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SYNOPSIS.

Hall Bonistelle, arti,,t-photoarapher.
&reveres for the day's WM- k in his studio.

CHAPTER I—Continued.

Hall laughed jeeringly. "Can't he!
You don't know Uncle John! He was
the most unmitigated bore that ever
breathed. Talk about cranks! He
never did approve of me—too 'artis-
tic.' And I was fool enough to try to
be independent. Result, I have to take
photographs for a living. Why, Flodie,
he's just as likely to have left me a
dime with a hole in it, and let it go at
that!"

Flodie sighed in sympathy, and - -se.
"Weil, those bills must be paid in any
case! And there's just seventy-seven
cents in the cash box!"
"Good Lord, is it as bad as that?

Well, we'llehave to collect a few bills
In a hurry." Hall appeared to dismiss
the subject.
But Flodie was not to be dismissed.

Well she knew his procrastination.
"They're all collected, Mr. Bonistelle!"
she protested; "every last one! You
can trust me to attend to that! And
I've had to sit up and beg like a
French poodle, too!"

Hall, walking back and forth,
seemed not to be listening, but sudden-
ly he turned to his assistant with a
queer expression. He walked up to
her and put his hand on her shoulder.
"See here, Flodie, have you taken

out your salary regularly every week?
Now, don't you try to fib!"
Flodie tried to pull away but it was

too delicious. "Oh, I don't know," she
mumbled. "Not for two or three weeks,
perhaps. That's all right." Now it
was she who caught hold of his arm.
"But I wanted to tell you something,
Mr. Bonistelle—if you wouldn't mind
—if you just let me—"
"What?" he demanded suspiciously.
"Oh, only—if you'd be willing—real-

ly I'd like to, you know—you know
I've saved up a little money, Mr. Boni-
stelle—and, well, it might help you
temporarily—till you clauld—" •

Hall threatened her with savage
playfulness. "Flodie Fisher," he said
determinedly, "if you ever dare to
mention such a thing to me again,

discharge you!" He took a
 -tines- atparenei--derivir--thissivertirdiurithr-
waited, watching him. "By Jove, it
does look as if I'd have to go to work!"
Then he turned to her gloomily. "Well,
anything else for this afternoon?"
"No," said Flodie, "but you have to

develop and print, you know There's
lots of work for you in the dark room.
And then, we've got to get ready for
that expensive old party."

Hall scratched his head. "Heavens,
I'd forgotten all about it."
"Of course you have, but I haven't;

I've attended to everything: Music,
caterer—and decorations—furious old
nonsense it was too. I don't see how
you can afford it, Mr. Bonistelle. Real-
ly I don't!" Flodie was very stern.

"It's business, Flodie—keeps the
women curious. Makes 'em talk! Oh,
well," Hall tossed it off his mind
"We'll get along somehow. Well, run
along, Flo, now; I suppose I've got to
get ready to preside at this altar of
vanity. Good Lord! How I dread it!
Flo, I honestly believe a photographer
knows more of the actual truth about
women than a doctor or a ingest!"
Flodie gave him an indulgent smile.

"Mr. Bonistelle, I want to tell you
something. All three of them put to-
gether know mighty little!" So say-
ing, she gave him a prim curtsy and
retired to the office.

CHAPTER II.
^

Hall laughed and then stood thought-
ful for a few moments, smoking airily,
blowing rings. Then he took off his
dressing gown, put on his coat, and
had turned to his camera when Flodie
came back.
"There's a desperate old flirt out

there to see you, Mr. Bonistelle—Mr.
Doremus."
"Doremus?" Hall searched his mem-

ory. "What does he look like—a bill
collector?"
"No, he's just a nice old man with

a side-whisker effect, trimmed with a
gold chain in scallops, and he stares
at you over the top of his glasses."

Hall sighed. "Well, have him in.
I'll settle him!"
Mr. Doremus, grave and precise,

looked about for a chair, and sat down
deliberately. He searched in the in-
side pocket of his frock coat as he
said pompously: "H'm. I took the
first opportunity to communicate with
you, Mr. Bonistelle. Unluckily, how-
ever, I could not get you on the tele-
phone this morning." Still his hand
groped in his pocket, like a dog at a
woodchuck's hole.
"No?" Ilall remarked impatiently.

