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wonderful Aunt Phipps been near Hie 
boy quite recently, and might she not 
brihg a* message from him.

"Well—what do you expect me it 
say?” asked Olive, in a low voice.

“Nothing that is not kind,” said th 
girl, with a quivering lip. “You aro 
Woman; you should understand. f\ 
waited alone In this house for week 
past—nev.r hearing a word. You don 
‘bring any bad news, I hope?1

"No—my—my nephew Is well — am 
happy. You needn t be surprised a 
njat,” she' added, curtly—“anyone cai 
be happy in Ibis world who has money 
What are you going to do?’

“Do? I don't understand you,’ sait 
Liicy.

"I mean,” went on Olive roughly—“1 
wonder it you're I ke most other women; 
wit you go after him—and plead with 
h'm—and try to lake yoiir place in his ■'' 
life again? Don't you understand how- 
pretty you are?—don't you so that if you 
went to h'm, with your eyes full of tears 
as' they are new, he'd ccme to your feet 
at once. Only just a little matter of 
swallowing your pride. Besides, he's 
rich, you know; don’t forget that.”

■Site spoke perhaps more roughly than 
she had intended; for to her sui prise she 
found it neoes-:aiy to keep down a ris
ing tenderness within herself. The girl 
looked so forlorn, and so young, and 
sc weak; such poor sport it was, and 
yet so necofsary, if Olive would keep 
her vow. But there was a new spirit I 
in Lucy Ewing; it was to to a battto 
of pride against pride.

"I'm afraid, you don t know very much c 
—'out me, Mrs. Phipps,” said I he girl,
'if you Ihink that I should do that I 
have not asked you to come here, and I S 
don't see why you came. If, because 
I believed in him and loved him. that I 
gives you the right to com and insult 
me, I am sorry. But if you come from M 
h'm-----''

“No—no—I don’t do that,1 broke in p 
Olive quickly. J

“I hoped •not,” said Lucy, 
stand, then, that t wouldn’t go back tc 
him under any circumstances; under
stand that ho has killed ally the love 1 
ever felt for him. You began I hat; if 
you hadnt come back here he would 
have worked hard, and we could have 
been happy. Fortunes were not for us; 
love makes it$ own fortunes, Mrs. 
Phipps.” .. •

Ol-vc was s ien!; that curious f cling 
o' shame was creeping over h r again.
She thought moodily of the father lying 
in h:s grave; of her promise; and of 
how poor and pitiful a lh ng it seemed 
to fight against I his child. If lh; girl 
had wept and prayed, she might, <?o 
t'.mptuously enough, have had m-„
Idling atout the mailer; but this priu 
was a lhiig greater than- lier own, and 
it gained at least her respect.

“ didn't want to insult you,” she said 
slowly. “S ine day. perhaps, you It 
derstand belter about it all. 
you"—she hesitated, and tapped 
ou ly < n the flxn- with her fort—“were 
you fond of him ”

"You've no right----- ’ began LucyJ
Why do you come here at all—cau l 

you understand what you're doing!
Have I ever done you any wrong? Al 
von say you do not come from tiim—I 
what right have you to say a w ni?’ I 

“None. I suppose.' said Olive, took! 
mg at her quietly. ‘That's another mall 
tor y -u II understand toller some dayl 
I Shan’t trouble you agit n—at present, 1 
she add<d, us she walked out of Hid 
room.

On an impulse afterwards she came 
stowiy back and looked into thy room 
aga n. perhaps w.lh some in ton'ion io 
smooth away what she had- said. She 
saw the girl seat’d by n lab'e, wüh hé it 
arms flung out upon it, and lier head 
hurei on her arms. Olive sof ly 
aw ay i gn n, arid out < f the hpt.s -, an! 
so into ilir streets. And it was a new 
01.V i (hut. fro J t’:e demerit d pavements 
<' Gros nways' Gard ns.

Star felt sudden y old. and very, very 
lomiy. That scene at the doalh-bed ufl 
h r father, witch had at the time burnl| 
itself so slrongly into her remontrance] 
now teemed scl far back in an age ,sh;J 
had lorgotUn. B fore her. us siie walk] 
ed through the si reels was the ho ele.sd 
figure of this girl, whose 1 fa had' bceil 
bright and happy before iho disasiroua 
shadow of Aunt i'hipps Irad come ini 
it All a 1 out her seemed sudden1 
nr an and seed'd; she stemed to hav 
crawled- to her vengeance, in a fasliioi 
to.a ly rnirtltrd to- her natuie.

•Sh- liai walked on without lakinu 
thought of where she was going, anc 
l ad walked mechanically in the di 
I on of Martin Blake's studio. She 
m. inhered, when she saw I he name oi 
iT.e coin r of I he strecl. Io have hearc 
the at.d ess from Chris. Scarcely know 
mg why she <1 d so, she went on Io th< 
studio itself, and knocked 
t'crimps in her mind 
U«it here at least 
man who

CHAPTER XV.
It wrs a dull little house—No. 3, 

... -Greenways Gardens. To put it blunt- 
. ly, it had eetlled back inti the ordinary 
■' prosaic order of things—just the aver- 

, ’ age everyday life that doesn’t spell ro
mance. After emerging in lhat glori- 
ous fashion from the commonaround of 
things, and touching I he real Demit 

•of a life that came from tie world oul- 
-eide, it had dropped back again to com
monplaces, and was trying hard to for- 

V get ... ... .
“ First, as to Odley. You would scarce

ly have known her .for the same Odley 
who had been so violently pursued in 
the past, and who had, according to her 
own showing, played the butterfly with 
such conspicuous success. For this 
new Odley was a tame one, who crept 
abort! through the house on necessary 
duties, and forgot to be cheerful; who 
looked with wistful eyes at that other 
shadow—Lucy Ewing—and wondered if 
things would ever come right again.

