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the BothcMds Bose to Wealthlike to cookcountess repeats,-wearily, as the car

riage roHs.homeward. "I am very 
much disappointed. I wished so much 
to: S8é nuisis O&WM _ again t. His 
poor, little wife, 'too! You must go 
over to Rutland Gardens after dinner, 
Isabelle, it he does not come, and ex
plain the delay to her. Poor child!’’ 
Lady Pentreath says, sadly. “She is 
counting the hours until she sees him, 
I suppose!"

She Is counting the hours—nay, the 
very minutes she had turned Into a 
gigantic sum, from which she jdyfully 
subtracts every ten that pass.

She has had his room prepared for 
him, and has stolen in herself after 
thé housemaid has gone, to put fresh 
roses In the delicate pink specimen 
glasses that stand here and there, to 
All the massive cut-glass toilet bottles 
with perfume, and to

and the Power that Biches Give.labour as possil
It was a sordid, evil-smelling street 

in the Frankfort Ghetto that the daz
zling fortunes of the great house of 
Rothchild were cradled in the latter 
half of the eighteenth century. Their 
founder was Meyer Anselm, son of a 
poverty-striken dealer in oddments, 
who took his name from the Red 
Shield (Roth Schlld) which hung, as 
a trade-sign, in front of Ms modest 
shop.

Before he had reached his twelfth 
birthday young Meyer was known far 
beyond the limits of the Judengasse 
for his business astuteness. He was 
a collector »f coins and curios, and 
was able to drive a better bargain than 
men of three times his years. But he 
quickly found Frankfort and curlo- 
eollecting too cramped a sphere for 
his ambition; and,.packing up his few 
belongings, he started one day, with a 
stout stick and a stouter heart for 
companions, on the long tramp to 
Hanover. There1the bright-faced lad 
soon found a place In the office of a 
banker.

First Steps 6» Success.
By hard work and thrift, he man

aged to save the capital which enab
led him to return to Frankfort in a 
position to start as a dealer in bul
lion, curios, coins, and bills of ex-

Eruptlon On Face. Itched C'.« VthEmpresses ! en- *** 
able you to reach __-5 
London and-" 
Paris in a week 
from Quebec; with 
only four days on 
the open sea.

and Burned, Lost Rest 'iîSss

“A small, sore eruption broke out 
on the eide of my face and kept 
spreading until it was the sise of a 
quarter. It was rough and ecaly, and 
at times I was most crazy with the 
ttchtng and burning. I lost my rest 
at night, and my late waa terrible to 
wee.

“ i tried different rereedlee without 
any benefit. A friend recommended 
Cutlcura Soap and Ointment »o I 
pm chased some, and after using one 
cake of Cutlcura Soap and one box 
of Ointment I was healed.” (Signed) 
Mies Eleanor Beekmen, Springdale, 
Mont., Jan. 19, 1923. -

Rely on Cutlcura Soap, Ointment 
and Talcum to care for your akin.
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plkce eome of his 
favorite poets’ and novelists’ work on 
the writing table and cabinet shelves. 
As she stands at. the door for a final 
glance at the dainty apartment all 
delicate pink chints and white lace, 
embroidered linen, snowy fur rugs, 
and crimson carpeting, she tells her
self that Dallas cannot help being 
pleased with his room. It looks charm
ing, .and it ie sure to be much nicer 
than any room Dallas has occupied 
lately, even' at the Baltimore Hotel,

It is certainly much nicer than Cap
tain Glynne’s present apartment—a 
dingy “tidy” room, a second-pair back 
in a "decent” street near Theobald's 
Road—a street the aspect of which is 
suggestive of a model convict prison 
in the vicinity—where, on a small iron 
bedstead fronting a narrow painted, 
wooden washstand, Dallas Glynns is 
lying helplessly from a badly sprained 
ankle, tor which he has to thank a 
hasty omnibus'conductor and some 
greasy mud—out of a situation, home
less, friendless, and with six pounds 
In the world between him and destitu
tion.

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

His poor, young wife has: Written 
twice to him—trader auC, breeching 
letters, begging even for his address. 
Lady Pentreath has written, and fin
ally mademoiselle has ctflled at the 
hotel. But Mr. Davison only Informs 
her curtly that all letters addressed1 
to Captain Glynne are lying there 
awaiting for Mm, hut he has never 
called or sent for them.

"And I guess T don’t expect he will 
call here again," adds the manager,, 
with disagreeable significance.

It is five days later than the day on 
which ' he had left his situation at a 
few houf#’ notice, to consequence of 
the unbearable Insolence of Davison, 
the manager, wfcen Captain Glynne, 
pale and ill, gets feebly out of a cab 
and limps Into the hotel office with 
the aid of hie stick.

“Any letters tor me, Mr. Marsh?” he 
asks, briefly, hut civilly.

"Mr. Davison has your letters, Mr. 
Dallas,” Marsh replies, glancing with 
a flurried, uneasy look Into the toner 
office and avoiding Captain Glynne’s 
eyes. “Mr. Dallas has called for Ms 
letters, Mr. Davison," he says, putting 
in his head and speaking in a queer, 
riubloui voice.

■Tlley are all afraid of their lives 
through this vulgar bully," Dallas 
thinks, with bitter contempt ,

"All right!” the gentleman to the 
inner office responds, coolly; and, 
walking out presently, with a patron
izing smile he hands Dallas three let
ters. "There you are,” he says, grac
iously. “What’s wrong with your leg 
—hurt It?”

“Thank you," Dallas says, quietly, 
taking the leters and Ignoring Mr. 
Davison's questions. "These—are 
alir

He cannot keep the tone of sharp 
pain out of his voice.

either, being almost speechless from 
the shock of his cruel disappointment.

