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“And do you think that ■ women doesn’t 

like being told, though she may know it 
es well si she knows her own leee P Oh 
deer I how stupid men, even the best and 
wisest, are ! ’ and she threw up her hands 
like the little actress she was.

“That’s just what all—what this lady 
would say,” said Lorrimore. “I could 
almost tan су it was she who was speaking.”

“Of course ell women are alike—only 
thank goodness ! you 
ed it,” said Sylvia.

“And yon think I ought to go to her 
He gnawed at his mustache, and smiled n°»p” said Lorrimore meekly, 

absently “Cettamly—it once—bj electee tele-
“pm afraid not. There is only one per- graph, if they will take you,” responded 

son 1 should like to send a message to-" 8yIn-, promptly ; “and I hope-oh ! oh I
He stopped abruptly. hope you won’t be too late, though you

X, Mercy was seated mending some stage almost deserve it.” She repented the bsn- 
V laoe ol Sylvia’s, and out ot hearing. ‘?™8 *p«ch «ornent it had left her

Sylvia looked up at him with a light in Цре,f” ? ta™bU> °bang« came over Lor- 
her beautiful eyes nmore’d handsome nee. It grew deathly

“It’s—it’s a lady P” she said in a whisp- P**». d"* «Xм glanoed and flash-
tt ed under the straight brows. Sylvia put

Lorrimore colored. her hand on his arm. ‘ Oh, forgive me ! I
“Yes,” he said in as low a voice as hers. ™d ««“,,0 ‘ Bo* 80—
“Ah, now I understand ! ’ murmured oh- 8° “ once I Think ot what may hap- 

Sylvia. pen ш two years!"
She meant that the understood why this Lommore was silent for a moment or 

best and most generous of men seemed to te0, i.then he looked up. 
be living under a cloud, and as if he had ‘ I. W1 8° directly 

V\ some aMorbing worry and anxiety always ®r ,tw.° . he . ,
with him heard of a last ohance. There are several

“Is—is she very good and beautiful P 8“8* °* ««”• ™««<ІУ Englishmen, em- 
But of oourse she is.” PloTed on *b® new Swu* r«lway. I will

He threw him*II into a chair beside her “"<* «У ““ “>•«•
and leaned forward, the color coming end sad then-weU, then I ,hall be able to go 
going in his dark face. to her and say that I have left no stone

“Yes, 1 think her both good and beauti- ontijnmd.’ 
fal," Lorrimore said, at Bnt with the shy- . Th®” h« «ut of the room, as it
ness with which men always speak of mat- h«®°old “• b*«r to hear or say any moie. 
ter. of the heart. “I thick her the best Bo‘ b=,or« be started on thu.bia last 
and loveliest on earth, and my heart has fo"*- he arranged Sylm’s and Mercy’s 
been set upon her for years. If it hadn’t 10а™еУ to England with hi. usual care and 
been, well-” and he looked at Sylvia, forethought. Sylvia had her own mud and 
whose eyes dropped lor a moment ; then she » Conner; and, indeed, the orphan of 
looked up at hem and shook her head. Hop, might have traveled with the

“I am very glad and very sorry, lor you •*?>« ®‘ »» «®Pre« ‘‘ «ь® ш been ”
WP’***» h*PPp- You kept ,,,y trom Масу decided that they would be quiet- 

“That’s because she sent me.” said Lor- ” « lodging, than m a hotel, ana the 
rimore. “She sent me away more than two courier hod engaged some comfortable 
years ago to look tor a friend—a great ”0™' m BnrT Street, St. dames, 
friend-who had disappeared. I was to Here she was called upon by the great 
search for two years, andthen-well, per- London mansger, who was rather startled 
haps, I can’t eav for certain-.be would t0 find the famous pnma-doima so young, 
listen to what I'had to say." “d •» Ч“е,‘“Д *° s,d;'°°k'ng- , .

