
"Itwas most thoughtful of the old gen-

tleman to have the man call for you with
the perambulator/' shouted ;Pettingill
above the laughter. "Tellhim you've al-

"Damned nuisance!" said Richard Van
•Winkle. "I-want to hear Brewster's
speech." ¦

¦

" -•
¦ .

"Speech! Speech!"' echoed everywhere.

Men settled into their places.
•

"Mr. Montgomery Brewster," Pettinglll

Introduced.
Again the bell rang— long and loud.
"Reinforcements. I'llbet there's a pa-

trol in the 6trcet," remarked Oliver Har-

"If it's only the police, let them in,"

said Pcttinjill.:"Ithought it was a' cred-
itor." • •-,' - - . ¦ :.

The waiter opened the door. ... .-.-. .
"Some one to see Mr.Brewster, sir,- .n»

announced. , ...
/•Is she pretty. walterrVcalled McClouf'
"He saysihe is Ellis, from your.frand-

father*s," sir.",\T;7i • . . ' .
"My compliments 'to mils, aad ask him

to infbrminy grandfather that it's after
banking hours.. I'llsee him in the morn-
ing," said -Mr. Brewster, who 'had red-
dened under the jests of.his. companions.
,-, "Grandpa doesn't want .his 'Monty to
i=tay out after dark," 'chuckled Subway

Bmlth....... ....;.-.--."*-¦-'" .
"The police!" some one suggested," All

*aces were turned toward the door. A
waiter etood there, uncertain whether to
torn the knob or push the bolt.

The eudden ringing of an electric bell
cut off this flow of sentiment, and so
unusual was the interruption that the ten
members straightened up as IX jerked Into
Position by a string.

Among the "Littlo Sons of the Rich"
birthdays were always occasions for
1casting. The table was covered witty
dishes sent up from the French restau-
rant in the basement. The chairs were
pushed back, cigarettes were lighted, men
had tlieir knees crossed. Then Pcttingill
got up.

••Gentlemen," he began, "we are here to
celebrate the twenty-flfth birthday of Mr.
Montgomery Brewster. Iask you all to
Join roe in drinking to bis long life and
happiness."

"So heel taps!" Rome one shouted.
"Brewster! Brewsterl" all called at once.

Tor he's a joHjrrood fellow.
Tor Ue'a a Jolly,good fellow!

grandfather had taken the boy to his
O«ra house and had cared for him with
what he called affection. After college

iiideomc months on the continent, hov.-
ever. Monty had preferred t<» be inde-
pendent. Old Jtr. Brewster nad found
him a place in the bank, bet beyond this
and or.asional dinners. Montv asked for
and received mo favors. It was a ques-

tion of woik and hard work and small
pay. He lived on his Ealary because he
had to. but he did not resent his grand-

father's attitude Ho was belter sat-

isiicd to M»rnd his "weakly balary,"
as he called it. in his own way

than to earn more by dining seven nights

4 *..••.!; with an old man who had
forgotten h«i was ever young. Itwas less
wearing, he said.

One .of th« directors was Colonel Pren-
tiss Drew..Itbe.railroad magnate", of th*
newspapers. He had shown a fondness
for young Mr. Brewster. .and Monty bad
be«n a * frequent visitor at his cottsa.
Colonel Drew caHed him "ray dear boy."
and Monty called him "a btxUy eld chap,*

"
The

'

directors of the bank net and
adopted resolutions lamenting the death
of .their'late president, passed the leader-
ship on to the first vice president and
speedily, adjourned. .The auestlon of ad-
mitting Monty to the directory wa»
brought va and ,discussed, but ¦ it was
left.for tlm« to settle.

