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CHAPTER XV.—(Continued).

“And this—this Lady Tristram of
Blent?” Iver’s voice was hesitating
and conscious as he pronounced th_*:—
name that was to have become his
aughter’s.
d,;gam the pink-ribboned Deus made
eniry on the scene, to give the speaker
a more striking answer.

“A lady to see you, ma’am.

insboraugh.” .

Gilrl;:e threeg men sprang to their feet;
with a sudden wrench Mina turned her
chair reund toward the door. A lgll,
slim girl in black came in with a yuick
vet hesitating step.

“Forgive me, Madame Zabriska. But

' I had to come. Harry said you were
his friend. Do you know anything
about him? Do you know where he
is?” She looked at the men and blush-
ed as she returned their bow with a
hurried recognition.

“No, I haven’'t seen him.
ining,” said Mina.,

“The letter, Mina,”’ Duplay reminded
her, and Mina held it out to Cecily.

Cecily came forward, took it and read
it. Sie looked again at the group, evi-
dently puzzled.

“He doesn’t say where he’s gone,” she
said.

“You are 7 Iver began.

“I'm Cecily Galnsborough. But I
think he means me when he says Lady
Triziram of Blent.”

“Yes, he niust mean you, Miss Gains-
borough.” x

“Yes, becaus2 last night he told me
—it was so strange, but he wouldn't
rave done it unless it was true—he
iold me that he wasn’t Lord Tristram
really, and that I—" Her eyes trav-
elled quickly over their faces, and she
re-read the letter. ‘“Do you know any-
thing about it?” she demanded imper-
fously. “Tell me, do you know what
he means by this lettér and whether
what he says is true?”

“We know what he means,’”” answer-
ed Iver gravely, “and we know that
it’s true.”

‘“Have you known it long?"’ she ask-
ed.

Iver glanced at Duplay and Neeld.
It was Neeld who answered gently;
“Some of us have been sure of it for
some time. But——" He looked at
Mina before he went on. “But we
didn’t intend to speak.”

Cecily stood there, seeming -to con-
sider and for a moment meeting Mina’'s
intense gaze which had never left her
face.

“Had he known for long?”’ was her
next question. It met with ‘no imme-
diate answer. Duplay rose abruptly
and walked to the mantlepiece; he
leant his arm on it and turned half
way from the group at the table.

“Had he known it for long?” Cecily
repeated.

“Ever so long,”’ answered Mina Za-
briska in a low voice, but very confi-
dently.

“Ah, he was waiting until Lady Tris-
tram died?”

Iver nodded; he thought what she
suggested a very good explanation to
accept. It was plausible and sensible;
It equipped Harry Tristram with a de-
cent excuse for his past silence, and
a sound reason for the moment ‘of his
disclosure. He looked at Neeld and
found ready acquiescence in the old
géntleman’s approving nod. But Mina
broke out impatiently— b

“No, no,-that had nothing to do with
it. He never meant to speak.” A quick
remembrance flashed across her.
“Were you with him in the Long Gal-
lery last night?” she cried. *““With him
there for hours?”

“Yes, we were there.”

“Yes, I saw you from the terrace
here. Did he tell you there?”

*“He told me there.” There was em-
barrassment as well as wonder in her
manner now.

‘““Well then, you must know why he
told you. We don’t know.”” Mina was
very peevish.

“1s it any use asking: ?” Iver be-
gan. An unceremoniously ' impatient
and peremptory wave of Mina's arm re-
duced him to silence. Her curiosity
left no room for his prudent counsels
of reticence.

“What were you doing in-the Gal-
lery?” demanded Mina.

“I was looking at all the things there
and—and admiring them. He came up
presently and—I don’t remember that
he said very much. He watched me;
then he asked me if I loved the things.
And—well—then he told me. He told
and went straight out of the room. I
waited a long while, but he didn’t come
back, and I haven’'t spoken to him
since.” She looked at each of them in
turn as though someone might be able
to help her with the puzzle.

“Somehow you made him do it—you”
said Mina Zabriska.

Slowly Cecily’s eyes settled on Mina’s
face; thus she stood silent for a full
minute.

“Yes, I think so.
have somehow.” Her voice rose as she
asked with a sudden access of
agitatioh,” “But what are we to do
now?”

Mina -had no thought for that; it
wag the thing itself that engrossed her,
not the consequences.

“There will, of course, be a .zood
many formalities,” said Iver.' “Subject
to those, I imagine that the—er—ques-
tion settles itself.”

His phrase seémed to give Cecily no
enlightenment.

“Settles itself?”’ she repeated.

“Subject to formal proof, I mean,
and in the absence of opposition from"
(he hesitated a  second) “—from Mr.
Tristram, which can’t be anticipated
now, you.will be put into possession of
the éstates and the title.”” He pointed
to Harry's letter which was-still in her
hands. “You see what he himself calls
you there, Miss Gainsborough?”

She made no answer. With another
glance at Neeld, Iver pushed back his
chair and rose. Neeld followed his ex-
ample. They felt that the interview
had better end. Duplay did not move,
and Cecily stood where she was. She
seemed to ask what wag to be done
with her; her desolation was sad, but
it had something of the comic in it
She was so obviously lost.

“You might walk down to Blent with
Miss Gainsborough, Mina,”. Iver sug-
gested. ‘

“No,”" cried the Imp in a passion,
leaping up from her chair. “I don’t
want to have anything to do with her.”

Miss
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Cecily started and her cheeks flushed
red as though she had been struck.
Iver looked vexed and ashamed.