“The time is up.” said Sylvia, staring at „For ‘he first two or three day. .he and 
him. “Why, oh, why don’t you go to Mercy .mused themselves in the intervals 
jj9r p» between practice and rehearsal in going

Lorrimore looked down rather sheep- «bout the great city, which Mercy seemed
to know quite well. They saw most of the 

“Well, you see, Sylvia, I- Don’t you lemons sights; but, of all things Sylvia 
think she might think I was acting meanly enjoyed the park with its throngs of beau- 
in returning without her friend, and keep- Wally dressed men and women, and was 
ing her to foe letter of her bargain P” Ч«‘« unconscious that, as she and Mercy

Sylvia almost sprung off her chair. drove round the ring m the modest hired
“Oh, to think that one so wise and good brougham, .11 eyes were bent upon her 

should be so simple !” she exclaimed,clasp- oiro beautiful face, 
ing her hands and regarding him with a One afternoon, on their way home, they 
mixture of pity and anger. P««d down Park Lane ana South Andley

“Eh P” said Lorrimore. staring at her. =*«>et, and Sylvia, who bad turned to 
“Why, don’t you eeeP” she raid in a Mercy to make tome remark, was sur- 

tone of one addressing a rather dense pi“*d to see that she had gone deathly 
child—* don’t you really ree P I suppose white and was trembling, 
you don’t know whether she loves you or ‘ Oh, What is the matter, Mercy ?” ehe 
not ?” asked, anxiously.

“I don’t,” said Lorrimore. “I should “Nothing, nothing,” said Mercy, evid- 
say, it I were asked, that she didn’t.” ently struggling tor composure. “It was

“You foolish man !” retorted this child only something 
in years and woman in instinct ; “of course She stopped as if she did not wish to say 
she loves you, or she wool In4 have sent *”7 «ore ; and Sylvia looking around 
vou on an errand for her, especially such a anxiously, could see nothing to alarm her 
big one ” companion. A thm, tall gentlemen, with

Lorrimore’s breath came fast and hie » pale, thoughtful face, had just passed 
dark eyes began to glow. them, but he h.d not glanced at the car-

‘.’If I frit that you were right—” he be- rjage, and there was no one i l,e near at 
gan ; but Sylvia broke in : that moment. Sylvia stole her hand into

“Right P Of course I am right. So Mercy’s still trembling one. 
you think one women doesn’t know exaoily ‘‘Are T°u better now, dear Mercy ? she 
how mother feels. She’s is much in love asked. ...... , . ,

you, and perhaps more, than you are Mercy smiled at her m her sad, resigned 
with her." way.

He got up and began to walk about “Ye. Sylvia; don’t be alarmed. I shall 
again. not be taaen that way again.” And she

"And you have been staying away from *et ber lip* firmly, 
her all this time P But, of course you Tb® n,8bt °* Sylvia s first appearance 
have written to her often P” arrived, and she admitted to Mercy that

Lorrimore shook his head. ■he **■ratber nervous.
“No” he Slid, rather shyly. “There “I don’t know why,” she said.witha little 

wasn’t anything to write about. I hadn’t trembling sigh, «Mercy arranged the 
found the man, and-and there wasn’t any "™Ple dress in which Marguerite first 
other news, excepting, excepting that- »PPe««i "but to-night I feel as if-Don’t 
that I still love her and would die for her ^ugh, Mercy-butthere you never laugh, 
if that would do her any good, and she Fe““Pa it would be better for me it you 
knows that well enough." did—but I feel as if someting weie going

to happen.”
“Something will happen—a very great 

success,” said Mercy. “The manager 
tells me that the house is crammed, and 
that it is, what he calls, in capital humor.” 

Sylvia sighed.
“Yes,” she said, “every one is so kind 

and indulgent. I am not afraid of them” 
—she waved her hand toward the stage—” 
it is not that. I can scarcely tell what it 
is. But do not mind me; I shall for
get all about it directly I go on and begin 
to sing.

The manager himself came to the dress
ing room when her ‘call* time came, and 
amid a breathless silence she appeared in 
sight of the audience. A curious murmur 
of satisfaction and admiration rose, which 
swelled into a burst of delighted applause 
at the end of her first song.

