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“You do not care for him, or you
would not sit there so calmly when he
is in danger like this. I have always
had my doubts. If you loved him as I
do, you would be in tears as I am.”

“It is not my way to weep. But tell
me where I can go to tell the others,
and whom I ought to tell, and I'll go at
once.”

“No,” cried Anna, angrily. “You shall
not go. You may have done this on pur-
pose. We do not know who you &re.
You came with a tale, and you won
round Karl because you are pretty;
but pretty looks are not everything.
You shall stay here until someone
comes, and then we can tell them.”

This hint of treachery was very dis-,
concerting and the intention to pre-
vent her leaving angered Olive and
rather alarmed her.

“You are foolish, Anna,” she said,
checking her anger. “If I had done
what you hinted, should I have come:
back here? I do not wish to go. But
do not repeat such things to me, or
Karl will be angry.”

“Ah, you think you can twist him
around your finger, eh? But they are
not all in love with you, remember
that. If XKarl gets into any trouble,
you have done it, and you will ans-
wer for {it.” i

‘“Well then we’ll wait until someone
comes as you say, and we had better
wait without more talking,” and when
Anna retorted anmgrily Olive refused
to reply.

She was extremly uncomfortable
none the less. If any of the men took
Anna’s view of the matter, it was
quite possible that awkward conse-
quences might follow. The situation
threatened to develop into one very
like that st Cramwsll Gardens, where
she would be questioned by those who
were full of suspicions of her good
faith; and any examination under
such circumstances would be fraught
with much. more danger and embar-
rassment than had she remained to
face Jack and his chief at South Kens-
ington.

An hour or two passed in this way,
and then Rosenstein and a companion
arrived. Karl had asked him to come,
as there was likely to be news.

Anna told him what had occurred,
giving not only the facts but her own
opinions interposed with coplous tears.

“Why did you not let some of us
know at once?” he asked, looking very
grave at the il tidings.

“] would not leave her and could
not bring her with me,” declared An-
na. She was growing more and more
bitter witk Olive as the time passed
and no word of her brother came to
ease her mind. .

“You are stupid, Anna, ” said Rosen-
stein. This appeared to be a sort of
accepted maxim with them all L 5 4
you had any reason for your thoughts
would the ¥ - have. come back
here?”

“I asked that very question and of-
fered to go anywhere and do anything
1 could,” put in Olive.

Without replying, Rosenstein took his
companion out of the room, and pre-
sently returned without him. “I have
sent to Gideon Mawford,” he an-
nounced. *“I will wait here until he re-
turns with instructions. We may
meanwhile get news from Karl.”

Anna immediately commenced a volu-
ble re-statement of her side of the
matter, emphasising the fact that they
did not know anything about Olive ex-
cept her own statements. This had
an effect upon him, and he was begin-
ning to question Olive closely, when
Karl himself réturned.

Anna threw her arms round him,
hugged him tearfully, and fussed over
him as a hen over a returned chick; and
then, in & curiously mnervous manner,
told him what she had feared, and &
garbled story of her suspicions of
Olive. >

Karl was 'very angry with her, and
would have caressed Olive, but she was
quick to see her chance to evade this.

“No, Karl,” she said, drawing back.
“Anna has shown that she hates me;
she has abused. me for a traitor, and
has kept me as a prisoner, when I
could have got out to help you. I will
not come between brother and sister.”

Rosenstein was meantime eager to
learn what had occurred, and broke in
at this point. “Tell us what happened,
Karl?”

But he was too furious with Anna for
her treatment of Olive to lisen, and a
hot wrangle ensued, in which Olive
had a glimpse of the real nature of
the man, almost brutal in its selfish
flerceness.

An in the mdist of the quarrel, the
reply to Resenstein’s message to Merri-
dew arrived.

At this Karl’s wrath was turned ag-
ainst Rosenstein—that he had dared to
interfere and accuse her to the leader.
They would have actually come to
blows, indeed, had mot Olive herself in-
tervened.

“T do not mind, Karl,” she dedared.
“Why, then, should you? You must
not quarrel on my accournt. Let us
hear what Mr. Mawford says.”

The message was then delivered, and
Olive listened with a chill of dread and
foreboding.

She saw at once the significant dange
1t threatened to her. ; .

SHAPTER XXIV.

™ Crisis!

The message which Merridew sent in
reply to Rosenstein was that there was
evidently treachery somewhere; that
the matter must be sifted to the bot-
tom; and that as there was a meeting
that night to consider another instance
of the same sort, Rosenstein was to see
that Rosa Baumstein attended also.

