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Mires Tianscnnes because they had got the estate. Bni th«
Dorfeys' claim had been disputed over and over again; and
the ooaohman, if he had been asked, would have said, though
he might have to fall down dead the next minute, that prop-

erly didn't always get into the right hands. Howerer, the

lawyers had found their luck in it; and people who inherited

estates that were lawed about often lived in them as poorly as

a mouse in a hollow cheese ; and, by what he could make out,

that had been the way with these present Durfeys, or Tran*

somes, as they called themselves. As for Mr. Transome, he
was as poor, half-witted a fellow as you'd wish to see; but

the was master, had come of a high family, and had a spirit

—you might see it in her eye and the way she sat her horse.

Forty years ago, when s^e came into this country, they said

she was a pictur' ; but her family was poor, and so she took
up with a hatohet-faoed fellow like this Transome. And the
eldest son had been just such another as his father, only worse
—a wild sort of half-natural, who got into bad company.
They said his mother hated him and wished him dead; for

she'd got another son, quite of a different cut, who had gone
to foreign parts when he was a youngster, and she wanted her
favorite to be heir. But heir or no heir. Lawyer Jermyn had
had Aw picking out of the estate. Not a door in his big

house but what was the finest polished oak, all got off the
Transome estate. If anybody liked to believe he paid for it^

they were welcome. However, Lawyer Jermyn had sat on
that box-seat many and many a time. He had made the wills

of most people thereabout. The coachman would not say that

Lawyer Jermyn was not the man he would choose to make his

own will some day. It was not so well for a lawyer to be
over-honest, else he might not be up to other people's tricks.

And as for the Transome business, there had been ins and
outs in time gone by, so that you couldn't Jock into it straight

backward. At this Mr. Sampson (everybody in North Loam-
rMre knew Sampson's coach) would screw his features into

a grimace expressive of entire neutrality, and appear to aim
his whip at a particular spot on tbe horse's flank. If the
passenger was euriong for further koowledge concerning the
Transome affairs, Sampson would shake his head and say
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