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“ Yes, you love it,” he said, and a smile came on his face.
“I'm glad you love it. As God lives, unless you'd loved it I'd
have spoken not a word of this. But you're one of us, you're
a Tristram. I don’t know the real rights of it, but I'll run no
risk of cheating a Tristram. You love it all ?”

“Yes, yes, Harry. But why, dear Harry, why ?”

“Why ? Because it's yours.”

He let go her hand and reeled back a step.

“Mine? What do you mean ?” she cried. Still the idea,
the wild idea, that he offered it with himself was in her
mind.

“It’s yours, not mine—it’s never been mine. You're the
owner of it. You're Tristram of Blent.”

“I—I Tristram of Blent ?” She was utterly bewildered.
For he was not a lover—no lover ever spoke like that.

“Yes, I say, yes.” His voice rose imperiously as it pro-
nounced the words that threw away his rule. “ You're Lady
Tristram of Blent.”

She did not understand ; yet she believed. He spoke so
that he must be believed. !

“This is all yours—yours—yours. Youre Tristram of
Blent.”

She rose to her height, and stood facing him.

“And you? Andyou?”

“1? I'm—Harry.”

“Harry? Harry? Harry what?”

He smiled as he looked at her; as his eyes met hers he
smiled.

“ Harry what ? Harry nothing,” he said. * Harry Nothing
at all.”

He turned and left her alone in the room. She sank back
into the great arm-chair where Addie Tristram had been wont
to sit.

(7o be continued.)




