PROGRESS, SATURDAY, APRIL 30, 1898.

3 A TANGLED

(CONTINUED.)
CHAPTER V.

On the night Nevills Lynne bought Syl-
via Bond, the House ot Commons in Lon-

don was unusually full. An important
debate was in progress, and that evening
Mr. Gladstone had spoken with even more
than bis wonted eloquence; and all
about the House, ,in the galleries,
in the loboies, and even outside, where a
big crowd burg about and waited, there
was the peculisr atmosphere ot excitement
which only political events can produce.

Not only had the great orator spo¥en,
but speeches had been made by several of
the other stars in the political firmament,
and perhaps vot one ot the men had at-
tracted more attention than that of Sir
Jordan Lynne.

Two gentlemen bad witnessed ths pro-
ceedings from the front of the Stranger's
Gallery, and one of them, who had scarcely
removed his eyes from Sir Jordan’s tall,
thin figure while he had been speaking,
looked up at his companion with a thought-
tul rmile.

“That man’s going to make his mark,’ he
said to his friend.

‘Who, Jordan Lynne ? Yes, I suppos>
so. Clever speech, wasn't it ? Do yon
know bim at all ¥’

‘Well, I was at Rugby with him,” said
the first speaker,’ but I can’t say I know
him. Idoubt very much whether anyone
knows him.’

The second man nodded.

‘I know what you mean.
Lynne’s a dark horse.’

‘How long has he been Sir Jordan
asked the other. ‘I've been away such a
duece of a time that I've lost touch of
events, you know.’

‘How long ? Oh, about eighteen months
more or less. Yes. his father, old Sir
Greville, died about seventeen or eighteen
months ago, and this Jordan, the eldest
son came into the baronetcy and the
money. Srange history, old Greville’s I

“Tell me,’ said his friend, as arm 1n arm
they went down the stair and sauntered on
the terrace in front of the House. ‘I've
heard sometbing about him, but forget
exactly what.’

‘Well it's soon told. Old Greville
Lynne was an eccentric—a man with a
mania, you know. Seems that when he
was a young man he fell in love with a
girl. She was below him in position, but
Greville was mad about her, and notwith-
standing that she was engaged to another
young fellow, Greville brought pressure to
bear—monetary pressure I expect—iIn-
duced or compelled her to break off with
her lover and promise to marry him—
Greville.’

‘Nice man !

‘Yes; but it didn’t come off after all,
for the day before the marriage the girl
bolted with her own true love, and laft
Greville in the Lole.’

“T'hat’s distinctly good,’ said the listener.

‘Not so bad. Greville Lynne was
awfully cut up—most men are under sach
circ's—but most men get over 1t in time,
and it they don’t forget the girl who jilted
them, forgive her. OIld Greville didn’t.
He set himselt deliberafely to work to
bunt down his successful rival; swore a
big oath that he'd ruvin him, and—did it.’

‘How do yoa mean ? icquired the triend.

‘Well, I dou’c know ali the details, but
I've heard people who were in the know
say that Greville stuck to the other fel-
low's trail like & blood hound, and while
prolessing to be his friend, plotted and
schemed to effect his ruin. It took years
to accomplich, of course, but it was accom-
plised at last, and Sir Greville had the
satisfaction of seeing his rival a broken
man and an outcast.’

‘And this in the nineteenth century I

belizve !’

No, Jordan

Exactly,” assented the speaker, ‘and
it's only in the nineteenth century
that you can do that sort of
thing. In the old days you went

out after dark and struck your enemy under
the fitth rib. Now you bet with him on
the Stock Exchange, run horses against
him on the turt, slander him, rob him of
his reputation, and ultimately get a good
deal more revenge out of him than it you
1-ft him with a hele in him, as in the good
old days. The man Sir Greville had
sworn to ruin, and did, disappeared.
The wife, I believe, bad died of grief and
anxiety years before.’

*Any children ¥’

‘Don't know.
but I’m not sure.’