Olive had presence of mind to affect
indifference, and to agree willingly to
attend the meeting; but she did not
hide from herself the virtual certainty
that Merridew would recoznize her un-
der such circumstances.

Her one ch.nce now was to find an
opportunity of escaping, but Rosen-
stein made this impossible. He wasa
dogged, sullen man, and Karl's bitter
words and flerce threats had changed
a tendency to believe in Olive into a
set resolve to make matters as unplea-
pant as he could for her. He would
make her feel the anger he was rather
afraid to vent o Karl,

On hearing the message Karl broke
out into a fresh passion, and loaded
Rosenstein with abuse. But the latter
made no reply. He sat with arms

| folded, leaning back in his chair,  a
block of impassive obstinacy.

“Tell us what happened at Cromwell
Gardens, Karl,” sald Olive, after &
time, to stem the torrent of his anger.
She began to fear that there would be
bloodshed unless he was in some way
checked; and, after a last burst of in-
dignant vityperation of Rosenstein, he
told them.

“Nothing, of course. What did they
think ?  That I am a fool ?” and he
glanced fiercely at his sister and Ro-
senstein, and laughed very angrily.
“Did they think I should just walk up
to the house and ask for you ? Fools !
1 waited about near the house, and
soon perceived that something was
amiss. I suppose I have eyes!” And’
Jagain he turned on the others, i
waited, perhaps two hours or three
hours, and watched. I guessed the
the reason of all the commotion, and
my fear was that you had beea discov-
ered, After a long time I saw the
police go to the house—a detective in-
spector from Scotlard Yard. I knew
him—Inspector Robson—I looked every
moment to see him bring you out in
custody, Rosa. But the time went on
and nothing happened; and then he
left the house in the company of that
young fellow from the Foreign Office,
Mr. Fenwick, and they drove away to-
gether. And still I waited, and next
the Minister himself Ileft in his car-
riage; and then I knew I could safely
go to the house.”

“Did you venture that ?"’ asked Olive.

“There was no risk. I asked to see
the housekeeper, that silly woman,
Mrs. Grimston; you know how she
talks and talks and talks until your
head swims. Well, I asked her for
the character of a servant, saying I
was Lord Potterbury’s butler. I gave
her a name at random; she declared,
of course, that no such girl had been
with her; and in a few minutes I had
the whole story about you, Rosa. She
4s a fool, that woman. And then I
came away to find all tais silly trouble
made here.”

“Jt was very clever, Karl,” said
Olive; and then described what had
passed at the house before she had run
away.

All the time the two were discussing
this, neither Rosenstein nor Anna made
a single remark; but when Olive con-

to kiss her and make it up.

a wrong. Forgive me.
myself on Karl’s account.”

“No, Anna; I cannot forgive like
that. I should not mean it, and I
will not say it.” Olive was resolved
to keep the breach open between them,
because of the use she could make of
it with the brother.

“Ah, make it up and let us be as we
have been,” said Karl. “It was only
Anna’s love for me hta drove her mad
for the fime. I have forgiven her,”
he added, with the air of one who has
done a gracious, self-sacrificing thing.

*““We shall never again be as we have
been, Karl,” replied Olive firmly.
“Anna made that impossible. When
this is settled, I shall go away again.
I am alone. but I will not be called a
traitor. I will stav lhere tonight, but
tomorrow I shall go away.”

“You see now what you have done,”
he cried fiercely to his sister. “If you
do not persuade Rosa to stay, I will
never forgive you.” And at this Anna
burst out again into a torrent of
tears.

Karl did his utmost to reconcile the
two, but Olive remained firm, and in
order to get away from the unpleasant
scene, and also to carry out her plan
of escaping from the house, she de-
clared she would go to her room apd
wait there until the time of the meet-
ing.

“She cannot leave the room,” said
Rosenstein, breaking his long silence.

“Am I a prisoner, do you mean?”
she asked angrily.

“You cannot leave the room,” he re-
peated doggedly.

“I should like to see who will stop
her,” put in Karl. “Of course you can
go if you wish, Rosa.”

She turned to the door, and Rosen-
stein rose to leave with her. Karl
faced him at once. “Christian, we
have been friends and comrades for a
long time, but I won’t allow you to do
this.”

“They are Gideon Mawford’s orders,
Karl. You know the penalty of dis-
obedience.”

“I am responsible for Rosa. You
shan’t do this, I say. You can go,
Rosa,” and he ‘threw the door open,
and stood between her and Rosenstein,

The latter called to the other man,
but before they could prevent her,
Olive slipped out and ran up to her
little room above.

