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wu irst dale of seeding wffis Hie 
of *t and "the barley, and from 

• date of seeding with tboosts 
pn as. It was observed that, as 
va >l seeding was delayed, the 
Lu df rust in the resulting crop 
(1. ally increased, with only one 
ha option. The results Indicate 
u lance of sowing spring wheat, 
( [)|ls and peas in the order here 
a^rting with the spring wheat, 
po;ing with Uie peas. An exeeed- 
j^irtant lesson may bo learned 
a,r results of tliis experiment, 

hgiw that, for every day’s delay 
oiifding after tho first week had 
jn [which Uie seeding look place, 
a [ tni average decrease of 56 
he I oahs, 53 pounds of barley, 29 
s^J spring wheat, and 23 pound» 

^er acne.
y^of Uie past five wars emmer
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U BETTER THAN REVENGE.A.I,
w$*.CHAPTER VIII. tween his aunt and uncle. “Your uncle 

killed himself, I believe.”
Don't you know?" asked 

Christopher, staring at her in 
ment.

“Not exactly," replied Olive, 
t-ering her lesson. “When lie found 
that all the money wois gone, he simply 
left a letter for me, saying that he in
tended to destroy him self. That is'ail.”

“Yes—but suppose he didn't!” ex
claimed Christopher eagerly. “Suppose 
he \vas merely spoofing you. Aunt 
Phipps. 1 don’t want to hurt your fool- 
ings, but from what my mother always 
•old oh? of Uncle Phipps he was such 
a cheery, happy-go-lucky sort of fellow, 
that he might have repented at the lost 
moment.” )

“It is quite unlikely," saild Olive, feel
ing herself getting deeper into the maze 
every moment. “Surely I ought to know 
your uncle better than you! Nmv, I 
waul you to tell me about this girl I 
have seen In the house," she went 
Who is she?"
“Lives in Uie house," said Christopher 

shortly, as he went on with his break- 
“Wh,y do you Ask, Aunt Phipps?”

Oh—I am a little interested in her. 
from what f saw of her last night " re
plied Olive carelessly. “I am remind
ed of her, because you suggested Iasi 
night that you were in love with some- 
ono—and I thought perhaps it might

Olive Varney awoke in the morning 
With a curious feeling of helplessness. 
•She lay for some time, thinking over 
all the business on which she had so 
Impulsively embarked, and seeing, for 
the first time, that Iheio was a possi
bility she might not triumph so com
pletely and so suddenly as she had an
ticipated. It was well enqugh, of 

-course, to have got into the place, and 
to be lying I here—a secret and unsu
spected enemy—within a yard or two 
of the girl; but to be lying there prac
tically powerless was a galling thing. 
And her powerlessnass arose from the 
fact that she was without money, and 
was therefore to a largo extent at tho 
mercy of those who were prepared to 
tic charitable to her.

In her eagerness to get to work upon 
that scheme laid down for her by her 
father, she had lost sight of the fact 
that she had no scheme to work upon, 
•save that vague one that had been al
ways in Ids disca;?ed and distorted mind. 
Again, in coming into the place and 

-so lightly declaring that she was Aunt 
Phipps, and fiennil&ss, she had lost 
sight of tho obvious fact that Chris to- 

, plier Daync must be called upon to sun- 
port her. Androso far as Olivo Varney 
was concerned, Christopher Daync was 
a stranger. She must, of course, utterly 

•refuse to accept Ills charity; yet. on the 
■olter hand, she must accept that char
ity if she would remain under that roof. 
Altogether, Olive Varney began to feel 
that she had made ratter a muddle of 
the business to begin with.

She racked ter brain to find what 
"was to be done. There was no one on 
whom she could call for help, because 
ct necessity the matter was a secret 

-one, winch concerned herself only. Ini-' 
possible to claim that sum of money 
which had been hoarded by her father 
for this very work; because tlrnt 
was locked away in a bag which/ 
only to claimed by Olive Vatfn;
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“My dear Aunt Phipps," broke in 
Christopher hurriedly, as he rose from 
the table and buttoned his coat nereis 
tes chest, ‘for the future I have but one 
object in life—to work. Save for 
ossary moments which must bo snatch
ed for eating, dressing and slumber, I 
shall work, I shall, in fact, become a 
mere machine, to turn out. so much a 
day—and even so much a night, if pas
sible. Which reminds me that I am 
westing time. Make yourself comfor
table; Aunt Phipps—and good

cutf
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Ly someone who knew her; and Olive Ayas gone before she had time to i 
Varney had vanished out of the world. p -v lo hl,n- 011(1 1,0 left her with <cA ~
•Impossible to go to the real Aunt' Xer*v ; uncomfortable feeling in her 
Phipps, because that feeble old creature ”reasJ* slto xvas going out of the room A 
had apparently no money even for her "orse”’ nncl bad actually opened the , *M*v 
own wants, and nothing to give save vfjr* "ben the sound of voices out- 
her name—which Olive had already SI(1,e s^PPod her; still with her Land 
stolen. Thrice galling to think, when upo" ,ho door’ she <k*ew back and list- V. u 
presently a knock sounded on her door cn,fr* . _ ... 0*
and a fresh young voice summoned o\ery thing has come right for ? K.
“Mrs. Phipps*' to breakfast, that she was 5 , Mr* ,1?uyne’ 0,1?” 11 " as the voice ‘V™ 

f to cat the food of hew enemv. But Ll,cy and Olive stiffened at
that enemy should pay a bitter price “*«
for all this later on. - vfl\ not^ exactly that," replied

Christopher Daync missed bis usual '-•‘‘nstoptror. «i should rather say that 
-cosy breakfast in his room—missed, c^eiMhing has come remarkably 

j- above all things, the bright presence of ’V'?11®" 1 thought I was going to be 
Lucy with the tray. For lire eonscien- nch; , “ sceuis my money has all
tious Odley, making up her mind that R?.?0; * am lhe richer only by an'aunt.

