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”  CHAPTER L
SHelress to-a Miltfon.

It would have been difficult to find
B happier girl in the whole county of
Oxforshire, or, indeed in the whole of
England, than Olive Parmenter, the
heiress of Gregory Parmenter, the mil-
lionaire, as she sat in the rosery at
Silverbeech on the morning of her
birthday, a lovely day in June.

She was reading a letter from her
Jover, and  letting it fall on her lap,
Jeant back smiling in response to the
thoughts which the letter had pro-
duced.

Almost everything thatga girl could
wish for in life was hers. No omne
questioned her claim to beauty. - A
little above the milddle height, she had
a supple figure of exquisite mould,
with the free carriage of perfect bal-
ance, every movement and gesture be-
ing inspired by natural grace. Her
face was as-beautiful as her form. Her
broad forehead, white as alabaster,
was surmounted by a wealth of wavy
chestnut hair; dark, almost black eye-
brows and lashes shaded, eyes of the
deepest blue—a striking contrast; and
her features, although delicately chi
led, were eloquent in character,
reliance, and strength.

Nnow and again a troubled Tres-
sion fiitted across her face and drew
her brows together. This was at the
thought of her one care—her father's
heglth. :

Her mother’s death some years be-
fore, had deeply affected Mr. Parmen-
ter, and he had brought his wealth and
only child to England, purchasing the
fine estate of Silverbeech, at Belbor-
ough, and seeking to forget his sor-
row in a complete change of scene
and life. i

But the long strenuous life in & hot
climate spent in amassing his huge

. fortune, amounting to & million  n

money, had told on & none too robust
constitution; and the blow of his wife’'s
death was one from which he had
never entirely recovered. His life was
niow centred in Olive, whom ,he loved
passionately; & love which she return-
ed with her whole heart; but he knew
that his days were numbered, and his
one great desire was to see her hap-
pily married before tHe end came.

And that desire was mow close to
realization.

During the previous yeer, the doe-
tors had sent him to Nauheim on ac
count of his heart trouble; and disiik-
ing everything that savored of osten-
tation, he had scrupulously refrained
from letting ‘the fact of his enormous
wealth be known. At the same hotel
was staying a young @ soldier, Lieut.
John Fenwick, who had been invalided
home from the South African war, and
was recruiting his health before tak-
ing a position at the Foreign Office.
The two young people were thrown
much together, and were in love with
one another before the handsome
young soldier knew
only
Silverbeeeh, and Qlive learnt that Jack
was the son and heir of Lord Bel-

borough, whose castle and lands laJ]

so close to her home. °

It was a love match in the fullest
gense; and Mr; Parmenter had gladly
given his consent. But some difficul-

ties had coms m the other side; and

now, on her day, Jack had writ-

ten to say that he was
ith great glad pews.

She guessed what It was; and her
-heart warmed @nd her cheek flushed
with delightful antieipation.

«Jack has won over his mother at
last,” she told herself, her very veins
tingling with delight at the thought;
and she picked up the letter to read it
for the twentieth time, when & footstep
on a path nmear broke in "upon her
reverie.

She gla.neadrwndnndmu,mm
instinctive shudder of dislike, &s & man

of about thirty years of age, with dark,

strong features, and bold
compelling eyes, raised his hat and
bowed, saying with a confident smile:

*1 wished to be first with my greet-
ings, Miss Parmeter, and when I saw
you in the rosery, I ventured to come
straight here instead of going first to
the house. May I wish you many,
many happy returns the day?” :

«“Thank you, Mr. Merridew,” she re-
plied, giving him her hand and with-
drawing it instantly. “My father is in
the house.” ; |

«1 came to ses you, please. I wish
vou to do me a great service.”

«yes?' She did not resume her seat,
but stood as if expecting him to leave
her.

“] have something of great import-
ance to say to you. Please sit down
again.”

After a moment’s hesitation she did
as he asked, and he drew a garden
chair close to hers and took a ¢ase
out of his pocket.

«mirst I wish you to allow me to
offer you a slight birthday tribute of
my—my regard. This little trinket,”
and he took out a costly and beautiful
brooch of brilliants..

«Thank you very much for your kind
thought, but really 1 could not accept
it,” she said firmly, with a very decld-
ed shake of the head. “I could not.”

He frowned, and his eyes showed an-
ger. “Why not?”

«It s impossible, Mr. Merridew, real-
ly. I could not think of it.”

«“you must take it,” he said, fixing
his keen audacious eyes on her; “or I
shall have offended you—and I would
not do that for the whole world,” he
added, in a low, earnest voice,

She both disliked and distrusted him.
He had come quite recently to Belbor-
ough; and having rendered a slight
service to her father, when he had
been taken i1l during & drive, had been
asked to Silverbeech, where he had
given it to be understood that he was
8 wealthy American. e had since pes-
tered Olive with attentions ywhich were
profoundly unwelcome; but had never
before taken such a liberty as this.

