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CHAPTER VIL—(Continued.)

“You'll soon change that, if you say
much more.” His pleasure in her im-
plied praise was obvious, but he did
not read a single word more in her
speech than the words she uttered.

“And you are friendly to me—stil

“It doesn’t make any difference to
me whether I see you or not—"

“What?”’ she cried.  The next mo-
ment she was laughing: “Thanks, Bob,
but—but you've a funny way of put-
ting things sometimes.” She laid her
hand on his arm for a moment, sigh-
ing, “Dear old Bob!”

“Oh, you know what I mean,” he
said, puffing away. Hisz healthy skin
had flushed a trifle, but that was his
only reply to her little caress.

“If—if I came to you some day and
said I'd been a fool, or been made ‘a
fool of, and was very unhappy, and—
and wanted comforting, would you still
be nice to me?”

His answer came after a, puff and a
pause.

“Well, if you ever get like that, I
should recommend you just to try me
for what I'm worth,” he said. Her
eyes were fixed on his face, but he did
not look at her. Some men would have
seen in her appeal an opportunity of
trying to win from her more than she
was giving. The case did not present
itself in that light to Bob Broadley.
He did not press his own advantage,
he hardly believed in it; and he had,
besides, a vague idea that he would
spoil for her the feeling she had if he
greeted -it with too much enthusiasm.
What she wanted was a friend—a solid,
possibly rather stolid, friend; with
that commodity he was prepared to
provide her. Any sign of agitation in
her he answered and hoped to quiet
by an increased calm in his own man-
ner. The humblest men have moments
of pride; it must be confessed that Bob
thought he was behaving not only with
proper feeling but also with consider-
able tact—a tact that was based on
knowledge of women.

Interviews such as these—and they
were not infrequent—formed a rather
Incongruous background, but also an
undeniable belief, to the life Janie was
leading at Fairholme. That seemed to
have little concern with Bob Broad-
ley and to be engrossed in the
struggle between Harry and Duplay.
Both men pressed on. Harry had not
been scared away. Duplay would win
without using his secret weapon, if he
could. Each had his manner; Harry's
constrained yet direct; the Major’s
more florid, more expressed in glances,
compliments and attentions. Neither
had yet risked the decisive word. Janie
was playing for delay. The Major
seemed inclined to grant it her; he
would make every step firm under him
before he took another forward. But
Harry grew impatient, was imperious
in his calls on her time; and might face
her with the demand for an answer
any day. She could not explain how
It was, but somehow his conduct seem-
ed to be influenced -by the progress of
Lady Tristram's illness. She gathered
this idea from words he let fall; per-
haps his mother wanted to.see the af-
fair settled before she died. Duplay
often speke of the illness too; it ceuld
have no importance for him at least,
she thought.

About Harry Tristram anyhow she
was right. He was using to its full
value his rival’s chivalrous desire to
make no improvement during Lady
Tristram’s lifetime; he reckoned on ‘it
and meant.to profit by it. The Major
had indeed conveyed to him that the
chivalry had its limits; even if that
were so, Harry would be no worse off;
and there was the chance that Duplay
would not speak. A look of brutality
would be given to any action of his
while Lady Tristram lay dying; Harry
hoped this aspect of his conduct would
frighten him. At least it was worth
risking.  The doctors talked of two
months more; Harry Tristram meant
to be engaged before one of them was
cut. Could he be married before the
second ran its course? Mrs, Iver would
have scoffed at ‘the idea, and Janie
shrunk from it. But a dying mother’s
appeal would count with almost Iir-
resistible strength in such a case; and
Harry was sure of being furnished
with this aid.

He came to Fairholme a day or two
after Janie had talked with Bob Broad-
ley. She was on the lawn; with her
Mina Zabriska and a small, neat, elder-
ly man, who was introduced to him as
Mr. Jenkinson Neeld. Harry paid lit-
tle attention to this insignificant person,
and gave Mina no more than a careless
‘skake of the hand and a good-humored
amused nod; he was not afraid of her
any longer. She had done what harm
she could. If she did anything more
now it would be on his side. Else why
had he shown her Lady Tristram? He
claimed Janie and contrived to lead her
to some chairs on the other side of the
lawn.

“And that's Mr.
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“TRISTRAM OF BLENT”’
:

BY ANTHONY HOPE

said Neeld, looking at him intently

through his spectagles.

“Yes,” said the Imp briefly—she was
at the moment rather bored by Mr.
Neeld.

“An.interesting-looking young man.”

“Yes, he's interesting.” And she add-
ed a moment later, “You’re having 2a
good look at him, Mr. Neeld.”

“Dear me, was I staring? I hope not.
But—well, we’ve all heard of his moth-
er, you know.”

“I'm afraid the next thing we hear
about her will be the last.” What she
had seen at Blent Hall was in her mind
and she spoke sadly. “Mr. Tristram
will succeed to his throne soon now.”

Neeld looked at her as if he were
about to speak, but he said nothing,
and his eyes wandered back to Harry
again.

“They’re friends—Miss Iver and he?”
he asked at last.

“Oh, it’'s no secret that he wants to
marry her.”

“And does she 7 i

Mina laughed, not very naturally.
“It's something to be Lady Tristram of
Blent.”” She smiled to think how much
more her words meant to herself than
they could mean to her companion. She
would have been amazed to find that
Neeld was thinking that she would not
speak so lightly if she knew 'what he
dida.

