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“TRISTRAM OF BLENT”’

CHAPTER IX.—(Continued).

“I can’t help it if you insist on mis-
understanding me, uncle; and, anyhow,
I suppose I can change my mind if I
like, can’t I?”

“No,” he declared, “it's not fair to
me. I can’t make you out at all
You’re not in love wiht Harry Tris-
tram,; are you?”

“With that boy?”’ asked Mina,
tempting to be superb.

“That’s woman’s old nonsense,”
served Duplay, twirling his mustache
knowingly. “They often fall in love
with young men and always try to pass
it off by calling them boys.”

“Of course I haven't your experience,
uncle,” she rejoined, passing into the
sarcastic vein.

“And if you are,” he went on, revert-
ing to the special case, “I don’'t se why
you make his pa.th smooth to Janis
Iver.” -

““Some people are capable of self-sac-
rifice in their love.”

“Yes, but I shouldn’t think you’d oe
one of them,” said the Major rather
rudely. He looked at her curiously.
Her interest in Harry was unmistak-
able, her championship of him had be-
come thorough-geing, flerce, and (to the
Major's mind) utterly unscrupulous.
Was he faced with a situation so start-
lingly changed? Did his niece object
to turning Harry off his throne be-
cause she harbored a hope of sharing
it with him? If that were so, and if
the hope had any chance of -becoming a
reality, Duplay would have to reconsid-
er his game. But what chance of suc-
cess could there be? She would (he put
it bluntly in his thoughts) only be mak-
ing a fool of herself.

The Imp screwed up her little lean
face into a grimace which served ef-
fectually to cover any sign of her real
feelings. She neither admitted nor de-
nied the charge levied against her. She
was bewlldering her wuncle, and she
found,,as usual, a genuine pleasure in
the pursuit. If she were also bewilder-
ing herself a little with her constant
thoughts of Harry Tristram and her
ardent championship of his cause, well,
in the country there is such a thing as
being too peaceful, and up to the pres-
ent time the confusion of feeling had
been rather pleasant than psainful.

“I don’t really know what I feel,” zhe
remarked the next moment. “But you
can read women, uncle, you've often
said so, and I dare say you really know
more about what I feel than I do my-
self.” A grossness of innocence was
her new assumption. ‘Now judging
from what I do and loock—that's the
way to judge, isn’t it, not from what I
say?—what do you think my real in-
most feelings are about Mr. Thistram?”

If the Major had been asked what his
real inmost feelings about his nilece
were at the moment, he would have
been at some difficulty to express them
decorously. She was back at fifteen—a
particularly exasperating child of fif-
teen. Her great eyes, ‘'with their mock
gravity, were fixed on his irritated face.
He would have agreed absolutely with
Mr. Cholderton’s estimate of the evil
in her, and of its proper remedy.

Wherein Duplay was derided his
niece made very plain to him; whereia
his words had any effect was studious-
ly concealed. Yet she repeated the
words when he had, with a marked fail-
ure 7! temper, gone his way and slam-
med the door behind him. “In lave
with Harry Tristram!” Mina found the
idea at once explanatory and pictur-
esque. Why otherwise was she his
champion? She paused (as they say)
for a reply. How better could she draw
to herself a part and a share in the
undoubtedly romantic situation 1n
which she grouped the facts of the
case? By being in love with Harry she
became part of the drama; and she
complicated the drama most delightful-
ly. Janie knew nothing—she knew ev-
erything. Janie hesitated—what if she
did not hesitate? A big role opened be-
fore her eyes. What if it were very un-
likely that Harry would reciprocate her
proposed feelings? The Imp hesitated
between a natural vexation and an ar-
tistic pleasure. Such a failure on his
part would wound the woman, but it
would add pathos to the play. She be-
came almost sure that she ocould love
Harry; she remained uncertain whether
he would return the compliment. And,
after all, to be Lady Tristram of Blent!
That was attractive. Or (in case Harry
suffered defeat) to be Lady Tristram of
Blent in the sight of heaven (a polite
and time-honored way of describing an
arrangement not recognized on earth,
and quite adaptable to the present cir-
cumstances); that had a hardly less al-
luring, and at least g rarer, flavor. The
Imp looked down on Blent with an ac-
cess of interest. Monsieur Zabriska had
left her with unexhausted reserves of
feeling. Moreover she could not be
expbeted to help her uncle if she were
seriously attached to Harry. The moral
of all this for the Major was that it is
unwise to suggest courses of action un-
less ‘you are willing to see them car-
ried out, or channels of emotion unless
vou are prepared to find them filled.

“Some people are capable of self-sac-
rifico in their love.” That would mean
being his champion still, and letting
him marry Janie Iver. She did not ob-
ject much to her own part, but she ca-
villed suddenly at Janie's — or at
Harry’s relation to Janie. Would it b2
better to share adversity with hin?
Perhaps. But, after all, she did not
fancy him in adversity. The third
course recommended itself—victory Ior
him, but not Janie. Who then?

