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. “TRISTRAM OF BLENT”’ |

% BY ANTHONY HOPE

CHAPTER III.—(Continued.)

“No good waiting for that,” was hig
conciuston. “Somehow if I marTed and
had children, it would seem to mahe
everything more settled.” His great
pre-occupation was on him again. “We¢
could do with some more money, t00,”
he added, “ and, as I say, I'm inclined
to like the girl.”

“What’s she like?”

“What you can call a fine girl—tall—
well made—"

“She’ll be fat some day, I expect.”

“Straight features, broadish face,
dark, rather heavy brows—you know
the sort of thing.”

“Oh, Harry, I hate all that!”

“I don’t; I rather like it.”” He was
smoking meditatively, and jerked out
what he had to say between the puffs.
“I shouldn’t like to mortgage Blent,
he went on a moment later.

‘“Mortgage Blent? What for?”

He raised a hand to be asked to be
heard out. *“But I should like to fee!
that I could at any moment lay my
hand on a big lump of money—say fifty
or even a hundred thousand pounds. I
should like to be able to pull it out ¢f
my breeches’ pocket and say ‘Take
that and hold your tongue!’” He look-
ed at her to see if she followed what
was in his mind. “I think they’d take
it,”” he ended. I mean if things got
as far as that, you know.”

‘“You mean the Gainsboroughs?”

“Yes. Oh, anybody else would be
cheaper than that. Fifty thousand
would be better than a very doubtful
case. But it would have to be done
directly—before a word was heard
about it. I should like to live with the
check by me.”

He spoke very simply, as another
man might speak of being ready Lo
meet an improvement-rate or an ap-
plication from an impecunious brother.

“Don’t you think it would be a good
precaution? he asked. Whether he
meant the marriage, the check, or the
lady was immaterial; it came to the
same thing.

“It’s all very troublesome,” Lady
Tristram complained. ‘It really half
spoils our lives, doesn’t it, Harry? One
always has to be worrying.”

The smile whose movements had ex-
cited Mina Zabriska's interest made
its appearance on Harry's face. He
had never been annoyed by his mother’s
external attitude toward the result of
her own doings, but he was often
amused at it.

“Why do you smile?” she asked inno-
cently.

“Well, worrying’s a mild term,” he
explained evasively. “It's my work in
the world, you know—or it seems as if
it was going to be.”

“You’d better think about it,” Lady
Tristram concluded, not wishing to
think it any more herself. “You
wouldn’t tell Mr. Iver anything about
the difficulty, would you?” ‘“The dif-
ficulty” had become her usual way of
referring to her secret.

“Not a word. I'm not called upon io
Justify my position to Iver.” No
shadow of doubt softened the clear-
ness of Harry’'s conviction on this
point.

He rose, filled his pipe again, and
began to walk up and down. He was
at his old game, counting chances, one
by one, every chance, trying to elimin-
ate risks, one by one, every risk, so
that at last he might take his ease and
say without fear of contradiction,”
“Here sits Tristram of Blent.” To be
thus was—something; but to be safely
thus was so much more that it did
not seem to him a great thing to carry
out the plan whigh he had.suggested
to Lady Tristram. To be sure he was
not in love with anybody else, which
makes a difference, though it is doubt-
fut whether it would have made any
to him. Had the question arisen at
that moment he would have said that
nothing could make any difference.

“Did you go up to the Lodge, Harry?”
his mother called to him as one of his
turns brought him near her.

“Oh, yes; I forgot to tell you. I did,
and I found Madame .Zabriska having
a look at us from the terrace, so I had
a little talk with her. I didn’t see the
uncle.”

“What's she like?’ This was a fa-
vorite question of Lady Tristram’s.

Harry paused a moment, looking for
a description.

“Well, if you can imagine one needle
with two very large eyes, you'd get
some idea of her. She’s smart, mother
—mind and body. Pleasant enough
though. She's coming to see you, so
You needn’t bother to go up.” He ad-
ded with an air of impatience, “She's
been hunting in the Peerage.”

“Of course she would; there’s nothing
in that.”

“No, I suppose not,”” he admitted al-
most reluctantly.

“I can’t help thinking I've heard the
name before—not Zabriska, but the
uncles’.”
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“Duplay, isn’t it? I never heard it.”

“Well, I can’t remember anything
about it, but it sounds familiar. I'm
confusing it with something else, I
suppose. They look like being endur-
able, do they?”

“Oh, yes, as people go,” he answered,
resuming his walk.

