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k The alterations in her face were more 

difficult and all the more so because she 
would have at times to resume her or
dinary appearahce. On this account she 
had a wig made which was the exact 
counterpart of her own hair; and as 
soon as „that was ready, she had her 
own hair dyed and cut almost shot. It 
was naturally curly; and thus the 
tongs soon gave her a mass of flaxen 
curls, with her dyed brows and lashes 
converted into an almost typical Ger
man face. A pair of slightly tinted 
pince-nez completed the disguise.

She had found it Jmpossible to carry 
on this work from Mr. Robson's house, 
and had acordingly taken a room else
where, under the pretext that she was 
a female private detective ; a state
ment which allowed of her freely enter
ing the house as Olive Parmenter and 
going out as 
name she intended to assume.

Jack had meanwhile been sent to 
Paris, and was away some ten days— 
and in all that time no news cane from 
Selma. Olive had, indeed, been glad of 
the time to complete her arrangements, 
although the absence of news began to 
worry her. Three days more passed; 
and then, concluding that Selma had 
been prevented from communicating, 
Olive resolved not to wait any longer, 
but to go to the Hartmanns on her own 
account.

She believed that Gilbert Merridew 
had taken Selma out of London, having 
possibly heard of their last meeting. It 
called for extra courage to act alone; 
but Olive was very confident of her dis
guise; and without fear for herself.

She was anxious to get at close grips 
with Merridew ; and she had Just told 
the Robsons that she would be away 
for a few days, when to her astonish
ment Gilbert Merridew himself was

mann; but that’s all; and it’s mighty 
little," she said.

But Olive’s wits were busy; and 
soon
scheme completed. She would assume 
the character of a German girl Selma 
had known in New York and Selma 
was to introduce her to Anna Hart
mann.

"Leave me to do the rest,”
Olive. “I shall disguise myself, of 
course and take a German name. You 
will go to her and say I have been 
sent over to find you and that I have 
been in trouble in New York.
I’m a crook, in fact as you say. That 
I have a little money andwant some 
place where I can lodge. I speak Ger
man quite as well as I do English— 
I was at school there—and with that 
to help me I'll do the rest for myself.”

“You’re a wonder.” said Selma, sim
ply. “But you'll risk your life it they 
find out the truth and so may I. But

led her, but when they ceased the new 
thought of leaving England had taken 
firm root in her thoughts.

Rising, miserable and tear-stained, 
from the table, she glanced at herself 
in the little mirror over the mantel, 
and then saw there was a letter for 
her from Mr. Casement.

Opening it with only dull curiosity, 
she gave a start and thei* read it eag
erly.

There was an enclosure from Selma 
Hammond making an appointment for 
the following day, as she had great 
news.

In a moment Olive’s weakness had 
passed, and she was her own strong 
resolute self once more.

you? Any insult to Miss Parmenter is 
a deeper insult to me,”. he replied. 
“Miss Parmenter is to be my wife. 
Please never to forget that again.”

Lady Belborough turned on Olive. 
“Perhaps you are satisfied now that 
you have made my son so forget him
self as to insult me in public in this 
way. It is only what I should have ex
pected from a person of your disgrace
ful origin, whose parents----- ”

"Stop, if you please, Lady Belbor
ough, " cried Olive, on fire at his. “Of 
myself you can say what you will. I 
know you, and can bear that. But my 
parents neither you nor anyone in the 
world shall insult.”

“Jack, send this shameless girl about 
her business and come with me.”

For answer he grasped Olive's hand, 
but she drew it away. “You had better 
go with your mother, Jack,” said Olive.

“Jack, indeed! And in my presence. 
Come away at once, John.”

“I am returning to town with Miss 
mother,”

vaguely and very uneasily what this 
unexpected development could portend. 
Could anyone have learnt of her visit 
and have taken the girl away ?

And by “anyone” she meant Gilbert 
Merridew.

Was it possible that his hand was in 
this?

ous old cat I ever saw. Of course she 
Just hates you, and equally, of course, 
she would do her worst to make you un
happy by sneering at you. But what 
would that hurt?”

“No. If you could know how I feel, 
you would know it would be impossi
ble,” replied Olive. "If what is said is 
true, I have not even a name to take 
to him, to say nothing of my being as 
poor as—as—”

’Continued.)
I ? she had some of the details of her

CHAPTER XVI.

Spirited Away.
“You say Mrs. Taunton was at the 

Foreign Office yesterday, Jack?” said 
Olive as they were driving to Mayfield. 
“What took her there?”

“She is a woman and an American; 
and having heard that it was difficult 
to get to see the place she was curious. 
That’s all. But she certainly has a way 
with her. She actually got roung the 
chief himself, and they had a long chat 
My hair nearly stood on end at the 
way she drew him out of his shell.” 