"I suppose I wasn't up."

Doremus brought forth a long en-
velope. Solemnly he spoke, looking
over the tops of the rubber bows:
"Mr. Bonistelle, I have the keaor of
being the attorney for the estate o:
your uncle, the late John Beasley
"ftnistelle."

A mental thunderbolt struck the

room, and Hall, shocked and fright-

ened, could only gasp. "Er—is there
any news about the will, Mr. Doremus?
Here, has7e a cigar!"
Doremus loeked up and nodded

gravely. SYes, The will has been found;
Mr. Bonistelle, at last!" He tapped
the paper in his hand. "It was discov-
ered this morning at eight twenty-
seven o'clock. You see I have been

excitement, tiptoed back into the or
lice.

Mr. Doremus deposited the paper
upon the table. "Well, I shall lei've
you this copy to inspect at your
leisure. You may not be aware that I
am a justice of the peace, Mr. Boni-
stelle. I shall be quite willing to ao
commodate you, should you find a
bride. I thin I could Perform as cred-
itable a ceremony as any clergyman—
at half price!" He chuckled at the
idea.

Hall, in no mood for jests, rose and
followed him. "Where's Cousin Jonas
--Mr. Ilassingbury?" he asked. "Lord,
he ought to be a happy man, about
now!"
Mr. Doremus paused. "I took the

first opportunity of telegraphing to
Mr. Hassingbury." he said, "informing
him of the provisions of J. B. Boni-
stelle's will. I requested his immedi-
ate appearance in town, and I have no
doubt that he will arrive here some
time during the day."
"Think of that old hypocrite gettingprompt, sir." ,all that money!" Hall exclaimed.Hall restrained an overwhelming "Lord it makes me ill—he'll be a thou.curiosity. "Where did you find it?" he sand times more disgusting than ever,asked faintly. with his religion- bosh and his charity"Ah, curious. Most curious. An ec-

centric man, your uncle, Mr. Boni-
stelle. It was found in his library. In
fact, if you will believe me, between
the leaves of his own book—I mean, of
course, the one he wrote himself—
'Race Suicide and How to Prevent It,'
I believe it is called. I have not yet
had the pleasure of reading it."
Mr. Doremus stopped, and gave the

young man a steady inspection. "I
understand that you will be twenty-
eight upon the fourth of May, Mr.
Bonistelle. Am I correct?"
"Yes. Tomorrow. 'Why?"
Mr. Doremus solemnly held up his

hand. "Wait!" he commanded. "Let
me, before I go through the whole
document, read this one clause."

Flodie, peeping through the door,
was breathlessly listening. Hall was
growing white.
"Er—here it is." Mr. Doremus pro-

ceeded to read soberly. "'The residue
of my estate I leave to my beloved
nephew, Hall Cutler Bonistelle, on con-
dition that he is married before he
reaches the age of twenty-eight
years.'"
"Oh, I knew it! Well, it's all up

*JIM—just my luck!"
"'If, however, at the beginning of

his twenty-eighth birthday he Is still
unmarried, this residue shall be the
property of my beloved cousin, Jonas
Hassingbury, as a testimony to our
youthful friendship,' " Mr. Doremus
looked up.

Hall was scowling. "Let's see it!"
he demanded, and he took the instru-
mept, and read the clause over to him-
self, while Mr. Doremus' eyes drifted
siewly about the apartment. "How

9 Took the First Opportunity to Com-
municate With You."

much will the residuary legatee re-
ceive?" Hall asked weakly.
"Oh, upwrd of four millions, I ex-

pect," said Mr. Doremus with unction.
"And I lose all that, just because I'm

a single man!" Hall dropped, limp
and gloomy, into a chair.
Mr. Doremus bowed soberly. "Your

uncle held strong views, Mr. Boni-
stelle. He firmly believed in marriage.
He thought It a duty. He maintained
high ideals for the future of the race."
"Oh, for heaven's sake!" cried Hall,

"I know all about that. Didn't Uncle
John talk me to death an the subject?
Why didn't he get married himself?"
"An unfortunate love-affair, I un-

derstand, prevented his putting his
own theories into practice," said Dore-
mus. "I think—mind, I do not say so
positively—but it is possible that, had
you—knowing, you understand, his pe-
culiar thhories—" •
"Acted accordingly?" said Hall.

