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CHAPTER L

| ©Om the night of the 5th of December,
1882, the first fierce storm of the win-
ter was raging in Brooklyn.

The wind howled and shrieked, and
arifting snow clung in crusts on the
windows. But the fire burned furious-
Iy in John Olmstead’s library, where
be sat in a comfortable arm-chair, his
slippered feet on the fender, supposed
to be listening while his nephew, Rob-
ert Stanton, read aloud to him.

The old man was called “crusty™ at
large, and crusty he surely was. He
stood well up among the wealthiest
men in Brooklyn, and, having been a
widower almost all his life, he had
become so thoroughly accustomed to
his own way that he had outlived even
the passing suggestion that there could
by any possibility be any other way.

He was supposed to be listening. His
eyes were fixed in a fierce, determined
stare upen the glowing coals. His fore-
bead was furrowed. His right hand
wanilered restlessly over his left arm
and shoulder, as thougk sscking the
seat of something that was out of or-
der there.

He was supposed to be listening, but
he was not listening. His mind was
working back some two-and-twenty
years, on 8 night very much like this
one, only later in the winter, whgn he
sat before the fire in that same library
and read a letter disclosing, to his hor-
ror, the fact that he had a two-year-ol

hew,

a!'?'!-- n it too’ cunther jump backward,
indetinitely, and he thought of the
smother of the boy, his only sister, Mary.
®rom childhood he had supported her;
but when his beautiful young wife died
and he really needed a sister to help
Rim mansge his grand home, Mary de-
MWberately deserted him to marry =
farming fellow from away in some ro-
mantic, unknown obscurity—a fellow
whose only prospects lay in a few mis-
erable, mortgaged acres.

It was made all the worse by the
fact that Mary had stubbornly refused
to marry Thaddeus Braddon, John Olm-
stoad’s best friend, who had been her
devoied lover from girlhood, who was
then in the west, coining a great for-
tune, ready to return to Brooklyn to
Mve the moment Mary said the word,

John Olmstead remembered how he
bad spoken his mind to Mary, and how
the only eflfect it had was that never
another word did he hear from her
or her husband till the letter that came
on that stormy night, 22 years before,
written oy the selectmen of the un-

known obscurity, announcing that his |

sister had died two years and her hus-
band a week before, leaving nothing
but debts and one male child, two years
old, named Robert Stanton. It noti-
#ied him that the child would be held
for o limited period subject to his or-
fder, and, in default, would be adver-
tised and manipulated as town's poor.,

Of course the “thing,” as John Olm-
stead called it, was brought to his
Brooklyn munsion and properly cared
for, but he had concejved such a dis-
Jike at the start that Robert Stanton
grew up and actually left for college
®efore the lack of him about the house
wpenecd his uncle's eyes to the fact that
under his supposed diglike there had
Sprung up a great, unreasoning, un-
bounded fondness for the boy.

From that moment there was noth-
ing too good for his nephew, in the
old man's estimation, and the happl-
st days he had known since his wife
ded were when Stanton came back,
mfler graduating from the law school,
aettled down in the old home, and
wpened an office in New York.

The young lawyer was not a model
done in wax, but a very fair result of
the conditions under which he had been
#leveloping. He was rugged, honest and
refined. IHe had not the remotest idea
of the meaning of such words as self-
denial or self-sacrifice, or of such a
guality as patience in suffering or ad-
wersity.

The utter lack of feminine influence
about the house left the genlal and so-
cial side of his nature wholly unde-
‘weloped. He thouglt society a bore,
and society thought him cold and
proud. Unlimited financial resources
overburdened him with persistent
friends till he easily fell into a way
of holding every one at arm's length
and constantly pushing, lest they
mhould come too near and annoy him.

He was generous because it was
agreeable. It relieved him of a surplus
that would otherwise have been bur-
densome; it rid him, quickly and easi-
1y, of disagreeable things in the line
©f philanthropic tramps. Wholly un-
witting, he won for himseld a reputa-
tion for phenomenal liberality, which,
connected with his many conflieting
characteristics, produced the universal
woconviction that he was sure to develop
iato a prodigy of genius.

His habits were scrupulously cireum-
spect, chiefly, no doubt, because any
others would have “forced him, more
or less, into some sort of society; and
underneath it all were sound, native
common sense and a rare adaptabllity
to his profession.