“It’s all her fault that Harry Tris-
tram’s—that Harry  Tristrem’s—"
The Imp’s voice was choked; she could
get no further.

Old Mr. Neeld came forward. He
took Harry's letter from Cecily and
gave it to Mina.

“My Dear, my -dear!” he said gen-
tly, as he patted her hand. “Read that
again.”

Mina read, and then scrutinized Ce-
cily keenly. ¥

“Well, T'll walk down with you,”
she said grudingly. She came nearer
to Cecily. “I wonder what you did!”
she exclaimed, scanning her face. “I
must find out what you did!”

Iver came forward. “I must intro-
duce myself to you, Miss Gainsbor-
ough. I live at Blentmouth, and my
name js Iver.”

“Iver!” She looked at him curious-
ly. At once he felt that she had
knowledge of the relation between hig
daughter and Harry Tristram.

“Yes, and since we shall probably be
neighbors——"' He held out his hand.
She put hers into it, still with a be-
wildered air. Neeld contended him-
self with a bow as he passed her, and
Duplay escaped from the room with a
rapidity and stillness suggestive of a
desire not to be observed. When the
men had gone. Cecily sank into a
chair and covered her face with her
hands for a minute. She looked up to
find Mina regarding - -her,  still with
mingled inquisitiveness and hostility.

“What were you all doing here when
I came?” asked Cecily.

“They were trying to make me tell
what I knew about Harry Tristram.
But I wouldn’t tell.”

“Wouldn’t you?”’ Cecily’s eyes sparkl-
ed in sudden approval, and she broke
into a smile. “I like you for that,”
she cried. “I wouldn’t have told eith-
er,”

“But now!” - The Imp pouted dis-
consolately. “Well, It’s not your fault,
I suppose, and——" ' She walked up to
Cecily and gave her a brief but friend-
ly kiss. ‘“And you needn’t be so upset
as all that about it. We'll just talk
over what we'd better do.”

There was not much prospect of their
talk affecting either the laws of Eng-
land or ‘the determination of Harry
Tristram to any appreciable extent.
But the proposal seemed to comfort
Cecily; and the Imp rang the bell for
tea. Coming back from this task, she
gave Cecily a critical glance.

“You'H look at it enyhow,” she con-
cluded with a reluctant smile.

Meanwhile Iver and Neeld drove back
to Blentmouth. Iver  sald riothing
about his friend’s bygone treachery;
oddly enough it was not in the cul-
prit’s mind, either.

“Now, Neeld, -to break this news to
Janie!” said Iver.

Neeld nodded ence again.

But of course a situation quite other
than they expected awaited them at
Fajrholme.

CHAPTER XVI.
The New Life,

“You hawven’t mentioned
young man himself?”
Evenswood.

“Certainly not. I've only seen him
once, and then he didn’t talk of his
own affairs. He takes the thing very
well. He’s lost his position and he’s
the hero of the newspapers, and he
bears both -afflictions quite cooly. A
lad of good balance, I think.”

“Is he agreeable?”

“Hum, I'm not so sure of that.
excess of modesty, I fancy.”

“I suppose you mean he’s not shy?
All young jnen are conceited. I think
I should like you to bring. him to see
me.” 5 ’
For forty -years' such an invitation
from Lady Evenswood ‘had enjoyed
the rank of a command; Lord South-
end received it with proper obedience.

“The solution I spoke of has occur-
red to some of us,” he went on. “He's
poor now, but with that he could make
a miarriage. The case i8 very excep-
ticnal—" :

“So is what you propose, George.”

“Oh, there are precedents. It was
done in the Bearsdale ‘case.”

“There- was a doubt there.”” Lady
Evenswood knew all about. the Bears-
da'e case; though it was ancient his-
tory to Southend, she had danced with
bcth parties: to. it.

“The House w .; against the mar-
riage unanimously.” But he did not
deny the doubt. .

“Well., what are you-going to do?”
she asked. y

“It would be necessary to approaci
Disney.” ' Southend spoke with some
appearance of timidity. Mr. Disnzy
was ' Prime Minister. “And. the truth
ie, none of-us seemed to like the job.
So John Fullcombe suggested you.”

“What brave men. you are!”
face wrinkled humorously.

*“Well, e might bite us, and he
couldn’t bite you—not so hard, any-
how.” :

“And you want me to ask for a high-
er rank! That wasn’t done in the
Bearsdale case, nor in any other that
I 2ver heard of.”

“We shouldn’t press that. A barony
would do. But if Bisney thought that
under the very ' exceptional circum-
stances a viscounty——"

“I don’t see why you want it,” she
persisted. The slight embarrassment
in Southend’s manner stirred the old
lady’s curfosity.” “It’s rather odd to
reward a man for his mother's—"
There, I don’'t say & word about Ad-
di2. I took her to her first ball, poor
girl.”

“Disney used to know her as a girl.”

“If you're relying on Robert Disney’'s
romantic memories—"" But she stop-
ped, adding after a pause, ‘“Well, one
never knows. But again, why a vis-
county ?”’

Driven into a corner, but evidently
rather ashamed of himself, Southend
explained.

“The viscounty would be more con-
venient if a match came about be-
tween him and the girl.”

“What , the new Lady Tristram?
Well, George, romance has taken pos-
session of you to-day!”

‘““Not at all,” he protested indignant-
ly.. “It's the obviously sensible way
out.”

“Then they can do it without a vis-
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county.”

“Oh, no, mot without
There's the past, you see.”

“And a sponge ‘is wanted? _ And the
bigger ‘the, sponge the better? ~ And
I'm to get my nose bitten off by ask-
ing Robert Disney for it? And if by
& miracle he says yes, for all T know
somebody else might say no!”

