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bnt seemed loti in dreeas-land when ihe 
ni off.

At the fioieh of the opera ehn leaned 
lorwui, as she bad done on I he first night, 
end though she did not drop her bouquet, 
her eye* net Sylvia’s with an intent re- 
8*™ which Sylvia noticed end returned. 

Merer observed thet after .he had put 
out door dress Silvia drew a

_____ , thick reti over her taoe; but Merer stid
Th». « , (CovrarexD.) f byhanow, butin London, surrounded by Bothm8- »bo4h she knew why the reU
Jliere was the unal excitement behind inends and pohoe. Why, one has only to ™ w0™- 

the soenes when a .great and exraordinary raise one’s voice to eollect a crowd. Lav- They went to the stage door, but their 
якоеаа has been .cored, and Sylvia stood arick can not barm you' now." brougham was not there. There was
шїїсїїТіп ■Ї-С0ІУУІІІ**0П[ 0,0 "d’ “d “I kno*-l know," said Sylvia. “And I ■"»"• 'ban the ureal crush ol carriages in

*C*°i®f, with her yet the very thought of him fills me with p““**4“№<:e of the authorities having 
Tdi*.,,müa- She held the bon- terror and foreboding. I know that be blocked one otthe adj.cent road, lor n- 

ST4 dr0pped t0 b”’ «?.d •h® hates me, why. I cannot even guess. It “d %•»*■ *»d Mercy were about
ïïLüL si dreinng-room, while Mercy was because of me that he—he bated Jai 10 ret0™ •” *• narrow hall of the stage 

«IS*® “,*taee і Ç1*™1 “d earned hi. death. Oh, my dear, dear entmi<” when a crowd of foot-passengers 
unobtrusive attire of nnprotesnonal life. Jack ! it has all come back to me to-nivlrt "З* «hem away from the door. 
her’evM d*1 'h1.1 hMore her and Mercy, and lean see Jack as he iel/lorl “”8ht Mercy’s arm and tried to

“■ - J ward-" A burnt ol sob. .topped her u£ ?*“tb* bde » draw arid., but they were
. “~e waepale with the weariness which ter an ce. P borne on by the atream, and Sylvia found
«the natural reaction of excitement, and Merer „r««»d „1__ herself near to and almost touching a c>r-
SteteSteu” Biteteter

“Well, dear, are you .a'iified ?” I 7°аР SbeU 1 She uttered a little cry half laughingly

-3KЙйїГгАте - - .ЗДГГ^ВІГЇЇ
“Tou we now how little your present- I M^i. нЙІЇЇЇ; Л°\‘®' h™ I touched S,Ira. SteXSuk with. !«1 
lBMnta are worth. Nothing has happened ,n[i 7'j ®Tb® "JJ7 «“* have «en me, Lng of alarm, though the hand had been aa
excepting, triumph." PP L»dT ‘SfetaГ- 1,їу-а1е,ї® «о» « «ider-downfand, іПпГьег^

Sylvu railed vaguely. thin» tad .üdtLi S dom8 here P Some- saw Audrey Hope’s eyes bent on her.
„ “The tught is not over yet.” she said. had and evil, I am rare. “Are you hurt P" asked Audrey, mix-

Are they not lovely, Mercy P" and .he S“°h«* ”ot hkely to .toy m any iously in her sweet, frank voice. 7
took up the flowers and held them to her one P“°® for long,” said Mercy. -He is Acting on the impulse
fee®- “And did you see her give them to “ ont«e»«; *»d a vagabond, and they .1- Sylvia raised her veil and smiled a read
me P It was almost as if «he knew how ™aPe wander and roam about restlessly, soring negative.
I admired her, how deeply she attracted ” “• “*• he may be off to Audrey started and changed color, then
me. I wish—oh, how I wish I knew her ! tb*,°,h®r end of the world. Yes. I think an eager light came into hereves.
But that can’t be." and .he righed. ™th Я™ that *t is best to leave him alone" “Signora Stella !" she said, quickly
“There’s a gulf between the lady who «in I ,he concluded, as she reflected that with Sylvia smiled again. 4 7
in the box and the one who walks upon the І 0те,7 de*4? “ poniah Lsvarick it would “Do not be alarmed on mv account ’’ 
•*•80- Perhaps I shall never ме her 1 Кте7 dl.®onlt f°.do.eo. and impossible, she said. “I am not hurt ; I have lost mv
again. Bat I can keep her flowers, at m^eet^» without bringing up that past, the I carriage.” *
*e*«t. See—all white and pure, just like I"*. memorP of which tortured poor Audrey glanced at Lady Marlow, who 
h*"®"- У, a- had looked on in astonishment, and was