If a determination to keep for your-
self what according to your own con-
viction belongs by law to another
makes a criminal intent—and that ir-
respective of the merits of the law—
it would be hard to avoid classing
Lady Tristram and her son as crimin
als in contemplation, if net yet im ac
tion. And so censideribly they afford
ed exeellent specimemns of twe kiné
of criminals which a study of assirve
courts reveal—the criminal whe drifts
and the criminal who plans; the
former usually termed by counsel and
judge ‘“‘unhappy,” the latter more
sternly dubbed “dangerous.” Lady
Tristram had always drifted and was
drifting still; Harry had begun to
plan at fifteen and still was busy plan-
ning. One result of this difference was
that whereas she was hardly touched
or affected in character he had been
immensely infiluenced. In her and to
her. the whole thing seemed almost ac-
cidental, a worry, as she put it, and
not much more; with him it was the |
governing fact in life, and had been
the force most potent in moulding him.
The trouble came into her head when
something from outside put it there;
1t never left the brain. And she had
no adequate conception of whdt it was
to him. Even his scheme of marrying
Janie Iver and his vivid liitle phrase
about living with the check by him
failed to bring it home to her. This
very evening, as soon as he was out of
sight, both he and his great gquestion
were out of the mind of the woman
who had brought him and it into ex-
istence. There are people who carry
the doctrine of free-will so far in their
own persons as to, take the liberty of
declining to allow causes to work on
and in them, what are logically, moral-
ly, and on every other ground con-
ceivable, their necessary effects; rea-
soning from what they have done to
what they must be, from what they
have been responsible for to what they
must feel, breaks down; they are arbi-
trary, unconditioned, themselves as it
were accidental. With this comes a
sort of innoceénce, sometimes attractive,
sometimes uncommonly exasperating
to the mortal man.

So Lady Tristram went back to her
novel, and Harry walked by the
river, modily meditating and busily |
scheming. Meanwhile Mina Zabriska |
had flown to the library at Merrion |
Lodge, and, finding books that had be- |
longed to a legal member of the family
in days gone by, was engaged in study-
ing the law relating to the succession
to lands and titles in England.. She
did not make quick progress. Never-
theless in a day or two she had reached
a point when she was bubbling over
with curiosity and excitement; she felt
that she couid not go on sitting oppo-
sie Major Duplay at meals without giv-
ing him at least a hint or two of the
wonderful state of things on which she
had hit, and without asking him to
consider the facts and to have a look
at the books which were so puzzling
and exercising her brain. Yet Harry
Tristram, wary sentinel as he was, did
not dream of any attack or scent any
danger from the needle with two very
large eyes, as he had called the lady
at Merrion Lodge.

CHAPTER 1IV.

She Could an’ She Would.

In spite of Mrs. Iver’s secret opinion
that people with strange names were
likely to be strange themselves, and
that, for all she saw, foreigners were—
not fools, as Dr. Johnson’s friend
thought—but generally knaves, an ac-
quaintance was soon made between
Fairholme and Merrion Lodge. Her
family was against Mrs. Iver; her hus-
band was boundlessly hospitable, Janie
was very sociable. The friendship grew
and prospered. Mr. Iver began to teach
the Major to play golf. Janie took
Mina aZbrinska out driving in the high-
est dog-cart on the countryside; they
would go along the road by the river,
and get out perhaps for a wander by
the pool, or even drive higher up the
valley and demand tea from Bob
Broadley at his pleasant little place—
half farm, half manor-house—at Ming-
ham, three miles above the pool. Mat-
ters moved so quickly that Mina un-
derstood in‘a week why Janie found it
pleasant to have a companion under
whose aegis she could drop in at Ming-
ham; in little more than a fortnight
she began to understand why her
vouthful uncle (the Major was very
young now) grunted unsympathetical-
ly when she observed that the road to
Mingham was the prettiest in the
neighborhood. The Imp was accumu-
lating other people’s secrets, and was
accordingly in a state of high satisfac-
tion.

The situation developed fast, and for
a time at least Janie Iver was heroine
and held the centre of the stage. A
chance of that state of comfort which
was his remaining and modest ambi-
tion had opened before the Major—and |
the possibility of sharing it with a |
congenial partner: the Major wasted no |
time in starting his campaign. Over-
tures from Blent, more stately but |
none the less prompt, showed Lhat&
Harry Tristram had not spoken idly to |
his mother. And what about Bob
Broadley? He seemed to be out of the
running, and indeed to haveslittle in-
clination, or not enough courage, to
press forward. Yet the drives to Ming-
ham went on. Mina was puzzled. She
began to observe tne currents in Ithe
Fairholme household. Iver was for
Harry, she thought, though he main-
tained a dignified show of indifference;
Mrs. Iver—the miraculous occurring in
a fortnight, as it often does—was at
least very much taken with the Major.
Bob Broadley had no friend, unless in
Janie herself. And Janie was inscrut-
able by virtue of an open pleasure in
the attention of all three gentlemen
and an obvious disinclination to devote
herself exclusively to any one of them.
She could not flirt with Harry Trist-

