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staircase that rose from the middle of it, a.id then along a 
corridor. The polished oak gleamed here and there as they 
passed a candle in brackets on the wall, and was slippery under 
her unaccustomed feet. The whole house was very still—still, 
cool, and very peaceful.

Cautiously he opened a door and beckoned her to follow 
him. Lights were burning in the room. Lady Tristram lay 
sleeping ; her hair, still fair and golden, spread over the pillow ; 
her face was calm and unlined ; she seemed a young and 
beautiful girl wasted by a fever. But the fever was the fever 
of life as well as of disease. Thus Mina saw again the lady 
she had seen at Heidelberg.

“ She won’t wake—she’s had her sleeping draught,” he said ; 
and Mina took him to mean that she might linger a moment 
more. She cast her eyes round the room. Over the fireplace, 
facing the bed, was a full-length portrait of a girl. She was 
dressed all in red ; the glory of her white neck, her brilliant 
hair, and her blue eyes rose out of the scarlet setting. This 
was Addie Tristram in her prime; as she was when she fled 
with Randolph Edge, as she was when she cried in the little 
room at Heidelberg, “ Think of the difference it makes, the 
enormous difference ! ”

“My mother likes to have that picture there," Harry 
explained.

The sleeping woman stirred faintly. In obedience to a look 
from Harry, Mina followed him from the room, and they 
passed down stairs and through the hall together in silence. 
He came with her as far as the bridge. There he paused. 
The scene they had left had apparently stirred no new emotion 
in him ; it had left Mina Zabriska trembling and moved to 
the heart.

“Now you’ve seen her—and before that you’d seen me. 
And perhaps now you’ll understand that we’re the Tristrams of 
Blent, and that we live and die that.” His voice grew a little 
louder. “ And your nonsense ! ” he exclaimed. “ It’s all a lie. 
But if it was true ? It’s the blood, isn’t it, not the law, that