She waited a moment, listening to
the altercation, and presently heard
one of the two place a chair by the
front door, while the other went to
the back.

Her escape was cut off effectually in
this way and she went in and sat
down to think.

It was an awkward plight. The
worst she had yet to face. She would
have to attend the meeting, unless she
could find some means of slipping
away while they were all on the road
to the place.

Her only chance, if that failed—and
she could not persuade herself to hope
it would succeed—was the desperately
thin one that Gibert Merridew would
fail to recognize her, and that she
would be able to give such an account
of herself as would satisfy him of her
good faith,

To this end she went carefully over
every detail of the fictitious history
of Rosa Baumstein’s life which she
had before thought out, and sought to
arm herself at every point.

The story was that she was the child
of poor parents in: Eisenach; that her
mother had died there, and that her
father had taken her to America. He
had tried to get work as a laborer in
New York; had failed, and had been
killed in a street fight in the Bowry.
Thrown on her own resources, she had
been forced to steal in order to get
bread, and had bee caught and sent
to prison.

Some people had taken compassion
on her when she left prison, and had
found money enough for her to return
to Germany. But she had come to
London instead, as a woman on the
ship in which she had crossed had told
her she would be able to get work

cluded, Ann t d .
8 went to her and wanteA i he would become her worst enemy and

“I am sorry, Rosa. I have done you'
I was beside

-Islington. A place admirably situated.

there, and had mentioned the name of
the Hartsmanns.

This was the weak link in the chain
and try as she would she could think
of on way of strengthening it without
bringing in Selma’s name, & course
she was altogether unwilling to take,
unless driven into extremes. The only
thought which occurred to her was to
declare that the people on the vessel
had forbidden her to give their names.

Having resolved to make the most
of that excuse, in default of any other,
she turned to consider the story she
should tell about the events at Crom-
well Gardens. This was compara-
tively easy. She had really found out
nothing of consequence, even if she
had been wishful to tell it. There
could be no harm in saying that the
Minister lay in bed late in the morning
and that Jack-brought papers to him,
which were dealt with in the room ad-
joining the great man’s bedroom; or,
again, that no papers of any conse-
quence were kept at the house.

But there was the terrible alternative
to be faced—that Merridew recognized:
her. She sat, with pursed lips and
frowning brow, as she thought of this, !
and tried to form some plan of action.,
She saw the peril ahead of her quite;
clearly, and it frightened her. Her very
life would be at stake,

She had seen for herself that these
men were resolute, desperate, and very
dangerous. They were staking their
safety and perhaps their lives on the
issue of the conflict they carried on:
against Society and the law. Treachery :
was the one great capital crime they
would never pardon. Their own secur-;
ity made it essential that any act of

| the kind should be punished to the ut-|

termost., And, if Merridew recogmzed!
her, a single word from him would be
her death sentence.

That he would gladly speak that
word, it was impossible for her to!
doubt. Her death meant everything to
bim in regard to her father’'s fortune.
He had already planned it, indeed, shel
believed, in that attack upon her on'
the journey to Sheffield.

Nor could she look for one single
syllable to be uttered in her defence.
‘While Karl Hartmann believed in her,
he would stand by her. But when he|
learnt that she had not only betrayed
the rest, but had fooled him in order to

| get the opportunity, hate would take

the place of every other feeling, and

ths loud:st in demanding her punish-
ment., !

She had been playing with fire, had
trifled designedly with these fierce
passions, and had roused forces which
would be merciless in the hour of her
discovery.

Her thoughts might well be gloomy,
and when Anna came at length to call
her to go with them, it was alk that
she could do to assume the air of in-
diference and composure by which
alone she could hope to fight off dis-
covery. -

Any thought she had entertained of
attempting an escape on the way to the
meeting was checkmated by the ar-
rangements Rosenstein had made. A
fourwheel cab was waiting at the door, '
and Rosenstein rode inside with Karl
and her, while his companion mounted
the box with the driver. |

If he had anticipated her secret|
thoughts, he could not more effectually
have frustrated them. That he was de-
termined to get her to the meeting was
clear, and that he would do his worst
for her when there, his sullen, angry
looks evidenced. !

The meeting was to take place in
Rosenstein’s house—a detached build-
ing, situated in a quiet square on the
borderline between Clerkenwell and
for such a purpose. Indeed, the more,
Olive saw of the arrangements of the
men, the more was she impressed by
the thoroughness with which all their
plans were conducted.

Method was revealed in every partic-
ular.

