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but in a particularly unmistakable degree. And he knew he 
did—not, perhaps, like most of us in that. He never thought 
even of appealing to posterity.

Meanwhile Janie Iver was behaving as a pattern daughter, 
cherishing her mother and father and making home sweet, 
exercising, in fact, that prudent economy of wilfulness which 
preserves it for one great decisive struggle, and scorns to 
fritter it away on the details of daily life. Girls have adopted 
these tactics from the earliest days (so it is recorded or may be 
presumed) and wary are the parents who are not hoodwinked 
by them, or, even if they perceive, are altogether unsoftened. 
Janie was very saintly at Fairholme ; the only sins which she 
could have found to confess (not that Mr. Trumbler favoured 
confession—quite the contrary) were certain suppressions of 
truth touching the direction in which she drove her dog-cart— 
and even these were calculated to avoid the giving of pain. 
As for the Tristrams—where were they ? They seemed to 
have dropped out of Janie’s story.

Iver needed comfort. There is no disguising it, however 
much the admission may damage him in the eyes of that same 
orthodox sentimentalist. He had once expounded his views 
to Mr. Jenkinson Neeld (or rather one of his expositions of 
them has been recorded, there having been more than one)— 
and the present situation did not satisfy them. Among other 
rehabilitations and whitewashings, that of the cruel father 
might well be undertaken by an ingenious writer ; if Nero had 
had a grown-up daughter there would have been the chance ! 
Anyhow the attempt would have met with some sympathy 
from Iver. Of course a man desires his daughter’s happiness 
(the remark is a platitude), but he may be allowed to feel 
annoyance at the precise form in which it realises—or thinks it 
will realise—itself, a shape that may disappoint the aim of his 
career. If he is provided with a son, he has the chance of a 
more unselfish benevolence ; but Iver was not Let all be 
said that could be said—Bob Broadley was a disappointment 
Iver would, if put to it, have preferred Duplay. The-e was at