This dark reference to the Highest
Quarters caused Southend to mnod
thoughtfully: they discussed the prob-
able attitude—a theme too exalted to
be ‘more than ' mentioned here, *Any-
how the first thing is to sound Disney.”
continued Southend.

“I'll think about it after I've seen the
young man,” Lady Evenswood prom-
ised. ‘“Have you any reason to sup-
pose he likes his cousin?”

“None at all—except, of course,
way he’s cleared out for her.”

‘“Yielding gracefully to necessity, I
suppose?”’

“Really, I doubt the necessity; and
anyhow, the ‘gracefullness needs some
explanation in a case like this. Still
I always fancied he was going to
marry another girl, a daughter of a
friend of mine—Iver—you know who
I mean?”

“Oh, yes. Bring Harry Tristram to
see me,” said she. ‘“‘Good-by, George.
You're looking very well.”

“And you’re looking very young.”

““Oh, I finished getting old before you
were forty.”

A thought struck Southend. “You
might suggest the viscounty as con-
tingent on the marriage.”

“I -shant suggest anything till T've
seen the boy—and I won’t promise to
then.”

Later in the. afternoon Southend
dropped in at the Imperium, where to
hig surprise and pleasure he found Iver
in the smoking room. : Asked how he
came to be in town, Iver explained:

“I really ran away from the cackling
down at Blentmouth:. "All our old ladies
are talking fifteen to the dozen about
Harry Tristram, and Lady Tristram,
and me, and my family, and—well, I
dare say you’re in it by now, South-
end! There’s an old cat named Swink-
erton, who is positively beyond human
endurance; she waylays me in the
street. And Mrs. Trumbler, the vicar's
wife, comes and talks about Provi=
dence to my poor wife every day. S0
I fled.” £

“Leaving your wife behind, I sup-
pose?”

“Oh, she doesn’t mind Mrs.
bler. But I do.”

“Well, there’s a good deal of cackling
up here too. But tell me about the
new girl.” - Lord Southend did not ap-
pear to .consider his' own question
“cackling” or as. tending to produce
the same,

“I've only seen her once. She’s in
absolute seclusion and lets nobody in
except Mina Zabriska—a funny little
foreign weman—you wouldn’t know
her.”

“I know about her, I saw it in the
paper. She had something to do with
& % d

Yes.” Iver passed away from that
side of the subject immediately. “And
| she’s struck up a friendship with Ce-
cily Gainsborough—Lady Tristram, I
ought to say. I had a few words with
the father:* The poor old chap doesn’t
know whether he’s on his head or his
heels; but as they're of about equal
value, I should imagine, for thinking
purposes, it doesn’t much matter. Ah,
here’s Neeld. He came up with me.”

The advent of Neeld produced more
discussion. Yet Southend said nothing
of the matter which he had brought
to Lady Evenswood’s attention. Dis-
cretion was necessary there. Besides
he wished to know how the land lay
as to Janie Iver. On that subject his
friend preserved silence.

“And the whole thing was actually
in old Joe's diary!” exclaimed South-
end.

Neeld, always annoyed at the ‘“Joe,”.
admitted that the main facts had been
recorded in Mr. Cholderton's Journal,
and that he himself had known them
when nobody else England did—
save, of course, the conspirators them-
selves.

“And you kept it dark? I didn’t
know you were as deep as that, Neeld”
He looked at the old gentleman with
great amazement.

“Neeld was in an exceedingly diffi-
cult position,” gaid Iver. ‘“I've come
to see that.”. He paused, looking at
Southend with an amused air. *“You
.introduced us to one another,” he re-
minded him with a smile.

‘“Bless my soul, so I did! I'd forgot-
ten. Well, it seems my fate too to be
mixed up in the affair.” Just at pres-
ent, however, he was assisting fatéd
rather actively.

“It's everybody’s. The Blent's
fire from Mingham to the sea.”

“I've seen Harry Tristram.”

““Ah, how is he?” asked Neeld.

“Never saw a young man more com-
posed in all my life. And he couldn’t
bhe better satisfied with himself if he’d
turned.out to be a duke.” »

“We know Harry's airs,” Iver said,
smiling indulgently. ‘““But there’s stuff
in him.” A note of regret came into
his voice. ‘“He treated me very bad-
ly—I know Neeld won’'t admit it, but
he did. Still T like him and I'@ help
him if T could.”

“Well, he atoned for any wrong by
owning up in the end,” remarked
Southend.

“That wasn’t for my sake or for—
Well, it had nothing to do with us. As
far as we are concerned he’d be at
Blent to-day. It was Cecily Gains-
borough who did it.”

“Yes. I wonder—-" ;

Iver rose decisively. “Look -here,
Southend, if you're going to do exact-
ly what all my friends and neighbors,
beginning with Miss Swinkerton, are
doing, I shall go and write letters.”
With a nod he walked into the next
room, leaving Neeld alone with his in-
quisitive friend. Southend 1lost  no
time. !

‘“What’s happened about Janie Iver?®
There was some talk—-"

“It’s all over,”
needless caution. “He released her,
and she accepted the release.”

‘“What, on the ground that

“Realiy I don’t know any more. But
it’s finally over; you may depend upon
that.”

Southend lit a cigar with a satisfied
air. On the whole he was glad to hear
the news.

“Staying much longer in town?”. he
asked. i

“No, I'm going down to Iver's again
in August.”

‘“You want to see the end of
Come, T know that's it!”

something.
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it?
He. laughed

as he walked away.

