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CHAPTER XXXV.

claimed Lorrimore, his dark tace flashing,

his eyes lighting up with sudden joy and

gladness.

Sylvis looked from one to the other, but
not a glimmering of the truth dawned on
her.

**Yes, no wonder you are surprised. Au

yours, Lord Lorrimore, so she is of mine ;
aren’t you, Audrey P” and she smiled at
her

But Audrey seemed uvable to speak for
& moment or two, and she gave her band
in sil:nce to Lorrimore, whose heart rose
at her embarrassment. It was the first
time she had ever shown any emotion at
the mght of him, and it made him hopeful.
He eat down on the couch between the
two, and Sylvia at once proceeded to ply
im with questions.
“Why did you not write and tell me you
were coming P’ she asked chidingly, *‘and
why have you been away so long P”
LD ; didn’n write because I didn’t know
until yesterday that I was coming to Fng-
land 80 soon, he said, scarce ly knowing
what he eaid, al his thoughts scattered by
the fact that the woman he loved was sit-
ting within reach ot his hand.
ﬁe stole a glance at her, and bis faithfol
heart throbbed with love and admiration.
he was more besutifal than ever, he
thought ; be longed to hesr her speak that
be might once more besr in reality the
voice,ie bad heard so ofter in his dreams.
He bad not seen her for more than three
years, and yet as she sat there arrayed in
all ber splendor, with ber lovely face down-
cast, the long lashes sweeping her cheeks,
it seemed to him that it was but yesterday
that he had stocd beside her on Stonelei h
Burrows and started on the quest for Ne-
ville Lynne.
*'I hope Lady Marlow is quite well, he
said.

Audrey found ber voice at last.
‘“Yes, thank you,” she said, and
without  raising” her eyes; but the
voice thrilled through him ss of old, and
he turned his eyes with a dazed, far-away
look in them, to Sylvia.
Audrey took advantage of his averted
geze to steal a glance at him. He was
tanned by travel in sll weathers and (li-
mates, but he looked as handsome as ever
and not a day older. A sigh stole between
her lips and ber head dropped. She knew
that he loved her still. A woman knows
whether a man's heart is still hers alter a
long absence the first moment she sees him
on bis return. A look is enough. What
had she not lost— thrown away !
Sylvia, meanwhile, bad been chatting
more brightly than Lorrimore had ever be.
fore heard her.
*You seem in excellent spirits, Sylvia,”
he said, with a smile. *‘And no wonder.
I bave read of your triumphe, and am
given to understand that all London is at
your feet. I quite expected to find you
the personfication of vavity, and I hope
you won't disappoint me.”
I won't,” said Sylvia, laughing. «I
am almost too vain to live. Yes, I hwve
been very fortunate, and they all praise
me far too much. But this is my greatest
piece ot good fortune ;" and she leaned in
front of him and laid her hand on Audrey’s
arm.
Lorrimore looked questioningly from
one to the other.
‘I've found the best snd dearest friend
8 woman ever bad,” Sylvia went on. We
are like two sisters, only more s0; aren’t
we, Audrey ?’
Audrey smiled and pressed her band.
**I suppose you are surprised and start-
led to see such werm friendship between
the aristocratic Mss Hope and a poor
opera-singer, my lord?” and she looked

it was nothing,

ot masculine si

“*Ob, you can go into the pit, as you | heat, in city

the door.
Audrey rose with her. '
“I—I will come with you,” she said, | near me, that I
“'and help you dress, Sylvis.” mine, and hear

hand imploringly.

A tear rolled

other end ot the world perhaps before I

then he came and sat beside her sgain.
‘‘Audrey,” he said, and his voice tremb- cease.
led, *‘though I came back to eee you and

that I have startled you, that—Audrey, | back and fiad

broke off, for her face had grown plle.r by the name I hi
and her manner more constrained, as if the silent night,

thought.

free to love you
‘1 am very glad to see you, Lord Lor-

ness in her voice, he noticed, and his heart
fell to come

unsuccesstul and without any good news ot right, Audrey P
bad not brought Neville Lynne home in

of bim. They say that the world is a very

but be seems to have dissppeared as com.