‘Poor woman ! What a fiend Sir Jor-
dan’s father must bave been

‘Yes, 1 think he was. According to
poetical justice he ought to bave been
punished in some way, but he wasn’t—
at least in this world. He flourished like
the bay tree. Everything he touched
.turned to gold.’

‘Did he ever marry—Ob, of course! 1
beg your pardon.’ ‘

‘Yes, he married twice. This man
Jordan is the son of the first wife, and
there's another boy called—called Neville,
the son of the second.

‘What's become of bim ¥’

The speaker shook his head.

‘Can’t say. It's rumored that he's
abroad somewhere. He was at one time
Sir Greville's favorite son, but our friend
Jordan soon sltered that. I’'mtold that
he hates his half-brother like poison, and
that he never rested until he had brouiht
a quarrel about between Neville and his
father and got the youngster turned out.’

‘A worthy son of a worthy father.’

«Yes, Jordan played his cards very well.
The estate was a small one—not nearly
large enough to support the baronetcy
properly—and of course old Greville could

I fancy there was one,

have left his money—it was an enormous
pile where he chose; tothe second boy,
Neville, for instancs. Bat after the old
man was dead it was found that Jordan
bad got the whole of it—estate, money,
all—and that Neville was left without a
penny. I should think Jordan is one of
our richest men, and, as you say, a man
who will make bis" mark. May b2 Prime
Minister some day.”

“*Hush ! here he is,”’ warned the other;
and the two men drew aside into the shadow
as Sir Jordan Lynn passed.

He was walkiog by himeelf, his hands
clasped behind his back, his head bowed
slightly. He was not a bit like Neville.
He was thin and narrow-chested, with a
long tace and a pointed chin. His mouth
—he was clean shiven—was straight and
bard, with the lips shut close, as if th-ir
owner was always on guard. Very few
persons knew the color of his eyes, tor Sir
Jordan had an unpleasant trick of keeping
them veiled under unusually thick and
white lids. It wasnota preposseasing face
by any means, and yet no one could glance
at it without recognizing that it was the
tace of a clever and intellectual man—a
man with a lirge quantity of brain power
and a strong will to use it.

A word must be said about his hands.
They we e large and bony, but eingularly
white, so that when he raised them while
he was speaking you felt attracted by them
and watched them instead of ‘he face,
which was, p rhaps, to the speaker's ad-
vantage.

He was in evening-dress that night—tfor
he was goingto a raception when the House
rose—but he always wore dark clothes. A
man’s voice 1s supposed to be the index of
his character. Sir Jordan’s was soft and
slow, excepting when he was addressing a
large audience, and even then it was never
hard or vehment, but always beautifully
under his control. Since his father’s death
Sir Jordan had come very much to the
front in other than political ways. He
was extremely liberal. *Sir Jordan Lynne,
Bart , M. P.,” figured prominently in all
charity lists. He was always ready to ad-
dress a missiopary meeting, and was one
of the most respectable and religious men
in the House, a stanch defender ot Church
and State, and a stern moralist. He
neither drank nor smoked.

Such a man is sure to come to the front,
and*Sir Jordan, as he paced up and down
the terrace, ought to have been a very
happy individual. The cheers which had
been cailed forth by his eloquent speech
were still ringing in his ears. Heknew
that he was being talked about, that as he
paced up and down men were looking at
him with interest and curiosity, and yet no
man came up and linked an arm in his or
smote him on the back and called to him
‘old teliow.’

‘A strange face,” said one of the two
men who had been watching him. ‘Keen
and intellectual and all that, and yet
there’s something about it I don’t like.
The man looks—yes'—as Jordan, with his
bent head, passed them again—‘looks as
if he wasn’c at ease—as if he'd got some-
thing unpleasant in his mind.’

‘Daresay. Perhaps he’s thinking of that
unfortunate young beggar of a brother of
his."

‘Romorse ?’ said the other. ‘H'm—’

At that moment Big Ben struck the
hour, and Sir Jordan started and raised
his head.

“Remorse? No, by George! it looks
like—yes, fear!” concluded the observer.

““Thet's strange.”