mercy smiled. Livanck was unlikely to have become a wondering what Audrey was going to do.
Ton here fallen m love with her, reformed character, and would mow cer- She had not to wonder long, for Audrey 

aL', - , *V , tainly commit tome crime which would opened the carriage door.
Sulm looked up quickly. bring him into the hands of the police “Come in here, please,” she said in her

‘That i. it ! she exclaimed. without any action on Sylvia's pert. prompt, frank fashion. “Please come in •
ihe^first bouquet I ever saw you It was fortunate that the next day was y0“ h® hurt.”

touched by, said Mercy. “It is well that an “off ' one for Signora Stells, for Sylvia . ву1т|* hesitated, the color mounting to
Ihoîld'to®! ГО“ a ,,women • hand, or I was so unnerved that she seemed quite7 in- b“ '“®J bat Audrey took her hand, and
№*-“■^,,^,1. Ste-te-f *- “■ 8’w’

s»; e я й й..нж FÆ&s.vcsra; л- - - «s;

ÉsaeÜF Saæs
is;..tess teste,"„їг1": 7, ti

going home : ’ and she laughed. both amsxed and disappointed when Mercy “No” srid S.lri. .„«,i л ...
trance7 where Ле^Ь**7 ta° th® leXving'he? pbotg'r^h rtîktd П°‘ * ■“i1®' ““ » І гі»”м
^Геm“dbr^&%±.Тг ^Te-“pff-Ae^diffiV0-a 

^.7p*L,.c,odcnnw.er,eowrngc:"‘8;:t.t„hde ^-md-®5**.qu;^-kn°-p^ 
E7^^upia,ed « “-«brêug. і ч-л

The street, were still crowded, and be- І ef.Cipti?,D’” г“0It®', k 
fore the csrrisge had passed the grand The їе „ і 0- „ . . 
entrance it pulled up. .?e ^*7 Sylvia was better, but she

“There must have been a tremendous i ‘ f рв1в tnd/ho°gbtful, and it was
crush’ said Mercy. “The people have theratlitaiT™”11,- î*,™" ,or. h«rt0 8» on 
not all gone yet.” the stage that the artist triumphed over the

Sylvia leaned forward to look out, but tT0“»“• «”d "he'h°ok off the sense of tiread 
fell back again, with a cry of terror. ?.*? °fP,, d her’-and rec°vered her spir-

“Oh, look !” she exclaimed. ,™‘nd «elf-possesnon.
Mercy, whose heart had leaped into her She rece,Ted 

mouth at the wail of fear, looked out ; but 
the brougham had moved on, and was 
going along rapidly.

“What is it P What did you see ?" she

tovE/riîe^k*d,t"”d“cPii^’*t ****

sp^tVcy7 M"be hSd b‘®°

“Your friend, the signora, is very 
young to be an famous," she said, not with 
the intolerable air of condescension which 
some, alas ! most great ladies thmk it pro
per and fitting to assume when they ad- 

*•"**•> -0rld’
-She is

CHAPTER XXIX.
Stmta talked of nothing else that night 

but Audrey Hope. She even foigot Lav- 
enck, and she wax too absorbed in her 
subioot to notice that Mercy listened al
most m silence, and that when she did 
make some response it was uttered in a 
tone even more subdued than usual

“I wonder whether she will comer 
said Sylvia, with a little sigh. “Perhaps 
her people wiff not let her. Thev may 
thmk that it would not he proper for her 
to be intimate with an actress, and yeti 
should not do her on? hum J3o you 
think I should, Mercy P” and she liughed 
and sighed.