“I can give you no other answer, Mr.
Merridew,” she sald and rose.

«In America such offerings are quite
usual, Miss Parmenter,” he persisted,
rising also.

“We are not in America. But, in any
case, I could not think of it.”

He laid the case down. “Don’t go,
please; and please, listen to me a min-
ute, Miss Parmenter—Olive, I wish to
have the right to give you such
things,” he said. He spoke in a deep,
vibrating tone, and fixed on her a look
of intense feeling.

handsome,

that Olive was the
child of the millionaire owner of
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Author of “By Right of Sword,”’

She paused and bit her lip, and then
met his gaze frankly.

‘1 won’t affect to misunderstand you,
Mr. Merridew, but—"" .

He took her hand and interrupted
her, speaking passionately. “I cannot
keep silent any longer. I love you,
Olive. I want you for my wife. I can-
not live without you.”

“Ist me go at once, if you please,
Mr, Merridew,” she cried, quickly, try-
ing -to withdraw her hand from his
grasp.

“Not until you have heard me,” he
answered, doggedly. “You must see for
yourself how I love you. It is the one
pa.\u!an of my life; the love of & /man
who has never before cared even to look
into & woman’'s eyes. You must be my
wife.”

“Will you release me, 6r must I call
for help?”

“For God's sake,” he cried. He re-
leased her hand then, and the stren-
uous pressure of his fingers had left its
mark on her white flesh.

She drew away and stood a moment
nursing the hand he had gripped so
violently. “I am very sorry this hag oc-
curred, Mr. Merridew; but you must

never again even hint at such a thing.
Although you have not been here long,
you must know that I am‘all but en-
gaged to Mr. Fenwick.”

“The heir to a peerage,” he exclaim-
ed, with a curl of the lip and a shrug
of anger, -

“The man I love, ' Mr. Merridew,”
answered Olive, proudly. “Will you
please spare me the pain of prolonging
this scene.”

“He is little more than a boy—what
can he know of love?”’ he burst out. “I
would lay down my life for you, and I
. will not' see you sacrificed. You ought

to know that only your money will in-
duce his family to countenance such &

“You forget yourself. I am going to
the 'house,” said Olive, curtly, and
turned away.

But he seized her hand again, and
spoke with mounting vehemence.
“What chance of happine will you
have with his family? You know how
marriage is regarded by such people.
His fancy will pass in a month;: your
‘wealth will have redeemed their pawn-
ed estates; and then you will be a mere
thing of sufferance with them. It is
only your money they seek. His moth-
er, Lady Belborough, has said as much,
You are buying a title. That's all.”

Olive’s face was set, and’ a flush of
anger mounted td her cheeks. “Do you
mean to force me to ¢allthe servants
to protect .me from your insults and
violence?” she asked,

“Bvery word I say is true. Trample
on my love if you will, but you shall
not be tricked for want of a word of
warning from me. I am willing to meet
‘Lady Belborough and repeat to her face
what I have just said to you.” . '

TFor a moment the two stood staring
fixedly into each othev's eyes, and then

. her name was called, *‘Olive! Olive!”
“I am here, Jack. The rosery,” she
| called id answer. Then to her compan-

fon, “You will have an opportunity
| now. Here is Mr. Fenwick himself.”

He frowned and let her hand fall, as
'a tall, upstanding  young fellow, w@th
| fa4r, frank, handsome. features, came
t hurrying up. He took Olive's hand
with a bright smile, and gave her com-

"panion a curt, unfriendly nod.
i ¥ thought you were hiding from he,
' Olive,” he said, with a smile.

“Mr. Merridew was detaining me,
Jack. “Now, sir,” she added, with a
note of challange in her voice.

! Merridew had no lack of courage, and
| took up the challenge instantly. “I
| was telling Miss Parmenter, Mr. Fen-
' wick, that I heard your mother say in
regard to her that she was only to be
tolerated as a possible wife for you be-
cause of her father's mililons.”

Jack stared as if he had been struck.
“1g this fellow trying to .part. us,
Olive?”

Merridew answered for himself. i 3
asked Miss Parmenter to honor .me
with her hand; and when she refused,
I thought she ought to know the truth
about your mother’s feelings in . the
matter. I am willing to repeat it in
Lady Belborough’s . presence, it ., you
wish.” :

“I,ook here,” began Jack, angrily,
clenching his fists. Then he checked
himself. “Hadn’t you better clear
out?” he sald. >
. “You cannot deny what I have sald.”

