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SIR WILLIAM'S
L WILL-=

A dull resentment rose agalnst the
capricious act of the man who had
befriended him. was befriending him
still, a resentment that glowed in
Hesketh's pale cheek and fleshed in
his dark eyes. If Wilfred had dled,
he, Hesketh, would have been the
baronst, would have obtained his
heart's desire. But Wiltred could
marry Clytie, they would reign at
the Hall, would have a son to bear
the title. Yes; after all he, Hes-
keth, had done, after all he, Heskath,
had done, after all hig sordid toil at
the works, and his still more sordid
servitude to the old man, It was hard
to bear.

He dresseq slowly his eyes wander-
ing now and agaln to the fading view,
then he went down-stairs. A fire
had been lit in the spaclous, oak-lined
dining-room, and Sir Willim was
standing before it, warming his thick
hands.

“It seems to me cold to-night,” ne
sald half-apologetically

The butler—Sir Willlam had taken
him and most of the old servants
over with the furniture and chattels—
announced dinner, and the twe men
sat down. Sir Willlam ate little and
drank less; but he appeared as calm
and self-possessed as usual, and talk-
ed—of the business, the works, and
the estate, and when the dessert
came in, he helped himselt to port,
and pushed the decanter to Hesketh
As a rule, Hesketh refused; but to-
night he filled his glass, drank it
quickly, and filled it again Sir Wil-
llam turned his chair to the fire, with
a slight ghiver.

“Ask them to clear, Hesketh, will
you?' he saild. ‘I'll sit here to-night
There is no fire in my room.”

The servant cleared the table; Hes-
keth It & cigarette ang stood with
his foot on the black marble fender,
his elbow leaning on the carved man-
telplece; and both men were silent.
Presently S8ir Willlam got up, steady-
ing himself by his chalr as he had
done in the study, and left the room,
returning after @ moment or two
with the two wills in his hand.

Hesketh glanced at them quickly,
then went out; he was afraid lest he
should be able to master the ex-
pression of his face, to keep back a
word that would reveal the workings
of his mind. He went to the ter
race and paced up and down, smok-
ing furiously, his thin lips. working
apasmodically round the cigarette. In
his pacing he passed and repaseed the
tall Fredch windows of the dfming-
room, - and 'ofice, half-absently, he
looked .in through a gap in the cur-
taine,

S8ir Willam was leaning back in
the chair he had turned to the table,
and the wills were lylng open before
him. Something i the old man's at-
titude caught Hesketh's attention.
Sir Willlam was 0 motionless that—
Heskoth started, opened the window,
and polslessly entered the room. No;
the old man was ot dead, but asieep.
Hesketh drew a long breath and stood
lookin from are rugged, heavily lined
face to the wills; stood quite still fora
moment; then he stole to the table
and bending down scanned the docu-
ments. The one lylng nearest Sir
Wiillam's hand was that which made
Hesketh master of Bramley and Sir
William's fortune, the other was toe
will which gave it all to Clytie—or
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Wilfred. Was the old man hesitating,
even now?

Hesketh's breath came fast and
painfully. It ecemed to him that his
fate hung in the balances, balances a
bair might turn

Sir William stirred in hls chair and
sighed heavily as If awakening; and
Hesketh quickly and nolselessly went
behind the curtain, with his hand upon
the latch of the window. Sir Willlam
awoke with a shiver, and, taking up
the  will nearest him. walked un-
steadily toward the fire; but before
he reached it he uttered a low cry
and staggered back to the chalr, call-
ing faintly, ‘Hesketh!”

Hesketh rattled the window-latch
as if he had entered from the terrace,
and hurried forward. The old
man was lylng back in & dead
faint. Hesketh Sprang toward
the bell; then with his hand on fit,
hesitated and looked from the motion-
less figure to the two wills which were
Iying on the floor; one had fallen
from Sir Willlam's hand, and the oth-
er he had knocked over as be dad
sunk into the chair.

Hesketh took them up, and, pant-
ing as if he had been running, glanced
from them to the old man and from
him to the fire. As he stood thus,
his mind in a tumult, there came a
knock at the door. He dropped the
wills on the table and stole to the
door. It was Sholes, the butler.

“Sir Wiillam's hot water, sir,” he
said.