*It is very strange,” said Audrey in a | hide herself in
low voice, but almost coldly.

scouring the habitable globe for nearly | broke from ber t
three years to please a lady has a right to
expect is that the lady should display some | face paled.
interest in the result of his wearisome mis-
sion; but Audrey did not appear to feel | «“That i8 your an,
anything of the kind. His head droo

sionately in love with her, might have felt | tremor of his lips
hurt at the abscnce of even thanks ; but

seemed just right and perfect in his eyes, | have guessed w
and he went on: when I came in j
¢I dare say you wondered that I didn't

write to you ?”

Aulrey’s lips quivered, but no sound
came. went on hoping.
“Hewen knows I wanted to write to give up the hope
you oft :n enough, but I thought that you

sympathy, and—and so I kept silent. You
see, I hoped to bring your triend back to
ycu, but I haven’s, and—and, Audrey, I mustache, then h
baven’c any right to £0 on—no right to tell | the tears rolling
you of what lies so near my heart.”

and, of course, he went on:

perhaps feel that I had done my poor best
to prove my love for you ; not that it want- “*It does not mat!

you have always known that I have loved bear this kind of
you, and that you might—I mean—"
He broke ‘down, stammering like a about you with a

struggled feebly in his grasp. Sylvia I bave got
b

up at his dark “face witha mi us
mock gravity.

Lorrimore smiled.

I am rather surprised. I know bow
proud you are,” he said; *‘but I am very
glad. How did you come to know each
other P

It's too long a story to tell,” said
Sylvia. “Suffice it for the present that we
recognizad an electric bond of sympathy
between us—that we came together by
mutusl attraction, and here we are. Ang
now, 1f you will promise not to be too
elated, we will tell you how glad we are to
see you, and express a hcpe that you have
abandoned the rols of the Wandering Jew
forever,”

Audrey’s and Lorrimore’s faces flushed,
but Audrey’s grew pale sgain.

**You sre looking absurdly well,” Syl-
visran on, ‘“but vou are always well,
aren’t you? And now you must tell us
your adventures. Never mind Miss Hope,
she need not listen unless she likes.”

Lorrimore stole a glancs at the down-
cast face.

““There’s much to tell,” he said hesitat.
ingly, as he wondered what Sylvia would
say it she knew how closely Audrey was
connected with his ‘‘adventures.” o |
bave just come back from Switzerlsnd.”

The servant knocked at the door and
entered. w2 -

‘*Miss Mercy’s love, madame, and it is
time to drees. AT.8

Sylvia nodded and smiled, 58

‘You see, Mercy is still my guardian
angel,” she s1id. *‘She watches over me
almost every hour of the day. I am sorry
she is not here to see you, she is not very
well, and I bave made her rest ; she will be
80 glad to hear you have come. I must
Tun awsy aud put my cloak on. You will

I hope you will
msrry—"

alie:dy.

ion that must still
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ber like that of s
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*‘Audrey, is there any hope for me P
don’t want to trade on this search business

i times better tha
He looked down at his suit of gray | sible. Yon see, I
tweed.

Lorrimore's face fell and he put out his | your voice! ‘Fhen when I

any kind for you,” he said, as regretfully | or ought I to have stayed away and ceased
and humbly as if it were bis fault that he to trouble you P

him love for love. Perhaps, with a lover’s
Lorrimore was rather astonished at her intuition, he read her beatt, for he put out
spathy. The least 8 min who hss been | his arms toward her; and *No, no !”

Lorrimore’s arms fell to his side and his

‘It 15 ‘No P he said, almost inaudibly.
P!

orrimore, if he had not been so pas- up to stroke bis mustache to hide the

*Well, I must bearit! I—I am sorry
whatever Audrey said or did, or thought, | that I have troubled you, Audrey. I might

“*No, no !" she said.
He shook his head sadly.
*“Yes, you did. 1 ssw it, but— Well, I

for years—tbe hope that has been keeping
might think that I was bidding for your | him going when everything seemed agamst
him.”

He was silent for & moment, goawicg his

be had loved to pictnre to hims:lf as br ht
She did not forbid him to continue, | anq happy—and his heart smote him. %ie
callsd himselt a brate, to worry this
“When I started, Audrey, you said— radiant beautiful creature who was born
1o, you didn’t eay & word—but I thought, | 1o wear 8 smile, and go through the worli
I hoped that if I were successi=l you might | ag gorrowless as some tropical bird.