“It {s too contemptible to need denial,
Jack,” cried Olive hastily. |

«“your loyalty does you honor, Miss
Parmenter;”’ ~sneered Merridew. “And
that loyalty will be put to a severe test
when it turns out, as it may, that you
are as poor as—as Lord Belborough

himself.”

«You are getting on my nerves,” de- i

clared Jack. “Go before I lose my tem-
per."

«please go, Mr. Merridew.”

"Yu, I will go. If I have caused you
offence, Miss Parmenter, at least be-
lieve I had no motive but your welfare.
When you and others know what I
know already, Yyou will understand
that, and will perhaps heed my warn-
ing. For myself, 1 shall never cease to
hope for a different answer from that
which you gave me just now,” and
with that he raised his hat and left
them.

“I always did hate that fellow,” ex-
claimed Jack, with a breath of relief.
“And you really mean he had the cheek
to ask you to marry him. The brute.”

Rut Olive looked very thoughtful and
shuddered.

“T am not afraid of much, Jack, but
I do belleve I could be afraid of Gil-
bert Merridew. What do you suppose
he meant?”

“Nothing. But I could almost wish
it were true. People would then have
‘no excuse for chattering about my
marrying you for your money.”

“Jack!” protested Olive, laying her
hand on his arm.

«pr'd like a test of the sort. Do you
know what I'd do? I'd cut the Foreign
Office, and chuck the title and every-

: thing, and just carry you off to some-
where where -I could work for you as
you deserve. Where love and honesty
and work are not bound round by these
beastly conventionalities; where they
reckon a man for what he is and does,
and not by the miserable handle to his

name.”

OR A MILLION OF MO

By Arthur W. Marchmont.

: And then came lovers’ talk. Jack
| told his great news, which was what
. Olive anticipated—that the engagement
| was. sanctioned. He brought out
the ring and placed it on her finger,
and for a long time the world was for-
gotten by them both in that wondrous
. harmony of pyoung love which no
| man or woman has ever :yet under-
| Stood, or can ever recall without a
; thrill of emotion.
{  Then together they went to tell Mr.
Parmenter the news; and when he
. heard it he brought a deeper tint to
Olive's cheeks, and delighted Jack,
. when with a smile he declared: ‘“‘There
is only one thing now, I shall only con-
sent on one condition—that the mar-
| rlage takes place within a month.”

Olive cried out in dismayed protest;
but he would take no refusal. “A
month at the outside, or never,” he
threatened, laughingly; and Jack glad-
ly joined in urging her. Olive at first
| broke away, declaring, in flaming pro-
i test, that it was impossible; ‘but turned
j again, and with her heart in her eyes
i as she looked at her lover, nooded her
head in agreement, and then buried
her face on her father’s neck.

And thus it was settled that they
should be man and wife within the
‘month,

CHAPTER II.

The “Honorable” Mrs. Taunton.

Gilbert Merridew was by no means
downcast by his refusal by Olive. He
had not anticipated any other result;
and he had only made the proposal as
one step towards the object he had in
view, i

That object was to secure Mr. Par-
menter’s millions; and the first and ob-
vious course had been to attempt to
gain Olive’s hand in marriage. But he
was not a man to.be daunted by diffl-
culties or stayed by such a check; and
he had other and infinitely more pow-
erful weapons with which to continue
the attack. i ‘

As soon as he had heard Olive's love
for Jack Fenton, he knew that his suit
was certain to fail; and that the lover
must first,be removed from his path.

He had already, made one attempt to
do this; and although that had failed
for the time, he was quite confident of
ultimate success in that direction also.
Knowing that Lady Belborough dis-
liked Olive, he had manoeuvred so
that & very pretty and attractive Am-
erican woman, known as the Hon. Mrs.
Taunton, who was reputed to be an
enormously wealthy widow, but was
in reality a conféderate of his own, and
a decoy in & number of disreputable
schemes, should 'ingratiate herseif with
the Castle people, and affect to be in
love with Jack. S Lok
The scheme had succeeded to a point.
Lady Belborough, ddzzled by her re-
puted mifilions, and fascindted by the
promiise of the fortune which she de-
clared she could make for the Castle
people; had ihffuenced her husband to
witihold consent to the marriage with
{ Olive, and had done her utmost to in-
| duce her son to propose to the widow.
But Jack’s determination had beaten
her; and at length she had been com-
, pelled to yield. " And it was when he
had heard of this, that Merridew had
. resolved on his proposal.
. Rejected though he was, he believed
, that he hgi'd nevertheless succeeded, by
his statment of what Lady Belborough
had said, in inflicting a wound in

Olive’s pride which would rankle and

help him much in his later schemes,

He returned to his hotel, and wrote
a letter to Olive in which he apologised
for his brusqueness, reiterated his love
and desire to serve her, and repeated
the statement against the mistress of
the Castle.

