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‘“Well, then, we'll strike a bargain,”
he said at length, seeing that he would
have to yield. “Make allathese inquir-
fes, and do all you wish, and promise
'-°ltma!'l'¥ me when you know the re-|
sult.” :

But even to that she would not agree. '
“No, Jack. If I find this horrible thing
is true, I will not marry anyone.”

“But you are not going to find it true.
It isn’t true. We all know that. But
you may not be able to find the actual
proofs of’the falseness.” i

“That “vould be the same thing to
me. So long as anyone can entertain ‘a
doubt of my birth, or regard my father
as a dishonorable man, I will take
shame to no man as my dowry.” :

“Well, then, leave the. question 'of
our marriage open until you have done
your utmost and have failed. I don't
care how long it is; if it takes Yyou
years and years; so long as you leave
me a little hope. - Have a little mercy
on me. Dearestt-gnd - he took her
hand and drew her to him. ‘“Remember
how I love you.” Sl

“It is hetter not, Jack.” ’
“It {sn’t much I ask, girlie,”” he pleads

ed, softly, seeing that she weakened.
“Just that, and that you let me help
you all I can in the ‘work.” .

“It is against my judgment, Jack”
“Then trust to - your ‘' heart,” #nd

after a while his pleading succeeded,

“Now, as to your plans. Let:~us
talk them over. I have something to
say about them. You know all about
Mrs. Taunton, and how the mater wor-
ried me to propose to her; well, then,
she hds tyrned up trumps in this, She
has been ‘at Belborough; and while
the mater thought she had come down
on my #coount;'t in reality, she has'
shown herseif & regular brick.”

“In what way?"”

“She knows all about the matter, of '
course—the matertold her, in fact; and .
she is awfully sorry for you. She's &
white woman, .and that’s the truth.
She urged me that it was my duty to,
stick to you; said how sorry she was
ever to have thought-about coming be-'
tween us, and that if she could help
us in any way, she would. And she
wants you to go and live with her for
8 time, just to show the world that
you are holding up your head.”

«] have never seen her, Jack. . '’
«But she is keen to see you. I tell

you she's @ brick. She lives alone, and
says that if you don’t care to just walk
into her house and stdy with her in-
Gefinitely as a._friend; Yyou can g0 Bs &
companion; and that she'll do -every-
thing in her POWeF fosee you beat the
Merridew  crowd:  Bhe's beagtly rich,
too; lives in & swagger house in May<
fair, and all that.” . v 4

The offer, coming from & stranger,
and through Jack, touched Olive close-
ly; but ghe:would mot accept,it.. ‘T
think better!net; Jeck. I am going to
give allir@ z pani )

I shquld ounly Bed s el T o
any one's house. {Casement wish- '
ed me to live with him, but I would
not, for the same reason. But it is
very comforting $o-know there ape swch
_kind hearts;#ad- such sympathy. {

“Ag §f evetyone didn’t feel for you!”

At this moment Mr, Casement opened
the door, and stood hesitating. “Dare
an olditraitor come in?" he asked.

“Olive has forgiven you, sir,” said
Jack, smiling. “We have just struck
up a sort of compromise,” and he told
the lawyer what had passed, and also‘
about Mrs. Taunton's offer.

“1f Olive—may I drop’ the ‘Miss,’ my !
dear?” !
“Why, of course,” she cried, glving
him her hand. “You are just my dear- |

est friend.”

“Well, then, if Olive goes to live with
anyone, she goes to my house; or
shall bring an action agaﬂ\nst her for
breach of contract,” he laughed. “And
now come into my room, and let us
seriously discuss what you are going to
ao." !

The discussien took a long time, turn-
ing mainly upon Olive’s determination
to go to Sheffleld and make inquiries
for herself. At first the lawyer wished '
to send Mr. Gibhons with her, but she’
would not agree. |

“I can do the work alone,” she de-
clared. “I should be uncomfortable if
he were with me. I could not afford to
pay for his gervices, and I am too proud
to accept them without payment. 1
have all my time to give to the work,
and if I find that I need advice or Igelp
1 can ask him to come then. I would
rather work alone, 100. I wish to have
all the credit, and it is to be the work
of my life in future.” !

«] know better now than to attempt
to combat your decision,” said Mr.
Casement, quietly.

«I shall go with you, Olive,”
Jack.

“No, Jack. Not all the way. You
may go as far as Oxford, to see that I
don't begin by missing my right train.
You mustn’t forget that I am American
so far as independence goes; and I
have to accustom myself to rely on no
one but myself.” ¢ |

«When will you go?” he asked. '

«This {8 Friday. On Monday. By
that day, I shall have rested and havel
plenty of time to ‘plan out my cam-
paign.” Nl e

And so it was finally settled, and
Olive sent a prety message of thanks
to Mrs. Taunton by her lover, together
with the explanation that she was go-
ing to Sheffleld at once, and could not
thus accept the: jnvitation.

