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no sooner seem to touch something
than you continue in the next number.”

«Did—Bill—ever tell you of his first
cousin, Lord Tranton?”

“Only that he held down the title
and was the dead image of the post-
master at Watsenville. Never passes
there but hé says: ‘Look at that tal-
low-faced, wall-eyed old—"

“Hush,” said the Captain. “Lord
Tranton is dead.”

“Dead!”

“His two sons with him, and Lady
Grace Morrison—William’s aunt, you
know. All killed in the terrible lift
accident at the Hotél des Hesperides
in Nice.”

“Well, I'm sorry,” she said, as An-
struther. gazed steadfastly at her
as though expecting she knew not
what. “Sorry for anybody that gets
killed, you know—especially in an_ele-
vator. But, as I didn’t know them,
you can’t expect me to feel very bad
about it, can you?”

“Don’t you realize how it will affect
William?”

“Oh, he’ll be terribly cut up about
his aunt. She was the only person
who was ever kind to him. The only
sne in England he ever wrote to—or
who wrote to him.”

“This makes him Lord Tranton,”
said the Captain.

“I suppose it does,” she said, “I
had never thought of that.”

“We've thought of it a good deal,”
said Anstruther.

“ s I9 ~ 1

Lord Tranton, she repeated.
“Then won’t his—his wife—be Lady
Tranton?”

“That’s just it, you see,” said the
Captain. ‘“She’ll be Lady Tranton.”

“What do you mean by ‘it’?” said
the girl.

“You'll hardly believe it,” said the
Captain, disregarding her question,
“but for a time we didn’t know where
under the sun to find him. They,
somebody, said about Lady Grace, you
know—I believe it was her maid or
housekeeper—and we went all over
her letters to try and get track of
him.”

“Well, youw've succeeded.” she re-
marked as he hesitated.

“We got on the track of something
else.” he went on significantly.  “It
seemed—indeed there was no doubt
about it—his affections—er—were
seriously engaged—er—to a young
lady—er——"

“Me, I suppose?”’ she said quite
calmly.

“Yes, you,” he returned, “though it
is only fair to William to say that his
leters were expressed—er—with con-
siderable reserve—with what you
might call perfect respect, you know,
and all that kind of thing.”

“Of course, I know that,” she ex-
ciaimed.

“It was very alarming,” said the
Captain.

“Who for? For you or the young
lady or Bill?”

The Captain tugged at his yellow

ustache.
eally must beg your indulgence,”
he said at last “I am sure the very
|

ast thing in the world I wish to do
is to offend you. I had hoped, as
told you, to discuss the matter first
with your father.”

“We'll just leave Pa out,” she said.

It’'s me that Bill'’s in love with—not
Pa.”

“Still very awkward,” murmur-
ed the ptain. “Very awkward.”

“So you read Bill's letters and got
quite discouraged,” she said, smiling.

“He seemed on the verge of com-
ting an—er—irrevocable mistake,”
| the Captain. .

“Ts that how. you'd describe his
marrying me?” she asked.

There was a pause )
“Frankly—ves,” said the Captain.

“There are people here who think
the irrevocable mistake might be the
other way,” she remarked.

“Then, my dear young lady,” he
went on briskly, “the people here have
vour true interests at heart. Believe
me, there can be no lasting happiness
in a union that involves a great in
equality of station. Tt is currentlv

iid that a man raises his wife to his
own level, but a knowledge of the
world teaches us only too often he—er

sinks to hers.”
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Artistic designing — tempered by practical lmowlédgo—-
stimulated by a policy of producing only the best — this has made
“Standand” Porcelain Enameled Ware the acknowledged ideal.

Standard” Ware is a
ence and beauty; a luxury made an economy, by las

Its symmetrical simplicity and white purity hold distinct decorative
charm, and afford a constant joy in possession and use, yet underneath its
smooth always-white surface are the long-service-giving qualities of iron.

“Stapdard” Ware is the cheapest — always, because double service
yet in artistic beauty, convenience
model for all emulation.

is included at its moderate price,
and modernness it is distinctly the

Our Book ** MODERN BATHROOMS " CAUTION : Eve
tells you how todplan, buy and arrange Ware bears our
your bathroom and illustrates many beau-
tiful and ' inexpensive rooms, showing =~ mark “Stesdesd™ cast on the outside. Un-
the cost of each fixture{in detail, together less the label and trade-mark are on the
with many hints on decoration, tiling, - fixture it is not
ete. Itisthe most complete and beautiful
booklet on the subject and contains 100
pages. THE ABOVE FIXTURES De-
sign P: 34 can be purchased from any
plumber at a cost approximating $260,75
— not counting freight, labor or piping.