“Is he so formidable, then?”
“He isn't exactly what you’d call a 

sociable chap,” he replied with a dry 
laugh. “But she got him on the sub
ject of the White house and American 
politics—she knew the President and a 
lot of the other big guns in Washing
ton—and I believe the old chap was 
glad to have a chance to hear about 
them. The way she shot in a question 
there about our methods—well, it just 
beat the band."

“She is certainly a clever ^woman,” 
agreed Olive, not quite relishing Jack’s 
somewhat extravagant praise.

“Clever! I should say so. Why, she 
got to know more about the ways of 
the place and where we store papers, 

\ the place, how we do things, and Where
* we store papers, and so on, in a few 

minutes, than I knew when I had been 
there as many months. And then she 
turned round and laughed at our old- 

j fashioned ways as she called them, and 
described how things were better done 
In Washington.She is about the bright-I-S'

r щ
"S®®- ply.

said
CHAPTER XVII.

A river trip and its consequences.
Jack came early the next morning, 

ton. "He wouldn’t care thirty cents for an(j olive told him of Selma Ham- 
that,” and she went on to urge the mond’s disappearance. His first inclina- 
marriage at the same time emphasizing ( tion was to smile at the whole incident, 
in the tone of smiling protest all the, --You’ve befti spoofed by that girl, 
reasons which weighed with Olive.

Then 4hey went on to discuss the 
Merridews ; and Mrs. Taunton express
ed the greatest curiosity as to what 
manner of man Gilbert Merridew was,

. and tried to draw from Olive all the 
details of her plans and Intentions In 
regard to him.

But on this Olive was on her guard.
With no one save Jack and Mr. Case
ment would she ever discuss them.

"I am confident that there is no truth 
In the story of the marriage between 
my father and Mrs. Merridew; but 
even Mr. Casêfnent believes it; and I 
have nothing but my instincts to anchor 
my hopes to.

"As I was once," smiled Mrs. Taun-!
That

Olive,” he said. "She was a fraud, and 
meant to work on your feelings until a 
chance came to get something out oft 1 CHAPTER XVIII.
you.”

"Why has she disappeared, then?”
“Probably shec ouldn’t help herself. 

The whole thing is fishy—that pocket
picking episode, her tears, her vague 
tale, and all of it. It won’t hold water, 
girlie,” he said.

“Strange that we take such a different 
view of the matter; but then I saw her, 

I put down the dis- 
to the Merridews," replied

Rosa Baumstein, theA Daring Resolve.
"Guess that was rather a bluff about 

my having great news to tell you,” said 
Selma Hammond as soon as the greet
ing between the two had taken place, 
“but my eyes fairly ached for a sight 
of you, and I wasn’t for taking any 
risks that you wouldn’t come.”

“I should have come right enough if 
you had only written Just the time and 
place,” replied Olive.

-I chose the depot because I landed 
here when I came from the States, and 
knew it.” She had appointed Buston 
station for the meeting, and they were 

talking busily In a corner of a de
serted waiting room.

“I am on fire to hear your news. I 
went to your old lodgings.”

“Gilbert got on It that we’d met, 
though I’m not sure he knew for cer
tain it was you; but he suspects it. 
Anyway, he came the next day and 
waltzed me off to the other end of Lon
don—if this huge city of yours has any 
end, that is. I’m in a place they call 
Kennington.”

"Have you been able to find out any
thing?” Olive was unable to restrain 
her impatience, and put the question

“Sure,” said the girl with a smile, “I 
rounded up two of the bunch yesterday 
—Carl Hartmann and his sister Anna. 
They are Germans and Socialists; the 
sister is a soft-hearted thing, and has 
always cottoned to me. She isn’t really 
one of them, but he is, and tells her 
things. The bunch always play at be
ing Socialists, you see,
They are after some papers at the For
eign Office, and are going to get them 
through one of the bunch who has got 
a place there. He calls himself Fen
wick there—the Hon. John Fenwick.

call him?”

I’ll do it."
"You will run no risk, Selma. I’ll 

take care of that. I’ll tell them as soon 
as I know them a little that I deceiv
ed you."

“I don’t care; I’ll take any risk for 
you,” replied the girl earnestly.

Soon after this they separated, Olive 
telling Selma to write to her at Mr. 
Casement’s as soon as she had done 
what was necessary with the Hart
manns.

Olive returned home in love with 
ing something infinite to do 
her new project, 
something definite to do was indescrib
ably welcome after the period of en
forced and frequently helbless idleness. 
She had been hungering for occupa
tion.

She ignored the risk to be run. She 
would not think seriously of it. She 
must be prepared to face dangers if 
they were necessary. The present con
ditions of her life were impossible. They 

wearing out her soul. The re
petition of such a scene as that with 
Lady Belborough was too horrible to 
contemplate. She must either win her 
fight with the Merridews, or run away 
from it all.