Since his grandfather's death he had
been staying at the gloomy old-Brewster
house in Fifth avenue, paying but two or
three hurried visits to the rooms at Mrs.
Gray's, wb<re he had made his home. Th*
gloom of death still darkened the Fifth
avenue place, and there, was "a stillness.
a gentle stealthlnesa about. the house that
made him long for more cheerful com-
panionship. He wondered dimly if a for-
tune always carried the suggestion of
tuberoses.- The richness and

'
strangeness

of It all hung about him unpleasantly.
He had had no extravagant affection for
the grim old dictator who was dead, yet

his grandfather was a man and had com-
rnandetf his respect. It seemetl brutal to
leave liim out of th« reckoning— to dano»
on* the. grave of the mentor who had
treated him well. The attitude- of th»
friends, who. clapped him on th« back," of
the newspapers •which congratulated- him.
of- the crowd that expected.; him to .re-
joice, repelled him. Itseemed a tragio
comedy, haimted by a severe dead ;face.

He was*
•
haunted/ too. by memories < and

by a jsharp . regret for his own foolish
thoughtlessness. Even the fortuneitself
weighe.4 upon him at moments with a
half-defined melancholy. • . • .
vTet^the situation. was not without lt»

compensations. For wveral days when El-
lis called him at 7 he would answer hint
and thank fortune that he was not required
at the bank that morning. The luxury of
another hour of sleep s.-pmed the greatest
perquisite of wealth. His morning mail
amused him at first, for since the news-
papers had published his prosperity to th«
."world h« was deluged with"letters. Re-
quests for public or private charity were
abundant, .but most of his correspondents
were ;generous and thought only of his
own Brood. For three days.he was in a
hopeless state of bewilderment. ;He was
visited .by reporters, photographers and
ingenious strangers who benevolently ¦ of-
fered—to .Invest his money in enterprises)
with certified futures. When he was not
engaged in declining-a gold mine In Colo-
rado, worth S3.000.000. marked down to
$450. \ he was avoiding a guileless in-
ventor who offered to sacrifice the secret*
of a marvelous device for J300. or.de,nyln*
the report

'
that he had been tendered the

presidency of the First National Bank.
\Oliver Harrison stirred him *out' early

one 'morning and. while the sleepy mil-
lionaire was rubbing his eyes and still
dodging the bombshell that a dream an-
archist bad hurled from the Binnacle :of
a bedpost urged him to excited, confi-
dential tones to take time by the forelock
and prepare for possible breach of prom-
ts* suits., Brewster sat on the edge of th*
bed and listened' to diabolical stories of
how conscienceless females had flesced In-
nocent and ev*n godly men of wealth.
From the bathroom, between splashes, he
retained Harrison by the year, month,
day. and hour, to stand between him and
blackmail. HBBB8B9£lASI

Montfomtry Brewster no longer had
"prospects." People could cot now point
him out with the remark that som* day

h» would com* Into a million or two.;H*
had "realised." as OUver Harrison would
have put it. Two days after his grand-
father's funeral a final willand testament
was read, and. as was expected., the old
banker atoned for the hardships Robert
Brewster and his wife bad endured by
bequeathing one million dollars to their
son Montgomery. Itwas his without a
restriction, without an admonition, with-
out an Incumbrance. There was -not a
suggestion as to how Itshould be handled
by the heir. The business training th*
old man had given him was synonymous
with conditions not expressed in the will.
The dead man believed that he had drilled
Into the youth an unmistakable concep-
tion Of what was expected of him Inlife:
Ifb» failed in these expectations th« mis-

fortune would be his alone to bear; a
road had carved out for.him and
behind him stretched a (long lil»<»
of guide-posts whose laconic .Instruction*
mightbe Ignored but never forgotten..Ed-
win Peter

•Brewster evidently made his
will with the sensible conviction that it
was necessary for him to die before any-
body else could- possess his money, and
that oac» dead It would b« folly for hint
to worry ov«r th« way in which bene-
ficiaries might chooso to manage their
ownaffairs.». ,,' , •

