Broken Vow
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CHAPTER X.

“What are you doing here? asked
Olive breathlessly, as she faced the man
across lhe narrow grave.on which the
«slolen wreath was lying.

“My dear Olive,” he responded coolly,
“1 think the question rather should be—
whal are you doing here? II we come
‘to a matter of every-day fact, I have a
right lo Le here because I am alive; you
have no right at all, because, according
{o the newspapers, which never lic and
pever make mistakes, you are most un-
mistakably dead.”

“l am supposed to be dead.” she ad-
mitted reluctantly, “It sometimes be-
comes necessary, in this life of ours,
that we should apparently dwop out
ol things.© Was my life so fine or so
ncble that I should not crave to begin
again—to be somelhing else?

“Very Interesting,” said the man,
thrusting his hands int® 'his pockets,
and looking at her curiously. “You were
~always a little odd, my sweet Olive;
ihat wes the real enchantment of you"—
“he removed a hand from his pocket for
a moment and wafted an ironical kiss
at her—*“one never knew what to expect
from you. Bchold me; I hear sudden-
ly that you have been ‘abrupily and
most unvomanlically killed: my hearl
is torn—my breast a desert; I spend the
last money I have in the world to come
and cast myself upon your grave. And
wou rise up before me—alive, and as
handsome as ever. Wonderful Olive!”

“Why should you trouble me at all?”
she asked quickly. “I have no very
pleasant memories of you in the past;
why not believe, or fry to believe, that
Olive Varney lies quielly there below
us, and that you need not {rouble about
her any more. Why not let me put
everything aside—lay it to rest here—
and begin again.”

“Because, my dear Olive, that is
quite impossible. I have told you, on
miany occasions in your own lifetime
and in that of your sainled fulher, that
1 love you; your ohduracy in the past
has been the only thing that has spoiled
my life, in a manner of speaking. T
mel you abroad years ago, when I had
grown a litlle tired of things, and you
nwere fresh and sweet and comparatively
new to life. You were a girl then. liv-
ing under the dominion of a most un-
mafural father—-"

“My father is dead,” she reminded
fim sternly.

“That does not alter the circumsianc-
€S, it is merely a rellef for you and for
me,” he replied airily., “I loved you
then, you were s6 uncommon—so sur-
prising. There was about you some in-
finite capacily for love, which you, un-
<der the direction of your father, were
cnly foo willing to starve and slifle. T
{ried lo draw that love out of you, and
you furned upon me like a fury, which
only made you more enchanting than
ever. Of all the women I had met, my
Wdear Olive, you were the one I could
1ol read in the first moment; if it should
ever be my decar delight to call you
miine, and I had the extreme felicily to
live to be a hundred and you a few
years less, I should still know that with
ycur latest breath you would surprise
me.  Adorable Olive,”—he sealed him-
sélf on the grave and looked up at her
avith a whimsical smile—*who lies un-
dJer here?”

“Victor Kelman,” she said slernly—
“l never loved you. and I never can.
You were my fathers friend. and I was
forcad against my will to see a great
deal of you. I ask you now to go away
and to leave me—to believe me dead
and never lo change that belicf, So
far as you are concerned, Victor, Olive
Varney lies in that grave; she has no-
4hing {o do with you.’

“My dear Olive,” he replied, with a
Tittle laugh. “you fail"to see the exira-
ordinary advantage I have gained. For
th: first time in your life I have the
beller of you; for the first lime I have
discovered that you are commitling a
fraud, and with the instinet of a man
I take advantage of it. 1 find vou ad-
verlised dead; 1 discover you liv-
inc. [ ask again. what is fhe move?”

“I had a purpose in lweing hidden,”
-she replied doggedly. “IL suited me
that someone wha expect o come
face lo face with Olive Varney should
come [ace to face wilh a slranger in-
slcad. T was here when the aceidont
taok place: hy a miracle I escaped. and
another woman unconsciously took my
place.  Olive Varney dead: T want
yan ta remember that always.”

“Olive Varney is dead—npeace to her®
he oxelaimed  dramalically. removing
Lis hat. “And I—Victor Kelman
¢ld friend. and the friend of her fa-
ther—T1 have the-satisfaclion of mecting
a cerlain sweet personage who rosem-
bles her wanderfully. and has all her
mosl charming altributes,  And as that
sweel persaon and T must havs much o
sayv {0 each ather concerning the dear
denarled, 1 propose that we begin to
talk alout her at onee. For I can nev-
er foragcl that T loved her.’

