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*******************best frocks, and was more than usual
ly careful with the thick colls of hair 
which nestled like a crown of silk on 
her shapely head. Often she stood be
fore the glass when her maid had left 
her, and looked at herself with a 
strange, absent air, seeing not the re
flection of her own face, but his, as 
she recalled it on the day he had bent 
oyer her and taken her in his arms.

Then she would sigh heavily—and 
ah! so wistfully and wearily—and go 
down to the drawing-room to see his 
tall, patrician figure and handsome 
face beside the plebeian one of Bartley 
Bradstone, her future husband.

All through the dinner Bartley 
Bradstone would covertly watch the 
two, even while he was apparently 
engaged with his plate or in talk with 
the squire; but his sharp, suspicious 
eyes never detected the slightest hint 
of any understanding between her and 
F aradeane. Always pleasant and 
courteous, sometimes witty and amus
ing, Faradeane never singled her out 
for any special attention of any kind; 
and Bartley Bradstone guessed noth
ing of the scene in the woods, had no 
idea of the effect upon Olivia which 
every word of Faradeane’s, every 
smile of his, produced.

The days sped on without anything 
of consequence occurring, until Bart
ley Bradstone struck.

One evening, just after the post had 
come in, Olivia went into the study to 
get a fresh supply of notepaper, and 
found the squire pacing up and down, 
with an ashen face and tightly-drawn 
lips. In his trembling hand was an 
open letter, which, at her entrance, he 
crushed up and thrust into his pocket.

“Papa!” she said in a low, anxious 
voice, and, going up to him instantly, 
“what is the matter?"

“Nothing, nothing, dear!” he said, 
and his voice sounded harsh and 
strained. “That is, I have had a 
troublesome letter."

“Let me see it, dear," she said, put
ting her arms round his neck.

“No, no!" he said, hurriedly. “It— 
it is nothing you would understand; 
only a business matter."

“But let me see it, dear,” she plead
ed. “I may be able to help you; at 
any rate, I can share the trouble with 
you,” she added, sweetly.

But he shook his head.
“No, no; you could not help me. It 

—it is an old affair, that has cropped 
up; it will be all right, but it has tak
en me by surprise. Leave me 
dear. Bartley is waiting for you.

“Shall I tell him to come to you? He 
understands business, at least,” she 
tdded, with a touch of bitterness he 
did not notice.

“No," he said, with a faint tinge of 
color coming into his white face. “Why 
should we worry him? Go now, dear;
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WHEN LOVE “Come on, she’ll be in one of her 
tantrums In another moment,” said 
Sir Harry, in an undertone.

They laughed, got their hats, and, 
wishing her good-night, sauntered out, 
his lordship lingering a moment to 
pay the bill—Seth eying the pile of 
gold, as the waiter deftly swept It up, 
with a keen hunger—and the two were 
left alone.

“Shut the door,” said Bella to the 
waiter; then, when It was closed be
hind him, she sank into the chair, and 
leaned her head on her hand.

She waited with the same impassive 
silence, and It almost seemed that she 
had forgotten him, when suddenly she 
raised her head and looked at him. 
Her face had grown pale and haggard, 
and there was a weary, worn look In 
her expressive eyes.

“Well?” she said. “What have you 
followed me for? How did you find 
me?"

He looked at her with an expression 
half-sullen, half-threatening.

“Find you! Yes, I'd trouble enough. 
I’ve been looking for you for months. 
I might have knoign you’d come to 
London.”

“You might," she said, with a tired 
kind of contempt. “But London’s a 
big place.”

“Yes. I shouldn't have found you 
even now. If I hadn’t seen a likeness 
of you in one of the shop windows.”

“Ah, yes! I see!” she said, shutting 
her lips tight "And now you’ve found 
me you want money, I suppose?”

“Of course,” he assented, roughly.
“And suppose I don’t choose to give 

it to you?” she demanded.
“Then,” he began, but he stopped 

as she sprang to her feet and looked 
down at him with her black eyes flash
ing angrily.

“Look you here, Seth!" she said, 
slowly, and between her white, even 
teeth. “You know me by this time, 
and you know whether you can fright
en or bully me. You tried It once, and 
you know the result!

one by one, keeping his small, dark 
eyes fixed on her watchfully. .

“I’d rather die!” she repeated. “If 
you think because I’m up In the world 
ÿou’re going to live on the money I 
risk my life for, you’re mistaken. I’m 
not afraid of you, Seth ; I'm not afraid 
of any man living----- ”

“’Cept one,” he remarked, quietly, 
watching her keenly.

“It’s a lie!” she retorted. “I wasn’t 
afraid of him, and you know It!
Afraid! No, it’s him that has cause 
to fear, and to fear me!’ She shook 
herself with a catlike motion. “But 
I don’t want to speak of him. The 
time’ll come when I’ll show you, and 
him too—but that’s neither here nor 
there. You’ve come after me for 
money, and I’ve told you that you 
won’t get any. I’ve done with you and 
yours----- ”

“No gypsy can get clear of her peo
ple,” he said, as if he were stating an 
established fact beyond question.

She laughed defiantly.
“That’s rubbish,” she said, promptly 

“A1 lthat nonsense is dead and gone.
What, do you think I’d own a set of 
dirty tramps ?”

He sprang to his feet, his face flush
ed for the first time.

“You better keep that between your 
teeth, my girl,” he said, threateningly.

“Then don’t you drive me to it,” she 
retorted in a more subdued tone. “How 
much do you want—five pounds?"