I .relations should not be parted, and that *'11 ,a C**** thing for me. in the long 
above all an aunt and a nephew might run’ , coursal a,l geniuses start that 

t very well breakfast togeiher, had hud way., so,llc tLni<? or other, so that you 
I breakfast for two laid iii a room dow n- I m ?n lllc rigid palh. No 
’ stairs; so that Clirislopher, a little be- neard °* “ rich genius, so"that if this
! wildcrod by the fact that he had been ,nunby had happened to come to me it
l. told that breakfast was waiting, went really have upset everything —

•down, to find Aunt Phipps looking out n,l6ntn t it? Now I nrn going down
ol a window and waiting for him. He r) he Prosaic neighborhood of Fleet 

t closed the door, stopping his cheery Street- and I m going lo make one or
I (whistle from sheer nervousness, and , P°°Pt« there aware of the fact that
I advanced slowly to the table. 1 m alive- And, 1 say, Lucy-------"

“Good morning. Aunt," said Christo- Thc voices became so tow at ibis point 
plier, hesitating a little on the title, and lllat Olive Varney heard no more. She 
■wondering to find that Aunt Phipps in Çlo‘«d the door and stood there think- 

' daylinght was so young. “Did you— inif deeply—wondering in what fash 
t -tija you sleep well?" ion she sliould set about the work she
t “Not very well," she replied, seating had undertaken. 
i herself at the table. Then, as Ik- sat sn»io tetter 

-down, slie suddenly grasped the corners 
■of tiie table, and stored across at him,
-end spoke quickly.

r “You said something iast night about 
; having to look alter me—to provide tor 

me," she said, in a tow voice. “1 have 
i ilain aw-ake all night thinking about 
. that; I never intended that you should- 
J do anything of the kind.

i
An iL?

ing.
Hi
Withl 
I', tul 
stoppl 
growl 
—in I 

“1-1 
Dnyn<j 
little i 
Ills 111 
possio 
hard. • 
tiome 
mi glit j

one ever

“A
of me 
1 worl 
Think] 
every 
waitij 
shouli

Evidently there 
understanding between 

Christopher and the girl than she 
Imagined; that use of the Christian 

tortling. What if it should 
that the news she had
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„ brought con
cerning that lass of fortune had roused 
the girl's sympathies tor Christopher 

Daync? What if it should happen that 
she who would so willingly have wreck
ed the girl's life should be the very 
means of pulling some new happiness 
within tier reach? Stic hardened ai the 
I nought, and boat her hands together 
softly in tier helplessness.

“Money!—I must have moneyf’ she 
whispered to herself. "I am lied here— 
an object of charily until I can got that.
I can see myself failing in everything 
I undertake; I can see myself reduced 
to pleading lo them tor the 
live.
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In fact, I
-don't want yuu to trouble about me;
I shall be able to provide for mvself."

■jjPon"t you trouble about that, Aunt 
said Christopher, with mere 

I^Rssdhan he felt. “You’ve been 
(■HWenoiigh' to come all- |bi,s way to 

break bad news to me, and I can't vefî' 
well turn you out, you know, and leave 
>0U to -shift tor yourself. Please let me 

Utiave some breakfast, because I'm drond- 
/Jujjj^frungry. And don't you worry.

J^^^shall rub along somehow, never I I urn?"
Whatever else happened, Olive fell 

Hint she must at least bo able lo pay 
her way in that house; every instinct 
within her revolted at the idea of ac
cepting hospitality from the hands of 
an.\one. and above all, from anyone 

however remotely, with 
i.u/’y hwing. If, as was more than, pro- 
ha hie, Christopher Dayne found it dif
ficult to pay his nay himself. Olive felt 
Dial she might actually be living at 
Uie expense of Lucy Ewing, in. some in- 
definite way. Maddened at lhe thought 
of that, she determined at last to go 
In I Ik real Aunt Phipps, and to find 
eul if something could not be got—even 
temporarily—from her.

Odley watched her go, hq|. without 
some inward satisfaction. As a matter 
of fact- Odley knew only loo well the 
difficulties with which Christopher 
Dayne had lo contend; and an impccun-
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‘TIWhat could be said to a young man 

<1 tliis stamp, who simply refused to 
te set aside, and calmly appropriated 
this young aunt of his as someone lo 

*l-e looked after and protected? Olive 
J A arney felt a hot blush of shame at 

the thought of how willingly and in- 
b tiooently he accepted her, and -if how 
| t"ean and fraudulent a thing she really 
i ivas. no niatler what her purpise hi 
s coming there. She was glad when 
e 1-resen I ly he spoke, beginning to ask 
grvanou» questions.
■ “I don't want lo revive, painful me- 
I ir,ones of course." he began, abrupt- 
hJJ but what did Uncle Phipps die of? 
t alî®P°!''c y011 were a,wfull.v cut up?"
? H was a blow, of course.” said Olive 
I-Coloring furiously; and Christopher de- 

on Hie spot ’-hat I here had teen 
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ateufl 
goods 
c\cn] 
pened 
thong 
g< lli<| 
land- 

"I d. 
what f 
wlialoi 
w ays li 
when I 
the wc 
do In 
myself,

connected.

Ol
the bar 
the nnj 
a city | 
anyone 
by mea

<

H
 CO O

 ^
^ o

H
.2:

CO
 M

ro
 D >

co
 co

o
\