Very little was said during the drive. |
Rosenstein’s presence was a restraint|
on Karl, and Olive was not sorry. It!
would have been difficult to talk on:
any subjects except that of which all{
were alike full, and to speak about that i
would only have led to altercation and .
quarrelling.

Olive was glad to be left to think,
indeed. As the hour of crisis approach-
ed, her courage rose to meet it. Al-
though she realized to the full the na-
ture of the peril, and could not see
any way out of it, she had neverthe-
less a conviction that some way would
be found.

It was true that she had fooled these
men, that she had crept into their se-
crets, using falsehoods and deceit for
that purpose, and that if the need came
she meant to betray them. But at the
same time her motive had been right.
She iwas fighting against foul wrong
and evil, striving to unmask a scheme
of villainy and scgundrelism, and doing
sturdy battle for her own rights and
her lover’'s safety.

She could not believe, therefore, that
they were destined to triumph over
her. But how the victory was to be
won in the face of the terrible coils
that surrounded and held her she
could not see.

When at length the cab stopped and
they all alighted, she was perfectly
cool and collected, cooler, indeed, than
the rest. They left the vehicle some
little way before they reached their
destination and stood together in a
group until it had- driven off. Then
they walked some few hundred yards,
Rosenstein and his companion being
behind, and Karl by Olive’s side.

Even when they reached the house,
Rosenstein went forward alone to opcn
the door, leaving his companion stand-
ing behind Olive. He was obviously
resclved to prevent any attempt at
escape even at the last minute.

Some of the others had alraedy ar-
rived, and as they paused a second in
the narrow. dimly-lighted hallway,
Olive gave an involuntary start and
caught her breath as she heard Gilbert
Meridew’s strong, strident, command-
ing volce.

The hour of crisis had come at iength.

CHAPTER XXV,

i

f

The Trial of a Traitor.

Rosenstein brushed past them as they
stood in the hall and opened the sec-
ond door. It proved to be the room bhe-
tween the front parlor and one be-

yond, with which it communicated by’

a pair of large doors.

As soon as they were inside, he clos-
ed the door, and Olive observed that |
the other man remained in the hall-!
way, He was dead set upon showing'
her that she was a suspected person, !
at all events, in his eyes.

Olive had expected to come at once
face to face with Merridew; but the
place was empty, and his voice was
coming from the room beyond which
Reoesenstein entered, leaving the big
doors very slightly ajar. i

She had a curious feeling of disap-!
pointment at the delay in meeting
Merridew. She had braced her nerves
for the ordeal, and the further sgus-
pense tried her.

The room was very meagrely furnish-
ed. Just a few bplain wooden shairs
against the walls, a square deal table'
with no cloth in the centre, and some
pipes and tobacco on the bare mantel.
A single gas jet half turned on, served
to add to the gloom rather than to re- !
leve it

All these details Olive took in at a
glance as she.sat down on one the stiff,
uncomfortable wooden chair,

Kar! took & seat beside her, “You
mustn’t 'be nervous, Rosa,” he whis-
pered. “I shall see that no harm comes
of this meddler’s foolery.”

She smiled. “I am not nervous,” she
said confidently. “It has bheen trying
to be treated as a prisoner, but it will
soon be past and done with.”

“¥} will make him pay for it all. He
has always been my friend; but I have
finished with him after this,” he growl-'
ed angrily,

“I won't be a cause of quarreling be- |
tween you any more than between you |
and Anna. But hadn’'t you better hear{
what he is saying in there?”

“I don’t care what he says. He is ai
liar. I want to make it all up with you.
We have not been alone together for
all these days.”

“It is all over between us, Karl” i

“No!” he cried with an oath, in his

! apprehension of losing her. “Anna shall

not part us. You must not heed what
she said.”” |

“I could never forget it, Karl; never
forget this day as long as I live,” said
Olive earnestly. She meant every syl-|
lable of the statement, too, although'
not perhaps in the sense he understood

“How cold you are to me, Rosa. How
can you be? And after we have been
parted.”

“It has never been my way to say
all I feel, Karl—never. And now I'can.
think of nothing but this miserable
business. What are they doing in
there?”

He threw up his hands with a vio-
lent gesture as he answered: “And I
can think of nothing but you!”

She made no reply, and sat listening
intently, seeking to eatch the purport
of the proceedings in the room beyond.

She could hear very little. Just the
murmured voices of TRosenstein, Mer- '
ridew, and another voice which she
thought she recognized as that of
Franks. But it was abundantly plain
that Merridew was not only the leader
of them all, but that they stood in fear

| of him.

