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ай , “Audrey, 11 there єну hope for me P I 
й P00 61ent to trade on this searck business • 
X? “ ««nothing, after all, except the being 
« I P»rted Iront jon so long,” At this piece 

of masculine simplicity the tears began to 
gather in Audrey’s eyes. “I don4 want to 
take advantage ol it in anr way. I’d go 
through it all again to please yon, even if 
yon told me that there was no hope for 
me—for I lore you, Audrey, ten thousand

He looked down at his suit of «гаг І Г V™ ^ Ті “ ,hlt w4e P®*’ 
tweed. * У siote. You see, I have spent the last

-Oh. you csn go into the pit. a. yon «'Гсі'^І""' In tr0*‘ ®r
-no, pressed,’..he „id, a, she ra/ to pre.^S^Ieeldtt^h пПоІТ

Audrey rose with her. , SZL „^?„*pe*Tdr“dwheodidInot
“1-І will come with you,” She said Г1 1ere »с‘“Иу

‘ and help yon drees, Sylvie.” I m®. that I could feel your hind in
Lorrimoie’s lace fell and he put out his ,0Ісе-'ес,а*11У hear

hand tmploringiv. your voice ! Then when I woke up and
“One moment, and—Miss Hone ” , °“nd it was only a dream, then I felt bad

said, with reprtsied .gita"“n P' Ьв T'?8h,OBe”
“Oh. pray stop snd* keep him amused fell h? tT lm’"* f“droy ‘ °^«k “d

їііяг’.іі’ Д: ï£“ï U; âr-FFC^" й
,« №. „*,& *£t*î г йг-гг

Audrey sunk back into her seat and The .'ЗIff’ % cklr,,10,e of ,he ^«h. 
Lorrimore rose and took a turn up and !?*. 8 ot ,be cnrlew 0,1 «°me moonlit
down the room, a. if ,0 îteady Z.S t0 ‘»0™> ear a. the
then he came and sat beside he/sgsin. ’ thatlovV^nd™ А* л'Ь® lo”8 Ple«dmg for “Audrey,” he said, and hi. voicftomb- *nd Audrty 001,11 no* “d it
only you,"this\neetfng,Cis so ‘sudden ud ttuedTrseh 7®°* h”’ hlTe ,or" 

unexpected that I can scarcely believe it is tnffd шу,її! ЬУ Honking that you had tor- 
really you sitting SO пЛ”^:7 I am ûreid §°І'®П me’ ,h*î ,оше oth« “d better man 
that I have startled you, that—Audrey wVfnVfifd 1<>V®’ and th,V. ,bo!dd °°me 
you—you are not eorrv to see me” Î fiod _you were hie wife. My
broke ofl, tor her lace had grown paler bvffhe Mmf Гь*” 1 h^rd 8JIt“ °*U Ton 
and her manner more constrained, м if foe гіЇепїТ^,гЬ*.,Єл7Ь7рЄГ,<7° my"U “ 
she disliked being alone with him he “d 1 k?e* that you still
thought. ■ b® were Audrey Hope, and that I was still

“I am afraid that you wiU not be verv 10 coe,eIl»ek "d try for the heart of the 
glad when I tell you That I have come back yoT“JhoT^he wif ïffS*8 “fî/i T 
unsuccessful and without any good news ot îiÂbi a , , V *Po»k“g- Did 1 do 
any kind for you,” he a aid, as reeretfullv ** thereen7 hepe for me,
and humbly a. il it were hi, fault he to Як you P*” ,t,y®d “d °°"ed

convulsively. „d
friend ; I have not even been able7 to heu піамй'ь.'ьк.0^*””/!7 ‘° ‘їке the one 
ot him. They say that the world i, a verf FT' 4 7“ ba?iDK bot.
small plsce.” He smiled rather griml7 T 1 Aadfey. be said in a low
“Anyway, it is large enough to hide Ne- IfiftL whatever the verdict is, I will try 
ville Lynne. I think there is scarcely a T »IN f*f I,—1!i7ha,J want c,n Bot be,
likely place that I haye toft unexplored д л1 8 Ч?7 tronble 700 “° -ore. 
but he seems to have ditop^med ,s "*»: Ь®,Ш7 ’£? Г\.
pletely as if the ; earth had opened and Liftt turned her face from him that he 
swallowed him up.” P might not see the awful longing in it—the

“It is very strange,” said Audrey in a ktofi? *° itj‘roe J" агша round bis neck, 
low voice, hut almost coldly. 7 him Л V” b‘ô ‘Hong arms and give

