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CHAPTER XI1V.

es, even in the gold'fields,
pass Ro! b

Time
and the months glided by *taking with

:

weather and the temperature were delicious ;
it was neither too hot mor too cold, and
Lorn Hope Usmp became quite cheerful.
The luck, as a8 the weacher, bad im-
proved, and Lorn Hope had become so im-
srmnn place as to quite warrant an ad-

tional grog-store.

“If this yere place don't look out, it ‘ull
grow into & town, and there'il have to be a
mayor and s corporation,’ the Doc declar-

It had not only increased in size, but in
morals and manners. The improvement in
these two essentials was doubtless owing
to the presence of a clergym n sent by one

of the London societies.

Lorn Hope, on hesring of his arrival,

a

was at first then ig and
lastly amused. Perhaps the camp was in:
duced to tolerate h's presence by tha fact
that he bad brought his wife an dsughter
with him, the latter a shy, pretty girl with

fair hair and blue eyes.

Some of the other new-comers had
also  been accompanied by th-ir
women-tolk, and Lorn Hope was in a fair

way to civilization.

‘Pears to me,” said the Doc, ‘that I
shall have to send home for my dressclothes.
What with the parson prancing sround
in black togs and gloves—who says i'ts &
lie? I saw him !—and tip-top ladies prom-
enading about just as they do at Margate
and other fashionable places at home, this

yere camp is gettin’ sp'iled.’

Indeed, a change was pllpsblg workiag,
0] “boyn:

retty obviously, when Macgregor stuc
SP 8 notice at the head of his tent ;* Swear-
ing not allowed,’ and followed it b{ a sec-
wested
to keep their knives and shooting-tools in

and was made manifest to t

ond notice that, ‘Gentlemen is re

their pockets.’

But though all these cbanges were tak-
ing place in the camp itselt, they in them-
&Yevtlle and bis house-

selves did not effect
hold of two.

He had taken a new clam higher up the
ravine and bad moved his hut and belong-
ings near to it, so that he was still further
from the camp than before, and he siw

still less of it.

And yet an alteration bad taken place

in him, He was no longer homesick, for

one thing. and had apparently exchanged
his restless dislike for Lorn Hope for some
thing very near content. He worked as
Meth said ‘like a nigger,’ returning ‘home’
—as he called the hut—of aa evening tired

out and just satisfied to eat his supper and

sit and talk to Sylvia, or watch her as she

read or worked.

The poet Pope remarked that the prop-
er study of mankind is man; he ‘should
have said woman, for of all the facinating
studies to which maun can apply himag]t.
that of & young girl is the most entrancing
and delicious.

In nine montbs Sylvia bad grown tre-
mendously. She was now a tall, exquioi'gly
graceful girl—one might almost write

‘woman’—for hcr wandering life with her
tath.r and the peculiar education she
had received, had ‘‘forced” her mind,
so to speak, and hurried on her
intelligence, ~and though a de-
lightful frankness and simplicity were
conspicuous  traits in  her charac-
ter, she was as cute, as sensitive
and as fnlly developed in that shrewdness
which belongs to her sex as any woman of
two-and-twenty. : :

She had not only grown in height but in
strength. When the cool weather came,
Neville began to take long walks—tremen-
dous tramps over the hills and through the
valleys made musical by thejstreams which,
now swollen to torrents, roared between
and over the immense bowlder.

The first two Sundsys Sylvia stayed in
doors or wandered roundthe hut, counting
the hours till he should return, and de-
voured by an awful sense of loneliness.

The third Sundsy he remarked casuslly :

‘You wouldn't care for a walk, I sup-
pose, Syl P .

She put down the plate she was washing
and looked at him, the color coming into
her face, a light flashing for & moment in
her eyes.

But, woman-like, she suppressed these
signs of hope and delight and shrugged
her shoulders—a trick that always amused
Neville. i

‘Oh, I don't know,’ she said, with a per-
fectly assumed indifference. ‘I suppose
you would rather be alone.’

‘Oh, if you don’t care,” he remarked,
cheerfully, and took his hat and stick.

‘She glanced at him from under her lids.

‘Well, I'll go,’ she said. . .

‘Al right,’ he responded, filling his
pipe. ‘Don’t be an hour getting ready.’

She joined him in less than five minutes,
‘looking. in her short dress and old straw
hat, like a big school-girl.

