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A Broken Vow ;

~OR

'BETTER THAN REVENGE.

(JléAP’l'ER XII.

JTho mind of Victor Kelman was es-
scitially a mischevious one, There are
nien like that in the world, who never
really grow oul of the impish nature
ti:al belonged to their childhocd; men
who find a pleasuie in spreading scan-
dal, and are sometimes amazed at the
Tesulls:of it; men who never lose the
Apstinet of making trouble, if they can,

pamong their fcliows. The perverted

¢omind seems (o teach them a'ways lo do

& %“\\hut another. more generovus-minded,
would studicu~ly avoid.

Undcr ordinavy circumstunces Victor
Kelman might have been expected to
bc amused atl, and a little contemptu-
cus of, the poor litlle love-story upon
which he had lighted; might have been
expected 1o sce .(hat there was no pro-
fit in it, and nothing to be gained, and
50 have lcft it alone. Instead of that,
however, he began to puzzle his brains
as o how he might step in; how he
might, while apparently working in Lhe
interesls of Olive, yet work a little on
Lis own account. And above all, he was
naturally puzzled concerning a wmatler
Gl which he had only so far touched the
mere fringe.

One hes to consider also the vanity
ol the man. Thal, in a curious quixolic
fashion, he had been interested in Olive
Varney was true enough; thal he had
loved her, so far as it was in -him (o
love at all, was equally true,  But the
years had changed . Olive Varney and
done much to sour her: above all else,
fthis man was probably the last who
could have scen the real beauly of a
nature it was not in him to undersland.
And last of all, the vanity of the man
had taught him that a younger, fairer
flower had lurned in his direction, and
might perhaps be had—or so he told
himself—for thoe plucking. Ie was not
the man to have any false notions of
del'cacy aboul the nmatler; the only dif-
ficulty in his mind was that he was
pcor. More than that, the only person
i the world -who could have helped
him was poor ulso—and thal person
was Olive,

“The thing js fzm;ny»»(‘u:lf11111‘1-'<lly
tame!” he muttered to himself us he
paced slowly and lln-u;;h![nl]y along
Groenways’ Gardens, As the Gardens
fcrmed a sort of clongated square, with
a long strip of ground fenced in in the
cenlre, it was possible for anyone to
walk at the end furthesl from the main
rwad and be mparalively alone, be-
caue there was no real traflie in Green-
ways' Gardens save that of ils inhahi-
tants; and Vietor Kelman was pacing
slowly to and fro al the further onds
lowe variety- change—above all things 1
loveNamuseent. I saw in this a chance
te go one beller than my sweel inscrut-
able one—O0live; instead of which I am
al a standstill.  Of course: if You come
lo that, she is at a standstill also; be-
Ciuse she also has no maoney.  Thepe
arc Iwo things o be done; {o discover
Who and where the real” Aunt Phipps
is—and o gt somelhing out of some-
body. Whivh Ialter has been my prin-
cipie. all my life.”

Coming towards him, from {he di-
rection of No.”™3, he saw Olive Varney;
evidently she was on the look-out (or
him. At his end of the strip of gardon
was a rusly broken gate, which nyigshl
al some time or other have been Joek-
ed; it simply Swung upon ils hinges
now. . Making certain thal she saw him,
he passed in Lhrough the gale; slaac.
ing over his shoulder, he saweshé- wa's
following. As if by mual” eonsent,
they stopped al the oyge 8686 the place
boasted—a geat Liddefi to some extent
by the tall ol . The man waved

hand politgl#=€owards the seal: {he

Aunl Phipps—whal is your

%" asked  Victor ironically,
#for me lo say,” she retorted,
events, it won't concorn you,
? 1an. - You seem fo lhink. bo-
WOu have so unluckily found e
d penetraled part of ny secrel,
UOU will take the whip-hand in {his
e8s; you wll find you are mistaken,
A game I play. I play. alone;

@ve made up my mind (o that.”

ickle Aunt Phinps! he said, wilh
smile. “I thought thal weo had arrang-

d to play whetever game was g Jo

Yed togelhor; T thought it was sol-
med that 1 was (o help you? [ don't
Phink vou're wise o (ry and leave me
Ut of it, my Jdear gith I know o
uch,”

“You ' think you know a great “deal.
Eshe said, “bul vou'll fing you really
Know very little, 1f You come to thaf,
We are both helpless in the malter; we

an ta'k—and talk—and talk about what

e“re going to do; und then -sit wilh
bands in our_laps, and do nothing.

Bosibic:
1 § v Smiles’

Ut for herself
nevitably sk aed
B C\W Of-miine will i

BHBH . 1atier os (hat.

ethe pair of them; but

L & together and be happy.

e love-story growns under our oyes
day by day: {h> very fact thalt he has
NG money brings them tog: . oul of
her pity oz him.  And I've done it
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“Yes. But for the fact-of my comingj
he might still have hoped that he was
one day lo be rich,” she replied bitler|
Iy. “By some perversion of what E hat
intendad, I am designed actually 1
bring happiness to her.”

“How do you know that no foney is
coming to the boy?” he asked,

“Because the neal Aunt Phipps h
told me so.’ she biyrted out. “That’
& part of the séeret you haven't fathom
cdyel, my friend.” =3

“Give me time—give e time,"” hel
said pl?‘nsnn(l.\'. “Bub consble yoursel
with (He—theught that at lhe present
moment you :u'o\{n stumbling block in
the way of their) happiness. The lady
has confided to we that they cannot
marry, or even think of love, while the
young man has a certain Aunt Phipps
to provide for.” .

