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CHAPTER XVII.—(Continu 4 f - something—something quite us
ai with him. You brought it aboutdare say you would," said ' h- 

: Mrs. Trumbier. But this assert'd i somehow."
: r prevent her from remarking t^rhe ‘'Yes, I know I did. Do you suppose 

that Miss S. sometimes tall! of I haven't thought about that?" 
ngs which uo unmarried wnan |
: i be expected really to underand. tien," pursued the sage Imp. 

will be observed that the Im had , have got back to his ordinary state of 
>-?n alleviating the pangs of he owr mind, and in that he loved Blent above 

’ex/ly by a dexterous minis ring | everything. • And dhe more he loves 
e delusions of others. Not f t 1 : Blent, and the sorrier he is for having 

-Id would she have contracted given it up, the less he’ll like you, of
•ourse."

"You think lie’s sorry?"

"There’s sure to have been a reac-
"He’ll

M>- 5 *s assertions; she won r a so<-m 
•ve thought of giving tb .t l y a j

m and unvarnished accour/ r the <When rve done anything on an |m- 
- Monsieur Zabriska s very or, lary : . ulse like that, I’m always sorry" 
1 quite reputable life and deaf. * .o >Una spoke from a tolerably large ex- 
ubt she was right. Both she a vie per|çnce Qf impulses and their results; 
ghborhood had to wait, i : h- of- % very recent example had been the 

i ts did something to makt the jvtofi 
•re bearable for both of hen . The

I mpulse of temper which made her drop 
i hints to the-Major about Harry’s right 

to be Tristram of Blent.■ ily sufferer was poor Mr Galn)o. . 
nugh, who was driven frorr -1 and' |
he curiosity shop by the sheer *rr r | 
^ encountering ladies from viik w ho | 

told him all about what h s d? gh - f r 
was going to do.

"Yes, then he would hate me," Cecily 
concluded. "And how she’d hate me!" 
she cried the next instant, pointing at 
Addie Tristram’s picture. %

About that at least there was no 
T** outbreak came, and In a is) - m ; doubt ln Mina-S mlrid. She nodded em- 

a? Tristramesque as Mina coul< les! re, 
all that the harbinger of t was 

lightened little Mr. Gain* jrough, 
ore frightened still. He can-/up the 

hill one evening about six, praying 
Mina's immediate presence . Blent.
Something had happened, he xplained, 
as they walked down. Cecil: had had 
a letter—from somebody in Lddon. No 
not Harry. She must see Mina *t once.
That was all he knew, except oat. his 
daughter was pertrubed and suited.
His manner protested against tot whole 
thing with a mild despair._ , , , . , > were on the picture."Quick, quick!" cried the Imi si- < .
most making him run to keen u with She crlef out-'Think of the d fler- 
her Impatient stride*. ence it makes-the enormous differ-

^ ^ ence!’ I didn’t know what she meant
Cecily was in her room - the com th(m but j remember bow she lookea 

that had been Add.e Tristram * and how „he spoke...
"louve moved in here!" wag Ulna s “And in the 

first exclamation.

phatically.
"I’ve done what she spent her life in 

trying’ to prevent! I’ve made every-’ 
body talk about her again! Mina, I 
feel as if I’d thrown mud at her, as if 
I’ve reviled her. And she can’t know 
how I would have loved her!"

"I remember her when she thought 
her husband was dead, and that she 
could be married all right to Captain 
Fitzhubert, and—and—thfit it would be 
all right, you know."

"What did she say?" Cecily’s eyes

there is—no differ- 
And so

epd
ence! Yes, she’d hate me. 
must Harry." She turned to Mina. 
"It’s terribly unfair, isn’t it, terribly ? 
She’d have liked me, I think, and I’d 
got to be such good friends with him. 

she had in her hand. "Do > ou iVu-w . j*d come to think he’d ask us down 
anything of Lord Southern .* -he |ced. now and then—about once a year per- 

“I've heard Mr. Iver and M -*eld

"Yes; the housekeeper t-aid I "lust,
so I did. But----- ” She glam^ed u? for
a moment at Addie’s pictu-e and rroke
off. Then she held up a letter tich

haps. It would have been something 
to look forward to all the year. It 
would have made life quite different, 
quite good enough, you know. I should 
have been so content and so happy with 
that. Oh, it’s terribly unfair! Why 
do people do things that—that bring 
about things like this?”

“Poor Lady Tristram,” slged Mina, 
glancing at the beautiful cause of the 
terrible unfairness. “She was like that, 
you see,” she added.

“Yes, I know that. But it oughtn't 
to count against other people so. Yes, 
it's terribly unfair.”