Despite her reluctande to give in to
Jack’'s compromise, Olive was very hap-,
py about it. It seemed to take away‘
much of the depressing sense of lone-|
liness. She was very confident of suc-
cess. in her mission; and it cheered her‘
to know that when that success came,
happiness would be waiting for her at
the end,

Mrs. Taunton's offer had pleased her
also. It showed that there were peo-
ple in the world ready to recognize that
ghe herself had done no Wrong, and
ought not to be pblamed; and the fact
that it came on the top of Mr. Cue-‘
ment’s offer, added to her pleasure. Her
heart was much less heavy than it had
peen since her father’s death. These'
offers seemed like an omen of success. !

When the day of her departure came
she was cheerful and confident; and
talked very brightly to Jack on the
way to Oxford about her pleasure at
the opening of the campaign.

“Y am very sanguine, Jack,” she de-
clared, as he stood at the carriage win-‘

sald

dow. “I know there has been t’alse-! He swore softly, and added:

hood somewhere, I know my father was
the last man in the world to do what
they say. He was the soul of honor, I
shall soon have good news to send you.
I am going to win. I feel it.”

That -was her thought when she star-
ted atlength and left her lover gazing
wistfully after the train. She waved
to him as long as he was in sight, and
then settled herself in her corner to
think, resolutely occupying herself with
her thoughts to shut out the present
gorrow of her separation.

She travelled alone for a long time,
but when the train was leaving one of
the stations, the name of which she
had not noticed, a tall woman entered
the compartment. Olive was struck by
her great height as ¢he:brushed .past
and took a seat at the further end of
the carriage, and saw also that she
was closely veiled.

She paid no more heed for a time,
burying her face in the magazine she
was trying to read. But when she
glanced up presently, she found the wo-
man was staring hard at her.

Quite unaccustomed to travelling
alone, this disconcerted her, and she
dropped her eyes again on to the mag-
azine, 5

The woman laughed; and ithe voice
was so unnaturally deep that, involun-
tarily, Olive glanced up again.

* “You needn’t look at me as if- you
thought I was a man,” said the woman,
speaking with a slight foreign accent,

“I beg your.pardon. I did not mean
to look at you,” replied Olive.

“Oh, you may. I don’t care,” and
with that the veil was pushed up. ¢

It was no woman. The face was clean
shaven, and the signs of the beard
were plain and unmistakable,

Thoroughly alarmed now, Olive was
at a loss what to do; and the fellow
seemed to enjoy her confusion and dis-
may. He laughed again,

At that moment she caught sight of
the communication cord and rose to
stop the train.

“No, you don’t,” cried the fellow,
roughly, as he pulled her back, and
thrust her into her seat again. “Keep
still, I tell you, You'd better,”” he added,
with an oath; at the same time whip-
ping out a small revolver and levelling
it point blank at her head.

At that instant, with a shrill whistle,
the train dashed into a tunnel, and
then Olive felt the man's fingers close
round her throat. .

CHAPTER IX.
‘In Peril of Her Life.
-Bitterly Olive regretted that she had
refused to allow Jack to accompany her
all the way to Sheffleld as-she feit her
assailant’s hold tighten onwher throat.
That was her first conscious thought.
Her next was,_the flashing instinct that

“hef;best plan!Was to appear to faint.
iy m §

R

ruffian was a fellow of great
hy gnd.although Olive herself
was'a very muscular girl, it was use-
Jess to think of struggling with him.
If she was to have any chance at all
in a tussle, it could only be later on,
when perhaps she might be able to take
him by surprise. h :

She was intensely alarmed; for ghe’

recognized .that she was in real peril
even of losing her life. But she retain-

“ed her presence of mind and ability to

think clearly. If the man’s object were
716 mord ‘than robbery, she would offer
no sort of resistance. He  might, take
everything she possessed without any
trouble; ,

She relaxed all her muscles, therefore,
let her head fall forward, on his wrist,
and lolled to one side ashif in a dead
faint.

He let her fall and relaxed his grip
#n her throat; but stood close beside
her until the train emerged from the
tunnel; using the time to search her
pockets, and take away every penny
of her money, and everything of value,
tossing it all on the seat behind him.

When the daylight- came again, he
bent over her to assure himself that
she was not shamming. And the or-
deal was a hard one. Not content with
merely staring int6 ber eyes-and lifting
her head and armis in turn, he pushed
up her eye lids, watching them jealous-
Iy as Olive let them fall again over the
eye-balls. Then he pinched her arms
between his strong finger and thumb,
and at last drew out his pocket-knife,
and, holding up one of hemlids, made
as if to jab it into the eye. 2

The manner in which she stood this
terrible test appeared at first to satisfy

him: but after a moment’s thought he

thrust the blade into the soft flesh of
her upper arm.

