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CHAPTER XXII. got something out of it,” Mr. 1 

tor Kelman had murmured disc 
tentedly to himself. “Hullo ! I 
what’s this! ‘She has done nJ 
for the boy than ever I could hj! 
done ; she is a complete stranj 
and yet for some reason she 
given Christopher a hund 
pounds. I was always lucky,1 
spite of Phipps. I sha,ll sleep 
night.’ That’s a confession, at 
rate ; that pins down the wl 
business in a line or two,” n 
mured Victor Kelman.

After that he had dived furt 
into the diary, and had found ot 
references. In one case there - 
a whimsical but accurate desc 
tion of, Olive herself ; even to 
slow, quiet voice, and the dark e 
and everything. “She’s the nri 
est Aunt Phipps fn the world, ;
I am quite proud of myself ; if c 
Phipps had seen her, there woufr 
have been much chance for me.1”

he cai

Mr. Victor Kelman was a man 
who lived by some curious method 
known only to himself. There were 
times when he had plenty of 
money, and times when he had 
none ; an adventurer, he was a 
man of no country, and yet of all 
countries. It was quitp impossible 
to say how old he might be, or. 
bow young ; and he had had only 
one consistent feeling in the whole 
course of his existence. That feel
ing was his love for Olive Varney.

It had begun in admiration, and 
had continued in wonder. She had 
been so unlike the women he had 
met—so strong and dominant and 
self-reliant ; and she was interest
ing by reason of the life she led. 
In strange Continental cities and 
towns he had met her, again and 
again—a sad and solemn girl — 
wandering with her father —a de
solate stranger among light-heart
ed and happy people. The mysterjj 
about her had attracted him ; her 
beauty also. Then had come that 
Strange news of her heath ; and the 
marvellous surprise of finding her 
alive beside her own grave, 
had been willing enough to act 
her accomplice in a mattqr which 
promised some sport, and which 
promised, above all things, to bring 
him into closer relationship with 
herself.

A little further on 
to the last entry of all. “I 
little afraid to-day—and very lor 
ly. All the clocks in all the wor 
seem to be ticking and chiming 
my brain. It does not matter ; 
I die to-night there is someo 
stronger and braver than I am 
someone they call Aunt Phipps. . . 
I wonder why she was so anxic 
to take my name and my place. 
I wonder----- ”

There the diary ceased ; but 1 
Vicjjpr Kelman had.read enough, 
idlçj curiosity he turned back 

the front page of the Prayer Boi 
and found that “Anne Phipps” 1 
been written in at a comparativ 
recent date, and that another nr 
had been scored out. Inside5"! 
cover itself was written, in an c 
fashioned, girlish, hand—

“Given to me on my 10th bir 
day—June 5th, 1859. Anne Cl 
ton.” ,

Looking back at that name whi 
had been erased, Mr. Victor K 
man discovered the long curve 
the capital “C” standing out 
one. end of the erasure, and ai 
the tops of the “1” and the “ 
sticking out above it. He laugh 
as he shut up the Prayer Book a 
put it with the rest of the pape 

“You are scarcely so old as th 
would make out, my dear Olive 
he had said. “We’ll keep these f 
future reference, or for use if n 
essary.” I

As a matter of fact, Mr. Vice 
Kelman might have made mise™ 
at once, and might have proved 1 
case. But two things held H 
back ; the first, that he still ■ 
some faint hope that Olive mil 
turn to him of her own accord ; I 
second, that he might use the knl 
ledge he had gained concerning I 
to force her to come to him. 
any case there was plenty of t* 
and he had his weapons readyH 

The nomadic, adventuring 
of the man asserted itself, am* 
went abroad. Thus it happfl 
that he knew nothing of the 
age of Chris and Lucy, and not* 
of any other changes that had I 
en place. In just the same fas* 
as he had wandered off on o* 
occasions during all the 
Varney had known him, 
occasion he packed the few pos 
sions he had and disappeared.

It is necessary that we she 
look at the events in this cur; 
little history to some extent thro 
the eyes of Mr. Victor Kelman ; 
only difficulty being that those « 
were not turned in the directioi 
Greenways’ Gardens until sj 
months had elapsed. Then -1 
little more prosperous than he 
been before, and a little tired 
wandering aimlessly—he suddJ 
thought of that strange, fascina] 
woman with whom he jointly 1 
a secret, as it were, and he d J 
mined once more to find her. 1 
in any distinctly aggressive s™ 
hut rather because he had note 
else to do, and the affair had all 
amused him.

He urged the thing out irl 
own curious fashion, and he I 
dered how best he could find Cfl 
The most natural and straighl 
ward way would have been tl 
to Greenways’ Gardens and 1 

wire ; but there was nothing I 
tarai nor straightforward abl 
Victor Kelman. Arguing wit] 
himself that the real heart of I 
business lay with the boy Chris] 
pher Dayne, he determined to s« 
him ; because if Olive had kept al] 
that curious little comedy regard] 
Aunt Phipps, she must

amR
!

He
as

But the man was maddened at 
the thought that she had used him 
up to a certain point, and then 
had calmly flung him aside, and 
told him she was done with him. 
To declare that she was Olive Var
ney would not serve his purpose, 
and would not further his cause 
with her ; he was quite at a stand
still, and had merely wasted his 
time, as he told himself bitterly 
enough. He was no nearer to the 
stony heart of this woman than he 
had ever been ; and he had been 
made to appear ridiculous before 
other people for a mere whim of 
hers.

A creature of moods at all times, 
be had suddenly decided to aban - 
don the matter ; had changed his 
mind once more, and to the little 
shop ip Westminster, in search of 
the real Aunt Phipps who had so 
basely deceived him. There, of 
course, he discovered that she was 
dead.

He discovered something else. 
Going back to the little shop after 
Olive Varney had left the place, he 
seated himself, in his usual casual 
fashion, on the counter, and spoke 
pleasant words to Mr. Jordan 
Tagg.

“You don’t remember me,” he 
said. “Perhaps if I call you Fa
ther Time you will remember. I 

friend of the dear departed.; * 
He jerked his head ip^the direction 
of the floor above as

“I remember you 
had said.
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was a

spoke.
Well,” Tagg 

“1 did not quite recog
nize you just now, although your 
face seemed familiar. What do you 
want?”

Thereupon Mr. Victor Kelman 
had entered into the. matter of
Aunt Phipps’ death ; had by a few

__  cunning questions discovered the
! manner of the death, and even the

place of. burial. A few more casu
al questions, and he found that the 
old lady had left behind a few odd 
papers and a book or two—things 
of so little importance that Tagg 
had forgotten even to mention them 
to Olive. Now that it was all over,

— — _he evident.1-? would net be sorrv to 
get rid of them.

Assuming a carelessness he did 
not feel, Victor Kelman had man
aged to get hold of these things, 
and had finally taken them away 
with him. He was so gentlemanly, 
and he appeared to know all the 
circumstances concerning Aunt 
Phipps so well, that old Jordan 
Tagg had no suspicion.

From his point of view, however, 
the papers appeared worthless. 
There was an old well-worn Prayer 
Book, with the name “Annie 
Phipps” written in it; and there 
was a certain amount of desultory 
.writing in a little note book — à 
species of diary with which the old 
woman had apparently occupied her n 
spare time in those last days. Vic
tor read them through contemptu
ously enough ; he found that they 
were for the most part laments in 
regard to the person she called 
'poor Phipps,” and expressions of 

concern regarding the probable 
fate of her nephew.

“Now if she’d only have told the 
•tory in extenso, we might have
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be still connected with Chris. 

“The situation ought to be a p,
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