“‘Don't cry, Audrey,” he said, gently.
ed any proving, for I'think, Audrey, that it. Batter fellows than I have had to

ng to make you miserable by hanging

school-boy, and leaning for- | I will accept my dismissal at 1st. j—T
ward, took her hand aud held it though it | think I will tske myself ¢ff now. Tell

such friends. By ithe way, tell
her I will come and hear her sing some
other night, and—and good-bye, Audrey.

He stopped abruptly, for something in
Audrey’s face told bim, swiftly as the
lightning flash, that there was “some one

He stood looking at her, his eyes fixed
upon her, as if he feared to put the quest-

‘“Tnere is some one, isn't there, Aud-
rey P’ he said in a low voice.

She did not answer, at least in words ;
but her bead sunk low and her face grew
hot as it with shama.

S — ‘“Who is it P he asked ina voice he
tried to keep steady.
Audrey tried to lift her eyes to his, but
it was asif a heavy weight hung on her

o n':’n engugle.d to Jordan Lynne.” came
. : in & whisper at last.

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, Lorrimore started, snd a terrible change

came over bis face.

ness, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongus | fired it she had mention

and bis heart would have winced ; but the
gnme TO{: Jordan Lyb?.b uth his blood Bon

re. at man to er husband! His
Small Dose, beautiful, pure-hearted Audrey to be the
wife of Jordan Lynne—the woman whom
80 many good men and true loved, perhaps | gons,” said Neville, with 8 smile ; “‘and you

be, Lorrimere, loved her ! used to be very an

The thought almost drove him mad. He
just as Neville and P,
subtle Sir Jordan was to wed his Audrey !
He could not speak; his handsome face
grew black, his eyes glowered down upon

tall form seemed to dilate and tower over

after all, except the bein,

parted from you so long,” At this piece

down Audrey’s cheek and
*‘Oh, pray stop and keep him amused fell upon her tightly clasped bands; but
for a few minutes or he will be off to the she did not rpesk, though she knew tha
she ought to stop him. But there is no
get down again,” exclaimed Sjlvia, langh- | music under heaven—not the trill of the | he dashed
nightingale, the clear note of the thrush,
Audrey sunk back into her seat and the song of the curlew on some moenlit
Lorrimore rose and took a turn up and | river—so sweet to a woman's ear as the | found Audrey lying on the couch with her
down the room, as if to steady himself; | voico of the man she loves pleading for

thatlove, and Audrey couli not bid it

you were his wife. M

ave whis

and I knew that you still
she disliked being alome with him, he were Audrey Hope, and that I was still

i1

A tremor seized Audrey, and she tried
rimore,” she said ; but there was no glad- | to stop him ; but she could not speak.

oIt "l;.?{lm who told me tha

Is there any hepe for me,

bis strong arms and give

rembling lips.

swer, Audrey
ped. and be put Lis hand

by you shrunk from me
ust now.”

It is bard for a man to
that he hss been nursing

e glanced at her and saw
down her face—the face

ter. I—Ishall get over
thing, and 1 am not go-

handkerchief to my eyes.

to hear how you and she

be happy whoever you

be put.

dy.

His Spanish blood—
was of it—would have
ed any other name,

actually
could feel your hand in
your voice—actually hear
woke up and
found it was only & dream, then I felt bad
*‘One’ moment, and—Miss Hope,” he | and wanted to come posting bome.”
drey—Miss Hope—is an old friend of | #aid, with repressed sgitation.

¢ I ought
s and try for the heart of the
*‘I am afraid that you will not be very | woman I loved, little thinking that 1t was I who sent him

glad when I tell you that I have come back you of whom she was speaking. Did 1 do

80 | crushed it in his hands.
You, even if

t

y | done that P’
you—you are not sorry to see me!’ he | heart leaped when I heard Sylvia call vou

Her bands untwined convulsively, and Audrey.
his pocket. ‘I have not found your lost he seized the opportunity to take the one

friend ; I bave not even been ablé to hear nesrest to him again. It was burning hot.
“Tell me, Audrey,” he said in a low
small place.” He emiled rather grimly. | voice ; ““whatever the verdict is, I will try
*‘Anyway, it is large enough to hide Ne- and bearit. It—if what I want can not be,
ville Lynne. I think there is scarcely a | I will £0 away and trouble you no more,
likely place  that I have left unexplored ; | Audrey, will you be my wife P
She turned her face from him that he
pletely asif the ;earth bad opened and | might not see the awful longing in it—the
swallowed him up.” longing to throw her arms round his neck,

& moment,

it trem the

that—"

despair.

mured. the

the other.

