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drawing room of the
tland Gardens is used by
Yora &S her own especial
_:-'df" 4 the heavy, brown plush
B etween it and the larger
F"ﬂer:; always kept drawn, eéxcept
ceptions- It is a nest of lux-
# - hich Lady Nora, like a gorge-
ﬂ‘l?tl'-fﬂ tmp.'ca.! bird, rests amidst
: nd radiant col-
l."“ﬂ and gcenis a

ﬁ..mi

I
rich
Eﬁ‘i

t is additionally cumbered
gnd beautiful things, a8
ora’s dress for a fancy ball
" on the couch; and Lady
F perself, in a pink cashmere tea
mmﬂhﬂﬁ! in lace. is discuss-
+ with her daughter-in~law and
= visitors, Major
= sinson and Mr. Wilmot Sarjent
" jolande’s coOUSID <8
jady Nora is going as a “‘Circas-
Siave,”” in a costume which
E Yolande hot to look at, con-
jszing 89 it apparently does of a
blue silk tunic embriodered in
sur. which reaches from her lady-
:'5' waist to her knees, and noth-
o ¢ls8 worth speaking of except
wis spangled with silver, and neck-

iﬁm'- dress is very eclegant,
et !HEFIE and modest. She is .t-['l
L ot & “‘Spanish Girl,"”” in rich
sirts of wivid scarlet silk beneath
ek silk  and voluminous black
uvs a high comb and mantilla, and
; coster of pomegranate blossoms
& ber hair and at her bosom.
Tt is a pretty dress,”” Lady Nora
yrs, depreciatingly. “‘but so hack-
gmd! Now I wanted Yolande to
33 Nell Gwynne or ‘Wily Vivien.'
il Gwynne's 1is such a pretty
bes with ber basket of oranges,
i such an easilv recognized char-
rter.”
‘T should sav Nell Gwynne's char-
wor was easily recognized,”” Major
Bptchinson remarks with a chuckle.
“] preferred something less notor-
kee " Yolande savs coldly, flushing.
“0h. of eourse! We know Four
sstes and feelings are those of the
modest  viclet” order, my dear!™
Rady Nora retorts scoffingly.
ind at this moment Lady Nora's
mid Moodie — a2 muech more cheer-
Bl person than in the days of un-
=tain wages — appears in the door-
g. with a deferential murmur Lo
lr mistress and an extremely uncer-
i and pervous expression.
‘1 told you I could see no one this
fiernoon except the names I men-
eed,” Lady Nora says, with care-
s peremptoriness, nmot turning her
Bead, and leaning farther over the
om of the couch to listen to.Majlor
fetchinson.
Bit Moodie retreats only an inch
r two, apd repeats her deferential
mrmor, looking at Yolande, who
faghs heartily just at the moment
Ber cousin’s imitation of & pop-
r comedian's speech.
“Whom did vou sav?'" Lady Nora
#mands suddenly of the waiting wWo-
Bn, refusing to believe her own
Ealal
“The Countess of Pentreath and
lemoiselle Gantier, myv lady,””
wodie  repeats loudly enough for
*I¥ ane to hear.
Tood heavens!” Lady Nora mut-
=T, pahing visibly under her rouge,
M casting distracted glance
fiind the room at the fancy
#=s and her visitors, all forming
™ a tableau as she would not for
=f comsideration that Lady FPen-
"-Ei'..:l 5:;1_;.|_"_|£ ey
treath does see it all,
- for mademoi-
,"'fl room, into which
ir"""“_?-b?t‘ﬁ and she have been ush-
.. Dearing  Yolande's voice in
5 2t darts over to the portiere.
. far dear Mrs. Glynne's voice!”™
. Siclaims, and pulls the curtains
.*i;«; :'_:""h D3~'-_,'~‘.'a;.i precipitancy.
- IELS read ‘“‘between the lines.,’”
. “ever young woman, and de-
L " Something in the footman's
- E‘m he says that he believes
-y ladyship and Mrs. Dallas
h—:m: are not at home — has de-
e o eLRing more in Moodie’s
HJ‘I?J-IIEHU:] that her ladvship
e “-:‘ Dallas Glynne are at home,
B &L present particularly en-
iy and, when they enter the
l:rhn:: foom, the sound of voices
the
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: "hh’-r and the sight of
B ., VL portiere tell the rest of
. _“ﬂfnl"m to mademoiselle’s sharp
ll’-:?ﬁ'iiuﬁ See Mrs. Dallas Glynne
- : 12 LOoo :

