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the virtuous character
1 am going about ad-

gt Fﬁm and awarding rights,
oy the evil and rewarding the
l"’fbmf really believe that, when
is comfortably arranged

1 have every obstacle r&mav:ad
of BF path, I shall grow quite
’_5 It i3 easy to be pious when
ﬂﬂg is going smooth with
As Bunyon says, ‘People like
» with Religion when he goes
:ﬂ silver slippers.’ Yes,"” the
Ciqle FOUNE woman murmurs soft-
f:r\,:_snfjng at herseil ﬂ_nd her tall
‘:'_iﬂi'f robed figure 1in & full-
#!:.._ I.!.".i:‘r'-"r in one of the rooms
E:s.ﬁes. 1 shall certainly study
;{J—.ﬂi,. more and More. And I
‘” ,:';.",:_ myseli a hypocrite either
. doing it- a careful
-\.?;'.';m{_‘é of far

e

=
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i- .:b; 1_”;::’:
eortain forms, SO
iubious on this last

A | I
cha is g 11T

e j.;_ I am quite deter-
=" periorm
scrupuiously, and be very
and very kind and gFen-
e, and all that sort of thing,and
i perfectly faultless in word, SO
the most censorious old maid
st find a flaw in my conduct: and
&t will be doing good to every one
_:z karm to no one, which is reli-
soasness, so far as it goes.™

“ind then she recalls certain ruthless
od mholy deeds of hers in the past
of thinks of certain ruthless and
;';cl:; deeds in the future before
gs can reach the peaceful *““Dy-and-
i’ to which she looks forward as a
gason of grace and goodness. There
. several prostrate necks, meta-
sorically speaking, Dbeneath Miss
Slaver's mercile heels. There 18
me—the fairest of all—Jovce Mur-
ais—to be trodden under foot
_“Ap aristocratic adventuress— ahe
i pothing better—angling for =a
parried man’s coronet!'” the vir-
mous Isabelle mutters, setting her
twth close. “A false, treacherous
firt, an avaricious sordid creature,
her biue eves and vellow
patrician graces! I'll
tawart her schemes—winding my lord
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jite Earl round her little finger as

e is doing lately, and worming her
iy into the Countess’s kindness
xd forgiveness, because she knows
r days are numbered as well as I
n! Ay, I'll thwart mv quite-too-
and demolish her
jots and plans if I have to ruin my-
il to do it
Ard in this Christian frame of
pnd Mademoiselle Gantier meets
s Dormer, a pallid, red-eyed,woe-
mﬂq poor old lﬂ.d}' wﬂ.ﬂ.dmng
imiessily about the house, carrying
e spectacle—case and her knitting
wskst in her hands, and occasional-
7 sarchine for bota those articles,
piil some one reminds her that she is
& atiual possession of them.
%82 {8 an excellent subject for the
ice of Isabelle’'s new role, in
Bich she is anxious to be perfect;
&d when, after a little soothing and
Mpathizing, the poor cld lady
out all her griefs and fears
i woes, Isabelle comforts her with
! sweetly wise and pious talk
Bt Miss Dormer says afterwards
Pl some enthusiasm that she al-
i thought ‘‘dear ma'm’selle’’ had
beautiiul mi-end,”” but now she

mre of it!
| #aawhile Yolande is being com-
i in another fashion by Lady
Fiirath, who is sorrowfully kind
fatle and friendly as Yolande
Mver seen her before; and she
berself vaguely wondering if it
b possible that she has not
‘M the Countess for a very long
she is not an old acquaint-
and & trsuted friend—she seems
“ talk to her so freely and con-
*1 her 50 fully.
Then you and vour husband are
= Teconciled — guite good friends,
“nCe?” she asks earnestly for the
G or third time. ‘““There are no
Samierstandings, no divisions now
w 3 ¥ou, you are qQuite sure?”’
W sure that we are reconciled,
b =Y good iriends, at all events,”
b . aoswers, with a faint blush
i fainter smile: ‘‘but, as I said
e 20y Pentreath, this loss of
l!?;ﬂ make a great difference
E no difference
e 59 - feelings towards each
hey ':Ith-'ﬂl'l' are sincerely attached to
e Sziir _Ppoor Maria, Lady Pent-
R b 4:‘:1'? In her prim formal way—
ko, il existenwe “‘attachments’”
Very slender lizaments in-

