business of the works, of
which he is now proprietor. And"—
he paused—"he has Informed me that
be will take no part, will not—Iinter-
fere is not the word I want—"

“l1 understand,” she sald, with a
touch of bitterness. “He Is ashamed
of the will, and refuses to be connect-
ed with its wicked provisions. There
18 no one to help us—I beg your par-
don! But, no, it 18 true; for you will
not help me.”

“Forgive me, 1 propose to assist you
to the bast of m yability; but I cannot
overrule the conditions of the will. My
dear young lady, why not face these—
er—trying circumstances? Why not

The door opened, and a girl of six-
teen, with her hair—red hair—streams~
Ing down her back, ran in, calling:

“Clytie!"” ,

At gight of the lawyer, she stopped
abort, looking from one to the other;
then she ran to >er saister, and, put-
ting her arms round her, cast an
indignant glance at the unfortunate
lawyer.

“What have you been
Clytie? Bhe's bgen crying!
it, Clyte, and who {3 hg?”

As Clytle sank on g chalr, and, sob-
bing, bowed her head over the girl,
Mr. Granger rose. gathered his papers
together, and, with & kind of grim
sadness, sald:

“]1 am an unfortunate man, who is
trying to prevent your sister from
doing something foolish, my dear,” he
said, Then, with a slgh and a shake
of the head, he left the room.

Mollie drew her sister's head onto
ber girlish bosom, and stroked the
beautitul hair lovingly.

‘What has that old man been say
ing to you, Clytie?” she asked, sooth-
ingly. “Why have we come here?
What does it all mean?”

“It means that Str Willlam has lert
me the Hall and all his money-—and—
and—that Mr, Granger wants to per
soade me to keep it, Mollle!"

Mollle drew her head back and

saying to
What 1s

looked shrewdly at the flushed face

and burning €yes.

“Oh, 1 beg his pardon!"” Molile said,
slowly and in a low voice. "“He was
right—and you are trying to be a
fool!”

CHAPTER II1.

“You are trying to ve a fool!”

The words as they are written down
look offensive enough. But Mollig had
a particularly free charter from her
elder sister, and Clytie was too accus
tomed to guch speeches from Molllg;
and, indeed, the girl had a happy and
unconscious facility of sharp retorts
and quick repartee, which, uttered by
her eaft, full lips, and with her clear,
beautitul  voice, seemed innocent
enough at the moment of delivery. It
was not until the sufferer, the object
of her wit and appailing candor, was
removed from the charm of her pres
enee and the speil of her girlish au-
dacity, that he felt the barb of the
dart she bhad {nserted in him.

Between the two sisters was a Jove
almost more than sisterly; for they
had been left alone in the world when
Mollle was quite a little child, and
Clytie had mothered her; but gradu-
ally, as Mollie's wings and legs had
extended, the girls had seemed to
change places, and it was Mollie who
uow almost mothered Clytie.

Not that Clytle was lacking in
mental or moral strength; but she had
inberited something, at any rate, of
the gentleness, the tendgrness, and
the unworldliness which had proved
80 fatal to the Bramleys, especially
to her father, who had assurgdly been
the most gentie, the easiest golng and
most unburin ike of men. Mollie
wus a kind of “sport,” as gardeners
say, and had Inheritqd her sharpness
ond shrewdness from some ancestress
on the maternal side.

Clytie could be firm enough, as has
been seqn, whemr her sense of duty
and bonor and right demanded = reso-
lute stand; but Mollle slways had her
armor on, her lance couched, and her
young, untamed spirit eager for com-
bhat. Clytie not only loved her, but
understood and was proud of her;
sad 80 she was not offended when
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she was told that she was threaten-
ing to make a fool of herseif, but gaid,
with a sigh:

“You don't understand, Mollia.”

“Didn't 1 say so?" retorted Molile,
perching herself on the arm of the
chalr and drawing Clytie to her, with
a soothing and protecting alir whichk
was quaintly maternal in so yoing a
girl. *“1 was asking for Information.
1 come into the room and fined a
nice-looking old gentleman trown!ag
and my beloved slster In tears, and
I naturally ask the cause. And you
tell me that he is scowling and you
are weeaping because Sir Willlam Car-
ton has left you Bramley and a large
fortune, and that you don't want to
take them. I am 1 turally surprised
and somewhat indignant.”

“Sir Willlam has left me not only
all this, but—a husband,” said Clytie,
wiping her eyes and hiding some por-
tion of her blush with the same hand-
kerchief.

