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CHAPTER VIL

When Olive Varney had set out for
Chelsea with that determination to get
into the house wherein Lucy Ewing
lived, she had not really contemplaled
the final fraud she afterwards commit-
ted. All that was in her mind was that
at No. 3, Greenways' Gardens lived a
wertain Mr, Christopher Dayne who was
axpecling nmews of a certain Uncle
Phipps. She had been fortunate enough
to meel the wife of that mysterious
uncle and to possess herself of certain
news which vitally concerned the young
man; in some indeflnile fashion she
meant to trade upon that knowledge
and 50 gain her purpose. It was only
when she reached the house and stood
in the moonlight before il that she un-
derstood how great her difficulty really
was. .

She had designed, in that indefinite
fashion, to go to the place as the mes-
senger of Aunt Phipps, but at the last
moment she saw she could gain nothing
hy that. Whatever message she might
give, sho must finally yield up the ad-
dress of Aunt Phipps, and so pass out
of the business. She might get into the
house, it is true, but thers could be
nothing to detain her there after” her
message was delivered. As a stranger
she would enter it; as a stranger she
must Inevitably leave i, Some' other
way must be found; some other use
must be made of this exlraordinary op-
portunity that had come to her.

Certain words used by the feeble Aunt
Phipps {hat night occurred to her while
&he paced about impatiently before the
house, longing only fo get a footing
in the place itself. She remembered
how Aunt Phipps had said that: the boy
had never seen her; she remembered
that Aunt Phipps had refused to go
near the house, in dread of the mes.
suage she must carry, It suddenly oc-
curred to her thal in all probability
Aunt Phipps never would sum up cou-
rage enough to face the young man
whose fortune she had innocently help-
ed to dissipate, In other words, no
Aunt Phipps would ever knock at the
dcor and demand to see My, Christlo-
¢her Dayne,

But suppose.- another
stepped inlo {he breach?

Aunt Phipps

Suppose. a
woman, striving to find her way,- under
{alse pretences or under any pretence,
into that house, declared herself to be

Aunt Phipps, and so gained the right
to remain there? Suppose, indeed, that
‘Olive Varney—alive, and full of a dread-
ful purpose, and yet supposed .to be
hidden away safely in the grave—sup-
Pose {hat she, primed with the know-
ledge the. innocent old woman had
poured inlo her cars, stepped in and
took the old woman's place?

She thought about that aspect of the
case very carefully, Discovery must
fcllow sooner or later; but what did
that matter? Once fulfil that which
her dead father had laid down for her,
and she was ulterly reckless of what
yught follow.  Suppose she pretended
for the time that she was Aunt Phipps;
$uppose she came in that fashion di.
reclly into the lives of thase young
people?  Thal would be a power in.
deod, bLecause she would arrive as a
long-expected friend, and yet as an
enemy. \With a recklessness born of
that great purpose in her mind, she de-
termined on the instant to do it.

The chances were all {n her favor,
In a sense she had Aunt Phipps hid-
den away: no one knew of her ‘exist.
ence even. It would be quite possible
for her to be kept quiel. by any tale
that suggesled itself: quite possible, in
fact, to tell her that this wronged ne-
Phew of hers was so indignant and so
threatening that she must not think of
fucing him. The only point to be de-
<ided upon was what message she must
give to Cdristopher Dayne when she
should meet him,

While she sat in that litlle room inlo
Which she had been shown and await-
€4 the advent of her supposed nephew,
a whimsical thought came to her that
she anight after all be somaewhal young
for an aunt. More than thal, she won-
dered in oa careless fashion whether it
would be necessary that  she should
show him any parlicular affection, Stuch
{lionghts, however, only grew up in hep
mind as unimportanl malters. ty be
disnmissed in a moment; the main thing
was that she had gained her point,
end that by a series of exlraordinary
cvents she was actually under the same
roof with her enemy, and with the righ
2. 1¢main there.

“1:such a cause as thiz I can sink
¢\ vlhing—forget everything,”  she
1h ol bitterly.  “I mighl have come
hars and mel her face o face, and
&0 2 bee shrink from me -in dread: and
Wkl could I have done afterwards?
Nevi | come in another character, and
ih wor itlle fool belisvoes herself tree
fi v prasecution,  As' fop the Loy, Le
a5 count; he's merely: a pawn in
1! “me.. What I shall da affop this
fir eling [ don't know: I have hoen
r d throngh it all—1 will be Fale-
e Lyithe end. My eau st oand
Tghlows, or I should-not have sue-
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coeded even to this extent; I shall 1
faii now.