Harry wanted to marry Janie Iver!
With ' a sudden revulsion of feeling
‘Neeld wished himself far from Blent-
moutrh{ However it was his duty to
talk to this sharp little foreign woman,
and he meant to try. A few polite
questions brought him to the point of
inquiring her nationality.

“Oh, we’'re Swiss. But I was born at
Heidelberg. My mother lived there
after my father died. My uncle—who
lives with me—Major Duplay, is her
brother; he was in the Swiss service.”

“A pleasant society at Heidelberg, I
dare say?”

“Rather dull,” said Mina. It seemed
much the same at Blentmouth at the
moment.

Iver strolled out from his study on to
the lawn. He cast a glance toward his
daughter and Harry, frowned slightly,
and sat down on Mina’s other side. He
had a ,newspaper in his hand, and he
held it* as*he spoke to Neeld across
Mina.

“Your
I see, N o

“Yes, it’s be out then.”

Ming was %hted at being presented
with a topic., metimes it is the most
precious of gifts.

“Oh, 'Mr. Neeld, have you written a
book? "Mow interesting! What is it?
A novel?”

“My dear Madame Zabriska!” mur-
mured Neeld, feeling as if he were be-
ing made fun of. “And it’s not really
my book. I've only edited it.”

“But that’'s just as good,”” Mina in-
sisted amiably. “Do tell me what it
In'e

“Here you are, Mina. There’s the full
title and description for you. There’'s
nothing else in the paper.” Iver hand-
ed it to her with a stified yawn. She
read and turned to Neeld with a gquick
jerk of her head.

“Jaurnal and Correspondence of Jo-
siah Cholderton!” she repeated. “Oh,
but—oh, but—well, that is curious! Why
we used to know Mr. Cholderton!”

“You knew Mr. Cholderton?” said Mr.
Neeld in mild surprise. Then, with a
recollection, he added, “Oh, at Heidel-
berg, I dare say? But you must have
been a child?”

“Yes, I was.
Heidelberg ?”

“He mentions it once or twice.” In
spite of himself Neeld began to feel he
was within measurable distance of get-
ting on to difficult ground. .

“What fun if he mentioned me! Oh,
but of course he wouldn’t say anything
about a child of five!”

The slightest start ran through
Neeld’s figure; it passed unnoticed. He
looked sharply at Mina Zabriska. She
went on, in all innocence this time; she
had no reason to think that Cholderton
had been in possession of any secrets,
and if he had, it would not have oeccur-
red to her that he would record them.

“He knew my mother quite well; he
used to come and see us. Does he men-
tion her—Madame de Kries?”

There was a perceptibie pause; then
Neeld answered primly: :

“I'm afraid you won't find your
mother’s name mentioned in Mr. Chol-
derton’s Journal, Madame Zabriska.”

“How horrid!” remarked Mina, great-
ly disappointed; she ‘regarded Mr.
Neeld with a new interest all the same.

They were both struck with this
strange coincidence—as it seemed to
them; though in fact they should meet
at Blentmouth was not properly a co-
incidence at all. There was nothing
surprising about it; the same cause and
similar impulses had brought them both
there. The woman who lay dying at
Blent and the young man who sat mak-
ing love under the tree yonder—these
and no more far-fetched causes—had
brought them both where they were.
Mina knew the truth about herself,
Neeld about himself; neither knew or
guessed it about the other. Hence their
wonder and their unreasonable feeling
that there was something of a fate
bringing them together in that place.

‘“You're sure he says nothing about
us?”’ she urged. ;

“You’ll not find a word,” he replied,
sticking to the form of assertion that
salved hig conscience. He looked across
the lawn again, but Janie and Harry
had disappeared amongst the bushes.

“You're sort of old acquaintances at
second-hand, then,” said Iver, smiling.
“Cholderton’s the connecting link.”

“He didn’t like me,”’ remarked Mina.
‘““He used to call me the Imp.”

“Yes, yes,” sald Neeld in absent-
minded acquiescence. ‘“Yes, the Imp.”

‘“You don’t seem much surprised!”
cried Mina in mock indignation.

“Surprised?”’” He started more vio-
lently. “Oh, yes—I—1— Of course! I'm
—" A laugh from liis host spared him
the effort of further apologies. But he
was a good deal shaken; he had nearly
betrayed his knowledge of the Imp. In-
deed he could not rid himself of the
idea that there was a very inquisitive
look in Madame Zabriska's large eyes.

Mina risked one more question, put
very carelessly.

“I think he must have met Lady Tris-
tram there once or twica Does he say
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anything about he’
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“Not a word,”” said Neeld, grasping
the nettle firmly this time.

Mina:. took  another look at him, but
he blinked resolutely behind his glasses.

“Well, it’s just like Mr. Cholderton
to leave out all the interesting things,”
she observed resignedly. “Only I won-
der why you edit his book if it’s Hke
that, you know.”

“Hello, what's that?"” exclaimed Iver,
suddenly sitting up in his chair.

They  heard the sound of a horse’s
gallopping on the road outside. The
noise of the hoofs stopped suddenly.
They sat listening. In a minute or two
the butler led a groom in the Tristram
livery on to the lawn. He came quick-
ly across to Iver, touching his hat.

‘“Beg pardon, sir, but could I see
Mr. Tristram? I've an important mes-
sage for him.”