Thus far the only disagreeable phase
of life to which he had been obliged
to submit was his uncle's determina-

gon that he shiould marry, which ef-
fectually established in him a deter-
mination never to do anything of the
Xind. It was not conscious stubborn-
wess, Jt was simply unbroken nature,
instinct. )

| This was the path over which the
old man's thoughta wers wandering
while his right hand wandered over
his left arm and shoulder and some-

times down his Jeft leg and knee.,
¥ Btenton the inattention, and

Ties. Tie Tanclt0 Tis Goe® wis not 1eel-
ing well, and woild have been glad to
offer some relief, but perfect health was
the one thing upon which John Olm-
stead prided himself and which it was
never safe to question. His one boast,
always pushing lis fingers through his
white bair, was that he had never con~
sulted u physiciay in s life. 3

The tall clock in the cerner began
striking ten, andthe clock in the great
tower, a few blotks away, joined it, a
single stroke behind. One was regulated
by John Oimstead. the other by the
officlal timekeepir, and for more than
20 years they hal told the same story
as they were tellng it to-night.

Stanton pausel for an instant and
glanced at his uncle, dropped his book‘
and sprang to the arm-chair.

The old man’s face was flushed. His
forehead was wet. He was awnke, but
he breathed likeone sleeping too heav-
ily. Ina wild stire his eyes were fixed
on his left hand

With his right hand he clutched the
sgleeve of the lefl arm, lifted it a little
way, and let it fill, muttering:

“Dead, Robert, Dead.”

Stanton rang for Sam, the general
man-servant, whispering: “Dr. Morton,
Bam. Be quick”

Sam staggered out into the raging
storm, his minl struggling with the
fact that the muster was ill, xauch as
his body struggld in the drifts. He was
irying to do two things at once, which
was always tco much for him, ‘and be-
tween the two be blundered and rang
the bell at the door of Rev. Dr. Borden's
home. :

John Olmsteal was not a communi-
cant, but he wasa highly valued and re-
spected supporter of Dr. Borden’s
church, The good doctor opened the
door himself. Sam shouted from the
storm: “Mr. Joln Olmstead is sick, sir.
Comequick.” Then discovering his mis-
take, he started away, without a word
of explanation, o summon Dr. Morton.

A siogle glaice told the physician
why he had beencalled. He asked a few
questions, chiefly to test the mind and
the face-muscles, looked into the pa-
tient’s eyes, and, kneeling, began to
manipulate the left leg and arm,

“Well?" said John Olmstead, impa-
tiently.

Dr. Morton did not stop his examina-
tion, but spoke slowly:

*I should say it was a slight stroke of
apoplexy, probsbly caused Yy an im-
material hemorrhage on the brain,
There is still sensatlon here. I think it
will steadily return, and in two or three
weeks you will—""

He was testing the pulse in the right
wrist. Quickly he followed it to the

elbow, and his {face changed as he un-
covered the palient’s chest and began a
careful examiration about the heart.

“Well?” Olmstead muttered, nerv-
ously.

As though thinking aloud, being
called upon for an opinion before it was
fully formed, the physician replied:

“There’s a enlarged area of heart-
dullness and an accentuated wecond
sound and murmur., I'm afraid the |
apoplexy cams from heart disease and
arterial degeneration. Are you under
treatment for your heart?”

“Never had 1 doetor ip my life,” Johf
Olmstead mutiered.

“Your heart must have given you a '
great deal of trouble.” .

*Never troubled me at all.”

“*No shortness of breath?”

“0f course. I'm growing old.™

“Haven't you had to sit down after
climbing stairs?"”

“I'm too hewy for stairs. I gave up
leaving the ground floor long ago, un-
jess there is in clevator.”

*Doesn't exvitemermt give you palpi-
tation?” !
“Sometimes. I smoke too much.”

*Cold feel?

“Only recently.”

“Cough?”

“0f ecourse, when I am out of breath.”