‘“Really?” sald Mollie. "Sir William
doesn’'t do things by halves. You are
sure he hasn't left two; one for me?
Who js the happy young man? He
{8 young, | hope.”

“It is his son, Wilfred,"” aaid Clytie.

“No! Why, he must be the present
baronet, of course! If so, perhaps you
will tell me what you are crying for?"

“It is so sbhameful, Mollle,” sald
Clytle. He is Sir WiHilam's only son;
and for me to take all Sir William
has left me would be to rob Sir Wil-

fred, It is true | can vefuse it—him;
and, of course, 1 ghall do so. The
property will then go to him; and
everything will be right.”

“Excepting you,” said Mollle. She

was silent for a moment, her sharp
but pretty brown eyes narrowed to
slite; then she said: “And hasn't he
any say in the matter? He might
be another kind of fool and refuse to
marry you; though, 1 confess, I can-
not imagine any man being such an
imbecile."”

“0f course, he would refuse to
marry me,” sald Clytie, in a mattgr-
of-fact tone. “Then the property
would come to me for my life, and
afterward go—"'
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suppose; that's where the money of
people like Sir Willlam generally goes
in the end.”

“No; it goes to Mr. Hesketh Car-
ton.”

“The tall, thin man with black hair
and white face?’ sald Molile. “Hes
worse than the Asylum for Lost
Cats.”

“Don't be prejudiced and anjust,
dear,” sald Clytle. “You know nothing
of Mr. Hesketh Carton.”

“No, 1 don't; that's why I don't llke
him. There Is something about him —
I think it's his nose—it's too thin
—or, perhaps, it's his eyes; they're
too small and black. Or is it his
1ips? 1 don't know what is the matter
with them; but I don’t like them. So,
it Sir Wilfred refuses you, and you
refuse him, all the property woes to
Mr. Hesketh Carton. In-deed!”

Bhe was silent again for a moment
or two; then she asked:

“What s Sir Wilfred like, Clytie?"

Clytie shook her head. “1 don't
know. I have not seen him sinze we
were boy and girl; and then we on'y
mei once or twice. He was alwavs
at school, and we were on the Coun-
tinent with father when he was home
for the bholidays. 1 shonldn't know
him tf I met him. His father and ke
were always quarreling: and -t last
they parted, and Wilfred Carion
went abroad—to Auatralia, Mr. Graog-
er told me.”

‘“What was he like?”
again,

“Oh, how can I remember, dear”™
replied Clytle, with a little impatient
gesture. ‘“He was, I think, a—a n (e
boy.”

Mollie asked

“He was a good-looking boy, at
any rate, If that is his portrait in
Sir Willlam's room. Oh, yes,” she
continued answering the surprize in
Clytie's beautiful gray eyes, *I have
been nearly all over the house. Ycu
didn’'t wuppose 1 was going to ¢ii in
a corper, with my finger in my
mouth, while you were quar-eling
with that old gentleman? No; 1 havo
been into nearly all the rooms. What
a magnificent place it is, Clytie! It's
llke one of those ‘ancestral homes,
you read of In the old-fashioned nov-
els—stately rooms, vast halls with
figures in armor, a stained-giass win-

dow, oak-paneled walls, terrac:s, aund !

peacocks, plush lawns and jewclea
flowers-beds, servants in rich liveries
only they are in black pow-the whbole
box of tricke compiete. And it all be-
longed to us Brawmleys, didn't it? How
did we come to lose it, Clytie?”

“We didn't Jose It; we sold it,” re-
plied Clytle absently. She was satill
dwelllng, brooding, over the absurd
will.

“The same thing," eaid Mollie cheer-
fully. " ‘One muet speak by the card
lest equivocation undo wus.' That'e
‘Hamlet." Nice to know the poets. How
did we come to sell it, then, Mjse Bre-
(’GG?“ 4

“Oh, it is an old story,” sald Clytie,
pusbing her soft, dark halr from her
forehead with her white and beauti-
fully formed hand. “We were in dif-
ficultfes. We were always in difficul-
ties"—she esighed—"'and father cut off
the ental]l and sold Bramley to Sif
William."”

“And the Pit aleo belonged to us,
didn't §t? And father eold that to Sir
Willlam ?”

“Yes,"” said Clytie, lletlessly. “le
wanted to make provision for us two
girle.’