"Married on the chance of becoming
his heir? Bright idea! But it's too late
now. Lord!"
"It is, as you say, too late, practical-

ly, I presume," Mr. Doremus remarked,
"but, legally, I must remind you that
the time has not yet expired. You
have until midnight, you understand,
in which to qualify for the inheritance.
Much has been done in fourteen hours,
Mr. Bonistelle."
"Fourteen hours!" Hall repeated.

"Why, feerteen days insie
enough time. You can't put a thing
like marriage through on a time sched-
ule, you know, can you?"
"I confess I do not know," said Mr.

Doremus, rising.
Hall sat In a brown study, regardinghis boots, as Mr. Doremus prepared, to

leave. Flodie, her eyes bright with

talk!"
Mr. Doremus lifted an eloquent fin-

ger. "As an executor, you undenstand
I must preserve an attitude of strict
impartiality," he admonished. "At the
same time, in my private capacity. I
coefess that I am en the side of youth
Four millions—ah, one could indulge
one's youthful dreams!" He shook
his head sentimentally. "Si la lett-
nesse savait, si la vieillesse pouvait!"

Hall watched him, half-amused.
"Say, Doremus, you're all right!" Mr.
Doretnua was looking over his ghoul.
der to get a glimpse of Flodie. Hall
had an idea. "I say," be suggested,
"why not come around here tonight,
and we'll have a wake over my lost in.
heritance. I'm giving a small party,
you know, just a few of my clients,
and an actress or two—"
"Well, well! it might remind me of

old times." Mr. Doremus offered his
hand. "I think I shall come. It may
renew my youth. Ah, Mr. Bonistelle,
you might not believe it, but I've wait-
ed at the stage door myself, In my
time!"

"I'll bet you have, old sport! and got
away with it, too," said Hall, laugh-
ing. "Come along, then, I'll set them
on you!"
"But meanwhile, don't forget that I'm

a justice of the peace!" Mr. Doremus
gave Hall a poke in the ribs, grinned,
bowed and went out, with a youngish
smile at Flodie as he flourished
through the office.
No sooner was the door shut than

Hall Bonistelle exploded. "Well, Flo-
die, it's all up! It's back to the farm
for mine! Isn't that just my luck?"
A lively hope had blossomed in Flo'

die's heart. She was pale and trepid.
"I couldn't quite hear," she answered,
dissembling; "what was it?" 
"IMF- and a half million dollars

gone to the devil just by a fluke--
that's all! By jove, it's an outrage!"
Flodie stood twisting her hands

nervously. "You don't mean you're
going to let that—" Flodie stopped
Just in time; her mind had run away
with her lips. "Oh, Mr. Bonistelle, I
mean you don't mean that mean old
Jonas Hassingbury's going to get that
money,"
"Yes, confound him! The psalm-

singing, holier-than-thou old hypo-
crite! Four millions. Flodie! Think
of it! Good Lord, isn't it ferocious?
And if that will had only been found
when Uncle John died—but Lord,
what's the use of talking." He walked
doggedly back into the studio, and
gave a vicious swing to his camera.

Flodie Fisher followed him in, then
stood looking at him pensively. She
spoke slowly, softly, deliberately.
"Why don't you go ahead and get the
money, Mr. Bonistelle?" ,
"Get the money? How?"
"Why, get married!" Phalle turned

suddenly crimson
"Why, who in the world would have

me?"
Flodie swallowed down a lump in

her throat. "Oh," she said, "I'm sure
there's some nice girl who'd be so
proud to marry you. Mr. Bonistelle!"
"Well, I don't know how I'm to

find her—and I've got deuced little
time to look. Why, do you realize
that I've only got till midnight to do
the Whole thing in?" He went up to
her. "And do you imagine that any
woman would want to be married in
that way?"
"Oh, when you're. in love, it doesn't

matter how soon—",
"A Ar, tie wooing, eh? By Jove,

I wonder—" He stared at her with a
new light in his eyes. "Say, you real-
ly think I could get away with it?
Why, I never—"
"Oh, you could do anything, Mr.