e |
M attached

Pt b to him, at_ ﬂ.”
Nt op th;ﬂ:l-: IS on one side if it
" o =y '1';-“:-*-". Yolande replies,
1'E-I:|‘.-E I'.trt ﬂh.-_lif-'"jr‘ passionateness.
m!{n “1th all my heart and
N the air ne breathes, and
quhund Under his feet!"”
e, Moshttr g Sonntess savs,
e - Eh‘f‘:k"—‘ﬂ- but putting her
.-;:mﬂ}fﬁ”i”“?_‘f on Yolande's
My dear child, you must
Em:.:ﬂ:!ir' numan creature — a
& e mortal ke yourse
. jﬂla.gi 1 Iashion. You must
9% " Lady Pentreath Foes
¥ _Ih!: hackneved warn-
% lovers, ‘“that he has
: D:nn:m will find out that he
ity 3 7. as Yoursalf.”
Moy, rfhi%k}h Ei:-ta.l]m.e retorts
.' e ig he hadu'suh:n t love him
en so cruel to
' lntll Eirl, the Countess says,
Sighing wearily. I hope
“‘E':ﬂ“& to reward your
in the same man-
he wil} try to recipre-

'="'=ir' 1{?‘-“ as much as hus-
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gard * face, m .!h: - ““Te-morrow evening?” Yolande res

youth and hope were in her.

she ever dreamed of Lywiph' Glynne

blood,
reciprocating” ~her affettion: ' |

It is a bad thing;"" she continues,
with a far-away look in her sunken
eyes, and in a low, dreary voice, as
if speaking to herself, ‘‘when’ one
starts in married life with too fond
and tender a heart.” You are sure to
get it crushed.””

“I think mine was crushed before I
started at all!”" Yolande remarks,
with a half convulsive laugh.

““Oh, no!"’ Lady Pentreath says
gravely. “You must live with a
man, and bear with him, and endure
him, and suffer through him, and
weep bitter tears on account of him,
and spend sleepless nights, and be
patient wnder neglect, and smile whe
patient under neglect, and smile
whern your heart is sore with jeal-
ousy, and forgive him selfishness and
cruclty, and live in friendship with
him through all and everything, and
hring children into the world only to
sce them die and leave you alone to
look at their graves before you know
that your heart is crushed out of all
capacity for joy or tenderness.’’

Yolande shudders at the dreary
SUrrmary.

**1 kope I shall not live to suffer

| a'l that.,'’ she remarks.

“You may,”” Lady Pentreath says
gravely. ““And when one comes to
ithe end, Yolande, as I have, it does-
n't seem much to look back on, after
all. Time and its woes and joys
seem trifiing things beside eternity.”

“Lady Pentreath,”” #olande asks,
with startled questioning eyes, ‘“why
do vou speak like that?"’

“Why?'* Lady Pentreath repeats,
with a faint smile. "‘Decause it is
true, and time is nearlyv over for me,
Yolande, and eternity very near, I
believe.””

““Oh, don't say that! You are not
so very ill, are yvou?'’ Yolande ex-
claims, with a terrified shamed feel-
ing of being cruelly selfish and unob-
servant of the sorrows and suffer-
ings of those around her, and with a
horrible selfish gladness, which is
thrilling her through, that what she
loves and prizes — the centre of the
universe to her — is safe from death,
has vitality and youth and strength,
hers to have and to hold close to
her heart for many a day. “Dear
IL.ady Pentreath,” she adds — and
she is so sorry and ashamed and
frightened and excited that she can-
not keep from weeping — ““you are
no worse than when I saw ¥you first,
are you?'’ An idea flits through her
mind that it is only an outcome of
the poor Countess’s hypochondria,
this dreary belief.

Lady Pentreath shakes her head
and answers guite guietly and cheer-
fully—

“The disease had not developed it-
self at all then, Yolande. It has late-
ly advanced very rapidly. There is
only one chance for me — an oper-
ation: but they do not know yet if
they can perform it. The doctors
have told me so plainly. It was very
good of them to speak so candidly
to me. I have no hope for myself;
I have made arrangements—settled
my few worldly aflairs. Why do you
cry, dear? I am rather glad than
otherwise,”” the Countess says mild-
ly. “I am looking forward with hap-
piness to the better life beyond, in
the world that sets this one right.
And, speaking of that, there are a
few things I want to set right while
I may — the separation between you
and your husband, ¥Yolande, for omne
thing. But you have reassured me
on that point. There is to be no
more separation or misunderstand-
ing or jealousy between you two, is
there, dear?”’

““No,’”” Yolande replies slowly.
““That is, I will try, Lady Pent-
reath, that there shall not be if Dal-
las comes back to me.”