All thought of marrying Jack until 
her name was cleared was dead. His 
mother’s cruel searing, poisoning sneers 
had killed it as effectually as even 
Mrs. Taunton could have wished. Nev
er, never, never, till her dying day 
would she forget them; never cease 
to shrink at the stab and ache of the 
wounds; never fall to feel the flush of 
shame that had mantled her cheek in 
her degradation.

Yet life without her lover, and with
out hope of being his wife held noth
ing but barrenness for her. If she could 
not clear her name, then death itself 
would be preferable. She could, there
fore laugh at the risks that might de- 

who had less stupendous

he answered,Parmenter, 
quietly, but very firmly.

“You must choose between that drab 
and me. And once for all. Understand 
that.”

"I will go, Jack," said Olive in a low

Шt and you did not. 
appearance 
Olive, with an air of conviction.

"Well, we shall have lots of time to 
talk it all over today," said Jack light
ly. "I’ve come to take you up the river. 
I couldn’t get away yesterday; the 
chief kept me close at it all day, and 
I want a breath of fresh air to make 
up for It. And so do you. 
ton has gone up to Henley, and has left 
her launch at Windsor for us to follow 
her. It will blow the cobwebs away."

Olive was feeling depressed as the re
sult of her disappointment about Selma,' 
and gladly consented.

They ran down to Windsor by train 
and started on the delightful journey. 
It was a perfect day for the trip and 
Olive’s spirits rose, and the color came 
back to her cheeks in the fresh air and

tone.
"I have no hesitation atout my 

choice, mother, if you force it in this 
way. I shall return to town with Miss 
Parmenter.”

"We’ll see what your father says to 
this,” was the furious reply, and at 
that instant Mrs. Taunton came up to 
the group. She had been watching the 
little scene from a distance, and could 
guess pretty well what had taken place. 
She had, indeed, secretly planned the 
whole affair, but she salted up with a 
bright smile as if Lady Belborough’s 
arrival was the pleasantest surprise in 
the world for them all.

“My dear Lady Belborough! How de
lightful. You’ll join my little party, and 
have some tea. Have you ordered it, 
Mr. Fenwick?”

“Your little party, Mrs. Taunton? I 
don’t think I understand you.” was the 
coldly spoken reply.

The widow looked up with an excel
lent affectation of offended surprise. "I 
have merely asked piy dear little 
friend, Miss Parmenter, to have a day 
on the river, and we are just going to 
have tea. There is nothing else to un
derstand."

“I should not think of sitting at the 
table with such an imposter as

rv:

' "You must let me help you. 
sure we could ferret it all out between 
us. Like you, I trust my instincts; and 
what is more, I believe that woman’s 
wit is infinitely shrewder than a man’s. 
When you come to me, we’ll set to 
work together. Now, when will you 
come?”

“My only fear is that I might not feel 
myself free enough to carry on my 
task," said Olive, candidly.

“My dear, you shall be your own 
mistress. You know that our American 
girls have much more liberty than you 

■English; and this shall be Just your 
home; to come when you will and go 
where you will; to see whom you like, 
and do .as you please."

, "May I leave the matter open for a 
while?"
“Why, certainly. Isn’t that part of 

the liberty I speak of? But I want you, 
Olive, and I must have you; especially 
now that I know you are a relative of 
my dear old ’Frisco friend, 
sooner you come the sooner I shall feel 
I’m paying him back a bit- of what I 
owe him.”

She Kissed Olive very affectionately 
when she left, and insisted upon taking 
her home in her electric brougham.

Olive was charmed with her new 
friend; but then, she did not see her ex
pression as she drove away, nor hear 
what she said to herself.

"Guess I played that Grosscup card 
for all it Was worth. The litle fool! But 
I was right in one thinp—I do want her 
badly; and it looks as if I’d get her 

enough. I’d like to tell old Gilbert; 
and that’s the fact.”

Olive's thoughts were full of Mrs. 
Taunton and the Interview with her 
for the whole evening; and before she 
went to bed she bad almost decided to 
go and stay with her. It would please 
jack. And that meant much. But in the 
end she resolved to do nothing until she 
had seen Selma Hammond on the fol
lowing day, and heard what she had to 
report.

And in the morning, when the glam- 
of Mrs. Taunton’s manner had fad

ed somewhat, Olive began to see the 
drawbacks to a residence in her house. 
She might be perfectly free as had been 
promised; but at the same time there 
would be the constant companionship 
with all Its temptations to confidence, 

might easily be led to say too 
about her affairs; and what she 

did not actually tell, Mrs. Taunton was 
quite shrewd enough to guess.

charming and de-

I am

soon The prospect of
Mrs. Taun-

*

est woman I ever met.”
"Is she?" was the drily spoken re shown into her room.