Dr. Morton sat down facing the pl-'
tient, with bli back to the fire.
“Every one has weak points, Mr. Olm-
stead,” he sail. “Yours {s your heart.”
“Do you mesn that I'm in a condition
wherg I might go without warning?*
the old man asked, mervously, seem-
ing suddenly to grasp the situation.
e . Morton muctl:ed his face thought~
ly for a moment, and auswered;
d ’; u); . - ~\Ihi'.'c- ’
4Robert,” Olmstead called, in a weak,
frembling volce, “go for J ud‘ga Russell.
Bring him back with you at once
#]s my mind right? Can I make my
will 7 he asked, as soon as Stanton left
room, ni, being reassured the
?ﬂehn. he sat in silence till Judge
ussell came and they were left alone
. ' g .
“I should lave taken your advice,”
he began, “but fortunately it is not too
late, I that Robert would marry

| Borden,

first and the other one would dlie.

| Don't mentics the other one’s Dame in
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after Robert, if he will surrender all
claims and those papers.”

He paused a moment to gather
strength. Slowly he mentioned some
minor bequests, three men to act as
trustees, and added: “Let the rest be
held in trust for Robert for ten years.
Let him have the use and income, and if
he marries let it all be his at onbe.”

“If he should not marry in the ten
years—" Judge Russell asked.

“He will, he will,” Olmstead ex-
claimed. “He'll not be such a fool. 1f
he don't—if he deon't care for me or
the money, then let it go where it will.
The other one can't get it if he signs
off for the ten thousand, and I don't
care who else has it if Robert don't
want it. Write quickly. I"'m not well,
1 feel afraid.” :

The rest returned and did what they
could for the patient while Judge Rus-
sell wrote. The storm wasstill inereas-
ing, and to add te it the fire broke out
which destroyed the great building
supporting the tower with the clock
which had so long kept pace with the
clock in Olmstead's library.

Thousands must still remember how
the hands of that clock moved steadily
while all the building beneath it was
wrapped in flame; how the great bell
rang, clear and loud, above the storm,
above the rosring and hissing of the
water, above the groaning and throb-
bing of the engines and the shouting of
the men; how it struck the hour of
midnight, like & grand, triumphant
peal, less than two minutes before the
roof and the walls fell in with an awful
.rash, stopping the wheels but leaving
the tower with its burden still standing,
like & grim minaret rising out of the
rulns; for there wes something ghostly
in those long black fingers that for
day# remained there, solemuly pointing
to two minutes past twelve.

The engines were heard above the
storm, in the library, and the glare
tinged the curtains closely drawn over
the long windows; but the fire received
little attention from the anxious ones
gathered there,

When the writing was finished, Olm~
stead read the will, and in & more
natural voice remarked:

“It is correct. Give me the pen.”

Rev. Dr. Borden mjgned as the first
witness, and a moment later Judge
Russell handed the pen to Sam.

Sam was unused to writing. The
solemn scene, the intense excitement,
a vague sense of responsibility, be-
wildered him, and he made slow work
at it. Judge Russell could hardly en-
dure the delay, He had left his wife
with a sick child at home, without so
much as telling her that he was going
out. He glanced at his watch as he
banded Sam the pen,

“Great Heavens! it's 12 o’clock. Hur-
ry, man, hurry,” he whispered.

Sam tried to hurry, and was so much
the slower In consequence. The tall
clock and the clock in the tower were
striikng. He nervously fingered the
pen till they had ceased. Btanton was
kneeling by the arn-chair, holding his
uncle’s band. Dr. Beorden stood be-
hind the chair, with & word for comfort
or courage when it could be spoken.

As the last stroke sounded, Olm-
stead turned his head, resting on the
back of the arm-chair, till his eyes
looked up at the portrait of a beautiful
woman, hanging aboye the fire, and
slowly he repeated:

“Twelve o'clock, and all is well.”

At Inst Sam finished writing. Judge
Russel) bent over him, tock the pen,
wrote for an instant, and—

Buddenly the room seemed to vibrate
and shudder. The dull outlines of the
windows glared brighter than the
lights of the library. The awful crash
of the falling walls and the shriek of
the crowd about them sounded. Judge
Russell caught up the will and hurried
from the house. BStanton felta twinge
contract the hand he was holding: for-
getting the years that had made & man
of him, he laid his cheek upon it.

Dr. Morton glanced at the patient's
face, reached his heart, waited a mo-
ment, and, laying his band on Stan-
ton's shoulder, said:

“My friend, it is over. He is gone.”

Reverently Dr. Borden repeated the
dying words:

“Twelve o'clock, and all is well.”