Olive bore even this without flinch-
ing, and “the fellow was convinced at
last. With a grunt of satisfaction, he

. sat down on the seat opposite her, and

counted up the money he had taken,
and examined the few valuables. The
only thing of any real worth was the
engagement ring which Jack had given
her, and he gave another grunt as he
put it in his pocket.

Olive had fallen in a position from
which she was able to watch his move-
ments through her nearly closed lids,
and she saw that he hadmput the re-
volver down in the seat next to' him.

He .sat for some minutes thinking in-
tently, and watching his victim as
closcly as a cat watches.a mouse.

it shie could but manage ‘to get the
revolver she would soon turn the tables,
was Olive’s thought. She knew how to
use it perfectly, More than once in the
old days out in the Argentine she had
accompanied her father into some

|rough places, and she had ‘been care-

fully taught how to shoot straight and
quickly.

But he sat r&ght opposite to her, and
the least movement on her part would
bring him again upon her in a struggle
in which she would not stand the
glightest chance. It was like the pun-
{shment of Tantalus to see there, well
within reach, the means of safely, and
yet be unable to use it.

Presently, however, the man turned
his head and looked out of the window
as the train flashed past a station, and
a grim smile spread slowly over his
hard, .brutal face as he looked again
at her and nodded.

«1f you only keep like that, my lady,
it’ll be easy enough,”’ he muttered to
himself, in a tone just loud enough to
reach Olive’s sharp ears.

She turned chill at the thought en-
goendered by the words. He did medi-
tate some further step. That was now
clear; and she was racking her thoughts
to guess it when he spoke again to
himself.

i
{

|

“y
nearly forgot.”

With that he began to fumble in his
pockets, and at length took out a fold-
ed paper, which he opened, read, and

then threw under the seat of the car- &

riage.
A moment afterwards he
the window, rose, and looked out.

The next instant Olive had sprung.

from her seat, and seized the revolver.

She covered him with it and slipped

back to the other side of the carriage
as he drew in his head and faced her.
“I can use this. Move another step

and I shall fire,” shec ried, in a voice

ringing with determination.

But the man only laughed. ‘Fire
f.way, my dedr. There’'s nothing in
| Ao

Not belleving him, she pulled the
trigger as he advanced toward her.
The hammer clicked.-

“Try another barrel,” he said, paus-
ing a second as he laughed mockingly.

Instead of that, Olive turned and
pulled the communication cord and
pulled it vigorously. <

Enraged at this, he tore her aw:
and threw her down on the seat.
tris time she grappled with him, put-
ting forth all her strength in the strug-
gle, in the belief that help would now
soon come.

It was a hopeless attempt, of course.
He soon got her down, apnd held her
while the waited to see the result of her
summons.

“If they come, I'll swing for you,” he
said, furiously.

But nothing resulted. The train daia

not lessen speed, and as soon as it was
evident that it ‘would not pull up, he
chuckled and released his hold.

“You won’t fool me & second timé,

my beauty,” he growled. “You had me,

right enough; ' but I'm alive to you
now.’

“What is it you want?” asked Olive.
“I’'ll do anything you wish.”

“I’ll see to that for myself,” said the
brute, with another chuckle, “And for
you fooling me in that way, I'll tell you
what's coming to you,” he added, with
& deep guttural oath in French.

He sat down opposite her, and

watched her in silence for a few sec-,
“To think you should have me

onds.
in that easy way. But you won’'t do
it again, don’t you think so. You want
to know, what's coming, do you? Well,
there’s going to’ be an accident, We're
running into another tunnel directly; &
longer one this time, and—waitya min-
ute,”.he broke off. “I can see what I
want to do without a light. There are
such things as shadows, you know.” —

With a laugh and an oath, he rose and
pulled the cover over the lamp. The
light was already dim enough; but the
thick cover would make the carriage
quite dark,

When he had arranged the cover to
his satisfaction he sat down again and
grinned. “And the accident is that you
are going to tumble out—in other words
I'm going to throw you out. I'm in
a bit of trouble, and I'm not going to
leave you tell tales. See?

«1 will give you my word of honor
that I'will not breathe a word of this
to anyone.” . :

“You shut up. I've had enough of
your gooseing me to last my life.
You've got about three minutes before
you start, so make the most of ’em. I
should have dome it without telling
you, so as it would have come sudden-
ly, if you hadn’t tried to jump me with
your fainting dodge., But you won’t do
it again, I promise you.”

Olive ventured on yet another attempt
to pacify the man, “I swear to you
that if you will give up this attempt,
I will not only not tell anyone a word
of what has happened, but I'll pay you
well.”

“Shut up,” srowled the brute; ‘“or
T'll take the risk of making sure you're
done for first, and then chuck you out
afterwards. You don’'t jump me twice.”