“Dallas will come back to you,”
Lady Pentreath says guickly. ‘‘But
vou are not jealous of your husband,
Yolande? You have no real reason
to be, you know. You would not ac-
cuse Joyce Murray of anything so
cruel, so base, as & deliberate at-
tempt to win another woman's hus-
band? Answer me, Yolande!"

Her sunken eyes are gleaming, her
breathing is guick and labored, her
pinched haggard features are sharp-
ened with intense feeling, and Yo~
lande Wwonders vaguely how it is
that she never knew Lady Pentreath
cared so much for her pretty JFoung
eousin Joyce Murray.

T cannot 8Say what I do not
think.”” she answers unwﬂ::nglgé the
long-smothered fire in her som
bursting into a flame at this gues-
tioning. ‘1 was jealous of my hus-
band and Miss Murray, and I had
cause — I had! She made me suffer
tortures. He says I need never be
jealous again; but I should be if I
saw him with Joyce Murray. 1 hate
the very sound of her name — it
seems to 3])!:11 ‘fiend!” I think her a
false, cruel, selfish woman who threw
away his love when she might have
had it honestly, and then tried to rob
me of it. I shall never forget what I
suffered through her; and she knew I
suffered, and enjoyed my misery. I
am sorry if you like her, Lady Pent-
reath. I look on her as the curse

life.””
ﬂf‘%{mh. child—hush!’’ the Countess

says hoarsely, wiping her_bmw. and
Volande sees that the delicate cam-
hric is wet when she removes it.
“You—you are exaggerating, I hope.
I thought Joyce Murray was only a
little thoughtless. And of late she
has seemed gquite different—kind and
considerate, and most Erudent. and
maidenly in her language and con-
duct — quite different. And I do not
want to think it is all assumed for
her own purposes. I could not t.hiqk
without great pain that my mother’'s
sister’s child would be a traitress to
me!”* Her last words die away in a

she covers her face.
hoarse sob, and o gt :

peats, with a joyous quiver in = her
voice, cheeks and lips and eyes .  all
aglow with gladness. “*Will you real-

i¥? How good of you to  befriend |

me 80 now, Lady Pentreath! But
are Yyou going back to Wales 8o
soon?"’

““I do not know,’”” the Countess an-
swers in the same patient mild tone
she has used before. ““Dut I will say
good-hye to you both to-morrow
evening, in case I do not see you
again, Yolande,”” With motherly gen-
tieness she puts her arm around the
girl-wife's slim lissom form. *“‘How
are you going to receive him, Yo-
lande, when I bring him back to
you?"" And Yolande clasps both her
soft hands around poor Lady Pent-
reath’s thin skeleton-like figure and
Kisses her warmly.

“This way!'" she replies, laughing
and crying together.

—

CHAPTER XXXVII.

Early on the following afternoon
Lady Pentreath's carriage draws up
before the Baltimore Hotel, and the
boy-in-buttons runs out, and the
commissionaire opens the door, and
the hall-porter stands at ‘‘attention”
as two ladies descend and enter the
hotel — two tall stately ladies, the
younger the richer dressed and far
more elegant of the two — and in-
quire for ‘‘Mr. Dallas.”

“Mr. Dallas, madam?’" the hall-
porter repeats, bowing. but looking
confounded; and, stepping back to-
wards the office, he says in an under-
tone, “"Mr. Davison!"

A tall, vulgar, showy handsome
man, exceedingly well dressed, and
with fine small diamonds flashing on
his white fat fingers, comes forward
bowing and smiling. Through the
glass panels of the door he sees the
carriage and bays, and sees an earl’s
coronet shining in the sun.

“Dash the fellow! Half the Brit-
ish peerage will come inguiring for
him!'" he says, inwardly savage with
petty spite, outward showing  his
teeth through his big black, glossy
moustache, and smiling.

““Mr. Dallas, madam?'' he says,
dividing his bow equally between
Lady Pentreath and mademoiselle;
but, shrewdly guessing that the
plainer-looking lady is the grander of
the two, he bows again to her. “'Or
Mr. Glynne, I believe I should say?
I regret to say, madam, Mr. Glynne
is not in the hotel at present.””

“When do you expect him back?"
L.adv Pentreath asks curtly. She is
feeling wvery ill to-day, and, besides,
being a gentlewoman, every instinct
makes Mr. Davison repellent to her.
“My card case, Isabelle! Will you
please give him that the moment he
returns, and say I am waiting to see
him?