CHAPTER II.

The natural adjustments which time
brought about had little comfort for
Jobn Olmstead’s pephew. The one
disagreeable feature in the past which
he bad not been able to put away was
his uncle’s determination that he
should marry. Now the whole world
seeemd to have risen up to carry on
the argument.

It was natural enough that social at-
tention should be more drawn to him
than ever, and especially to be expected
that the trustees, Judge Russell and Dr.
knowing of the condition
hanging over him, should lose no op-
portunity to present such of their

| friends as might ald him to meet it.

Stanton falled to grasp the natural
philosophy of it, however, and simply

realized a state of things that way in-
tensely disagreeable. The fact that his
uncle, being dead, was yet speaking,
only held him the more firmly in in-
stinctive resistance, and where John
Olmstead's argumenta falled there was
little hope that the rest of the world
could succeed, The only result was
that Stanton shrank more and more
from society, and delved dee and
more earnestly in his professio

It was an excellent thing for his
progress at the bar, and he really began
to develop into what everyone had pre-
dicted—something of a prodigy.
Btraightway it began to be commonly
acknowledged that he was one of the

shrewdest cross-examiners in the state, |

It only tended, however, to mmke so-
clety more charitable with hisjeccen-
tricities and more ralentlessly adoring.

A weak,man wonuld have ylelded at
once; a strong man never. Btanton was
neither, He had elements of strength,
but he was not strong.

After five years of it he said to him-
self: “TI believe that the only way to
make life worth living is to have a
wife to attend to the social side.
There's no sense in a soclal side, any-
way, What does it amount to? But
it ia, and spparently it is something
that always will be. I can't attend
to it. But I'm always expected to, and
evidently I've either to keep on making
excuses or making myself miserable,

all my life. or else to find u wife who

Wi attend fo T orme™  —

Obviously he had not the faintest
conception of what the agony was all
about, nor bad his uncle's will any-
thing whatever to do with his consid-
erations. They were carried on upon
lines of pure and aunadulterated in-
stinet—just as a young duck pokes its
flat bill about in & stupid search for
the delicious mud which it has never

‘seen nor heard of, except in the sweet

babble of some soft nursery clucking
over its pipped egg.

“l wonder how the thing should be
brought about,” Stanton mutiered, as
he lay on the sofa in the library, smok-
ing and dreaming.

Even then the innocently stupid fel-
low did not dream that he was doing
precisely what everyone was bent on
baving him do; if he had, he would
not have done it. In fact, he never
even fully realized how the thing was
done, it was so quickly and easily ac-
complished when once he turned his
attention that way. But that wosim-
material. It was surely done. He un-

questionably became engaged, and it

was a great relief to him to know and
to have others know that so much prog-
ress at least had been made towards
the relief from society which he sought.

The really strange thing about it
was that it was a love-match., At least
the Lombards all said so, and every one
admitted that they were the last peo-
ple In the world to be influenced by
any man’s millions—which proved to
be the case, a little later.

The immediate effects of the engage-
ment were not in precise line with the
final results he sought, but he reasoned
with himself: “I suppose it's a fellow’s
duty to the lady he's to marry to go

with her into soclety, just as it's his

duty to stay with her at home after
they're married;™ so the poor, deluded
fellow honestiy, earnestly and patient-
ly plunged into @ grand whirl of so-
cial life at Miss Lombard’s side, only
longing to have the transition state
over with, that he might arrive at the
stage where he could be let alone,

Stanton had hardly adjusted himself
to this when another disagreeable fea-
ture presented itself. Young Lombard,
his future brother-in-law, was a client
of his whom he had always consid-
ered an ideal business man; but it sud-
denly appeared that he was also an
ideal society man. It was simply a
elde of him with which Stanton had
never chanced to come in contact. He
insisted upon putting him up at two
fashionable cluba.

“I'm already a member of the pro-
fessional club over in the ecity,” he
said. *That has some pointito it. But
what's the sense of a social elub?”

“It's a good place to meet the fel-
lows and kill an hour or two of an even-
ing now and then,” Lombard urged.

“But I haven't time enough us it is,
without killing any,” Stanton objected.
Btill, he allowed himself to be put up.
There was really ne help for it; it
occurred to him, too, that there was
a certain undefined duty which a fellow
owed to the brother of a lady he was
about to marry; and Lombard took it
upon himself to sce that, after he was
once well inside, he was not allowed
to become a dead letter.