She abandoned the attempt then, and
get herself as resolutely as she could
to face the death that seemed inevita-
ble. i

Twice again he leaned his head out of
the window, as if-to see exactly where
they were; but now he did not rise from
his seat, and ‘kept an eye  clogely. .on
Qlive. Y

Once he glanced down under the seat
where he had thrown the paper, as if
to make sure it was there; and this
gave Olive an idea. |

A plan, almost a forlorn hope, took
shape in her thoughts; and she sat
thinking it over and over in sheer
desperation. There was just the faint-
est chagce that it might succeed, and
the thought nerved and gave her cour-
age. 3

She was watching his every move-
ment, and when at length the train
whistled on approaching the tunnel, she
saw him think a moment, glance
across the carriage, and rise as if to
go to that side.

But he paused and loked out of the
window close to Olive,

She looked out and saw that the train
was running on the middle line of
rails, and that there was another set
of rails for the ordinary traffic,

As the train dashed into the tunnel,
he unfastened the door and thrust it
open.

As it swung open, Olive recoiled in-
voluntarily, and the man moved back
a step as if to seize her the more easily
for the foul purpose he had.in view.

1t was dark as pitch now; and the
darkness helped her plan. She knew
just where he was, and rushing ‘at
him suddenly, as he was in the act of
geizing her, she thrust him violently
away and springing up, uttered a pierc-

ing scream, and made as if to throw

herself out of the carriage. But instead
of that she turned in the doorway and
crept under the seat, gathering in her
dress with the utmost care, so that not
a vestige of it should be seen, Then she
lay as still as death.

The man swore horribly, and first
felt all along the seats to make sure
she had gone; and next leant out of
the carriage, to see that she had not
crawled along the footboard.

Suddenly the engine whistled shrilly,
and began to slow down.

With a fresh set of oatHs the man
closed the door and looked out of the
window to ascertain the cause of the
stoppage. The train was now near to
the end of the tunnel, and travelling
at a slow rate of speed; but another
whistle sounded, and the train com-
menced to quicken.

Tearing the cover from the lamp, he

let down ;

But

gave a last look round the compart-
ment, opened the door on the further
side, stepped down on to the foot-
board, paused there a moment to close
the door after him, and then dropped
on to the rails just before the train ran
. into the daylight.

With a feeling of intense thankful-
ness, Olive scrambled out from undsr
the seat, and fell back on the cush-
fons, almost fainting from the strain
of the terrible experience.

She had been very near to death, she
knew; and for some minutes she could
' do nothing but seek" to still her beating
heart and recover her dazed wits.

Now that the danger was over, and
' her life safe, her nerves threateped to
fail her altogether. She seemed to see
the man’s coarse face staring into hers;
i to feel the touch of his vile menacing
grip; and to hear the brutal words in
which he had threatened her with that
' cruel death. : >

| She could scarcely persuade herself |
that she was really safe, and rushed to

the window of the dogr by which he
had made his escape, t@assure herself
that he was not stfil waiting to return
and renew his de_'.Perate efforts.

Then &he looked” all round the car-
riage, and even under the seats in an
almost hysterical desire to be sure he
“was not lurking there, And in doing
i that she made a discovery.
i~ The paper which hé had thrown un-
. der the seat was lying in a corner, and
- she took it out and unfolded it.

At the first glance she started so vio-
‘ lently that the paper almost fluttered
. out of her grasp.

To her utter amazement the writing
closely resembled her own; and the
siznature was hers: “Olive Parmenter.”

The blood rushéd to her heart as she
saw this, and when she read what was
written, she uttered a cry of the deep-
est bewilderment. A greathlight broke
in upon her as to the full sinister
meaning. of this attempt upon her life.

, = CHAPTER X.

Mrs. Merridew-as a Friend.

Olive was some minutes before she
could entirely control the wild thoughts
z;xlch the reading of the paper start-

It consisted of -just three
writing.

“I feel I cannot bear- the disgrace
which has fallen on me; and I choose
this means of ending a life which would
be intolerable.

lines of

1 ., “Oltve Parmenter.”

When the fiest almost breathless feel-
ing of horror subsided,.and ‘Olive had
regained her self-command, she was
able to extract some degres-of comfort
from her discovery. ik

It was clear that the attack upon her
had been designed’ by'Richard Merri-
dew, and that it was no mere ordinary
attempt at robbery. Hesmust ih some
way have learned of A%r intention. to
go. to Sheffield—there had been no se-
oket made of the fact, indeed—and he
had instigated this ruffian’s work. .

But why should he be so afraid of
any results of her journey? Why was
he so anxious for her death? There
was only one answer, He was con-
scious . thét her ‘jodrney might result
in' her discovering something: which
would reveal the truth, and thus de-
stroy the conspiracy by which ‘ her
father’s name had -been blackened, and
she herself so wronged and robbed.