{ cousin;

whispered Neeld with |

Meanwhile Harry Tristram, uncon-
scious of the efforts which were being
made to arrange his future, and pay-
ing as little attention as he could to
thé buzz of gassip about bis past, had
settled down in ‘quiét rooms and was

! looking at the world from a new point

He was in seclusion like his

the mourning they shared for
Addie Tristram was sufficient excuse;
and he found hfs chief pleasure in wan-
dering about the streets. The season
was not over yet, and he liked to go out
about eight in’ the evening and watch
the great city starting forth to enjoy
itself. Then he could feel its life in all
the rush and the gayety of it. Some-
how now he seemed more part of it and
more at home in it than when he used
to run up for a few days from his coun-
try home. Then Blent had been the
centre of his life, and in town he was
but a stranger and a sojourner. Bient
was gone; -and London is home to
homeless men. There was a suggestion
for him in the air of it, an impulse that
was graduaily but st-ongly uiging him
to action, telling him ibut he must de-
gin to do. For the moruent he was
notorious, but the talk and the staring
would be over soon—the sooner the bet-
ter, he added mogst sincerely. Then he
must do something if he wished still to
be, or ever again to be, anyboly. Oth-
erwise he could expect no more than
to be pointed out now and then to the
cu:ious as the man who had once been
Tristram of Blent and had ceased to be
such in a puzzling manner.
_ As he looked back, he seemed to him-
self to have lived hitherto on the banks
of ‘the river of life as w&ll as of the
river Blent; there had been no need of
swimming. But he was in the current
now; he must swim or sink. This idea
took shape'as he watched the carriages,
the lines of scampering hansome, the
crowds waiting at theatre doors. Every
man and every vehicle, every dandy
and every urchin, represented some ef-
fort, if it were only at one end of the
scale to be magnificent, at the other not
to be hungry. No such notions had been
fostered by days spent on the banks of
the Blent. “What shall I do? What
shall I do?” The question hummed in
his brain as he walked about. There
were ‘such infinite varieties of things
to ‘do, such multitude of people doing
them. To some men this reflection
brings despair or = bewilderment; to
Harry (as indeed Lord Southend would
have expected from his. observation of
him) it- was a titillating evidence of
great opportunities, stirring his mind
to a busy consideration of chances.
Thus “then' it seemed as though Blent
might fall into the background, his
loved Blent. Perhaps his not thinking
of il had begun in wilfulness, or even
in fear; but he found the rule he had
made .far easier to' keep than he had
ever expected. There had been a sort
of release for his mind; he had not fore-
seen this as a possible result of his
great sacrifice.*He even felt rather
richer; which seemed a strange paradox
till he reflected that the owners of Blent
had seldom been able to lay hands
readily on a fluid sum of fifteen thou-
sand pounds, subject to no claims for
houses to be repaired, huildings to be
maintained, cottagés to be built, wages
to be paid, and theé,go;én other ways in
which money dispétses itself over the
surface of a landed estate. He had
fifteen thousand pouhds in form as good
as cash. He was lving more or less
as he had once meant to'five in this one
particular; he -was living with a re-
spectable if not a big check by him,
ready for any emergency which might
arise—an emergency not now of a
danger to be warded off, but of an op-
portunity to be seéized.

These new thoughts suited well with
the visit which he paid to Lady Evens-
wood’' and gained fresh strength from
it. His pride and independence had
made him hesitate about going. South-
end, amazed yet . half admiring, had
been obliged to plead, reminding him
that it was merely a woman not mere-
ly a woman of rank who wished to
make his acquaintance, but also a very
old woman who had known his mother
as a child. He further offered his own
company, so that the interview might
assume a less formal aspect. Harry
deciined the company but yielded to
the plea. He was announced as Mr.
Tristram. He had just taken steps to
obtain a Royal License to bear the
name. Southend had- chuckled again
half admiringly over that.

Although the room was in deep shad-
ow and very still, and the old white-
haired lady the image of peace, for
Harry there too the current ran ‘'strong:
Though not great, she had know the
great; if she had not done the things,
she had seen them dome; her talk re-
vealed a matter-of-course knowledige
of secrets, a natufal intimacy with the
inaccessible. It wag like Harry to show
signs of being impressed; but very
shrewd eyes were upon him, and his
impassivity met with amused approval
since it stopped short of inattention.
She broke it ‘down'at last by snrsaking
of Addie Tristram.

“The most fascinating creature in the
world,” she said. *T knew her as a lit-
tle girl. I knew her up to the time of
your birth almost. After that she hard-
ly left Blent. did she? At least she
never came.to Londen, You travelied,
I know."”

“Were you cver-at ‘Blent?' he asked.

“No, Mr. Tristram.”

He frowned for @ moment: it was oud
not to be able to ask peeple there, just
teo as he was awakening to the num-
ber of people there were in the worid
worth asking,

“There never was anybody in the
worid like her, and there never will
be,”” Lady Evenswood went on.

“I used to think that; but I was
wrong.” The smile that Mina Zabris-
ka knew came in his face.

‘“You were wrong? Who's like her
then?”

“Her successor.
vary iike her.”

Lady Evenswood was more struck by
the way he spoke than by the meaning
of what he said. She wanted to say
“Bravo,” and to pat him on the back;
he 1:d avoided so entirely any hesita-
tioa or affectation in naming his cousin
—A-die Tristram’s successor who had
superceded him.