At the same moment Janie and Harry
Tristram came out on' to the grass.
Harry saw the groom and was with
them in a moment, Janie following. ;

“Well. Sam, what is it? You were
riding hard.”

“Her ladyship has had a relapse, sir,
and Dr. Fryer ordered me to ride over
and tell you at once. No time to lose,
he said, sir.”

“Did you bring a horse for me?”

“No, sir. But I'm riding Quilldriver.”

“I'll go back on him. You can walk.”
He ,‘tumed to the rest. “I must go at
once,” he said. “I don’t know what this
may mean.”

“Not so bad as it sounds, I hope,”
said Iver. ‘“But you’d best be off at
once.”

Harry included Mina and Mr. Neeld
in one light nod, and walked briskly to-
ward the gate, Iver and Janie accom-
panying him. ' Mina and Neeld were left
together, and sat in silence some mo-
ments.

“It soungs as if she was dying,” said
Mina at last.in a low voice.

“Yes, poor woman!”

“I saw her once lately.
beautiful, Mr. Neeld.”

“Yes, yes, to her own great trouble,
roor thing!” A

‘“You knew about 2

“Oh, everybody knew, Madama Za-
briska.”

“Yes, and now she's dying!”  She
turned to him, looking him fairly in
the face. “And Harry'll be Tristram
of Blent,” she said.

“Yes,” said Neeld.
of Blent.’

Both fell into silence again, 'looking
absently at the sunshine playing among
the trees. They were not to share their
secret just yet. A link was missing be-
tween them still.

Harry came to where the horse was,
and stood there for a moment, while
the groom altered the stirrups to suit-
him. ¢

“It’s the beginning of the end, if not
the end itself,” he said.

“Our earnest good wishes to her.”

“My love,” said Janie. Her father
glanced quickly at her.

Harry jumped into the saddle, waved
hig hand to them, and Started at a gai-
lop for Blent. The groom, with .another
touch of his hat, trudged off i his
master’s track. Janie Iver stood look-
ing as long as Harry was in sight.

“He won't spare the horse,” said Iver.

“Well, he can’'t this time; and any-
how he wouldn't if he wanted to get
there.” She.took her father’s arm and
bressed it. “Father, Harry Tristram
has just asked me to marry him. He
said Lady Tristram wanted it settled
before—before she died, or he wouldn't
have spoken so soon)”

“Well, Janie dear?”

“When. the groom came, I had just
told him that I would give him an an-
swer in a week. But now!” She made
a gesture with her free hand; it seemed
to mean bewilderment. She could not
tell what would happen now.

She was very

‘“He’ll be Tristram

CHAPTER VIIIL
Duty and Mr. Neeld.

When, Mina Zabriska brought back
the news from Fairholme, and an-
nounced it with an intensity of signifi-
cance which the sudden aggravation of
an illness long known to be mortal
hardly accounted for, Major Duplay
grew very solemn. The moment for ac-
tion approached, and the nearer it came
the less was the Major satisfied with
his position and resources. The scene
by the Pool had taught him that he
would have a stiff fight. He had been
hard hit by Harry’s shrewd suggestion
that he must ask Iver himself for the
means of proving what he meant to tell
Iver. The only alternative, . howaver,
was to procure money for the neces-
sary investigations from his niece; and
his niece, though comfortably off, was
not rich. Nor was she any longer zeal-
ous in the cause. The Imp was sulky
and sullen with him, sorry she had ever
touched the affair at all, ready, he sus-
pected, to grasp at any excuse for let-
ting it drop. This temper of hers fore-
boded a refusal to open her purse. It
was serious in another way. Of him-
self Duplay knew nothing; Mina was his
only witness; her evidence, though real-
ly second-hand, was undoubfedly
weighty; it would at least make inquir-
ies necessary. But would she give it?

Duplay was conscious that she was
capable of turning round on him and
declaring that she had made a blunder.
If she did that, what would happen?
Duplay was sure that Harry had for-
mal proofs, good and valid prima facle:
he would need Mina, money, and time
to upset them. There were moments
when the Major himself wished that he
had relied on his own attractions, and
not challenged Harry to-battle on any
issue save their respective power to
win Janie Iver's affections. But it
seemed too late to go back. Besides,
he was in a rage with Harry; his defeat
by the Pool rankled. Harry, as usual,
had spared his enemy none of the bii-
terness of defeat; Duplay-would not take
pleasure in humbling him for the sake
of the triumph itself, apart from its
effect on the Ivers, father and daugh-
ter. But could he do it? He abode by
the conclusion that he was bound to
try, but he was not happy In it.

Harry's attitude would be simple. He
would at the proper time produce his
certificates, testifying to the death of
Sir Randolph, the marriage of his par-
ents, his own birth. The copies were in
perfect order and duly authenticatéd;
they were evidence in themselves; the
originals could be had and would bear
out the copies. All this had been well
looked after, and Duplay did not doubt
it. What' had he to set against it?
Only that the third certificate was false
and that somewhere—neither he nor
even Mina knew where—bearing some
dates—neither he nor Mina knew what
there must be two certificates — one

fatal to Harry’s case as fixing his birth
at an earlier date, the other throwing
at least grave suspicion on.it by re-
cording a second ceremony of marriage.
But where were thege certificates? Con-
ceivably they had been destroyed; that
was not likely, but it was possible. At
any rate, to find them would need much
time and money. On reflection, the
Major could not blame Harry for defy-
ing him by the Pool.