Thus the feeling of harror at her nar-
row eéscapa soon gave way to one of
exultation and greater confidence, She
had escaped the cunning scheme lald
for her destruction, had . gained a
startling confirmation of her own in-
stinctive guess, and had received &
warning she would never forget.
HEwen, chief editorial writer of the New

She had paid:a heayy price for this;
but now that the peril was passed, she
had no regrets.

Her plight was nevertheless serious.
All her money was_ gone, and every-
thing which was of any value. ‘Worst
of all,moreover,was theloss of a half-
dogén photlographs of her father, taken
at different ages,whichishe had brought
to assist her in her task.

Her dress was badly torn, her hat
damaged beyond repair, and she her-
helf bruised and hurt as the result-of
her assailant’s violence. She did what
she could.to make herself presentable;
but she presented a sorry figure as the
train ran into the Sheffield station, and
she called to an official and immediate-
ly reported what had occurred.

To her amazement her story was not
believed; and she was subjected to a
i rough and ready cross-examination at
| the hands of a stupid official, whose
chief anxiety appeared to be to throw
discredit on her wordsin order to hush
the matter up in the interests of the
company.

“Why didn’t you have the train stop-
ped 7’ he asked.

'; “I tried to; I pulled the cord of com-
! munication, but no notire was taken.”

“That's nonsense,’ was the rough
retort. ‘“Ask the guard and the en-
gine driver,” he added to another man.

But the train has been allowed to
proceed on its journey, and they had,

. of course, gone on with it,

“What marks of this supposed vio-
lence have you ?”” was the next ques-
tion. ; s

“You car. see my dress for yourself,
and my hat.”

“You might have done that yourself,
I caution you to be very careful. We

| have had more than one attempt to
rush the company in this way.”

“This is monstrous,” cried Olive, in-
dignantly.

“Keep your temper, and give us the
facts,”” he retorted. ‘“Where's your
ticket 2"

“It was taken from me with the rest
—my money and jewels.”

“I expected that,” ‘he replied, with a
sneer and a knowing nod.

“Do you dare to suggest that I am
making up this story in order to avoid
paying my fare ?”’

“I don’t suggest anything.
your ticket. That's all.”

“I can prove that it was taken. The
Hon, John Fenwick, Lord Belborough'’s
_son, was with me when I took it at
Oxford. You can telegraph to him.”

“Why don’t you make him a duke
at once?” answered the man, winking.
‘“We know your sort, Fetch a con-
stable,” he told a companion. ‘“‘Here's

I want

1

i

.| so many strange stories told te us that

‘ker the message,

a woman travelling without a ticket, !

and pitching a yarn that it was stolen |

from her in the train by a man, dressed
as a woman, who stole everything she

i

! ready to welcome even such a helper as

had as well,” he said to the policeman !

who came, ‘‘Wants us to wire to Lord

1
Somebody or other to prove she had |
one.” :

The policeman, unfortunately for |
Olive, was an even bigger.fool than the
railwayman. “Going to charge her?” he |
asked, bluntly. |

“That’s for the guvnor to say, Of
course.”

“I was stabbed here in the arm,” said
Olive then, pointing to the spet.

“‘Show us.”

“It is under my dress,”
Olive.

“Mrs. Smith, our searcher, is in the
station,” said the constable, |

The woman was sent for, and took |
Olive into a private office, where the |
dress bodice was taken off and the |
wound shown.

Then the men were called in, “It's |
only a tiny scratch,” was the report. |
“She might have done it herself. 1]
found this in her pocket,” and she |
handed over the paper which the man '
had left in the carriage.

“A put-up job, sure enough,” was the
vérdict. - !

“I would@ not have believed it pos-
sible that Bnglishmen would behave in
such a way,” cried Olive, vehemently.
“I have been nearly done to ‘death on
your line, and’ you take me for a com-
mon cheat.’ 'But you shall suffer.for )
this, all of you. I haye friemds power-
ful enough to make that certain. ‘Do i
what you wilL.” S W

The woman went out then, and the
two men spoke together in low tones.
The official left the room soon after to
return with the stationmaster.

The official had given him his ver-
sion, and it had evidently prejudiced
him; but he listened quietly to Olive’s
story, and then said: “You wish me
to telegraph to Mr. Fenwick ?”

‘“Yes, at Bellborough Castle.”

“It shall be done at once, of course;
but I must request you to remain here
until we have the reply. Unfortunate-
ly, we do not know you, and we have

|
|
|

|
protested |
|

we are obliged to be cautious.”

His tone was courteous enough, but
his manner was full of doubt.

For some hours Olive remained in
the little room by herself, eating hér
heart out with mortification and rising
apprehension.

Then the statfonmaster returned, and
she saw by his faee that there Wwas
trouble coming.