“‘She talks and moves and sits and
looks at you in the same way. I was
amszed to see it.” He had said not a
word of this to anybody since he left
Blent. Lady Ewvenswood, studying him
very curiously, began to make conjec-
tures about the history of the affair,
also about what lay behind her visitor’s
composed face; there was a nint of
things suppressed in his voice. But he
had the bridle on himself agsin in a
moment. “Very- curious these like-
nesses are,” he énded with a shrug.

of view.

My cousin Cecily’s

~

o B R S S A i

She decided that he was remarkable,
for a boy of his age, bred in the coun-
try, astonishing. S8he had heard her
father describe Pitt at twenty-one and
Byron at eighteen. Without making
absurd comparisons, there was, all the
same, something of that precocity of
manhood here, something also of the
arrogance that the great men had ex-
hibited. She was very glad' that she
had sent for him.

“I don’t want to be impertinent,” she
said (she had not meant to make even
this much apology), “but perhaps an
old woman may tell you that she is very
sorry for—for this turn in your for-
tunes, Mr. Tirstram.”

‘“You're very kind. It was all my own
doing, you know. Nobody could have
touched me.”

“But that would have meant
she exclaimed, startled into candor.

“Oh, yes, I know, Still—but since
things have turned out differently, I
needn’t trouble you with that.”

She saw the truth, seeming to learn
it from the set of his jaw. She enjoy-
ed a man who was not afraid to defy
things, and she had been heard to la-
ment that everybody had a conscience
now-a-days—nay, insisted on ‘bringing
it even into politics. She wanted to
hear more—much mere now—about his
surrender, and recognized as a new
iribute to Harry the fact that she could
not question him. Immediately she con-
ceived the idea of inviting him to din-
ner to meet Mr. Disney; but of coufse
that must wait for a little while:

“Everything must seem rather
strange to you?”’ she suggested.

‘“Yes, very,” he answered thought-
fully. “I’'m beginning to think that
some day I shall look back on my boy-
hood with downright
shan’t seem to have been that boy in
the least.”

“What are you going to do.in the
meantime, to procure that feeling?”
She was getting to the point she wish-
ed to arrive at, but very cautiosuly.

“I don’t know yet. It's hard to
choose.”
“You
friends.”
‘“Yes, that’s pleasant, of course.” He
seemed to hint, however, that he did

not regard'it as very useful.

“Oh,-and serviceable too,” she cor-
rected him, with a nod of wise experi-
ence. ‘“Jobs are frowned at®now, but
many great men have started by means
of them. Robert Disney himself came
in for a pocket-borough.”

“Well, I really don’t know,” he re-
peated thoughtfully, but with no sign
of anxiety or fretting. “There's lots of
time, Lady Evenswood.”

“Not for me,” she said with all her
graciousness. 4

He smiled again, this time cordially,
as hie rose to take leave. But she de-
tained him.

‘“You’re on friendly terms with your
cousin, I suppose?”’

“Certainly, if we meet., Of course I
haven't seen her since I left Blent.
She's there, you know.”

‘“Have you written to her?”

“No. I think it's best not to ask her
to think of me just now.”

She looked at him a moment, seem-
ing to ‘consider. ;

“Perhaps,” she said at i&st. ' “But
don’t over-do that. Don’'t be cruel.”

“Cruel?”’ There was strong surprise
in his voice and on his face. :

““Yes, cruel. Have you ever troubled
to think what she may be feeling?”

“I don’t know that I ever have.,”
Harry admitted slowly. ‘At first sight
it looks -as if I were the person who
might be supposed to be feeling.”

“At first sight, yes. Is that always to
be enough for you, Mr. Thistram? If
s0, I shan’t regret so much that I
haven’t—lots of time.”

He stood silent before her for several
seconds.

“Yes, I see, Perhaps I daresay I can
find out something about it.” After all,
I've given some evidence of considera-
tion for her.”

“That makes it worse If you give
none now. Good-by.”

“It’s less than a fortnight since I first
met her. She  won’'t miss me much,
Lady Evenswood.”

“Time’s everything, isn’t it?
you're not stupid! Think it over, Mr.
Tristram. Now good-by. And don’t
conclude I shan’t think about you be-
cause it’s only an hour since we met.
We women gre curious. When you've
nothing better to do it'll pay you to
study us.”

As Harry walked down  from her
house in Green street, his thoughts
were divided between the new life and
that old one which she had raised again
before his eyes by her reference to
Cecily. The balance was turned in fa-
vor of Blent by the sight of a man who
was associated in his mind with it—
Sloyd, the house-agent who had let
Merrion Lodge to Mina Zabriska.
Sloyd was as smart as usual, but he
was walking along in a dejected way,
and his hat was unfashionably far back
on his head. -He started when he saw
Harry approaching him.

“Why, it’s——" he began, and stopped
in evident hesitation.

“Mr. Thistram,” said Harry. “Glad
to meet you, Mr. Sloyd, though “you
won’t have any more rent te hand over
to me.”

Ciovd began to murmur some rather
flowery condolences.

Harry cut him short in a peremptory
but good-natured fashion.

“How’s business with you?” he asked.

“Might be worse, Mr. Tirstram. I
don’t complain. We're a young firm,
and we don’t command the opporiuni-
ties that others do.” He laughed as he
added, “You couldn’t recommend me
to a gentleman with ten thousand
pounds to spare, could you, Myp. Tris-
tram?”

“I know just the man.
for?”

“No, no.

993

certainly won’t want for

Oh,

What's it

Principals only,” sald Sloyd

.with a shake of his head.

“How does one become a principal
then? I'll walk your way a bit.”
Harry lit-a cigar; Sloyd beedme more
erect and amended the position of his
hat; he hoped that a good many people
would reeognize Harry. Yet social
pride did not iInterfere with business
wariness.