They went on their way. and Sir Jordan
returned to the House. He satin his seat
with his arms folied, bis head bent, and
apparently listening intently, until the
House rose. Then he went out, and, call-
ing a cab, drove fo Lady Marlow’s re-
ception.

As the cab rattled through the gates one
of those small groups which collect outside
the House on important occasions saw and
recognized him, and raised a cheer for
“‘Sir Jordan,” and he leaned forward, lift-
el his bat, and smiled with his thin lips,
then he sank back again and closed his
eyes.

It was past midnight. The sitting bad
been an exciting one, and he was fully
justified in feeling tired, and in snatching
a short nap; but it seemed as if he could
not rest, tor presently he sighed, and,
ieaning with arms on the front of the cab,
looked trom side to side from under his
drooping lids— looked, not with the aimless
interest of an ordinary observer, but with
the sharp intentness of a man who is watch-
ing for something or some one.

And yet tor whom could the wealthy and
powertul Sir Jordan Lynne, Bart., M. P.,
be looking ia the London streets after mid-
night ?

CHAPTER VI.

The cab pulled up at Lady Marlow’s,
and Sir Jordam, Lynne, smoothing the
watchtful, anxious lines from his face, and
with a soft and pleasant smile about his
thin lips, ascended the staircase.

Lady Marlow’s evenings were always
crowded, for she was a very
popular little personage. She was the wife
of a viscount, rich, almost young, and ex-
tremely good-natured. Young girlsjust out
adored her, and their mammas courted
her, for it was said that for the last three
seasons the best matches had been made
under Lady Marlow’s auspices, and that
the best chance a girl had wasto have
Lady Marlow for a friend.

She was a little woman with a pleasant
countenance, a pair of bright eyes which
saw a long way through a brick wall, and a
ton n: sometimes appallingly frank and
candid.

She stood just inside the drawing-room,
receivinﬁ her guests, and she gave Sir
Jordan her band and a smile, as she hai
given them to a hundred other persons that
evenine ; and she did it without yawning or
even looking tired, though her feet ached,
ber head ached—she ached all over. A
great deal of pity is expended, and de-
servedly, on the hard worked poor—the
dock laborers, the factery hands, railway
servants, and cabmen, but no one has as
yet thought ot getting up a strike among
the terribly hard worked members of
tashionable society.

Coms to think ot it, Lady Marlow had
worked as hard as any womsn in London
that day. She had got up early to reaiand
answer her letters, notwithstanding that
she had not gone to bed until three o’clock
that morning. She had spent the forenoon
at the opening of a fancy baziar, had made
six calls in the afternoon, had sat at the
h-ad of tha table during a wearisome
dinner party, and now, just at the time
when the majority of people are ia bed and
asleep, she was standing between the hot
rooms and the draughty stairs, shaking
bands and smiling like 8 mandarin with a
lot of people, most of whom she scarcely
knew, and did not care if she never saw
again.

And yet there were girle—sweet, inno-
cent, ignorant girls—just launched on the
tide ot society, who actually envied Lady
Marlow, and whose ambition was to marry
a viscount and do likewise.

Lady Marlow nodded and smiled at Sirc
Jordan, and fixed him for a moment with
her bright, sharp eyes

*Very good ot you to come ! she said,
as she made ready to receive her next
guest. ‘You have had an exciting night,
I hear, and your fame iy going the rounds
ot the room’

Sir Jordan bowed and smiled with polite
gratitude for the pleasant little sp:ech, and
made his way into the crowd.

His entrance was noticed, the men nod-
ded and beaatitul womsn smiled at him as
he passed them, and many a girl’s heart
gave a little bound of ambitious lonzing,
tor Sir Jordan was a millionaire, the com-
ing man of the day, and his wife would be
a great lady and a power in the land.

Stopping now and again fo exchange a
word with one and another, Sir Jordan
made the circuit of the crowded room, and
was returning to the door to take his de-
parture, when a young girl entered. He
stopped, drew back a little, and waited.