Mercy was waiting for her at the wings, 
and took her down to the dressing rooms, 
and noticed that Sylvia was, though out
wardly calm, still a little agitated.

“How beautiful you sung to night,dear !” 
she said, kissing her. “I wish you could 
have heard the delightful remarks of the 
people at the wings. I think it will be the 
greatest success you have yet had.”

Svlvia nodded.
‘And yet I trembled so that— Did you 

see any of the people in the house,Mercy P” 
But before she could reply, the manager 

knocked at the door, in a flutter of excite
ment, to tell her that the house was calling 
for her to come on before the curtain.

“Oh, no, no !” she said, pouting 
.“Not yet ; I must rest. Oh ! please not 
yet ; let them wait till the opera is finished ; 
they may not want me then.”

The word and wish of a prima donna 
are law. and the manager retired dis
appointed. and yet marveling at the young 
lady’s modest humility. It was something 
etartingly novel in his experience.

ed with Lord Lorrimore’s, was as beautiful 
as was said, Audrey, piqued and jealous, 
would be in a condition of mind that would 
induce her to listen to him tonight.

Audrey was verv quiet for the rest ot the 
afternoon, and, wnen she came down to 
the early dinner, surprised Lady Marlow 
by the splendor of her costume, for Aud
rey, as a rule, was not given to diamonds 
and gorgeous apparel.

“Why this tremendous war-paint, young 
lady?” demanded the viscount, with a 
am*le of admiration. “Any one going to 
be scalped to-night P**

Audrey blushed a little.
“Do I look too resplendent P” she said, 

with affected indifference. “I am going 
to the opera with mamma, that is all.”

“Oh, yes, to see the new wonder. They 
say she is really а гага avis. Don’t be 
surprised if I look in. By the way, what 
is this nonsense I see in the paper about 
her and Lorrimore P *

Lady Marlow pressed his foot with hers 
under the table, and, of course,, he stam
mered and raid “Eh P” as men usually do ; 
but Audrey scarcely seemed to wince.

“Do you mean that she is engaged to 
him ?” she said, calmly, and a little defiant
ly. “I don’t know why it should be non
sense. She is very beautiful, so they say. 
and—and why do von say it is nonsense P ’ 

“So it is,” said Lord Marlow, disregard
ing his wife’s warning frown. “Men ot 
Lorrimore’s rank and position don’t marry 
actresses unless they—not the actresses, 
but the men—are fools ; and no one ever 
called Lorrimore a fool yet. Why on earth 
doesn’t he come back to London P I’ve 
no patience with fellows who trapse round 
the globe like wandering Jews, especially 
when there is plenty for them to do at 
home.”

Audrey said nothing more, and the 
meal was rather a silent one.

The two ladies drove to the opera, and^ 
Audrey leaned back in the carriage and 
appeared very thoughtful.

“What a tremendous house !” said 
Lady Marlow, surveying the crowd 
through her lorgnette, and bowing to 
her acquaintances ; but Audrey merely 
glanced round in a preoccupied way, and 
then returned her attention to the stage.

Then amid the expectant silence Signora 
Stella appeared. Audrey leaned forward, 
her breath coming and going quickly, her 
eyes devouring Sylvia’s face, as she stood 
modestly waiting for the applause to cease. 
Audrey listened to the sweet voice in a 
kind ot rapturous pain, then she sunk back 
and hid her face with her fan.

“A very pretty girl,” said Lady Mar
low, “and vpry young, too. It is a de
licious voice.”

“Pretty! She is lovely !” said Audrey, 
as if she could not help herself.

“They ‘make up’ so well nowadays,” 
said Lady Mai low.

“Her beau'y is natural,’’ responded 
Audrey. “And how graceful she is !” 
She smothered a sigh. “It is a delight to 
watch her move across the stage ; all the 
others seem awkward and clumsy com
pared with her.”