At this point Mina became sensible
of no more than the vaguest visions,
not at all convincing even to herself,
By a sad deficiency of imagination, she
could give no definiteness to a piclure
of Harry Tristram making love. He
had never, to her mind, looked like it
with Janie Iver, éven while he nad pur-
ported to be doing it. He never looked
like it at all, not even as though he
could do it. Stay, though! That new
way of his, which she had marked
when he came up the hill to thank her
for the flowers, was an exception. But
the new way had been for his mother’'s
sake. Now a man cannot be in love
with his mother. The question grew
more puszzling, more annoying, more
engrossing still.

While full of these problems, refus-
ing indeed to be anything else, Mina
was surprised by a visit from Miss
Swinkerton, who sought a subscription
tor t.he scheme of which an lnadequate
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account has already been given. Mias
Swinkerton (for some reason she was
generally known as Miss S., a vuigar
style of description possessing Som-~-
times an inexplicable appropriateness)
was fifty-five, tall and bony, tue
daughter of a Rear-Admiral, the sister
of an Archdeacon. She lived for good
works and by gossip. Mina’'s sovereign
(foreigners will not grasp the cheap
additional handsomeness of a guinea)
duly disbursed, conversation became
general—that is to say, they talked
about their neighbors.

“A hard young man,” said bilss S.
(Why be more genteel than her
friends?) “And if Janie Iver thinks
he’s in love with her—"

“What do you mean by being in love,
Miss Swinkerton?”

Mjss Swinkerton had always been
rather surprised, not to say hurt, when
the Catechism asked for an explanation
of what she meant by the Lord's Pray-
er. This question of Mina’'s was still
more uncalled for.

“You know enough English,
dear——""

“It's not a question of English,” in-
terrupted Mina, “but of human nature,
Miss Swinkerton.””

“When I was a girl there were no
such questions.”

“What about Lady Tristram, then®"

There was flattery in this, ten or fif-
teen years of flattery. Miss S. was un-
moved.

“I am happy to say that Lady Tris-
tram never called at Seaview.” Miss
S.’s house was called Seaview — Sea-
Backview would have been a more pre-
cise description.

“I’call him in love with Janie Iver.
He must want to marry her or—"

“They do say that money isn’t very
plentiful at Blent. And there’ll be the
death duties, you know.”

“What, are they?” asked Mina.

“Like stamps,” explained Miss S..
vaguely. “For my. part, I think it's
lucky he is what he is. There's been
enovgh of falling in love in the Tris-
tram family. If you ask me who is in
love with ner, of course it’'s poor young
Broadley. Well, you know that, as you
are always driving up to Mingham with
her.”

“We’'ve only been three or four times,
Miss Swinkerton.”

“Six, I was told,” observed Miss S.,
with an air of preferred accuracy. “Oh,
I should be very pleased to see him
married to Janie—Mr, Tristram, I meen
of course—but she musn’t expect too
much, my dear. Where's your uncle?”

“At Fairholme, I expect,” answered
the Imp demurely. - As a matter of fact
the Major had gone to Exeter on a
business errand. 3 £

‘“Fairholme?” Miss S.’s air was. sig-
nificant, Mina’s falsehood rewarded.
Mina threw out a smile; her yisitor's
pursed lips responded to .it.

“He goes there a lot,” pursued Mina.
“to play golf with Mr. Iver.”

‘S0 “I've heard.” - Her tome put the
report,in its proper place. To play.gulf
indeed!

“I“think Janie's ra.ther fond of Mr.
Tristram, anyhow.” This was simply
a feler on Mina’'s part. -

‘“Well, my dear, the position! Blent's
beer under a cloud — though people
don’t seem to. mind that muda now-a-
da,s, to be sure. But the pew Lady
Tristram! They’ve always been the
heads of the neighborhood. She’ll have
him, no doubt, but as for being in love
with him—well, could you, Madame Za-
briska ?””

“Yes,” said the Imp, without the least
hesitation. ‘“I think he’s most attrac-
tive—mysterious, you know. I'm quile
taken with him.”

‘““He always looks at me as if I want-
ed to pick his pocket.”

“Well, you generally do—for your
charities.” The laugh was confined to
Mina herself. “But I know the manner
you mean.” .

‘Poor young man' I’'m told he’s very
sensitive about his mother. That’s. it
perhaps.” The guess was at all events
as near as gossip generally gets to
truth. - “It would make him a very un-
comfortable sort of husband though,
even if one didn’t mind having that
kind of story in the family.”

‘With a flash of surprise — réally she
had not been thinking about herself, in
spite of her little attempts to mystify
Miss S.—Mina caught that lady indulg-
ing in a very intent scrutiny of her,
which gave an obvious point to har
last words and paved the way (as it
appeared in a moment) for a direct ap-
proach to the principal object of Miss
S.’s visit. That this object did not
come to the front till Miss S. was on
her feet to go was quite characteristic.

“I'm really glad, my dear,” she ob-
served, hanging her silk bag on her
arm, “to have had this talk with you.
They do say such things, and now I
shall be able to contradict them on the
best authority.”

“What do they say?”