R e Ty much engaged to

Pentr
hand, oy gpe entreath savs curt-

: : 15 standing haughtil
> Widdle of the rium_ghdji
Ciy m;nﬂﬂﬂ{'ring what Lady Nora
by t by those letters of
™ et in ’]5'351*3'5 malicious fin-
tively the revealing light fig-
l‘l and and actually on Ladv
Surroundings in the

Bt . §00m  of her luxurious

'I_.
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L.,E“'ﬂ- Blance of her keen eyes
g, visitors, the fancy
m“‘! ﬂuw:::;a. the ¥French nov-
Lademoiselle is drop-
| %Lh‘mﬂ;ﬂam with a murmured
ittty ons!"* when Lady Nora
™, sud fnatches back th dra-
. Pfﬂtrmmm forward to greet
“th  with most tender
% degr
N St Lady Pentreath,’” she
Biagive F“Eﬂhm: hands and kissing
=" » “this ijg an unexpected
Sy Srey to see wyou in
. o

P&:u:“ intruded. on you,”
E Over 'it:lh responds frigidly,

iant little tableau

;'-I fri i

Mademoiselle
T + T

- 1 think vou'

{ son's wife. *“I have very little
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Nora murmurs, red with rage, bu
taking - her cue from ‘“‘my fr‘lﬂndt:
Mademoiselle Gantier,” as sghe
touches Miss Bella’s hand with her
finger tips.

“1l am glad to see you looking so
well, Mrs. Glynne." Lady Pentreath
says, coldly shaking hands. “I fan-
cied from wvour letters, Lady Nora,
that your daughter-in-law was in
bad<health,”" she adds almost stern-
ly, turning on her.

I mever said so, I think," Lady
Nora says sweetly, secing that noth-
ing but placidity will save her in
this emergency. ‘I could certainly
wish that dear Yolande was much
stronger and brighter than she is.
We were discussing costumes for a
fancy ball,”’ she adds boldlv, know-
ing that nothing can save her from
an explanation, since Lady Peéntreath
is standing within the portiere, and,
with her eyeglasses up, is surveying
the room with a cold scrutiny from
which nothing escapes, and mademoi-
sclle is shaking hands warml~ with
Major Hutchinson and Mr. Sarjent.
By this manoeuvre she prevents
their taking their leave, as Lady
Nora has hoped they would; and, as
the Countess is looking at them,
Lady Nora has no recourse but to
introduce them.

The next- moment mademoiselle,
with demoniac glee, is rapturously
admiring the “‘Circassian Slave”
dress, and expatiating on all its
enormities of abridged skirts,
spangled tulle trousers, little fiy-
away, armless vest, turban, and
ropes of pearls, while Ladv Nora
is alternately red and white with
vexation, Yolande is hot with dis-
comiort and regret, and the two
men ave in tortures of suppressed
mirth at the amarement and disgust
visible in Lady Pentreath’'s {ace,
who i= well known te be of Evan-
gelical views and extremely rigorous
and strait-laced in her opinions.

“¥Y¥ou  absolutely intend wearing
that thing, Lady Nora,"' she asks,
pointing o finger of righteous indig-
nition at the spangled trousers —
““intend going to a ball and dancing
in it?"" — and, though Lady Nora
has no scruple about telling an un-
truth now and then, nothing can
clear her from the heinousness of
this intention in the Countess’s
mind.

If she has o chance of escape, ma-
demoiselle destrovs it with her hor-
rible, ill-timed praises and sugges-
tions.

““It really is not an indecent dress,
I think, Lady Pentreath,”” she savs
meekly and suavely. *‘"Tho= tulle
trousers veil the form, so to speak
—don't they, Lady Nora?"

““Veil the form!'' repeats Ladv
Pentreath, in withering accents.
“The idea of any woman wearing a
costume which is apologized for as
not indecent because it has some
tulle arrangements to veil the
form!"’

“But I am not going to wear the
dress at all, I assure vou,”” Lady
Nora declares, biting her lip, while
her eves are full of tears of wrath.

Major Hutchinson, struggling hard
for _.a sympathetic expression, keeps
his hand smoothing his moustache
while he looks fixedly at the door.
and his broad shoulders are shaking
curiously.