“Hush!"” said Hasketh warningly.
“Bir Willlam is asleep. Glve it to
me. Thanks.” 3 Ay

He turned, with the salver, L0 ‘See
8ir ' Willlam standing upright,-hi¥ eyes
fixed on Hesketh's face with an ex-
pression of doubt and suspicion; aod
Hesketh knew that his face hed be-
trayed him.

“Your hot water, sir,”
boarsely.

The old man waved it aside, took
up-ene of the wills, and walked un-
steadily to the fire; but Hesketh was
upon him in a moment, caught the
will as it fell from the cd man's hand,
and, before the document could reach
the flames; then with eomething that
sounded ilke a enari, the snerl of a
dog that is threatened with the loss
of {ts bone, he snatched the other will
from the table and flung it in the
Qire.

8ir Willlam utter a cry of anger,
and, ‘tlnging himsel! upon Hesketh,
tore the other will from his hand.

‘Your—you thing—you villain!" he
gasped. “I—I know you now! You—
you ingrate! You'd rob my son—my
son! No; no! There's time! I'll pun-
isb you! I'l—I'll—" His volce
failed and he sank back into the chalr,
the remaining will still grasped in his
hand.

Hesketh bent over him with keen
scrutiny, then he glanced toward the
fire. Some small flakes of parch-
ment flickered on top of the blazing
coals. He took up the poker and beat
the calcined pleces till they were ut-
terly consumed; then be leaned
against the mantel-sheif, with his
bands thrust into his pockets and,
gazing at Sir Willlam, laughed softly
And, while he gazed into the staring
eyes of the old man, his lips stretched
in a moking grin, Sir Willlam gasped
as for breath, his head fell forward,
and he collapsed in the chair, a
limp and lifeless man. Hesketh knew
even before he bent over him, that the
old man wes dead He smiled and
worked his neck in his collar, as if
he were choking. Death bad come to
his ald and saved him, given him
Bramley and Carton fortune!

Some minutes passed as he stood
looking down at th edead man as is
he were fascinated; then he heard
steps in the hall, and roused from the
apathy which had possessed him, he
stole through the window onto the
terrace. i

Wae it only a minute or was it an
hour before he heard a shout of con-
sternation, before the window was
wrenched open and Sholes’ voice call-
ed in accents of terror upon his name?

“Yes, yes!" he cried, in response,
as he hurried to the window, “What
is the matter?”

“Oh, Mr Hesketh! Oh, girt”
gasped Sholes. “8ir Whllam—S§r
Willlam, Mr. Hesketh! I'm afrald-—qh,
the master is dead, sir!”

The butler's cries tad summoned
others besides Hesketh, and a group

be sald

of servants was crowding round the
chair; the men silent, the maids utter
ing whimpering, hysterical moana

“Oh, yes; Qe's
Mr. Hesketh!". wald Sholes.
been took ‘gquite sadden. What's this
in bis hand, Mr. Hesketh?'

Before Hesketh could answer, some
one thrust the buddled crowd aside
and bent over the dead baronet. It
was Doctor Morton.

One glance sufficed. He shook his
head and turwed to Hesieth,

“Have him carried to his room,”
he sald. “I came In~—1 was uneasy
about him—he was worse than he

know”, he said hoarsely and with
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excusable confusion. “I was outside,
emoking. This deed—will you take it?
1—1 cannot.” He shuddered.

Doector Mortoa, wilh some difficulty,
unclosed the stiff fingers and released
the will

“Keep It,” sald Heeketh, ehuddering
again.

Doctor Morton nedded, “Better eend
for Mr. Granger."

“Yes,” responded (Hesketh dully;
and ome of the footmen burried from
the room to send & carriage for the
solicitor.

An hour later, when all the house
was hushed Into an awed ellence, Hes-
keth stood beside the fire his head
sunk on his breast, his face white and
baggard. Every now and then he
glanced at the chair ,and it seemed to
him that the ltmp form, looking like
« bundle of clothes only, was etill
huddled there, Then he ral s
tead and eiretched out his hands to
the blaze and drew a long breath of
eatisfaction ‘The wil! that made hifh
master of Bramley and Sir ‘Willlam's
vagt wealth wae safe {n Mr. Granger's
keéping.

It had been almost a public funeral;
his pereonal friende—S8ir William had
no relatives beeldes hie son, Wilfred,
and hie nephew, Hesketh—the tenants,
the work-people from the Pit, the
tradeapeople, made up an i{mmense
crowd of mourners. and some of them
genuinely mournaed; for the departed
baronet, though bard in business mat-
ters, had been capable of many a gen-
erous action which, now that he wae
dead, came to light. The funeral was
over, the ecrowd had dispermed, and
a small group of pereons was assem-
bled in the stately library to hear the
will read.