Her heart ached while she did this jus
tice to the girl for whom Lord Lorrimore 
bad deserted her. No wonder that he had 
forgotten her, Audrey, after be had seen 
and known this lovely creature with her 
sweet voice and bewitching ways. And 
Signora Stella was a great personage, 
while she, Audrey, was a nobody.

She told faerselt that she ought to hate 
this graceful girl upon whose lips the 
crowded house hung as if fascinated ; and 
yet, somehow, she could not ; and she 
found the tears welling to her eyes as 
Marguerite’s voice waded out the plaintive 
song over the dead body of her brother.

Lord Marlow came into the box after the 
second act, and was as enthusiastic as the 
rest ot the audience.

“By George !” he exclaimed, “the papers 
have not exaggerated ; the girl sings like a 
nightingale, and has got the face ot—of—” 

“An angel,” said Audrey, softly.
He stared at her.
“That’s the neatest thing in feminine 

admiration I have ever heard,” he said. 
“Bravo, Audrey ! It’s well that your en
thusiasm isn’t wasted on a foreigner ; she’s 
English, they tell me, though no one knows 
anything about her.”

“Excepting that she is engaged to Lord 
Lorrimore,” said Jordan’s smoothe voice 
behind them.

Audrey did not turn her head, and with 
a general bow Jordan came and stood be
hind her chair, well in the shadow of the 
box. He looked at Sylvia through his 
opera-glass with a cold, keen curiosity.

' Lord Lorrimore his some excuse for 
his infatua'ion,” he said in a low voice, 
meant to reach Audrey alone. “The new 
signora has the fatal gift of beauty.”

Audrey made no response, but seemed 
wrapped, as she was, in the opera.

Between the acts the foyer was full of 
people, eageily discussing and warmly 
praising the new star, and one or two men 
came to Lady Marlow to pay their respects 
to her ladyship and offer their opinion. 
Among them was Lord Chesterton, and be 
was enthusiastic.

“The dream of my life is at last fulfilled, 
my dear Lady Marlow,” he said. “1 have 
long sighed tor a singer who should be an 
actress and at the same time a naturally 
beautiful and refined lady. Tonight I haie 
had the unspeakable delight of looking-at 
and listening to one. She has taken us by 
storm ; there is not a des sentient voice in the 
chorus of praise and gratification. And so 
ypung, too ! They tell me that she is not 
yet twenty ; though reslly her antecedents 
are shrouded is so much mystery that one 
doubts everything one is told about her. 
Do you like her, Miss Audrey P But ot 
oourse you do.”

Audrey turned her face to him ; it was 
rather pale.

“I think she is bewitching,” eke said.
“It is the right word,” he assented. 

“We are all under the spell to-night. 
There goes the curtain, ana I must get 
back I) my place.”

As Sylvia came on, Audrey leaned for
ward in an attitude of complete attention, 
and the eyes of the two women met and

Sylvia repeated her question.
‘Did you notice any one, Mercy ?”
“No, dear,” replied Mercy; “I had 

only eyes for you, as usnsl. Who was it 
you wanted me to see P”

“No one I know.” said Sylvia. “There 
is » lady sitting in the second box on the 
second tier, on the right-hand side. She 
is the most beautiful creature I have ever 
seen.”

“There are a great many beautiful 
women in the hous« tonight.” said Mercy.

“I dare aay, but I have only seen this 
one distinctly. She is with another lady, 
rather older than herself, her mother, I 
suppose. I could sctrcely take my eyes 
off the younger one ; it is such a face ! And 
do you know, Mercy, dear, that I seemed 
to be singing and playing at her, and for 
her alone. She watched me as closely as 
I watched her, and at first, I mean when I 
first came on and raised my eyes to the 
box, I fancied that she started and looked 
coldly and angrily at me.”

“Ob, but that’s impossible, Sylvia !” said 
Mercy. “It is not like you to be so fanci
ful.”

seemed to linger on each other with an ex
change of admiration and even sympathy 
which was strange, when one comes to 
think of it.