“You are surprised to see me, Miss 
Parmenter, but I wish to see you on 
acocunt of a young woman in whom I 

interested, and who has told an ex
traordinary story about you, Selma 
Hammond.”

What did he know? In her first in
dignation she had been about to or
der him to leave the room; but feeling 
that it would be safer to hear him, 

to a chair and herself sat 
sten.

"Hullo,” cried Jack, with a laugh. 
”1 meant the brightest American wo
man, you know.”

"I’m American, too. Jack,” said Olive

were

glorious sunshine.
"And now what about Mrs. Taun

ton?” asked Jack, as they sat in the 
stern of the beautiful launch and 
throbbed their way up the river at

am
\ ' ' quietly.

“I give it up.” He said with an ex
aggerated air of reeignatlon; and at 
that they both laughed ; and very soon 
afterwards the cab drew up at Mrs. 
Taunton's.

The widow was delighted to see 
Olive, and kissed her, and made much 
6f her and then kissed her again, as 

as she heard there was a chance

І '
rapid speed.

“I haven't decided yet, Jack. I can’t 
bring myself to accept the invitation, 
somehow. She was awfully good to me 
and we discovered that an old friend 
of hers was a relative of my dear 
mother’s. No one could have been 
sweeter; but—well, there was a ’but’ 
after all.”

He laughed “What, did she harp on 
what I told you—that you ought to 

me? I warned you she would.”

pointed 
down to lis
she

And the
CHAPTER XIX.

as a cover.soon
of Olive going to stay with her.

Tea was served and after it Mrs. 
Taunton said ; “'Now I’m going to send 
you away, Mr. Fenwick, and Olive and 
—may I call you Olive?”

“Certainly.”
"Well, then, you and I will have a 

cosy chat together and get to know 
one another as friends should. Won t 
that be nice?”

Her charm of manner was. irresist
ible. Olive found her seemingly fresh 
end natural and free from any sort 

as though she were as

“Rosa Baumstein."
when GilbertOlive’s first thought,

Merridew spoke of Selma Hammond, 
was that the girl had reported all that 
had been told to her, but in a second 
she discarded it, as being unworthy of 

false to h»r own Implicit

same
that young person.”

Mrs. Taunton- drew herself up to her 
full height and looked at Lady Belbor
ough for a pause, during which her fea
tures appeared to harden. Then she re
plied in a voice of ice: "Miss Parmen
ter is my friend and my guest, Le.dy 
Belborough, and here, at any rate, is 

This is not Bel-

marry
“Yes. She said a good deal about it; 

but, to tell you the truth, she seemed 
to put it in such a way that my own 
view was all uthe stronger afterwards.”

“The deuce it was," he cried in evi
dent surprise. "How do you mean?”

“I don’t know quite. She kept re
peating that it was the best ting 1 
could do, and yet when I had left her 
the obstacles seemed infinitely bigger 
than ever. She seemed to put them in 
such a formidable light, although she 
only seemed to refer to them lightly, 
while I was with her. But her words 
rankled afterwards. I can’t explain it

"One of the gang, you 
cried Olive lost in amazement.

"That’s what the Hartmanns Bay, and 
you may gamble on it.”

“But I know Mr. Fenwick. He’s the 
soul of honor.”

Selma noticed this tone and the flush 
Olive's cheek as she said

t.:
Selma, but 
belief in her sincerity.

“I wish to warn you against that 
girl, Miss Parmenter,” said Merridew, 
after a pause. "She is thoroughly bad 
and has been in prison?”

“And your reason?” asked Olive,

ter anyone 
reasons and motives.

She had now, moreover, 
danger; and the unmasking of Gilbert 
motive than the righting of her own 
wrongs. It Selma Hammond had not 
misled her, her lover 'himself was in 
danged; and the unmasking of Gilbert 
Merridew was as necessary in Jack s in
terests as in her own. And even if her 

interests had not been so driving

under my protection, 
borough Castle.”

"Do you mean that'S'ou deliberately 
brought my son to meet that person 
here, madame?"

S£ a further
. of color on 

this indignantly. “Then it’s a spoof to 
put blinkers on some of them for some 

know how a crook

sure\ of pretence, 
poor as Olive herself.

“I'm going to begin by telling you 
something about myself,” she said with 
a pleasant laugh. “I haven’t always 
been like this you know. I had to work 
pretty hard when I left college—I’m 
from ’Frisco, you know. Dear, old de
lightful, wicked ’Frisco, 
of the rich Westerners, my dear, but 
the hell of the poor, 
goodness and badness in that one love
ly, horrible place than can he found 
in any one spot on the earth,” and 
then she rattled on with a purely im
aginary description of her earlier life 
and marriage to the late Senator, the 
Hon. Adam J. Taunton.