Bonistelle. I'm certain you could!"
"Do you know of any woman who'd

have me—that quick?"
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Lighting Turin._
Thp icity of Turin is occupied with

the of reorganizing the public
lighting on a modern basis, and not
less than ;400,000 will be employed
for this purpose, the work to be car-
ried out from 1914 to 1916. According
to the plans, arc lamps will be usel
In all the main streets and avenues,
also the public squares, while smaller
streets are to be lighted by incandes-
cent lamps. Flaming arcs in closed
globes will be used. About 8,000 lamps
of 2,000 candle power each will he
installed. In some places incandescent
lamps are used, some being of the
5,000 candle power type, and the rest
of 100 or 200 candle power. These are
much better than the present gas
lamps, which give only 60 Candle pow-
er, Current for the whole system
comes from the municipal electric sta.
tion.—Indianapolis News.
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Loser of Jewel Went to Work In Her
Own Way, and It Turned Out

Splendidly. —
—

Detective work, following faint
clues, dark hints and the like, is not
the only method by which robberies
may be solved. The wife of a promi-
nent officer in the marine corps, who
residailn Baltimore and has a coun-
try place in Virginia, is authority for
the statement, and offers the follow-
ing little story in proof of her con-
tention.

It seems that while she was at her
Virginia place, she one day missed
from her -jewel box a valuable dia-
mond brooch. She had the servants
search high and low for the trinket,
but it could not be found. All of her
servants except one had been With
her for years, and were absolutely
trusted by her. The one exception,
a mulatto girl, persistently urged
upon her mistress the possibility of
the brooch being at her Baltimore
town house,

eround heah, Mis' Alice"
(not the real name of the mistress,
of course). "I know dat it ain't
eround heah," persisted the girl.
Whatever suspicions the mistress

may have had she kept to herself.
After a while she returned to Balti-
more, bringing her servants with her.
"Is you found it, Mis' Alice?" asked

the mulatto girl, after a search of
the house had been concluded.
Her mistress shook her head.
"No," said she, " I have not found

it, Mary, but," lowering her voice and
speaking impressively, "I have no
cause to worry."
"Ain't you?" inquired thesgirl.
"No," continued her mistress. "You

see, I went to a fortune teller today.
She told me that whoever had therdia-
mond would die shortly, and that the
brooch would be found among their
effects. I only have to wait for their
death to know who took my brooch."
"Mah gracious!" breathed the mu-

latto girl. "Did dat voodoo woman
say dat?"
"She did," replied her mistress, sol-

emnly.
The mulatto girl precipitantly de-

parted, and, strangely enough, her
mistress found the missing brooch
that very night pinned to one of her
gowns.

Pay Day In the Trenches.
The pay department of the British

army now employs nearly 700 officers
and about 7,000 clerks. This is near-
ly ten times as many people as were
required for the work in times of
peace. The housing of the constantly
growing staff of the paymaster's office
was one of t e first difficulties, and
the London,4naia office has moved
twice sine the war begun. Lately
It has talçEn to adding private houses
to its- .$c.e, area. Meets eafeelie---time-
since te first of August the whole
army py organization has worked day
and night.
The soldier receives his pay, if he

wishes it, net only at the front, but
even in the( trenches. The cash, in
French currency notes, is issued by
his company officer in the field, and is
accounted for on the so-called "ac-
quaintance rolls." Every soldier car-
ries his paybook right through the
war. As far as possible he is paid
weekly. Men in the advanced
trenches draw their pay almost as if
they were in the barracks at home.

"C'etait Le Rol!"
The mere exhibition of himself to

the men in the trenches is not enough
for King Albert of Belgium. He
fights as his men fight, and he moves
about among them without the bril-
liantly uniformed staff or bodyguard
that traditionally surrounds the king.
Here is a story, ringing with the

clear note of imperishable romance;
it is b3ld by a Belgian soldier in the
Nieuwe Rotterdammer Courant:
"I was in the trench, and my broth-

er-in-law was some yards from me.
Between us there was a tall officer
without arms, and silent. Suddenly a
shell burst near us. My brother-in-
law was struck by a splinter, and fell
in a heap at my side. The tall officer
took up the rifle and continued the
shooting. Then he slowly left the
trench. His extraordinary calm struck
me. I ceased to fire and turned to
him. He also turned to me. . . .
Mon Dieu! C'etait le Rol!" (It 'was
the king.)—Youth's Companion.