“It’s astonishing what a difference it
makes with a fellow whether it's busi-
ness or society he's at,” Stanton re-
flected, as he watched young Lombard,
at the clubs. *“He has a wonderful fa-
cility in adjusting himself and per-
meating everything. 1 baven't a bit
of it. But it's something a man ought
to have, I suppose, especially if he is
about to be married. If I could only
be let alone, I should rather like to drop
in here oeccasionally and look on. I
might pick up some of that facility my-
self, in time."

The thing which he abhorred most
intensely and received most abundant-
ly was flattery. Next to that he dis-
liked being questioned. It is often the
case with an expert at cross-examina-
tions.

One evening at the club Stanton was
fortunate enough to meet & man who
was not a bore. His name was Richard
Raymond. He was engaged in the in-
surance business in the far west, and
knew the country, even to the Pacific
const, with ull the wonders and treas-
ures of Its vicinage, as well as Stanton
kuew New York or Brooklyn. He gave
him more entertaining and valuable in-
formation in five minutes than he had
often obtained at the club in an en-
tire evening.

He knew Stanton, too, and said some
very clever things about him, but he
said them in such a clever way that

they were not at all offensive. He
didn’t stop the moment he had said
them and bow and smirk and wait on
a broad grin till Stanton had succeeded
in saying something equally silly in
contradiction or reciprocation.

Stanton smiled as he sat contentedly
listening, and commented with him-
self: *“If he were to digress to insur-
ance, now, and ask me to take out a
policy in one of his companies, 1 pre-
gsume I should de it.” But Mr, Hay-
mond did not digress. He hardly men-
tioned insurance again. Speaking of
minerals, however, he said that he had
brought on a fine collection; it was at
the hotel, and if Stanton cared to walk
home that way and stop for a moment
he should be glad to show it.

The collection proved thoroughly en-
tertaining, and when, in the course of
conversation upon it, the subject of
California wines was touched, it ap-
peared that Raymond had brought on
some choice samples of these, 100, in
proof of a pet theory that with proper
care in preparation, and proper age,
the vineyards of the Pacific could be
made to rival the vintage of the world.

While he was speaking of it he poured
out a glass of the wine. This was a
little different; for among other social
habits which Stanton had never con-
tracted was the habit of drinking.

! “] have very rarely tasted wine, and
should be no judge,” he said, in an ef-
foré eanruoualf to decline; but when
Raymond gently but firmly insisted,

it occurred to him that there was some- |
hos~ !
pitality, after be had been accepiing so

thing of asocial duty in accepting

much other entertainment, and be
¢rank the wine, ouch as he would have
taken out a  in one of the insur-
ance companies, :

Unacquainted eas he was with wine,
Btanton was forced to admit that it

-was a wonderful product. Befors he

Nghted & Treah Clgar and WATE HLmsel?
comfortable In one of Raymond’s up-
holstered arm-chairs,

It scemed but & moment later when
he opened his eyes with & start and a
confused chagrin at the conviction that
be had actually dropped asleep while

Raymond was talking; but his eyes

once open rested full upon Sam, who
was laying his morning mail upon his
dressing case, and over Sam’s shoulder
upon the clock, which declared that it
was after ten.

!  Bixdayes out of geven Stanton entered
kis office on the stroke of nine, and this

+ was not the seventh day.

Seeing that Sam had noticed his open

eyes, he simply remarked: “I am
! ready for my bath, Sam;" but when
{ the man went out to prepare it, the

young lawyer rose slowly and stood
i looking into his own face in the mirror,

as though he might learn from it some-
| thing which he very much wished to
! know.,

“Eociety!™ he muttered, in unutier-
able disgust, and began slowly poking
the letters about that he might read the
postmarks.

Itis pleasant to have broad shoulders
upon which to lay the burden of our
shortcomings, even the overloaded
shoulders of soclety.

One letter attracted his attention,
more from its weight than from the
fact that the handwriting was Miss
Lombard’s. It had evidently been de-
livered by messenger. He opened it
mechanically and held in his hand Miss
Lombard’s card and their diamond en-
gagement ring—nothing more.

