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SIR WILLIAM'S
_WILL——

CHAPTER 1.

“Tell me the truth, please,” Sir
William said grimly, but quietly; and
the doctor; after a momentary glance
at the hard sterp face, told him.

Sir Willlam stood motionless for a
moment or two, then his lips twitched,
and he nodded.

“Thanks, Morton,” he said calmly.
*] had an idea that it was bad: but
I did not think it was as bad as that
—asg near.’

As he spoke he reached for his hard
felt hat and held out his hand.

“Well, I've had a good time, in my
way. It isn’t everybody’'s way, per-
haps; too much work, and too little
pleasure, some would think. But
work has meant pleasure to me. No;
] can't complain. Thanks once more,
Good-bye.”

Doctor Morton went to the window
and watched the square, upright fig-
ure as it went down the street and
out of sight; and he shrugged his
shoulders and muttered:

“The gJd man's a piucky one, to the
last.”

Sir William's carriage awaited him
at the end of the straggling village
street, but he signed to the coachman
to drive off, and foilowed, walking
steadlly and by no means slowly,
across the square and out into the
open country in the direction of
Briamley Hall; and as he passed them
the people bowed or touched their
hats with that significant indication
of respect which the world is so ready
to pay to wealth, prosperity, and
position. -

At the brow cf the hill, from
whence the Hall, a fine, old-fash-
foned mansion, could be seen, he
stopped, and, turning his back to his
country-seat, looked long and stepd-
{ly at a fiim of misty smoke which
hung above a cluster of factories and
houses; for it was there his treasure,
and consequently his heart, was.

He had begun life as one of the
factory lads down in the bottom of
Bramlley Pit, and it was there, climb-
4ng the steep and slippery rungs of
the ladder of success, ‘that he had
made the vast fortune which had ob-
' talned for him the house of an an-
cient, a noble family, and jQis bar-
onetcy. Often, when as a boy he had
coveted it, little thinking that his
coveting would lead to posgession,
littfe dreaming that he would in the
fulness of time lord it in the ances-
tral home of the county family to
which had once belonged every acrs
of the estate which now owned Sir
‘William as master.

And now he was going to die. With

a guick gesture of the hand, as if he |

were bidding the place good-bye, he
smothered a sigh and went on to the
Hall. The great door was open for
him promptly, for every srervant on
the vast place knew how perilous it
was to keep the imperilous old man
walting, and Sir Willlam passed
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through the, wide hall and entered a
small room at the end.

It was not only a small room, but
one so rlainly furnished—a common
deal table, a wooden chair, and an-
other without arms and of the cheap-
est description were, with the excep-
tion of the huge safe in the cormer,
almost all the furniture—that is
looked more like an office than the
“den” of a wealthy baronet. ‘There
was no attempt at ornament, none of
the knackknacks with which most
men surround themselves; no guns
or for fishing-rods; for Sir William
had never had the least idea of
sport, and no feeding for it but .the
contempt which the hard-working,
strenuous man of business has for
an occupation which means “wast-
ing time?’ The only picture had
its face turned to the wall

Sir Willlam sank into the hard
wooden- chair, and leaning his arm
upon it drew a long breath and gazed
thoughtfully before him, his rugged
brows knit, his lips tightly com-
pressed.

He sat there for nearly half an
hour, then he rose and crossing the
room slowly turned the picture and
looked at it long and fixedly.

It was the portrait of a lad, a hand-
some boy, with something of Sir Wil-
liam’'s strength of expression, but

°
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witk finer features, & more sensitive
mouth, and eyes in which a certain
nobility, a touch of tenderness, shone
through the smile of boyhood's au-
dacity and spirit.

This was the portrait of Sir Wil-
¢, llam’s only son, only child, Wilfred.
Angd it was the old story—two strong
will in conflict and the deuce to pay.

The father had been fond and proud
of his boy; proud of good looks,
his high spirits, his ferfect courage,
and his very daredeviltry; but he
had wanted to rule the boy as he had
ruled all with whom he had come in
| contact; 'and there was too much of
his father in him for Wilfrid to sub-
! mit. The-e had been the usual lit-
tle quarrels, then the one big o032
in which the father had bade his gon
begone, and had turned him out of
the house as if he were one of the
lowest of the menials. )

The young man nad given his fath-
er a chance, for he loved him, had
hesitated at the door and, looking
back, hgd murmured brckenly “Fath-
er!” But Sir William had hardened
his hea-t; and as now at this mo-
ment being punished by the memory
of his son’s face, the tone of that “Fa-
ther!”