Lorrimore was rather astonished at her • ffv™ ?r ov j- Terhapa, with a lover’s 
apathy. The least amfn whoh.Vbeen h”’ Î® "7? ber he"‘-ior he put out 
scouring the habitable glob? for пе«Ь k а"Г '°LW,rd bar; and - •-
three years to please a lady has a right to Ьгїк« from her trembling lips, 
expect is that the lady should display some face oakd " f® t0 e,de and hi« 
interest in the result of hie wearisome mis- “l? „ .No p- h« -»*л , . .
r;tbinbgto,rad,d Dot,ppe*rto,oei -тьЯ2e.e™dÀud,Tp-miadib,y-

Lorrimore. if he had not been,o pss- Lnrîh“dvd/0K0p'd*ndbePut hi. h.nd
'“'h6 Wi‘h be.r" might h,ve lelt trenmr of his Up," “U’“ *° Ше tbe

hurt at the absence ot even thanks : but “Well T mn** 
whatever Audrey said or did, or thought 1 W *’ 1 u t 
seemed just right and perfect in his 
and he went on :

“I dare say you wondered that I didn't 
write to you P”

Auirey’s lips quivered, but no sound 
came

itel&p?* “J”d“

drew a long breath and looked round for
orasbed ЖтРҐ’ *"

“1 take that back. I can’t wish yon
teff“v 11 wonld .b® o-oloss. Jordan 
Lynne ! You are _ 
and dashed from the

U'k oi yon and wonder where you 'were.аадагі-ії:
Ijttia think, you’re here, just like the old

Щ A TANGLED MMJS£

WEB. ЖІ Neville sighed.
“I suppose you've heard that she's going

room sha was preparing for him.
Neville nodded gravi 1/.

УпУІІі^." »4 by surprise, it did—Sir 
Jonlan being so much older than Mis, 
Audrey; not that he looks his age. I,no-

u " Vt? h™’ MMt*r Seville f ’ ^ 
“No,” said Neville, and hi. tone caused 

Mrs. Fusons to stop with a pillow-case in 
her hand and look at him “
eiid°b'-wvi df" ! 1 «member,” she

man now Mwu Neville and we don’t.™ 
much of hm. The last time he passed I 

oot “d K*ve hun a courtesy; but I

&ts£i-aïna,1'"’ "
MSibSmSUsT"
і л Ni?‘,et: Mr'- p»™ons,” He su'd ; • ‘and 
I don I want to see anyone or be seen lost
îlnhü? YZamxut let me be y’our
SÆdTrÆs.Tie0’’ ,0meU,i,,8Of

The old lady nodded after 
pondering.
M JTh7It'Teo » to be shall be,
Marter Neville, she said, with the implicit 
obedience of an old servant. "I did Lve 
a nephew a. went оЯ to sea ; but I’m afraid 

d;n,t V°n be afraid,
Мги^Н,Тп!,^І”С,П k6ep "Р»Ь^ a*

(COMTIHDBD.)

CHAFFER XXXV.

“Audrey—Miss Hope—you here !” ex
claimed Lorrimore, his dark lace flashing, 
hia pyes lighting up with sudden joy and 
gladness.

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

rived. Au 
friend of

going to marry him !” 

S/bta wu jaat coming in, and he ran

ed there langhing, he eeized her hv the

‘‘Good-bye, Silvia; Гш going.”
Gomg where?’ gasped Sylvia, think

ing he had taken leave of hia 
•enaee, and not knowing whether to laugh 
faci° ^ ‘ngh,e,,ed ** h** d"kly furioua

f.‘J,her' ?’rhe «*id- “To the devil ! 
Good-bye. For God’s take, save her if
Md-do^bT^* 8у1ті*’> hand, 

Sylvia stood staring after him for a 
moment, then she went into the room and 
tonnd Audrey lying on the conch with her 
f*ce buried in the cushions.
ed “°.h.i»kb7 *7* happeneif P” she exclaim- 
k?™ p TWhst •“'« fou said or done to 
him P Ї never saw him like that before.”
w«lIeJA„tf,.br0-br0ken “* W

done'umt P”**d 8j,TU’ “H°* b‘™70- 
“Oh, can’t you gness P It 

that Lord Lorrimore has be 
all over the earth.”