She was a very pretty girl—tall, fair,
with dark-brown eyes, bright and brim-
ming over with merriment one moment,
soit and mel'ing the next. Her name was
Audrey Hope. She was eighteen, just out,
an heiress, and, as the irreverent said,
Lady Marlow's ‘last and best lot ;” for she
was an orphan, and under the care of
Lord and Lady Marlow, who were her
guardians.

Before she had got many yards she was
surrounded, not only by men, but by we-
men ; for Audrey was popular with both
sexes, and there were some who would
bave loved her just as dearly it she had
been penniless instead of the owner of
money in the Funds, a plantation in Ja-
maica, and a good estate in Loamshire.

She wae beautifully dressed, and yet
with a simolicity which spoke ot anything
but wealth, and her eyes were bright with
the pleasure of seeing so many friends
around her; tor she had been staying on
the Continent for som2 months, and this
was her first party since her return.

She was chatting away about Mont
Blanc, Homburg, and the rest of it to her
admiring court, when Sir Jordan ¢ame up
with his bland smile and serenely com-
posed face, and she stopped suddenly, and
the brightness fled from her eyes, and she
became for the moment suddenly grave,
and, one would have been inchined to say,
almost sad. But it was only for a moment ;
the next she seemed to have recovered
from the temporary restraint, and held
out her hand to him with a nod.

‘How do you do, Sir Jordan?’ she said,
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as he bent over her hand. ‘I did not ex-
pect to see you here; I thought you would
be too busy.’

‘The House rose esr'ier than we ex-
pected,’ he said. ‘Have you enjoyed your
tri% r

he others fe'l back to allow the two to
talk, for Sir Jordan and beautitul Audrey
Hope were old friends—or ought to have
been, for the estate which Audrey had in-
herited adjoined the Liynne property, and
the Lynnes and the Hopes had teen neigh-
bors and friends for generations.

‘Ob, yes! she erard, and she began to
tell him of her travels ; but somehow some
of the lightness had gone out ot her voice,
and she looked dowa at the ground rather
than at bis face,

Sic Jordan offered her his arm after a
minute or two, and she accepted it and
allowed him to lead her out of the crowd
to a seat in a recess, thareby causing much
discontent and envy in many a manly
breast.

‘That fellow Jordan seems to have it all
bis own way,” muttered a young grands-
man to a chum ‘Richest jggzer in the
room, and all that. He might leave the
Hope alone and give us poor devils a
chance ’

But Sir Jordan was perfectly indiffsrent
t> the murmurs and complaints ot toe en-
vious, and sat beside the rich and lovely
Miss Hope with his usual selt possession
and sang-froid.

He talked about the weather and the
persons who passed them, a great deal
about her trip on the Continent, and a lit-
tle—a very little—about himself. Sir
Jordan was one of those clever fellows who
do not tzlk much about themselves.

Bat all the while Audrey seemed to be
listening absent-nindedly, and quite sud-
denly she said :

‘Have you heard anything of—of Neville,
Sir Jordan ?’

And as she put the question her eyes
dropped and the rich color came into her
face, making 1t look lovelier than ever.

Sir Jordan shook his head and sighed.

‘I am sorry to say that I have not re-
cently,” he replied mn a sad and regrettul
tone— just the tone an affectionate, long-
suffering man who had been sorely tried
by a scrapgrace brother should use.

The colur died slowly away from Audrey
Hope's cheeks and she stifled a sigh—a
genuine one.

‘When did you bhesr last?’ she
said, ‘and what? Ycu know we
were such old friends—your brother and I,
Sir Jordan. We used to play together
when we were little children, and even
after he came home from Eton : and —I can
never think of the Grange’—this was the
name of the great country house which be-
longed to this lucky young woman— ‘with-
out thinking of Neville.’

Her eyes grew meditative and wistful,
asif she were seeing with her mind’s eye a
vision ot the old orchard behind the house,
in which she and young Dare-devil Neville
Lynne used to play. Even then he was al-
ways getting into scrapes, and it was she
who notinfr: quently got him out ot them—
begged him off punishment, or, out of her
own pocket-money, paid on the sly tor
damage he had done.

