
hated it ever since. I shall always hate it.

I learnt what it all meant. I suppose—rocks,

wrecks, and accidents. I saw how dull and

gloomy it was, and I couldn't bear cominj^

down here. I came as seldom as I dared,

till my uncle died last year and left it to me.

And then there was no help for it. I had to

come down. It's a landlord's business, I

consider, to live among his tenants and look

after the welfare of the soil committed to his

charge by his Queen and country. He holds

it in trust, stricdy speaking, for the nation.

So I felt I must come and live here. But I

hate it, all the same. I hate it ! I hate

it!"

He said it so energetically, and with such

strange earnestness in his voice, that Eustace

Le Neve, scannirig his face as he spoke, felt

sure there must be some good reason for his

friend's dislike of his ancestral home, and

forebore (like a man) to question him further.

Perhaps, he thought, it was connected in

Tyrrel's mind with some painful memory,

some episode in his history he would gladly

forget ; though, to be sure, when one comes

to think of it, at thirteen, such episodes