“I thought it was for a man called 
Neville Lynne,” said Sylvia, without any 
intention of being witty. J
^She was a little confused and bewild-

i,S,«r^, ’“idAndre,i“bnt “

“OhJ" exclaimed Sylvia, flashing 
recslled all the hud things she had spoken 
of the unknown lsdv whom Lord Lor
rimore loved, little thinking that sho wu 
Àudrey. "Oh, deu ! oh, deu ! then it
Го7,г7.7”шаоггуІ ™d 'batIdid

“Yon need not be. I deserved it all. 
and more,” said Audrey, with a sob. “It 
was cruel and heartless, but I did it all in 
a moment, and almost without 
if, and before I conld stop him or take it 
bsck he had gone. Men are so—so quick 
and sudden, especially this one.” •
“Yes,” said Sylvie in a low voice “and it is 

well for us women sometimes that they sre ” 
and she thought of the way in which Lord 
Lorrimore had saved her from Lavarick.

But why are yon sp unhappy deu P Is 
it because he his not found Neville LynneP”
it from'r™0.°hiohuer held With0Ot ™"П8 

‘No, it is not that. 1 don’t care what 
that—”°me °* him now* 1 don’t

‘‘I think I know what you mea< 
still I don’t see why you should cry.
Lorrimore has come back ”

І
і

“Yes. no wonder you are surp 
drey—Miss Hope—is an oldТг R.t
yours. Lord Lorrimore, so she is of mine ; 
aren t you, Audrey P" and she smiled at

I

But Audrey seemed unable to speak for 
a moment or two, and she gave her bend 
in silince to Lorrimore, whose heart rose 
at her embarrassment. It was the first 
time she had ever shown any emotion at 
the sight of him, and it made him hopeful.

He eat down on the couch between the 
two, and Sylvia at once proceeded to ply 
him with questions.

“Why did you not write and tell me you 
were coming P” she asked chidingly, “and 
why hive you been awsy so longP”

“I didn’t write because I didn’t know 
until yesterday that I was coming to Eng- 
lsnd sosoon, he said, scaretly knowing 
what he said, ail his thoughts scattered by 
tbe fact that the woman he loved was sit
ting within reach oi his 

He stole a glance at her, and his faithful 
heart throbbed with love and admiration. 
She was more beautiful than ever, he 
thought ; he longed to hear her speak that 
be might once more hear in reality the 
voice he had heard so oiter in his dreams.

He bad not seen her for more than three 
yeus, end yet as she sat there arrayed in 
ail her splendor, with her lovely face down- 
oat, the long lubes sweeping ber cheeks, 
it seemed to him that it was bet yesterday 
tint he bad stood beside her on Stoneleigh 
Burrow, snd started on the quest for Ne- 
ville Lynne.

hope Lady Marlow is quite well, he

Audrey found her voice at last.
tkank you,” she ssid, and 

without raising her eyes; but the 
voice thrilled through him as of old, and 
he turned his eyes with a dazed, far-away 
look in them, to Sylvia.

Audrey took advsntsge of his averted 
gsze to steal a glance at him. He was 
tanned by travel in all weathers and di- 
mates, but he looked as handsome as ever 
and not a day older. A sigh stole between
?kr. !pS,“dJB!r he*d dr°PP«d- She knew 
that he loved her still. A woman knows 
whither a min’, heart i, still here alter a 
long absence the first moment she sets him 
on bis return. A look is enough. 
h»d 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.
1 have read of your triumphs, and am 
given to underetand that all London is at 
your feet. I quite expected to find you 
the person fiction ol vanity, and I hope 
you won’t disappoint me.” r

I won’t,” said Sylvia, laughing. “I 
am almost too vain to live. Yes, I have 
been very fortunate, and (hey all praise 
me far too much. But this is my greatest 
piece ot good foitune ;” and she leaned in 
arm* ° hlm *nd 1&ld bet hand 011 Audrey’s

Lorrimore looked 
one to the other.

M
!

be alln

%1
- *!

a moment’s«• forme 
been wanderingЯ

і II hand.

t1\ І 8 f

Fusana^h ‘o.^o.8*’*^ Md pain оЛмга.

EFEyFF™^"
** - .і

Ki'-T.-zr'"11-"’--

If any one bad asked him why he was

ssasis^-''

more somehow. 8
“After all," he said to himaelf with a

s.;sr;ïK”4'a

Audrey r I ^should only becomn 
■n object of charity aad pity No 
I’ll be iff ! There must be w?ôrt somt’
and'a wil^to^e them*” "“Ь 8tr0”8 a™»

..tetis'Kiti: г,-

b0 7“,l’*Urtenne alonK tbe >«ne wh ch led 
past the Grange to the Burrows He 
stopped and looked through the gate at the 
corner of the house, which he cold just 
-ee;and thought of Audrey and then' of

There were two women for whom he 
would cheerfully have laid down his life

|Co‘hmn0Vvbe“bit ,eemed Of very littlè 
neve',0.eem,Cd.grinhODldinaUprobabili^

as sheI

f

mean
. some
: but: What

when I came in just now.”
“No, no !” she ssid.
He shook his head sadly.