These criticisms on the order of the 
tvevia. whathftr- weft--founded or not (to 
Mina they seemed to possess much 
plausibility), did not advance matters. 
A silence fell between the two, and 
Cecily walked again to the window. 
The sun was setting on Blent, and it 
glowed in a soft beauty.

“To think that I should be here, and 
have this and yet be very very 
happy!” murmured the girl softly. She 
faced round suddenly. “Mina, I’m go
ing to London. Now—to-night. There’s 
train at eight.”

The Imp sat up straight and stared.
“I shall wire to our house; the maid’*s 

there, and she’ll have things ready.”
“What are you going to town for?”
“To see this Lord Southend. You 

must come with me.”
“I? Oh, I can’t possibly. And your 

father-----?”

speak of him. That’s all.”
“He writes to say he knew 

Tristram and—and Harry, and hdpes 
he’ll know me soon.”

“That's very friendly.” Mina thought, 
but did not add, that it was rath > [un
important. * / ig

"Yes, but it’s more than th«t. ijkm’t 
you see? It’s an opening." She looked 
at her friend, impatient at her want of 
comprehension. "It makes it p ;(sible 
to do something. I can bc.i-in now" 

“Begin what?" Mina 
her own bewilderment ke«: •

"How long did you t k t
»% 7 , $’n* not tnctdc

You know Harry. You liked ht fa, c ; 
you? And you knew Lauy Tria irai : 
I've slept in this room two nigh; 
and-----”

Ldy

dnjo; n*

I
"You haven’t seen a ghost?'
"Ghost! Oh, don’t be silly. I've lain 

here awake, looking at that picture. 
And it's looked at me—at least it seem
ed to. ‘What are you doing here?’ 
That's what it’s been saying. ‘What 
are you doing here?’ No, I’m not mad. 
That’s what I was saying myself. But 
the picture seemed to say it."

There was a most satisfactory ab
sence of Gainsborough about all this.

"Then I go into the Long Gallery! 
It's no better there!” Her hands were 
Hung out despairingly.

"You seemed to have settled down so 
well.” murmured Mina.

"Settled down! What was there to 
do? Oh, you know I hadn’t! I can’t 
bear it, Mina, and I won’t. Isn’t it 
hard? I should have loved it all so, if 
it had been really mine, if it had 
to me properly. And now—it’s worse 
than nothing!" She sat back in her 
chair with her face set in a desperate 
unhappiness.

“It is yours ! it did come to you pro
perly,” Mina protested. Her sympathy 
tended always toward the person she 
was with, her sensitive mind respond
ing to the immediate appeal. She 
thought more of Cecily now than of 
Harry, who was somewhere—vaguely 
somewhere—in London. 
h “You say that?" cried Cecily angrily. 
"You, Harry’s friend! You, who fought 
and lied—yes, lied for him. Why did 
you do all that if you think it’s

un-

"He must stay here. You must come. 
Run back and pack a bag; you won’t 
want much. I shall go just as I am." 
With a gesture she indicated the plain 
black frock she wore. "Oh, I can’t be 
bothered with packing! 
that matter? I’ll call for you in the 
carriage at seven. We musn't miss the 
train.”

Mina gasped. This was Tristram in
deed; the wild resolve waa. announced 
i.n tones calmer than any that Cecily 
had achieved during the interview. 
Mina began to think that all the fam
ily must have this way of being pecul
iar in ordinary things, but quite at 
home when there was an opportunity 
of doing anything unusual.

"I Just feel I must go. If anything’s 
done at all, it’ll be done in London, 
not here.” <

come
What does

■■ ■ prop
erly mine? It’s a detestable injustice. 
Ah, and I did—I did love it so.”

‘‘Well, I don’t see what you’re to do. 
J ou can't give it iback to Mr. Tristram. 
At least I shouldn’t like to propose that 
to him, and I’m sure he wouldn’t take 
lt why, he couldn’t, Cecily!"

Cecily rose and walked restlessly to 
the window.

“No, no, no,", she said fretfully. She 
turned abruply round to Mina. "Lord 
Southend says he’d be glad to make 
my acquaintance and have a talk."

"Ask hirii' down here then."
Ask him here? I’m not not going to 

ask people to stay here."
“I think that’s rather absurd.” Mina 

had needed to 
this remark.

"And he say

“How long do you mean to stay?” 
“I can’t possibly tell. Till some

thing’s done. Go now, Mina, or you’ll 
be late."

“Oh, I’m not coming, 
thing's absurd. What can 
And, anyhbw, it’s not my business.”