“Are you in earnest, Mr. Tristram?
It's a safe thing.”

“Oh, no, it isn’t, or you wouldn’t be
hunting for tem thousand on the pave-
ment of Berkeley Square.”

“T’'ll trust you,” Sloyd declared. Harry
nodded thanks, inwardly amused at the
obvious effort which attended the con-
cession. “If you don’t come in, youwll
not give it away?” Again Harry nod-
ded. “It’s a big chance. but we haven’t
got the money to take it, and unless
we can take it we shall have to sell our
rights. It's an option on land. T ‘se-

incredulity. I

" rise.

cured it, but it's out in a week. Be-
fore then' we must table twenty thou-
sand. And ten cleans us out.”

“What'll happen if you don’t?”

“I must- sell the'option—rather than
forfeit it, you knmow. I've an offer for
it, but a starvation one.”

After a moment’s scrutiny Sloyd
whispered a name of immense signifi-
cance in such a connection: “Iver.”

“I should like to hear some more
amout this. It's worth something, I
expeet, if Iver wants it. Shall I go
with you to your office?” - He hailed a
passing cab: “I've got the money,” he
said, “and I want to use it, You show
me that this is a good thing, and in it
goes.” "

An hour passed in the office of Sloyd,
Sloyd; and Gurney. Harry Tristram
came out whistling. He looked very
pleased; his step was alert; he had
found something to do, he had made a
beginning—good or bad. It looked good,
that was enough. He was no longer
an idler or merely an onlooker. He had
begun to take a hand in the game him-
self. IIe found an added, 'perhaps a
boyish, pleasure in the fact that the
affair was for the present to be a dead
secret. He was against Iver toe in a
ceriain sense, . and that was anether
spice; not from any ill-will, but be-
cause it would please him especially to
show Iver that he could hold his own.
It occurred to him that in case of a
success he would enjoy going and tell-
ing Lady Evenswood about it. He felt,
as he said to himself, very jolly, eare-

_less and jolly, more than he remem-

bered feeling for many months back.
Suddenly an idea struck him. Was it
in whole or in part because there was
no Ienger anything to hide, because hc
need no longer be on the watch?
gave this idea a good 'deal’ of rather
amused consideration, and came to the
conclusion that there might be some-
thing in it. He went to the theatre
that night, to the pit (where he would
not be known), and enjoyed himself
immensely.

And Lady Evenswood had made up
her mind that she would find a way of
seeing Mr. Disney soon, and throw out
a cautious feeler. Everything would
have to be done very carefully, espe-
cially if the marriage with the cousin
were to be made a feature of the case.
But her resolve, although not altered,
was hampered by a curious feeling to
which her talk with Harry had given
There was now not only the very
grave question whether Robert Disney
—to say nothing of Somebody Else —
would entertain the idea. There was
another, a much less obvious one —
whether 'Harry himself would welcome
it. And a third, whether she herself
would welcome it for him. However,
when Southend next called on her, she
professed her readiness to attack or
at least to reconnoitre the task from
which he and John Fullcombe and the
rest had shrunk.

“Only,” she said, “if I were you, I
should find out tolerably early—as soon
as we know that there’s any chance at
all—what Mr. Tristram himself thinks
about it.”

“There’s only one thing he
think!” exclaimed Southend. 3

“Oh, very well,”” smiled Lady Evens-
wood. .

A long life had taught her ‘that only
facts convince and that ‘they often fail

CHAPTER XVIIL

River Scenes and Bric-a-Brac.

The Blent was on fire indeed, and
Mina Zabriska. occupied a. position rich
of importance, prolific of pleasure.
Others, such as Iver and Miss S., might
meet Mr. Gainsborough as he took
timid rambles; they could extort little
beyond a dazed civility. Others again,
such as Janie Iver and Bob Broadley,
might comfort themselves with the
possession of a secret and the convic-
tion that they too could produce a
fair sensation when the appropriate
(and respeclable) time arrived; for the
pressnt they commanded no public in-
terest. Gthers again, the Major not-
ably, sirove after importance by airs
of previous knowledge and hints of un-
disclosed deiails. Even Mrs. Trumbler
made her cast, declaring that she had
always krnown (the source of the in-
formation was I ft in obscurity) that
pride such as Harry Tristram’s was
the sure precursor of a fall. None of
them could compete with Madame Za-
briska. To her alone the doors of
Blent were open; she held exclusive
right of access to its hidden mistress.
The fact caused unmeasured indigna-
tion, the reason excited unresting curi-
osity. This state of things ought to
have made Mina very happy.
more could woman want?

One thing only, but that a necessity
—somebody to talk to about it. She
had nobody. Janie showed no desire
to discuss Blent or anything or any-
body connected therewith, and with
Janie out of the question there was
nobody to'whom loyalty allowed her
to talk. The. Major, for instance, was
one of the enemy. She might pity him
as an uncle—he was perplexed and
surly, because somehow he never hap-
pened to meet Miss Iver now—but she
could not confide in him. The gossips
of Blentmouth were beneath her lord-
ly notice. She was bubbling over with
undiscussed impressions. And  now
even Mr. Neeld had gone off on a visit
to town!