It was not the first time he had
been a prey to remorse, had exper-
jenced that paternal yearning which
Inrks In the bosom gf even the hard-
est of men; and he had written 1o
Wilfred, to the wild Australian set-
tlement where Sir William had traced
him. But there had been no reply;
and the portrait had remained, until
this moment, with its face to the
wall. The father’s hand had been
extended, Wilfred had refused it, and
Sir William's heart had hardened
again.

But death heals all quarrels; and
the old man as he gazed at the half-

; thuuu lips the trank brow,  the

strong yet tender eyes, wanted his
son badly. ; ; > "
| He turned away at last and, unlock-’
ing his safe, took from it some docu-
ments and opened them out on the
table. He had scarcely done so when
there came a knock at the door.

Sir Willlam folded the documents
Lquickly and covered them with a
neWspaper; then said “Come ia!"” The
door opened slowly and a young man
entered. He was.tall and. thin, with
the form and face which are usually,
described as “distinguished-looking.”
‘His features were much sharper than
those of Sir Willlam, and his face
was of that pattern which often goes
with almost black hair and eyes. It
was the face of a man of intellect;
and one would have guessed him to
be the general manager of the Pit
Works, and Sir William's nephew, the
son of his only brother. His name
was Hesketh Carton; next to Wilfred,
he was heir to the baronetcy.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said. “I
disturb you? I wanted the pass-book.”

His voice was low-pitched and
musical, a voice that matched the
face; but the tone was rather thin
and sharp, and had behind it—as had
‘the face—a wmote of reserve.

Sir Willlam reachej for the pass-
book and held it out then drew it
back and looked at Hesketh.

“No, you don’t disturb me; in fact,
I wanted to see you. <Come in axd
shut the door.” .

He signed to a cialy and Hesketh
sat down andq waited calmly, his eyes
fixed impagsively on the old man’s
rugged face. ;
““Morton’'s fuct been giving me some
bad mews,” said Sir Willlam, in a
matter-of-fact way. “Says I'm go-
ing to die.”

a momenth, then he Jooked. up with
an expression of concern and anxiety.
“I—I—you— this is a great shoek,
sir,” he said, in.a very low voice.

*No, scarcely—oh, you mean to
you? Thank you, Hesketh; much
obliged. Ah, well, we must all die
some time; and, as I told Morton, I've
had a good time. I've got all I want-
ed—and 1 suppose few men can say
that, not a very old man, as age goes
now—— But we won't mingle our
tears over the inevitable.” $
But it is inevitable, sir?” asked
Hesketch gravely. “Surely you will

have other advice, a London special-

ist.”

Sir Willlam declined the suggestion

with a sghrug of\l:s shoulders.
|

“No use,” une sajd gravely. “Mor-
ton’s a clever map; and Fve mnever
known him wrong. And he warned
thick of it then, and too busy to take
heed.
my etther, it is so, you may be sure.
Byt I want to talk to you about—
business. ?

As he skope his eyes wandered to
the picture, and Hesketh's following
them, saw that the portrait had been
reversed and was now hanging in {its
proper position. He did not start, but

is rather thin lips came together
thightly, and he averted his eyes from
the picture instantly.

“Of course, I've made my will,” re-
sumed Sir William. “In fact, I have
made two wille.” He drew the news-
paper from the documents and laid
his hard, knotted hand upon them.
“In one—yes, I'll tell you, Hesketh;
it is better yon ehould know the whole
state of the case—I left everything
to you.”

Hesketh’'s face flamed for a mo-
ment, and the dark giistered; but Sir
William was looking ai tne papers
absently, and when he glanced up the
momentary flush had gone; the eyes
met his stead.y, with nothimg, but
grave interest ®1d attention in their
expression. .

“I made this soon after Wilfred haq
—gone, and you came. But blood is
thicker than water—— ¥ beg your
pardon, Hesketh, I forgot that you,
too, are of my kith and kin; you are
so unlike your father. No matter!
My son is my son and though Wilfred
has behaved badly, has proved him-
self unforgiving and unrelenting——
You know I wrote to him?” he broke
off, in a lower voice.

Hesketh shook his head.

“Yes, and he did not condescend
to repiy.”
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“Perhaps the letter did mot reach
him; the answer may have miscar-
ried, sir,” suggested Hesketh.

The old man shook his head. .“No;.
I learned that he as in the place to4
which I wrote—Mintona. And let-|
ters. do. nat miscarry mowadeys, ex-
cepting in fiction. But let that pass.
1, have forgiven him. Perhaps I
was 88 much in fault as he was——
Lord!” he broke off impatient-
1¥, "what is the use talking about it!
Anyhow, I can’t disinherit him alto-
gether; I must give him a chance.”
He was silszt for a moment, his
browns knit as 13 he were brooding;
then he lccked up with something
like a start, and weni on:

“You remember Clytie Bramley?”
Hesketh inclined his head. He was
devoured by curiosity, anxiety, but
h:a’manner. his face displayed no sign
of it.