“No I don’t think so,” replied Mercy, 
with a forced smile. “Yes, she will come. 
Audrey Hope has had her own way too 

■ long to be balked of a desire now.”
* “Wbj. bow do you know ?” demanded 

Sylvu, with surprise
A faint color rose into Mercy’s face.
* She looks as it she were accustomed to 

having her own way and doing as she 
likes,” she said, hesitatingly, “ft was she 
who opened the carriage door and took us 
m last night.”

“Tee. And I shall always love her for 
that I” exclaimed Sylvia.

Mercy was right. With a punctuality 
unusual, Audrey eppeared at 29 Bury 
Street at twelve o’clock.

There was no one in the room into which 
she was shown, and she looked round with 
interest and natural curiosity. It was the 
first time she had been in the apartment of 
an actress, and, remembering the descrip
tions of such apartments which abound m 
novels, she was surprised at the plainness 
and neatness of the famous signora’s room. 
There were plenty of books sud pipers 
shout, but they were as nestly arranged as 
the music which stood in a big pile 
piano, and there was nothing what 
“fast” character
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very young,” said Mercy.

“And vere beautiful,” added Lady Mar
low, under her breath, looking at Sylvia’s 
face m the light of the street-lamps.

? Ме”У' ee'etiy; “and as 
good and lovble as she is beautiful !”

“I am sure of that,” assented Lady Mar- 
• . .‘ My ’rard, Miss Hope, is quite fas 

cmated by her ; but I suppose that is com
mon enough,” and she smiled. “Are you
her sisterP” and. she looked curiously at 
Mercy « face, with its air of resignation 
snd subdued sadness.

“No,” replied Merer ; “only 
•anion, and friend, I hope.” 1 
ow nodded.

she aaid® ,0e *™ Tery d«”ted to her,”

. “?° ?™e could know her without loving 
her,” said Mercy, her voice thrilling.

Lady Marlow looked across at Sylvia 
with increased interest. The two girls
were talking eagerly, in low tones.

“My ward and the signore have struck 
up an acquaintance already," she said.

The carriage had gone on by this time, 
and its movement recalled Sylvia to the 
situation.
emjjWhere are we going F” she said with a

,.“:Po,fonr« you toll me where 
that is," replied Audrey, promptly.

“W« are living at No 29 Bure Street,” 
said Sylvia, as promptly; “but I can not 
let you go out of your way—”

“As it happens, it is in our way," said 
Aodf®y- jjfejhe in Groevenor Square ”
SyMirttit totelZusT JC
she said in a low voice : “Will yon -will 
you think I am taking advantage if I ask 
you to let me come and see you, Sig
nora P” 6

. ! M

t her som- 
Lady Mar-

/
> 1^t

‘

of the moment.
'

near the 
tover of a

to be seen—no empty 
champagne bottles, or packs of cards, or 
billtU-doux. It was indeed just like the 
room of an ordinary well bred lady.

Presently the door opened and a slim, 
girlish figure, dressed in black merino, 
came forward with extended hand. Aud
rey started, for in the plainly made but ex
quisitely fitting black dress the famous 
singer looked younger end more girlish 
than in the fur-fined opera-cloak which had 

“Will youP” said Sylvia, eagerly. I ®n^‘°Ped h" °n «he preceding night. 
“When will you come P Tomorrow P”7 1Î*® ‘"° «”[' were. » ''«He shy tor a mo-

“Tee,” said Audrey. “I will come to- .ТГ.Ї® Î7°V ,ЬЛП?',l «he were determined 
morrow at twelve o’clock. You are sure !S0t ле» *bould be no barrier between 
you don’t mii d P I know tint farn^ ‘І®111: Alldre7 began to ask Syl.ia questions 
person, have re many friends-’ eb®”‘ her profession.