Riley's "Lost" Works.
The search for the "lost" works of

James Whitcomb Riley, which has
been carried on for almost a year in
connection with the preparation of the
first complete collection of his works
In prose and poetry, has brought
to light a great mass of material of
which little or nothing was previously
known. More than two hundred hith-
erto unpublished poems were discov-
ered. One of the most typical of the
Hoosier poet's works dating back to
the earlier days of his career is an it-
ruminated manuscript of a poem en-
titled "Man's Devotion." Another in-
teresting find was a baby book con-
taining pictures of the child friends
of the poet. He wrote a poem to each
of the little portraits.

Asleep Indeed.
From the French trenches in Alsace

comes a tale of a soldier who awoke
one morning after a sound sleep, com-
slainsil ! :rams, t__. lila thIgli.
said that he could not get up. At first
his superiors insisted that he do so,
but as he steadfastly refused, they
sent for a doctor. The latter found
that a bullet had come through the
roof of the soldier's shelter during the
night and had lodged in his thigh. It
had not even waked him up!

DINBURGH is always haunted
by ghosts, to those who have
read a little history, the novels
of Walter Scott and the min-
strelsy of old poets, says Philip

Gibbs in the London Graphic; but
when the king is there and old cere-
monies are revived in his honor, and
the spirit of the ancient chivalry of
Elcotland is lighted up by this royal
visit, the ghosts walk so that one can
hardly fail to meet them down by Holy-
rood and round about the Grassmar-
ket and the Canongate.
Once again lights are flashing in

the windows of Holyrood itself, and,
wandering this way by night for a
stroll under the stare, one's mind
gropes back to the romantic, tragic
memories of this houee of ghosts. One

i woman's face peer t out upon one
from the dark shadows. There-behind
the walls are those little dark-paneled
rooms in which she sat smiling and
hiding her heartache, where men paid
homage to her and schemed her ruin,
where poets made sonnets to her
beauty and preachers scowled at her
laughter. There, still, is the very
room, thronged on most days of the
year by loud-voiced tourists, where
she rose with her hands to her breast
at the clatter ot feet up the stairways,
giving the shelter of her skirt to the
Italian clerk, Rizzio, until Darnley, her
husband, put his arms about her and
kept her still while Ruthven and Mor-
ton and Ker of Fawdonaide butchered
their man in the chamber beyond.
'There are other places in Edinburgh
where one is haunted by the spirit
of Mary Queen of Scots, whose beauty
bewitched the hearts of men less dour
than John Knox and more chivalrous
than Bothwell.
But as the carriages pass through

the gatesNif Holyrood and highland
soldiers swing their kilts access the
courtyard, another figure, tall and
debonair, appears before one's mind's
eye. One sees Prince Charles Edward,
who held his court here on his last
adventure for a crown, in '45. The
faults of the Stuarts were forgotten

• I
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then—only their good Scots blood was
remembered, and the romance which
bound them to the hearts of the Scot-
tish people. Women sold their jewels
for him. The clans came down from
the highlands to fight for him. On
the night before Prestonpans there
was a great ball at Holyrood and the
Cameron pipes played to the tune of
"The King Shall Enjoy His Own
Again."

Along the Canongate.
Not far awns', at the foot of the

Canongate, is the White Horse close,
end the ancient hostelry with its high
steps and pointed gable where many
of Prince Charlie's officers put up be-
fore their march across the border.
The Canongate _their, with its old Tol-
booth and ancient houses, is crowded
with the great characters of Scottish
history, and the very stones tell one
of the scenes that were played on this
small space. The Scottish nobility
had their mansions here. Through the
gateways at night came their retainers
With swords and bucklers and dirks.
Many a man felt the prick of a "bare
bodkin" at his throat 'twixt "my Lord
Seaton's house" and Playhouse close.
'The torches flared about the coaches
of the nobles and many times a tall
tree grew up in the night outside the
Tolbooth to bear human fruit In the
morning.
The passerby stares up at Moray

house and at the long balcony below
Its gables. It was on this very bal-
cony that Lady Mary Stuart eat with
her bridegroom, Argyll, when gallant
Montrose was brought by in a gallows-
tart with his hands tied. The cart
was stopped so that Argyll might gaze

enemy; but MuuLtuntt
turned and stared at him Argyll shift-
ed his eyes, not daring even then to
look him in the face. That was in
1650. Ten years later Argyll passed
this same houses himself on his way
to the gallows.
Cromwell put up in this old house.