In the course of the story she men
tioned in the most causal way tn the 
world, the family name of Olive's mo
ther as that of someone she had known 
In San Francisco.

curtly.
“I know you 

a desire for your good.”
“As you anticipated, I do not believe 

It What is this alleged story?”
It was soon apparent, then, that he 

little to tell, and had come 
seek information than to

I will scarcely believe it—
Taunton made no reply in purpose. You never 

means to work. But they’ll use him, 
and maybe ruin him at the same

Mrs.
words, but her look wounded the elder 
lady deeper than any words. And then 
she turned her back upon her. “Come, 
Olive, my dear. If we cannot have our 
tea in one place without being disturb
ed in this way, we’ll have it in another. 
Mr. Fenwick, you may prefer to re
main here for the time;” and taking 
Olive’s arm, she led her away.

The girl’s heart warmed to her for 
this championship. "How can I thank 

Mrs. Taunton?” she asked as they

sure, 
time."

••You must tell me everything about 
this," cried Olive eagerly.

"I don’t know any more.
don’t know how the thing

' had very 
rather to

own
the thought of his danger would have 
sufficed to induce her to race 
greater risks.

Before she finally adopted the plan, 
considered

better.”
"Then Mrs. Taunton’s offer is off," 

he laughed. "I can’t stand that, 
must be Mr. Casement’s house, Olive.”

"But that’s Just the same thing as 
giving in, Jack, I cannot do that. I 
could not do a thing if I were 
Frampton.”

They discussed this very earnestly, 
ajid presently something slipped from 
Olive and gave Jack a glimpse of the 
real reason which was at the bottom 
of her disinclination.

"You are not Jealous of Mrs. Taun
ton. dearie, are you?” he asked sertous-

The heaven evenEven the give any.
"You went to her lodgings—
“What is the story you say she has 

told?” interrupted Olive. "I saw her 
accused unjustly of picking a pocket 
in Oxford street, and was able to save 
her from a false prosecution. That la 
no secret. Nw. what has she aid?

“She is a convicted thief, Miss Par
menter, and served a term of impris
onment in Chicago; and she is atoo 

associate of thieves on this side, 
the alleged story? What has she

ItThere’s more Hartmanns 
is to be done; but it’ll be done, you bet 
yer. It’s a big thing, too. Someone's 

for a pile; and

.
she carefullyhowever, 

whether the safer one 
Robson

to taking 
into her con- 

effective.
going to buy the papers 
the whole bunch are caught short Just

our at Inspector 
fidence
A whisper to him that Gilbert Merri- 

Gideon Mawford would be

aswasnow.”you, 
walked off.

“That woman is what we Americans 
call the limit, my dear child. I am not 
a vicious person, but I’d rather have 
given a thousand dollars to have been 
able to slap her face. My fingers posi
tively itched. And that it should have 
happened to you when in my charge 
oh, Olive, I could have sunk into the 
earth in shame."

“You can see now, at any rate, why 
It would be impossible for me to take 

advice in regard to marrying,

Gilbert Merridew is a very rich"But
man. Very rich now."

Selma shook her head, 
have fooled you that he-was when he 

but if he was the 
Id be. The one thing

dew was
enough to cause his arrest. But would 
it help her own end—to unravel the 
mystery of that old marriage fraud.

The answer was on the surface. She 
must so contrive as to get Merridew into 

It must be a personal vic-

"He may

thetried to marry you 
rest of them wou _ 
they're bound -to do is £b share and 
share alike every cent that comes their 
way. They’d limb the man who spoofed 
them about that, sure.”

Olive pondered this a moment. Merri
dew had evidently hidden from the rest 
the fact of his having got her father's 
fortune. Here was one way, at any 
rate, of striking at him, she saw in
stantly. But she said nothing of it to 
her companion.

"If he tried to spoof them in that 
way," continued Selma after a pause, 
"they’d fire him out first and shoot him 
afterwards, that’s a cinch. Why, they’ve 

cent to chink against its

She
much "But

said of me ?"
"She declares that you were

hours, and that you spoke 
mother to her In

withGrosscup?” exclaimed iy. her power, 
tory. She herself must be in a position 
which would enable her to face him 
with the power to ruin him in her 
hands alone, and give him the alter
native of ruin or telling the truth. His 
imprisonment merely would not help 
her. It was in her grip, not in that of 
the law only, that he must becaught.

No less a purpose than that it was 
and then a

"Did you say 
Olive, quickly, “That was my mother’s 
name."

“Do you come from the Argentine 
then? Abner Grosscup had friends or 
relatives there, I know. Could it pos
sibly be the same family? It was at his 
house that I first met Mr. Taunton. It 
would he too wonderful.”

•T know my mother had a brother 
Abner," said Olive.