He syik back in his chair, and re
sumed the grapes with a laugh.

“I want twenty times as much.”
Her eyes flashed down on him.
“Then you may go!” she said, re

solutely. “A hundred pounds!” scorn
fully, “why should I give it to you— 
what harm can you do me?”

“Perhaps I can do you some good.
Oh, I don’t want you to give it to me an<J her heart had leaped at his ap- 
for nothing. I’ll sell you something 
fair and square.”

“You’ll sell me something ?” she re
peated, frowning. “What do you 
mean? Speak out”

“All right,” he said, tossing the 
grape-stems on the cloth. “I’ll sell 
you some news, my girl.”

“News!” she echoed, leaning for
ward, her eyes fixed on his face.

“Yes,” he said, with a confident nod.
“News you’ll be glad to pay me mere 
for than I've asked. I’ve found Mm.”

She sprang upright, and, clutching 
his arm, bent down till her face, dead
ly white, was close to his, her black 
eyes flaming with Intense excitement.

“You’ve—you’ve found him!” she 
breathed.

“I have,” he said, coolly, shaking his 
arm free of her steel-llke clasp.

“Come outside”—he glanced at the 
door—“come out of this, and I’ll tell 
you!”

decided to strike while the iron was 
hot. He had got the net round Olivia ; 
lit resolved to draw it tight. From 
that evening he kept a close guard on 
himself, and his manner changed—for 
ttye better. Iu fact, to the casual ob
server he would have passed as a re
markably good-tempered man. He 
was polite to the servants, deferential 
to the squire, attentive to Miss Amelia, 
and to Olivia was devoted and rever
ential.

Not only the Grange people but out
siders noticed the change.

“Bradstone has improved since his 
engagement,” said Lord Garfield. “But 
daily Intercourse with Olivia Vanley 
would tame a savage and educate a 
tear!”

He watched Olivia as a cat does a 
mouse, and she was quite afraid of 
expressing a desire for anything, lest 
lie should rush off and procure it for
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CHAPTER XVIII.
* “I’ve Found Him!”

“All right!” she exclaimed. “What 
will you have?’’ and, tossing down a 
glass of champagne, she sang, with a 
“go” and a spirit which would have 
won her as much applause at the Pal
ace as her trapeze business, one of the 
popular songs of the day.

Her audience clapped, and knocked 
the table—very much, dear reader, 
for all their aristocratic refinement, as 
the audience at a “friendly lead” In 
one of the slums would have done; but 
Seth remained silent, his eyes fixed on 
the table-cloth.

“My cousin don’t like that kind of 
thing,” she said, without glancing at 
him. “This is more in his style,” and 
In lower tones she sang a song In 
some gibberish which was unknown to 
all but Seth, whose eyes flashed, 
his face did not move a muscle.

“What language Is that, Bella?” 
asked Sir Harry, with a laugh, as the 
applause subsided. “Italian? Span
ish? It sounded like the last, I fan-
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To Harold Faradeane, too, his man
ner was quite friendly; and he had 
plenty of opportunity for showing it, 
for Faradeane came often to the 
Grange now.

Sometimes he would walk In after 
breakfast, sometimes before they had 
finished.
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In the latter case, he would 
sit and talk with the squire until the 
meal was over; then go round the 
stables with him, or ride over to some 
farm on the estate. And Olivia noticed 
that whenever Harold Faradeane came 
her father’s face brightened, and lost 
something of its anxious look. In fact, 
the old man had conceived a great lik
ing for the handsome, grave-voiced 
owner of The Dell, a liking that grew 
day by day into a warm friendship.

To Olivia, Faradeane’s bearing was 
one of quiet, respectful courtesy. At 
first the color had risen to her face,

“Never you mind,” she retorted. 
“It’s a lingo my cousin understands, 
bo he’s cleverer than you.”

Then she broke out Into the last 
comic ditty, and had them worked up 
to a pitch of languid delight, when 
suddenly—so suddenly that her words 
came into the middle of the chorus (in 
which they all Joined) and could be 
heard above It—she said, sharply:

“That's enough. I’m tired. You 
can go.”

“Oh, but by Jove! it’s early yet, 
Bella!” remonstrated the young lord.

“Early or late, I’m tired,” she re
torted, with a smoldering savageness. 
“You haven’t been hanging by your 
heels or doing the big drop, or you’d 
be tired. Anyway, I’m tired of you. 
Baby, it’s time you were in bed. 
Good-night, all of you.”

The French are now placing on the 
market a preparation containing the
extract from Henna leaves, which is 
having a phenomenal sale.

Henry Blair
A large, generous bottle can be pur
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I’d rather die” 
—she caught up one of the knives and 
flung it down again with a gesture of 
defiance—“than be the slave of any 
man, least of all of you!”

He took a bunch of hothouse grapes 
frem the plate, and picked them off

Everyday Etiquette,
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country home of the Deans, and I feel 
so sad to think I cannot return their 
hospitality. You see I have no home 
to entertain my friends In, I do wish I 
could show my appreciation,” sighed 
Ruth.

“I should think it would please your 
hostess to send her one of the latest 
books, or a box of chocolates, or per
haps a few sheets of music, or a late 
record for the graphaphone, as all of 
these mentioned articles are Inexpen
sive, and yet difficult to get In the 
country," suggested her girl friend.
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“Love Came Too late.”

Mr. Bartley Bradstone, as he left the 
garden after his remarkably unpleas- 
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