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CHAPTER XI.

Evidently the man was not to be
Shuaken off; the sudden oxtraordinary
knowledge he had gained gave him a
Power over her he had never had be-
fore.  During the rest of the journey
Olive Varney cast her ‘mind  barck
through tho years, and remembered
how and where she had met him
abroad. Looking al h'm now she won-
dered how he could ever have appealed,
&s he had done at one t'me, to her gir-
lish imagination: bul she remembered
bitterly that therc had been no one else
to do it.

She had no very distinet recollection
of his firsl coming to into her life; he
thad drifted in on some chance encoun-
ter or introduction abroad. She had
been a mere girl at the time, beginning
i understand the dark, brooding na-
{ure of the man she called father, and
beginning to see, in a vague fashion,
that her desliny was totally unlike that
ol any other girl she mel. - At that time
Victor Kelman had been more prosper-
ous-locking—more of a dandy; he had
appeared to have money and to spend
it freely. Probably because of his in-
«rest in herself he had - tried to gel

declare who you are, and sift the mys
tery to the bottom. Now—how is i
G Lke?” S &

Her utter ignorance of the larger work
9f men and things placed her alsolutely
al his mercy. Above all things at tha
lime, she desred to be hidden—wishce
to feeb that no one could poss.bly prok
her secret; yet if this man declared t
the worid who she was, all that she
had planned s> cleverly went to th
winds. There was nothing for it, s«
far as she knew, but o trust him, in
rart at leest; she decided to do so.

“I suppose there is noth'ng f .r it bul
b submit,” she said al last. slowly.
“After all, it is not a matter thal can
concern you, and you have no real ob-
Ject in declaring who I am.’

“No object at all,” he assured her,
“I know who you are, and that is suf
ficient for me. Why not let us work
together; why not let me stand shoul-
der lo showder with you. ss it were—
the one friend on whom you can rely?”

“Id rather rely on myself,” she said
gloomily, “bul I suppose {here's no kelp

for it. In the first place, ‘then, under-
sland that I am known in the place
where I live as ‘Aunt Phipps.’”

irom her father somelhing of their his-
iory, 'but in that he had failed. Having
the not allogether desirable quality of
slicking closely to people if he wished
for their acquaintance, it had not been
«¢asy 1o shake him off, and Daniel Var-
rey had simply endured him.

O'her memories thore ware, in aflter
Jcears, when the man had openly ad-
wmired her, and asked her mone than
wnce to marry him. She had refused
With some abruptness on cach oeca-
sion, and had finally Jost sight of him,
»Now, in this. mosl in prortune fashion,
¢ had put in an appearance again,

She learned details a little later on 1s

they were rearing London. Ile told her
that he had been in England and had
<hanced upen the acesunt of Lor death,
11 professed  himself terribly «@e ken
gy the news; he had gone at once to
her grave, and had made enquiries in
crder to discover it. The rest she knew:
2 repeated over and over again that
hic did not mean to lose sight of her
now lhat she was without a protector,
“My dear girl,” he sald, airily, “it is
not to be thought of fur a moment, In
the first place I am very superstitious,
dand I should have ths shade of your
sainted father rising reproachfully be-
fore me il T allowed You to fight your
way alone.  You may think you are
slrong and self-reliant, and all that
kind of lhing; and I admit it. But
you're totally wilhoul experience; until
pour father's death 1 will guarantee to
sy thal you never even bought a rail-
way ticket for yoursell, or ordered a
meal. Al the self-relianse in the world
won't kelp yvou under (hose condilions. '
“I am perfectly capable of looking af-
ler nivsell.” she replied haughtily,
“Very well—we'll grant that,” he said
with easy -good-humor. “But, my
charming lady, Suppose we grant that
Olive Virney was quite capable of look-
ing afier herself, armeod w.lh such pro-
perty, however small, as her falhor was
able to leave for her. Bul (he case of
an unknown  wonwn—ponnil s- and
friendless—is quite diffcrent, \\ here
for example, are you living?
“I am living wilh—with friends,’
repbed hesilatingly,
“Suddenly found—eh?”? ho asked, with
B laugh. “My dear Olive—why not te
frank with me? If vour frand has been
Properly carried oul, a: il seoms lo
have been, you can scarcely be living
with friends. Think: you are an un-
known woman—without g name; un'ess
you ‘have annexed one: yet you are liv-
ing with friends! And its not so many
days ago thal you apparently died sud-
denly. Upon my word., my dear,"—he
deaved back in the corner of the carri-
age, and looked at her. and laughed —
“l have never been so interested in ali
ny Ffe. May I ask what hese [ nds

she

“Adorable name!” Le cjaculated, ;
ing ‘the tips of his fingers. “I love hel
alrcady. Married—or single?”

“A widow. Never mind how or why
I took that name; suffice it that I am
supposad lo T:ave come back, fler many
years, 1o a young mephew, and that |
have brought him bad news. My nanu
and that story have carried me into o
house where 1 particularly wished
get, and where no one suispects  my
idenlity; in common with the rest <
the world, the people I most want
rcach believe Olve Varney to be Jdead.’