“Shex repented of her generosity; 
or perhaps my mother talked her out 
of it!” he thinks, setting his lips hard 
lest he should betray himself by a 
word or a sigh.

“Thank ' you. Good-morning,” he 
says, very quietly, to a low voice, and 
then goes away without a word or a 
question more.
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“Honest Jew,” a title which pleased 
him more than his reputation for 
riches.

Those were the troublous times 
when Napoleon was flooding Europe 
with the horrors of war, and when 
great thrones were tottering and fall
ing on all hands. When the destroy
ing armies at last threatened Hesse 
Cassel, Landgraf William though it 
high time to seek1 refuge in flight. In 
his hurry to pack up and he off, he 
had no time to secure his cash, which 
he was only too glad to leave in the 
hands of his banker, though probably 
he had misgivings as to seeing it 
again. It was -safer, he thought, to 
the hands of Rothschild than to those 
of Napoleon.

Autocrat of Finance.
The sum thus left to the Jew’s cus

tody amounted to. £ 250,000, and Mey
er was qui* to see'that, at a time 
when coal was so scarce and in such 
universal demand, It only required "a 
:eool; head- and sound Judgment to turn 
this capital to considerable advantage.

To Napoleon himself be lent large 
sums at high interest; the Danish 
Government came to" him as a sup
pliant for loans; and he made £150,-

One week later Lady Pentreath has 
bidden Yolande "a last farewell,’’ as 
she herself says, and gone back to 
Wales to die. The doctors can do 
nothing tor her; they tell-her so Jn 
effect, though they still*allude to "re
medial measures” and to "keep very 
quiet.” And Dr. Sutherly Smith is to 
"run down" to Pentreath Place in the 
coursé of next month. But the truth 
remains the same—she has gone home 
to die. ' -

“And I have hut two regrets, Isa.- 
belle,” she says, discussing her con
dition calmly—she who nsed to ex
haust the resources of medical skill 
at every fresh hypochondriacal fancy. 
“One, the greatest, Is that I have not 
made a better use of my life and my 
opportunities.” ?

"You have been good* and kind and 
charitable, chere comtesse,” Isabelle 
Protests, earnestly, with something

"Well, there was some little misun
derstanding," Mr. Davison says, fawn- 
Ingly, “about a very trifling matter- 
can be put to rights in a moment— 
but Dallas — Mr. Dallas — Captain 
Glynne, I mean—was very much dis
pleased—a most trifling cause, I as
sure your ladyship"—very confident
ially to Lady Pentreath—"and left here 
last night or this morning.”

"And his present address, please?” 
the younger lady asks, with à flash of 
her eyes, opening her silver card- 
oase end taking out the pencil.

"Captain Glynne left no address, 
madam," Mr. Davison answers, sour
ly, seeing that neither his bows nor 
smiles nor his personal appearance 
produce any effect on these frigid 
members of the British aristocracy. 
"He will call tor letters, doubtless, 
either to-day or to-morrow; and, it 
you or Lady Pentreath have a letter 
or message, it shall be delivered to 
him instantly.”

"I have left my card,” the countess 
says briefly, looking at her compan
ion, and not at Mr. Davison. "We can 
do to more now, Isabelle."

“No," agrees Isabelle, watching Mr. 
Davison very keenly. "If you will 
please give Captain Glynne Lady Pen- 
treath’s card And message, that win 
be all."

She Inclines her head slightly—the 
emmtess has already moved on—and 
•.hey both sweep out to their carriage 
again, leaving Mr. Davison gazing af
ter them and gnawing his mustache 
recklessly, to the great detriment of 
the shining brown cosmétique with
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ish government to transmitting money 
supplied to Wellington to the Penin. 
aula. For several years towards the 
close of his life this once despised son 
of the Ghetto was the financial auto
crat of Europe, to a position to in
fluence the destinies of the greatest 
nations on earth.

When the Landgraf was restored at 
length to his small kingdom, Meyer 
was dead. His eldest son, Anselm, re
turned to the prince his £250,000, 
with interest, it is said, at five per 
cent.—a circumstance which so' de
lighted the Landgraf that he dubbed 
the young banked knight, on the spot, 
and lost no opportunity of introducing 
him to his friends among the sover
eigns of Europe as the most trust
worthy of bankers.

AH For Each And Bach For AIL
Of the five sons of Meyer, Anselm 

remained in charge of the Frankfort 
house; Solomon established a branch 
at Vienna; Nathan had already
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comforted myselt.^- Hÿ had tried to 
satisfy the afflicted" soul, light would 

' have arisen on the darkness oft my 
lonely path. You must do better than 
I,_Isabelle. You have been a faithful 
friend and companion to me, I know, 
and I am grateful to yon for It. What
ever were the motives that prompted 
you to devote yonr time and thoughts 
to me—whether from a sense of duty 
merely, or kindness or heart, or am
bition—you have been both kind and 
faithfùl to your services, and I will 
try to reward yon when I am gone. 
Would yon like to know what I have 
bequeathed to yon, Isabelle, or would 
you rather wait until my will Is read, 
after my funeral?"

"I don’t want to know anything 
about it!’’ Isabelle answers, bursting 
Into tears, and sobbing agitatedly, for 
she1 is both ashamed and frightened. 
“I don;t want to hear you speak about 
yonr death and yonr funeral; it cum 

me to the heart! You are the best 
and kindest friend I have ever had to 
my life, and—and—I cannot hear to 
tMnk of losing yon! I want to stay 
with you always—as long as I live!”

(To be continued.)
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