““But there are really some much
more objectionable dresses than that
one.”” mademoiselle says timidly —
““ ‘Morning Twilight," for instance—
pale gray wulle in floating clouds,
with nothing solid, so to speak,
about the dress but a diadem of
bright rays and a few silver stars.
Mrs. Vavasor told me of a lady who
wore that dress. You will scarcely
have thme to get another costume,
Lady Nora,” she adds very distinclly
—for Lady Nora has turned her back
—‘and this is quite perfect -— the lit-
tle - pointed turned-up slippers, the
yashmak and all; and the ball is to-
morrow night, you know."

Poor Lady Nora looks at her tor-
mentor with something of the aspect
of a cat at bay before a playful ter-
rier, divided in her mind whether
to endure amiably, in the hope that
her foe will prove good tempered and
harmless, or to use her teeth nnd
clanws.

“I e¢an easily get another cus-
tume,’”” she murmurs; “‘and it shall
be as Yolande wishes,”” she adds
sweetly, glancing entreatingly at iyer

in-
clination for anything of the kind;
but Yolande has never even seen  a
fancy dress ball, so it is she who
shall decide whether we go or not.”

And Yolande quietly accepts the
onus of the decision, though Lady
Nora has forced her to accept her
invitation a week since.

] should like to go,”” she says
carelessly, “‘as I am anxious to know
it T shall not quite disgrace mysell
as ‘A Spanish Girl." I know I shall
only look ‘propriety, prunes and
prism,’ and break down altogether in
fan flirtation.”’

Lady Pentreath’s long, gaunt, pal-
lid face is turned to Yolande with
the sweetest expression it has v'orn
et.
F“In.m-nrrrtﬂ hear you speak like
that.”” she says sharply, in a lower
tone. -‘I don't think a young wife
has any right to know anything
about fan flirtation or any  other
flirtation, or go to fancy dress balls
either in the absence of her hus-

d,'-
w#ui-.ndn flushes crimson at the re-

uke.
g i ought to shut myself up in a
convent, I dare say,”” she m‘-'iﬂ:ﬂl'ﬂ
rebeiliously, in unsteady tones, ‘‘be-
cause my hushand thinks fit to go to
America for an indefinite length of
time and to leave me at home; but
we don’'t always do the t-l:IiJ:Ii' that
we should, Lady Pentreath.” =

““We ought to try to do our duty,
Lady Pentreath says gravely, in a
still lower tone, studying the girl's
face . “Will you comse
and spend to-morrow with
me? I have something to tell you.

** About Dallas?"’

The wWords are spoken scarcely
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yYou see.'" .

“In spite of that important
event,” Lady Pentreath asks coldly,
rising to take her leave, *“‘could you
not come and dine with me at six?™

l.'."‘.'ert.niulr. dearest,”” Lady Nora
replies, gliding up softly. *‘If you
are dining -with Lady Pentreath, 1
can send the carriage for you at
half-past eight, just to give you time
to dress."
_Madnmuhellu is watching Lady
Nora closely all the time she speaks,
and her eyes glitter knowingly.

* - ") '3 . ' 3 L ] & -

“I am going to utter a prophecy,
my lady,’”” she says to the Countess
as they drive homewards. ‘You
will get an apology from Mrs.
Dallas Glynne to-morrow. Lady
Mora does not wish her to visit you
by herself, and she is quite under her
control.””

“Do you think so, Isabelle?' the
Countess asks appealingly of her
clever companion. “‘Dut I want to
sec her, poor, foolish girl! She is
completely under the contrel of that
worldly woman, Lady Nora, as vou
say, Isabelle. What shall I do?"

“"We will wait and see if mv pro-
phecy comes true, vou kmow,”’ Lady
Pentreath,”” mademoiselle answers
oracularly.

“lI am to see Dr. Suthely
Smith to-morrow, you know,” Lady
Pentreath continues, sighing, “‘and
then there may be a consultation,
and 1 may not be able to see any
one; and I want to ses Yolande
Glynne first.”’

Her voice trembles a little, for

poor Lady Pentreath’s doctors be-
gin to speak of an opggation as
necessary to arrest the progress of
a compiaint from which she has un-
doubtedly been suffering.

