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CHAPTER VIIIL

Olive Varney awoke in the morning
‘#vith a Curious fecling of helplessness.
-She lay for some time; thinking over
alli the business on which she had so
impulsively embarked, and secing, to.r
the first time, that there was a possi-
bilily she might not triumph so com-
pletely and so suddenly as she had an-
licipated. It 'was well enqugh, of
-ccurse, 1o have got into the place, and
to be lying there—a secret and unsu-
-spocbed enemy—within a yvard or two
of the girl; but to be lying there prac-
tically powerless was a galling thing.
And her powerlessnass arose from the
fact that she was without money, and
was thercfore to a large extent at the
mercy of those who were prepared to
tie charitable to her, )

In her eagerness to get to work upon
that scheme laid down for her by her
father, she had lost sight of the fact
that she had no scheme to work upon,
-save that vague one that had becen al-
ways in his discaed and distorted mind.
Again, in coming into the place and
50 lightly declaring that she was Aunt
Phipps, and penniless, she had _l-)st
sight of the obvious fact that Christo-
pher Dayne must be called upon lf) sup-
port her. And; so far as Olive Varney
was concerned, Christopher Dayne was
a stranger. She must, of course. utterly
-refuse to accopt his charity; yet, on the
-olher hand, she must accept that char-
ity if she would remain under that roof.
Altogether, Olive Varney began to fcel
that she had made rather a muddle of
the business to begin with,

She racked her brain to find what
was to be done. Thére was no on¢ on
whom she could call for help, because
ct necessity the malter ‘was a secrel
one, which concerned herself only. Im-
possible to claim that sum of money
which had been hoarded by her father
for this very work; because that sum
was locked away in a bag which/could
only be claimed by Olive Varhey. or
by somcone who knew her: and Olive
Varney had vanished out of the world,
Impossibte to go to the real Aunt
Phipps, because that feeble old creature
had apparently no money cven for her
own wants, and nothing to give save
her  name—which Olive had already
stolen, Thrice galling to think, when
presently a knock sounded on her door
and a fresh young voice summoned
“Mrs. Phipps” to hrealkiast, that she was
to cal the food of here enemy. But
that enemy should pay a bitter prico
for all this later on.

Ghristopher Dayne missed his usual
€9sy breakfast in . his room—missed,
-above all things, the bright presence of
Lucy with the {ray. For the conscien-
licus Odley, making up her mind that
relalions should not be parted, and that
-above all an aunt and a nephew niight
very well breakfast togelher, had had
breakflast for two laid in a room down-
-slairs; so that Christopher, a little be-
wildered by the fact that he had been
told that breakfast was waiting, went
«down, o find Aunt Phipps looking out
of a window and waiting for him. He
closed the door, stopping his cheery
fwhistde from sheer nervousness, and
advanced slowly to the table.

“Good morning, Aunt,” said Christo-
Ppher, hesitating a litlle on the title, and
wondering to find that Aunt Phipps in
daylinght was so young. “Did you—
«id you sleep well?”

“Not very well,” she replied, sealing
herself at the table. Then, as he sat
down, she suddenly grasped the corners
«f the table, and slared across at him,
and spoke quickly.

“You said something iast night about
having lo look after me—to provide for
me,” she said, in a kw voice, “I have
lain awake all night thinking aboul
that; I never intended that you should
do anything of the kind. In fact, |
<don't want you to trouble about nme;
1 shall Le able to provide for myself.”

aDont you trouble about that, Aunt

said Christopher. with more
3sthan he felt. “You've Leen

Brenough o come all this way to

““break bad news to nie, and I can’l very
well turn you oul, you know, and leave
you to shift for yourself. Please let me
have some breakfust, Locause Fm drond-
1 ingry. And don’t you worry.

shall rub along somehow, never
"

What could be said to a young man
«f{ this stamp, who simply refuscd e
e sel aside, and calmly appropriated
this voung aunt of his as someone lo
pe looked after and protected? . Olive
Varney felt a hot blush of shame at
the thought of Low willingly and in-
nocently he accepted her, and of how
[ miean and fraudulent a thing she really
was, no matler what hoer purpese in
<coming  there,  She was glad when

e presenlly he spoke, beginning lo ask

arious queslions.

“I don’t ‘want lo revive painful me-
movics, of course,” he began, abrupt-

b dy—“but what did Unecle Phipps die of?
k21 suppose you were awlully cut up?”
B “It was a Dlow, of course.” said Olive,
pColoring furiously: and' Christopher (.
i€ided on (he spet that there had been
very greal amount of love lost be-
(<
=N

1 Mmere machine, to turn out so much a

3

fween his aunt and uncle. “Your uncle
killod himself, I believe.”