Th?n as to Lucy herself. She had ac
cepted what Odley had told her with 
a d m, dull wonder; almost she saw theft 
this thing I hey called love was a thing 

■of disappointment and heart-breakings. 
Just as lhe wonderful Odley had 
suggested it must be. The weeks had 
gone by, and nothing had” been heard 

■of Christopher Da y ne; ho had vanished 
as completely ns though Greenways 
■Gardens had never knoyvn him. The 
world was just to wag on as it had done 
before, and everything else to be for
gotten. Love had flitted 
Greenways' Gardens, and in a manner 
of speaking, made a mistake, and called 
at the wrong house. And he had left 
without even an apology for his Mun
ster.
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The curious thing had been in regard 
to the mysterious Aunt Phipps. She 
bad been astounded to discover herself 
swept out of the house, as it were, at a 
moment’s notice by that Impel 
Young man, Mr. Christopher Dayne. 
There had teen no time for expiana-

' ______ lions; Chr.stopher had been given no-
Mtice to quit, and quite naturally and 
■heiessar.Iy he took his aunt with him. 
HA I the scheming and (he planning in 
■be world could not have anticipated 
Hs; Olive Varney had thought to scp. 
■ethe lovers, and had been succyss- 

Hng so; but incidentally she had 
m • • 1 dfro^^rself of that position
; . house she had striven so hard to ob

tain, Chris went, in obedience to the 
demand of Odley; but he staggered Olive 
by requesting her io accompany him. 
And she dared,not, of course, refure.

From lhat point her dimcullif-s had 
c nimonced. Hitherto the boy had been 
a mere cypher in the game she was 

playing; new he suddenly took the busi
ness into his own hands, and played 
the game tor himself. He had borne 
her off to a hotel on that night of I heir 
sudden departure from Greemvnys’ Gur- 
dpns, and he was evidently rrepar.d in 
li\ e in a. style befitting his supposed 

■now fortune. When, in some alarm, she 
suggested that a more modest oslablish- 
n;eni, would he bettor, lie loid her with 
■some hi Kernes that he had no need to 
be careful, seeing lhat there was no 
particular prospect of happiness for 
himself; and, in effect, that nothing 
matt-red. And lhat, again was quite 
"unanswerable.
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if Olive Varney had desired to spread 
ruin and disaster all a ho lit her. she 
eeuid not have succeeded tetter. Chris 
had ceased work. Ills days were passed 
in idleness; it seemed impossible for h:m 
to settle to anything. Olive had to face 
the fact lhat. although she had suc- 
•ceedd in striking out that love-story 
from the girl's lit.-, shy had also injured 
this innocent b y, against whom she 
hud no quarrel. And each day that she 
met h'm she came to recognize Mint, but 
foi lier, lie would have been a bright, 
hard-working fellow, rerta'n to make his 
way in the world. That dawning thing, 
her conscience, began to stir unpleas
antly; for the first time she grow afraid.

Th- mom y was no h ng; she did not 
count that. But the
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woman was. apart 
from what siie had promised, essenti
ally pure-minded; whatever had been 
slid d in her, there certainly never had 
been stifled that desire for smielhing 
better and brighter lhan lier own life 

■had known. She touched it here for the 
ff\rst time; saxv herself again in Lucy 
Ewing, and some dear impossible lover 
■cut of too past in the person of Chris. 

■I» ® was a glimpse into a strange world;
Sfert 5* - i* was her fate Io sweep through

^ world like a blight, spoiling every-

■j§g* Su I he lime went by, and nothing han- 
and she grow impatient. A bib 

^^^P^'lor battle was teing waged between her 
,pride—and lier loyally Io her dead fa
ther—and that growing conscience which 
taught her bow vile h tiling she had 
done; a sort of three-eorprrv i duel. So 

a—-J!!”1 at last her reluctant Let took her 
- Park (o Given ways? Gardens.

■gSy: Odley, looking out hopelessly over the
■Rr1*' Gardens, saw her coming, and fled to 

the deopesl recesses of the house: for 
Odley was dreadfully afraid of what she 
had den -, Thus it happened lhat Olive 
Varney presently found hcr.-elf facing 
that timid enemy of hers. Lucy Ewing. 
And in the pale face of the girl 
great expecancy—and something of a 
dawn.ng tenderness; for had not this
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at the door, 
was the though» 

was a strong, sand 
might help her.

Martin seemed a litt’e surprised when 
ue opened the door; but he stepped back 
and made way forth,-r to enter. His pal- 
e.to was on his thumb, and he had ohviJ 
ously teen at work on a picture then! 
hanging on his easel; on hearing thti 
kno k he had apparently covered it upl 
\V.tbout saying anyth ng him.=eif. hi 
siood idly balancing the palette anj 
waiting for Olivo to speak.
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