“Very well. I shall go alone. Only I 
thought you were interested in Harry 
and—and

The whole
you do?

I thought you 
She threw herself Into a

were my
friend.”
chair; she was in Addie Tristram’s ^at
titude. “But I suppose I haven’t got 
any friends,” she concluded, not in a 
distressed fashion, but with a pensive 
submissive little smile.

“You’re perfectly adorable,” cried 
Mina, running across to her. "And I’ll 
go with you to Jericho, if you like." 
She caught Cecily’s hands in hers and 
kissed her cheek.

summon up courage for

There, look at this 
letter. He says he’s seen Harry and 
hopes to be able to do something for 
him. What does he mean by that?"

came back toward Mina. "There 
J'ust be somehing possible if he 
that.”

The scene was transformed in an in
stant; that also was the Tristram way. 
Cecily sprang up laughing gayly, 
dancing a step or two, as she wrung 
Mina’s hands.

“Hurrah! 
she cried.

says
even

can’t mean anything about —
-nout Blent. He means----- ”

! must find out what he means. I 
[mut see him. The letter came when 

•vas just desperate. Father and I 
^itrlng down here together day after
3ay: As if----- Ï As if----- !" She paus-
/' and struggled for self-control. 

,ere* I’m going to be quite calm and 
[••enable about it," she ended.
I'na had her doubts about that — 

would have been sorry not to have 
m. The interest that had thréaten- 

vanish from her life with Addie 
-tram's death and Harry departure 

, , . f vived- She sat looking at the 
■ '? led sirl in a pleasant suspense.

took up Southend’s letter, again 
fy smoothed it thoughtfully. "What 

3 you think Harry must feel about 
she asked, 

v n to the calm

Marchons! En Avant!” 
“Oh, we’ll do something, 

Mina! Don’t you hate sitting still?"
“Cecily, are you—are you in love with 

Harry r* ...
"Oh, I hope not, I hope not,” she 

laughed softly. "Because he must hate 
me so.

:

And are you, Mina? Oh, I 
hope not that too! Come, to London! 
To seek our fortunes in London! Oh, 
you tiresome old Blent, how glad I am 
to leave you!"

"But your father----- ”
"We’ll do things quite nicely, Mina 

dear. We won’t distress father. We’ll 
leave a note for him.
Addle Tristram used just to leave a 
note whenever she ran away! We’ll 
sleep in London to-night!"

Suddenly Mina understood better why 
Harry had surrendered Blent, and unr 
derstood too. as her mind flew back, 
why Addie Tristram had made men do 
what they had done. She was carried 
away by this sudden flood of enrap- 

in a moment of excite- tured resolution, of a resolve that 
must have been wrought up seemed like an inspiration, of delight

Vri:
a>

Mina, I’m sure

with a nearer ap- 
which she had 

d; but it seemed the quiet of

Mina had her theory ready and 
v^d it with confidence.

• xpect. he hates you. You see he
what he did

r,F -i;*he
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ney.”
"Mr. Disney!” The Imp gasped. "You 

mean----- ?"

(was it not rather a grin?) of sardonic 
ridicule.

"You made me speak, you kriow," 
said Southend. "I’d rather have wait
ed till we got the thing into shape."

“And I e should tike you to see the 
boy, Robert.”

"Bedlam!” said Mr. Disney with sav
age conviction. "I*41 talk to you about 
what I came to sqy another day. Cousin 

; Sylvia. Really to-day—!” With a 
vague awkward wave of his arm he 
started for the door.

► “You will try?” cried the Imp, dart
ing at him.

She heard him say, half under hie 
breath, “Damned persistent little wo
man!" before he vanished through the 
door. She turned to her companions, 
her face aghast, her lips quivering, 
her eyes dim. The magician had come 
arid gone and worked no spell ; her 
disappointment was very bitter.

To her amazement Southend was 
radiant and Lady Evens wood wore an 
air of gratified contentment. She 
stared at them.

"It went off better than I expected," 
said he.

“It must be one of Robert’s good 
days," said she.

SheMina was not prepared for that, 
tried hard to read the answer, regard
ing Cecily, earnestly the while.

“Mayn’t I work for both of you?" she 
asked at last. Cecily, rolling out of the 
hammock and fretfully smoothing her 
hair.

"I’m a busy-body. That’s it," said

The other two smiled. Mr. Disney 
scowled a little. Obviously he had 
hoped to find his relatives alone.

"Madame Zabriska met Addie Tris
tram years ago at Heidelberg, Robert; 
and she’s been staying down at Blent 
—at Merrion Lodge, didn’t you. say, my 
dear?"