Heaketh, it was agreed on all bands,
had borne himself well. That he had
begn greatly affected by hie uncle's
death was evident hy hile wan and
Dajlid. face, and by the suddved volce
and manner, the volce and manper
which indicated the strong man'e de-
sire to euppress all show of the grief
which poesessed hitm. He had over-
eeen everything, every emall detall,
and had won the general aympathy
hle courtesy and hie respect for the
dead, which he had dieplayed during
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the trying arrangqments of the inter-
ment; and now as he sat at the tabie
on the right of Mr. Granggr, those
who were present — Doctor Morton,
the servants, the foreman of the
worke, and s0 on—gianced at him
Pityingly, and yet a littie curiousiy;
how would his position be aftected by
the will which the lawyer was now
salowly unfolding?

Mr. Granger was a lawyer of the old
school, a school which, it is to be
feared, hae but few =dieciples powa-
days. Quiet, self-contained, reticent,
the old man had eald but one word,
ceked but one question, respecting the
will, of Hesketh; and the question
had no: been askcd until they were
on thair way to the library; then
Mr. Granger had said:

“You do not know the purport of
Sir Willlam's will, Mr. Carton?"’

And Desketh with a shake of the
head hal replied calmly, almost in-
differently:

No; ouir Willlam has never men-
tioned it to me. He was not likely to
bave done so

“Quite €0,” assented Mr. Granger;
aAnd toey ‘went o Loeir eeate at thé
table,

With dignified self-posscseion the
lawyer spread out the will and with
the usual formal preamble of “This-is

ir Willlam's will. 1 drew it up,” be-
gan to read it in a slow and aistinct
volce.

Heeketh leaned forward, hie head
resting on hie hand which partally
concealed his face, his eyves bent on
the table. but for all his apparent
calmness, his air of subdued grief, his
heart was beating furiously and his
brain was whirling in a confusion so
thick that he ecarcely comprehended
the opening clauses,

There seemed to e an interminable
list of bequests; Sir Willlam had for-
gotten no one; some of the old work-
men who had been fellow lads with
bith in the factory, the servants, the
doctor, the varlous Jocal charitics; all
had been remembered.

Hesketh listened in & kind of apa-
thy, the apathy of suspense. When
would come the awakening sound of
his own name?

Mr. Granger read on for some time
with scarcely a break; then suddenly
he paused and In rather a slower and
more Impressive  manngr resumed.
There was a stir among the audience,
heads were turned quickly, gnd eyes
sought eyes, with wonde~ and awsaze-
ment i them, and presentfy every
one's gaze was fixed on the man who
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was sitting with bent head and screen-
ed face. It was the subtle influence
of the battery of eyes that aroused
Hesketh.

What was the old foal reading?
What silly nonsenee was he mouthing?
Why d'd he not come to the real ker-
nel of the will, the clauses that left
Bramley, the old man's money, to “my
nephew, Hesketh Carton”? Why did
he keep repeating the names "Clytie
Bramley,” “my son, Wilfred Carton”?
The volce, which seemed to drone in
Hesketh's ears with a maddening per-
sistence, ceased, and the lawyer lald
the will down and looked, not at
Tesketh, but straight defore him. A
faint murmur rose from the group at
the end of the room; Hesketh was
ccnscious that all eyes were gtill fixed
or. Lim, and he raised his head and
looked expectantly, and yet in a con-
fused fashion, at the lawyer, as .f
acking him w he stoppad why he
Jid not continue.

Mr. Granger met the quastioning
eyes with a grave and steady regard.

“You understand?” he said, in a
low volce

Hesketh put up his hand as If to
clear away a mist, then Jet it fall on
the table.

“No, he sald hoarsely; and at the
sound of his voice the rest of the
auwdience, who were moving toward the
door, stopped and looked back at him

Mr. Granger took up the will and
Legan to read the fateful clauses again;
but before he had finished, Hesketh

rose, rose slowly and, staring at him,
laughed. It was a strange laugh, one
that startled all who heard it, for

there was almost a touch of insanity
fn it. Then he sank Into the chair
aguin and gazed straight before him,
geeing nothing, hearing nothing. Con-
scious of one fact only—he had burn-
ed the wrong will!