“T have telegraphed, as you wished;
but this is the resuit,” and he handed

“No truth whatever in the stery.
Fenwick.”

She stared blankly at the message,
angd-looking up found the station mas-
ter's ey:s fixed keenly upon her.
Hadn't you b‘etter admit everything?”’
he agked, not unkindly. )

“Every. ' word I have ‘said is the
truth,” declared Oliwe, with almost pit-
eous earnestness. She was growing
more and migre, alarmed and discom-
posed. o S

“But' this message,”’ was the retort.

“] can’t understand it. I can’t explain
it, except that I am certain there is
some horrible mistake.”

“Can you send for any friend, or any-
ene who knows you in Sheffleld?”

“I am an utter stranger and know
no one.” '

He shrugged his shoulders at the re-
ply and looked very grave. “I am afraid
I have only one course to take.”

“Wait,” cried Olive, suddenly. g
you will telegraph to Mr. Richard Case-
ment, solicitor, of Frampton, he will
answer for me.” ¢

But he shook his head. “I have al-
ready sent one message. I cannot send
another to meet with a similar result.
I will communicate with him; but
meanwhile I cannot keep you longer in
the station; and, if your story is cor-
rect, he will no doubt take steps to
have the matter put right before the
proper authorities.”

“What do you mean?”’
turning pale.

We have the strictest erders to prose-
cute in ‘such cases. I.am not my own
master in such matters. I am sorry for
you, very sorry. You are & very young
girl to be in .such trouble; but I have
no option.’

“You mean you will give me in cus-
tody?” she cried, aghast at the
thought. ; (

«Tt is too grave a case for me to pver-
look. You have made a most serious
charge against the company—that an
outrage was attempted, that you sought
to stop the train without result, and
that you have been robbed on the jour-
ney. But for that, I might have taken
the responsibility of releasing you. But
the case must take its due course. It
must, indeed.”

For a moment Olive turned chill and
faint with dismay, and sat with bowed
head and tightly-clinched hands. Then
she recovered her self-confidence and
arose.

“As you will,” she said calmly.
am ready.”

“I will give you one more chance of
contradicting your story,” he salid,
pausing.

“I have nothing to contradict. I have
told\ only the truth,” she said, calmly.

Something in her manner apeared to
influence him, and to shake his belief
that she was an imposter, He wavered,
but then, with a sigh, and a shrug of
his shoulders, he went out, to return
with the constable,

They all eft the room together, and
Olive at first hung her head in shame
at her disgrace; but she nerved herself
directly, and lifted her head proudly. As
she did so, her name was uttered in a
tone of intense surprise.

«Miss Parmenter!’ It was Mrs, Mer-
ridew.

, Olive was passing without paying any
heed, but the stationmaster stopvned.

“Do you know this young lady, mad-
am?’”’ he asked.

“Of eourse I .do.

At his request she returned with them
to the little room, and the matier wus
explained to her. Mrs., Merrid2w's an-
ger blazed out, and she stormed fur-
fously at all concerned. Asked if she
would answer for Olive, she
with great warmth, and that she wouid
at once pay the price of the ticket; and
what was more, would* see that tle
whole mater was thoroughly irvesti-
gated.

Olive was so overjoyed at her escape
from the terrible position, that she was

she asked,

o“x

Mrs. Merridew; and when the two were
left together, the mater having been

replied |-

arranged for the present, sh> thanked
her cordially.

Mrs. Merridew received the thanks

shrewdly. “I do not pretend to like
you, Miss Parmenter, after whaxt pass-
ed between us last time we metfl, and.I
know that you do not like m: Bu: I
am a human being none the less, and
could not see you wo fouuv wrongsd.
You must accept 3uch little help as I
can offer you until you can communl—'
cate with your friends. What are you,
going to do?”’

“I am penniless for the time,” said
Olive dolefully. “I cannot =ven tele-
graph to Mr. Casement.” . A

