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'BETTER THAN REVENGE.

... .CHAPTER XV. -

K wes.a dull litile house—No. 3,

To put it blunt-
ly, it had settled back int> tte ordnary

* prosaic order of things—just the aver-
' age everyday life that doesn’t spell To-
mance. After cmerging in Ipa@ glori-,

= -ous fachion from the common nd of
things, and touching the real ities
<ol a life that came from the world oul-

" .side, it had dropped back agiin to com-
‘monp'aces, and was trying hard to for-

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 butterflly with
such conspicuous ° success. For this
Lew Odley was a tame one, who crept
abeub through the house on necessary
duties, and forgot to be cheerful; who
looked with wistfiil eyes at that other
shadsw—Lucy Ewing—and wondered if
things woulXd ever come right again.

Th2n as to Lucy herself. She had ac-
«epted what Odley had told her with

. & d’'m, dull wonder; almost she saw thdl
this thing they called love was a thing
©of disappointment and heart-breakings,
just as the wonderful Odley had once
-Suggested it must be, The weeks had
gona by, and nothing had been heard
<f Christopher Dayne; he hed vanished
as ocompletely as though Greenways
‘Gardens had never known him. The
world was just to wag on as it had done
before, and everything else to b> for-
gotten. ~ Love had flitted once across
Greenways Gardens, and in a manner
of speaking, made a mistaks, and called
at the wrong house. And he had left
without even an apology for -his blun-

r. .

The curious thing had been in regard
t~ the mysterious Aunt Phipps. She
kad been astounded to discover hersell
swept out of the house, as it were, at 1
momenl’s notice by that impeluous
young man, Mr. Christopher Dayne.
There had Leen no time for explana-
tions; Christopher had be:n given no-

ice lo quit, and ‘quits naturally and
ecessar.ly he took his aunt with him.
A’| the scheming and {he planning in
e world could not have anticipated
Ls; Olive Varney had thought to sep-
° the lovers, and had been success-
ng so; but incidentally she had
“ODD erself of that position in the
house” she hed striven so hard to ob-
tain. * Chris went, in obedience to the
demand of Odley; but he staggered Olive
by rcquesting her o accompany him,
And she dared_not, of course, refuce.

Frem that peini her dimcultics had
<¢.mmenced. Hitherto the boy had been
A mere cypher in the game sha was
phaying; ncw he suddenly took the busi-
ness into his own hands, and played
the game for himself. He had borne
her off to a Lotel on that night of their
sudden departure from Greenways' Gar-
dens, and he was cvidently preparcd to
live in a siyle befitling his suprosed
mow fortune. When, in some alarm. she
suggested that a more modest cstablish-
ment would ke betler, Le fold her w'th
sume bitternes that he had no need to
be careful, secing that there was no
particular prospect of happiness for
himself; and, in éffect, that nothing
matbred.  And thal again was quite
unanswerable,

If Olive Varncy had desired to spread
Tuin and disaster © all akbout her. she
cculd not have succeeded Letter. Chris
had ceased work. His days were passed
in idleness; it seemed impossible for him
1o settle to anything. Olive had to face
the fact that, although she had sue-
<ceeided in striking out  that love-story
from the girl's lif>, sh> had also injured
this inn.cent b.y, against whom she
bid no quarrel. And each day that she
mel h'm she came Lo recognize that. bul
for her, he would have been a bright.
hard-working fellow, certa’n o make h's
way in th> world. That dawning thing,
her conscience, began to stir unpleas-
dntly; for the first time she grew alraid.

The moncy was ne'h'ng; she did not
<count that. - But the woman was. aparl
from what she had promised, c<ssenti-
ally pure-m’nded; whatever had Leen
sbfl.d in ker, there certamly never had
been stifled that  desire for sumething
better and brighter than her own life
ihad known.  She louched it here for the
‘first time; saw  horself again in Lucy
Ewing, and scme dear imposs.bla lover
<cut of the past in the person <f Chris.
It was a glimp=e in'o a strange world;
@nd it was her fate to sweep througn
thal world like a blight. spoiling every-
“Ahng. -

So (he time went by, and no‘hing hap-

ned. and she grew impatient. A bit-

e .
“er battle was teing waged between her

spride—and her loyalty to her dead fa-

ther—and thal grow:ng conscience which
taught her how vile W thing she had

dons; a sort of threecorperel duel, So
hat at last her reluctant foeb took her
ek o Greenways' Gardens.

Odley, luoking oul hopelessly over the
Gardens, saw her coming, and fled to
dhe dexpest recesses of the house: for
Odley was dreadfully afraid of what she
had dcnc. Thus it happencd that Olive
Varney, presently found her-elf facing
that tmid eremy of hers, Lucy Ewing.
And in the pale face of the girl was a
g#al expec'aiey—and something of a
dawn.ng tenderness; for had not this
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wonderful Aunt Phipps been near ine
boy quite recently, and might she no!

brihg a"message from him. y

“Well—what do you -expect me i
say?” asked Olive, in a low voice.