“Well, I never repeat things; still I
think, perhaps you’'ve a right to know.
They do say that you're more interest-
ed in Harry Tristram than a mere
neighbor would be, and—well, really, I
don’t quite know how to put it.”

“Oh, I do!” eried Mina, delightedly
hitting the mark. ‘“That uncle and I
are working together, I suppose?”

“I don’t listen to such gossip, but it
comes ta my ears,” Miss S. admitted.

‘“What diplomatists we are!” sald
the Imp. “I didn’t know we were $0
clever. But why do I take Janie to
Mingham?”

“They say that Bob Broadley’s no
real danger, and if it should disgust
Harry Tristram——"

“I am clever! Dear Miss Swinkerton,
I never thought of anything half so
good. TI’ll tell uncle about it directly.”

Miss S. looked at her suspiciously.
The innocence seemed very much over-
done,

“I knew you’d laugh at it,” she ob-
served,

“I should do that even if it was true,”
sald Mina, thoroughly enjoying
self.

Miss S. took her leave, quite undecid-
ed whether to announce on the best au-
thority that the idea was true, or that
it was quite unfounded. One thing only
was certain; whatever she decided io
say, she would say on the best author-
ity. If it turned out incorrect in the
end, Miss 8. would take credit for an
impenetrable discretion and an un-
swerving loyalty to the friends who
had given her their confidence.

Mina Was left :varmﬂnt, Miss -S.
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chimed in with the Major; the neigh-
borhood too seemed in the same tuns2,
She could laugh at the ingenuities at-
tributed to her, yet the notions which
had given them birth found, as she per-
ceived more and mofe clearly, a war-
rant in her feelings, if not in her con-
duct. Look at it how she would, she
was wrapped up in Harry Tristram;
she spent her days watching his for-
tunes, any wakeful hour of the night
found her occupied in thinking of him.
Was she a traitor to her friend Janie
Iver? Was that treachéry bringing
her back, by a roundabout way, to a
new alliance with her uncle? Did it
igvolve treason to Harry himself? For
certainly it was hard to go on helping
him toward a marriage with Janie
Iver.

“But I will all the same if he wants
it,” she exclaimed. as she paced about
on the terrace, glancing now and then
down at Blent. And again she stood
aghast at the thorough-going devotion
which such an attitude as that Im-
plied. “If only I could keep out of
things!"” she murmured. “But I never
can.”

Major Duplay drove up the hill in a
Blentmouth station fly; he had met
the doctor on the road, and the news
was that.in all probability Lady Tris-
tram would not live out the night. The
tidings gained added solemnity from
Duplay’s delivery of them, even though
a larger share of his impressiveness
was directed to the influence the event
might have on his fortunes than to the
event itself.

“Then we shall  see,
the tilte, I suppose. That’s no affair of
mine. And then he'll go to Fairholme.
That is.” He turned suddenly, almost
threateningly, upon her. “I hope you've
come to your senses, Mina,” said he.
“You'll have to speak, you know. If
I can’t make you, Iver will.” He paus-
ed and laughed. “But vyou'll speak
fast enough when you find yourself in
the lawyer’s office.”

Mina refused to be frightened by the
threatened terrors of the law.

“Who’s going tot take me toa law-
yer’s office?” she demanded.

“Why, Iver will, of course” He
showed contemptuous surprise. “Oh,
you’ve gone too far to think you can
get out of it now.”

She studied him attentively for a
moment or two. The result was reas-
suring; his blustering manner hid, she
believed, a sinking heatt.

‘“You can’t frighten me, uncle. T've
made up my mind what to do, and I
shall do it.”

She was not afraid of him now. She
was wondering how she had come to
be bullied into telling her secret at all,
looking back with surprise to that
scene in the library when, with sullen
obedience ‘and  childish fear, she had
ob2yed his commands to speak. Why
was it all different now? Why was
his attempt tot take the same line
with her not only a failure, but a
ridiculous effort? She knew the angry
answer he would give. Céuld she give
any other answer herself?” A new in-
fluence had come into her life. She had
not ceased to be afraid, but she was
afraid of somebody else. * A domination
was over her still, but it was no long-
er his. Like some turbulent little cry
of old Greece, she had made her revo-
lution;; the end had been to saddle her
with a new tyrant. There seemed no
more use in denying it; the Major said
it, Miss 8. said@ it, the neighborhood
was all agreed. What she héerself was
most conscious of, and most oppressed
by, was a sense.-of audacity. How
dared she devote herself to Harry
Tristram? He had asked nothing of
her. She had volunteered for his ser-
vice. It was indeed “women’s uon-
sense” when she spoke of him as “That
Boy.”

Duplay turned away from her, dis-
heartened and disgusted. Things look-
ed well for the enemy. He was alone
with his unsupported story of a con-
versation which Mina would not repeat,
with his empty purse which could sup-
ply no means of proving what he said.
He ran the risk of losing what chance
he had of Janie Iver’s favor, and he
was in sore peril of coming off second-
best again in his wrestling-bout with
Harry Tristram. The Man in Posses-
sion was strong. The perils that had
seemed so threatening were passing
away. ‘Mina was devoted; Neeld would
be silent. Who would there be who
could effectively contest his clalm, or
oust him from his place? Thus se-
cure, he would hardly need the check
always by him. Yet he was a cautious
wary young man. There is little doubt
that he would still like to have the
check by him, .and that he would take
the only means of getting it.