“Yes, it

punished !

“Yes, I

her that he

liged to ask

suffering.

the man was a villian,
Hale and Lord
it. And this smcoth,

om bis frown, and his

ome indignant and out-

bow pleased
last time she

5 | Lynne ! It is not poseible "

and dashed from the
Sylvia 'ndju-t coming in, and he ran
sgainst her an

8 low but terrible voice :
“Good-by:; val‘via; l’u:l goil; Sl .
*‘Going where Sylvis, think-
ing h:x had t&e

Sylvia stood staring

face buried in the cushions.
“‘Oh, what bas happ
ed. “What bave you said or done to
*Sometimes,” he went on, “I have tor- | him P I never saw him like that before.”
only you, this meeting is so sudden and | tured myselt by thinking that you had tor-
unexpected that I can scarcely believe it 18 | gotten me, that some other and better man
really you sitting so near me. I am afraid bad won your love, and that I should come

all over the earth.”
“Ithought it was for a man called obedience of
Neville Lynne,” said Sylvia, without any | a nepbew as went off to sea ; but I'm afraid
i be's drowned. Ob, don’t you be afraid,
Master Neville ; I can keep my lips shut, as
Mr. Trale knows.”
The tiny bedroom under the thatched
. ; roof was as clean as a new pin, and as sweet
*‘Oh !” exclaimed Sylvia, flushing as she | a5 lavender, and Neville s|
recalled all the hard things she bad spoken | the first time
of the lnnk‘l;own lhdy whom t"I.A)rdheLm*-
rimore loved, little thinkin, t she was , and found a patch of what might have
“‘Ob, dear! oh.gdou ! then it ?&: garden, b o b
was you P I—I'm sorry I said what I did
the other day.”
‘‘You need not be. I deserved it all, Parsens—by
snd more,” said Audrey, with a sob. ‘It into something
was cruel and heartless, but I did it all in ing, with bis soft wide-aw,

intention of being witty.
She was a little confused and bewild-
ered

"éo it was,” ,uid Audrey ; *‘but it was
"

“I think I know what you mean; but
still I don’t see why you should cry. Lord | sigh, **I have
Lorrimore has come back
Audrey raised her head with a kind of

It would have been better it he had
never come back,” she said. “I am en- sn ob
gaged to Sir Jordan Lynne.” T’ll be
Sylvia started.
*“Oh, ioor Lord Lorrimore !” she mur-

Lynne? Is he—"
*“Neville’s half-brother,” said Audrey.

Audrey shuddered at the words ¢ ‘loving".

The servant came to the door to an-
nounce that the brougham was waiting.
‘I must go, dear,” said Sylvia. *‘Youn
won’t come, will you P”

her eyes. I can cry at the back of the
box just ss well as anywhere else. Oh, I
wonder if there was ever any one so wretch-
ed asI am tonight!’

sudibly, ‘at the thought of 'the mo- :

ment v{hen she saw Jnck‘ml, and that oth- A%d bow rretty aic used to look with tha
er when they brought her his coat and told
was dead.

A:i th:y drove on in ui:ienfe Il}f remem- | ;4
bered the passionate words Lord orrimore
bad spoken as he had rushed away just now. | " Jaried tover t most agsio."
He bad ssked her to save Audre , if she
couln'l. But what '_vuJabe to sav.
i:?nyn:::oI: 2:)';“":3';."[‘;':'?]" e:g?: knows P She'll be among her titled triends
free will and choice? A vague uneasiness | 204—and will A
fell upon her mind, and she would have | individual, who'll be sure to slink out of

she could bring herself to inflict additional '
paio to that which Audrey was evidently ll")x:g:t‘a‘:l;zreﬂu right down failure and it
only proper that Ix