„„„. . “Yes, you did. 1 siw it, but— Well. I
“Hetven knows I wanted to write to І .J1.’! btrd ,or 1 mln "to

you oft m enough, but I thought that von ST° ”P tbe boP® 1 hat he has been nursing 
might think that I was bidding for your hoPe has been keeping
sympathy, and-and so I kept sifent. You him n 8 ,ЬЄП етегУ,ЬшS «eemed against 
see, I hoped to bring your friend back (o 
ytu, butl haven’t, and—end, Audrev, I 
haven’t any right to go on—no right to’tell 
you of wbat lies so near my heart.”

She did not forbid him to continue, 
and, of course, he went on :

“When I started, Audrey, you said- 
no, you didn’t ray a word—but I thought,

_______ 1 “0Р<”і '“at if I were successiul you might
“I’ve found the beat end dearest friend Perhapa ,eel 'hat 1 bad done my poor best 

a woman ever bad,’ Sylvia went on. “We ' л pr0ve m-T.love, f»r you ; not that it want- 
are like two sisters, only more so • aren’t °d *ї7 pr0?™R' !®r 1 think' Audrey, that
we, Audrey ?’ 7 > en t y0n have always known that 1 have loved

Audrey smiled and pressed her hand У°н *1? l^at >.ou might—I mean—”
“I suppose you are surprised and start- , v® do,S’ «tam,Bering like a

led to see such wsrm friendship between 1.^ 7°а’ а Л leaning for-
the aristocratie Miss Hope and a poor 7 d’ ,,0?k h" h«nd aud held it though it
opera-singer, my lord?” and she looked etruBKled feebly in his grasp, 
up athisddrk face with a mischievous 
mock gravity.

Lorrimore smiled.
“l am rather surprised. I know bow 

Proud yon are,” he said ; -but I am very
other P”" d‘d T°“ come t0 kno" each

“It’s too long a story to tell,” said 
Sylvia. “Suffice it for the present that we 
recognized an electric bond 
between us—that we came together by 
mutual attraction, and here we are. And
now, if you will promise not to be too
elated, we will tell you how glad we are to 
•ee you, and express a hope that yon have 
forever”*1*th® r° 3 0f lhe tendering Jew

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

“You are looking absurdly well,” 8*1- 
vit ran oo, “but ’
aren’t you P And 
your adventures.

і Audrey raised her head with a hind of 
despair.

It would have been better if he had 
never come back,” she said. “I am en
gaged to Sir Jordan Lynne.”

Sylvia started.
poor Lord Lorrimore !” she mnr-

ЕЯр,ьЬГ-1”еа,Ьегі”8 in ler or®'-

■Neville’s hall-bro’her,” ssid Audrey.
He was silent for a moment, gnawing his and .(ИГкІ^”8®! B“! atill( Audrey. dear,”

ГЯгХЬ^«г^

ЙЛїЙа':bn8Hht ,h® oth“ ’ ІнЯіоГнпи.”™61®"1 of

called himself a brute, to worry this iy-rf"1’?at tbe words ‘ loving”, 
radiant beantilnl creature who was born finira i b, “'i, abe Baid—" » »U my

oo|eer,tep*giL,h,e,,d^,>.an- щ;2гтет^" -® —і

beu this kind ot thing, and I am not l go, dear," said Sylvia. “You л Ь,ЄГЄ abe “■ and « she is h.ppv ?

ьгїтх «55 S?S й îâ sS
ttsraaL.‘sfe,-K~ -ft «s ssftvi
еХтййїї’ї.йг'йь'; î

sx.‘ *”i““ KîKïiaXiSr ixttxixa.r— ■
■«saaraitftR-.fion that must still be put. P 4 ®“”'7not‘«m Sir fordsn Lynne, whom , FerbaP« wo ah.ll meet mfo” »?’