“What? Don't you know?' asked
Chrislopher, staring at her in amaze-
ment.

“Not exactly,” replied Olive, remem-
Lering her lesson, “When he found
that all the money was gone, he simply
lefl a letter for me, saying that he in.
tended to destroy himself. That isall.”

“Yes—but suppase he didn'L!" ex-
claimed Christopher eagerly. “Suppose
he was merely spoofing. you, Aunt
Phipps. I don't want to hurt your feel-
ings, but from what my mother always
lold me of Uncle Phipps he was such
a cheery, hoppy-go-lucky sort of fellow,
that he might have repented at the last
moment,” )

“It is quite unlikely,” saild Olive, feel-
ing hersell geiting decper into the maze
cvery moment, “Surely I ought to know
your umcle better than you! Now, 1
want you o tell me about this girl |
have seen in the house,” she went on,
“Who is she?” ;

“Lives in the housé said Christopher
shortly, as he went on with his break-
fast. “Why do you %sk, Aunt Phipps?”

“Oh—I am a little interested in her,
from what I saw of her last night,” re-
plied Olive carelessly. “I am remind-
od of her, because You suggested last
night that you were in love with some-
one—and I thought perhaps it might
be—"

“My dear Aunt Phipps,” broke in
Christopher hurriedly. as he rose from
the table and buttoned his coat across
his chest, ‘for the fulure I have but one
cbject in lfe—to work. Save for nec-
essary moments which must be snatch-
ed for eating, dressing and slumber, |
shall work. I shall, in fact, become a

day—and even so much a night, if pos-
sible.  Which reminds me that I am
wesling time.  Make yourself comfor-
tablos” Aunt  Phipps—and good - morn-
ingt'\

%‘\\'m gone before she had time to
yeply lo him, and ho left her with «
very ., uncomfortable feeling in her
breast. Sho was going out of the room
herself, and had actually opencd the
door, when the sound of voices oul-
side slopped. her; still with her Land
upon the door, she drew back and list-
ened,

“And everything has come right for
you, Mr. Dayne, ch?” It was the voice
of Lucy Ewing, and Olive stiffened at
the sound,

“Well, not
Christopher,

exactly that,” replied
“I should rather say that
everything  has'  come remarkably
wrong. I thought I was going to be
rich; but it scems my money has all
gone, I am the richer only by an’ aunt.
IVl ke a good thing for me. in the long
run, of course; all ‘geniuses start that
way at some time or other, so that you
sec I'm on the right path. No one ever
heard of a rich genius, sothat if this
maney had happened to come to me it
might really have upsel everything —
mightn't it? Now. I am going down
to Llhe prosaic neighborhood of Fleet
Street, and I'm going to make one or
lwo poople there aware of the fact that
I'me alive. And, 1 say, Lucy——"

The voices became so low at this point
that Olive Varney heard no more, She
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closed the door and stood there think-
ing deeply—wondering in what fash-
ion she should set aboul /the work, she
had undertaken. Evidently there was
somo  better understanding Letween
Christopher and the girl than she had
imagined; that use of {he Christian name
was startling.  What if it should prove
that the news she had brought con-
cerning that loss of fortune had roused
the girl's sympathies for Christopher
Dayne? What it it should happen that
she who would so willingly have wreck-
ed the girl's life should be the very
means of pulling some new happiness
wWithin her rcach? She handened at the
tiwought, and beat her hands together
soflly in her helplessness,

“Money!—I musl: have money!” she
whispered o herself, %I am tlied here—
an object of charily until T can get that.

i

I can see myself failing in everything
I'underlake; I can soe mysclf reduced
lo pleading lo them for the means 1o
live. What shall I do?—tlo w lhom can
I turn?” -

Whalever else happened, Olive fell
that she must at least be able lo pay
her way in that house; every instinet
wilkin her revolted at the idea of ac-
cepting  hospitality from the hands of
anyone, and above all, from anyone
conneeled.  however remotely, with
Lucy Ewing, If, as was maore than pro-
lable, Christopher Davne found it dif-
ficult to pay his way himself. Olive felt
that she might aclually Le living al
the expense of Lucy Ewing, in some in-
definite way. Maddened ab {he thought |
of that, she delermined at last to go
lo the real Aunt Phipps. and to find
cul if comething could not be got—even
lemporavily—from  her,

Odley  watched her go,
some inward satisfaction.
o[ fuct, Odley knew only too well the
difficulties  with  which Chrislopher

not wilthout
AS a matler

Dayne had (o contend; and an impecun-
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