Mr. Davison reads, ‘““The Countess
of Pentreath,”” and bows until he
shows the top of his head and its
thick moist-looking black hair.

““I regret very much to have +to
tell your ladyship that I do not
know when to expect Mr. Glynne
back,’” he says reluctantly, wishing
heartily that he could concoct any
likely falsehood which would detain
the Countess of Pentreath in friend-
ly conversation with him for a while
longer. ““The moment he comes
back I will of course give him wvour
ladyship’s card; and any message
your ladyship may intrust me with
shall—""

““Where has Captain Glynne gone?'”
interrupts the younger and haught-
ier and more elegant lady very im-
periously. 3

“Maybe a countess’'s gister or
daughter, or a duchess, for all I can
tell,”* Mr. Davison thinks uneasily.
“Well, I guess 1 can talk te any
female swell of them all."’

“I really can't say, madam,”” he
answers mademoiselle. ‘I am wvery
sorry indeed.”’

‘“Has Captain Glynne left the ho-
tel—left his situation here?’’ the im-
perious lady interrupts again.

““Well, there was some little mis-
understanding,’” Mr. Davison says
fawningly, ‘‘about a wvery trifling
matter—can be put to rights in a
moment—but Dallas—Mr. Dallas —
Captain Glynne, I mean—was very
much displeased—a most trifling
cause, I assure your ladyship''—very
confidentially to Lady Pentreath —
“and left here last might or this
morning”"’

‘““And his present address please?’’
the younger lady asks, with a flash
of ber eves, opening her silver card-
case and taking out the pencil.

“Captain Glynne left no address,
madam,’’ Mr. Davison answers sour-
lv, seeing that peither his bows nor
smiles nor his personal appearance
produce any effect on these frigid
members of the British aristocracy.
““He will call for letters doubtless
either to-day or to-morrow; and,
if you or Lady Fentreath have a
letter or message, it shall be de-
livered to him instantly.””

““T have left my card,” the Coun-
tess says briefly, looking at her
companion, and not at Mr. Davison.
““We can do no more now, Isabells,”

*‘No,”” agrees Isabelle, watching
Mr. Davison very keenly. “If you
will please give Captain Glynne
Lady Pentreath's card and message,
that will be all.””

She inclines ber head slightly —
the Countess has already moved on—
and they both sweep out to  their
carriage again, leaving Mr. Davison
gazing after them and gnawing his
moustache recklessly, to the great
detriment of the shining brown cos-
metique with which it is dyed and
glossed.

“IT've a dashed good mind to pitch
my Lady Countess's card into the
fire, and say nothing about either
it or her message!’" he mutters sav-
agely. “] will too if that stueck-
up beggar, my Lord Dallas, cuts up
rough with me the pext tumne he

His ehit of & hdr&
an

I dor't care a fig for

the whole bilin’ of ‘em!”™
“We can do ro more, Isabelle,””

e
L

ing the hours until she sees him, I
Wih y :

She is count’ng the hours—nay, the
very minutes she has turned into
a gigantic sum, from which she
Jjoylully substracts every tem tLhat
pnss.

She has had his room prepared for
him, and has stolen in herselfl after
the housemaid has gone, to  put
fresh roses in the delicate pink speci-
men-glasses that stand here and
there, to fill the massive cut-glass
toilet~bottles with perfume, and to
place some of his favorite pocts’
and novelists' works on the writing
table and cabinet-shelves. She ar-
ranges and re-arranges the draperies
everywhere, so that the golden af-
ternoon sunshine shall only gleam
and sparkle softly on the furniture
and ornaments, and changes the doi-
lies and antimacassars for a set
worked by her own hands in daint-
iest silk ecrewel embroideries.

There are pretty candle-shades to
be fitted on the mantel-shell can-
dles—yellow shades with purple pan-
sies; and Yolande wonders anxi-
ously whether Dallas will like yellow
candles or plain white sperm. And
on the cabinet she puts two velvet-
covered easel-fromes holding Lwo
large handsome pholLographs—one of
Dallas, and one of hersell. They
have never been taken together, and
this one of Dallas taken in uniform,
in its crimson plush frame, has been
her most precious earthly possession
next to her wedding-ring. Her own
wicture she takes away twice and
replaces twice, but at last, wit
many misgivings, decides to leave
it. As she stands at the door fcr
a final glance at the dainty apari-
ment all delicate pinlk chintz and
white lace, embroidered linen.snowy
fur rugs. and crimson carpeling, she
tells herself that Dallas can not help
being pleased with his room. It looks
charming, and it is sure to be much
nicer than any room Dallas has oc-
cupied lately, even at the Baltimore
Hotel.