‘Meanwhile, al the door of that upy
room Christopher Dayne and Lucy s
lingered. . As a matter of fact he w
half afraid to go down; now that t
wonderful event had happened at la
he did not know how to lace it.
had got to -that point when anythi,
might occur within the nc.;d)ew mi
utes. He had been in dire”Siraits £
inoney; in his darkest hour this myste
ous woman had suddenly found hid
and was bringing him news of sord
scrl.  Coming like that, it could on |
be the best of news, of course; the’
was no question of that. ’I'h? hgt
Leen “the Jdream of his life; thaf son
day Uncle Phipps was to step forware
and apolagize for any delay there mighl
have been, and hand to him that whic
properly belonged to him. It was onl
a question of time, and to-night all ik
wailing was ended. Yet, as this wa
W change his life so completely, h
was half afraid of it.

He_had struggled on so bravely i
GrecAways' Gardens; and yet it had no
sll been struggle. From that first mc
ment when the face of Lucy Ewin
looked out at him from the window
No. 3, something new had entered ‘int:
his life—something which made ‘th!
struggle seem worth while. Preciou
moments “like this present one, whei
he touched her hands and was assure(
of her sympathy; bright days, when hei
voioe and her looks had assured hin
Lhat he was some day to be great and
famous, and she very proud of him,

“You're quite sure"—he hesitated, and
held her hands, and looked deep into
her eyes—“absolutely certain that this
won't make any difference?”

“Difference? I dan't understand, Mr.
Dayne,"” she faltered. “What differ.
cnce can it make—exocept to you?”

“l don't mean that.,” he replied hur-
ricdly. “Only, I saw {he shadow of {his
woman—this Aunt Phipps—just now:
and it seemed to fall across the place
where I first saw you. You know you
brought me to this house; but for you,
I should never have come here at all.”

“Mr. Dayne—you were
apartmeats,” she reminded him.
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“And some good- chance brought me

here. Why, there are thousands of

places in London where apartments aro !

o be let; and I might
Highgato or Brixton, or anywhere, you
know. Instead of that, something in-
side me said—'Go to Chelsea’ and to
Chelsca I came.”

“How very remarkable-”

“Now you're laughing at me; but it
isn't a laughing matter. But for Fate,
why should I have come here at all?,

Why should I have turned into Green-f

ways' Gardens and stopped right i

front of this house? . What I want you
t2 understand is that even if this Aunt
Phipps has brought me my fortune

it won't make any difference; even if
I'm rich you'll still let me live here—!
and be your friend.”

“Odley will want to
renl,” she observed slyly.

“You won't be serious; Ill buy the
hcuse if Odley likes, rather lhan g
away from you,” he retorted. “Won'
vou fell me that nothing will make any
difference, Lucy?”

“You are keeping Aunt Phipps wait
ing," she said, striving to wilthdraw;
her hand. “Do you think so liltle o
my [riendship, that any change of for
tune could change that? This is onlyl
an acefdenl—something thatl might have
hlippened to anyone, Come—you mus
ge down.”

ITe had to be satis®ed wilh that. When
he looked back, at the- boltom of the
first flight, he saw thal she had a hand
resting lightly against lwer lips, but
that was nothing. It was only his
misfortune thal he had fol” looked a
moment earlier and seen her kiss her
fingers. in his direclion. Even then he
felt inclined fo dash back for a moment
to gel a more direct answer (o his ques-
tiony bul he remembered that Aunt
I’Lhipps was waiting, and thal people
who bring good news must be (realed
politely.  So he went down stairs three
i a time, in a mighty hurry,

A d'sconcerting aunt, this; one who
sal in the shadows of the room, and
held hersell ‘so upright, and so looked
al him so intently, A youngish auut,
leco, of a good figure, so nearly as he
could judge, and wilh a caln, grave,
somewhat sad face, wlich niight have
bheen handsome. but for a cerfain sha-
dow which rested upon il, Chrislopher
slood just within the door of the room
and bowed a lillle awkwardly,

“You are—Aunt Phipps?” he venlured,

She nodded slowly: she felt she had
to guard. every word and every  ges.
ture, and {u be on the alert. This boy
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was but an instrumen! towards the end i

she was sceking; behind him. as it were,
was the figure of the girl she had
laken such pains to reach,
use him now for her purpose; present-

he could be swepl waside and left
oul of the'business. For the moment
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he was useful,
“I am your Aunt Phipps—wife of your

She could |

have gone o ;