Mr. Disney had sat down.
"Well, what’s the young fellow like?" 

he asked.
“Oh, I—I don’t know," murmured the 

Imp in forlorn shyness. This man was 
—was actually—the—the Prime Minis
ter! Matters would have been rather 
better if he had consented to look just 
a little like it. As it was, her head was 
in a whirl. Lady Evenswood called 
him "Robert” too! Nothing about Lady 
Evenswood had impressed her as much 
as that, not even the early acquaint
ance with Addie Tristram.

“Well then, what’s the girl like?" 
askçd Disney.

^Robert, don't frighten Madame Za
briska.”

“Frighten her? What do you mean?"
“Oh, tell him what I mean* George,” 

laughed Lady Evenswood, turning to 
Southend. Mr. Disney seemed genuine
ly resentful at the idea that he might 
frighten anybody.

“Are you a member of the conference 
too, SeuthendJ” , • ■ >

“Well, yes, I—I’m Interested - in the 
family. He telegraphed a glance of 
caution to the old lady; he meant to 
convey that the present was not a 
happy moment to broach the matter 
that was in their minds.

"I’m sorry t interrupted. Can you 
give me five minutes in another room, 
Cousin Sylvia?" He rose and waited 
for her.

"Oli, but can’t you do anything?" 
blurted out the Imp suddenly.

"Eh?” His eyes under their heavy 
brows were fixed on her now. There 
was a deep-lying twinkle in them, al
though he still frowned ferociously. 
“Do. what?”

"Why, something for—for Harry 
Tristram?”

He looked round at each of them. 
The twinkle had gone; the frown was 
not.

"Oh, was that the conference?" he 
asked slowly. "Well, what has the 
conference decided?” It was Mina 
whom he questioned, for which South- 
end at least was profoundly thankful. 
"He’d have bitten my head off, If the 
women had’nt been there,” he confid
ed to Iver afterward.

Mr. Disney slowly sat down again. 
Mina did not perceive the signifie 
of this action, but Lady Evenei 
did.

“It’s such an extraordinary case, Rob
ert.' So very exceptional! Poor Addie 
Tristram! You remember her?”

"Yes, I remember Addie Tristram,” 
he muttered—"growled," Mina de
scribed it afterward; "Well, what do 
you want?" he asked.

Lady Evenswood was a woman of 
tact. •

"Really," she said, "it can’t be done 
in this way, of course. If anything is 
to come before you, it must come be
fore you regularly; I know that, Rob
ert."

"You know what’ll happen if he finds 
it out? Harry, I mean. He’ll be fu
rious with both of us."

Yes, I suppose heMina reflected, 
will,” she admitted. But the spirit of 
self-sacrifice was on her, perhaps also 
that of adventure. "I don’t care,” she
said, "as long as I can help."

There was a loud knock at the door. 
Mina rushed into the front room and 
saw a man in uniform delivering a let
ter. The next moment the maid 
brought it to her—a long envelope with 
“First Lord of the Treasury" -stamped 
on the lower left-hand corner, 
noticed that it wras addressed to Lady 
Evenswoods house, and must have been 
sent on post haste. She tore it open. 
It was headed "Private and Confiden
tial.* ’

She

"Madame—I am directed by Mr. Dis
ney to request you to state in writing, 
for his consideration, any facts which 
may be within your knowledge as to 
the circumstances attendant on the 
marriage of the late Lady Tristram of 
Blerit, and the birth of her son Mr. 
Henry Austen, Fitzhubert Tristram. I' 
am to add that your communication 
will be considered confidential. I am, 
Madame, yours faithfully,

"But—but---- " gasped the Imp.
"He w'as very civil for him. tte mui\t 

mean to think about it, about some
thing of the sort anyhqw,” Southend 
explained. “I shouldn’t wonder it it 
had been in his mind," he added to 
Lady Evenswood.

“Neither should I. At any rate he 
took it splendidly. I almost wish wé*d 
spoken of the marriage."

“Cpuldn’t you write to him?”
"He wouldn’t read it, George."
"Telegraph then!”

BROADSTAIRS.
"Madame Zabriska."
-Cecily, Cecily, Cecily!" Mina darted 4 

back and thrust this wonderful docu
ment in Cecily’s hands. "He does mean 
something, you see, he will do some
thing!” she cried. "Oh, who’s Broad- 
stairs. I wonder."

Cecily took the letter find read. The 
Imp reappeared with a red volume In 
her hand.

"It wouldn’t really be worth trying—
Ladyconsidering how he took it." 

Evenswood did not seem able to get 
over the Prime Minister’s extraordin
ary affability.