:omL i Onexl'l;lore n{ght. and then goodbye
5 nne. wor, b

Old Mrs. Parsons shed tears of Jjoy when tnlis’, and have lnothl:r’t:;’n 1;3; t&&";
she was got _to understand that the tall God knows I haven’; the heart or the d‘e-
Joupg man with the bronzed face was “'ber | gira for the g0old now. All the heart died
Master Neville,” and welcomed him with 2 | out of me when I lost Sy] 17

mixture of affsetion and respect that made (i

poor Neville’s heart throb.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

utes ; then—well, then just to finish it, you | p:o 3 b gtk
always used to make us come in and ’t:t hind him, and Trale's voics.
some of those wonderful cskes o yours.
Do you remember P

The old lady nodded, and laughed with
‘pleased recollecti

pose yo ’'ve
instead of apologiz'ng, cried in

much ot him

d P" ghe exclai

**Not yet,
I don’c want

“I've only bro—broken his heart ! at present.
wailed Audrey.

Lorrimore has been

I) eJordsn Lynue!’ he said, “‘Jordan talk of you and wender where you { were.
0 Bkuhubean“ha'-goﬁobo the most
He waited as if -u:kpouod ber to tell | besutitul young
him that be bad mistaken ber, then he | little thinks

mplicity the tears began to drew a long breath and looked round for ! times.”
gather in Audrey’s eyes. “I don’t want to | his bat, caught it up and, all unconsciously
take advantage ot it in any way. I'd
through it all again to please
you told ms that there was mno bope for | ha
me—for I love you, Audrey, ten thousand
n ever, it that were pos-
bave spent tha last
three years thinking of you. In frost or
o or wild:ern‘e'::‘ yong dear
“ —Mi !" ex. | are not aressed,” she said, as she ran to resence has seemed to ith me. Some-

Andrey—Mise Bepe-yon hiel” e g‘mu I bave dreamed—and when did I not | arm, and,
dream of youP—that you were

lady that ever was! She
you're here, just like the old

Neville sighed.
‘I suppase you've heard that she’s going:
“l take that back. I can’t wish you ) to marry Sir Jordan ?” she went on, as
ppiness. It would be useless. Jordan | she busded in and out ofthe tiny bed-
Lynne! You are Roing to marry him!” | room she wes preparing for him.

room. Neville nodded gravely,
7 i “*It took ue all by surprise, it did—Sir
sent ber slight form spin- | Jordan being 80 much older than Miss
against the wall. Then, as she lean- | Audrey ; not that be looks his age. I sup-
::lnt‘bero laughing, he seized her by the

seen him, Master Neville P’

*‘No," said Neville, snd his tone caused
Mrs. Parsons to stop with a pillow-case in
her hand and look at him.
**Ob, dear, dear me ! I remember,” she
D leave of his | gsid, ““Well, it isn't everyone as can get
sensee, and not knowing whether to lsugh | on with Sir Jordan very great
‘o.r to be frightened at his darkly furious | man mow. Master Neviils and we don’t see
ce. i

He's a

-+ The last time he passed I

““Where ™ he ssid. “To the devil! went out and gave him a courtesy ; but I
Good-bye. For God’s sake, save herif don’t think h

e remembered me—as was

you can!" and, wringing Sylvia's hand, patural,” she added, as if desirous of ':2 -
down the stairs. plaining that she was not comphinini.n'ﬂe

’ after him for & | wasn’t my boy, as you were, you
moment, then she went into the room and Lor’, how gl

ow.
ad I sm to see you ! Now, if

Miss Audrey was here we should be all
cumplete, 80 to say. And you haven't
seen her yet, Master Neville P

Mrs. P.rlonl,"Heuid; “‘and
to see anyone or be seen jast
You must let. me be your

y . nephew coms from sea, or tomething of
*‘Only ! said Sylvis. ““How have you { that kind for a littls while.”

The old lady nodded after a 's
*‘Ob, can’t you guess ? It was for me pondering.

pered to myself in | that Lord i dering | ~ .

and almost withont meaning

cushion.

tears gathering in Ler eyes.
muned with bi

It is not your fault.” Sylvia.

There were

ject of charity and
off! There must be work some-
where or other for a man with strong arms
and a will to use them."

It was on Friday evering when he com-

ou say is to be shall be,

A
Master Neville,” she said, with the implicit
Rave

an old servant. [ gid

lept soundly for
for many a night.