But no school-girl ever walked as she
walked, and Neville, who had ‘llowe.d
down’ at starting, inmuiblg quickened his
pace, ﬁ:d;lingthtlhe could keep up with

i 1.

It was & delightful morning. Nature was
reveling in the coolness of the atmosphere
and seemed all alive, and, as Neville re-
marked, ‘kicking,’ and Sylvia’s heart beat
in harmony with the s ings.

‘It's & pity it isn’t always Sunday, Jack,’
g 5

(] 9

‘Tht':'. lazy kind of sentiment, Syl.

run out of meat. How quietit all is! It
reminds me of an Engli
You know that in Eaglan
kdow that it's Sunday and
eases off. The birds don’t sing so loud,
and ths wind drops, an

bad;' among the latter
; beat. The | thst makes & row ie the ch

d the only thin,
urch bell'n.' ol

&’m saw she was pals.

g

flashing.
pi *Bat
' rl:'tk”

L dl!lﬂ“l'.“

He sighed involuntarily,
at him with ths corner ot
you were in England,
sheasked in a low voice.

*For some things—
if wishes were horses
wouldn’c go back to England unless I was
rich, or, at any rate, had
Bat I expect you'l go there
I'm saving up ; look here.’ He stopped and
looked round, es if he feared spies and
eavesdroppers even in that vast solitude.
‘Look here, Syl.’and hejuntied a canvas
bag tastened to his belt and op

,’ he replied. ‘Bat

the p
Neville laughed again
looking enough,” he said, carelessly.

down the ' other side and Neville loo

staring at the holes which the prospecti
pnrtynild made and quickly deserted.

saving up I slow work, and it will be
some time before [ can scrape together
enough to send you over. But perhaps 1
may happen on a piece of luck all of a heap

lvis glanced at the bag coldly.
don'c know that I'm dyiag to go to

‘Ob, you dont know what’s good for
you,’ he responded, ‘Young ’'uas never
do; and you're such a kid, you see.’
She drew her gracetul

, supple form as
high as she could,

and nearly reached his
blut sLhe was too shrewd to retort,

s that there are ever so many
w people at the camp, Jack,’
Sol Eeu-. I haven't been d
—oh, for ever so long !’

‘And there’s a clergyman, Jack. You
@ has brought his
wite and daughter *
‘I know, a pretty girl with fair hair,’ he
said. ‘I met ber on the plain the other
morning—a very pretty girl.’
Sylvia's lips grew close, and she tossed
ber head with irs dark mane.
‘It could not hsve been she,’ she said de-
‘The girl I mean is a washed-
out kind of girl, with no col

“That’s just like a grown-up woman,’ he
‘Catch one woman seeing
in another, especially
to be another color I’
ow what you mean,’ she re-
‘And what was she do-

if her hair happens

ing on the plain P’
‘You said just now it could not have
been her. I don’ know what she was do-
ing. I raised my hat snd she said, ‘Good-
morning,’ and that’s all I know about her.’
‘Oh! and there was & volume in the
‘Do gentlemen in England
ir bats and get into conver-
sation with strange young ladies P’
*‘Conversation! I like that, Besides this
isn’t England, and pretty girls are too rare
in Lorn Hope tor a fellow to miss the
chance of 8 word with them .
‘I wonder she doesn’t stop at home and
help her father,’ said Sylvia, with a snsp.

badu't any attraction for hi
walked on in silence for a time.
they came to the river.
and looked across it thoughtfully
‘I want to get over that bill,’ he said,
nodding to the rangs on the ether side of
the torrent. ‘There's s valley there that I
looked at from the hill
looks likely. Some of
only in a casual kind of way, and since the
rains & stream or two has started, and I
shouldn’t be surprised’—h
voice—‘if there was gold t
‘Why not go, then ?’ she s1id.

England, Syl! You shall be rich, and—
and a lady, as you ought to be and are.
Give me your handkerchief.”

noticed that it was all for her.

-top last Sunday. It

the tiny particles, sifting them through her
the boys tried it, but

ll:mdkerchief, and put themin her canvas
8g.

do to hang about here too long ; some one
may see us. Come along. To-morrow,

will be sometbing.”

which he had brought for their dinner.

grew moist.
““but —
eandwich with his bowie-knite.

Lorn Hope and—and Meth—"'
He laughed.

my lady.”

presently and stood beside him as he lay
full length, smoking his pipe snd dream-
ing diggers’ dreams.
“‘Jack,” ghe said.
“Well P

ments.