"Well, if he treats you like that— 
great people like you—and you’re 
pleased, thank goodness I never met 
him alone!” Mina was not shy with 
them any more; she had suffered 
worse. / ,

"Viscount Broadstairs—eldest son of 
the Earl of Ramsgate!” she read with 
Wide-open eyes. "And he says he’s di
rected to write, doesn’t he? Well, you 
are funny in England! 
wonder I was afraid of Mr. Disney."

“Oh, Mr. Disney’s secretary, I sup
pose. But, Mina----- ” Cecily was alive.
now, but her awakening did not seem 
to be a pleasant one. She turned sud
denly from her friend and, walking as 
far as the little room would let her, 
flung herself into a chair.

“What's the matter?”. asked Mina, 
checked in her excited gayety.

"What will Harry care about' ‘ any
thing they can gfve Jviro without 
Blent?"

But I don’t
They glanced at one another. v
"It was you, my dear. He’d have 

been more difficult with us," said Lady 
Evenswood.

"You interested him," Southend as
sured her.

“Yes, if anything’s been done, you’ve 
done it.”

They seemed quite sincere. That 
feeling of being on her head instead of 
her heels came over Mina again.

"I- shouldn’t be a Sit surprised if he 
sent for Harry.”

"No, qor if he arranged to meet Ce
cily Gainsborough—Cecily Tristram, I 
mean."

"I thought he looked—well, as It he 
was hit—when you mentioned Addle."

"Oh, there’s really no telling with 
Robert. It went off very well indeed. 
What a lucky thing he came!"

Still bewildered, Mina began, all the 
same, to assimilate this atmosphere of 
contentment and congratulation.

“Do you really think I—I had any
thing to do with it?” she asked, a new 
pride swelling in her heart.

“Yes, yes, you attracted his atten
tion.”

“He was amused at you, my dear."
"Then I’m glad.” She meant that her 

sufferings would perhaps not go unrer. 
compensed.

"You must bring Lady Ivistratn to 
see me," said Lady Evenswood.

"Cecily? Oh—well, i’ll try."
Lady Evenswood smiled and South- 

end Jaughed outright. It was not quite 
the way in which Lady Evenswood’s 
Invitations were generally received. 
But neither of them liked Mina less.

It was something to go back to the 
tiny house between King’s and Fullharh 
Roa,d with the record of such adven
tures as these. Cecily was there, lan
guid and weary; she had spent the 
whole day In that hammock in the strip 
of garden in which Sloyd had found her 
once. Despondency had succeeded to 
her excitement—this was all quite in - 
the Tristram way—andshe had ex
pected no fruit from Mina’s expedition. 
But Mina came home, not indeed with 
anything very definite, yet laden with a 
whole pack of possibilities. She put 
that point about the viscounty, which 
puzzled her, first of all. It alone was 
enough to fire Cecily to animation. Then 
she led up, through Lady Evenswood, 
to Mr. Disney himself, confessing, how
ever, that she took the encouragement 
which that great man ha<| given on 
faith from those who knew him better 

I than she did. Her own impression 
would have been that he meant to dis
miss the whole thing as impossible non
sense.

"Still I can’t help thinking we’ve done 
something,” she ended in triumph.

"Mina, are you working for him or 
for me?”

This question faced Mina with a la
tent problem which she had hitherto 
avoided. And now she could not solve 
it. For sonne time b^ck she had been 
familiarized with the fact that her life 
was dull when Harry Triestram passed 
out of it. The accepted explanation of 
that state of feeling was simple enough. 
But then it would involve Cecily in her 
turn passing out of view, or at least 
becoming entirely insignificant. And

Mina flushed.
put before her—not by one of the 
spirators but by her who was the Ob*- 
^ject of ,it. She remembered Lady 
Evenswood’s question and Southend’s. 
She had answered that it might not 
much matter whether Harry liked hiè 
cousin or not. He had npt loved Janie 
Iver. Where was the difference?

'‘He won’t want anything if he can’t 
have Blent. Mina, did they say any
thing about me to Mr. Disney?"

"No," cried Mina eagerly.
"But they will; they mean toT’ Cecily 

was leaning forward eagerly now.
/Mina had no denial ready. She seem

ed rather to hang on Cecily’s words 
than to feel any need of speaking her
self. She was trying to follow Cecily’s 
thoughts an-d to trace the cause of the 
apprehension, the terror almost, that 
had come on the girl’s face.