StiT“ inte«rapted her with a reft laugh. Tou seem—you are so young," she
“Then I am not famous," she said T. . her irrenshhle mule, “that it is

“Besides this one,” and she touched t0r*»1'« th»t you are really the
Mercy and smiled at her, “who is a very UdJ "ho bewitches us all eowmpletoly.”
tete.!1—*■-— .i-tewïteï? -KrSSv

ter'biter’teE:' гй ”7
almost foigotten him in the excitement of „.і т 700 “® .•«« possessed and
tt ,bont meetied •» bts plUTr“ teg «шГр’,в 70U h,w

“Î will come tomorrow, then,” she said, ..‘2V’ besdl
as the carnage drew up at No, 29 Bury Т7лі! . tun®'
Streat.nad fier hand nestled warmly ib A£dr7 !t0rted’ . .
Sylvia’s in parting. warmly m “Really P It seems impofitible."
. “Well !” exclauned Lady Marlow.laugh- ®?i"‘ ,mil0d’ , . „ 
ingly. “For eccentricity commend me to ь7 °is* J?*d ,old “® 1,0 У*“ «go
the future Lady Lynne.” tb,t }■. 8h°nId become an opera singer, I

Audrey started, and the smile which had fhouM have laughed at them, fori was 
lingered on her face fled at this reminder. th«n ™“,“,‘g *bout m Australia-’’

“I wonder, by the wav, what Jordan ‘ PP d’ *îd ?h® «mde gave place
will say when he hears that we have made t0 *n expression of pain, 
the acquaintance of the famous Sienore I Aadr®7 pat her hand timidly on Sylvia’s 
Stella? I didn’t think of ТьаП” and ,hê ,
looked rather grave. . Ton have had trouble P ’ she murmured

“Don’t think of it now,” said Audrey "c F®°'2 V™Pi,hy- L L 
coldly. “What does it matter- I mem ®vV‘& ,r,velî l®pt beck ,h® teen- 
what should he care P How beautiful she . 7®” ’1 left 4ul,e alone and friend-
is, and how sweet І I like her better off !®1" but ,or 8°?“, people- One is the 
the stage than en ; I quite forgot while I pd7,7°n *•" n,ght ; her name is Mercy 
talked to her that she was an opera-singer ” F“.r?*x’. *nd ,bS, Ьа" been a sister—a 

“So did I—almost,” said Lady мїгіо». ™”дЬеГ ? m®’ Th® other" her face bright- 
“But I’m afraid we must not allow our- d— 11 ?ne °f 'he best and most gen- 
selves to forget it. I have no doubt the ®roas m,en m tbe.wotld/ ue«« » nobleman.” 
signora is an excellent young lady, and vadre,T‘ bmil drew back slowly, and her 
everything that is nice and—and— but l-1* Ü “S’*} tlgb, y' „ “8ut for him,” con- 
still, we are not likely to meet again ’ '«ooed Sylvia— ‘well, I should not be 

“I am going to call on her to-morrow ” ,I,T®, r ь 
said Audrey, quietly, and in that pecufiar rev 1 ktb,“kJ ^now b“ name," said Aud- 
tone which Lord Marlow called her obstin- Т?1СЄ u ,letdy “ ,ь*
ate one. conld’ •'d e*hing herself, even as she

Lady Marlow sunk back with a little У*?*® w т ebj îd .not hate this girl who 
groan of resignation. ‘ had won Lord Lornmore’s love from her P

yôu°to Jordu’de,r’ ’ ЇШ-ЛИВД! “He

іЬе^асГеҐьст^ ^ ‘Ьвт I Ш *ООІ~

Ье^саше°1отігмА to'mert tÈS*-but Audrey L“d‘>“P”«k0d Aad-
gave hssajer head so coltothithe did^7 ?b0Ohk ber heid-