ram, because he had no knowledge of

the art, but she accepted his signifi-
cant civilities. She did flirt with the
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Major, who had many years’ experi-
ence of the pastime. And she was kind
to Bob Broadley, going to see him, as
has been said, sending him invitations,
and seeming in some wa.y.to be fight-
ing against his own readiness to give

up the battle before it was begun. But
it is hard to help a man who will not
help himself; on the other hand, it is
said to be amusing sometimes. a
They all met at Fairholme one after-
noon, Harry appearing unexpectedly as
the rest were at tea on the lawn. This
was the first meeting with the Major.
As he greeted that ° gentleman, even
more when he shook hands with Bob,
there was a touch of regality in -his
manner; the reserve was prominent;
and his prerogative. Very soon he
ocarried Janie off for a solitary walk ir
the shrubberfes. Misa enjoyed her un-
cle's frewn and chated at Bob's self-
‘Tacement; he had: been talking to
"tnle when Harry calmly took -her
iway. The pailr were gone half an
wur, and conversation flagged. They
reappeared, Janie looking rather ex-
cited, Harry almost insolently calm,
and sat down side by side. The Major
walked across and took a vacant seat
on the other side of Janie. The slight-
est look of surprise showed on Harry
Tristram’s face. A duel began. Du-
play had readiness, suavity, volubility,
a trick of  flattering deference; on
Harry’s side were a stronger sugges-
tion of power and an assumption, ra-
ther attractive, that he must be listen-
ed to. Janie liked this air of his, even
while she resented it; here, in his own
country at least, a Tristram of Blent
was somebody. Bob Broadley was lis-
tening to. Iver’s views on local affairs;
he was not in the fight at all, but he
was covertly watching it. Perhaps Iver
watched too, but it was not easy to

_penetrate the thoughts of that astute

man of business. The fortune of bat-
tle seemed to incline to Harry's side;
the Major was left out of the talk for
minutes together. More for fun than
from any loyalty to her kinsman, Mina
rose and walked over to Harry.

“Do you take me to see the green-
houses, Mr. Tristram,”” she begged.
“You're all right with uncle, aren’t
you, Janie?”

Jasie nodded rather nervously. Af-
ter a pause of full half-minute, Harry
Tristram rose without a word and be-
gan to walk off; and it was left to
Mina to join him in a hurried little
run.

“Oh, wait for me, anyhow,” she cried,
with a laugh. They walked on some
way in silence.

“You’re not very conversational, Mr.
Tristram. I suppose you’re angry with
me?” *

He turned and looked at her. Pre-
sently he began to smile, even more
slowly, it seemed, than usual.

“I must see that my poor uncle has
fair play—what do you call it?—a faird
show—musn’t 1?”

“Oh, that’s what you meant, Madame
Zabriska? It wasn’t the pleasure of
my company?’”’

“Do you know, I think you rather ex-
aggerate the pleasure—no, not the
pleasureé, I meant the honor—of your
company? You were looking as if you
couldn’t understand how anybody
could want to talk to uncle when you
were there.. But he’s better-looking
than you are, and much more amus-
ing.”

“I don't set up for a beauty or a wit
either,” Harry observed, not at all put
out by the Imp’s premeditated can-
dor.

“No—and still she ought to want to
talk to you! Why? Because you're
Mr. Tristram, I suppose?”’ Mina in-
dulged in a very scornful demeanor.

“It’s very friendly of you to resent
my behaviour on Miss Iver’s behalf.”

“There you are again! That means
she doesn’t resent it! I think you give
vourself airs, Mr. Tristram, and I
should like—"

“To take me down a peg?”
ed in a tone of
amusement.

She paused a minute, and then nod-
ded significantly.

“Exactly; and to make you feel a 1it-
tle uncomfortable—not quite so sure
of yourself and everything about you.”
Again she waited a minute, her eyes
set on his face and watching it keenly.
“I wonder if I could?” she ended slow-
1y,

“Uron my word, I dor’t see haw it's
to Le done.” He was openly chaffing
her now.