"He’ll see it—just as I see it!" Cecily 
went on. "And Mina-—”

She paused again. Still Mina had nd 
words, and no comfort* for her. This 
sight of the other side of the question 
was too sudden. It was Harry then, 
and Harry only, who had really been in 
her thoughts; and Cecily, her friend, 
was to be used as a tool. There, might 
be little ground for blaming Southend

The conspiracy was
con-

The Imp had no tact.
"Oil, no," she cried. "Do listen now, 

Mr. Disney. Do promise to help Us 
nowj”

Tact is not always the best thing in 
the wotyd.

"If you’ll tell me in two words, I'll 
listen," said Mr. Disney. - -

“I—I can’t do that. In'two words ? 
Oh, but pleasi

He had tupped away from her to 
Southend-

“Now then, Southend?"
Lord Southend felt that he must be 

courageous. After all the women were 
there.

"ill two words? Literally?"
Disney nodded, smiling grimly at 

Mina’s clasped hands and imploring 
face..

/

“Literally—if you can." There was a 
gratuitous. implication that Southend 
and the rest of the world •were apt to 
be loquacious.

“Well, then," said Southend, “I will.
What we wajit is-----” After one glance
at Lady Evenswood, he got it out. 
"What we want is—a viscounty."

For a moment Mr. Disney sat still. 
Then again he rose slowly.

"Have I tumbled into Bedlam ?” he 
asked.

“It was done in the Bearsdale case,” 
suggested Lady Evenswood. 
course there was a doubt ther

"Anyhow a barony—but a viscounty 
would be mure convenient," murmur
ed Sotfthend.

Mina was puzzled. These mysteries 
were beyond her. She had never heard 
of the Bearsdale case, and she did not 
understand why—in certain circumstan
ces—a viscounty would be more con
venient. But she knew that something 
was being urged which might meet 
the difficulty, and she kept eager eyes 
on Mr. Disney. Perhaps she would 
have done that anyhow ; men who rule 
heads and hearts can surely draw eyes 
sJao. Yet at the moment he was not 
inspiring. He listened with a smile
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something must be done and discover
ing whàt it is.

"I don’t say positively that nothing 
can be done,” he resumed a't.ar a mo
ment, dangling his glass anl h/oking 
at her covertly. “Are y-m at leisure 
this afternoon?"

"If you’ve got anything to suggest." 
Mina had grown distrustful of his In
telligence, and her tone showed it.

“I thought you might like to come 
and see a friend of mine, who Is kind 
enough to be intered in Harry Tris
tram.” He added, with the conscious
ness of naming an important person, 
“I mean Lady Evenswood."

"Who’s she?" asked the Imp curtly.
To do them justice, Englishmen sel

dom forget that allowances must be 
made for foreigners. Lord Southend 
explained gravely and patiently.

“Well, let’s go,*x said Mina indiffer
ently. "Not that ft sdems much use,*’ 
her manner added.

"Excuse me a moment,” said he, and 
he went out to soothe his wife’s alarm 
and assure her that he was not tired.

As they drove, Mina heard more of 
Lady Evenswood—among other things, 
that she had known Addie Tristram as 
a child; this fact impressed the Imp 
beyond all the rest. But Lady Evens
wood herself made a greater impres
sion still.
saulted and conquered Mina when she 
found herself with the white-haired old 
lady who never seemed to do more than 
gently suggest and yet exercised com
mand. Southend watched them togeth
er with keen amusement, while Lady 
Evenswood drew out of Mina some ac
count of Cecily’s feelings and of the 
scene at Blent.

An unusual timidity as-

"Well, that’s Tristram all over,” 
sighed Lady Evenswood at the end.

“Yes, isn’t it?" cried Mina, embolden
ed by a sympathy that spoke her own 
thought. "She hates to feel she’s taken 
everything away from him.* But Lord 
Southend says he can’t have it back.”

"Oh, no.sno, my dear. Still----- ” She
glanced at Southend, fioubtful whether 
to mention their scheme.^

He shook his head slightly.
"I dare say Lady Tristram was mo

mentarily excited,” he remarked to 
Mina, "and I think too that she exag
gerates what Harry feels. As far as 
I’ve seen him, he’s by no means miser
able."

"Well, she is anyhow," said Mina. 
"And you won’t convince her that he 
isn’t." She turned to Lady Evenswood. 
“Is there nothing to be done? You see 
it’s all being wasted."

“All being wasted?"
"Yes, Blent and all of it. He can’t 

have it; and as things are now she can’t 
enjoy it."

"Very perverse, very perverse, cer
tainly,0- murmured Southend, frown
ing—although he was rather amused 
too.
“With an obvious solution," said Lady 

Evenswood, "if only 
realms of romance."

"I have suggested a magician,” put in 
"Though he,,doesfi’t look 

much like one," he addeef with a laugh, 
not understand his re

mark, but she caught, jj^dy Evens-, 
wood’s meaning.