That done, he had gone off to London
to put in operation the other and
‘stronger means by which he intended
ito achieve his object. He had strong
cards, and was just the man to play
' them boldly.

_ His first step on the following morn-
ing was a cable to New York.

“Te Rachel Merridew, 21, West 36th
Street, New York City. Marriage plan
'fajled. Compulsion the only alterna-
tive. Come over immediately.—Gil-
bert.”

" Ag 'soon as that had been despatched,
he hailed a hansom and told the man
to drive him to’ Markham street, May-
fair, :

It was here that the “Hon.” Mrs.

. Taunton lived in a residence, all the
appointments of which were suggestive
tof great wealth. The furniture was
luxurious, the servants numerous, and
the whole establishment in keeping
with ‘the lady’s reputation as the pos-
sessor of millions of dollars.

The greeting between them was more
than cordial. As much as Gilbert Mer-,
ridew could care for anyone but him- |
self, he loved her; and she returned his.
love. They were tacitly engaged to be|
married; and some day they would be|
man and wife; but they both unders-
tood that the day could not dawn until i
they had made the fortune which |
would give them in reality the wealth
which at present they only appeared to |
possess. They both loved the good
things of the world too much to saerifice i
them by mariage. 2 i

That he should have attempted to|
win Olive for his wife had been partl
of their plans; for although it was|

_not admitted in so many words, - they
had both understood that, had he been
successful, Olive would not have lived
long as an obstacle between them, i

“I know all about it, Gilbert,” said,

Mrs. Taunton, with a smile, “I had &
i letter from Lady Belborough this|
} morning telling me she had been forced |
! to agree to the son’s marriage with |
| Olive Parmenter. She f{s full of re- |
{ grets. What are you going to do?” i

“I made the plunge yesterday; acted

the impulsive lover; proposed, and was

rejected. I am going to try the other
move now, and have cabled to my
mother to come over at once and bold-_i

ly claim her position.” i

“1 did all T could with the boy. He

is a nice boy, Gilbert; but dreadfully

in love with that girl. All my glanc-
ings and oglings and sighs were ‘wasted
on him. He simply wouldn’'t give me

a thought.”

“She’s in much the same state; and

but for one stroke, the time spent down -

-be closely guarded.

- not the same thing as being able to

{to my Gilbert baffles me. But you do

' dearly as I love to have you here, you

there would have been all wasted. I
got on the right side of the old man
one day, and, when we were talking
about some of his American invest-
ments, I found out where he kept his
will. - Of course, I made sure of that.”

“Will that do any good?”

“We shall see when my mother
comes.. Meanwhile, we must deal with
that Young bantam, Fenwick.”

“We shall manage that,” she replied,
with a smile. “His position at the
Foreign Office can be turned to excel-
lent use at the same time. I am glad
you arrived this morning. The Baron
is to call—

As she spoke a servant entered: and
announced that Baron Felskov desired
to see Mrs. Taunton. She told the man
to bring him up. i

‘“You can remain behind the screen
‘there, Gilbert. He had better not see
you.”

When the visitor entered, he found
Mrs. Taunton writing busily at a table.
She rose and offered him her hand. He |
affected not to see it, however, and
merely bowed.

“We are alone, madame?” he asked.

“Assuredly, Baron.”

‘“Then I will not waste your time, but

“When I Was Czar,” Etc

S ma e an o]

Parmenters, and, above all, that sim-
pleton Jack Fenwick, must never guess
that you and I are—well, what we are,
friends.”

“Only friends, 'Bitha?”’

“Ah, my dear, if they could only
know how I love you?” and she threw
herself into his arms. “It must be
good-bye for a time, Gilbert; and
wherever me meet next time, it must
not be here. So kiss me and maxe
much of me while we have the
chance.”

“If we were only rich enough to
marry, ’Bitha!” he exclaimed. -

“Make haste and get the Parmenter
millions, then.” :

“I shall get them surely enough; but
this young jackanapes must be pre-
yeonted from marrying that girl, or it
may be too late.”” |
ta:uA'l'! that’s my part, and I shall not

“But how? How? " he cried, with
another frown of perlexity.

She laughed softly, and then putting
her arms round his neck looked up
with the light of passion in her eyes.
“With such an end to gain, d6 you
think I can fail I swear to you, my
dearest, that his ruin is as certain™as
the love I bear you. This my pledge on

get at once to business. You have
had the communication from my chief,
and are willing to accept the—the com-
mission to which it refers.”

“I am certain of being able to suc-
ceed in' it; otherwise I should not have
troubled you to make this visit. I
have a young friend in the Foreign
Office who will do anything—of course,
for payment.” i

“The document of which we must
have either the original or a copy, is &
secret treaty between the British gov-
ernment and Persia, which gravely af-
fects the interests of our government.
Can you get that?” !