‘It 1s very natural that you should re-
member him,” murmured Jordan, sympath-
etically. ‘It would not be like your kind
heart to forget an old playmate. Poor
Neville " and he sighad agaia.

She glanced at him with barely conceal-
ed alarm.

‘Why do you say that?' she asked.
‘Was it bad news you heard last ?’

‘I am sorry to say that it was,” he replied
gravely, and with such a regretfully sad
and sympathetic voice. ‘Poor Neville has
been disgracing himself, as usual.’

The blood flew to her face again.

‘Disgracing himselt—Neville!” she in-
terrupted. ‘I don’t believe it. [ mean—’

She stopped and bit her lip, ashamed of
the vehemence into which she had been
hurried.

Sir Jordan saw that he had gone rather
too far.

‘Pcrhaps the term was too strong, he
said. ‘We will say that he had got into
one of his usnal scrspes, and he Lad left
the place suddenly just before I got tidings
gf bim ; but for that I should have found

im.

Where was that ?’ acked Audrey.

‘In Awmerica,’ replied Sir Jordan, with-
out a moment’s hesitation.

She sighed as she thought that America
was rather a vague address.

‘I suppose he doesn’t know of his
father’s death ?’ she said, after a moment
or two.

‘No, I think not,’ said Jordan.

‘Or—or that—’

She hesitated.

‘Or that my father did not mention him
in his will? said Jordan.

‘No;and I particularly wish that he
should not know of it, excepting through
me, because—’

He paused.

Audey looked at him quickly.

‘Because— Oh, do you mean that you
are going to—to—’

‘How well you understand me ! he
murmured, modestly and gratefully. ‘Yes
I want to find poor Neville and let him
know that half 1 have is his. I shall not
know a moment’s peace or happiness until
I bave found him.

Audrey Hope’s lips quivered, and those
beautiful brown eyes ot bers grew soft and
tender.

¢ That is'very, very good and generous
of you, Sir Jordan,’ she said in a low voice.
‘But it is only what one might expect you
to do, after all. You could not—no one
could be—at ease and content while his
brother was penniless.’

‘No, no, of course not,’ assented
Sir Jordan, promptly, but with
his eyes hidden behind the thick white lids.
‘I have advertised—am advertising con-
stantly for him, and am in hopes that I
shall hear tidings of him soon.’

‘Oh, I hope s0! said Audrey, fervently.
‘It is dreadtul to think that a person one—
one liked so much is wandering about the
world, perhaps in poverty and—’

She stopped again.

‘Yes, yes,” murmured Sir Jordan, sym-
pathetically ; ‘and directly I hear I will
send you word.’ :

‘Do, please !’ she exclaimed.

‘I suppose you will be going down to
the Grange ?’ he said, changing the subject.

‘Yes,” she rcplied. ‘Lord and Lady
Marlow are coming down with me to spend
Christmas ’ o

‘I sball be at Lynne, too. I shill go
down directly the House rises,” he said.
‘So that we sball be near neighbors, shall
we not P’ glancing sideways at her.

‘Yes,’ she assented, but without a par-
ticle ot warmth, or more than the expres-
sion of pleasure which ordinary politeness
demanded, and Sir Jordan’s lips tightened.

She had been warm and sympathetic
enough while they had been talking about
his scoundrel ot a half-brother, Neville,
but now she seemed as if she had lost all
interest in their conversation.

‘I must go to poor Lady Marl)w,” she
said. ‘She is tired out, I know, and—’

At that moment a gen'leman approached
them—a tall, dark-baired young man, with
a handsome face and rather grave and
serious eyes.

‘Ob, Lord Lorrimore!" she excliimed.
‘Have you seen Lady Marlow lately P

‘I have just been sent in search of yon
by her,’ he replied ; and he held out his
arm, nodding rather coldly to Sir Jordan.

Audey Hope took the proffered arm and
the two walked away.

‘What bad that man got to talk to you
about P’ asked Lord Lorrimore, looking
down at ber witk his dark, serious eyes.

‘Oh, only—But what right have you to
ask such a question P’ she retorted, with
an affectation of resentment.