“You brute!” she exclaimed fiercely,
“Don’t you know enough of me to know
that that is the worst part of the whole
blunder? That I—who would have
starved willingly—who have given. up
cverything I had in the world to carry
oul this purpose—that I should be sup-
poried and paid for by a bright lad
like that, who can scarcely provide for

himself. You don't understand that;
yYou don’t know what it means. [ must

SHEEP SCAB.

The live stock branch of the Ontario
gricultural College, Guelph, have pre-
ired the following notes in regard to
eep scab:

Cause.—The disease is caused by a
lite which pricks the skin of the sheep,
ausing a.scab to form, under which
he mite lives,

Symptoms.—The cnimal is restless.
‘hey scratch and bite themselves and
ub against fenees, ete. The fleece looks
ufted or matted and portions of il are

t by the sheep with its mouth,

{-the hand is held to, the cheep’s naSe

hile it is being scratched, the animal
will eommence nibbling. This is one
ure symptom of the disease.

Effects.—The fleece falls ocutb, usually
beginning at the shoulders and work-
ing backward and downward. Ewes
may abort or if lambs are carried to
full time they are likely to be weak and
unthrifty,

Treatment.—Dip all animals and spray
a'' buildings where affected sheep have
been housed. Shear sheep and put in

‘dipping vat for at least two minutes,
See that animals are complelely sub-
merged at least once. A second dip-
ping must follow at an interval of sey-
n to ten days., Isolate animals from
elds or lots where discase is suspect-
d for at least two months, at the end

[ which time the mites should be dead.
Dips.—Any good stock dip should be
fective, but the lime and sulphur dip

‘ i

say nothing, because of the false posi- 4

tion I hold—and this Loy must work for
me. I may be keeping {he lovers apart

but I'm punishing myself far more thani@

I can ever hope to punish her.”

“You're far oo sensitive, my deay
Olive,” he replied. “Think yoursel
lucky in this world to gel someone to
provide for you at all. If You will be
S0 quixolic as to give up the actual
money you possess, in order to carry
cut an insane purpose, you've gol f
get someone to look after you. For
my part, the whole business is <o fun-
ny. and such a puzzle, and vou play
your parl so extremely well that I sin-
cerely hope you won't give up.”

“Am I the sort of woman to give up
anylhing to which I have set my hand?"
she asked. “But I am working in ¢
dairk; I don't sce the way."”

“It is difficult, I admit,” he replied.
“If only we had that money which is
lying in the clulches of the Railway
Company, we might get on for a lif-
te while, until something turned up.
S far as I'm concerned, T am on o
borderland of bankrupléy. By the v ]
—would the money have lasted long?”

“Il depends upon whal one w anled [«
do wilh it,” she 1eplied maodily, 9] p~
member the amount exaclly—mostly ir
notes, with a litlle gold in an oid: putrss
that was my mother's. Geodness onl:
knows how my father managed
scrape it together, for we were offe
hard pre<sed enough, in the Jast day
ol his life; but th re was a sum of nea
ly two hundred and fijiy pounds—afte
I had taken what was neecssary for m
journey. Poor father had been careft
9 keep it in English notes and Englis
cold; X;;\u hundred and thirly pound
in nolesScand len pounds in gold in Lh
old pursc.NLhe vest, fortunately, I hac

poeket. ‘hy do you usk?

“Oh—for no particular reason. he re
sponded lightly. “I was only regrel
ting thal tiere wasn't a  lillle of
handy just mnow. - You see. my dea;
Olive. vour responsibilities ars some
whal hcavy; you have brooghl mo int
the business, and I have expensive ha
bils and tastes. Whal will become «
me—of us, I should say, when the last
shilling s gone, I can't {(hink.
haven't a voice, or we night do a litlk
aristocratic singing in Ihe strools. Two
hundred and fifty pounds! Its a lol of
morey to be lost.”

She sal silent for a long {tme, wilh
her elbows on her knees and hor chin
dropped in her hands, staring al the
ground. Vietor Kelman sat wilh one
leg lighlly ecrossed over the other. and
hic hat at an agle. walching her,

“I suppose you'll think me a fool, Vie-
leor—but Tm no good at (his business,”
she suid at last.  “Por haps there is in
UG something of my mother—sone tén-
derness that not all my hard life conld

o

L

wipe oul. I lay awake last night, think-

g of the neanness and {he bittern: ss
and the brutality of it g, I wasnt

|

made for this kind of thing; Fafe hzmj

forced it upon me. If I had heen ).orn
under somie luckier star, | cowdd have
crown up to find the love and the ten-
deriiess that ave in (he workd. I'm
ool enaugh now to sympathize®¢it) th's
renniless boy; fool enough @9” be soiry
for the girl, She's g nicesyrir].”
“She's — adorable!” oxeMinicd Viclor,
K.ssing his finger-lipgsd®“sh: s prefty—
virluous—and amiablét she las but une
faultl—that she low#€ unou-r man, |
had forgo'ten; M6 has anithor faull—

that she §S@POr. ALl the 1co women

M are poor. I find: {he ugly
2t the ‘money, vs a species of
mpeusalion, Ko you are lhinking of
giving up Lhis business «f vengeance.
l“" %
r!'she replied,  “Bef pe nme. day
i beeds, (0 remembrance of (i
T ) has Leen my life for
many years, and decannol [orgot.,
shall g0 ¢n 1o thew w100 matler wii
my own feclings about#he thing 1
La.”
They parted then—Olive (s
15 the house and Viclor to his @
g, When he arrived there,

himsell in his room and sal lrondé'l!p;,','-
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