Now that the moment had come for
which all his life had been a prepara-
tion, Harry Tristram had little reason
to be afraid. =

He’ll assume

CHAPTER X.
Behold the Heir!

Addie Tristram died with all her old
uncommonness. Death was to her an
end more fully than it is to most; had
she been herself responsible for it, she
could hardly have thought luss ef any
possible consequences. And it was to
her such- a beginning as it can seldom
seem. She had been living in antici-
pation of dying, but in a sense utterly
remote from that contemplation of
their latter end which is enjoined on
the pious. So that, together with an
asquiescence so complete as almost to
Justify her son in ocalling it joyful,
there was an.expectation, nearly an ex-
citement—save that the tired bndy
failed to second the mind. She might
have shown remorse, both for her own
acts and for the position in which she
was leaving Harry; she fell in with the
view he had always maintained with
her, that all these things had coine
about somehow, had produced a certain
state of affairs, and must be made to
seem as if they had done nothing of the
sort. During the last day or two sne
was delirious at intervals; as a pre-
caution Harry was with her then, in-
stead of the nurse. The mecasure was
superfluous; there was nothing on
Lady Tristram’s mind, and when she
spoke unconsciously,' she spoke of
trifles. The few final hours found her
conscious and intelligent, although very
weak. Just at the end a curious idea
got hold of her.
tregsed that the Gainsboroughs were
not there; she whispered her feeling to
Harry apologetically, well remember-
ing his objection to that branch of the
family, and his disinclination to have
tham or any of them at Blent.
“Cecily -ought tot be here,” she mur-
mured. Harry started a little; he was
not accustomed in his own mind to
concede Ceclly any rights. His moth-

er'’s fear of.ol & him by the—su(

She was a little dis- |\

gestion was very obvious. ‘‘She’d-come
after you, you see, if—"" she said once |
or twice. There did not pass between
them a word of acknowledgement that
Cerily ought tot come before them. Yet
he was left wondefing whether that
idea, so scorned before, had not won
its way to her - with some sudden
strength— as though an instinct for
the'true heir made itself felt in spite
of all her resolution and all her preju-
dices, and forced her to do something
toward recognizing the claims which
they were both determined to thwart.

The barest hint of this kind wovld
have raised Harry's suspicions and an-
ger a few weeks before: the new mood
which Mina Zabriska had marked in
him made him take it quitely now, and
even affectionately. For this Addie
Tristram was grateful; she had always
the rare grace of seeming surprised at
her own power over men. It was no
less in keeping with her character and
her life that the feeling she suffercd
under, and manifested, was very easily
appeased. Harry promised to ask the
Gainsboroughs to her funeral. Addie
Tristram’s conscientious scruples were
entirely laid to rest; with a sigh of
peace she settled herself to die, It was
the feudal feeling, Harry decided,
which insisted that the family must not
be ignored; it did not deny their hum-
ble position, or the gulf that separated
them from the succession. Yet he was
vaguely vexed, even while he agreed to
what she wanted.

So she passed away in the full tide
of the darkness of night. The doctor
had left her some -hours before, the
nurse had been sent to bed, for there
was nothing that could be done. Harry
was alone with her; he kissed her when
she was dead, and stood many minutes
by her, looking from her to the picture
of her that hung on the wall. A strange
loneliness was on him, a ioneliness
which there seemed nobody to solace.
He had said that Blent would not be
much without his mother. That was
not quite right; it was much, but differ-
ent. She had carried away with her
the atmosphere of the place, the es-
sence of the life that she had lived
there with her. Who would make that
the same to him -again? ‘Suddenly he
recollected that in' four days he was
to ask Janie Iver for her answer. Say
a week now, for the funeral would en-
force or excuse so much postponement.
Janie Iver would not give him back the
life or the atmosphere. A description
of how he felt, had it ‘been related to
him a year ago, would have appeared
an’ absurdity. Yet theése crowding un-
expected thoughts made not a hair’s
breadth of difference in what he pur-
posed. It was only that he became
aware of an irreparable change of
seene; there was to be no change in his
action. He was Tristram of Blent now
—that he must and would remain. But
it was not the same Blent, and did not
scem as though it could be again. So
much of the poetry had gone out of it
with Addie Tgistram.