Mrs. Taurnton affected to think.
“Yes; but it will take a little time, and
will be expensive. Such a thing will

“It will be ‘wofth' ten thousand
pounds to us, madam,” said the Rus-
sian deliberately.

Mrs. Taunton shook her pretty head
and smiled. “It will cost me twice that
sum to obtain it, Baron. And I must
have at least five thousand pounds in
advance. There are many people to
be paid.” :

He shrugged his shoulders and lifted
ris hands. . “It is too much,”

She rose at once. “Good morning,
then. I do not attempt the impossible,
Baron.”,

“You are very hasty,
shall be as you wish.”

Mrs Taunton resumed her seat, and
in a few minutes the rest of the mat-
ter was concluded, and the Baron took
his leave.

“You are splendid,” exclaimed Merri-
dew, as he came out from his place of
concealment. “But how will you dq
it?ll

“Mr. Fenwick, of course,” she an-|
swered, lightly. “My young friend in
the Foreign Office.” !

“j don’t see—" he began, when she
interupted him with a laugh. i

“I love to puzzle you, Gilbert. I
don’t see all the way yet, of course;
but I learnt enough at BeMorough of
Mr. Fenwick’s position at the Foreign
Office to know that he is one of the
only men there who could make such |
a coup. He 'is one of the minister’s '
secretaries, and has his absolute confi-|
dernce.” {

“But he would never be a party to
such a thing, 'Bitha,” erled Merridew.

“Jt is at least certain that he would
be ruined if he were suspected of it.,
And do you not desire his ruin? Would
not that be worth as much to us as |
this Russian’'s secret service money?,
Isn’t he in your way with the Par-j
menter girl? And am I not ‘Madame
Boncourt,’ the head of our little band,
whose wits before now have found the
means of doing even more difficult |
things? Have patience, Gilbert, and’
give me some credit.”

“You are wonderful, I repeat; but for
the life of me I cannot see how you
are going te do this?” |

She - enjoyed his perplexity, and:
laughed gaily as she smoothed back
her fair hair. She had beautiful hair,
and a clear soft complexion, with
sharp, clear cut features, and large,
dark eyes full of changing expression. |

“Iisten. We start with much more
in our favor than usual. We have to
get a certain document from a certain '
office. We know of someone Wwho
knows where the document would be
secreted. Although the boy refused to
love me, we are yet excellent friends,
and it will be the easiest thing in the
world to find out from him precisely
where the document is hidden. Is not
that a great deal?”’ she asked, looking
up with a confident expression.

“We know there is plenty of money
in the Bank of England, but that is

madame. It

get it,” was the doubting reply.

“1t i{s a good thing for you that I
am at hand to prompt you in many
things, or you would make oceans of
mistakes, Gilbert. Are you losing faith
in me?”’

He bent forward and kissed her.
‘“’Phat is my answer, 'Bitha.”

“I love to have you call me that. No
cne else could make such an egregious
name as Tabitha so charming. How
ever that girl can have preferred even
such a good fellow as young Fenwick

seem to think me stupid. all the same.”

“But what will you do?’ he asked
again.

She set her head on one side as she
leoked at him, and smiled.“In the first
place, I will punish you by not tell-
ing you. But I shall get some of my
friends to arrange for me to see this
v-onderful Foreign Office, and spy out
the scene of operations. Then I shall
be able to tell you, or anyone else,
‘exactly where you would have to go,
and what yqu would have to do to get
the document; and then—why then, I
shall get it. And that’s all, except that
we shall also get the money, which,
by the way, I am not -the only one to
need.”

A frown ‘gathered on Merridew's
drew as she said this, but it- passed,
and he laughed. “I know you'll do it
al right, 'Bitha. You can tell me the
rest when you please.”

“That will be when I know it myself,
goose,” she cried, stroking his fore-
head, and then Kkissing it. “And now,

must not come again until this thing
is fixed. The Belboroughs and the

: friend.—~Yours in sincerity.

it,” and drawing his face down she
kissed him on the lips.

She spokeMas earnestly as though
hers was a pledge of purest love, in-'
stead of one of cowardly treacherous
dishonor, threatening ruin and disgrace
to an innocent man, and lifelong
misery to a pure, swett girl.

CHAPTER III

‘““The Marriage Must be Hastened.”

“My Dear Miss Parmenter—Will you
let me write to express to you my in-
tense regret that I should have allow-
ed myself to be carried to such an ex-
cess in my interview with you today, as
to have detained you by force. . . I
am, however, 2 man of emotional im-
pulses; and today my feelings for you
swept me beyond all control.'I earnest-
ly beg your forgiveness, even while I
feel I have but made my cause more
than hopeless. But I shall never, cgase
to' love you. That love has betome a
part of my life. I will trouble you no
more, however, unless Fate should of-
fer me an opportunity of serving you.