Sylvie, as she hid said to Mercy, played 
and sung to the beauti lui giil in the box 
above her. and inspired by the rapt atten
tion and admiration in Audrey eyes, the 
surpassed herself in the last act, and 
brought down the curtain to a storm of 
cheering, which was prolonged until the 
manager brought her on again.

Audrey bad leaned forward so far that 
her arms were resting on the velvet edge 
of the box, and as Sylvia passed just be
neath her, in front of the curtain. Audrey 
raised her bouquet and dropped it at 
Sylvia’s feet. The vast audience recog
nized the spontaneity of the action, and 
applauded enthusiastically. Sylvia was 
startled for a moment, then, ss the mana
ger picked up the bouquet and handed it 
to her, ehe raised it to her lips, and her 
eyes to Audrey’s face.

Jordan took Audrey’s cloak from the 
back ot the box and hi Id it tor her ; and as 
he did so, he saw that the bands she put 
up to take it were trembling.

“How generous vou are P”he murmured. 
“Most women would have hated her; but 
you—”

Audrey hung her head,her eyes still fixed 
on the stage on which Sylvia had just been 
standing.

“I—I do not hate her,” she said, more 
to herself than to him, and there was a faint 
tone ot wonder in her voice.

“Nor despise him P” he whispered. 
“No, you are too noble. But 1—well, I 
will not speak of my contempt for the man 
whose constancy is so poor a thing. 
Audrey, I at «et am constant. Though you 
may send me away from you, my heart will 
remain with you and forever. Have yon 
no pity in that gentle heart of yours tor 
me ? Audrey, dare I hopeP Will yon 
not say one word and make me the happiest 
man in all the world ?”

As he spoke, his hand glided toward here 
and took it softly, and—

She was in a state of excitement and 
emotion ; her heait was throbbing with 
the pain of looking on at the triumph of 
the beautiful girl who had won Ldrd Lorri
more trom her ; she was, in short, just in 
that condition when a woman turns for 
consolation to the nearest and most per
sistent of her lovers, and she let her hand 
remain in his.

“My dearest love,” he murmured. She 
started then, but he held her hand so tight
ly that she could not have withdrawn it. 
“My dearest love he repeated, “I devote 
my life to you,” and glancing swiftly round, 
he raised her hand to hie lips.

Lady Marlow happened to turn at the 
moment, to tell Audrey that they could 
make their way out, and saw the caress.

Jordan took Audrey down to the car
riage, and bis hand lingered round 
hers as he said good-night, and 
his face, with its keen look of 
triumph, would have told Lady Marlow 
that he bad won, even if she had 
nessed the little action in the box.

Audrey sunk back into her corner and 
closed her eyes, her opora cloak drawn 
well up round her lace, and Lady Marlow 
left her alone until they reached home ; 
then she followed her into her room and 
put her arm round her.

“Am I to wait till Jordan tells me, 
dear P” she said.

Audrey started, and the blood left her 
face, and ehe looked from aide to side, as 
if she had suddenly realized what she had 
done.

“I—” she stammered, putting her hand 
to her lips.

Lady Mailow kissed her affectionately. 
“My dear, I saw a little of what was go

ing oo, and I am not surprised. It is al
ways the nun with the longest patience 
who wins. May you be very happy, my 
dear, dear girl !” and Audrey, as a com
mencement ot her happiness, laid her head 
on Lady Marlow’s shoulder and wept.

Jordan stood for a moment or two look
ing alter the carriage, the light of triumph 
still glowing in his eyes, then they took a 
keener and more calculating expression, 
and calling a cab, he told the min to drive 
him to the office oi a well known society 
paper.

“There shall be no ohance ot drawing 
back my timid Audrey !” he muttered. “I 
knew I should win ; bnt luck hie favored 
me. Whether there is anything in this 
rumor of an engagement between this 
opera-singer and my Lord Lorrimore or 
not, it has served my tarn. No, there 
must be no drawing back !” He drew a 
long breath. “I am safe now, with the 
Hope estates and money I can defy even 
the worst !”