Queensberry house, nearby, has tragic
injunories.of its own, but is haunted

by one dear ghost—that third duchess
who was Prior's "Kitty aur fair," and
who was gracious to a company which
included the poet Gay.

High Street Now a Slum.
There are famous characters to meet

in memory to the left and right of one
all the way along the Canongate and
the old High street, in every close
with its narrow entry leading to the
"lands" behind—those tall white
houses built like fortresses and dense-
ly crowded, which held within a small
area all that is famous and noble and
memorable in the story of old Edin-
burgh. It is a slum now, where tat-
tered garments hang out to dry, where
poverty is naked in crowded tene-
ments, from which on days of royal
progress, whenever a carriage passes,
there swarms out a legion of "barfit
bairns" with shrill cheers and flutter
ing rags, but where, in days gone by,
the wit and fashion and rank of Edin-
burgh were closely housed.
In Lady Stair's close the countess

who gave her name to the place kept
up great state in a little flat, after
the unhappy days of her married life,
when her first husband threatened to
cut her throat with his rapier, and her
second husband struck her with his
fist. She was the leader of fashion
in Edinburgh when Lady Mary Wort-
ley Montagu came to record her im-
pressions, and a stately old dame
given to the strongest language in mo-
ments of anger.

Home of Famous Folk.
In Hyndon's close, where the earls of

Stirling lived, was the house of Lady
Maxwell of Monreith and her three
beautiful daughters, known as the
"three romps of Monreith," one of
whom, Miss Jane, afterwards the
duchess of Gordon, was once seen rid-
ing down the High street on a sow
which Miss Elantine thumped lustily
behind with a stick! Here also lived
Lady Anne Lindsay, who wrote "Auld
Robin Gray," and all flats in this and
other closes near by were the scenes
of fashionable little parties in the
eighteenth and, early nineteenth cen•
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tunics, when Scottish ladies took to
tea drinking and music, when the earl
of Kellie was considered an excellent
performer on the jew's-harp, when Sir
Gilbert Elliott introduced the German
flute, when Lords Haddington and Col-
ville played the violin and 'cello, and
when Jane Maxwell, duchess of Gor-
den. Miss Jardine, Miss Murray of
Lintrose, Bess Burnet, Miss Hay of
Hayston and other fair women in-
spired the muse of Robert Burns, or
fired the hearts of many literary gen-
tlemen, advocates and men of fashion.

It is strange and rather tragic, this
utter change which has made a slum
of old Edinburgh and peopled so many
famous houses with the poorest
classes in the city, who know little of
the romance which clings to the walls
about them, and who live in the direst
squalor in rooms which once were the
apartments of illustrious men and
women. Students of history still
prowl about the "lands," artists come
and sketch here, the tourist with his
guidebook searches about these wynds
for the lodgings of Boswell and Doo-
tor Johnson, of Allan Ramsay and of
Robert Burns, who in Baxter close had
"his share of a deal table, a sanded
floor and a chaff bed at eight pence a
week." But though the world of,, wit
and fashion has departed from Old
Edinburgh, though the society of mod-
ern Edinburgh has not the glory of
its golden days, the city itself still
puts a spell upon the imagination—
even of an Englishman—and, looking
down upon it from Arthur's seat,
where its beauty is outspread below
one, all the romance of , a thousand
years of history steals out from its
isidiug places, and legions of gallant
and noble and tragic and wise and
witty ghosts wander about those old
streets which lie in the deep valley
under- the shadow of the castle for
which England and Scotland fought
century after century, and along the
highway to Holyraod, where the Scot-
tish kings and nobles pityed out the
faatasy of lira.
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