Yet things needed talking about,
hammering out, the light of another
mind thrown upon them; for they were
very difficult. Theré was no need to
take account of Mr. Gainsborough; as
long as he could be kept in the library
and out of the one curiosity shop which
was to be found in Blentmouth, he
could not do himself or the house much
harm. He was still bewildered, but
by no means unhappy, and he talked
constantly of going back to town to
see about . everything — to-morrow.
There was nothing to see about—the
lawyers had done it all—and he was
no more neeessary or important in
London than he was at Blent. But Ce-
cily’s was another matter altogether,
and it was about her that Mina de-
sired the enlightening contact of mind
with mind, in order to canvass and ex-
plain the incongruities of a behavior
which conformed to no rational or con-
sistent theory.

Cecily had acquiesced in all the law-
yers did, had signed papers at request,
had allowed herself to be invested with
the property, saluted with a title, en-
throned in the fullest manner. So far
then she had accepted her cousin’s
sacrifice and the transformation of her
own life. Yet through and in spite of
all this she maintained, even to the ex-
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treme of punctiliousness, the air of be- |

ing a visitor at Bient.

She was not |

exactly apologetic to the servants, but !

she thanked them profusely for any
special personal service they might per-

form for her; she made no changes in
the order of the household; when Mina
—always busy in her friend's interest—.
suggested re-arrangement of furniture
or of eurios, Cecily’'s manner implied
that she was prepared to take no such
liberties. in another man’s house, Tt
would have been all very well-bred if
Harry had put his house at her dis-
posal for a fortnight. Seeing that the
place was her own and that she had
accepted it as being her own, Mina
clared that her conduct was little
than an absurdity. This assertion w
limited to Mina's own mind; it had not
been made to the offender herself, The
fear she had felt of Harry threatened
to spread to hig successor; she did n
feel equal to a remonstrance.
provisionai, this ostentatiously
visional, attitude could not be 1
tained permanently. Something
happen one way or the other.

what was it to be? She could nos

tend to guess. These Tristrams w
old folk. There was the same bloc
Cecily as had run in Addie Trist:
veins., On the other hand the Gaj
boroughs seemed to have been

ary. Was this period of indeci

of suspended action a time of =

gle between the Tristram in Cecily ar
the Gainsborough? Mina, on the 1o
out for entertainment, had no dou
which of the two she wished to
viclorious; the Gainsborough premis-
nothing, the Tristram—well—effects
The strain made Mina excited, and a*
times exceedingly short with Majo
Duplay.

The neighborhood waited too, but
for the end of l.ady Tristram’s mourn-
ing, not of her indecision. As a result
of much discussion, based on manv
rumors and an incredible number of
authentic rejorts. it was settled that
at the end of six months Blent was
to be thrown open, visitors received
and a big house-warming given. A
new era was to begin. Splendor and
respectability were to lie down toget
er. Blent was to pay a new homage
to the proprieties. Miss Swinkerton
was strongly of opinion that bygones
should be bygones, and was author of
a theory which feund much acceptance
among the villas—namely, that Ladyv
Tristram would consider any reference
to her immediate predecessor as incon-
siderate, indeed indelicate, and
such as might be expected to proceed
from lady-like mouths.

3

not

, “We must remember that she's a gir

my - dear,”” Miss S. observed to
Trumbler.

“She must know about it,” Mrs,
Trumbler suggested. “But I dare say
you're right, Miss Swinkerton.”

“If such a thing had happened in my
family, I should consider myself per-
sonally affronted by an reference to
the persons concerned.”

“The Vicar says he's sadly afraid
that the notions of the upper classes
on such subjects are very lax.”

“Not at all,” said Miss S. tartly.
Really she needed no instruction from
the Viear. “And as I say, my dear
she’s a girl. The ball will mark a new
departure. I said so to Madame Za-
briska and she quité agreed with me.”

Mrs. Trumbler frowned pensively. “I
suppose: Madame . Zabriska ,has been a
widow some time?” she remarked.

“F have never inquired,” said Miss S,
with an air of expecting applause for
a rare discretion.

“I wonder what Mr. Harry will do!
The Vicar says he must be terribly up-
set.”

“0,, I never professed to understand
that young man. All I know is that
he’s going abroad.”

“Abroad?”

“Yes, my dear. I heard it in the
town, and Madame Zabriska said she
had no doubt it was correct.”

“But surely Madame Zabriska doesn't
correspond 2

“I don’t know, my dear. I don't
know what she said.” She looked at
Mrs. Trumbler and@ went on with em-
phasie: “It doesn’t do to judge for-
cigners as we should judge ourselves.
If I corresponded with Mr. Tristram it
would be one thing; if Madame Za-
briska—and to be sure she has nobody
to look after her; that Major is no bet-
ter than any silly young man—chooses
to do so, it’s quite another. All I say
is that, so far as Blent is concerned,
there’s an end of Mr. Tristram. Why,
he hasn’t got a penny piece, my dear.”

“So I neard.” agreed Mrs. Trumbler.
“I suppecse they won’t let him starve.”

“Dh. arrangements are made in such
cases,” nodded Miss 8. “But of coursé
rothing is said about them. For my
rart I shall never mention either Mr.
Trisiram or the late Lady Tristram to
her present iadyship.”

Mrs. Trumbler was silant for a while:
at lact her mouth spoke the thoughts
of her heart.

“I suppose  she’'ll be thinking
marrying soon. But I don’t know any-
body in the neighborhood——"’

“My dear, she’ll have her house
town in the season. The only reason
the late Lady Tristram didn't do
was—— Well, you can see that
yourself, Mrs. Trumbler!”

‘“What must the Ivers think about it!
What an escape! Ilow providential!”

“Let us hope it's a lesson®o Janie
If T had allowed myself to think of
position or weaith, I should have b
married half a dozen times, Mrs. Trum-
bler.”

Mrs,
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(To be Continued.)