* -
ThVhousein Fifth>venue went to s>

¦ister, together witha million or two, and

the residue of the estate .found kindly
disposed relatives who" w*ro willingto
keep It from going to the Home, for
Friendless Fortunes. Old Mr. Brewster
left hl3- affairs In order. The will nom-
inated Jerome Biiskirk as executor, and
he was instructed, In conclusion, to turn
over • to Montgomery Brewster the day

after the was probated, securities to
the amount. of $1,000,000. provided for in
clause four of the instrument. And. so it
was that on the 28th of September youn«

Mr. Brewster had an unconditional for-
tune thrust upon him, weighted only with
the suggestion of crape that'eluwgto It.

II.
SHADES OF ALADDIN.

ready bad i«vbotov added
'
liaOeed*

?¦Waiter, I" taQlBJtUs VPa :too busy ito eeseen,'* commanded IBr*wster. sad ¦m» Ellis
vent down in the elevator a roar followed
him. ..-:. ¦-.-¦¦ 'i'.. ¦¦;¦,'¦'¦"¦":¦•¦'•¦¦ ¦ >.*-.¦.*.¦¦ ¦;

,:'"JTow, for Brewster'atpeech— Brewster."-Monty '.rose.
" - - '""- "'

"Gentlemen, you s««m to have forgotten.tor~ the *moment- that ?I
-
am•;SS ""years "

old
this

'
day. and

';that fyoura remarks- *have
been childish and wholly unbecoming the
dimity'of

-
my age. That Ihave arrived

at a|period|of¦discretion * Is evident from
my choice of friends; that Iam entitled

•
'Brewster "had a

midden heart attack at
half-past "•-'eleven/-" sir.
The doctor-' sent word
bym: sir. that be was
at the ;point'of death.
Mylast message—".. "Good'Lordl'f
""This time Ibring a

message
-
from *Rawles..

the butler, asking: you
• to come' to M*;Brews-

ter*s
*
house * at once—if

yon can sir—Imean If
you

''
will, sir," Ellis

to yottr T—vet u
evident from my

frandfathw'i bo-

torioas wealth.
Ton have dou* m*

the honor to drink
xny health apd to

reassur* m« as to
the lnofteasiveness
«t approaching se-
nility. Now Iask
you all to rise and
drinK to.'Th» Ut-
tle Eons of th»
"Rich." May the
Lord lov» us!"

An hour later
"Rip"Van Winkle
and Subway' Smith
were tinging "Tell
Me. Pretty Maid-
en,** to the uncer-
tain accompani-
ment o* Pettln-
glll's violin, when
the electric bell
again disturbed the
company.. ."For heaven's
cake!" • shout © d
Harrison, who had
teen singing 'TWith
All Thy Faults, I
Love Thee Still," to
PettlnsuTs layfig-

ure.
'

"Come home with
ma. grandson,
come home with
We now," euggest-
cd Subway Smith.
:;.J*r«ir'E?lti-:to go
tdiHalifax,".com-
manded >Montgom-
ery? and."

again
Ellis took:th* ele-
vator- 'downward.
Iliausually Impas-
sive face now wore
a |look of anxiety
andtwiai he start-
ed to return to tha
top floor, shaking
Us. head dubious-
ly. At- -last he
enmfced into a han-
som and reluctant-
lyleft the revelers
behind. He knew
It was a birthday
celebration .and it
was only half past
12 In the '¦morning.

At 8 o'clock the
elevator made an-
other, trip to the
top floor and Ellis
rushed over to the
unfriendly- door-
bell. This time
there was stub-
born determina-
tion In hi* face.
The singing ceased
and a roar of
laughter' followed
the hush of a mo-
m?nt or.-two. ,

"Come in!'-*:call-
ed a hearty voice,
and Ellis strode
firmly .Into- the
studio. • »

- -
"You are just.tn

time for
- a *nteht

cap,' Ellis," crifd
Harrison, .rushing
to the footman's
side. Ellis,.stolid-
ly '"facing.. . the
young .man.' lifted
his hand.
.VNo. thank you,

*ir," he saiu re-
spectfully. •

"Mr.
Montgomery, if
you'll excuse me
for breaking in,
I'dlike to give; you
three messages
I've brought hero
to-night."