“It was about her we—quarreled,”
sald Sir Willlam. “I wanted him to

marry her.”
‘Hesketh’s eyes flachej for a mo-
mef:. ®

“Why?” he asked.

u'l:.u‘ ©old man frowned and bit his

P.

“Y was i{ndebted to her father,” he
said. *1 bought the land, the Pit
land.® He paused and sghrugged his
shoulders. “Oh, it was all straight
enough. Yes, yes; I know. But he
was in difficulties and I had lent him
money grimly. “I'd co it again ,of
course; but—I took a liking to the
girl—I wanted to make up to her—
there, there! My reasons do not
matter,” he broke off, with his wont-
ed imperiousness. “Wilfred refused.”

Hesketh logked dqown.

‘l}ie scarcely knew her, sir,” he
aaid.

Sir. Willlam flushed. “What had
He comld have
known her, courted her. She was as

nice a girl as any man could wish
for; and a lady, a Bramley! [He
refused point blank, insulted me—and
her. There, it makes me hot to
think of it; all the old” bitterness
arises in me. Let’'s say no more
about it. He will have seen the
folly, the madness, of his ways by
this time, I'll wager. He'll marry
her fast enough now.”

Hesketh sghot a glance at him.

“You mean—" s

“l mean,” cut in the old man, touch-
ing one of the wills, “that 1 have left
‘the estate, and my money to Clytie
Bramley.”

Hesketh rose then sank down again
quickly, biting his lip in' annoyance
at his display of emotion.

“On condition that she marries Wil-
fred. If she refuses, then the whole
of it goes to him. If he refuses, then
it goes to her for life and afterward
to—you.”

Here was a pregnant silence; then
Hesketh shook his head.

“The will will not stand, sir,” he
said, in a thick volce.

Sir William smiled. “Do you think

I am the man to makc an Invalid
will?” he sald, grimly. “I have had
counsels’ opinion, have taken every
precaution. The clauses are so sim-
ple that a chiuld could net misun-
derstand them. No lawyer could
wiggle out of them. And I made it
when I was-of sound mind!” he add-
ed, grimly.
. The younger man leaned back and
finzgered hi=< iips with hic long, thin
fingers. He had scarcely grasped
the thing in its full significance;
pcarcely realized how he himself was
affected by this absurd, this grotesque
will.

*“]l am so sure of the result, of the
success of my—plot, that I have pro-
vided for you—have made you safe.
I have left you the Pit Works and
twenty thousand pounds, Hesketh.”

The Pit Works and twenty thou-
sand pounds—a generous bequest. in-
deed. But how small, how con-
temptibly small compared with the
Eramley estate and the vast fortune
of which Sir Willlam was disposing
in so farcical a fashion! The paie face
grew paliid, the Hesketh had to
moisten his lips before he could maka
the 4€uitable response.

“You are very generous to me,” he
said, huskily. “Very generous! I
did not expect anything beyond a
small sum—as a remembrunce.” /

Sir Willlam nodded and waved'his
hand.

“I'm glad y{l&‘re satistied,” he said,
gravely. “And, mark you, Hesketh,
in leaving you the works and this
capital I am giving you a chance of
making a fortune. What would I
have given for such 'a chance! I
entered the works as a machine-boy—
but you know all that. I found them
shaky and rctten; I leave them as
sound as a rock and as prosperous
as any business in the country. And
you’'ll carry them, still higher. You've
got brains, Hesketh; you’ll do big
things. There's a future before you.
Oh, I'm not blind. I've been look-
ing on while I've pretefided to notice
nothing. You've Reen Interesting
yourself iw politics; spouting at the
meetings, and all.that. Right! I never
_cared for "that sort of thing; but
you're cut out for it. And you can
g0 ahead. Garden is getting old; he

s~ almost siite ot te’ stahd &t the
next election There’s your oppor-

seize, you can—"

He stopped suddenly, bhis face
twitched, and he leaned back heav-
ﬂy. Hesketh rose and approached

“You are tired, sir,” he said, with
appropriate anxiety.

Sir William pulled himself togeth-
er, and rose, steadying himself by
the arm of the substantial chair.
“It's nothing—a little faint,” he
said. “A glass of water—thanks, Hes-
keth. It is time to dress; there
goes the gong.”"