““Then you shall see her, dear Lady
Pentreath,”” Mademoiselle Isabelle
savs, with that quiet assurance Lo
which a nervous invalid clings
“Make your mind perfectly easy. 1
cannot have you made anxious for
any one; you shall see Mrs. Glynne
to-morrow."’

And on the morrow mademoiselle’s
prophecy comes quite true. Lady
Pentreath receives a note from Yo-
lande just as Doctor Suthely Smith
has taken his departure, beesoing Lo
be excused from dining with her that
evening, and adding that Lady
Nora and she will call the next day
to explain her reasons. There is a
hastily scrawled P. S.—

“l1 am so very sorry not to be able

to come this evening.
“*Yours very truly.
“Yolande.""

“That,” mademoiselle says, laying
her finger on the postscript, “‘is gen-
uine. The rest is made up and dic-
tated by Lady Nora.™

““You think so, Isabelle?’” the
Countess asks.

“] am sure of it,”” answers Isabelle
calmly. “‘But she will come, Lady
Pentreath, if 1 can only see her for
a minute.™”

“What a curious girl vou are!”’
Lady Pentreath says, hall envious,
half admiring. ‘“How do wou make
people do things, Isabelle?”

1 believe there is great truth in
odic force, my lady,”” mademoiselle
answers, with an aspect of meek sell-
abnegation.

Accordingly mademoiselle goes
out, ostensibly to call at Rutland
Gardens; but, instead of calling, she
leaves a note for Lady Nora and one
for Mrs. Giynne.

Then the clever young woman gocs
into a confectioner’s and eats an ice
and some strawberries and cream,
and sips a liqueur glass of old cog-
nac and eats a wafer biscuit. Next
she drives to Mudie's and selects a
new novel, and thence drives back to
Harley street, where the Countess is
staving. The new Earl is too stingy
to take a house in town, and he has
let the family town residence long
since on a twenty-one years' leasc.

AMademoiselle has thus spent a
pleasant afternoon, run no risks, and
suffered no annoyances; and, just as
she has removed her walking attire,
a sccond note arrives from Yolande

—

“Dear Lady Pentreath — Some
tiresome visitors we expected have
not arrived: so may I come and dine

with you, after ali?
“*Yours, in haste,
“*Yolande.*"

“*Voila, madame!’’ laughs Miss Is-
abelle, as the Countess hands ber the

open note.
“You are certainly a wonderful wo-

man, Isabelle,”” the Countess says
smiling. , :
And yet the quondam governess's
pote to her former pupil has been
only a little gush of lady-like regret
at her refusal to dine with them.
And her nntetnmdyﬂuul_:ubuﬂ
something of the same description.
«Dear Lady Nora — The Countess
is so much disappointed at mot sec-
ing Mrs. Glynne this evening. In her
present delicate state of health, an¥
worrv or depression of spirits is bad
for her. Could you not kindly per-
suade Mrs. Glynne to alter her de-

cision?
**Yours, faithfully,
“Isabelle Gantier.”
«p. §.—1 gbtained some views of
Cheltenham a short time since which
I should like to show you. I Iu:?ﬁ
vou have very interesting associi-
tions with that place. s

«s Anl, while you are receivine the
conflidences of the forsaken bride.
Pentreath,”” her companion

gays, in a hluinen_l-lill way.,
Igﬂnutlnruhmm-uumlﬂl
my relatives at Brixton? You know
I told wyou I have a lot of poor
music teacher cousins, and
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turn, I suppose, dear?” she savs O
Yolande. *I am sure Lady Nora
and vou will take a long time for
your toilettes. I am going to ree
a lot of poor relatives and sick
relatives at Brixton;’” and therc is
a curious glitter of humor in Miss
Glover's eyes and certdin queer
curves at the corners of her lips.
Brixton does not lie anvwhere near
Rutland Gardens, Hyde Park., but
certainly that is the destination of
the cab that Miss Isabelle takes;
and the cab stops at No. 9; and,
when the footman opens the door
and mademoiselle gives her name,
Lady Nora's woman, Moodie, comes
forward at once, and escorts her up-
stairs to Lady Nora's dressing room.

CHAPTER XXIX.

Yolande and Lady Pentreath sit
for some time, after mademoiselle
has lelt the room, talking on ordin-
ary topics, until Lady Pentreath in-
troduces her companion’s name.