After he had left her room, he walked
tbrough the house. carrying a shaded
canrdle in his hand along the dark corri-
dors of shining oak. He bent his steps
toward the long gallery which filled all
the upper floor of the left wing. Here
were the Valhalla and - the treasure-
house of the Tristrams, the pictures of
amestors, the cases of precious things
which the ancestors had amassed. At
the end of this gallery Addie Tristram
had used to sit when she was well, in
a large high-backed arm-chair by the
big window that comwmanded the gar-
dens and the river. He flung the win-
dow open and stood looking out. The
wind swished in the trees and the Blent
washed along leisurely. A beautiful
stillness was about him. It was as
though she were by his side, her fair
head resting’against the old brocade
cover of the arm-chair, her eyes wan-
dering in delightful employment round
the room she had loved so well. Who
should sit there next? As he looked
now at the roem, now out into the
night, his eyes filled suddenly with
tears; the love of the place came back
to him, his pride in it lived again, he
would keep it not only because it was
his but because it had been hers before
him. His blood spoke strong in him.
Suddenly he smiled. It was at the
thought that all this belonged in law to
Miss Cecily Gainsborough—the house,
the gallery, the pictures, the treasures,
the very chair where Addie Tristram
had used to sit. Every stick and stone
about the place was Cecily Gains-
borough’s, aye, and the bed of the
Blent from shore to shore. He had no-
thing at all—according to law.

Well, tha law must have some honor,
some recognition, at all events. The
Gainsboroughs should, as he had prom-
ised, be asked to the funeral. They
should be invited with all honor and
most formally, in the name of Tristram
of Blent — which, by the by, was, ac-
cording to law, also Miss Cecily Gains-
borough’s. Harry had no name accord-
ing to law; no more than he had houses
or pictures or treasures, any stick or
stone, or - the ‘smallest heritage in the
bed of the Blent. He had been so to the
mistress of it all; she was gone and he
was nobody—according to law. It was,
after all, a reasonable concession that
his. mother had urged on him; the!
Gainsboroughs ought to be asked to the
funeral. The last of his vexation on

+this score died away into a sense of

grim amusement at Addie Tristram's
wish and his own appreciation of it. He
had no sense of danger; Tristram had
succeeded to Tristram; all was well.

Little inclined to sleep, he went down
into the garden presently, lit a cigar,
and strolled on to the bridge. The night
he~ grown clearer and some stars
sh” ved in the sky; it was nearly one
o’clock. He had stood where he was
only a few moments when to his sur-
prise he heard the sound of a horse's
hoofs on the road from Blentmouth,
Thinking the doctor, who often did his
rounds in the saddle, might have re-
turned, he crossed the bridge, K opened
the gate, and stood on the high road.
The rider came up in a few minutes and
drew reim. at the sight of his figure,
but, as Harry did not move, made as
though he would ride on again with no
more than the customary country sa-
lute of “Good-night.”

‘“Who is it?’ asked Harry,
through the darkness.

‘“Me—Bob Broadley,” was the answer.

“You're ldate.”

“I've been at the club at Blentmouth.
The Cricket Club’s annual dinner, you
know.”

“Ah, I forgot.”

Bob, came to a standstill, was taking
the opportunity of lighting his pipe.
This done, hte looked up at the house
and back to Harry rather timidly.

“Lady Tristram ?” he began.

; "Mz mgther hag beep dead samething

peering

above an hour,” said Harry.

After a moment Bob dismounted and
threw his reins over the gatepest,

“I'm sorry, Tristram,” he said, hold-
ing out his hand. “Lady Tristram was
always very kind to me. Indeed she
was that to everybody.” He paused a
moment and then went on slowly. “It
must seem strange to you. Why, I re-
member when my father died I felt—
besides the sorrow, you know—sort of
lost at coming into my bit of land at
Mingham. But you—" Harry could
see his head turn as he looked over the
demesne of Blent and struggled to give
some expression to the thoughts which
his companion s position suggested. The
circimstances of this meeting made for
sincerity and openness; they were al-
ways Bob’s characteristics. Harry too
was in such a mood that he liked Bob
to stay and talk a little.

They fell into talk with more ease
and naturaliness than they had recent-
ly achieved together, getting back to
the friendliness of boyhood, although
Bob still spoke as to one greater than
himself and infused a little deference
into his manner. But they came to no-
thing intimate till Bob had declared
that he must be on his way and was
about to mount his horse.

“As soon as I begin to have people
here, I hope you’ll come often,” said
Harry, cordially. ‘“Naturally we shall
be a little more lively than we've been
able to be of late, and I shall hope to
see all my friends.”

He did not instantly understand the
hesitation in Bob’s manner as he an-
swered, ‘“You're .very kind. I—I shall
like to come.”

“Blent must do its duty,” Harry pur-
sued.

Bob turned back % him,
horse again. “Yes, I'll come. I hope I
know how to take a licking, Tris-
tram.” He held out his hand.

“A licking?”’ Both the word and the
gesture seemed to surprise Harry Tris-
tram.

“Oh, you know what I mean. You're
engaged to her, aren’t you? Or as good
-as anyhow? I don’t want to ask ques-
tions—"

“Not even as good as, yet,” answered
Harry slowly.

“Of course you know what I feel
Everybody knows that, though  I've
never talked about it—even to her.”

‘“Why not to her? Isn’'t that rather
unusual in such cases?’ Harry was
smiling now.

“It  would only worry
chance should I have?”’