“Is it broken, I wonder?” he mut-
tered, slowly turning the ring over, be-
fore it dawned upon him that it was the
engagement, not the ring, which was
obviously the broken thing.

A creature of instinet, following in-
stinet, he stretched himself, yawned,
and went into the bathroom, saying to
himself: “Thank heaven, there'll be
no more society, no more clubs, no
more wine, for me,”

As Sam was leaving the bathrogm,
Stanton turned upon him and asked,
abruptly: *“Was 1 brought home drunk
last night, SBam?"

Too sharp & question or command
had always bewildered Sam, and always
would. A man often spesks the truth
when he is bewildered. Sam muftered:
“Yes, sir,” and then wished he had de-
nied it.

“Did the Lombards bring me home?"

“Yes, sir,” said Sam; and, as there
was nothing more, he went out to kick
himself about for the rest of the day.

At the office Stanton found a letter
from the elder Lombard. Ie half ex-
pected it.  He swung his chair into the
best light and made himself secure in
the seat before he opened it; but it was
very short. He read:

“Dear Sir:—After the disgraceful ex-
hibition which you made of yourself
at our bome last night, my daughter
wishes me to say that love or respeet
from her would be no longer possible,
Kindly allow all intercourse with our
family to cense with this letter, We re-
quire ne explanation and would acecept
no apology.”

Slowly tearing it in pieces, Stanton
eaid to himself:

“I rather like that letter. It's very
much to the puint, and there's no am-
biguity; but I wish 1 knew how I got
myself to his house aud what 1 did
there. I probably shall know, some
day, and things will adjust themselves.
They always do.”

They did adjust themselves, but not
precisely as be anticipated. The first
intimation of an adjustment came to
him through the newspaper, in the an-
nouncement of the marringe of Miss
Lombard and Mr. Richard Raymond.

He thought of the glase of wine, and
with a shudder sprang to his feet,

Presently he was restlessly pacing
the room, muitering: “Absurd! Sim-
ply impossible. Why shouldnt he mar-
ry her if he wants to? Why shouldn't
she marry him? He can tell her more
in ten minutes than most men could in
an hour. She’d have been bored todeath
shut up with me. Upon my word, I be-
liewe it was fortunate all around. I've
had enough of society. I'm satisfied.

T've come necr enough to marriage to
know that I"m not adjustable. It's an
excellent place to stop.”

Thereupon he stopped walking, tried
io stop thinking of that glass of wine,
and, having at last fully made up his
mind about marrying, he expressed it
so plainly to the trustees, the judge and
the clergyman, when they attempted
to renew their effort, and, indeed, to
society ai large, that the hint was final-
ly taken. He was set down as incorri-
gible, and John OMmstead's will went
out of sight and out of mind.

Btanton realized that the time was
coming when some distant relative of
his uncle's would appear and claim the
property, and he was quite content that
he should have it.

“I'd like to keep this house, becuuse
it's home,” he said, to himself. *“But
that can easily be arranged. It is
peither modern nor well located to
tempt one who has recently come into
i & large fortune, I will layaside enough
to purchase thias property, and they
can have the rest.”

With that he dropped the entire mat-
ter, to rest until he should receive no-
tice that the term of his p had

when asked where heshould be talen. ~

“And you was him, an” I dbne it,” the
man ejaculated, coming laboricusly to
the end.

Not a musecle of the lawyer's face
moved till he had locked the door be-
hinfll his penitent client. Then, with his
fists clenched and crowded into his
pockets for safe keeping, he walked
slowly up and down the room.

For the first time in his life he knew
what anger—hatred—meant.

If Richard Raymond had come into
his office he would have killed: him.

A new sentiment bad taken such en-
tire possession of him that for a time
he had absolutely nocontrol over him-
self, and the only good fortune of it was
that he fully realized the fact.

He walked and walked and struggled
with himself for hours before he dared
unlock that door. Atlength the anger
was driven into his heart, but it only
waited—a most disagreeable compan-
ion—waited for its victim.

Late in the fall he saw him, for the
first time, walking slowly on the oppo-
site side of Broadway.

With his fists clenched, his heart
throbbing, his teeth ground bhard
against each other, Stanton ran across
the street.

He was utterly unconscious of what
he even wished to do when they should
meet; but they did not meet. Ray-
mond was nowhere to be scen when he
reached the pavement. He was glad of
it afterwards.