It ‘will be seen that the information
which ‘Mina had. gleaned from her
mother, and filled in from her - own
childish rectollection, was not so min-
ute in the matter of dates as that
which Madame de Kries had given at
the time of the events to Mr. Cholder-
ton, and which was now locked away
in the drawer at Mr. Jenkinson Neeld's
champers. The Major would have been
materially assisted by a sight of that
document; it would have narrowed the
necessary area of inquiry and given a
definiteness to his assertions which
must have carried added weight with
Mr. Iver. As it was, he began to be
convinced that Mina would decline to
remember any dates even approximate-
1y, and this was all she had professed
to do in her first disclosure. Duplay
acknowledged that, as matters stood,
the betting was in favor of nis adver-
sary.

Mina, being . sulky, would not talk to
her uncle; she could not talk to Janie
Iver; she did not see Harry, and would
not have dared.to talk to him if she
had. But it need hardly be said that
she was dying to talk to somebody.
With such matters on hand, she strug-
gled against silence like soda water
against the cork,  Myrely to stare down
at Blent and wonder what was happen-
ing there whetted a curiosity it could
not satisfy. She felt out of the game,
and the feeling was intolerable. As a
last resort, in a last effort to keep in
touch with it, although she had been
warned that she would find nothing of
intérest to her in the volume, she tele-
graphed t6 a bookseller 'in London to
send her Mr. Cholderton’s Journal. It
came the day after it was published,
four days aftér she had made Mr.
Neeld’s. acquaintance, and while Lady
Tristram, contrary to expectation, still
held death at arm’s length and lay
looking at her own picture. The next
morning Neeld received a pressing in-
vitation to go to tea at Merrion Lodge.
Without a moment's hesitation he
went; with him too all resolutions to
know and to care nothing further about
the matter vanished before the first
chance of seeing more of it. And Mina
had been Mina de Kries.

She received him in the library; the
Journal lay on the table. Something
had restored animation to her man-
ner and malice tq her eyes; those who
knew her well wounld have conjectured
that she saw her way to make some-
body uncomfortable. But there was
also an underlying nervousness whicn
seemed to hint at something beyond.
She began by flattering her visitor out-
rageously and indulging in a number
of false statements regarding her de-
light with the Journal and the amuse-
ment and instruction she had galned
from it; she even professed to have
mastered the Hyggoxeric Method, ob-
serving that a noge by the Editor put
the whole  thing In a nutshell. Much
pleased, yet vaguely disappointed, Mir.
Neeld concluded that she had no moie
to say about the Visit to Heidelberg.

The Imp turned over the pages lcls-
urely” while Neeld. sipped his tea.

“I see you put little asterisk things
where you ledve out anything,” she ob-
served. “That’s convenient, isn’t it?"”

“I think it’s usual,” said he.

“And another thing you do—Oh, you
really are a splendid editor!—you put
the date at the top of every page—even
where Mr. Cholderton’s entry runs over
ever so many pages. He is rather long
sometimes, isn't he?”

“I've always found the date at the
top of the page a ‘convenience in read-
ing myself,” said Neeld. .

“Yes, it tells you, just where you are
—and where Mr. Cholderton was.”” She
laughed a little. *‘Yes, look here, page
365, May 1875, he’s at Berlin! Then
there are some asterisks”’-—Mr. Neeld
looked up from his tea—*‘and¢you turn
over the page” (the Imp turned ove:
with the air of a discoverer), “and you
find him at Interlaken in—why, in Aug-
upst, Mr. Neeld!” . An amiable surprise
appeared on her face. “Where was he
in between?” she asked.

“I—I suppose he stayed at Berlin.”

‘“Oh, perhaps. No-—look here. He
says, ‘I had not previously met Sir Si-
las Minting, as ¥ 'left Berlin before -e
arrived in the beginnjng of June.’ *

The Imp laid down the Journal, leant
back in her chair, and regarded Neecid
steadily.

“You told me right,” she added; *“I
don’t find any mention of my mother—
nor of Heidelberg.” It’s rather funny
that he doesn’t friefition’ Heidelberg.’

She poured out a cup of tea and —
waited. The first'fart of her work was
done. She had made Neeld very unm-
comfortable. “Bécause,” she added,
after she had given her previous re-
marks time to soak in, “between May
and August, 1875, is just about the time
I remember him at Heidelberg—the
time when he met Mrs. Fitzhubert, you
know.”

She nodded her head slightly toward
the window, the window that looked
down to the valley and gave a view of
the house where Lady Tristram lay.
Mina was keenly éxcited now. Had the
Journal told Neeld anything? Weas
that the meaning of his asterisks?

“There was something about his visit
to Heidelberg, but it contained nothing
of public interest, Madame Zabriska,
and in my discretion I omitted it.”” '

“Why djdn’t you tell me that ‘the
other day? You gave me to understand
that he only mentioned Heidelberg
casually,”

e b B G
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“I may have expressed myself—"

“And did he mention us?”’

Neeld rose to his feet and took a turn
up and down the room.

“In my discretion I left the passage
out. I can answer no questions about
tit. Please don’t press me, Madame Za-
briska.”

“I will know,” she said excitedly, al-
most angrily.