‘The right that the fact of my loving
you gives me, Mies Hope.’

She made a motirn as if to draw her
arm away, but he held it firmly.

‘I thought you promised you would not
talk to me in that way again ?’ she said re-
proachfully.

‘I did,’ he assented ; ‘but when you ask
me a direct question I am compelled to
give you a direct and truthiul answer.’

‘That’s nothing to do with it—that’s no
reason at all,’ she retorted, with true fem-
inine logic. ‘But how you do bhate poor
Sir Jordon !’

‘I do hate ‘poor’ Sir Jordan very much,’
he said, grimly ; ‘but I hate still more to
see you talking to him.’

‘And pray, what business is it of yours
whom [ talk with ?* she said pouting.
‘There, I've given you another opportunity
but I won’t listen to you, Lord Lorrimore.
If I were a man I should be ashamed to
go on—on pestering & poor helplers girl,
atter she had told me that she dida’t care

for me.”

‘I beg your pardon,” he said,
still wunrufil:d; ‘I haven’t pestered
you. Telling you that I love you isn’t

pestering you. Itien’c even news to you.

‘No, indeed; or very stale news,’re-
torted the beauty.

‘Exactly ; therefore it can’t very much
affect you. As to your not loving me, I'm
quite aware you don’t; but that is not to
say that you never will.

‘And you mean to—to—’

‘Just so ; I mean to go on trying to win
your love till I'm dead, or you are engag-
ed or married,’ he szid, quite coolly.

She looked up into his handsome, ser-
ious face and laughed.

*Then the best thing, in fact the only
thing I can do is to get married.

‘It you marry the right man—yes,’ he
assented. But, you see, I—I consider
myeelf the right man.’

‘And—and perhaps Sir Jordan consid-
ers himselt the right man,—or any one
else,” he said mischievously.

He looked down at her.

‘No,” he said, as if he were considering
the question impartially and judicially—’
no, I don’t think you could be so
foolish as to marry Sir Jordan.’

‘Oh, indeed! And why not? He is
young, rich and will be famous—is so
already, isn’t he P’

‘te is young—rich and famous,’ said
Lord Lorrimore; ‘but I don’t think you
would marry a man for being that, or
those.’

*That’s pretty grammar !’ she remarked.

‘I dare say; but it's good sense. You
won’t marry a man you don’t love. You
promised me that—’

‘Oh, if you are going to rake up all the
things I promised,” she reiorted with a
laugh. ‘But there, don’t you think we've
quarreled enough for one might, Lord
Lorrimore ¥’

‘We have not
said, gravely. ‘You
rel with me if you tried.’

‘And I do try, goodness knows !” she ex-
claimed. ‘But that’s the worst of it, if you
would only consent to be offended, I should
get rid of you; but you won’t will you?
Couldn’t you try, just to please me ?’ and
she looked up into his face coaxingly. “If
you'd only believe what is true—that I am
the most disagreeable and miserable of
girls, that I am not worth thinking about,
then—ah, then we should be such good
friends ! Won’t you try, Lord Lorrimore »’

‘I think not,” he said. ‘It would be a
waste of time, and it’s wicked to waste time,
so the parsons say. You're just the best,
and sweetest, and most beautitul woman in
my eyes that ever lived or will live, and
nothing will persuade ms that you are any-
thing else, and so—’

‘And so here’s Lady Marlow, and you
may go,’ interrupted Audrey, balt saucily,
half sadly, for she was touched by her lov-
er’s persistent, dog-like devotion.

All right,” he said, not a whit offended.
‘Good-mght. Good-pight, Lady Marlow.’

Lady Marlow laughed as she gave him
her hand.

‘She’s a tiresome, wicked girl, isn’t she,
Lord Lorrimora P’ she said ; she knew the
whole state of the case between the two.

He smiled for about the first time, held
{ Audrey’s hand for & moment, and then took
himself off.

l ‘Poor Lord Lorrimore !’ said Lady Mar-
ow.

‘Oh, don’t pity him. Pity me!
exclaimed Audrey, witho a pout. ‘How
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