“Isabelle is such a treasure to
me,’”’ the Countess remarks — "'so
devoted, so zealously devoted to my
interests! I do mot believe the dear,
kind creature has a thought to spare
for herself!"’

Yolande murmurs vaguely some-
thing like an assent, but feels, like
John Bunyan's Pilgrim, “‘much tum-
bled up and down in her mind."”

. “*And I really belisve Isabelle nev-
er fecls quite happy when she is ab-
sent from me, fearing lest I might

need her services,'' the Countess con-
tinues, smiling. ““Would vou kind-
ly give me that footstool near you,
dear?"’

Yolande places the footstool, and
looks at the clock, and wonders,
with a dull throb of suspense, if she
is to spend the evening listening to
the praises of the Countess's com-
panion.

‘I mention her, my dear, to intro-
duce the subject on which 1 wish to
speak to you,”” Lady Pentreath goes
on, getting under way with slow de-
liberation. ““Would you be so good
ns to fetch me that air pillow, dear?
You see I miss Isabelle at every
turn! My digestion ' is in such a
fragile condition — as 1 may express
it — that, if I once even change the
position in which I sit when the
process of digestion commences, its
progress is arrested and delayed,
with most serious consequencds.
Well, dear, as it is through Isa-
belle’s instrumentality that I have
become aware of the circumstances
which I am about to communicate to
you, I have mentioned her name."”

Lady Pentreath pauses, annd Yo
lande again looks at the time-piece,
ticking on now towards eight
o'clock.

My dear,”” Lady Pentreath says
suddenly, in a kind, persuasive voice
— & vast improvement on her usual
melancholy, cold, slow tones —''as
your relative and your husband’s re-
lative, will you tell me candidly and
frankly the reason why Dallas
Glynne and you have parted, if 1t be
not too painful for you?'’

“sOh," no, mnot at all!"’ Yolande
says, with a slight, forced laugh. "It
is quite a commonplace, every day
sort of reason, Lady Pentreath. My
husband did not care for me."

“Or you did not care for him?"
Lady Pentreath asks quickly. ““Which
is the truth?"

“*Oh, no!" Yolande says bitterly,
her fair, pale face one burning
flush. *“I fell in love with Captain
Glynne, and, as he easily perceived
the state of affairs, he decided omn
marrying me — particularly as I had
money, and he wanted money.”

*“Then why did he leave you, and
plunge into poverty, and refuse to
share a shilling of your fortune with
you?’’ asks Lady Pentreath.

“I don’'t know.,”” Yolande replies
drearily, “‘except for the reason 1
gava you before. Ie cared so little
for me that he would rather forego
advantages than possess them shared
with me."

“My dear,” Lady Pentreath says,
in her quiet, lachrymose, passionless
voice, ““do you know, I think you
are wronging Dallas Glynne. He told
Lord Pentreath he loved you.”

“Who loved me?”" Yolande asks,
with a new light flashing into her
face, the hot blood bounding in her
puises.

“Your husband,” Lady Pentreath
answers, with a faint, ainused smile.
“Don’'t give way to agitation, dear.
Walk up and down the room slowly
a few times, and drink a small quan-
tity — say, an ounce or two — of
cold water, and then —"'

Dut Yolande does mot even hear
her. She has locked her hands in
each other tightly: her eyes are
sparkling, the soft laces at the
throat of her pure, white dinner
dress are rising and falling rapidly.

““When — did my — husband say
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THE EXPERT ARTISAN

alone is entrusted with the grinding of Lenses
for the Eyeglasses, Bpectacles, etc , which we

rell.

Eyes examined fiee «f charge. Eye

d: fects remedied reasomnably.

- C. Hughan,

Jeweller, Ontario Bank Block,

Lindsay

TUBULAR SEPARATOR CAN BE KEPT CLEAN

They have but one plece inside the
bowl, and that as simple as a tin
cup, while other separators have =&s
many as thirty or more discs and
other parts in the bowl alone. The
TUBULAR produces pure, sweet
cream, while other complicated sep-
arators produce “‘disey flavor’' cregm
which makes ‘‘discy favor'' butter,
sometimes erroneously called ‘“‘fishy
flavor.”” Cleaniness is the most cer-
tain avenue to gilt-edged dairy pro-
ducts. ‘This is not a matter of sen-
timent, but of dollars.