“Tnere is some one, isn’t there Aud fr«o Л,тиї *01°g to marry of her own *n®we ^ She’ll be among hertifled friends 
rey P ’ be said in a low voice. ’ A"d" ch^°P Ата«ца aDd-a”d, gue„ that tbe 7eedv

She did not answer, at least in words • ifaedaT^ End ehe would have {”d^U61.» ^holl be sure to slink out of

“ — sa*--———» й'жіл'йї'.Й
Audrey tried to lift her eyes to his, but CHAPTER XXXVI Ü*' ■ ïouJd mak« myself

ey™.“ * h”*’7 Wei8ht hUD8 00 ber .OM Mrs. Pusons shed fears of joy when £

Æa*’-1'- «"• oTf.îJr -a •«Lommore started, and a terrible change • N?T,j!e’ .“d welcomed him with a !, f,r the goU now. AU the heut 
came over bis lice. Hia Spanish blood- nn?!”vV na?e?10n ^d reapect f*1111 made Syl
what Utile there waa ot it—would have r® ‘Лїї01 throb- In*1 ,lm® ke.bad »mved at this cheer-
fired it she had mentioned any other name „i.iJÏÏ7, ^ЮГЛМ«еа1ег NeT'Ue ! ’ »he ex- !?1 c°nclll,IOIi he had reached the
and hi, heut would have wincedT hSuho 'alter tbe fi"t «uprise, “it do seem ‘Ь®т,ВшТ0,";
паш® of Jordan Lynne set his blood on only the other day when yon ,п.ежг.,У dark. and the moon,
fire. That man to be her hnsband ! Hia Audrey used to steal up to the ïh7d.7ï!,*®1 of.lt'.liad n0' risen yet; but
beautiful, pure-heuted Audrey to be the d°” and ahont ontІ”«< tor tha fun ^*k,a “d tb® •SUness of the night
wife of Jordan Lynne-lhe woman whom ’ v‘°8 me,’?mp 10 “/ chair." K1 ,lh”m°r> “?• in'(®ad of tnmmg
so many good men and true loved pjha™ ,оп.^’ .. л'го ‘°,Гтр. ™at ra,e- Mr«- Pu- ri„th®,,upÇ?r wbfh M«- Parson, waf
Mmostae weU as he, Lorrimore loved heH 1л. 7 d NeT,lla’ a «mile ; “and yon PreP“og for him with bring hands, he 
The thonght slmost drove him mid He “°d ^ ™Т«Чру for thefirs’t five Jin" РТІ«л л tha Bom.ws. 8 ВП<”’

tfüîr&Sfit!-" - -
— • ’»"■ X;;.1*’-‘•“a

Не conld not speak ■ bis hand!nm?di®y Tb® ®ld ladY «odded, and laughed with NevilIe nodded, 
grew black,°his‘eyu glowerèd'down upon ЬеіІіГ, Г‘ *>** а «“>« «Г. Traie,"
her a. she sunk from his frown, ”d ^i. and Mh£ Ânî”* ,0П "V.’Ma,ter NeTUle Ь "f 10 11 oheerlully.
tall form seemed to dilate and tnwe, .... and “«•• Audrey waa a’most as bad—a Г »“k I conld come with von "mid
huliko that of some indignant an" ® nt- П^.Г->0”'Ь.оу L®o.mado of her. Lor’, I 1*’?пЛІа11Уі “bntl sm due at the sta
rred god s. * , ®w Plowed she will bo to see you I The І тііі 1. «oppose you have heud that Sir

Uat time she waa here she did nothing but * Jord“ “ down at the Court, sir P” °
о (Сохтюсжп о* Гпт«юггн Paea.)
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j
SICK HEADACHE

you are always well, 
now you must tell us

she need not listen unless вь”<ИЬз1а!’’Н0РЄ'

Lorrimore stole a glance at the down- 
cast face.
. “There’s much to tell,” he said hesitat- 
mgly, as he wondered what Sylvia would 
say it she knew how closely Audrey wsa 
connected with his “adventures.” **I 
have just come back from Switzerlmd.”

Lhe servant knocked at the door and 
entered. ^ *

“Miss Mercy’s love, madame, and it is 
time to dress. Ч Т.8

Positively cured by these 
Little Pills.

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 
Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per. 
feet remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, DrowsL 
ness, BadTasteinthe Mouth,Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

Small Pill.

«Idied
M '

edge of

Small Does.
Small Price.

Substitution
- Sylvia nodded and smiled. I®“5I

їХ’ХХь&ххї
away and put my cloak on. You will 

rimore P” * °pera ,00i*hfi Dord Lor-

the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter’s,
A-sk for Carter’s,
Insist and demand 
Carter’s Little Liver Pills.
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