“No nmomey?’ exclabmed Mr3. Merri-
dew, throwing up he r hands.  ‘“‘Poor

| child. It is past eight o'clock. No mes-

sage can reach tbe lawyer tonighy in @
little plae Jike Frampton. Meanwaile,
what vill you do and wher: will you
go? Let me makd a suggest.vn. Bury !
the hatchet between usuntil tomorrow !
and come to my rooms. The first thing
in-the moeni ¥ we W wirs to Mr.|
Case:neat.” ' |
“1.would rather gé to a hotel. I have,
my luggage. !
But this turned out to be wreng. BY
a mistake her luggage had not been left
at the station. Nothing was to be,
found, at any rate; {
Olive’s only altérnative was therefore
to accept Mrs, Merridew’s offer or pass
the night in the workhouse or the,
streets. Unwillingly, she yielded. !
Some inkling of the facts had mean-
while leaked out, and a small knot O
people surrounded them as they were
about to.leave the station, and some
jeering remarks were made at Olive's
dress and dishevelled apearance, {
“Then a dirty, disreputable looking hag
pushed her way through the rest, el-
bowing them aside, and, with a loud
cry, rushed up to Olive and selzed her.!
“Ulle, my girl, eome back at last, 'ave
you? And a fine beauty you loek, too.”
Olive tors her hand from that of the
old crene, and drew back in disgust.
How dare you? I do not know youms
“How dare you? I don’t know you.,
I never saw you in my life.” |
“ 'Fre, come ‘off of it. Not so much of
your don’t know you. She’s my mad
daughter, she is,” she called, in a loud
volee to the rest of the peopls. “Mad
Sally. She’s off her nut, she is, I've
got you at last, ‘ave 1? You don’t glve
me the slip again in a hurry,” and with
that she seized Olive again and called
loudly for the police.

CHAPTER X1

A Sinister Development.

Much to Olive’s reliel Mrs, Merridew, '
who ‘had stood aside in evident amaze-
ment at the scene, stepppd forward
and put herself between her and the
viragoe of a woman. i

“It is we who need the police,” he
sald. - “This is a disgraceful scene.
Stand bhack at once. Here is my ad-
dress; if you have anything to say,
come and say it when you are sober.”
And thrusting a card into the woman’s
hand, sho got Olive into the cab and
they drove away. !

“Phat such a thing should be possi-
ble in an English town!” she exclaim-
ed indignantly. “It is disgraceful, and
I feel for you sincerely, Miss Pa.rmen-l
ter.” !

“I can’t understand it,”” cried Olive,
Tost in bewilderment. “The whole
world appears to have gone stark,
staring mad.”

“What a merciful coincidence that I
chanced to be here,” was the reply. “I
can, at any rate, promise you a safe
night’s rest; and I am sure you must
be in need of it. Even if we are op-
posed to one another, we can cry a
truce for a single night.”

It was, in truth, an awkward situa-
tion, and Olive felt not a little embar-
rassed. But Mr. Merridew showed tact
enough to kep away from the subject
of the bitter differences between them;
and did all she could to induce Olive
to believe that she had no thought
save for her comfort. |

She was not staying at a hotel, but
in apartments; and found ocoasion to
explain this to Olive on the ground
that her health did not admit of her
taking any but the plainest food, which
she had not been always able to get
at hotels.

Olive was utterly worn out by the
experiences of the day, and paid little
attention to this explanation; nor did
it strike her as singular. She was
faint for want of food, and took what
was given to her readily, and hurried
off to bed soon afterwards.

She was indeed, too dazed to think
about anything. She owed it to Mrs.
Merridew that she had any bed at all
to go to, and that she had escaped
from the drunken fury of that terrible
virago. What she would have done,
penniless, freindless, and alone under
such circumstances, baffled her im-
agination; and she fell asleep in the
comfortable bed with a feeling of
gratitude for Mrs. Merridew’s help. {

But in the early morning, when she
awoke refreshed by her sleep, and able
once more to think calmly, she began
to take a different view of what had
occurred. Certain questions forced
themselves upon her. How came it
that Mrs. Merridek was in Sheffield so
opportunely? And was it more than
coincidence that she had appeared at
the station just at the moment when
Olive would be. in such sore need of
help?

If the attack in the train had really
been. planned by Gilbert Merridew—
and that paper left little or no room
for doubt—might not: this further de-
velopment have been also carefully
schemed?

In her sleepy state overnight it had
not seemed singular that Mrs. Merri-
dew should be in apartments instead
of a hotel; but was it not a very curi-
ous step? The Merridews had probab-
ly known from the first that Olive
would come to Sheffield to prosecute
her inquries; they were greatly afraid
of the results, too; was it not' quite
likely, therefore, that they would have
this house in readiness for usc against
her, in vase of an opportunity offering
itself?

‘All that which had appéared to be
no more than kindness on the preced-
ing night now took a very different
shape. It might all be part of some
plan, cunningly concocted and clever-
ly carried out. Had Mrs. Merridew
helped her out of her trouble with the
railway people, only to lure her into
a worse mess? Was the house a trap? |

No sooner had these thoughts occur-
red to her than she dressed herself, re-

solved to leave the house without &
moment’s delay. But then she made &
disquieting discovery.
Her door was locked on the outside.
She was a prisoner! .
A glance from the window shawed
her a flagged area thirty feot below.

“There was no escape that way.

She rang the bell in her room. But
without respomse.
It might all mean nothing, of course;

but, on the other hand, it might mean

! so much that Olive was greatly per-

turbed.  She blamed herself bitterly for
the folly of the previous night’'s trust.
Better, far better, it seemed to her now,
to have been taken to the police sta-
tion than to have trustod herself inside
this houss.’ The publicity would have
been . galling; - but-she would at least
have been safe in the hands of the
police.