"You're a faith-
ful old chap." said
Bub way"

*Smith,
thickly. "Hanged
Ifrd.do'AT'D. T.• till¦3 a. m.
for anybody."
"Icame at- ten,

Mr.-.'Montgomers'.
with a message
froni Mr.: ;Brews-

ter. ''wishing '"¦ you
many !happy

-
re-

turns of" the day
and- with a check
from him'for!one
thousand dollars.
Here's the check,
Blr. -"-Til ;give ray
messages ... In tha
order.* I"received
them, air. If you
please. •;At 12:20
o'clock 'X /-'cam*
with a me««*ge

from ? Dr." Gower,
•lr, who bad been
called !m-~—"."I
"Called Inr

gasped. 'Montgom-
ery, 1turning white.

"Yes. sir, Mr.

mterjeeted, apijtinelTntTtj. Th« wlflkMs
gase directed steadily «t« tin beads ex
the cubdueA "Sons" he added, tajce»-
tlvely;

"ilr.Bjwwster ts dead, sir."

A BIRTHDAT DINNER.
>ArT^HB little Eons of the Rich"•• IT ww« gathered about th« long

I tsil* In PettingUTs studio.
I There were nine of them pres-**

«nt besides Brewster. Tin-
ware all young, more or lesi enterprising:,
hopeful and reasonably sure of better
thins* to com*, ilcst of then bore name*

that meant something in th« etory of
New Tork. Indeed one of them had re-
marked. "Aman is known by the street
that's named after h!m," and as he vas
a r«w member, they called him "Sub-
way."

The coit popular man in the company
Tvas tyoung "Monty" Brewster. He was
tall ana straight and Fmooih shaven.
People called him "clean looking." O!d»r>
v.omen xcarm interested in him because
his father and mother had made a ro-
mantic runaway match, which was the
talk of the town in the seventies. ar.<i
had n«u-er been forgiven. Worldly women
nere interested in •him because be was
the only grandson of Edwin Peter Brew-
s'tf-r, who was many times a millionaire,
and Monty was fairly certain to b« W«
heir—barring an absent-minded gift to ,.
charity. Your.ger women were interested
for a much more obvious and simple
rrapon: they liked him. ~Men also took
to Monty because he was a*#QOd sports-
man, a man among men, becat?«e^e lisd.
a decent respect for himself and "iHvg'f'erit:
aversion to work.
IIIs father and mother had both died

¦nhll« he was otJJl a. child. andr«« if ts

make up lor his long relentleceness, the
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HEUE is the most fascinating
problem in. the world to-day,
presented ia Its most fascinat-

ing form. Itis the theme of Richard
P. Greaves' new novel, '?Brewster's
Millions." "Can you spend a million
a year, get your money's worth and
yet have nothing: to show foritat the
end of that' tlmeP" Ifyou think you

can, Just read on- "Brewster's Mil-
lions" willteach you a thing or two
n-ni hold you in. complete thralldom
while doing: it.

Under the Sunday Call's new liter-
ary policy you willnot have to read
long. Ycu not only get the very
latest novels by the most famous
writers in the world, but you get
them quick. There are not long waits

between installments and no inter-
minable aeries cf "Continued in our
s.exf* catch lines.

Then, la rapid sacoesslon willfol-
low that thrilling new novel, "The

Golden Fetich," by Eden Phillpotts;
"The Master cf Appleby,"by Francis
Iiynn; "Crlttenden," by John Tox
Jr.|*The Two Vanrevels," by Booth
Tarldngton; "The Turnpike House,"
by Fergus Hume, etc, etc.
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