“Truly exciting, my sweet aunt,” ex
claimed Viclor Kelman, looking at he.
wilh a mnew admiration. “l alway
knew you 1o be a remairkable woman
now. vou surpass younsalf. And wha
is the kcheme which has taken you (-
th’s parlicular house?’

“Never m'nd the scheme: there is or
person in the howse avith why
concerned—a girl.”

“One of the friends
Sspoke?” he asked.

“No, indeed,” said Olive bi
have every rcason to detest he
reason to wish her harm.”

“T'hen she is my enemy from
ment,” he cried, shaking a fist
air at an imaginary girl, “Tha
tled. Anything else?'

She was silent for a moment or [w
while the train drew into the statio
As tshe rse from her seat. she looke
at hlim steadily in her cool, calm wal
—a look that had in it something (
centempl. “I wonder if you would }
of any ass’stance to me in any sche
I might have. It might not be too clea
a business—which would suit you,"”

“I am yours in all th ngs, to the la
dop of my heart’s blood,” he ¢
‘claimed, laying a hand on the breast 4
his shabby coat.

So it happened that the myslerio
Aunt Phipps reappeared in Greenway
Gardens. Chelsea, with a man who
she designated an old friend. Andu M
Victor Kelman, immensely interesle] 4
«nce in  everylhing and every)ody
made himse'f very. agrecable; told th

of

call you?’

“I shall not tell you,” she replied dog-
gedly.  “Have you no HCIcy—na pity?
Whal have I done in all iy life (hat 1
should ‘'be sel upon and followd by
Sudil o man as yourself? rhe world is
tig onough and wide enaugh for holh of
s, go your way, aird Jeave me to g0
mine. 1Put it, if vou 1 ke, thut the Olive
Varney vou know dead: Isave  the
woman who stands in the place she
occupied to go her awn road.’

“I really couldn't find it in my heart
tc do so; 1 shouldn't be able fy sleep
al night,” he said. with o grin, “You
may be in all s9 i dangers, which
your mnocence and ign rance wil not
prepare vou lo meet, and g aw hich you !
may fall a rveady victim, | mu_\>ln‘1
ALle. wilh my largr experience of Lhe
WwWorld, 1o help you. I am in Jow water, |
ainl have practically n th ng left in I!|~'i
aworld: you arve. | Imagne. in i} w- |
er Wt We re quite g nrojerly-maten- |
ea pair, T intejdd brutal in Ilm’
malter; I shall e me\ with You wher-
ever you are gong: I' shall renain e |
Yeu. Bul for &he old affcetion, whizh
has never divd "hs howed slighl'y in
her dimel and  for a moment his
S A A T "L might feel like i |
father towards you, I must be hruta] |
to ti's extenl; that if vou altempt lo!
- o a A} hall H LTS N !
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smiling Odley that she reminided -hir
ol “his mother, and that sho brougt
lears Lo bis cyes wherever he happene
o meet her; praised “Aunt Phipps' 1§
Ihe skies in the hearing of young Chris
tipher Dayne; scented a romance
vnce so far as Lucy Ewing was vor
cerned, and was altogether ‘delightfu
Hiz poverty and shabbiness he excused
on the grounds of a lafent trait of b
hemianism: even the much-loved Odle
blushed when he assured her thai
would long since have sobllcd
had it been his good fortune Lo
such a woman as herself,

A rocm was faken for him in anolhe;
house in Gre enwayst Gardens<. and tha
room instantly Lecame a paradise—g
room f rooms. He had lravelled fa
and scen many things. but never hac
he been so comfortable, e planned
lo selt'e in Greenways’ Gardens, for the
vemainder of h's existence,

For three days he pervaded the Gar
dens; coming in to smoke a delicate
cigarct'e with Christopher Dayne in hi
room al night. and charming the boy
with h's easy chatter and %is aceaunts
of forcign lravel and his admiration o
the Doy work: Lehaving with boeecom
ing respect 1y Olive in her capacity «o
Aunl Fhipps. So gradual was the pro
Cons, and so delicately «id ho ao 1
waorlk, [hat Ix scemed quite like an ol
fuicind when. o few doavs later, -he knock
wd al the daor «f the 1l s {ling roon,
wicre Luey Iwing was and beggdd pet
mission to enter. - And he seem d quit
to have forgulten. as h~ smiled at hey
thal 1h's was ik enemy,

“Py the sorrows of an idle man. my
dear M'ss Ewing, and allow me to si
and ek with yvou.” e pleaded. =T
me, just arrived from weary wander:
ngs in various parls of (he globe, the
lives ¢ you peapls are so wonderful—
SG beauliful, Here  you sit al your
daily and e world goes on,
Tushing pasl Greenways' Garvdens, as

say. and vou all unheeding.
«f Adlav_hlaccinoga unan  her!
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