‘“Meanwhile, I am compelled in honor
to repeat what I said to you yesterday

! —that Lady Belborough has gpenly de-

clared that only the fact of your being
the heiress to your father’'s vast for-
tvne could induce her to receive you

. into her family. I make no charge of

the sort against her son, Mr. Fenwick;
I believe him to be an honorable manly
man; but were fortune to rob you of
your wealth, you would find that both
Lord and Lady Belborough would for-
bid him to make you his wife.

“I say thig'in all earnestness as your

“GILBERT MERRIDEW.”

Olive received this letter on the
morning after her birthday; and it
produced some of the effect upon which
the writer had calculated. She knew
that Lady Belborough did not like her,
for the mistress of the Castle had on
more than one occasion made her feel-
ings unmistakably plain.

The truth was that she was angered
by the influence which Silverbeech had
gained in the village of Belborough and
the dirtrict round; she envied its own-
er’'s immense wealth; and was intense-
ly jealous of Olive’s personal popular-
ity. -

Lord Belbprough’s income was so0
small, owing to the heavy mortgages
on the estates, that it was only witk
the narrowest cheeseparing 1manage-
ment the Castle was kept going at all.
This was well known all over th2 coun-
try; and his wife's endeavors to. con-
céal the fact under the cloak of exag-
gerated pomp and dignity, ‘vere recog-
nized and ridiculed. Moreover, as she
herself was of no family—Lord Belbor-
ough having married her in his teens
when she was on the stage—her insol-
ently patronizing airs had made her in-
tensely disliked.

But until Mr. Parmenter’s arrival at
Silverbeech, the Castle influence had
been undisputed; and then the change
had come gradually, but surely.

There had been no display, no osten-
tation, no squandering of money for the
sake of personal advertisement. But no
appeal for any worthy cause ever puss-
ed unheeded, whether large or small.
The church needed restoring; Mr. Par-
menter found all the money. New
schools, a village library, a workman'’s
institute were wanted; Mr. Parmen-
ter’s cheques paid the builders. A hard
winter tried the rural population; and
at Silverbeech was started an exten-
sive plan for the rebuilding of every
rotten, tumbledown cottage in the dis-
trict, giving work and wages to all who
asked for them.

As a result, the whole countryside
looked to Silverbeech for the lead in
all movements; and Lady Belborough
resented the transfer of allegiance as
bitterly as if it had been a wilful per-
sonal insult.

Latterly, Olive, clever, clear-headed,
shrewd-witted girl that she was, had
taken charge of these matter, greatly
to Mr. Parmenter’s delight; and . on
more than on occasion she and the
mistress of the Castle had come into
conflict. In one instance a movement
affecting the whole county was con-
cerned; and Lady Belborough, strong
in her belief that all would follow her,
had made it a trial of strength between
the two interests. Olive had quietly,
but firmly, held her ground; and the
county had sided with hery Lady Bel-
borough had never forgiven what she
regarded as a humiliation.

Then had come the unwelcome Ryews
of Jack’s love affair; and his mother
had done her utmost to prevent the en-
gagement. But he had shown grit; and
having his father on his side had won

his way. i

Olive knew, therefore, that what Mer-
ridew had said was likely enough to be
true; and the words rankled. But she
was sufe of her lover. When he had
first asked her- to marry him, there
had been no more thought of money in
his mind than there had been any
knowledge of his rank in her. They lov-
ed each other; and despite his mother’s
hostility, Olive had set about the task
of preparing for her wedding with a

Lheart that would have been entirely

| had since made reparation a hundred-

Etc.

light and glad, but for the condition
of her father’s health.

And a day or two after the formal
engagement an incident occurred which
caused her the gravest concérn on this
account. i

A servant came hurrying to her to
say that the master of Silverbeech had
had a fainting fit, and was ill. Hasten-
ing to the library, she found him lying
on a couch, faint and ill, and gasping
for breath. On the floor close beside
him lay a telegram, which s read in
the hasty glance she cast at it.

“After all these years have just
heard of you. Expect me.—RACHEL.”

Replacing the message in its enve-
lope, she put it away in his pocket
while applying the remedies always
kept at hand for these heart attacks;
and as soon as he was able to be re-
moved, she had him taken to bed. _

He asked for the telegram, and ap-
peared relieved when it was found in
his pocket. When the doctor arrived
the rich man was in a condition of in-
tense nervous excitement, and suffer-
ing severely from shock. ;

The message had indeed disturbed
him profoundly. It had served to re-’
open the one page of his life of which ,
he was bitterly ashamed. In the long !
distant past, more thamn twenty years
before, he had been entangled jn th2
toils of a beautiful and unscrupulous
woman. In his infatuation he has
been suspected of an act which would
have brought him under the law, had
he not then learned the character of
the woman and fled the country.