@ was on his feet in & moment.
*“Where—where did you find it ?” he de-
manded in an excited whisper.
¢On the edge of the stream.”

finger, and was down on his knees in &
moment.
*“Here?’ He beckoned her. “Syl, I
was right—the gold’s here! This stuff has
been washed down by the stream out of
the bill. The place teems—ijust teems with
fold! Hurrab ! Hush! don’t speak!” He
ooked eagerly, suspiciously. ‘Our for-
tunes are made.  You shall go back to

There was no thought for himself; she

He collected s little heap of the dust, of

“‘We must go,” he said. It will not

He looked at the brawling torrent, then
at her, and shook his head.

‘I could get over the bowlders, but not
you,’ he explained.

‘I can go where you can go,’ she said,

He laughed at her, just as he used, as a
boy. to laugh at Audrey.
p and be swept away,’ he said,

d back a pace and sprung in
front of him onto the . first bowlder and
stood looking back at him with defiance
beaming in her lovely eyes.

*Don’t be an idiot, Syl!’ he exclaimed,
with brotherly candor. ‘Come back !’

‘I will when I've got across,” she re-

There was nothing for it but to follow
ONE
Both the method and results when

Syrup of Figs is taken; it is pleaszat
and refreshing to the taste, and acts

prung like a mountain goat from
r, to bowlder wavering for a moment
as her fest touched the stone, but mamtain-
ilibrium in a manner that s
ad he been, say, five years
he would have been charmed by the
of her movements and attitudes, but
a big boy, and regarding ber as a si
annoyed at her hardihood and
fearful lest she should fall,
creased as they proceeded and reached a
bowlder separated from th
which looked formidable
what did I tell you!” he ex-
‘“We shall have to go back.”
‘“Would you go back if you were alone?’

¢“No;Ishould wade,” he replied. *‘But
you can’c because y:
mnl't'built for “d i ail b
““It’s not eep, said, looki

oo :l?d she stcppod dowg

way.

5 "ro:”t boy foolish I”
revent him or ex-
had got his arms around her.
for 8 moment; until he said :
unless you want to put both

backs in the water.”
Then she grew

tem effectually, dispels colds, head-
aches and fevers and cures habitual
constipation. Syzup of Figs is the
only remedy of ‘its kind ever pro.
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac-
ceptable to the stomach, prompt in
its action and truly beneficial in its
effects, prepared only from the most
healthy and agreeable substances, its
D but | many excellent qualities commerd it |
ouarea girl, and girls | to all and have made it the most
popular remedy known.

btk il cent bottles by all leading drug-
gists. Any reliable druggist who
may not have it on hand will pro-
cure it promptly for any one who
wishes to try it. Do not accept any
substitute, .

and before she could
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He was excited, flushed, palpitating with
: \.liﬂ,"oo'; . d
onsive, as she had oeen at
0.
said, at Iast, and
npuhor.wid: astonishment.
matter P

only—don’t laugh, Jack.
place. -It is so still and soli-

land sately, and when

It serves you right, il :
i § wu’ not Mg{tan ’ I’m not!”
she retorted, her face flushing, h.r eyes
'Ohg,dl night!" be said, refilling his
tell you it was a narrow

**It was you, then. who were frightened?”

sho said, with a scorn real or affected.
;g"-;:tmdagtmgumd likely to mel:—

*‘Lord ! isn’c that like a gi

what do you call itP—El

¢*IVs—it’s bateful !’ she burst out, then said
"(&:;%’ka. it will be

*“Is she made of lugn'rf She's sweet-

late before we ge

He obeyed at onoe. but
talked in s suppressed voi
they had discovered—not thev, but she.

Th:y mounh& ;:e hill m‘dnd‘hSylvi- kept 1 the %
step with him, e al way he 9
e by Ay 4 ydrop::dd ce of the w{:ld:
about him, kicking at the rocky soil and

over in England. Ii%s your own
there’s heaps of it. It it wasn’
and he looked back wistfully.