“Brondway would have been a bad
place to do anything,” he muttered, as
he walked away; and thereupon he
asked bimself, for the first time, what
it was that he proposed to do. To his
surprise he found the solution extreme-
ly difficult.

It was still. unsettled when, a few
weeks later, he walked up the stone
steps of his home late in the afternoon,
1o find Sam waiting at the door.

Sam had grown gray in the service
of two generations, wnd was more close-
ly identified with that bouse than the
young master, in his own estimation
at least.

His face was even whiter than his
hair as he labored through the infor-
mation that an officer had invaded the
sacred library and had calmly taken
possession of everything in the name
of a new heir.

“It's only & matter of form, Sam,”
Stanton remarked. *I had forgotten it;
but this is the day that my rights ex-
pire. I shall purchase this house, how-
ever, and everything will go on as
usual.”

He waited an moment in the ball, to
ealm himself, for in spite of his prear-

ranged plans there was something,
pither in the suddenness of the an-
nouncement or the manner of it, which
disturbed him. It was the one spotin
the world that was dear to him; the
one place he loved; the one corner he
held sacred. It was invaded by an of-
ficer, another, who for the moment, at
least, had an undeniable right.

He entered the libra®y. A man rose
and banded him a legal document,

He turned to the light and opened it.
One instant his eyes rested upon the

per. Then it fell from his hands.

or a° moment he stood there, motion-
less; then, leaving the paper on the
floor, he turned from the library with-
out & word, left the house, and like a
drunken man staggered down the
street.

[T0 BE CONTINUED]

JOHN M. HIGGINS

Gholgs Groceries, Wines
Liquors _g Cigars.

PURE GOODS, FULL VALUE FOB
THE MONEY.

610 E. Franklin, St.,
(Near OM Market.)
Riehmond, - - Vi

expired, leaving the income from the
estate, as deposited for him by the trus-
tees, to accumulate for the future pur-
. chase.

Life actually begun to assume for him
8 certain degree of serenity. He read
of the sudden death of Mrs. Raymond in
the far west, and honestly felt sorry
for her husband; but a little later the
serenity was sadly and soddenly dis-
turbed by » confession from a client
for whom he had been doing some char-
ity work in the courts,

In his own rough way the fellow tried
to return the favor which St:mton had
been dolog him Dby confessing  that,
some years before, he was in charge of
the furnaces of a hotel when, late one
night, a ﬁut called him up to his room,
showed him s man helplessly drunk,
gave him $50 and a glass of brandy
and secured his services in carrying out
s little joke. The joke consisted in tak-
‘ing the man io the engine room, cov-
! ering him with dirt and dilapide

him generally, then taking bim in a
carriage {0 a certain address and leav-
ing him in the hands of the master of
the house, with the message that he
. bad been dragged out of a fightin a low
dance

———— e —

e —

TO LOg ANGELES AND SOUTHERN
CALIFORNIA, :

Friday night at 10:356 p. m , a
Tourist Oar for Los Angeles
utkern Calitornia, leaves the
» Milwaukes & Bi. Paul Rail-
nion Passenger Station, Ohiea-
g:‘. via Omsahsa, Colorado Bprings and
t Lake Qity, for all points in Colo-
rado, Utah, Nevada and Cslifornia.
In addition to the regular Pullman
ter, each car is accompanied by an
telligent, competent and courteous
‘e » who will sttend to the
wants of gers en reute., ‘This is
an an new feature of tourist car
serviee, and will be appreeiated by
familes or by lsdies traveling alone.
Partioular attention is paid the ears of
children, whe usually get wearyon s
long journey.

These tourist ears are slesping ears
supplied with all the accessories ne-
cessary to make the jeo comfort-~
able and pleasant, and the ruse
(each berth will aceom
sons) is only §$8.00
California.
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hall end had given that pumber | Pa.