Searching for an exit from the deat
trap that confronted them, and hen-
mend in or® all sides, four persons w
burned to death early Tuesday i
fire on East Grand avenue, Oklah
City. The dead are Lillian Rae, Verg
Wallace, Sadie Ward, Walter Wa
The fire is believed to have been

,incendiary origin.
a
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will last a whole season.

Every packet
will kilt
more flies than
300 sheets

of sticky paper

Mere
REAL

REPLIES TO ADVERTISE]

Letters in reply to adver
he classified columne of
wait claimants as follows:
NUMBERS—45, 60, 75. 77, 91,
™86, 280, 253, 442, 450, 509, 705, 718,
1,000.
LETTERS—-B., C, F., G..
He: 2 3. 0., R.

WANTED-MALE HH
Advertisements under this hd
& word eacn insertio

WANTED—Good carpenter, g
Apply Munday’s Shoe Store,
ment street.

WANTED-—First-class carpen:
Bale, Rithet stree:.

WANTED—Smart boy, to drivd
himself useful in store. Appll
Office. .

WANTED—A bake house boy.
W. Hanbury, London and
Bakery.

v

WANTED—A first-class ca
Apply at once to Weiler Bro
ment street, Victoria.

WANTED-Telegraph operato
employment with Western U
graph Company should confi
V. Fulton, manager Great
ern Telegraph Company, 92 G
street,

ANY INTELLIGENT PER|
earn $75 to $100 monthiy co
for mewspapers; sure, steads
canvassing; experience ]

d for particulars. Press
Lockport, N. Y.

WANTED-FEMALE H
Alverilsements under this he
a word each nsertion

WANTED—Lady stenographer,
experienced and willing to
books. Apply P. O. Box 275.

WANTED—Experienced wait
moral Hotel

WANTED—A first-class waitn
ply Victoria Hotel

WANTED—-Twoc waltresses.
minion Hotel.

WANTED—A woman to do gen

work. Apply 47 King's road

ANY = INTELLIGENT PERS
earn §7 to $100 monthly corf]
for neéwspapers; sure, steady
canvussing; experience un
Bend for particulars. Press
Lockvort. N. V.

WANTED—Ladles to_do plalm
sewing at home, whole or
good pay; work .zent any

; send stamp for)
ticulars. National Manufactu
pany. Montreal

SITUATIONS WANTED—
Advertisements under this he
& word each insertion.

WANTED—Situation, by a goo
Apply to Japanese Mission, 2
ton street.

YOUNG MAN, 10 years' expé|
commereial” business in coloni
employment: first-class refereqg
drexs Box 839, this office.

WANTED—Position in office b
man, seven years’ experience
references, not afraid of wo!
Box 648

BOOKKEEPER, experienced off
competent to take charge, de
Ragement; highes«t references 4
monials. Address C. I. ¥., care
Box 93. Victoria, B. C.

CONTRACTORB—We tan furd
with laborers, or any kind of
e " 2, B

unians, ete. osf]
w Oo., 18 Norfolk street, N

FOR SALE.
Advertisements under this head
& word each insertion.

FIFTY-FIVE HUNDRED DOJ
on terms, buys remarkably go
ness property, returning over s
eent. net on outley, pending
vance. Box 1, Times Office.

FOR SALE-—-Good work horses.
Lawrence, Saanichton P. O.

FOR SBALE-—-English setter pups,
Bob stock. Apply D. E. Whit
Whittaker street.

ENGLISH SETTER PUPS FOR
Three months cld. Inquire of V
12 Third street. ¢

3.

FOR SALE-Small safe, sec
bargain. Plimley Auto Co., Vi

LETTER. COPYING MACHINH

SALE—In good condition.

_B.Itchje, 15 Government street.
purpose

FOR SALE—General
gamnteed gentle and reliable
_%%. M. Emerson, Otter Point.
CUTE ON & CO., 114 Yuces stree
ladies’ dresses to order. Cheap

Chine &
u"d"::“s.llk and cotton blo

R SALE Shetgun
yolver, 32 cal, $2.50: tool ches
English stop watch, $10; Ne
tandard watch, $5; spring doo
.; leather leggings, $150; sof
Jacob Aaromson’s mew and
hand store, 64 Johnson street, tw,
below Government.

A GOOD DRIVING HORSE FOR
Apply 88 Horth Chatham street.

—

12 bore,

T™O LET.
Adveruisements under this head a
a weord each Insertion.

TO RENT—A large front bedroon]
ply 45 Vancouver street.

TO LET—§ roomed furnished cottd
g:;,"" road. Apply to Pembe!

FURNISHED front room to let, o
ly located and pleasantly situated
Bellot street. )

TQ

LET—Furnished, modern, up-ij

furnisfied, 5 roomed house, Wox?k

1<;°mer King’s road and Second

h:;] v)the:l particulars see Grant &
, T

¥ estate brokers, No.

UFFICES TO LET-In Bank of M

= Chambers. Apply at Bank.
URNISHED ROOMS TO LET_H]
Week or month. Apply 40 Kane

o BOARD AND ROOMS,

W AN
‘rlé(l)\TED--By gentleman, board
'v’er;g& in private family, James Ba
), Office” Address “Boarder,”

BOARD, Todg:
= A ngs and home comfo
s't‘:-::tl‘ablo rates. Apply 136 M|

WA
W
ANTED- Roon, und board, in p

lamily; "rer
R.,» Tfmu m’ﬁl if desired. A

Rog
su{mamumr)—l?‘mnt bed

Bituate o o, tourist or perm
Timesy

N Beacon Hill park. B