Although innocent of the crime he

fold for it; but the remembrance of
that chapter of his life had been like a
scourge of scorpions to a man of his
naturally honorable character and ner-
vous sensitive position. He had worn
the sackcloth and ashes of remorseful
repentance for all the years between;
and the thought that the secret was .
now about to be revealed to the world .
made him cringe and cower in morbid |
wretchedness and bitter suffering. {

All that day and night and the next
day he lay miserably discounting the
consequences. The revelation could
not have come at a worst moment. His
beloved Olive was aboyt to make a
marriage on which her whole happi-
ness depended; and if the facts were
known, it seemed to him, in his mor-
bid fear, her life would be wrecked. |

In the afternoon he took his resolu-
tion. The marriage must be hastened
so as to take place before this terrible
news could be told; before the woman
who could tell it, that was, could reach
the country. He could make the ex-
cuse that his health alarmed him; and
when once she was married, he would
face the trouble if necessary, or find
some means of silencing this woman.

late in the afternoon he went down-
stairs to carry out this plan. !

He found Olve at the piano, and
after she had finished one of his fav-!
orite songs—she had a rich, soft mez-
zo-soprano voice—he called her to sit
by him, !

“Is Jack at Belborough, Ollve?”
asked. ; :
“No, father. He has gone back to
his work at the Foreign Office.”

“Wire to him that he must come to-
morrow, chilé. I want your marriage
to be hastened forward. It must take
place a once—wihin a week.”

“Why, dear?”

“Do as I say, child. Now,” was the
almost testily spoken reply.

She went and despatched the mes-
sage, and then returned to her seat by
him.

“Now, tell me, dear,” she said, with
a gentle smile. i

“My heart, Olive. Gregory tells me
I had a narrow shave yesterday.” i

“Was that bad news you had yester-
day, father?” .

“What news?” he replied, looking at
her sharply.

“That telegram from
dear.” i

He winced. “Did you see it?”

“I could not help it. It was lying
open by the side of the couch.”

He was ilent, looking very troubled.
“Don’t ask me, Olive. I can’t tell
you?”

“If it is bad news, don’t you think I
am strong enough to bear it with
you?!’

“Don’t ask me,” he repeated.

“Well, there is something I should
like to tell you, dear. Mr. Merridew
asked me on my birthday to marry
him; and when I refused, he hinted
that I might some day be poor; and
after 'he had left, he jvrote me this
letter.”

He read it with a heavy frown, and
then shook his head; ‘“No, child, there}
is no fear of anything of the sort—un-
less you spend all the money yourself.”
And he tried to pass off the incident
with a weary smile.

“Who is this Mr. Merridew, father?”’

He appeared to be about to answer
sharply, but checked himself “Don’t
worry yourself or me about him, Olive.
I feel tired,” and he sank back on the
soft as if exhausted.

“You have some secret that worries !
you, dearest. I wish you would tell
me. It would be much easier for you
to bear, if it is trouble of any sort, and
you shared it with me.”

But he waved his hand faintly, and
closed his eyes, as if worn out. He lay,
for some minutes like this. Then he’
started up suddenly, and spoke with
great impressiveness and some show
of excitement,

“Remember what I say, Olive. Your
marriage must take place within the
week, or it may never take place at
all. Write to Mr. Casement that he
must be here tomorrow with all the
documents ready for signature; and
to Lord Belborough that he must be
here tomorrow to have 2ll completed.
I mean must—must.”

The effort appeared to exhaust him,
and when he lay back again, Olive
bent down and kissed him tenderly.

. “Dearest,” she murmured.

He returned her caress and smiled
up to her. “Don’t be scared, child; but
I have a presentiment that if you are
not married at once, I shall not live to
see you a wife.”

Greatly wondering, and with a heavy
heart, Olive wrote the letters and pass-,
ed an anxious sorrowful night, seeking,
in vain for some key to her father’s

he

‘ New York,

. could be the meaning of it, or who was

‘anything. But he’ll get over that, ahd

sudden anxiety for the hurrying on of
the marriage. 2

That it was in some way connected
with the mysterious cablegram from
America she could not doubt; but what

the woman who signed herself ‘‘Ra-
chel,” she could not even venture a
guess.

The following morning brought her &
telegram from Jack saying he would
be down early; and at noon Lord and’
Lady Belborough arrived, followed &
few minutes afterwards by Mr, Cases
ment, the lawyer, °

Mr. Parmenter explained his wishes,
and no objection was raised; but Lady
Belborough ,was disposed to be very
curious wher she and Olive were alone.
And she wa$ as unpleasairt as usual.