“And yvau show yvaur lgve by rabhing
ar thar grave to decordte hers.” =aid
O'iva Ity

“NMy dear Uaknown,”™ sall Vie

as
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| stranger w'shes yvou

man, rising to hr.s" cel and replacin
his hat—"when I explain my reasons
am sure thai I shall be forgiven. For
lune has not been good to me; il yoi
come to that, it never was, I.come t
the grave of the one.woman I eye
loved, and I find thal she has no Trien
who could afford _to place upon ‘he
last resting-place some slighl memenic
My blood boils at the thought; 'm,
empty pockets are a reproach to e
Bul near at hand I abserve a grave o)
which a wpeath has been placed.
have no earthly interest in this other
grave; probably there reposes wilhin

a man or a wonian with whom I shouk
inevitably have quarrelled in life—an ut
terly unweorthy individual, Shall my
sweet Olive lie undecorated, and the
worthless one have a wreath? Perish
lke thought; I change the wreath from
the unworthy lo the worthy—and all the
gods and all the graces smile upon me
for the act.”

Olive Varney picked up the wreath.
and walked with it to the other grave;
gently deposited it there. Coming back
she looked at Victor Kelman, who was
sadly shaking his head al her.

“Now—since you have discovered me
—Ilell me what you want,” she said. ‘1
have asked nothing in this life but to b
let alone; but Fate has been loo slrong
for me. I thought 1o lie hidden there’
—she pointed at the grave as she spoke
—-“but a man of your stamp has nc
compunction about breaking in upor
my decent obscurity there. I s
again—~what do you wanl!?”

“My. dear Olive—I want you.” he rt
forted coolly. “In this world the weal
and the strong—the timid and the cour
ageous—the helpless and the forceful
a'l drift naturally together. I an
weak—timid—helpless; you are all ih
other things. More than that, you ar
unlike any other woman I ever met.
liked you and admired you as a gi
I loved you as a woman; I wept bilte
tcars when I heard that, you had d«
partad for another world to which
could not, except by violent means, t
permilted {o follow you. I visited you
grave; an elderly and very oblus¢ s
fon. who is also various other romai
tic things in the parish, poinied it ¢
fo me, and gave me a full account «
the accident. But it eeems. my de:
Olive, that he was misinformed, a
that some other Olive Varney ligs her
But, of course, the last word is wi
youw.”

She hesilated for a moment or tw
The situation was so enlirely strange
t: be thus standing beside her ow
grave, and yet to have to give an ex
planation of her own appearanco ¢
bodily form to this man. who ha
mourned her as dead. The difficull
was increased by the fact of that o
one-sided lovesstory to which he refe
red; she saw that for the first time i
her life she had given him a pow
over her, and she resenfed it bitterly

“There was no particular object
my declaring who I was. or in my clin
ing to the name of Olive Varney.” s
said at last, evasively. “An accide:
pinned that name, as it were, to a des
woman—a woman who died in the trai
in the place I had been in but a m
ment before, She happened to ha
caught up a bag thal was mine: the
was no clue to claim hor, and sn (h4
nut down the name in the bae as her
It did not matter to me, and 1 did ne
eontradict 1f. There van have the who
story, Vietor Kelman.”

He shook his head and emile
seralehéd his chin, and looked at he
through half-closed eyes.  “My dea
Olive—you are not so completely hones
with me as I could have haped.” h
said.  “If there is one thing in thi
world we eling to mare than anofhe
it is our idenfity: with many of us i
is the only thing we are able 2 ecarr
beyond the grave. Yot you willingl;
give up that fo an unknown woman
allow her to fake what is vours whils
you walk out info the warld with n
name ab all. My dear—it really wil
net wash.”

“What da you suspecl?” she aslked,

“I suspeet nothing; but I scent a ra
mance—broken vows—a lover who had
deceived a [rusting heart, and wh
must he pursued in seeret. Al ver)
beauliful. my eharmer-—but wherdé do
ceme in?’

“You are entirely wpong. ‘T have nd
laver. unless you eall vourself one.
she added contempluausly., “I admij
that T had a purpnse in dropping on
of life. as it wera; hut that purpose doo
nal eoncern voi,  You have by tha me
st chance diseovered my secrel: keo
il. and I shall he graleful. So far o
van are eancerned. Olive Varnev ]
There"—<ha poinled to thes monnd
fween them—"and vou're done with he
Yau have spaken to a slranger. and
‘Gnod-hye”

She turned and walked swiftlv ¢
Ent the man eame streiding aflor
Wihen they faced ather acain
tho deserled eraveyvard thare was a 1an
I determinatinn an hoth fares, Ko
man was f(he first fo speak,

“l shan't let van ga like that”
<aid, with a new stornnass in his vnied
“Nou dou’t seem to understand the p
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