“Well, I don't know that I’'m humble.
Perhaps I think myself as good a man
as you. But’—he laughed a little—"T'm
Broadley of Mingham, not Tristram of
Blent.”

“I see. That's it?
the Major?”

“I shouldn’t so much mind having a
trun-up with the Major.”

“But Tristram of Blent is—is
much?”

“It's not your fault, you can’t help
it,”” smiled Bob.  “You're born to it
and—" He ended with a shrug.

“You're very fond of her?”’ Harry
asked, frowning a little.

“I've been in love with her all' my
life—ever since they came to Seaview.
Fairholme wasn’t dreamcd of ‘then.”

He spoke of Fairholme with a touch
of bitterness which he hastened to cor-
recet by adding—“Of course I'm glad
of their good luck.”

“You mean, if it were Seaview still
and not Fairholme—?"

“No, I don’t. I've no business to
think anything of the sort. and I don’t
think it,”” Bob interposed quickly. “You
asked me a question and I answered it
I'm not in & position to know anything
about you, and I'm not going to say
anything.”

“A good many reasons enter into a
marriage sometimes,” remarked Harry.

“Yes, with people like you. I know
that.”

His renewed referenvce to Harry's
position * brought another frown to
Harry’s face, but it was the frown of
thoughtfulness, not of anger.

“I can't quarrel with the way of the
world, and I'm sure if it does come off
you’ll be good to her.”

“You think I don’t care about her —
about her herself?"”

“I don’t know, I tell you. I don’t
want to know. I suppose you like her.”

“Yes, I like her.” He took the word
from Bob and made no attempt to
alter or to amplify it.

Bob was mounting now; the hour
was late for him to be abroad and work
waited him in the morning.

“God-night, Tristram,” he said, as he
settled in his saddle.

“Good-night.” And, Bob, if by any
chance it doesn‘t come off with me, you
have that turn-up with the Major!"”

‘““Well, I don’t like the idea of a for-
eign chap coming down and—— But,
mind you, Duplay’s a very superior fel-
low. He knows the deuce of a lot.”

“Thinks he does, anyhow,” said
Harry, smiling again. “Good-night, old
fellow,” he called after Bob in a very
friendly voice as horse and rider disap-
peared up the road.

“I must go to bed, I suppose,” he
‘muttered as he returned to the bridge
and stood leaning on the parapet. He
yvawned, not in weariness, but in a reac-
tion from the excitement of the last
few days. His emotional mood had
passed for the time at all events; it
was suceeded by an apathy that was
dull without being restful. And in its
general effect his interview with Bob
was vaguely vexatious in spite of its
cordial character. It left him with a
notion which he rejected but could not
get rid of—the notion that he was tak-
ing, or (if all were known) would be
though to be taking, an unfair ad-
vantage. Bob had said he was born to
it and that he eould not help it. If
that had indeed been so in the fullest
possible sense, would he have had the
notion that irritated him now? Yes,
he told himself; but the answer did not
quite convince. Still the annoyance
was no more than a restless suggestion
of something no quite satisfactory in
his position, and worth mentioning only
as the first such feeling he had ever
had. It did not trouble him seriously.
He smoked another cigar on the bridge
and then went into the house and to
bed. As he undressed it occurred to
him (and the idea gave him both
plegsure and amusement) that he had
made a sort of alliance with Bob
against Duplay, although it could come
into operation only under circumstan-
ces which were very unlikely to hap-
pen.

The blinds drawn at Blent next morn-
ing told Mina what had happened, and
the hour of eleven found her at a
Committee Meeting at Misg Swinker-
ton’s, which she certainly; wonld not
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have attended otherwise. As it was,
she wanted to talk and to hear, and
the gathering afforded a chance. Mrs.
Iver was there, and Mrs. Trumbler the
vicar’s wife, a meek woman, rather
ousted from her proper position by the
energy of Miss Swinkerton; she was
to manage the Bible-reading depart-
ment, which was not nearly so respon-
sible a task as conducting the savings-
bank, and did not involve anything like
the same amount of supervision of
other people’s affairs. Mrs. Trumbler
felt, however, that on matters of mor-
als she had a claim to speak jure ma-
riti.

“It is so sad!” she murmured. “And
Mr. Trumbler found he could do so
little! He came home quite distress-
ed.”

“I'm told she wasn’'t the least sen-
sible of/her position,” observed Miss S.,
with what looked rather like satisfac-
tion.

“Didn’t she know she was dying?”
asked Mina, who had establishzd her
footing by a hypocritical show of in-
terest in the cottage-gardens.

“Oh, yes, she knew she was dyviag,
my dear,” said Miss S. What poor
Lady Tristram might have known, but
apparently had not, was left to an
obvious inference.

“She was very kind,” remarked Mrs.
Iver. ‘“’Not exactly actively, you know,
but if you happened to come acress
her.” She rose as she spoke and bade
Miss S. farewell.
try to detain her, and the moment
the door had closed behind her re-
marked:

“Of course Mrs. Iver feels in a deli-
cale position and can’t say anything
about Lady Tristram; but from what
I hear she never realized the peculiar-
ity of her position. No. (this to Mrs.
Trumbler), I mean in the neighbor-
hood, Mrs. Trumbler. And the young
man is just the same. But I should
have liked to hear that Mr. Trumbier
thought it came home to her at the
last.”