^^Е^ЗсЛ“7£Г> “»””®от.в7““ Я**-*
Sfe 4“
<Uy, he tniff hir—df^ end be could wait. -т^?к Jfïî ®w/Vlî’ 4°îte с1жтІУ» end 

“Whom do you tldflk we met tnniâht I 8 I^ without the blush which Audrey ex- 
Jordan P ’ said Lady Marlow ; and halttoar- P®ot0d ’ •!bat.b® " engaged in a—/don’t

«. « Sip„ fc’te ■-'.â'tete'tîXi

bon he may have felt. * I AHdr®7 • '*°e crimsoned.
“Indeed ! ’ he said, with a smile, “and ..?« *™7.. П®;?°я Г 'Ь® “™?»red. 

you are going to call on her to-morrow P ^d “He is— I
How romantic 11 wish I could come with hl^°4d ?“ld ™7 teUin*
you.” Audrey’s face fell, and she looked In/ d ,b®Iooked et Audrey thought- 
down. “But I am obliged to go down to I .c t *l,w„ .. . .Lynne to-morrow on business.” Audrey’s ..w d?b.mk,”°K f**d Audrey, 
face cleared. “I shall not he away formera я N?\.ï don? Uunk *o—especially than one night," he added, tonde7,!y;.n” f. ffy’l ,
m ejowervoice he whispered: “Ah, if І ..ті. ид. -ïf led7, fsItered Audrey.
could feel that you wouldmissme one tenth I The lady who sent bun on the wild-
aa much as I shall miss you,dearest !” goose chase, replied Sylvia. “She asked 

But though he had taken the news of I j V *3 *î •®*f<* °* * friend she had lost
Audrey’s meeting with s!£”« StelL with LOrrimo^tlmt is hi,--------- -
seeming mdiffetence, he was disturbed by I.^?® ’-.^u,rmored Audrey, 
it, andhis face grew anxious and brooding Я. tafta?**110. .*e4®h,,or two years, 
as he walked home. 8 H® has been searching for longer than that,

. "D there is no truth in the rumor of this її. ÏÏÎÏÏÎ TT’ Bat,ï°"8h «he time 
gnls engagement to Lorrimore, Audrey ïnd trilher'’ tacrac П0 Л?вт108° back 
Will lesrn it tomorrow, and then— But ÜîfL»* .a 1bec*uee” °h»1 grow un- 
rte can not draw back now ; it it too late! ^5? Î tK?k ot
the'iiroparationi'for iu псІТі.ігеи.'ть!! if'dSS

ад,sto puo*—^ — sbtBbjSw^*aasM
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Sylvie nodded.
“ï et ; I asked it the night before last.
“You noticed—you eaw me P” stid 

Audrey. “I thought the actors on the 
stsge could not see the people in the front 
ot the theater.”

“They cannot always,” replied Sylvia ; 
but I saw you, and I wanted to thank you 
for your beautiful flowers. They are 
fresh still, and I shall keep them always.”

The soft, clear voice, tender with grat
itude, thrilled through Audrey, who was 
not ordinarily an excitable girl ; but she 
file strangely moved by the sudden and 
unexpected proximity ot the woman in 
whom she was so intensely interested.

“And 1 wanted to tell you how much 
your voice"—she might with equal truth 
have added, your face”—“affected me.”

“Thank you," answered Sylvia, gently ; 
and her hand stole toward Audrey’s.

1 rove a remark- 
ercy, with her

!
e tremendous reception, 

notwithstanding which she was conscious of 
a vague sense of disappointment, for she 
had glanced round the boxes and had seen 
that the beautiful girl whose face had so 
affected he r on the firat night was not pres
ent. r

“She’s not here to night,” she said to 
Mercy.

“She P Who, dear P”
“That lovdy girl I fell in love with,” she 

said. “I wish she were here ; but I sup
pose it is too much to expect her to come 
every night I sing.”