“Nothing that is not kind,” said th
girl, with a quivering lip. “You are
Wwoman; you should understand. - Tv
waited alone in this house for weeh
rast—nev.r hearing a word. You don
‘bring any bad news, I hopel’

“No—my—my nephew is well — am
happy. You ncednt be surprised a
that,” ‘she” added: curily—"“anycne ca
be happy in this world who has money
What are you going to do?’ :
" “Do? I don't understand you,” saic
Lucy. 1
“l mean,” went on Olive roughly—“Fk
wander if you re 1’ke most other women; |
wi'l you go after him—and plead with
h'm—and try to take your place in his
Vfe again? Don’t you understand how
pretty you are?—don't you se that if you
went to him, with your eyes full of tears
as’'they are now, he'd ccme to your feet
at once. Only, just a little matter of
swallowing your pride. Besides, he's
vich, you know; don't forget that.®

She spoke perhaps more roughly than
£h2 had intended; for to her suiprise she
[ound it necessaiy 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 necassary, if Olive would keep
her vow. Bul there was a new spiritl
in Lucy Ewing; it was to Le a batlls
o! pride against pride.

“I'm afraid you don t know very much
about me, Mrs. Phipps,” said the girl,
“if you think that I should d> that )
have not asked you to come here, and 1
don't see why you came. If, because
I believed in him and loved him. that
gives you the right to come and insult
me, I am sorry. But if you come from
him—-"

“No—no—I don't do that,” broke in
Olive quickly.

“l hored *not,” said Lucy. “Under.
stand, then, that I wouldn't go back tc
him under any crcumstances: under-
sland that he has killed allgthe love !
ever felt for him. You began that; if
you hadn't come back here he would
have worked hard, and we could have
been-happy. Fortunes were not for us:
love makes ity own fortuncs, Mrs.
Phipps.”

Ol-ve 'was s’lenl; that curiaus f-eling
of shame was creep:ng over hr again.
Sha thought moodily of the father lying
in his grave; of her Promise; and of
how poor and pit:ful a th'ng il scemed
to fight againsl this child. If th> girl
had wept and prayed, she might, ¢»
temptususly cnough. have h:d an..
[eling alout the maller; but this priu
was a th'ng greca'er than her own, and
it gained at least her respecl.

“ didn’t want to insult you,” she said
sbwly. “Scme day, perhaps, yvou Il un-
derstand belter about it all.  Were
you~—she hesitated, and tapped nerv-
«u ly «n the flor with her fo t—“were
you fond of him "

“You've no right— began Lucy
“Why do you come here at all—can’
you understand what you'ro doing
Have I ¢ver done you any ‘wrong? A
you say you do not come from him
what rght have you to say a w.rd?”

“None. I suppose.” said Olive, ook
ing at her quietly. “That's another mal,
ler youll understand Leiter some day
I shan’t trouble you aga’n—at presenl,
ske added, as she walked out of the
room.,

On an impulse atterwards she came
skowiy back and looked inta tha room
agan, rerhaps with some inten'ion {0
Smooth “away what she had said. Shol
saw the girl scated by a lab'e, wiih her
arms flung cut upon it, and her head
burel on her arms. Olive sof ly camq|
away igan, ard out «f the hous:, enl
so into the slrvets, And it was a LW,
OLv: that (rol t'e deserted pavements)
<t Gravnways' Gard ns.

She [ell sudden’y old, and vory, very)
loncly.  That scene at the dealh-bed of
h r father, wh'ch had at the t:me burn
ilself o strongly into her remcmtrance
now seemed set far back in an oge shs
had forgottcn, B fore her. as she walk
<d through the ‘slreets waos the ho eloss
figure of this girl, whose 1fo had beet
bright and happy Fefore tho disastroug
shadow of Aunt Phipps had come int
it All atout her secmed suddent
mean and sord'd; she scemed to hav
crawled-to her vengeance, in a fashior
tata ly vnfittd to her natue,

Sh» hald waked on without laking
{ought of where she was £ong, an
Lad walked mechanically in the direc
ton of Martin Blake's studio, She re
membersd. when she saw {he name or
Me coin r of the streel, 1o have heard|
the add ess from Chr's, Scarcely know:
ing why she d'd so, she went on to the
studio itself, and knocked at the door,
I’erhaps in her mind was the though
that here at least was a slrong, sane
man wh> might telp her,

Martin seemed a litl'e surprised when
i1 opened the door; but he stepped back
and mede way fof*her to enter, His pal
et was on his thumb. and he had obvis
ously leen at work on a picture then
hanging on his easel; on hearing th
kno k he had apparently covered it up|
W.thout saying anylh'ng himself, h{
stood idly balancing the palette an

waiting for Olive to speak.