After -some consideration she re-
solved to act as if she had no suspi-
cion at all. She undressed and got
into bed again, determined to seize the
first chance that offered to leave the
house.

About nine o'cloek Mrs. Merridew
herself came into her room. *“I hope
you have slept well, Miss Parmenter.
I locked your door when I found you
had not dene so, because—well, I al-
ways lock: my own when I am in &
strange house.  And, of course, I know
nothing about the: people here.”

Olive made some commonplace reply,
and dressing herself as quickly as pos-
sible stole :out of the room intending
to leave the house. .

But’' Mrs. Merridew met her on the
stairs. “How quickly you dvess,” s’}‘;
said with a smile. “This is my sitting-
room;” and she barred omdnt:-an
and led her into a room on first
floor at the back of the house, where
breakfast was elready laid for them.

“I have left my up=
stairs”  declared Olive 'in the middle
of the meal. To her rellef Mrs Merti-
dew let her leave the room, and she
ran down to the fremt door to gain the
streat.

But to her infinite chagrin aad con~
cern the big door was locked and the
key had been taken away; and whiles
shé 'was staniing there, Mrs. Merridew
a,ppea‘!‘ed&tthehndotthemm
saw her: :

“My dear Miss Parmenter, whatever
is the matter?” she exclaimed.

“T felt ;I meeded a breath of fresh
air,” replied Olive feebly.

“And you found the doer locked.
Come upstairs and I will tell you the
reason. I did not intend to tell you yet.
The truth is” she continued, when
they were again seated at the table, ‘&
very unpleasant thing has occurred.
That woman who insulted you at the
station came here early this morning,
and told the people of the house that
you were a dangerous lunatic. They
made me promise to be responsible for
you. Of course, I did so immediately;
and I had to give my word that you
should not leave the house until the
matter was cleared up. So I propese
that you telegraph at once to Mr. Case-
ment and get him to come down here.
What do you say?"

“With all my heart,” was Olive’'s
eager reply; and she at once wrote out
a message and gave it to a servant who
answered the bell.

«“We shall have a reply from him
very soon, of course, and then shall
know what to do,” said Mrs. Merridew;
adding, with a reassuring smile: “In
the meantime you must try to amuse
yourself as best you can here. They
won’t hear of your going out, you
know.”’ !

When the servant came to clear away
the breakfast, Olive observed, not
without a tendency to smile, that she
made haste to put the knives out of her
reach; and altogether appeared very
nervous and ill at ease, casting glance
after glance aof startled serutiny in her
direction. S

About an hour later there was &
further development. The old woman,
looking less disrepuitable than on the
previous day, arrived in company with
a well-dressed man who said he was
her solicitor. He gave his name as
Mathers, and that of his client as Sar-
ah Tisley; and he repeated the state-
ment that Olive was the woman's
daughter, and that she was not sane
enough to be trusted at large.

Mrs. Merridesv scouted the idea, and
declared that Olive’'s own solicitor
would be in Sheffleld.- within a few
hours, when the whole preposterous
mistake would be explained. The old
woman, however, stuck to her story,
and declared that she could bring doz-
ens of witnesses who could identify
Olive; complained volubly of the evil
Olive was supposed to have done as the
result of her insane delusions; and de-
manded that she' should be placed in
restraint.

“How long have you known the young
woman?’ the lawyer asked Mrs. Mer-
rideyw. 2

“wWell, I am obliged to admit that it
is not morge than a few days,” was the
seemingly reluctant reply.

“you know the story she told yester-
day to the rallway people?”

“T pelieve if. I have no doubt of its
truth.”

“She has done it three times before,”
answered Mr. Mathers, with a shrug
of the shoulders. ‘‘At the present time
an innocent man is in prison as the re-
sult of a charge of the sort brought
by her against him. She is not safe to
be at large. There must fe a proper
medical examination. Fortunately, Sir
Anthony Browick, the great expert, is
in Sheffield. I will arrange for him to
be here this afternoon, with another
doetor. This Mr. Cassment will be here
by that time, and the thing can be in-
vestigated thoroughly. Do you agree
to that, madam?’

“I agree readily,”
“Mr.” Casement . will-
right.”” !

It -wase arranged in that way, there-
fore, and the lawyer and the woman
left.

Olive laughed at the whole matter as
ridiculous and, without any serious ap-
prehension, awaited Mr. Casement’s
arrival. Not only would this preposter-
ous blunder be explained, but she her-
self would be released from Mrs. Mer-
ridew’s custody.

She passed the time in writing out
a detailed account of the previous day’s
experiences in the train; the task be-
ing interrupted now and again by
questions from her companion.

I suppose you are quite sure of all
that happened, Miss Parmenter?” ask-
ed Mrs. Merridew, who knew what she
was doing.

declared Olive.
put everything

(To be Continued.)
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