“It #8 Incredible—It i{s monstrous!"

The clear, sweet volce, low as |t
wae pitched, rang through the room.
Clytie Bramley, the speaker, had risen
from the chalir which Mr. Granger had
courteously placed fo: her, and stood,
her slim, graceful figure straight as
an arrow, her eyes flashing, her lips
parted with a curve of something like
scorn. So beautiful a picture did she
make, with her dark brows raised, her
dilating gray eyes—they were almost
a violet shade at this moment—that
Mr. Granger gazed up at her with
grave admiration as he shrugged his
shoulders.

“Are you sure that you are not mis-
taken?" she demanded, and her bosom
heéaved before the word. “It sounds
like—Ilike something In a sensational
novel. Do you mean to tell me that—
thet Sir William has left"—she looked
round the room-—*“this on condition
that 3~ I—— Oh, I canuot believe
{35

*“Nevertheless, it is quite true,” said
the Iawyer quietly. *“I can under-
stand, sympathise with your surprise,

dear young lady; and I hope that
will sequit me of all blame in
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the matter. I drew up the will, but
not until I had exhausted all my ef-
forts to dissuade Sir Willlam from
carrying out his project. But here it
is, and nothing you or I can say can
undo it."

“But why not?" she said quickly.
“] mean, why not as far as I am con-
cerned In the matter? 1 suppose you
kaow, must feel, that nothing would
induce me to—to carry out this ab-
surd condftion.”

(To be continued.)

[ P o
Had to Bow to Custom.
“The-late King Oscar of Sweden was
the least conventional of monarchs,
but he had to courtesy to custom nev-
ertheless. The King and M. Bonnler,
the botanist, met as strangers while
out In search of flowers near Stock-
holm. They were soon the hes' of
friends, and Bonnler suggested lunch

at his inn.

“Come home with me instead,” sald
the other.

When the way led to the palace
gates Bonnier hesitated.

“I'm sorry,” sald his companion,
“but I happen to be the King of this
country, and this is the only place

where 1 can entertain my friends.”
—_—eee — —

HiSs COME-BACK,

Magistrate—""What is the prisoner
charged with, constable?"

P.C.—-" ault and Dbattery, on his
mother-in-law, your worship.'
Magistrate—""Are you gullty or mneot
gullty?”

Prisoner—"‘Gullty, your worship.”
Magistrate—"'T fine you ten and six.”
,!'r\sonu‘r— ‘But why the extra six-penoce,
sir?”

Magistrate—'"That's the war tax om
amusements."
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FATEFUL YEARS
FOR ALL WOMEN

HOW BEST TO OVERCOME THE
TROUBLES THAT AFFLICT
WOMEN ONLY.

The most fatefu! years in a wbO-
man's life are those between forty-
five and fifty. Many women enter
this term under depressing condi-
tions through overwork, worry or &
neglected condition of the blood, and
s0 they suffer heavily Still, varia-
tions of health at this time can be
relieved by home treatment

Among the ocommonest symptoms
are headaches and pains in the back
and sides, fever-flushes, palpitation,
dizziness and depression. Women
stand in need of rich, red blood all
their life, but neve* more so than in
middle age, when the nerves are also
weak and over-wrought. Not every
woman can prove the prompt help
afforded to her health by renewing
i her blood supply It is & test that
any alling woman can make by tak-
tng Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, for
these pills make rich, red blood,
which in turn helps the appetite,
strengthens the nerves and restores
robust health Thousands of women
have fourd In Dr. Willlams' Pink
Pills the means by which new
health and a brighter outlook of life
were gained. In proof of this is the
voluntary testimony of Mrs. H. 8.
Peterson, Mllford, Ont., who says:—
“I have suffered greatly from those
troubles that afflict my sex, and %
have found that Dr. Williams' Mnk
Pills in such cases not only do all
that is clatmed for them, but more.
Dr. Willlams' Pink Pills have done »0
much for me that 1 urge evary weak
woman to try them, and they will
soon realize the great difference in
one's bealth they make.”

If you suffer from any of the flls
that particularly afflict womanhood
you should avail yourself at once of
the health help of Dr. Willlams' Piak

dealer in medicine or by mall post
pald at 50 cents a box or six

for $2.50 from The Dr.
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

Plils. You can get them from ARE.....on