Neeld came to a stand opposile her,
deep perplexity expressing itself in his
look and manner.

“Did he talk about us?
about Lady Tristram?”

“I am speaking to you, and to yv1
only, Madame Zabriska?”

“Yes, yes—to me only.”’

‘“He did mention you,
speak of Lady Tristram.”

“That’s why you weren’t surprised
wen I told you he called me the Imyp:”
She smiled a moment, and Neeld smiled
too. But in an instant she was eager
again. ‘“‘And about Lady Tristram?”

“It was no use reprinting poor Lady
Tristram’s story.” He sat down again,
trying to look as though the subject
were done with; but he rubbed his
hands tegether nervously and wouid
not meet Mina's eyes. There was a
long pause; Mina rose, took the Jour-
nal, put it in the cupboard end turned
the key on it. She came back and stood
over him.

“You know?’ she said. “It was in
the Journal? I'm sure you know.”

“Know what?” Mr. Neeld was fight-
ing in the last ditch.

“But I don’t want to tell. you unless
You know! No, I'm sure you know!'"”

“And you know?”

“Yes, I know. My mother told me.”

They understood one another now.
Neeld made no further pretence.

“You mean about Harry Tristram?”
he asked, simply, but in a low volce.

“Yes. At first I didn't know what it
meant to him. But I know now.”

Neeld made no reply, and there was
another moment of silence. Neeld wore
a restless, timid, uneasy air, in strong
contrast to the resolute intensity of
Mina’s manner; she seemed to have
taken and to keep the upper hand of
him.

“And ybu know what it would mean
to him?”’ she asked.

Neeld nodded; of course he
that.

‘““What are you going to do?”

He raised his hands and let them
drop again in a confession that he did
not know.

“I knew, and I told,” she said.
started a little. “Yes, I told, because
I was spiteful. I was the Imp! I've
never been happy since I told. Mr.
Tristram knows I've told, though hea
denies there’s anything in it. But he
knows I've told. And still he’s been
kind to me.” Her voice shook.

“You told? Whom did you tell?”

“Never mind—or guess, if you can. I
shan’t tell him any more. T shan’t help
him any more. I won't speak. I ‘will
not speak.. Fm for Mr. Tristram. Thick
and thin, I'm for Mr. Tristram now.”
‘She came a step nearer to him. ““i‘he
man I told may try; but I don't thiik
he can do much without -me—without
me and without you. If we keep quiet
now, he can't do much. Why should we
tell? Is it our business? You suppress-
ed ‘it in the Jourmal. Can’'t youw sup-
press it now?”

“The Ivers?” he stammered.

“The Ivers! What’s it to the Ivers
compared to what it is to him? it'll
never come out. If it did—Oh, but it
won’t! It’s life and death to him. And
isn’t it right? Isn’t it justice? He's
her son. This thing’s just a horrible
accident. Oh, if you’d heard him speak
of Blent!” She paused a moment, rub-
bing her hand across her eyes. Then
she threw herself back into her chalr.
asking again, “What are you going to
do?”

He sat silent, thinking hard. It was
not his business. Right and justice
seemed, in some sense at least, on
Harry’s side. But the law is the law.
And there were his friends the Ivers.
In him there was no motive of self-in-
terest such as had swayed Major Du-
play and made his action seem rather
ugly even to himself. Neeld owed loy-
alty and friendship; that was all. 'Wauas
it loyal, was it friendly. to utter no
word while friends were deceived? With
what face would he greet Iver if the
thing did come out afterward? He
debated with entire sincerity the point
that Major Duplay had invoked In de-
fence of himself against hig consclence.
On the other side was the strong sym-
pathy which that story in the Journal
had created in him since first he read
it, and realized its perverse little
tragedy; and there was the thought of
Lady Tristram dying down at Blent.

The long silence was broken by neith-
er of them. Neeld was weighing his
question; Mina had made her appeal
and waited for an answer. The quist
of the book-lined room (there were the
yvellowy-brown volumes fron: which
she had acgiiired her lore!) was broken
by a new Weice. They both started to
hear it, and turned alert faces to the
window whenge it came. Harry Trist-
ram, in flannels and a straw hat, stood
looking in. {

“I've got an hour off,” he explained,
“so I walked up to thank you for the
flowers. My mother liked them, 'and
liked to have them from you.” He saw
Neeld, and greeted him courtzously. “1
asked her if I should give you her love,
and she said. yes—with her eyes, you
know. She speaks mostly that way
now. Well, she always did a good deal,
I expect.” His smile came on the last
words.

““She sent her love to me?”

“Yes. I told her what you did one
evening, and she liked that too.”

“I hope Lady Tristram is—er—going
on well?”’ asked Neeld.

‘‘She doesn’t suffer, thank you.”

Mina invited him in; there was an ap-
positeness in his coming which appealed
to her, and she watched Neeld with
covert eagerness.

Harry looked round the room, then
vaulted over the sill.

“My uncle’s playing golf with. Mr,
Iver,” remarked Mina. ‘““Tea?”

“No; too sick-roomy. I'm for nothing
but strong drink now — and I've had
some.” He came to the middle of the
room and stood between them, flinging
his hat on the table where Mr. Choider-
ton’s Journal had so lately lain. “My
mother’s an extraordinary woman,” he
went on, evidently so full of his
thoughts that he must speak it out;
“she’s dying joyfully.”