“And did he?" asked Mollie

“He did —he would have done eo;
but he put the money into an invest-
ment that turned out badly; and eo he
‘eft us only just a little to live upon
That is why we are en poor.”

“l beg your pardon. Were poor. You

forget that you are the mistreas of
Bramley and——How much fe it,
Clytie?”

“A quarter of a million, Mr. Gran-
ger says,’” replled Clytle, ruefully

“Bramley and a quarter of a mM-
1fon!" Mollie exclaimed softly, gazing
ecstatically at the moulded celling
“And you propoee to give up all this,
to go back into etuffy lodgings in
London, to live on cold mutton and
Dutch cheese. To wear our tailor-made
costume at one pound eix, to slosh
about in cheap boote, to ride In penny
bussee? Not {f I know it!"

“Mollie, you don't understand,”
ed Clytie. “You're too young."

Mollie got off the chalr and, thrust-
ing her bands into the pockets of the
coat which formed part of the cheap
costume which ghe had derlded, looked
steadily, and eomewhatdefiantly, and
vet pityingly. at the tear-etalned face.

“Oh, am 17 1 am old enough to pre-
fer Rramley Hall to 149 Goodman
street; to kpoow the difference be-
tween a court dressmuaker and acheap,
ready-made ‘emporium.’ | am old en-
ough to know that you are out of your
place in Goodman street and in your
place at Bramiey, to be palinfully
aware that a young and Jovely girl
like you ought to live in a paradise
like this, to take her proper position
among proper people. 1 am also con-
scious that Bramley Hall would suit
vour young and meek sieter much bet-
ter than dingy lodgings in the purlieve
of Camden Town; in fact, my anxlety
that you should not make a fool of
yourself {s absolutely eelfish. 1 pro-
propose to remain at Bramley Hall—
1 euppose we can do s0?"

Ciytie shrugged her shouldere help-
lessly.

‘Yes,” she sald. “Thie ridiculous
will states that we ehould live here,
at the Hall, as If it absolutely belong-
ed to us. | have twelve months in
which to make up my mind, to come
to a decision. Of course, I do not want
a year. | would surrender the property
at once; but Mr. Granger tells me
that I cannot do eo until twelve
months have elapsed.”

“Hurrah! There was some eense fn
Bir Willlam, after all! Twelve months,
All sorts of things ean happen in &
year; and I vote that we enjoy our-
selves, Clytie, for bat period.”

“Enjoy ourselves!” murmured Ciy-
tie, with a sigh. “Yes! Why mot?” re-
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torted Mollle. “At any rate, 1 mean
to do eo. I've fallen in jove with thie
old place; | suppoee that's a kind of
famiiy ancestral feeling. And I'm go-
ing to be very happy. And so are you,
of euch ashrd shrd shrd & dhrabrdshe
1 wil] take precious good care. For
goodness sake, pull yourself together

and get rid of that ‘mourning-bride’
expression! What have you go to
cry about? You've got & year
wealth, of luxury, of amueement. I
suppose there ie plenty of money?”
“Oh, yes,” assented Clytle. "I um-

Granger that we
we wanted that—I

derstand from Mr
could heve what

was absolute mistress bere—for &
year, of course.”
“Hurrah!" cried Mollie. “We've got

twegive months before us; and twelve
months |s something, everything. In
twelve months——"

There came a knock at the door,
and Sholes entered. He wore a black
tig and had the manner of a man who
bad lost his mother

“Mr. Hesketh Carton,” he sald.

Clytie looked at him, then at Molle,
and back ggain at Sholes doubtfully;
but Mollle nodded with calm assurance,
and sald:

(To be continued.)
e e —

Effect of Light On Plants.

The attention of botanists has lately
been recalled to experiments made at
Juvisy, near Paris, by M. Flammarion
on the effect of exposing the seedlings
of sensitive plants to lights of daif-
ferent colors. Having placed four
pairs of mimosa seedlings in four sep-
arate pots In a hothouse, he covered
one palr with a bell of blue glass,
another with a bell of green glass,
a third with a bell of red glass, while
the fourth was exposed to ordinary
white light. At the end of two months
the plants subjected to blue light were
only one inch high, having hardly
grown at all. Those exposed to white
light were four inches high, those that
had grown in green light were five
inches high, while those whose light
had been red were no less than six-
teen inches high. Experiments with
other kinds of plants gave various

results, but in every Instance blue
light impeded growth and develop-
ment,
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