Mr. Trunibler’s wife shook her head
gently.

““Well, now we shall see. I suppose,”’
Miss S. pursued. “The engagement is
to be made public directly after the
funeral.”

Mina almost started at this authori-
tative announcement.

“And I suppose they’ll be marrted as
soon as they decently can. I'm, glad
for Janie Iver’s sake—not that I like
him, the little I"ve seen of him."”

“We never see him,” said Mrs. Trum-
bler.

“Not at church, anyhow,”’ added Miss
S. incisively. “‘Perhaps he'li remem-
ber what's due to his position now.”

“Are you sure they're engaged?”
asked Mina.

Miss S. looked at her with a smilé.
“Certain, my dear.”

“How?” asked Mina. Mrs. Trumbler
stared at her in surprised rebuke.

‘“When I make a mistake, it will be
time to ask questions,” observed Nilss
8. with dignity. “For the present you
may take what I say. I ¢an wait to
be proved right, Madame Zabriska.”

“I've no doubt you’re right; only I
thought Janie would have toid me,”
said Mina: she had no wish to quarrel
with Miss S.

“Janie Iver’'s very  secretive, my
dear.. She always was, I usel to talk
to Mrs. Iver about it when she was a
little girl. And in your case——" Miss
S.’s smile could only refer to the cir-
cumstances that Mina was Major Du-
play’s nlece; the Major’s manoeuvres
had not escaped Miss S.'s eye. “Of
course the funeral will be very quiet,”
Miss S. continued. “That avoidg so
many difficulties. The people who
would come and .the people who
wouldn’t—and all that, you know.”

“There are always so many questions
about funerals,” sighed Mrs. Trumbler.

“I hate funerals,” said Mina. “I'm
going to be cremated.”

“That may be very vell abroad, my
dear,” said Miss S. tolersntly “but
you couldn’t here. The question is,
will Janie Iver go—and if ste does,
where will she walk?”

“Oh, I should hardly tirnk she’d ge,
if it’s not announced, you know.,” said
Mrs. frumbler.

“It's sometimes dGone, and i'm teld
she would walk just behind the fain-
ily.”

Mina left the two ladies debating
this point of etiquette, Miss S. showing
some deference to Mrs. Trumbler's ex-
perience in this particular department,
but professing to be fortified in her
own view by the opinion of an under-
taker with a wide connection. She re-
flected, as she got into herspony car-
riage, that it is impossible even to die
without affording a good deal of pleas-
ure to other people—surely a fortun-
ate feature of the world!

On her way home she stopped to
leave cards at Blent, and was not sur-
prised when Harry Tristram came out
of his study; having seen her through
the window, and greeted her.

‘“Send your trap home and walk up
the hill with me,” he suggested, and
she fell in with his wish very readily.
They crossed the foot-bridge together.

“I've just been writing to ask my re-
lations to the funeral,” he said. “At
my mother’s wish, not mine. Only two
of them—and I never saw them in my
life.”

“I shouldn’t think you'd
your relations much.”

“No. But Cecily Gainsborough ought
to came, I suppose. She’s my heir.”

Mina turned to him with a gesture
of interest or surprise.

“Your heir?” she said.
orage

“I mean that if I died without having
any children, she’d succeed me. She’d
be Lady Tristram in her own right, as
my mother was.”” He faced round and
looked at Blent. *‘She’s never been to
the place or seen it yet,” he added.

“How intensely interested she’'ll be!”

“I don’t see why she should,” said
Harry rather crossly. “I't a great bore
having her hers -+ all. and if I'm bare-
ly civil to her that’s all I shall manage.
They won’t stay more than a few days,
I suppose.” After a second he went on:
‘““‘Her mother wouldn’t know my mother,
though after her death the father
wanted to be reconciled.”

“Is that why you dislike them so?”’

“How do yvou know I dislike them?"
he asked, seeming surprised.

“It’s pretty evident. isn't it? Angd it
would be a good reason for disliking the
mother anyhow.”

“But not the daughter?”

“No, and you seem to dislike
daughter too—which isn't fair.” i

“Oh, I take the family in the lump.
And I don't know thabt what we've been
talking of has anything to do with it.”

He did not seem inclined to talk more
about the Gainsboroughs, though his
frown told her, that something distaste~
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ful was still in his thoughts. What he
had said was enough to rouse in her a
great interest and curlosity about this
girl who was his heir. Questions and
rights attracted her mind very little ti¢
they came to mean people; then she
was keen on the track of the hums=n
side of the matter. The girl whom he
chose to call his heir was really ths
owner of Blent!

““Are you going to ask us to the funer-
al?” she said.

“I'm not going to ask anybody. Th
churchyard is free; they can come
they like.”

“l shall come.
coming?”’

“Oh, no.” He was undisguisedly in-
different and almost bored.