“Well, this Abner was the dearest 
friend I ever had, and my hiftband’s 
too. Was your uncle in ’Frisco?”

“I don’t know. I never knew, him."
“Isn’t that just a miracle?” cried 

Mrs. Taunton gaily. “To think that you 
little forlorn, friendless creature should 
have had an uncle who was my dear 
friend when I was so sorely in need 
of a friend as ever you cam be. Why, 

must be friends, too. I

“No.'It isn’t exactly Jaelousy, Jack 
But the more I have thought about it 
alone the firmer has grown my belief 
that she does not really wish our mar
riage. And, of course, I can’t think of 
any reason except what passed at 
Belborough. But I’m not Jealous, be
cause that would imply distrust of 
you.”

“Then you mean simply distrust of 
her? I’m sure you are wrqng 

“I suppose it is something like that; 
and yet I’m not conscious of any act
ual feeling of distrust. She was so kind 
in every way and I liked her.”

“Then we’ll leave it over, girlie; at 
any rate for a while; and I mqst try 
to think of some other scheme. I own 
I’m sorry, but I’m not such a brute 
as to try and urge you to do what is 
against that strong instinct of yours. 
We’ll see how we get on with her to
day.”

Mrs. Taunton was, if anything more 
charming to Olive when they met at 
Henley than she had been at her own 
house. She expressed the greatest de- 

She had ample time for thinking all \ Ught at meeting Olive again. She had 
cried this over carefully, as she did not leave prepared lunch for them and while they

<m... — -» -rrrss “г.гіглгсп'її, “ iï ;„h‘,btïïs: :;v,'Tpt,2
Ing things for them when he she w ghe thought, the less bourne in the afternoon after some
my mother; and that was the beginning the more> f£££,“вассвД tbe Invita- tea there, and return all together to
of his big fortune. willing sh town by train. Olive must have as

“In this way, Olive w“hdrt™ntine ! t1^1' wav to Selma Hammond’s much fresh air as possible, she declar-
epeak of the old life in the Argentine; | on the way to Taunton
and of the wealth that her father' h0U8e- a11 ea_er anticipation of Both fell in readily with the propos-
acquired, there; and Mrs. Taunto gave way to fctonitlng her; an<| hi. and when they reached Pang-
made very careful mental notes of all the news whic ho^f^er impatience bourne, Mrs. Taunton said that she
she said.. I as she _teo had a call to make, and that she would

“I declare I have been telling you increased with every^ ^ow lrom the be back in a very short time, 
more than I ever told anyone of the 1 She looked P street hal, expect- і “I know you can get on without me
out there,” said Olive, at■ le”*th’ I =elma would be watching for, lor half an hour or so,” she said with

-You have a wonderful gift of de lng that Selma w there; eo olive a smile as she left. “Have the tea 
■cription. You make me see it aU, her. But she ,h bell ready by then, Mr. Fenwick.”
dear,” was the reply. “And now I want cr0ssed a"d tlme without re- Jack gave the necessary orders, and
your confidence about your present Khe waited again. t.heandOUve sat on the lawn of the
And first, I’m going to say something 8р0пве, and presently — .... ....— m,„- ™or«>

her for some 
of myself and my

of excited abuse; and that you
She was a very 

lightful companion; but Olive’s move
ments must not be known to anyone 
except Jack and Mr. Casement. She 
was very positive about that: and it
had its effect.

Another consideration occurred to her 
on going over all that had passed be
tween them. Mrs. Taunton had urged 
her to marry Jack, it was true; but she 
bad at the same time spoken about it 
in such a way as to make it aPP®** 

impossible than before. All 
more for-

terms t __
questioned her closely about us, say
ing that you believed we were scoun
drels, and had plotted to rob you; and 
that, in short, you were bent upon ex- 
posing us as rogues, and attempted to 
get her to help you.”

He spoke somewhat hesitatingly, 
weighing his words and searching 
Olive’s face as it for confirmation of 
the tale as he told It. Olive saw at once 
that he was lying and read hlsmotlve. 

wished to find out what Selma had 
clear that

your 
replied Olive.

“My dear girl, if I were in your place 
I’d marry the son it it were only to 
spite and shame that dreadful mother, 
declared Mrs. Taunton between her 
closely pressed lips.

which she had formed 
thought occurred to her that gave her 
immènse satisfaction. Se had come up 
to London at the bidding of an im
pulse and without no

she seemed to see why that im
pulse had been sent to direct her move
ments and in her simple fashion she 
fell on her knees and gave thanks 
to Providence for that direction.

In the same light she regarded her 
to face the risks at-

i there.”

carefully and de
liberately worded, although uttered ap
parently- 'with the impetuosity of anger. 
Olive did not at the moment see the full 
current of its meaning any more than 
she understood the light that shone in 
Mrs. Taunton’s eyes as she spoke.