After an instant Mina asked, “Why?”"
Neeld was surprised at the baldness of
the question, but Harry took it as na-
tural,

“¥t's like going off guard—I mean,
rather, off duty—to her, I think.” He

Did he talk

and he did

knew

He

made the correction thoughtfully amdi

Headaches Mean
Blood Is Poisoned

If your bowels, kidneys or
skin are not ridding the system
.of waste-matter, the blood is
laden with impurities, which
inflame the nerves. It is these
irritated nerves that make the
head ache.

Powders and pills won’t cure,
they merely drug the nerves
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with haste. ‘““Life has always seemed
rather like an obligation to do things
you don’t want to—not that she did
them all-and now she’s tired, she's
glad to leave it to me. Only she wishes
I was a bit better-looking, though she
won’'t admit it. She couldn’t stand
2. downright ugly man at Blent, you
know. I've a sort of notion”—he seem-
ed to forget Neeld, and looked at Mina
for sympa‘thy—-“t‘hat she thinks she’ll
be able to come and have a look at
Blent and me in it, all the same.” His
smile took a whimsical turn as he spokes
of his mother’s dymng fancies.

Mina glanced at Mr. Neeld; was a
picture vigible to him that rose before
her eyes—of the poor sprit coming
eagerly, but turning sadly away when
she saw a stranger enthroned at Blent.
and knew not where to look for her
homeless, landless son? Mina was not
certain that she could safely credit
Neeld with such a flight of imagination;
still he was listening, and his eyes were
very gentle behind his spectacles.

“The parson came to see her yester-
day. He's not what you’d call an un-
usual man, Madame Zabriska—and she
is an unusual woman, you know. It
was—yes, it was amusing, and there ’s
an end of it.” He paused, and added,
by way of excuse. “Oh, I know her so
well, - you see. She wouldn’t be left
alone with him; she wanted another
sinner there.” . :

Mina marked the change in him —
the new expansiveness, the new appeal
for sympathy. He had forgotten his
suspicion. and his watchfulness; - she.
was inclined to say he had forgotten
himself. On her death-bed Addie Tris-
tram had exerted her charm once more
—and over her own son. Once more a
man, whatever his own position,
thought mainly of her—and that man
was her own son. Did Neeld see this?
To Neeld it came asg the strongest re-
inforcement to the feelings which bade
him hold his peace. It seemed an ap-
peal to him, straight from the deain-
bed in the valley below. Haryy found
the old gentleman’s gaze fixed intently
on him.

“I beg your pardon for troubling you
with all this, Mr. Neeld,” he said, re-
lapsing rather into his defensive atti-
tude. ‘““Madame Zabriska knows my
ways.”

“No, I don’t think I know this new
way of yours at all,” she objected. “But
I like it, Mr, Tristram. I feel all you
do. I have seen her.” She turned to
Neeld. ““Oh, how I wish you had!” she
cried.

Her earnestness stirred a little curios-
ity in Harry. He glanced with his old
wariness at Neeld. But what could he
see save a kindly precise old gentleman,
who was unimportant to him but seem-
ed interested in what he said. He turn-
ed back to Mina, asking:

“A new way of mine?”

“Well, not quite. You were rather
like it once. But generally you've got
a veil before your face. Or perhaps
you’'re really changed?”

He thought for a moment. “Things
change a man.” And he added, “I'm
only twenty-two.”

“Yesy I know,” she smiled, “though
I constantly forget it ali the same.”

“Well, twenty-three, cobme the twen-
tieth of July,” said he. His eyes were
on hers, his characteristic smile on hiz
lips. It was a challsnge to her.

“I shan't forget the date,” she an-
swered, answering his look too. He
sighed lightly; he was assured that she
was with him.

The twentieth of July! The Editor of
Mr. Cholderton’s Journal sat lstening:
he raised no voice in proest.

“I must get back,” said Harry. “Walk
with me to the dip of the hill.”

With a glance of apology to Neeld,
she followed him and stepped out of
the window; there were two steps at
the side leading up to it. “I’Il be back
directly,” she cried over her shoulder,
as she joined Harry Tristram. They
walked to the gate which marked the
end of the terrace on which Merrion
stood. :

“I'm so glad you came! You do be-
lieve in me now?” she asked.

‘“Yes, and I'm not afraid. But do you
know—it sems incredible to me—I'm
not thinking of that now. I shall again
directly, when it's over. But now—welil
Blent won't sem much without my
mother.”

“She couldn’t rest if you weren’t
there,” cried Mina, throwing back. the
impression she had received, as her d.s-
position made her.

“I haven't changed about that, but
it will wait. Three days they say now
—three days, or maybe four, and then
—she goes.”

Together they stood, looking down.
Mina's heart was very full. She wsas
with the Tristrams indeed now, thick
and thin; their cause seemed hers, thecir
cause must stand.

Harry turned to her suddenly.

“Say nothing of this to the Major.

et him alone; that’'s best. We'll sce

bout all that afterward. Good-by.”

“And—and the Ivers?” She could not

restrain the question.

A slight frown came on her brow:
seemed to have no relish for the
ject.

“Oh, that'll wait, too,” he said i
tiently. He caught her by the arm
he had done once before. “If t
said was true, if what you (I
true (he smiled at her as she s
I'd change with no man in E
remember that. If it comes to
and I'm beaten, remember thart,”
he ran down the hill.