Then all suddenly the murmur of the
voices was interrupted by cries and
shouts and great noise from some dis-
tant part of the house, Below stairs, as
it seemed te Olive.

“What is that?”’ she asked, i

“That - white-livered- French frog,
Perigord, probably—the pig. They have
him down below, He has been caught
blabbing, and will be dealt with to-i
night.” |

Olive recalled that part of Merridew’s
message about a similar case to hers.
“What has he done?” |

“Tried to give us away to the police,
the dirty dog. A raid was made on one
of our houses three nights ago; but we
learnt of it in time. They found noth-
ing;’”’ and he laughed angrily. i

Olive caught at the hope his words
roused, but, with a pretence of fear,
she asked: ‘“Then they may come
here?” |

“Oh, no; don’t be frightened. He
knew very little, and nothing of any
importance—nothing of this house. We
do not bungle like that, Rosa.” +

“I am not frightened of the police,”"'
she replied. 1

“He has only been with us a very
litle while, doing what we call rough
work., There are two or three others
like him. We use them and pay them,
but we do not trust them, nor do we
let them betray us.” His face hardened
as he said this, and the ugly light in
his cyes qued ill to the man he spoke
of. |

A minute later Franks came in from
the room beyond and as he opened the
door, Olive saw that it was a large
place, a sort of disused workshop, and !
unfurnished save for a table and some
chairs. Merridew wag siting at the head
of the table and four other men were
there with him.

“Phe boss wants you Hartmann, We
are going to deal with Perigord.”

Except for a side glance in her direc-
tion, he took no notice of Olive and she
interpreted this to mean that Rosen-
stein had already prejudiced him
against her.

Karl left her at once. Franks fol-
lowed him and again the door was left
so that she could hear something of
what passed. She guessed that this was
doae intentionally; either to make sure
that she made no atempt to get away
or else that she might be alarmed at
the preceedings in regard to the trea-
cherous Frenchman,

She had, however, alandoned
thought of attempting to escape. 1f
she was to get out of the mess, it
would not be by flight. They had made
that impossible. Nor was she going to
allow herseif to be frightened by any-
ihing she might hear. She had resign-
ed hersclf ot the inevitable, The thing
had to be faced now, and hers was
one of thogse brave natures which re-
spond readily in proportion to the re-
mand made upon them.

Soon afterwards she heard the sound
of a struggle on the stairs; the curs-
ing of men in rage, the scufflling of
feet, heavy blaws, followed by inarti-
culate smothered means. Then the man
was forced into another room, and &
pause followed.

Mérridew broke the silence.

“Now. Perrigord, the gag will be tak-
en; off and .if you atempt to cry out,
as you did just now below, you'll be

all

' who had attempted her life

L
now proved beyond question.

i hearing a conversation

{ hearers,

silenced in another fashion.”

Another pause, filled by some rustl-
ing movement as the gag was réemoved,

“Now what have you to say?’ asked
Morridew.

“It’s all lYes, lies, les!”

Olive started at the voice, French-
man? It was the voice of the_man
in the
train. She rose and stole -ot the door
and peered in to catch a sight of the
man. For a moment she was unsuccess-
ful, but thc instant her eyes fell on

. his face she recognized him.

Overwhelmed by the discovery, she
lost the first words which Merridew
spoke and the fellow’s answer. What
had been o nlusyonieesptksh;bo Ggvy
had been only suspicion before was
It had
been Merridew’s work, that attempt.
He had employed this wretch for the
vile purpose. .

“You are lying, Perigord,” came in
Merridew’s voice, as hard as steel.
“Your only chance is to teil the truth,
Andrews!” The tone was full of au-
thority a she called on the man he
named to give pa-ticulars of the
other’s offence.

This man was one Olive had never
seen before. He told his story in a
voice rich with American twang. He
had always suspected Perigord, he de-
clared, and had therefore spied upon
him. He had seen him in company
with the police, had watched him
closely, and had succeeded in over-
in a public-
house in which the man had betrayed
them, for he had distinctly heard him
mention the house on which the raid
had been made. He had told his com-
rades and precautions had been taken.

‘“He’s a white-livered, black-hearted,
lying snake of a traitor, and—"

“That’ll do, Andrews,” interrupted
Merridew sharply. “We don’t want
your opinion of him yet. We-have to
form our own. Well, what do you
say?”’ he demanded of the man.

“I have done well for you,” was the
reply. “Didn't I—/"

“Silence! Nothing that you have
done matters now, except this.”

“It is all lies, I say,” cried Perigord,
and followed with a violent assertion
of his innocence, garnished with many
oaths.