"Yes," she said, “but Harry wouldn’t 
do that either."

"He doesn’t like his cousin?"
"Yes, I think so." She smiled as she 

added, "And even if he didn’t that 
mightn’t matter."

The other two exchanged glances 
they listened. Mina/, inspired by a sub
ject that never failed to rouse her, 
gained courage.

“Any more than 
Miss Iver," she pursued, 
might just as likely have given Blent 
to Cecily in that way as in the way he 
actually did—if she'd wanted it

we lived in the

Southend.

Mina did

as

it mattered with 
"And he

very
much and—and it had been a splendid 
thing for him to do.”
Southend raised his brows in a sort Qf 
protest against this relentless analysis.

"Because that sort of think would 
have appealed to him. But he’d-never 
take it from her; he wouldn’t even if 
he was in love with her." She ad
dressed Lady Evenswood especially. 
‘‘You understand that?" she asked. "He
wouldn’t, be indebted to her. He’d hate 
her for that." A

"Not very amiable," commented 
Southend.

"Amiable? No!" Amiability seemed 
at a discount with the Imp*

“You know him very well, my dear?”
“Yes, I—I came to." Mina paused, 

and suddenly blushed at the remem^ 
brance of an idea that had once been 
suggested to her by Major Duplay. 
“And I’m very fond of her," she added.

“In the deadlock," said Southend, “I 
think you’ll have to try my prescrip
tion, Lady Evenswood."

“You think that would be.of use?”
"It would pacify this pride of Master 

Harry’s perhaps.”
Mina looked from one to the other.
“Do you mean there’s anything pos

sible?" she asked.
“My dear, you’re a very, good friend."
“I’m not very happy. I don’t* know 

what in the world Cecily will do.- And
yet-----” Mina struggled with her rival
impulses of kindnes and curiosity. “It’s 
all awfully interesting," she concluded, 
breaking into a smile she could not 
resist. •

“That’s the only excuse* for all of us, 
I suppose,” sighed Lady Evenswood.

“Not that I like the boy particularly,” 
addéfi Southend.

“Is there anything?” asked Mina. The 
appeal was to the lady, not to South- 
end. But she answered chaffingly:

“Possibly — just possibly—the re
sources of the Constitution----- ”

The bell of the front door sounded 
audibly in the morning-room in which 
they were.

“I dare say that’s Robert,” remarked 
Lady Evenswood. “He said he might 
call.”

“Oh, by Jove!” exclaimed Southend 
with a laugh that sounded a trifle un
easy.

The door opened, and a man came in 
unannounced. He was of middle height, 
with large features, thick coarse hair, 
and a rather ragged beard; his 
were long and his hands large.

“How are you. Cousin Sylvia?”, he 
said, crossing to Lady Evenswood, 
who gave him her hand without rising. 
“How are you, Southend?" He turned 
back to Lady Evenswood. “I thought 
you were alone."

He spoke in brusque tones, and he 
looked at Mina as if he did not know 
what she might be doing there. His 
appearance seemed vaguely' familiar to 
her.

arms

“We are holding a little conference, 
Robert. This young lady is very in
terested in Harry Tristram and his af
fair. Come now, you remember about 
it! Madame Zabriska, this is Mr. Dis?-

,Ut

in the unreasonable, of gay defiance 
to the limits of the possible.

“Oh, yes, you tiresome old Blent!” 
cried Cecily, shaking her fair hair to
ward the open window. “How could 
a girl think she was going to live on 
river scenes and bric-a-brack?” She 
laughed in airy scorn, 
grow more amusing if I’m to come 
back to you!" she threatened.

River scenes and bric-arbrac! Mina 
waa surprised that Blent did not on the 
instant punish the blasphemy by a re
vengeful earthquake or an overwhelm- 
in flood. Cecily caught her by the arm, 
a burlesque apprehension screwing her 
face up Into a fantastically ugly mask.

"It was the Gainsborough in me!" 
she wispered, “Gainsborough can live 
on curios! But I can’t, Mina, I can’t. 
I’m a Tristram, not a Gainsborough. 
No more could Harry in the end, no 
more could Harry!”

Mina was panting; she had danced 
and she was wondered; she was on the 
tip of the excitement with which Ce
cily had infected her.

“But what are we going to do?" she 
cried in a last protest of common- 
sense.

“Oh, I don’t know, but something— 
something—something," was the not 
very common-sense answer she re
ceived.