tiom. upon
all affairs of life ’bwmsu. love and
a R y. y
rovoaleh Alsg of shasut, degeascd sng
living friends. Removes all troubles
and enth, echalle any
T eens o the et Saes
revelations o P
lﬂ future events of one’s im
member she will not for any sﬁu flat-
ter you; you may rest mwﬂl
facts without nonsense. can
consulted u ali affairs of Life,
Love, Courtship, , Friends,
ete., with deseription of future com-
panion. BShe is very sccurate inde-
seribing missing friends, enemies eta.,
Her adviee upon sickness, change of
business, law suite, journeys, eontest-
ed wills, divorce ard tion ia
valuable and reliable. e reads your
destiny—good orbad; she withholds

ng.
MRS, MARTH tells your entire life

Wt and future ina DEAD
E, has the power of

any two
Mediums you ever met. In 'ﬂL she
tells your mether’s foll name before
age, the names of all your family

their ages and deseription. the name
and business of your presemt husband

‘the name of your next if you are to

have one, the name of the young man
who sew calls on you. the name of your
wture husband. and the day, month
n d year of your marriage, how many
hi ldren yon have or will have ; wheth-
r your present sweetheart will betrus
to yeu and if he will marry you; if
you have no sweetheart she will tell
m when yon will have and his name
iness and date of acquaintanes. ui
your future will be told in an honest
alear snd plain manner and in s dead
trance. others should know the suc-
cess of their husbands and children
young ladies should know e
about their sweethesrts or intend
husband. Do not keep company, mar-
or go inte business until you knew
,donot let silly religious seruples
prevent your egonsulting.
istbe only one im the world
who ean tell yeu the FULL NAME of
our future h with and
and tells w

ate of marriage
the one you love istrue or false,

There are some persors who believe
that there is na truth to be from
consulting a Medium, but such beliefs
are contrary to the truth. It is only
from the lack of diserimination that
such s conelusion can be reached, It
is not every one who placarde himself
or h a8 &8 meédiom that ean stand
s test of what he or she elaims,

And a person of an enguiring mind
may ssk the reason why. It is simply

t these advisers do not take the

uble to study hun.an nature. by
do not spend their thoughts for a ‘me-
m *nt with wiring the art of phase-
ology and kin branches that will
Lave s tendency to make the dpulnu
to the road of the business clear ns
devoid of all obstacles.

It is an undeniable fact that persons
willcome for adviee in full knowledgs
of what they want to know, and yet
a8 soon a8 they confront a Medium
try their utmost endeavor to
from their minds what they know so as
to hear if it will be rehearsed by the
Medium. To get the seeret out ora

n by “pumping” in no few ecases

the art used by many unprineipled
medinms, but to take hold of the head
and gain control of the mind thereby is
s matter of impossibility to most ef
:han. And yaﬁ t.lal;l ean ag.m and

y consulting Mss, Marth seeming
mystery becomes a realization.

subject has received mno littie

attention o
college professors. con-
elasively that although thmm:.ﬁ in-

gates of wisdom have not
to the entire profession.

It takes a great deal of study to be-
eome an sccomplished mediam and by
s continuous and untiring effort, the

key to the well of apparently unfath
sbfon ed has bunmmag;
MRS, TH for the benefit of hu-
ADVIOE BY LETTER, $1.00
HOURS rRoM 10 4. ., 20 B P, ¥

MRS M.B. MARTH.

248 W, Blst Bt., (near Sth Ave.,
New York City.
Easlose stamp for "’l’c

£ Please mention the Prawsr"W

Wm. Tennant,

9 E. Duval St. Richmond, Va.
—Dealer in—
FINE GROCERIES, MEATS,
VEGETABLES, CIGARS
TOBACCO AND FEED.

WOOD AND COAL

PRICES LOW.

Goods Btriet
o g

your risals. vy using <

preparations. Make it straight
and beautiful with the original
Ozonized Ox Marrow and

DON'T
SpolL FEEL SAFE. Itis:rzonly
preparation that has siood the

test of time and never fails to give perfect
satisfaction. It renders the hair soft, pliable
and glossy and makes it grow. Soid over
40 years and used by thousands. War-
ranted harmless. Testimonials free
on request. Only 50 cents. Sold by deal-
ars or send us $1.40 Postal or Express
Money Order for three bottles, express paid.
Write your name and address plainly to
OZONIZED 0X MARROW CoO.,
76 Wabash' Ave., Chicago, Ill.

S W ROBINSON,

—_——

No. 28 N. 18th Btreet,

Dealer In Fine Wines,

LIQUORS, CIGARS, &e.
All Btock Scld as Guaranieed.

Prompt Attention.

Your patronage icrespeotfully solietsd