Mina returned slowly to the 1j
and found Neeld walking restles
and fro. For the moment they 4
speak. Mina sat down and fo
old gentleman’s figure in
pacing.

“You heard him about his mothe;
she asked at last.

He nodded, but did not reply,

“You make all the difference” eha
blurted out after another pause.

Again he nodded, not \
walk. For a minute or tw
Mina endured the suspense, though
seemed more than she could bear. Thep
she sprang up, ran to him, intercepted
him, and caught hold of both his hands
arresting his progress with an eager
imperious grip.

“Well?” she cried.
are you going to do?”

For a moment still he wailed. Th
he spoke deliberately.

“I can’t consider it my duty
anything, Madame Zabriska.”

“Ah!” cried the Imp in shrill triumph
and she flung her arms round his neck
and kissel him. She did not mind hiz
putting it on the score of duty.

CHAPTER IX.
The Man ir Pcssession,

In these days Janie Iver would have
been lonely but for the Major's atten-
tions. Her father had gone to London
on business—showing to Mr.
relief, no disposition to take the Jour-
nal with him to read on the way
Neeld was absurdedly nervous about
the Journal now. His mother was en-
grossed in a notable scheme which M
Swinkerton had started for the bnefit
of the poor of Blentmouth. Bible-read-
ings, a savings-bank. and cottage-gar-
dens were so inextricably mingled in
it that the beneficiary, if she liked ore,
had to go in for them all. “Just my ,b-
ject,” Miss Swinkerton would remark
triumphantly as she set the flov
pots down on the Bibles, only to
that the bank-books had got storol
away with the seed. Clearly Mrs. Iver,
chief aide-de-camp, had no leisurc.
Harry was at Blent; no word and no
sign came from him. Bob Broadley
never made advances. The field was
clear for the Major. Janie, grateful for
his attentions, yet felt vaguely that he
was more amusing as one of twao atten-
tive cavaliers than when he was her
only resource. A sense of flatness came
over her sometimes. In fact the centre
of interest had shifted from her; she
no longer held the stage; it was occu-
pied now, for the few days she had still
to live, by Lady Thistram. Moreover,
Duplay was puzzl®g. Although not a
girl who erected every attention or
every indication of liking into an ohli-
gation to propose matrimony, Jan=
knew that after a certain point things
of this kind were supposed to go elther
forward or backward, not to remain in
statu quo. If her own bearing toward
Bob contradicted this general rule —
well, that was an exceptional case. In
Duplay’s instance she could see nothing
exceptional. She herself was ot eager
for a final issue—indeed that would
probably be brought about in another
way—but, knowing nothing of his din-
lomatic reasons for delay, she thought
he ought to be. It is not very flatter-
ing when a gentleman takes too long
over considering such a matter; a touch
of impetuosity is more becoming. She
would have preferred that he shouid
need to be put off, and failed to under-
stand why (if it may be so expressal)
he put himself off from day to day.

But Duplay’s reasons were, in fact.
overwhelming. Lady Tristram lived
still, and he had the grace to count that
as the strongest motive for holding 1f
a standstill; Duplay had no doubt{ h»
would resume it as soon as his mother
was buried; on its apparent progress
the Major’s action would depend. It
was just possible that he could defeat
his enemy without his secret weapon;
in that event he pictured himszlf writ-
ing a letter to Harry, half sorrowfui
half magnanimous, in which he would
leave that young man to settle matters
with his conscience, and, for his own
part, wash his hands of the whole af-
fair. But his conviction was that there
would come a critical moment at which
he could go to Iver, not (as he must
now) without any compelling reasor
but in the guise of a friend who acts
reluctantly yet under an imperious call.
What would happen if he did® Victory,
he used to repeat to himself. But often
his heart sank. Mina was with him o
more; he never thought of Neeld a:
possible ally; Harry's position
strong. Among the reasons for
tivity which Duplay did not acknow
ledge to himself was the simple and
common one that he was in his heart
afraid to act. He meant to act, but he
shrank from it and postponed the .
as long as he could. Defeat would be
very ignominious; and he could not
ny that defeat was possibly merely
from want of means to carry on t
war. When the Major recognized this
fact he was filled with a sombre in:
nation at the inequalities of we
and at the ways of a world when
not even Truth shall triumph unless
she commands a big credit at the ba:

And Ming annoyed him intensely, as-
suming an aggrieved air, and hinting
severe moral condemnation in ever¥
glance of her eye. She behaved fo:
the world as though the Major had b«-
gun the whole thing, and entirel:
nored her own responsibility. She c¢0
veyed the view that he was the
scrupulous assailant, she the devo!
defender, of the Tristrams. Such =2
volteface as this was not only palpa
unjust. It was altogether ton nin
a bit of gymnastics for Duplay to ar-
preciate. The general unreasonab -
ness of woman was his only refugze:
but the dogma could not bring unde:'-
standing, much less consolation, wia
it.

“What did you tell me for, then?" "¢
cried at last. *““You were hot on it then.
Now you say you won't help me, you'!!
have nothing to do with it!”

“I only told it to you as—as a remark-
able circumstance,” the Imp alleg
with wanton disregard for truth.

“Nonsense, Mina. You were deligl
ed to have a weapon agalnst yo
Tristram then.”