The rest heard him out without in-
terruption, and the dead silence, cou-
pled with the stern, set looks of his
broke his nerve down. He
began to whimper and plead at first
that they should believe him and test

{ him farther, and finally for mercy.

Olive had no cause to pity the wretch
or to take his side, but his abject,
proken pleading was hard to hear un-
moved. And at length she sat back in
her chair and put her fingers in her
ears to stop the sound of his voice
reaching them.

“Set him back there,” was the next
thing she heard in Merridew’s voice.
The men holding the wretch took him
back a few paces, and then the rest
whispered together.

A fw moments of this half-silence,
and then a scraping of feet on the bare
boards and the grating of the chair
legs as the men resumed their posi-
tions.

“We have no doubt, Perigord. We
are all of precisely the same opinion.
You have tried to betray us, and but
for the fact that Andrews here sus-
pected you, you might have succeeded.
Don’t whine, man. It's no sort of use.
We can’t work together so long as
there is a thought of treachery any-
where. We should be fools to try.
You know the penalty of treachery,
and knew it well enough before you
tried it. If we were to let you live,
you’d put us out of business. You'll
be shut up here a couple of days, and
if in that time you choose to kill your-
self, you can. But if you don’t—well,

{ we shall find the means of stopping

you from doing us any further harm.
Take him away.”

For as long as a man might count
the fingers on one hand there was a
dead silence. Then, with a roar of rage,
he threw himself upon those nearest
to him, dashed them away, and rush-
er at Merridew in a last desperate fight
for freedom.

But it was in vain. The rest hurried
themselves upon him. A few tense
moments of riot and confusion follow-
ed; and Olive held her breath and
shrank back, half fearing that he would
break into the room where she sat.
Then it was over.

The fellow was overborne, his cries
choked, he was pinned down, bound
and gagged, and in this helpless condi-
tion was carried out of the room.

Olive was still wincing and shudder-
ing under the horror of the thing when

| Karl came back to her, breathless from |

his exertions, excited, and full of hot
rage against the traitor. Involuntarily
she shrank from his touch.

“You heard? he asked exultantly.
“The filthy liar!” he added, with a fierce
oath.

She nodded, and held her hands
tightly clenched.

“I was for killing him once for all,
the dog!"” he continued, his face hard
sot with relentless hatred aad passion.
‘I offered to do it—to shoot him—but
they would not.”

“What will happen to him now?”

Ho laughed contemptuously, and
shrugged his shoulders. ‘He is too pal-
try a coward to do it himself. He will
be found one day in the river or cut
to pieces on a railway. What matters
the end of dirty stuff like that?”

“Cut to pleces on a railway!” Olive
shivered as she thought of the fellow’s
attempt on her own life in the same
way.

At that instant Franks put his head
through the big doors.

“We are ready now, Hartmann,” he
said.

Qlive rose promptly.
surnmons for me?”’

“Yes,”” he nodded,
doors for her to pass.

The next moment ghe was in the pres-
ence of Giilbert NMeridew.

“Is that the

and opened the

CHAPTER XXVIL

A Tense Moment,

As Olive stepped into the larger room
and faced the men who were waiting
for her, she made a strenuous effort to
shake off the effects of the terrible
geene she had just overheard.

But she was only partly cuecess
If their intention had been to break
down her ncrvces, in order that they

[

’
{ might the more thoroughly test her sin-
jcd. The long delay, with its inevitable
| cerity, the object had in part been gain-
suspense and racking anxiety, had tried
her sharply; and to her dismay, she
found herself trembling and nervous
as she stared at those about the long
table.

Merridew was, of course, directing the
proceedings, and he left her standing
by Karl's side without even looking up
at her entrance, while he sat consult-
ing with Franks and Rosenstein, whis-
pering and occasionally making a note
or two on the paper in front of him.

After a moment or two, Karl put a
chair for Olive, and she sat down. As
she moved to the chair, Olive caught
a swift side glance from Meridew in
her direction. But not a sign appear-
ed on his face to show whether or not
he suspected her identity.

Presently he beckoned Karl to him.
A sharp gesture cloguent of his con-
conscigusness of authority and leader-
ship. The action of one who meant
to be obeyed without gquestion, and
on the instant.

Olive read it so; and not without
satisfaction. The greater the influence
he exercised over the rest, the more
certain would be her success if she
could in soine way baffle and beat him.
Every word he spoke to the others,
every gesture he made, fended to show
his complete ascendency over them.
And then it occurred to her that this
parade of authority on his part was
calculated, and his object was to im-
press her with a sense of his power in
order to frighten her.