“Ch, I don’t know that you’re invul-
nerable,” she said, with a toss of her
head. “Don’t defy me, Mr. Tristram.
I don’t mind telling you that it would
be very good for you if you weren’t—"

“Appreciated ?”’ he suggested ironical-
1y

he ask-
rather contemptuous

“No; I was going to say Iif you
weren’t Mr. Tristram, or the future
Lord Tristram of Blent.”

If she had hoped to catch him off
his guard, she was mistaken. Not a
quiver passed over his face as he re-
marked:

“I'm afraid Providence can hardly
manage that now, either for my good
or for your amusement, Madame
briska, much as it might conduce to
both.” ;

The Imp loved fighting, and her blood
was getting up. He was a good foe,
but he did not know her power. He
must not either—not yet, anyhow. If
he patronized her much more, she he-
gan to feel that he would have to know
it some day—not to his hurt, of course;
merely for the reformation of his man-
ners.

“Meanwhile,” he continued, as he lit
a cigarette, “I'm not seriously disap-
pointed that attentions paid to
lady fail to please another.
uncommon, you know.
we’re not on the path to

one
That’s not
By the way,

the green-

houses; but you don’t' mind that? They |
Oh, I don’t |

were a pretext, no doubt?
want to hurry back. Your uncle shall
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have his fair show. How well you're
mastering English!” 3

At this moment Mina hated him
heartily; she swore to humble him—
before herself, not before the world,
of course; she would give him a fright
anyhow—not now, but some day; if
her temper could not stand the strain
better, it would be some day soon,
though.

‘“You see,” Harry’s calm exasperating
voice went on, “it’s just possible that
you're better placed at present as an
observer of our manners than as &
critic of them. I hope I don’t exceel
the limits of candor which you your
self indicated as allowable in th!
pleasant .conversation of ours?”

“Oh weill, we shall see,” she declared
with another mod. The vague threat
(for it seenied that or nothing) elicited
a low laugh from Harry Tristram.

“We shall,” he said. “And in the
meantime a little sparring is amusing
enough. 1 don't confess to a hit at
present; do you, Madame Zabriska?”

Mina did not confess, but she felt
the hit all the same; if she were to
fight him, she must bring her reserve
into action.

“By the way, I'm so sorry you
couldn't see my mother when you call-
ed the other day. She’s not at all well,
unhappily. She really wants to See
you.”

“How very kind of Lady Tristram!”
There was kept for the mother a little
of the sarcastic humility which was
more appropriate when directed against
the son. Harry smiled still as he turn-
ed round and began to escort her back
to the lawn. The smile annoyed Mina;
it was a smile of victory. Well, the
victory should not be altogether his.

“I want to see Lady Tristram very
much,” she went on, in innocent tones
and with a face devold of malice, “be-
cause I can't help thinking I must
have seen her before—when I was quite
a little girl.”

“You’ve seen my mother
‘When and where?”
“She was Mrs.

she?”
"“Yes, of course she was—before she
came into the title.”

‘““Well, a Mrs. Fitzhubert used to
come and see my mother long ago
at Heidelberg. Do you know if your
mother was ever at Heldelberg?”

“I fancy she was—I'm not sure.”

Still the Imp was very innocent, al-
though the form of Harry’s reply caus-
&d her inward amusement and triumph.

“My mother was Madame de Kries.
Ask Lady Tristram if she remembers
the name.”

It was a hit for her at last, though
Harry took it well. He turned quickly
toward her, opened his lips to speak,
repented, and did no more than give
her a rather long and intense look.
Then he nodded carelessly. “All right,
T'll ask her,” said he. The next mo-
ment he put a question. “Did u
know about having met her before you
came to Merrion?”

“Oh well, T looked in the ‘Peerage,’
but it really didn’'t strike me till a day
or two ago that it might be the sdme
Mrs. Fitzhubert. The name's pretty
common, isn't it?”

“No, it’s very uncommon.”

“Oh, I don’t kfgw,” murmured Mina
apologetically; but the glance which
followed him as he turned away was
not apologetic; it was triumphant.

She got back in time to witness—to
her regret (let it be confessed) she
could not overhear—Janie’'s farewell to
Bob Broadley. They had been friends
from youth; he was “Boly’ to her, she
was now to him “Miss Janie.”

“You haven’t said a,word to me,
Bob.”

“I haven't had a chance; you're al-
ways with the swells now.”

“How can I help it, if—nobody else
comes?”’

“I really shouldn’t have the cheek.
Harry Tristram was savage enough
with the Major—what would he have
been with me?”

“Why should it
was?”

“Do you really think that, Miss
Janie?” Bob was almost at the point
of an advance.

“I mean—why should
you?”

The explanation checked an advance.