(To be Continued.)
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REPLIES TO ADVERTISEME

Letters in reply to advertise
fhe classified columns of th
wait claimants as fo_llows:
NUMBERS—45, 60, 75, 77, 91, 1_7
216, 230, 253, 442, 450, 509, 705, 718, 743

11,000
LETTERS-B., C, F.,, G., H.
BT 3.0, R.

WANTED-MALE HEL:

Advertisements under this head
a word each insertion.

MEN WANTED. Apply B.

Works.

IYNTED—A first-cle
‘:(pply at once to W

ment street, Victoria,

WANTED—A
Rock Creek
Henry S.
Board.

gentleman tea
Appl

WANTED—Telegraph operators
employment with Wes

graph Company shoul
M. Fulton, manager Great \'
ern Telegraph Company, 92 GoY
street.

'WANTED—Man for position of
collector and clerk of Saanich
ga]!tyA All applications must

uly 12th. Address H. O.
quitz, B. C.

ANY INTELLIGENT - PERSJ
earn $75 to $100 monthly corre
for newspapers; sure, steady
canvassing; experience unn
Send for particulars. Press S
Lockport, N. Y.

WANTED-FEMALE HEY

AZlvertiisements under this head
a word each insertion.

WANTED—Girl for light hou
small family. Apply Mrs. D.
217 Pandora street, city.

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

WANTED—Shirt and overall o]
steady work. Apply to Mr.
Mackay Smith, Blair & Co., V3

WANTED—Experienced waiires
moral Hotel.

WANTED—A good woman for
housework; must be good cook
Box 15, this office.

WANTED—A first-class waitres
ply Victoria Hotel

WANTED—Two walitresses. Ajg
minion Hotel

WANTED—A woman to do gene
work. Apply 47 King’'s road.

ANY INTELLIGENT PERS(
earn §75 to $100 monthly correl
for newspapers; sure, steady
canvassing; experience unn
Send for particulars. Press 8
Lockport. N. Y.

WANTED-—Ladlee to do plain
sewing at home, whole or
good pay; work 3ent any
charges paid; send stamp for
ticulars. National Manufactury
pany, Montreal.

SITUATIONS WAaNTED-—M

vertisements under this head
- a.mvord each insertion.

YOUNG MAN, 10 years' expen
commercial business in colonie
employment; first-class referen
dress Box 939, this office.

WANTED—Position in office by
man, seven years’ experience,
references, not afraid of work
Box 642. :

BOOKKEEPER, experienced off}
competent to take charge, def
gagement; highest references a
monials. Address C. J. F., care
Box 93, Victoria, B. C.

CONTRACTORS—-Ws
with laborers, or
R )
unians, ete.
gxg Co., 18 Norfolk street, N

y FOR SALE,
Adverlisements under this head
X a word each insertion.
FOR SALE—One team horses)
Moore, Whittington & Co., Ltd
B1108.

FOR SALE—A family cow, fine
Jersey grade, newly calved.
‘“Edgewood,” Fraser street, o
malt road.

FOR SALE—A young girl's bid
good condition, very cheap. In}
Richmond Ave.

FOR SALE—General purpose
guaranteed gentle and reliabld
$75. ‘M. Emerson, Otter Point.

LOTS 4, 5 and 6, Sec. 3, cor. Dal
and Beacon Hili Park; no mo
able building site in Victoria; ¢

le.your money on this. Lot

Sec. 5, on Garbally road, close
las street, excellent building s
11, Blk. 5, Sec. 5, on Do a
close to Garbally road; will

business property; a money
gwger, 44 9th Ave. West, Va

FOR SALE, CHEAP—5-roomed
good repair. Electric light, etc.
Seen at 11 Pine street, Victor
For particulars apply to owne
Box 551, city.

FOR SALE—House and lot, S. W
Pandora and Quadra street
$4,000. Terms to suit purchaser.
Hinkson Siddall & Son, New
Theatre Building, Government

FOR SALE—Lot just off Foul B
g8ood soil, no rock, price $350; 2 1
hame street, $425 each: 3 lots o
flower road, high and dry; no
each; acre lots Douglas hoad, $
Hinkson Siddall & Son, New

_Lheatre building, Government s

FOR SALE—A large list of 4
houses, lots, acreage and farmg
around Victoria. Let us sh
Some good buys. Hinkson Bid
Son, New Grand theatre buildi
€rnment street.

i )

FOR SALE-Saddle horse, perfec
and perfectly sound, jet blac
oughly: trained, “has five ga
hurdles; weight 1,100. Price $2

%::Sh 1,221 High street, Bell

FOR.SALE—New 20 ft. launch, 6
eéngine 8% h. p., 1907 model. App
Whittington, 159 Yates street.

—en

FOR SALE—Full sized patterns
launch, melds, keel and stem
Address Box 4, Times Office.

FOR SALE General purpose ho
ness d buggy. Apply 19 Store
¥

¢CUTIE ON & CO., 114 Yuccs stree
ladies’ Jresses to order. Cheap)
Chinese silk and cotton blous
URfdarwane

FOR SALE—Shotgun, single ba
trunk, $350; electric door bells,
Volver, 32 cal., $2.50; came
marine glasses, -$10; padlocks, 2
brushes, 2%ec. ~ Jacob Aaronso
and second-hand store, 64
Stréet, two doors below Govern

A GOOD DRIVING HORSE FOR
ADDly 88 North Chatham street.