Hesketh felt himself dismissed, but
went out of the room relunctantly.
The light of the early spring day was
waning as he went up the wide stai.z,
still flanked by the portraits of tn3
Eramleys; for Sir William had bought
e old place, bought it.lock, stick and
arrel. Hesketh went to the win-
dow of his dressing-room and looked
out on the velvety lawns, and trimly-
kept Italian gardems, the pa dnd,
beyond it, to the hills dotted” with
the homesteads of the farms which
had gone with the house.

girl, to Wiifred, the prodigal son, if
he married her, and he, Hesketh
who has flattered himself that he had
taken that son’s place, was to be con-
tent with the improbable reversion
of the estate and fortune, with the
Pit Works to console him for the loss
of the rest. Most men, especially
most young men, would have been
satistied; but Hesketh was greatly
dissatisfied.” The worky were well
Meiough, but e had grown fond of the
old house, and lands, with their his-
toric associations. It was true he
could make a fortune out of the busi-
ness which had made Sir William’s,
but he would not be' master of
Bramley Hall, of the wide-stretching
lands. Wilfred, the prodigal, would
be that; and there would be a vast
difference in position between 8ir
Wilfred Carton, baronet, of Bramley,
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Baker's cinnamoa buns, alwaye €0
unlike ‘“the kind mother used to
bake,” may be made aimost to pass
for those, by buttering, rolling in a
bit of cinnamon mixed with sugar,
and-browning for just a few minutes
in the dven. The bakers’ cinnamon
buns are/never brown enough anyhow,
so this will not maie them overdone.

Apple sauce served with a dressing
of ice cold orange juice is delicious.

‘When compellei. to eerve berries
without cream, try a little marshmal-
low-whip instead. It js really almost
as good, perhaps quite so. It can be
made at home or bought, and has the
advantage of keeping indefigitely. It
has proved a boon to many "a:hocuse-
wife, when the cream has gone eour,
or when a pudding or other desserf
seema untempting, and requires a
little extra touch to make it just
right.

Grow spearmint In your garden, and
make a perfect summer 4rink, by
crushing a few leaves of it in a

e}

‘tunity, Hesketh. - Well,-you ° can |-

Angd all this was going to pass to a |’

tin Canada. for

_over 50 years, and it
‘is a well known fact
that bread made
with Royal Yeast,

glass and add:lnx a little lemon juice,
sugar and ice cold water. Without the
lemon juice it will-be insipid.
Home-made baked beans in 20 min-
utea—well you would think they were
homeé-made snyhow!
really only ordinary, bought, casned
ones, removed from the can to en
earthen dish, a few strips of baconm
laid on the top, and a little black mo-
lasses mixed with the beans—then the
whole baked for & little while till

and plain Mr. Hesketh Carton, of )
the Pit Works.
(To be continued.) e
e =

brown. They: have quite the home-
made flavor, Even a Bostonian might

| be fooled!

———e—————— |

ON WRONG LINES.

Reform Needed in Legal and
Charity S;ntems.

A change in our legal system must
be made whieh will take acoount of
the complex life of the present, as
against the old-fashioned form of liv-
ing, which brought with it temptation,
greed and jealously. Persons who, on
account of wrong environment, have
stooped to illegitimate means to attain
their ends should be correeted, with
discipline if you please, but not with
brutal punishment. After correction
they should have the chance to make
an honest living; they should not be
ostracized as at present, so that there
is nothing else left for them to do but
to return to a life of crime which
sooner or later reaches the depths,
when the state is forced to spend
thousands and thousands for their up-
keep.

The creation of beggars has never
been due to the exercise of kindness.
All beggars are made, more or less, by
the charity system. With charity
abolished and every individual under-
standing that we are all born to work
and enjoy our work in accordance
with ou- fitness for the work we are
called upon to do, there will be no
need of charity, and crime and dis-
ease will be lessened tremendously.—
Editorial by Misha Appelbaum in Hu-
manitarian.

FEATHERS

Write us for prices on stinctly new
goose, duck, chicken and turkey fuath-
ers, any quantity. Highest prices
paid. Geo. H. Hees 8on & Co, Lim-
ited, 62 Bay street, Toronte.

Hand-painted satins. '

Three-quarter sleeves.

Overblouses of plain net.

Softly rounded necks aplenty.

Button-back models now and

Basque models of sporte wear.

Blouses of tricotine made on sweat-
er lines,

Valenciennea and Duchess combined
in front panels.

S SO
Human experience, like the sterm
| lights of a ship at sea, illumines only
the path which we have passed over.
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LILY*WHITE

CCRN SYRUP

Best for Preserving and Marmalade mekmg.
It is a clear white color and “jells” 4
excellently!

Sold in 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound tins
The Canada Starch Co,, Limited
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