In less than an hour tha paragraph an
nouncing the engagement of the Right 
Honorable Sir Jordan Lynne, Bart., M. 
P., and Miss Audrey Hope was in type.

(To bs Continued)

(Continued F дож Tenth Раєж)
Sylvia looked up from the letter to the 

manager which she had eat down, to write.
“That wild-goose chsse of yours—how 

tired you must bo of it,” she said, sym
pathetically.

“You are right—1 am.”
“I wish I could help you,” she said 

softly. “But I can’t can IP”
He shook his head.
“Not even in London P Is there any

thing,!
can take for .you P”

I
1;J

і haven’t discov-
do P Is there no message I

m
■■

;

■
.
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N Sylvia liughed softly.

“No, 1 deserve that credit, I think ; but 
— Well, I suppose lam fanciful tonight.”

“Was there no one else in the box ?” 
asked Mercy.

“One or two gentlemen, I think,” said 
Sylvia, indifferently, “but they were at the 
back, in the shadow, and 1 could not see 
them. I wish you could find out who she 
is, Mercy. Not that I should know her 
name, even if I heard it. tor I know no one 
—no one—here in England.”

When they went up for the great jewel 
scene, Mercy managed a m. ment or two 
before Sylvia went on, to address a ques
tion to the great Mephistopheles, who bad 
been singing the praises of Signora Stella 
to an excited and enthusietic crowd of fel
low ao* ore.

“Will you tell me the names of those 
ladies in that second box, please ?” she 
said.

He swept her a bow, and looked across 
the house.

“Ah, yes !” he said. “One is Lady 
Mailow—the Viscountess Marlow—the 
other is the chirmiag Miss Audrey Hope.”

Mercy started, thanked him, and 
whispered to Sylvia :

“Her name is Audrey Hope.”
Sylvia had only just time to nod, then 

glided on the stage. And as she do 
she raised her eyes directly to the sweet 
face which had so attracted her, and felt 
certain that Audrey Hope’s eyes met hers 
with a certain kind ot significance, with 
something more than the curiosity, and 
perhaps admiration, with which one of a 
large audience regards a player. 

CHAPTER XXVII.

іin a week 
I have just;

*1
"1

1

ne so

Directly he bad seen the announcement 
of the appearance of Signora Stella, Jor
dan booked a box. The report he had 
read to Audrey might be true or false. 
Lord Lorrimore was in some wsy con
nected with the new and famous opera 
singer who had taken the world by storm, 
and Jordan knew that Lord Lorrimore 
could not he far off. There was no time 
to lose. He would take Audrey to see 
her rival, and clinch matters before Lor
rimore could arrive on the scene.

On the morning of Sylvia’s advertised 
appearance he called at Grosvenor Square. 
He had not seen Audrey since the night ot 
the bell, and he was careful to greet her as if 
nothing had been said which could cause 
any embarrassment.

He chatted pleasantly, in his very best 
style, and did noc mention the object ot 
his visit until Lady Marlow came into the 
room. And then, as if he had suddenly 
remembered it, he said :

“Oh, by the way, Lady Marlow, of course 
you are going to the opera tonight to see 
the new marvel—Signora Stella P What

not wit-

with

higbflown names they assume, do they not?”
“Well, I meant going, ’ said Lsdv Mar

low, “but we haven’t a box this season,
and when 1 sent down to fhe office lor a 
seat they sent back word that there wasn’t 
one in the house.”

“How fortunate ! ’ murmured Jordan. 
“I got a box a week ago, intending to go, 
but I’m afraid I shall not be able to do so. 
Pray take it, Lady Marlow.”

“Oh, but—” began Lady Marlow.
“Please do ; and if I can look in for half 

in hour I will do so.”
Lady Marlow glanced at Audrey inquir

ingly.
Audrey had colored and winced at the 

sound ot the signora’s name ; but she said, 
calmly enough :

“1 should very much like to go.”
Jordan took bis leave at once ; bnt an 

exultant smile played about hie thm lips. 
If this singing-girl, whose name was link-
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