It is certainly than
Cnp&; Glynne's present apartment—
a dingy ‘“‘tidy”’ room, a second-pair
back in a ““decent’” street near Theo-
bald’s Roat—a street the aspect of
which is suggestive of a model con-
vict prison in the vicinity— where,
on a small iron bedstead, fronting a
narrow painted wooden washstand,
Dallas Glynne is lying, ill and fever-
ish in mind and body, moaning with
pain and vexation of spirit, am un-
willing prisoner in this cheerful
apartment twelve feet by ten, with
nothing to look at but *““The com-
plete bed-room suite for five guineas
as advertised,”” nothing to think of
but his own miserable condition —
lying here helpless from a badly-
sprained ankle, for which he has
to thank a hasty omnibus-conductor
and scme greasy mud—out of a sit-
uation, homeless, friendless, and
with six pounds in the world be-
tween him and destitution.

And the next day comes, and the
next and the next, but no message
or letter from Dallas Glynne reaches
any one. :

His poor young wife has written
twice to him—tender and beseeching
letters, begging even for his address.
Lady Pentreath has written, and
finally mademoiselle has called at
the hotel. But Mr. Davison only
informs her curtly that all letters
addressed to Captain Glynne are
lying there waiting for him, but he
has never called or sent for them.

“And I guess I don’'t expect he
will call here again,’”” adds the man-
ager, with disagreeable significanca.

It is five days later than the day
on which he has left his situation at
a few hours’ notice, in consequence
of the unbearable insolence of Davi-
son, the manager, when Captain
Glynne, pales and ill, gets fesbly out
of a cab and limps into the hotal
affice with the aid of his stick.

““Any letters for me, Mr. Marah?"
he asks briefly but civilly.

“Mr. Davison has your letters,
Mr. Dallas,’”” Marsh replies, glancing
with a flurried uneasy loock into the
inner office and avoiding Captain
Glynne's eyves. ““Mr. Dallas has
called for his lottérs, Mr. Davison,””
he says, Elttln[ in his head and

& Queer dubious woice.

“They are all afraid of their lives
through this wulgar bully,”” Dallas
thinks, with bitter contempt.

“All right!"" the gentleman in the
inner office responds coolly; and,
walking out presently, with a per
tronizing smile, he hands Dallas
three letters. ‘“There you are.”” hs
says graciously. ““What's wrong
with your leg—hurt it?"’

‘““Thank you,”” Dallas says quietly,
taking the letters and ignoring Mr.
Davison's questions. “These are
all?"’

Hes cannot keep the tone of sharp
pain out of his voice. He does not
know that his enemy is waiting to
hear it, and is gloating over it and
the look of blank dismay that s in
his eyes; for a dagger seems to qui-
ver in his breast at the sight of
those letters. Jle knows the writ-
ing of all three—one {s from a man
who oves him money and pays him
in apologies, the others are from ac-
quaintances about an appointment to
dine at the Exhibition. Not one
line from his wife Yolande!

“Yes: did you expect more?'’ Davi-
son asks, with insolent amusement
in his subtle eyes.

Dallas does not answer this gques-
tion either, being almost speechless
from the shock of his crvel disap-
pointment.

**She repented of her generosity; or
perhaps my mother talked her out
of it!"” he thinks, setting his lips
hard lest he should betray himseilf
ry a word or a sigh.

“*Thank you. Good morning,’”” he

\ uietly, in & low woice, and
H H I.J;'lﬁl’ without a word or &

question more.

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL.