“Oh, I—I see. I don’t know, I'm sure.
Well then, I don't know how to deal
with him.”

“Well, good-by.”

“Good-by, Miss Janie.”

“Are you coming to see us again,
ever?”

“If you ask me, T—"

“And am I coming again to Ming-
ham? Although you don’t ask me?”

“Will you, really?”’

“Ob, you do ask me?
you io ask me!”

“Any day you’ll—"’

“No. T'll surprise
Good-by really.”

The conversation, it must be admit-
ted, sounds commonplace when verbal-
ly recorded. Yet he would be a de-
spondent man who considered it alto-
gether discouraging; Mina did not
think Janie’s glances discouraging,
either. But Bob Broadley, a literal
man, found no warrant for fresh hope
in any of the not very significant words
which he repeated to himself as he rode
home up the valley of the Blent. He
suffered under modesty; it needed more
than coquetry to convince him that h«
exercised any attraction over the ric-:
and brilliant (brilliance also is a mat-
ter of comparison) Miss Iver, on whose
favor Mr. Tristram danced attendance.

“You're a dreadful flirt, Janie,” said
Mina, as she kissed her friend,

Janie was not a raw girl; she was a
capable ' young woman of two-and
twenty.

“Nonsense,” she said rather crossly.
“It's not flirting to take time to make
up your mind.”

“It looks like it, though.”

“And I've no reason to

before?

Fitzhubert, wasn’t

matter what he

it matter to

When I ask

you. Good-by.

Suppose

| they’ve any one of them made up their

minds.”

“I should think you could do that for
them pretty soon. Besides, uncle has,
anyhow.”

“I'm to be your aunt, am I1?”

“Oh, he’s only an uncle by accident.”

“Yes, I think that's true. Shall we
have a drive soon?”

“To Mingham? Or to Blent Hali?”

“Not Blent. I walit my lord’s pleas-
ure to see me.”

“Yes, that’s just how I feei
him,” cried Mina eagerly.

“But all the same——""

“No, I won't hear a word of
about him. I hate him!”

Janie smiled in an indulgent but
rather troubled way. Her problem
was serious; she could not afford the
Imp’s pettish treatment of the world
and the people in it. Janie had re-
spongsibilities—banks and buildings full

about
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of them—and a heart to please into the
bargain. Singularly complicated ques-
tions are rather cruelly put before
young women, who must solve th2m on
peril of—— It would sound like exag-
geration to say what.

There was Mrs. Iver to be said good-
by to—plump, peaceful, proper Mrs.
Iver, whom nothing had great power
to stir save an unkinaness and an un-
conventionality; »Zore c¢ither of ihese
she bristled surprisingly.

“I nope you've.all enjoyed this lovely
afternoon,” she”shid to Mina,

“Oh, yes, we i.ave, Mrs. Iver—not
suite equailly perhaps, but still——"

Mrs. lver sighed and kissed her.

“Men are always the difficulty, aren’t
they?"’ said the Imp.

“Poor child, and you've lost yours!”

‘“Yes, poor Adolf!” There was a touch
of duty in Mina’s sigh. She had been
fond of Adolf, but his memory was not
a constant presence. The world for the
living was Madame Zabriska’'s view.

“I'm so glad Janie’s found a friend in
you—and a wise one, I'm sure.”

Mina did her best to look the part
thus charitably assigned to her; her
glance at Janie was matronly, almost
maternal.

“Not that I know anything about it,”
Mrs. Iver pursued, following a train of
thought obvious enough. “I hope she’ll
act for her happiness, that's all. There's
the dear Major looking for you—don’t
keep him waiting, dear. How lucky
he’s your uncle—he can always be with
you.”

“Until he settles 'and makes a home
for himself,” smiled Mina irrepressibly;
the rejuvenescence—nay, the unbroken
youth—of her relative appeared to her
quaintly humorous, and it was her
fancy to refer to him as she might to a
younger brother.

There was Mr. Iver to be said good-
by to.

“Come again soon — you're always
welcome; you wake us up, Madame Za-
briska.”

‘““You promised to say Mina!”

“So I did, but my tongue's out of
practice with young ladies’ Christian
names. Why, I call my wife ‘Mother’
—only Janie says I musn’t. Yes, come
and cheer us up. I shall make the
uncle a crack player before long.
Musn't let him get lazy and spend half
the day over five o’clock tea, though.”

This was hardly a hint, but it was an
indication of the trend of Mr. Iver’'s
thoughts. So it was a dangerous ball,
and that clever little cricketer, the
Imp, kept her bat away from it. She
laughed; that committed her to nothing
—and left Iver to bowl again.