In the morning he looked round the cot-

ut was at present a weedy

waste, and he smused himself during the
day—much to the_griet and pain of Mrs.

digging it up and puttin, it
lie order ; and inpthe egen-
ake well over his

g | brows, wandered about the place, every
it, and before I could stop him or take it spot of which

back he had gone. Men are so—so quick | his boyhood days.
and sudden, especislly this one.” -
“Yes,” said Sylvia in a low voice *‘and it is
well for us women sometimes that they are,” |'the programme
and she thougbt of the way in which Lord for nesrly a week.
Lorrimore bad saved her irom Lavarick.
“But why are you sp unhsppy dear? Is dreaming away his ti
it because he has not found Neville Lynne?” | nct bave told hi

Audrey shook her head without _Taising | minded himselt that

was rich in associations of

He spent an hour or two at the inn with
Trale, talking over old times ; and this was

t:nt followed day atter day

It any one bad asked him why he was

me at Lynne he could
m; aud every day he re-
he must be off some-

he where. His small stock of money was dis-
¢‘No, it is not that. 1don’t care what appearing—if slowly,
has become of him now. I don't mesan

still surely—and he

must go out into th world and get some
more somehow.

‘‘After all,” he said to bimself, with a

seen the old place. It's very

unlikely that once 1've left jt again I shall
ever see it more. Why should I stay and

koown to—to Jordan and
ishould  only becoms
pity. No,

mself atter this fashion, and

he was sauntering along the lane wh ch led
**How strange! But still, Audrey, dear,” | past the Grange to the Burrows. He
and she bent over and smoothed her hajr stopped and looked thr
lovirgly, you must not be so wretched.
You can’t help loving one man instead of

ough the gate at the

corner of the house, which he could just
tee, and thought of Audrey and then of

two womea for whom he

is,” she said—*'it is all my | would cheerfully bave laid down his life,

feult. [ have beenas cruel and beartless especially now wh
as you called me, and now I am punished— | use to him, and h

“Dear little
wonder where

ea it seemed of very little
e should in all Pprobability

never see them again.

Sylvia,” he murmured. I
she is, and if she is happy ?

I w;)nd;‘li; too, if she has quite forgotten
n \ . , me ey ssy tbat if you leve a person

Yes, I will,” replied Audrey, drying | ever 5o much you torge{ them when t';ae_v’m
dead. I hope she hasn't quite torgotten

ok 80" Mt Sylvia. ik Hope. How happy we were out there in

the wilds with
wonderfu

worked. Yes,

old Meth and the “claim,’

hair of hers getting into her
eyes as she sung like a nightingale while I

We were very happy. I

0’6 know how I loved her.then, not till

_“Sontxfthiggb rose xi,n bis throat, and g
mist gathered before bis eyes as he went on:
@ her from P | 5 erhaps we shall meet

again;  who

never guess that the seedy

Audrey some questions, but | BeT WBY, is herold friend Jack, her ‘broth-

urrows.
It wae dusk,

preparing for

for the first five min- A he did so

cheerily.

o “l am just

;‘Wlut z '.l(;urk you were, Master Neville he said, trying
and Miss Audrey was a'most as bad—a : oy
regular tom-boy you made of her. "L or Trale, wistfully; “butIam due a¢ the sta-

she will be to see you! The -'Il::é .:hlmn you bave heard that Sir:
(Coxmusuzp

was here she did nothing but

er,” with whom she was 180 happy long,

I the better if she doesn’t.
should make myself

IB, the time he had arrived st this cheer-
“Why, Lor’, Master Neville " i o fal conclusion he had reached the edge of
claimed, after t::e ﬁhrlt |urpri‘|’e, “ithdo seem
as if it were only the other sy when you
and Miss Audrey used to steal up to the g b od s
l:dga _window and shout tm]tl jv_m”lor the fun
of seeing me jump in my chair.

““You used to jump firat rate, Mrs. Par- back 0 the say

nearly dark, and the moon,
f it, had not risen yet; but

the darkness and the stillness of the night
suited his humor, and, instead of turning

8t which Mrs, Parsons was
im with lyving hands, he

passed on to the Burrows.

he heard & brisk step be-

“*Out for a stroll, Mr. Neville p” be said
Nevwille nodded.

going s little way, Trale,™
to respond as cheertully,

“I wish I could come with you " gaid

at the Court, gir p»
oN- _ILPACI.)
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