But it had precisely the opposite. ef-
fect. It was just what she wanted to
know. Thus the delay which was de-
signed to confuse and embarrass her
really helped to reassure and streng-
then her.

“Now,”’ said Merridew, at length, in
much the same tone as he had used
to the unfortunate Perigord; and he
sat up in his chair and looked search-
ingly at Olive.

She met the look steadily and with-
out nervousness; and felt a little thrill
of pleasure at perceiving that he did
not know her. . No frace of suspicion
crossed his face.

“You wish to question me?” she ask-
ed in German; deeming it best that he
should hear her voice for the first time
in that language.

“You must manage to speak Eng-
lish,” he replied. ‘“We do mot all un-
derstand@ German. Yes, there are some
questions that must be answered, and
some matters that must be made much
plainer than they are present.”

She turned to Karl. “You will ex-
plain that I only speak English with
difficulty?”

“1 understand that,” sald Merridew.
showing thus that he himself spoke
the language. “I will put my ques-
tions slowly. Now, why do you think
you were the object of suspicion at
Cromwell Gardens?”’

“I explained aiready that.”

“But tell me.” She noticed the *“me”
—as of he was the centre of all. In
broken English, carefully interlarded
with occasional German words, when
using terms which her supposed limited
knowledge of English would not cover,
she described very slowly and deliber-
ately the meeting with Jack on the
staircase and the subsequent statement
of Mrs. Grimston that she was to be
questioned by the Minister himself.

“Yes, yes. But why do you suppose
Mr. Fenwick suspected you out of all
the servants?”’ he asked with a frown.

“I aet foolish, I think. He try stop
me; [ not wish he question me; I run
down the stairs; he call; I go not
back. I see now.”

“But how did you know he suspected
you?”’ \

“I knew not so; not then. But I
fear the question being asked. When
Mrs. Grimston teil me afterwards, then
I know I am right. All the servants
were the same as me.”

“How do you mean, ‘the same &as
you’?”

“Suspected.”

“But of what?”

Olive shrugged her shoulders. *“I
know not. The housekeeper tell me
they want to know all about me. 1
could not make clear that. So I run
away.”

He frowned again at this. “Do you
mean to tell me you have no idea how
the people got to know what you had
said?”

“How could 1?” cried Olive, with an-
other shrug. i

“That’s just what I mean to find
out,” he answered sharply; and paused
to glance at some notes before him.

“It's perfectly plain,” put in Karl;
but Merridew wavad him to keep silent.

Another gesture indicative of his com-
plete authority.

“Who are youy?’ Merridew shot the
question at Olive, accompanied with a
searching, almost threatening look.

But Olive only smiled. I do not un-
derstand what you mean.”

«I want to know all about you, of
course,” he replied, sternly.

«Karl knows. I tell him all”
said simply.

“He knows what you have told him.
That's all. Tell me.”

Very deliberately, and yet very di-
rectly, Olive told the little fairy tale
of her supposed life, just as she had
prepared it in readiness for such a
question. They all listened carefully.
and very quietly, with the exception of
Karl, who was showing signs of rest-
lessness.

“Is this what she told you, Hart-
mann?’ asked Merridew, bluntly and
brnsquely.

“Every syllable,” he said, adding, "I
think this thing has gone far enough.”

“I am the judge of that, not you,”
retorted Merridew, angrily. And Olive
regretted her would-be lover's inter-
polation.

“I do not mind, Karl,” she said.

“How am I to know that all this is
true?” was Merridew’s next question.

“I know not. Unhappy for me, the
police of New York could tell you that
part; but as for the rest——"" and she
finished with a shrug.

Merridew was sharp enough to fasten
on the weak spot of the story, as his
next question showed, “Who were these
people on the steamer who told you of
the Hartmanns?”

“Al,, they ask me not to tell their
name. They were very kind, and T do
what they wish.” !

e shcered. “It’s the only point in
the whole story on which we could have
tested you. You are quick enough to
sce that, I suppose? You must tell.”

she

“No. I tell not,’ and she shook her
head resolutely.

“Youd better: or I for one shan’t
believe you. This is a very serious thing
for you. Don’t make aqy ristake about
that,” he dsclared, harshly,

But Karl fired at that. “I don't see
aay need for you to say that; and I'm
not going to listen to it in silence.”