“It’s quite a change to find Harry
Tristram at a tea-party, though! Mak-
ing himself pleasant, too!”

“Not to me,” observed Mina decis-
ively.

“You chaffed him, I expect. He stands
a bit on his dignity. Ah well, he's
young, you see.”

“No, he chaffed me. Oh, I think I—
I left off even, you know.”

“They get a bit spoilt.” He seemed to
be referring to the aristocracy. “But
there’s plenty of stuff im him, or I'm
much mistaken. He's a born fighter, I
think.”

“I wonder!”
twinkling again.

Finally there was the Major to be
walked home with—not a outhful tri-
umphant Major, but a rather careworn,
undisguisedly irritated one. If Mina
wanted somebody to agree with her
present mood about Harry Tristram,
her longing was abundantly gratified.
The Major roundly termed him an over-
bearing young cub, and professed a de-
sire—almost an intention—to teach him
better manners. This coincidence of
views was a sore temptation to the
Imp; to resist it altogether would seem
superhuman.

“I should like to cut his comb for
him,” growled Duplay.

Whatever the metaphor adopted,
Mina was in essential agreement. She
launched on an account of how Harry
had treated her; they fanned one an-
other‘s fires, and the flames burnt mer-
rily.

Mina’s stock of discretion was threat-
ened with complete consumption. From
open denunciations she turned to mys-
terious hintings.

“I could bring him to reason if I
liked,” she said.

“What, make him fall in love with
you?” cried Duplay, with a surprise not
very complimentary.

“Oh no,” she laughed; “better than
that—by a great deal.”

He eyed her closely: probably this
was only . another of her whimsical
tricks, with which he was very famil-
iar; if he showed too much interest she
would laugh at him for being taken in.
But she had hinted before to-day’s an-
noyances; she was hinting again. He
had yawned at her hints till he became
Harry Tristram’s. rival; he was ready
to be eager now, if only he could be
sure that they pointed to anything!
more than folly or delusion. |

‘“‘Oh, my dear child,” he exclaimed,
‘“you musn’t talk nonsense. We mayn’t
like him, but what in the world could
you do to him?"

“I don’t want to hurt him, but I
should like to make him sing small.”

They had just reached the foot of the
hill. Duplay waved his arm across the
river toward the hall. Blent looked
strong and stately.

“That’s a big task, my dear,” he
said, recovering some of his good-humor
at the sight of Mina’'s waspish little
face. “I fancy it’ll need a bigger man
than. you to make Tristram of Blent
sing small.” He laughed at her indul-'
gently. “Or than me either, I'm afraid,” !
he added, with a ruefulness that was
not ill-tempered. “We must fight him
in fair fight, that’s all.”

‘““He doesn’t fight fair,” she cried an-
grily. The next instant she broke into
her most malicious smile. “Tristram
of Blent!” she repeated. “Oh well—"’

“Mina, dear, do you know you rather
bore me. If you mean anything at
all—"’

“I may mean what I like without tell-
ing you, I suppose?” :

“Certainly — but don’t ask me to
listen.”

‘“You think it's all nonsense?”

“I do, my dear,” confessed the Major.

How far he spoke sincerely he him-
self could hardly tell. Perhaps he had
an alternative in his mind; if she meant
nothing, she would hold her peace and
cease to weary him; if she meant any-
thing real, his challenge would bring it
out. But for the moment she had fallen
into thought.

“No, he doesn’t fight fair,” she re-
peated, as though to herself. She
glanced at her uncle in a hesitating,
undecided way. “And he’s abominably
rude,” she went on, with a sudden re-

said Mina, her eye

| confident in his ability to fight,
| worst,

turn of pettishness.
The Major's shrug expressed an ut-

ter exhaustion of patience, a scornful
irritation, almost a contempt for her.
She could not endure it; she must justi-
fy herself, revenge herself at a blow on
Harry for his rudemess and on her
uncle for his scepticism. The triumph
would be sweet; she could not for the
moment think of any seriousness in
what she did. She could not keep her
victory to herself; somebody else now
must look on at Harry's humiliation, at
least must see that she had power to
bring it about. With the height of ma-
licious exultation she looked up at Du-
play and said:

“Suppose he wasn’t Tristram of Blent
at all?”

Duplay stopped short where he stood
—on the slope of the hill above Blent
itself.

‘““What? Is this more nonsense?”

“No, it isn’t nonsense.”

He looked at her steadily, almost se-
verely. Under his regard her smile dis-
appeared; she grew wuncomfortabla

“Then I must know more about it.
Come, Mina, this is no trifie, you
know.”