But when she recalled it afterwards 
she Understood that even in the opin
ion of her new friend she could not 

Jack without shame. And her 
cheeks burned at the thought.

Ail then enjoyment of the day was 
killed for Olive, and the abasing sense 
of humiliation made her anxious to get 
away to her quiet rooms to hide from 
all the world, even from her lover; how 
bitter had been the draining of the cup 
of insult and degradation.

When he rejoined them, Jack’s face 
was white and set with rage. He said 
very little about his mother, except 
that she had come In response to a tel
egram sent to her that morning, and 
of the three Mrs. Taunton was the 
most indignant on the subject of people 
who could not mind their own affairs, 
and the most curious as to who Olive’s 
secret enemy could be.

The wind up of the little holiday was 
sombre business. They left by

The answer was
definite aim. Buteven more

the obstacles seemed even 
midable than ever.

There was a touch of Jealousy in this 
thought of Olive’s. The pretty Ameri
can had tried before to win Jack away 
from her. Had she therefore been mak
ing thèse appeals to her pride inten- 

Was she really sincere? Or 
she trying indirectly to strengthen 

so that the gap 
and her

hardly one
neighbor." __

■•Tell mea bout their meetings, Selma. 
Could I not go to one? I must find out 

truth about Mr. Fenwick at any

now He
actually вам tocher. her,8he

, revealed all about the 
and the plan the two had

If Selma 
would have

the: Hartmanns 
discussed together.

"Where Is she” asked Olive, In reply. 
“Where she can do no more harm, 

said Merridew, without thinking.
"Then why do you think it necessary

to warn me?”
He paused L , 

in your own interests.
“No. Mr. Merridew. Your interests, 

have brought you here to- 
You have made a great mistake 

shrewd. You have 
connection be-

I cost or risk.”
"Oh, there’d be risk enough. But 

what do you mean?”
Olive thought a moment, and then 

said; "I wish to join the bunch, as you 
call them. I don’t care what I do. If 
Gilbert Merridew is threatening him, I 
must know it.”

“It would be shorter to throw your- 
self under one of those trains out there 
You don’t seem to get wise to the fact 
that they are a set of as desperate 

lived. And what has

present impulse; 
tendant upon the course she had chos
en; and with firm courage and devout 
earnestness she set about her prepara-

of course we 
wouldn’t go back on a relativè of his 
tor all the dollars in ’Frisco.” ”

“It is quite a coincidence,”

tionilly? 
was і___
Olive’s reluctance

marry
agreed

tions. . ,
As in everything else she undertook, 

these were very thorough. She had to 
play a part; and would play it to the 
letter. As a girl who had been in prison not mine,
in New York, she would be expected j day ___
to use many of the vernacular exprès- | Burprising in one so 
sions in vogue among such a class; and ^ told me there is some 
she purchased a number of American tWeen you and this У “ d
Stories, and studied all the slang she scribe as a convicted thief. I hail 
could fihd in them until she had mas- | instinct that that was so. Now
rf srUrecaneda a,ysoheral,hrrhhad | “не shrugged his shoulders, as If her

heard Selma herself use; and being an interpretation were ofimpo ^
ГГгу ГХЖГГ “b^r^ou^ll^But I bad .an- 

Tthé "e she read a number -1-

of German books, to freshen up^her^ dflrnJy. she was confident that

hear from Selma in conversation і . j wjsh tQ Etate it.
German. , . I it with you. X g- -There were two other matters to d , 1 Qf honor Miss Parmenter. that 
cide, also. She must have a plausible ^ ^ intense sympathy with you in
story of her life, in case questions were (he trouble that has befallen you. 
asked; and She must look the ра«в*“ ^ pnt straits to which you are 
had to play. These were both «a» ^ through absolutely no fault of 
enough; but they cost much time and , Qwn are palnful and distressing
thought. ' to both my mother and myself.

She must be so disguised that even tfi have an opportunity of show-
should she meet _ng tl)lg practically."

Olive.
"I often heard him speak of ni» re- 

They had real
and frowned. "It is onlylover to 

Jack?latives in Artentine. 
estate, you know and cattle.” 

"Then It must be the same,”
f

crooks as ever 
Gilbert done to you to make you so
bitter.”

"Robbed me of everything I care forі
ed. in life.”

“Then the 
to keep away from hlm àâ far as you 
ever can. If you are his enemy he will 
kill you and If anyone you care for Is 

him for any

1 best thing’ you can do is
!

in his way or he can use 
purpose he will ruin Mnf WithOlit mer
cy. I hate him, lordsakes, but I fear 
him so that if he only holds up a fin
ger I tremble and do whatever he tells 
me. He’s a devil.”

"Tell me 
methods."