Meiridew paused and looked fixedly
at Kerl. “Don’t be a fool, Hartmann,
just because you've taken a fancy to
the girl. What do you know about her?
Nothing. Absolutely notbing. She turns
up in your street looking migersble
and lonely; you meet her, and her tale
takes hold of you. You take her to
your house, and your sister gives her &
loéging. She gets round you-—don’t
giare at me like that, man; I'm only
telling you how the thing louvks to me,
supposirg ;Rosenstein’s ideas are right.
‘Well, she gets round you; without your
hawing a shred of fact about her; you
bring her to us—-"

“It was Rosenstein’s own idea,” cried
Karl,

“] don't eare a rap about whose idea
it was. Keep to the facts, man. You
bring her to us; she is put on to this
business and told something about it:
and that something gets known to thes
people against whom we are working. .
‘What, then, is the probable inference?
Why, that she herself told them, and
then faked ‘this® story in order to get
out of the house and return to find out
some more.”

“It's a lie,” shouted Karl, violently.
“] am not going to sit here and listen
to it, either.”

“Then you had better go away,” re-
plied Merridew, coldly. “We are not all
in love with her. You're not in a fit
state to judge.”

At this Rosenstein laughed. “She has
bewitched him,” he sneered.

Karl swore at him fiercely. ‘“This is
your doing, you fool. But I'll square it
up with you, never fear.

“That'll do,” said Merridew, sternly.
“Sflence, both of you. Well, when ]
find out somebody has been giving us
away, of course, I question her. I find
that her story is impossible of confirme=
ation except in this one particular—
the name of the people who sent her,
so she says, to the Hartmanns. And
that she won’'t tell. Of course, she
won’t. She diesn’t know. Have you
understood all we've been saying? he
asked Olive.

“Oh, yes,” she npdded.

‘Then you’ll upderstand also that
you had better tell us the name of
of those people, and be quick about it.”

“I tell not,” she answered, doggedly.
“They say they go to live honest, and
make me swear. I tell not. I betray
no one.” 2

“Oh, don't give us any more of your
fairy tales. I have made up my mind
for one,” he declared to the others.
“She’s done it.”

Karl intervened again at that, and a
pretty quarrel followed. “T'll answer
for her as for myself,” he cried; -disre-
garding all the protests of the others,
and the authority of Merridew, and con-
tinuing te champion Olive’s cause lust-
ily.

Every attempt either to argue with
him, or to silence him only increased
his rage, until at length he sprang
back from the table, white of face, and
quivering with passion. “I won't have
it. I won’t have it,”” he. shouted, with
a violent oath. ‘“You know me, all of
you, and that what I say I mean. I
swear that if this infernal thing is car-
ried any further, I'll blow on the whole
of you and tell everything I know.”

A pause of consternation followed
this unexpected development, and fead
silence. Then they turned on him and
rose, as if to attack him. He drew a
revolver and levelled it at Merridew.
“You'd better mind,” he sald, threaten-
ingly. “This has got to stop right
mnow.”

Meridew was very calm. “It needn't
come to that, Hartmann. Put that
weapon away. We'll talk it out.”

“No. I'm through with the talking,”
and he moved as if to cross to Olive.
But a chair stood in the way, and, not
seeing it, he stumbled; and the next
instant the revelver was torn out of
his hand by Franks, who was nearest
to him; and Karl was seized and had
his hands tied behind him.

“Now, perhaps, you can see the mis-
c¢hief you’'ve done by your obstanacy,”
said Merridew to Olive, when order had
been restored in this summary fashion.
“Do you mean to persist?”’

Olive meanwhile had been thinking
busily. The overpowering of Kar] left
her absolutely defenseless, and at the
merey of them all. That Merridew in-
tended to push matters to extremes
against her was clear. He disbelieved
her story, and was convinced that she
was a spy. Rosenstein shared that
view, and probably Franks also.

«1 will tell,” she said, “But not all of
you. Only Mr. Mawford. I can also tell
some other things that will convince.
They are very important.”

He sent the rest out of the room; they
were left alone, and he signed to her
to take the chair next to him.

When she was thus quite close to him
he stared hard at her face, and gave
a start. She saw his eyes glance round
as if searching his memory for some
forgotten likeness; and then he looked
again at her very piercingly.

He did not speak for the moment; but
she noticed that the cotor began slow-
ly to recede from his cheeks.

He leant back in his hls chair and
passed his hand across his brow, clos-
ing hiz eyes the while in thought.

W came slow deliberateness,
he i ward again, his face as dark
gs 2 - sloud.

Ther iroke the silence; his volce
low, tense, and rather husky.

“Take off those glasses,” he eaid.

Olive oveyed. Laying tllem on the
table, she raised her head and met his
gaze steadily, and without a quiver.

And so they sat in silence, staring
straight into each other's eyes

e
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{To be continued.,
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