*Sanday !" she echoed.
say that it's unlucky
Sunday ? You did, I
oh, there x; going to be no luck in this I’

*“There’s gold here {” he said mn s low
voice, as it he wera atraid that the birds of
th> air should hear him and carry away the
preg assertion. “‘I'm sure of it. I'll
tell you what 1'il do, Syl: 1.1 come here
to-morrow with the tols end try it. 1l
start early and come back after dusk. 1t
any one comes up to the claim of the hur,
ou can say I've gone off shooting.
hey’il find me out in three or four days
at most—gold's the one thing on earth you
can't keep secret—but three days’ start

‘Jack, dido’t you
to find saything on
remember, and—and

‘Well, for a first-rate, unadalterated
croaker, commend me to you I’ he retort-
- *Its only unlucky when you work on
Sunday, and you can’c call jast picking up
a handtul ot gold-dust
Sylvia ssid no more,
indeed all the way hom:
to the river she stood s
to take her in hisarms. He felt that she
was breathing rather hard, and with inascu-
line stupidity put it down to fear.
P_your hair out of my eyes,
laughing “It's so thick that it
You've got wonderfully

He held it back with his hand, and her
eyes lighted up at his praise.

“It's like a horse’s mane,’ she said.
‘Yes, in quantity, but it is ever so much
softer. There you are! Here,
hand. Hold hard !
They walked home
Sylvia did not seem at
ter of fact, she was in the most
kealth, and would bave astonishe

and was very quiet
e. When they came
till and allowed him

‘“‘How eager you are about it !’ she said,
as they sat down and Newlle took from
his pocket the packet ot bresd and meat

“Am IP Well, it's for your eake, little
'un,”, he said, simply. “Her gray eyes

"Forﬂgive me, Jack,” she murmured,

«*Well P" be said, intent upon cutting his | Pretty bair, Syl.’

“Well, I'm in no hurry to go—to leave

I dare say. Oaly give you a chance 4; f
getting out ot this hole and seeing England, ward quickly; and
She said no more, and went on with her all tired. As & mat-
lunch ; but his words had spoiléd her ap-
petite, notwithstanding their long walk,
and in & very few moments she rose and
wandered 1o the small stream which trickl-
ed down from the hill. She came back

As they came in sight of the hut, she
stopped suddenly and caught his arm.
8, trained by looking at
es in the clear air, had
seen two figures seated outside the hut.
j.'il‘hers 1s some one there, Jack,’ she

the long distanci

Nevilie instinctively
but as he drew nearer
s0ns were the clergyman and
Mary Brown and her father,’ he

“‘Look here ;” aund she held out her open felt for his revolver ;

hand. It was full of gold dust and yellow

*Mary? You have her name
Jack.’ she said, rather sbarply.
‘I's au easy name to remember,’ he re-
sponded, indifferently.

The two visitors rose and met them, and
Mr. Brown took off his soft hat.

*We are out for a stroll, Mr —My.—?
He paused, asif wishing to hear Ne-

Neville flushed slightly.

He ran off to the point indicated by her you’re clever enough for an

He had concesle
blurt it out to this
nevolent though be looked.
—*‘Mr. Youngton,’

his name too long to
stranger, mild and be-

continued the par-
‘and we came upon your
bouse. Westayed to admire the view—
u have chosen a beautiful spot for your
bors—and my dsughter suggested that it
would be only courteous to wait your re-
turn and beg your acquaintance.’

He waved his hand toward his daughter
by way of introduction,
her eyes and blushed as
Neville took off his hat sgain.
‘Will you come in?’ he said.
But Mr. Brown had b
the camp to know that
convenient for the diggers to
tors in-doora; for one thing, there was not,
as a rule, seats enough.

you; it is very pleasant out here,’

‘My sister,’ said Neville.
Mr. Brown held out his
put her little brown one in
offer to shake hands with Mias Brown, but
g her under her long, dark

and the girl raised

een long enough in

ever met,

Now, Miss Brown
but very nicely drassed,
frock and natty hat, u
yellow locks were
braided, she looked the

was not only pretty
, and in her Sunday
nder which her i
carefully and smoot
pink and pattern

or Sylvia, conscious of her old
ith its rentsand patches,
with the bottom of i
with water, of her battered
hair, felt the difterence between
y and herself very

vanity, that her loveliness was like that of
compared with Mary
prettiness. After ‘the
manner of her sex she
ference in their clothes. !
Miss Brown seemed rather afraid of this
but she mansged at last

P"““ been for a walk with your

with cold civility;
.Itjlmdn:nmlz;

brilliant beauty,

‘Yes, said Sylvia,
‘with Jack,’ she added. 3
to hear this soft voice calling Jack her

brother.

Miss Brown glanced shyly at. Neville.
onely up here so far

‘No, no,’said Mr. Brown. ‘Then we
shall bope to see you at the service next
Sunday, you and your sister?