“I shan’t tell you any more.” she
flashed out, in a last effort of petulance.

“You must,” he sald calmly. ‘“All you
know, all you think. Come, we’ll have
it out now at once.”

She followed like a naughty child.
She could have bitten her tongue out,
as the old phrase goes. Her feelings
went round like a weather-cock: she
was ashamed of herself, sorry for
Harry—yes, and afraid of Harry. And
she was afraid of Duplay too. She had
run herself into something serious—that
she saw; something serious in which
two resolute men were involved. She
did not know where it would end. But
now she could not resist. The youth-
ful uncle seemed youthful no more: he
was old, strong, authoritative. He
made her follow him, and he bade her
speak.

She followed, like the naughty child
she now seemed even to herself: and
presently, in the library, beside those
wretched books of hers, her old law-
books and her Peerages, reluctantly,
stumbling, sullenly still like the
naughty child who would revolt but
dare not, she spoke. And when at last
he let her go with her secret told, she
ran up to her own room and threw her-
self on the bed, sobbing. She had let
herself in for something dreadful. It
was all her own fault—and she was
very sorry.

Those were her two main conclusions.

Her whole behavior was ~ probably
just what the gentleman to whom she
owed her nickname would have expect-
ed and prophesied.

CHAPTER V.

The First Round.

Within the last few days there were
ominous rumors afloat as to Lady
Tristram’s health. It was known that
she could see nobody and kept her
room; it was reported that the doc-
tors (a specialist had been down from
town) were looking very grave; it
was agreed that her costitution had not
the strength to support a prolonged
strain. There was sympathy — the
neighborhood was proud in its way of
Lady Tristram—and there was the
usual interest to which the prospect of
a death and a succession to give rise.

They canvassed Harry's probable
merits and demerits, asking how he
would fill the vacant throne, and more
particularly, whether he would be like-
ly to entertain freely. Lavish hospital-
ity at Blent would mean much to their
neighborhood, and if it were indeed the
case (as was now prophesied in whis-
pers) that Miss Iver of Fairholme was
to be mistress at the Hall, there would
be nothing to prevent the hospitalities
from being as splendid as the mind of
woman could conceive. There gvere
spinster ladies in small villas at Blent~
mouth who watched the illness and the
courtship as keenly as though they
were to succeed the sick Lady Tris-
tram and to marry the new Lord. Yet
a single garden party in the year would
represent pretty accurately their per-
sonal stake in the matter. If you live
on crumbs, a good big crumb is not to
be despised.

Harry Tristram was sorry that his
mother must die and that he must lose
her; the confederates had become close
friends, and nobody who knew her in-
timately could help feeling that hig life
and even the world would be poorer by
the loss of a real, of not striking, in-
dividuality. But neither he nor she
thought of her death as the main thing;
it no more than ushered in the great
event for which they had spent years
preparing. And he was downright glad
that she could see no visitors; that fact
saved him added anxieties, and spared
her the need of being told about Mina
Zabriska and warned to bear herself
warily toward the daughter of Madame
de Kries. Harry did not ask his mother
whether she remembered the name—the
aquestion was unnecessary; nor did he
tell his mother that one who had borne
the name was at Merrion Lodge. He
waited, vaguely expecting that trouble
would come from Merrion, but entirely
and
the tricky little woman whom
he had not feared to snub; and in his

|

heart he thought well of her, and be- |

lieved she had as little inclination to; ceeded, slowly and with careful delib-

hurt him as she seemed to have power.
His only active step was to pursue his
attentions to Janie Iver.

Yet he was not happy about his at- |

tentions.

He meant to marry the girl, |

and thought she would marry him. He |

had no right to expect it, since he was
not failing in love with her. But it
hurt that terrible pride of his; he was
in a way disgusted with the part he
had chosen, and humiliated to think
that he might not be accepted for him-
self. A refusal would have hurt him
incalcnlably; such an assent
counted upon would wound him some-
what too. He had keen eyes, and he
had formed His own opinion about Bob
Broadley. None the less, he held
straight on his course; and the spinster

|
|

|
|

as he]

i
|

}
|

ladies were a little thocked to observe |
that Lady Tristram’s illness did not in- |
terfere at all with her son’s courtship; |
people in that position of life were cer- i

tainly curious.