It does seem a little too much, certain
ly,” assented Mercy.
Sylvia”*1 *” imPre,eion,ble girl you are,

t Vі kaow і but it is true that I feel as if 
X should not play half so well tonight, be- 
cause she is absent ”

However, at tbe end of the second act 
she came off radiant.

“She’s here, Mercy !" she exclaimed. “I 
saw her come in, and I Lit as glad as if 
she were my sister, and I am sure I sung 
better from that moment. She looks sad- 
der tonight,” she added, thoughtfully, 
“anil that makes her lovelier in my eyes. 
Andrey Hope—what a sweet name it is !— 
just like herself. How good ot her to 
come again so soon !”

‘■‘My dear child, there are dozen of men 
and women who have come again,” said

“I dare say ; but this is the only one I 
oare about.” remarked Sylvia.

Audrey had bed tome little trouble in 
persuading Lady Marlow to come to the 
opera that night; and her ladyship was 
"'h®? ««prised at Audrey’s persistence.

„My dear, there is Lady Crownbrilliant’s 
ball and the Parkes’ reception,” she re
monstrated, “and Jordan said that he 
would escort us there, you know,” the 
added, as if that were of supreme impor
tance now.

asked.
Sylvia was lying back, wilh her bend 

pressed against her heart, her breath com
ing painfully, her face white with terror.

“Didn’t you see p ’ she panted at last.
“No, I saw nothing,” replied Mercy. 

“Tell me what it was, dear. Come, Syl
via this is unlike you. Be calm, dear
est.”

\
^КШЕЩ

^■■ITTLE

/Нас.
“Yee, yea !•’ ehe breathed. “Don’t be 

frightened. You did not see him ?”
“See him P I mw no one I know. 

There wu a crowd. Who was it, 
Sylvia P”

A shudder shook her.
“Lavarick !” she whispered.
Mercy started with surprise.
“Oh, no dear !” she said, soothingly. 

“That man is not in London. It ' ' 
possible ! It was your fancy.”

Sylvia drew her cloak round her. as if 
she had suddenly grown cold, and was 
silent for a moment or two, then she 
raised her eyes to Mercy’s lace with the 
calmness of conviction.
“The something happened, you see !” she 
said in a dull voice. “Mercy, it tвал Lava- 
rick!’
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SICK HEADACHE
Positively cured by these 

Little Pills.
They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsfs, 

Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per. 
fcet remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsf. 
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Fain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable, 
•mall Pill.

і r.
CHAPTER XXVHI.

Mercy would not leave Sylvia that night, 
but slept beside her. holding the girl in a 
loving embrace, and trying to soothe and 
reassure her. At times Sylvia shook and 
trembled, and af others she cried quietly ; 
for the sight of Lavarick had not only terri
fied her, but recalled Jack’s death, so that 
ahe was tortured by fear and sorrow at the 
same time.

“My dear, dear child !’’Mercy whispered 
lovingly, “even supposing you were not 
mistaken, end I think 
been—”

“No, no,” «aid Sylvia, with a ihudder, 
“I was not mistaken ; I remember him too 
well. You have never seen him, or you 
would understand how impossible it would 
be to be mistaken. It was Lavarick ! ’

“Well, dear, granting you were right, 
and that it was be, why should you be so 
terrified P We are not m the wilds of Aus-

f
as I

•mall Dose.
•mall Price.;

Substitution
you must have the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter’s,
Ask for Carter’s, 
nsist and demand 

Carter’s Little Liver Pills.

But Audrey had clung to her intention 
of going to the opera.
«sstesarajïrir
out the blush with which a newly engaged 
girl usually mentions her betrothed’s name.

Lady Marlow gave in, as a matter of 
course, end Audrey sat in rant 
attention while Sylvia was on the stage,
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; fes Ш Ш,
у MS MM

їчШІЇЛ r. і Лиÿ > ‘ --'Æ ■ ■ t ' s»i
,

НМЙ57,.-;

:В

а
Çv-V?’

...

.