“What is the reason for all this
haste, Olive? It is almost indecent; I
think;” and she sniffed unpleasantly.
“In our set we are not accustomed to
this sort of conduct. It is so bours .
geois.” | ;
_ “My father has a presentiment that he
has a very short time to live. He had &
very serious attack two days ago,” re
plied Olive, quietly. i\

“QOf course, that might he an excuse,
kut it really cannot be the true re&s
son.”

“You did not raise any objection just
now.” {

“Oh, everybody knows that where
Silverbeéch is concerned, the Castle has

to give way. Rank nowddays has al= =

ways to give way to mere money,” and -
my lady tossed her head and sneered.

“Need we quarrel Lady Belborough?*

“] am not quarreling, Olive. How can -
you say such a vulgar thing? of
coursé, when you are the wife of the.
heir of Belborough, we shall expect you
to give up this middle-class rudeness
You sadly need forming, my dear.” ;

“I have not had the advantages of
your ladyship’s birth, T know,” retorted
Olive, unable to refrain from the little
sting. ‘ :

The elder 'lady smiled indulgentiy.
“No one knows better than I do, ho¥
money has deteriorated the tone of So-
ciety; but réally I must try to improve
you. But do learn‘restraint.”

Olive laughed. “I am afraid -~ 1 .1
never be very different fromn A
am. You see, I am partly Am Jand g
say what I think.”

“A positively atrgcious i :»
Only vulgar people indulge i..
rible mannerism."”

“Jack likes ity’ was the quick reply,
given with a smile. )

“He is ridienlously in love with you,
I know; and that would account for

. childs
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then you must really be careful. It will

jar on him; and you will,make heaps

of enemies.” * g

4T have not made them round Bel-
borough; but please let us say no more
about this. If my father asked me to
be married tomorrow, 1 should do if,
Lady Belborough, especially for such &
reason as he has.”

“I suppose that is his real reason;
and that it has hot anything to do with
your fortune. Of course, that iy most
important.” i

“I don’t think Jack thinks so. But de
let us ery a truce.”

“It is all most extraordindry, exclaime«
ed Lady Belborough, rising. ‘“‘But then
you are a very extraordinary girl.”

“Jack will agree about that, at any
rate,’® cried Olive. “Ah, here he is, we'll
put it to him,” she added, as Jack en-
tered the room. <

“I have to go to Lord Belborough,”
was the sharp reply. ‘““You can come to
me . when theis extraordinary ' matter
has been explained, Jack.”

And with that she swept out of the
room, having no wish to witness the
greeting of the lovers.

CHAPTER 1V.
At the Altar Steps.

“What's all the pother, sweetheart,
and what's the matter with the mater?
asked Jack, after the loving greetings
between Olive and himself, which his
mother had preferred not to witness.

Olive told him her father's wish.

“The best news I ever heard in my
life,” he declared, earmestly, with &
joyous smile. ‘“‘But it might have been
better.”

“Better?”

“Mr. Parmenter might have wished
it to take place tomorrow. That would
have been even better, wouldn’t it?”
and he kissed her again. ‘“And wha$
about the mater?”

«She was concerned to know the
reason, Jack.” , .

“Oh, reason be bothered. The fact is
enough for me. By Jove! this is some-
thing worth coming down for in &
hurry. I'll write to the chief and get
leave for a month. And what is the
reason?”’

Olive told him of her father’s pre-

sentiment; and his eyes clouded. “Ah,
7’d rather have had any reason but
that,” he said, sympathetically. “But

you don’t really think there is any
danger of the sort?”

“I hope not; but he is really ill. He
had news that upset him the day be-
fore yesterday; and you know his heart
is not strong enough to, stand any
great shock.”

“I am sorry, Olive. But heis right,
1 think, to hurry matters on. It will
ease his mind to do what he wishes. it
he knows you are happy—and I think
we can answer that you will be that—
it will prolong his life.”

“I am very troubled about him, Jack,
and, so is Dr. Gregory.”

“we'll do our best to make him as
happy as we mean to be, and then, if
happiness makes for /long life, he will
have many, many years to live yet.”

“I suppose it is foolish,” veplied
Olive, suppressing a sigh; “but I can-
not shake off a feeling of depression,
as if something were going to happen.”

Jack laughed. Something is going
to happen, sweetheart—we are going to
be married.” He took her hand and
drew her to him just as the door open-
ed to admit the others. ;i

Mr. Parmenter, having gained his
way, was in good spirits, gave Jack a
warm greeting, and asked laughingly
if he was much put out by the change
of plan. Jack replied in the same
spirit, and then whispered to Olive that
her father was looking better than he
had seen him for some time past.
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(To be Continued.)
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