A new vexation had come upon him, '
the work of his pet aversions, the |
Gainsboroughs. He had seen Mr. Gains-
borough once, and retained a picture of !
a small ineffectual man with a ragged |
tawny-brown beard and a big soft felt |
hat, who had an air of being very tim- |

id, rather pressed for money, and en-
dowed with a kind heart. Now, it
seemed, Mr. Gainsborough was again
overflowing with family affection (a
disposition not always welcomed by its
objects), and wanted to shake poor
Lady Tristram’s haid, and wanted poor
Lady Tristram to kiss his daughter—

wanted, In fact, aﬂmroug‘h—go’!ng bury,
ing of hatchets and a touching recon.
cillation. With that justice of _h;*‘.;v.
ment of which neither youth nor prely.

dice quite deprived him, Harry it%eq
the letter; but he was certain that
writer would be immensely tire
And again—in the end as in the be
ning—he did not want the @
boroughs at Blent; above all not
at the present time when Blent
about to pass into his hands. It
however, as though it would
tremely difficult to keep them
Mr. Gainsborough was obviouslv
who would not waste his chance .
funeral; he might be fenced wi:;
then, but it would need startling :
ures to keep him from a funera],

“I hate hearsay people,” grum?
Harry, as he threw the leter dow
the Gainsboroughs were so0on
driven out of hish ead by s
more immediate and threatening,

Blent Pool is a round basin, so
or sixty feet in diameter; the banks »
steep and the depth great: on the Blent
Hall side there is no approach
except through a thick wood over 3
ing the water; on the other side of :rs
road up the valley runs close by
ing a few yards of turf between
and the brink. The scene is gloomy
except in sunshine, and the place
frequented. It was a favorite haun:
Harry Tristram’s, and he lay on
grass. one evening, smoking and lookinz
down on the black water; for
clouds were heavy above and
threatened. His own mood was in }
mony, gloomy and dark, in rebell
against the burden he carried, vet wit}
no thought of laying it down. He
not notice a man who came up the road
and took his stand just behind
waiting there for a moment in si|
and apparent irresolution.

“Mr. Tristram.”

Harry turned his head and saw Ma-
jor Duplay; the Major was grave al-
most solemn, as he raised his hat a
trifie in formal salute,

“Do I interrupt you?”

“You couldn’t have found a man more
at leisure.” Harry did not rise, but
gathered his knees up, clasping hls
hands round them and looking up In
Duplay’s face. “You want to Speak to
me?”’

“Yes, on a difficult matter.” A visible
embarrassment hung about the Af
he seemed to have little liking for his
task. “I'm aware,” he went on, “that
I may lay myself open to some mi
derstanding in what I'm about to g
I shall beg you to remember that I am
in a difficult position and that I am a
gentleman and a soldier.”

Harry said nothing; he waited with
unmoved face and no sign of perturba-
tion.

“It's best to ‘eb plain.” Duplay pro-
ceeded. “Tt’s best to be open with vou.
I have taken the liberty of following
you ‘here for that purpose.” He came
a step nearer, and stood over Harry.,
“Certain facts have come to my know-
ledge which concern you very intimate-
y.”

A polite curiosity and a slight scept-
icism were expressed in Harry's “In-
deed!”

“And not only you, or — I need hard-
ly say—I shouldn’t feel it necessary to
occupy myself with the mater. A word
about my own position you will per-
haps forgive.”

Harry frowned a little; certainly Du-
play was inclined to prolixity; he seem-
ed 'to be rolling the situation round his
tongue and making the most of iis
flavor,

“Since we came here we have made
acquaintances,
number;
guests.”

“Not in a sense that puts vou under
any obligation,” observed Harry.

“I'm sincerely glad to hear you say
that; it relieves my position to some ex-
tent. But we have made friends too.
Tn one house I myself (I may leave my
niece out of the question) have been re-
ceived with a hearty, cordial, warm
friendship that seems already an old
friendship. Now that does put me un-
der an obligation, Mr. Tristram.”

“You refer to our friends the Ivers?

Yes?”

“In my view, under a heavy obliga-
tion. I am, I say, in my judgment,
bound to serve them in all ways in my
power, and to deal with them as T
should wish and expect them to deal
with me in a similar case.”

Harry nodded a careless assent, and
turned his eyes away toward the Pool;
even already he seemed to know what
was coming, or something of it.

“Facts have come to my knowledge
of which it might be—indeed, I must
say of which it is—of vital importance
that Mr. Iver should be informed.”

“I thought the facts concerned me?”
asked Harry, with brows a little rals-
ed.

“Yes, and as matters now stand they
concern him too for that very reason.”
Duplay had gathered confidence:; his
tone was calm and assured as he came
step by step near his mark, as he es-
tablished position after position in his
attack.

“You are paying attentions to Miss
Iver—with a view to marriage, I |
sume?”’

Harry made no sign.
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