“And then I shall see Cecily Gainsz-
borough.”

‘““Have a good look at her. You'll nnt
have another chance—at Blent am now,
She’ll never come here again.’

She looked at him in wonder, in a sor:
of fear.

“How hard you are sometimes,” sha
said. “The poor girl’s done nothing t»
you.”

He shook his head impatiently ar4
came to a stand on the road.

“You're going back? Good-by, Lord
Tristram,”

“I'm not called that till after the fu-
neral,” he told her, looking as suspic!-
ous as he had in the earliest days of
their acquaintance,

“And will you let me go on living at

Merrion—or coming every summer any-
how?”’

Shall you dislike my

“Do- you think of coming again?"

“I want to,” she answered with soms
nervousness in her manner.

“And Major Duplay?”
slightly.

“I don’t know whether he
wanl. Should you object?”

““Oh, no,” said Harry, again with the
weary indifference that seemed to have
fastened on him now.

“I've been gossiping,” she said, “with
Mrs. Trumbler and Miss Swinkerton.”

“Good Lord!”

“Miss Swinkerton says your engage-
ment to Janie will be announced direct-
ly after the funeral.”

“And Major Duplay says that direct-
ly iU’s announced——!”

‘“You don’t mean to tell me anything
abont it?”’

“Really, I don’t see why I shouid
Well, if you like—I want to marry he-”

Mina had really known this well for
a long while, yet she did not like tn
hear it. She had been spinning fancics
about the man; what he had in his
mind for himself was very prosaic. At
least it seemed so to her—though she
would have appreciated the dramatic
side of it, had he told her of his idea of
living with the big check by him.

“I can’t help thinking that somehow
you'll do something more exciting than
that.”

“She won’t marry me?” He was not
looking at her, and he spoke rather ab-
sentiy.

“I don't suppose she'll refuse you, but
—no, I've just a feeling. I can’t
plain.”

“A feeling? What feeling?”’ He was
irritable, but his attention was caught
again.

“That something more’s waiting for
you.”

“That it's my business to go on a‘-
fording you amusement perhaps?”

Mina glanced at him; he was smiling;
he had become -good-tempered.

He smiled

would
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“Oh, I dom’t expect you to do it for

that reason, but if you do it—-"

“Do what?” he asked, laughing out-
right.

“I don’t know. But if you do, I shall
be there to see—looking so hard at you,
Mr, Tristram.” She paused, and then
added, ‘I should like Cecily Gains-
borough to come into: it too.”

“Confound  Cecily Gainsborough!
Good-by,” said Harry.

He left with her two main impres-
sions; the first was that he had not the
least love for the girl whom he meant
to marry; the second that he hardly
cared to deny to her that he hated
Cecily Gainsborough because she was
the owner of Blent.

“All the same,” she thought, “I sup-
pose he’ll marry Janie, and I'm certain
he'll keep Blent.” Yet he seemed (o
take no pleasure In his prospects and
Just at this moment not much In his
possessions. Mina was puzzled, but
did not go so far wrong as to conceive
him conscience-stricken. She conclud-
ed that she must walit for light.

CHAPTER XI.
A Phantom by the Pool.

In a quiet street running between the
Fulham and the King’s Road, in a row
of small houses not yet improved ou.
of existence, there was one house small-
est of all, with the smallest front, the
smaliest back, and the smallest garden.
The whole thing was almost impoasibly
small, a peculiarity properly reflected
in the rent which Mr. Gainsboroug’
paid to the Km of Sloyd, Sloyd, and
Gurney for the fag-end of a long leasc
He did some professional work {0
Sloyds from time to time, and th«
member of the firm who had let Mer-
rion Lodge to Mina Zabriska was on
friendly terms with him; so that per-
haps the rent was a little lower still
than it would have been otherwise;
even trifling reductions counted as in.-
portant things in the Gainsborourh
budget. Being thus small, the hous
was naturally full; the three people
who lived there were themselves
enough to account for that. But it was
also unnaturally full by reason of M.
Gainsborough’s habit of acquiring o!!
furniture of no value, and new bric-a
brac whose worth could be express=
only by minus signs. These thing:
flooded floors and walls, and overflowe!!
on to the strip of gravel behind. Fro
time to time many of them disappear-
ed; there were periodical revolts on
Cacily’s part, resulting in clearances
the gaps were soon made good by 2
fresh influx of the absolutely undesir-
able. When Sloyd came he looked roun'
with a professional despair that the
was not a thing in the place whic
would fetch a sovereign! Such is th®
end of seeking beauty on an empf
purse; some find a pathos in it, but it
more generally regarded as a folly
the seeker, a wrong to his dependents
and a nuisance to his friends.

{To be Continued.)
STEAMER LOST.

Launceston, Tasmania, Aug. 15.—Scores
of lives are supposed to have been lost
the wreck early this morning off Strache
of the coasting steamer Kivatini.

The ill-fated vessel carried a large nun
ber of passengers, and, according to Te-
ports received here, many of them went
down .with the shipe _
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