One week later Lady Pentreath has
bidden Yolande “‘a last farewell,” us
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lition calmly — she who used 14 cox-
aust the resources of medical skil
.t every fresh hypochondriacal fan-
v, ““One, the greatest, is that I
wwe not made a better vse of my
iie and my opportunities.””
““You have been good and kind,.
nd chairtable, chere Comtesse.”’
a1belle protests earnestly, with
wething like honest emotion, while
rs dim her eyes — “‘you |have
Livn patient and amiable and forgiv-
ing to every onel!”’
‘1 have been an unprofitable ser-
vant., Isabelle,’” the Countess says
vely, "and my few poor eflorts to
ne for the wasted years 1 trust
il be graciously received. If 1 had
iried to comfort others, I should
¢ been comforted myself. If I hand
iried to  satisfy the afflicted soul,
i~ht would have arisen on the dark-
e of my lonely path. You must
ilo hetter than I, Isabelle.™
“Whkat do you mean, Lady
2 Isnlwtile asks In A
volre, erimsoning all over the
“ou must do better with
and opportunities, and takeo
ing by my wasted life,’ Lthe
ouutess replies slowly and gravely,
- g at her with surprise and
Gl oy
‘i  wish I was only one-half as
' ux% yvou, Lady I'entreath!’ she
hastily. with = convulsivo
i, the deep color fading utierly
cven her very lips.
e Countess makes no reply for
ool minutes. She liess on her
( pnzing at Isabelle, who tries in
i1 to seem utterly unconscious of
w'ith the same grave surprise |
< T itiny in har eyes.
.ou must look to s far  higher
cudord of goodness than  mine,”’
va presenlly, in a €old reprov-
L “Apd lsabelle, more will
xpected of you. You have ten
% to my one. I an afraid 1

hitdden mine in a napkin fo.
¢y o day; but what are you do-

i with yours? You bave been a

risful friend and companion to me,
[ know, and I am grateful to you
for it. Whatever were the motives
that prompted vou to devote your
Lirne and thoughts to me — whether
fromn a sense of duty merely, or kind-
of heart, or ambition — you
have been both kind and faithful in
vour services, and I will try to re-
ward you when I am gone. Would
vou like to know what I have be-
gueathed to you, Isabelle, or would
you rather wait until my will is
read, after my funeral?"’

“T don’t want to kmow

Pent-
startled
facoe.
your

e s

P s,

ened. “I don’'t want to hear

speak about your death and
funeral; it cuts me to the heart!

b

8%

so high.”™
“] will tell you what division X

have made of what I have to leave,
Isabelle,”” the Countess continues,
““and I speak in strict confidence to
you, as I told you before, when X
informed you that I had provided for
you in my will. Lord Pentreath :I;-
not sware of the terms of my will.™

“No,”” Isabelle thinks; “’if he were,
I shouldn’t be provided for. H:l
Lord Lyulph would go down omn his
knees to his wife if he thought bhe
could coax her to leave him all her
monev. I sha'm't pretend 1 know
anvthing about her will, no matter
how he cross-questions me. Fas =i

bete!"’
““You told ms you meant to bene-

fit poor Captain Glynne and his wife
in some way, dear Lady Pentreath,"™
she says with an humble innocent
look of inguiry; “‘and I said X
thought that was= so good and genm~
erous of you,”” she goes on, smiling
sweotly, as if she had not a selfish
thought on earth. "I dare say i
was the loss of money that helped to
geparate them; and 1 think Dallas
(}lvnne has been tolerably well pun=
ished by twelve months of bard
work and poverty. And so I said
to you, when you asked my advice,
chere Comtesse, that I thought it
would be a good thing to try te
bring them together again, and save
poor Yolande from breaking her
heart, dragging out a lonely l:nl_:-
able life, the slave of Lady Nora's
worldliness and selfishness.”’

““Yes, vou did,"* the Countess
agrees, looking pleased; “and 1
thought it was kind of you, as ) 4
know wou did pot like Dallas Glynne,
Well, Isabelle, I have left him twelve
thousand pounds, the interest of
which will give him just about five
hundred a vear, the sum he was de-
prived of under the late Earl's
The principal is to be di

awmongst his children, or to revert tI'

Yolande after his death. ’

“*Goodness me!"" Miss Glover
thinuks, '] have repaid Yolande well
for that friendly greeting she gave
me at Pantreath. 1 vowed I would
do her a good turn for showing tha$
Murray woman and ber daughtes
how she regarded me. But I didn'$
think 1 was going to reward her so
spiendidly. What a generous creas
ture I am! I shall certainly grow
quite pious in the long run.”’

“And to Yyou, Isabelie,”” Lady
Pentreath continues, ‘1 have also
left twelve thousand pounds, and my;
dresses and few ornaments, and
Brussels lace. Lord Pentreath, undem
our marriage-settiement, inherits the
rest of noy fortune.”

“Oh, my dear Lady Pentreath, how
good you are to me — how generous
and good!’ Tsabelle exclaims, hawe
ing indeed a hard struggle to keep
from crying again. For the bequesfl
is a surprise, and a most plearani
one. At the most she had not hoped
for more than two or three th
or & hundred pounds annuity.
the jowels and the lace — why, they
are worth hundreds morel

“I have put Mrs. Brett and some
of the old servants down
annuities,”” the Countess
“and I have endowed a
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