It was not the motnent for com
mon-sense. Mina scorned the thing 
ad flung it from her. She would have 
none of it—she who stood between 
beautiful Addie there on the wall and 
laughing Cecily here in the window, 
feeling by a strange and welcome il
lusion that though there were two visi
ble shapes, there was but one heart, 
one spirit in the two. Almost it seemed 
as though Addie had risen to life again, 
once more to charm and to defy the 
world. An inexplicable impulse made 
her exclaim:

“Were you like this before you 
to Blent?"

"You must

came

A sudden quiet fell on Cecily. She 
pused before she answered :

‘‘No, not till I came to Blent." With 
a laugh she fell on her knees. "Please 
forgive me what I said about the river 

the bric-a-brac, dear darlingand 
Blent!”

CHAPTER XVIII. 
Conspirators and a Crux.

Lord Southend was devoted to his 
wife—a state of feeling natural often? 
creditable always. Yet the reason peo
ple gave for it—and gave with somey 
thing like an explicit sanction from 
him—was not a very exalted one. Su
sanna made him so exceedingly com
fortable. She was born to manage' a 
hotel and cause it to pay fifteen per 
cent. Being a person—not of social im
portance, nothing could make her that 
—but of social rank, she was forced to 
restrict her genius to a couple of pri
vate houses. The result was like the 
light of the lamps in the heroine’s 
boudoir, a soft brilliancy; in whose 
glarfior Susanna’s plain face and limit
ed intellectual interests were lost to 
view. She was also a particularly good 
woman; but her 
than to talk

Behold him after the most perfect of 
lunches, his arm-chair in exactly the 
right spot, his pafiers by him, his ci
gars to his hand (even these Susanna 
understood), a sense of peace in his 
heart, and 
wonder than anybody wag discon
tented with the world. In this 
dition he intended to spend at least a 
couple of hours; after which Susanna 
would drive him gently once round the 
park, take him to the House of Lords, 
wait twenty minutes, and then land 
him at -the Imperium. He lit a cigar 
and took up the Economist; it was not 
the moment for anything exciting.

"A lady to see you, my Lord—on im
portant business."

Excessive comfort Ms

nd knew better
but tha

in his head a mild

con-

enervating. 
After a brief and futile resistance he 
found Mina Zabriska in the room, and 
himself regarding her with mingled 
consternation and amusement. Relicts 
of excitement bung about the Imp, but 
they were convérted to business 
poses. She

pur-
came as an agent. The 

name of her principal awoke South
end’s immediate interest.

"She’s come up to London?” he ex
claimed. '

"Yes, both of us. We’re at their old 
home."

Southend discovered his pince-nez 
and studied' her thin mobile little face.

“And what have you come up for?" ' 
he asked sifter a pause.

Mina shrugged her shoulders. "Just 
to see what’s going on," she said "I 
dare say you wonder what I’ve got to 
do with It?” His manner seemed to 
sent, and she indicated her 
briefly.

"Oh, that’s it, is it? You knew the 
late Lady Tristram. And you knew 
----- ’’ Again he regarded her thought
fully. "I^hope Lady Tristram—the 
one—is well?"

There was a sound of a whispered 
consultation outside the door; it drew 
.Mina's eyes in that direction.

“That's all Tlgrht,'' he snilled. “It’s 
only ray wife scolding the butlir for 
having let you in. This is ray time for 
rest."

as-
position

new

“Rest!" exclaimed Mina rather 
fully. ''You wrote to Cecily--as if 
could do something."

"Thit was rash of

scorn-
you

nie. What do'you 
want done? I've heard about you from 
Ivor, you know."

“Oh, the I vers have nothing to do 
with this. It's Just between Cecily and 
Mr. Tristram.” ■

“And you and me, apparently." 
“What was your idoa when you 

wrote? I made Cecily let me come and 
see you because tv sounded as if you 
had an idea." If he had no idea it 
was clear that contempt awaited mm.

“I wanted to>>e friendly. But as for 
doing anything—well, that hardly de- 
pends on me.”

“But things can’t go as they a^e, 
know," she said bmsquely. -

you

“Unhappily, as I understand the 
law----- ”

"Oh, I understand the law too—and 
very silly it is. I suppose it can't be 
changed?"

"Good gracious, my dear Madame Zo- 
briska! Changed!” And on this point
too! Nolnmus leges Angliae-----
Just stopped himself from the quota
tion

He

“What are Acts of Pariiamcift for?" 
Mina demanded.

“Absolutely out of the question." he 
laughed. "Even if everybody consent
ed, absolutely."

“And Harry Tristram wouldn't con
sent, you mean?”

"Well, could any man?"
Mina looked round the room with a 

discontented air; there is such a la- 
<neiitabie gulf between feeling that
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