THE TUBULAR IS RIGHT NOW
THE EASIEST RUNNING, MOST
CONVENIENT AND CLOSEST SKI-
MMING SEPARATOR EVER BUILT

A free trial is given intending pur-
chasers. A post card will bring you
ope. 1 you live south or east of

P.J. WILKIINSOIN, Cambray.
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“Pray don’t, my dear!” she 18
conscious at last what Lady Pen-
treath is snyfng. and she hears her
clinking medicine glasses and bot-
tles, and measuring out something
that has a chemist's shop odour.
“Pray do mnot give way, Yolande!
Ilysteria may supervene, and there
is nothing more destructive to the
nervous system! Ten drops of this,
dear — Doctor Suthely Smith's pre-
scription.””

“Oh, lct me cry, lct me cry! My
heart has been sore so long!” Yo~
lande pleads wildly. “'Oh, Dallas
Glynne, how could you leave me so
cruelly if you cared for me at all?
Oh, my darling, my darling, if I
only knew where you were now! Oh,
Dallas, I burned your letter; and
now I don’t know where vou are!”’

My dear, this is very sad!" the
Countess says pityingly, but in a
very surprised voice. “I had no idea
you had such very strong feelings.
Poor girl! Drink this nice little
dose of sedative medicine, my dear.”

The glass of reddish colored, sick-
Iy-aromatic, vile-tasting mixture, is
at her lips, and poor Yolande, help-
less, drinks.

“That will make you fell so much
better,”” the Countess sayvs approv-
ingly. ““And, as for vour hushand's
address, surcly Lady Nora has it?"

“Oh, no! She knows npothing
about him. We never montion his
pame. *“‘Lady Nora never hears of

him or from him, of course, or she
would tell me."’

Lady Pentreath sits quite silent
for several minutes. Then at last,
in an altered voice, says vory grave-
ly—

“Would wyou really wish Lo see
yvour busband, to meet him, and to
be reconciled to him?""

:
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woman by and Dy. 35he 1S wonaer-
fully shrewd and clear headed, I
believe,”’ and theré is another quick,
suppressed . which Yolande
hears but does not heed just now,
for her thoughts have rushed far
away over leagues of land and sea
to that far-away one, Wherever im
the wide world he may be.

What skies are above him? In what
country. — what town — what n.ru& =
— what house — does he live? Wha
pmpleapeukmhimintha COurse
of each day? Happy peoplel
Perhaps he chats and laughs
and enjoys their society: pe~
haps he dines with one and sups
with another and walks or rides with
others: while she — his wedded wile
by the laws of Church and State—
is an utter stranger to one and ail
of the incidents of his daily life.

“Do you know whieabouls he =,
Ladv Pentreath?® she asks bhumbly
and tremulously. “Did you hear from
him at any time since he went to
America? 1f vou could give me an
address—""

~“Whose?”* Lady Pentreath asks
blankly. *“Oh, your husband! My
dear, is it possible you don't know
he eame back Jrom the States long
awo—yes, 1 think early last spring?™

Come back!'’ Yolande leaps up,
with o face transfigured with joy and
exciterment. “*Is he—is he In Eng-
land? No — mo, I am not going to
be excited! Oh, Lady Pentreath,
where is he?"’

*“}1e was in London when I heard."”
her ladyship answers rcluctantly.-
“Put, my dear Yolande, I was guite
sure vou knew all about his position,
and all that.”’

]  knew nothing,”” Yolande re-
eponds, with a 'sobbing laugh, duash-
ing away  |her tears surreptitioushy
jest Lady Pentreath should prescribe
some other loathesomme mixture Lo
guiet the fever of hopes and fears
which is burning in her bosom now,
*‘nothing, nothing! To think of his
being in London for months and my
not knowing! Where is he staying.
Lady Pentreath? You will tell me,
won't you?'' she pleads, with a pite-
ous effort at gaiety. ‘I don't kesow
where my busband is, and I suppose
he doesn’t want me to know; but  §
should like to know all the same.
[ want to write to him wvery partics-
lnr]y,n.ndthemiﬂn*t.nrwhlrminl
wile's writing to her husband, i
there, Lady Pentreath, evea ifl" —
with a miserable reckless [ittle
laugh — “*he throws her letiers inteo
the fire?"”

“PDid he do that?’ Lady Pentreath

my

vou from the first. X
though he is a connection of my
He has not behaved very well