Standard Sanitary Mfa.Co, Dept. 43., Pittsburgh, U. S. A.

“Standsed” Building, 35-37 West 3ist Street
New Orleans : Cor. Baronne & St. Joseph Sts.

Office and Showrooms in New York:
London, England: 22 Holborn Viaduct, E. C.

piece of ‘Wlesfert”
Gold ** guarantee label, and has ourtrade-

substitutes— they are all inferior and will
cost you more in the end. The word

is stamped on all of our nick~
eled brass fittings ; specify them and see
that you get the genuine trimmings with
your bath and lavatory, etc.

necessity made a luxury, by added conveni-

service.

* “Qreen and

“Ware. Refuse

. »-_W

she returned. “In fact he’s been in a
panic lest he wouldn’t get the chance.”

“The Bill of yesterday and the Bill
of today are two different men,” said
the Captain. “He has now a great
place to fill.” He becomes the head
of one of the proudest and most
aristocratic families in England. It
would be too unutterably sad if he
failed in the duty he owes both to his
class and to his rank.”

“His class and his rank never
bothered very much about him out
hcre,” she said. “They seemed quite
happy in fact to be quit of him. He
might have starved to death for all
they cared.”

“T know we lay ourselves open to
that .mputation,” went on the Cap-
tain, in a -tone of depressed suavity.
“But. as the dear Duke said in the
family council we held at Holderton
Abbey, ‘Circumstances alter cases.”

“If's not Bill they’re thinking
about.” she said; “it’s their noble and
splendid selves.”

“They cannot very well detach
themselves from the affair, even if

| they would,” continued the Captain.

“Tranton’s disgrace 18 necessarily
theirs.”

“If the dear Duke doesn’t want to
know me, he needn’t,” she retorted,
with a heightened color. “If he
doesn’t want to play in my yard he
can always the aristocratic
privilege of staying out ”

“Then there’s the dowager Lady
Tranton,” said the Captain; “Bill’s

' | step-mother.”

“She too, then,” said the girl

“She really feels it more than any-
body,”
same name, you know—the possibility
of mistakes bcing’ made—the inevitable

.confusion of——

“It’s just what you said before,
Captain,” she exclaimed mockingly.
«“It's too unutterably sad, isn’t it?”

“I know I'm expressing myself 'very
badly,” he said. “I told théem at the
time they ought to choose somebody
better fitted for the task than L But
the dear Duke was so peremptory,
and Lady Tranton cried on my
shoulder, and the memory of a life-
long obligation naturally turned the
scale—and so here I am, and making
a terrible mess of it, just as Whit-
combe said I would.”

“It was certainly a long way to
come just to talk to a girl,” she said.

“And then to do it so badly,” added
the Captain.

“I can’t see that it's any of their
business,” she exclaimed.

“T was charged to offer—induce-
ments,” said the Captain with embar-
rassment.

“Inducements?
ducements?”’

“Oh. I'm almost ashamed to say—
cr—of a monetary nature.”

“Well, you ought to be,” she said.
How much?”

“Whitcombe said T was to begin at
five thousand pounds.”

“ The point is, where were you to
leave off at?”

“Ten thousand!”

‘What sort of in-

sighed the Captain. “The:

“Why didn't you say it sooner?”’

“The fact is—er—the dear Duke
thought—er—W hitcombe said—"

“That you might pull it off with-
out?”

The Captain hung his head.

“They must have thought you more
of a spellbinder than you are,” she re-
marked cruelly.

“1 told Whitcombe myself 1 was
the last man to talk anybody into do-
ing anything,” said the Captain.

said the girl. “The price of a thing
is what it's worth to you. Bill's
worth lots more than that—to me.”
“] will make it fifteen thousand,”
said the Captain Hhesitatingly. “That
is, on'my own personal responsibility,
subject to confirmation by wire.”

she asked.

He drew out from his breast pocket
a large, important-looking document
engrossed on sheepskin. It creakled
richly as he opened it and s read it
flat with his big hands. t was
beautifully glossy and Helen thought
the Declaration of Independence
must have looked like it when it was
new. She lay back in the hammock,
took a chocolate cream, and gave it
her disdainful attention. Bill was re-
nmniccd with a wealth of legal detail
that was positively bewildering; re-
nounced from his head to his heels:
renounced awake or sleeping or din-
ing out or sitting up with a sick
friend: renounced body and soul, alive
or dead, positively and explicitly, for

*Well, it’s not enough for Bill,” -

“Where's the thing for me to sign?”
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