‘Ob, yes,’ murmured Miss Brown. I
bop? you will‘?ring her; she is so beaut-
iful. e

*Yes; isn' Bhe P assonted Noaville, just
likea brother. ‘Il bring her. Good-
g ool B;:';.clupe, d b

is stron n er small one,
;pduhe b d and smuled timialy up ut
im.

the psrson. ‘What singular characters one :
meets in these wilds. Now, I wonder why
he is here? He has a bistory, I am sure.’
Miss Mary wondered too, qaite as much
and more than ber father, ana all the way
bome, and through some part ot the night
her head was ruoning on the hand
young fellow who lived all alone up the
ravine with his sister.

Neville ran back to the but and burst in,
but not so quickly that Sylvia had not time
to spring up and hide traces of what looked
suspiciously like tears. ; :
‘Nice people those, eh, Syl P’ he said.
cheerfully, ‘Lord ! what & time it ia since I
shook hands with a gentleman. Ths girl
seems quite pleassnt, too ; she’li be & com-
panion for you, Syl. Quite an acquisition
to Lorn Hope, by f'ingo ! And I say, Syl,
I've promised we'll go to church next Sun-
day. Fancy a parson and church at Lorn
Hope!’ and he laughed. -

ou can go, Jack,’ she said, softly.
‘But I—' and she glanced down at her
dress.

Neville caught the glance and under-
stood it and his heart smote him. He had
been 8o engrossed by his eearch for gold
that he had forgotten such a trifling detail
as Sylvia’s wardrobe.

CHAPTER XV.

He said notbing at the moment, but the
next morning he walked down to the camp

and purchased some merino and a hat, as
much like Mary Brown’s as' he could get,
and carried them home.

‘Look here, Syl,’ he said, putting the

parcel rather shyly on the table. ‘Here's
something for & new dress and s hat, 1
couldn’t get & dress ready made, you koow,

but I expect you'll be able to bm’ln’i one—

Now. she would have received the pres-

ent stiffly enough, but the praise that sc-
companied it melted her.

*Oh, Jack !’ she said in a low voice, and

bent over the stuff. But that was all she
said. She carried the precious parcel into
her own room, and gave bim his breskfast.

All through the meal Neville wasin a

state of suppressed excitement.

‘I'm going over the hills,’ he said. I

shall go round by the wood and keep out
of sight, and it any one comes, tell them
I'm somewhere about and shall be back
presently. 1 shall be back at dark, and
you won'’t mind being left all the day-time,
will you? That tellow Lavarick dare not
show his face within two miles of the camp
and the place is quieter since the parson
came.’

‘I'm not afraid,’ she said. ‘Give me one

of your revolvers and 1'il take care of Meth
an mlynlf, too.’

d
He loaded a revolver for her and gava it

to her, with a laugh of approval at her
pluck.

‘You've got more grit than any woman 1
yl,’ he said.
‘More than Mary Brown, do you think P’

she said ; but she said it pleasantly enough.

He laughed.
‘Oh, she? She’s more like a mouse. I

don’t expact she’d know what to do with a
revolver if she had one.’

‘And I do,” said Sylvia. ‘Look here,’

and slipping to the door, she sent a bullet:
smashing sgainst & big stone which afford-
ed a convenient target.

‘Bravo !’ said Neville. ‘But you needn’s

shut one eye when you take “aim. But
there, you're a woman, and women always
do, excep when they shut both.’

He started soon atter, and Sylvia was

hard at work all day.

She had noticed and appreciated the

beautiful simplicity of Miss Brown’s dress,
and without actually copying it, she con-
trivled to produce something in the same
sty

. #
Meth helped and uttered little snorts and

ejaculations of admiration at Sylvia’s ex-
pertness.
‘Lawk sakes ! you might a-been & dress-
1" she exolyﬁmd.
| Sylvia stopped in her singing, for she

bad d the whole time she was at
work'.u:gd

“It isn’ the first frock I've made, Meth,’

she said. ‘ButI want this to be the best,
| boc?unit'ﬂheﬁmmh&hugim
me,

“Lor’ bless you! said Meth. ‘He won't

;0“-:?1 (] notice it ; men never do. Now,

(Conrixump ox Frrremnta PAan.),

P
t,’ said Sylvia, s0 &
bring the color tzlﬁu'Bron

If it was always Sunday we should soon

though her weight was as nothi
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