“Not if you're going to play any 
you hinted at, I

thus a
the earliest train, spoke very little on 
the Journey up, and parted at Padding
ton, Mrs. Taunton going off in her 
brougham, and Jack and Olive in a cab 
to Chelsea.

about the gang and their
I wish toAnd first, I'm going to say “= sponse, “““ beavy gteps ap- Hotel to await her return. They were

that Jack—you don’t mind my caliing After a few m woman opened, chatting, with their heads close to-
hlm Jack, I’m sure—that Jack says yo preached the , ( gather, when a very unexpected and
won’t like to hear." it. Hammond," said very unpleasant interruption came.“And what is that?” "I wish to see Miss Hammon Jack, What is the meaning of this?”

-------- ---  T tel1 you that 11 ™ve- her then," was

fellow in the world You needn’t be a| the reply, very bium^y ^, at ^аГ^т'.'flushed and frowning in 
little bit Jealous, although, as I dare-, -Rut she knows that I am
say he has told you, I once wanted him this time. I must see "Mother!" exclaimed Jack in Intense
to fall in love with me. ant. , , manaxe It then,1 gurnrise and vexation.

"T don’t think I’m afraid of you, Mrs. “How are going the ' ,,„ vmi brim- that young

mother's abominable conduct"My
has not changed my resolve in the 
least, Olive; you won’t let it make any 
difference to you?” he asked anxiously 
when they were about to separate.

"My course was decided before, Ja/*, 
know that. This has but steeled It.

Good-

such fool game as 
won’t.” _ .

“Tell me,” insisted Olive; and her
stronger will won.

told her all she knew then, 
answering the numberless questions on 
points of detail as fully as she could; 
while Interlarding her statements with 
the repeated cautions about the risk 
of having anything to do with them.

“I am not afraid.” declared Olive, 
more than once. “He has robbed me of 
everything but my life and that Is not 
worth saving unless I can find out all 
I mean to learn.”

“As a preface, I must tell you that I Olive, 
think Jack Fenwick is just the dearest j "Well, you cantos** It was Lady Belborough; and turn

ing quickly, the two found her staring
I
I Selma
l

you
I am very miserable, dear, 
night;” and with hat she went into the

him as, indeed, she hoped, would be 
unable to recognize her. The actual cos
tume was soon fixed. Any dress would 
do, so long as it was unlike anything 
she had ever worn, and was plain and 

, . „ common. Her figure, too, could be al-
in tears; and when ^ padding would give her large 

they once started she continued to weep ’ w M1 out her* bust, and in- ordinary , .. h
feebly at intervals during the rest of the width of her shoulders; and tervlew. It can usually get inside
the interview. But Olive got much of <™aae Md completed this part of prospective buyer’s office door and 
what she wished to learn and at length wh " touches here and upon his desk. It can ьвпаПу геаеЬ a
succeeded in inducing her compan- wUh a heavy, awkward vantage point which the flesh a^
ion to discuss the best means of car- there, ioi p e which she was blood salesman wildly covets, that ef
rying out the desperate plan which had ™ ^ ^Qu,d carry hcr through sue- I getting face to face with a customer.—
occurred to her, and to help her. І і Ad. ITopics,

“I could get you to know Anna Hart- | cessfully. A

і

"Oh, I would have married him if I j "Gone?” exclaimed Olive, in int ^,ebut you ought to know better.”

г^ГмГ™.1 rr,rrr.£ rssrse— о.»., » «—і - - «•—
would have made a splendid husband, taken away, alm , ahe sald. "jj you know the young

аг^ггс-г, s'sstrrrrsrt1 =r~ ”‘m" " ,h“1 “•ught." No, She» g • angrily The taunt struck OHve more deeply
••No," declared Olive, earnestly I go too, "ae moment the door than a blow. Her face crimsoned with

couldn’t so long as this slur is on me. gpoken: and the -, i eudden shame and humiliation, and her
‘•Mv dear child, why? Because of that wa3 slammed ш -СшУ,е в lace. ; *ua ,

шПГт ̂ uTheh most8rE: 0Ї£Г wondering ' Tack X furloua "Mother. How dare

house.
Once safely inside her room the pent 

up flood of feelings brove out, and her 
grief and humiliation overwhelmed! her. 
It was unbearable, hopeless, killing. 
Despair rent her soul. She had done, 
and could do nothing. There was noth
ing but failure in view. She would, give 
It all up, and a wild idea of leaving the 
country and taking her misery to some 

where her wretched story would 
of her,

'How dare you bring that young 
here in such a way? I am not

(To be continued.)

Advertising has advantages over the 
salesman in obtaining an In-Selma was soon

place
be unknown took possession 
until at last she broke down and found 
relief in a blessed flood of tears.

She so rarely gave way to tears that 
vehemance of her »obi start-the very

II)
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