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fA TANGLED : 

CONCLUDED. 

«I think I can understand how you were 

trapped, Audrey,” said N eville, gravely. 

“But you are tree now, and Lorrimore— 

what a good fellow he is, and how he loves 

you! You will reward him for bis long 

devot on and faithfulness, Audrey ?” 
Her face crimsoned. 
«Hadn't —hadn’t we better wait till he 

asks me ?” she retorted, and ran from him. 

Neville went outside and found Lorri- 

more alone on the terrace. He turned 
quickly. 

“Didn't I hear Miss Hope's voice?” he 
said. 
“Yes,” said Nev lle in his blunt fashion. 

“Look here, Lorrimore, it I were you I'd 
go to—" 
. “To Africa ?” said Lorrimore, biting his 
ips. 

«Africa be—blowed! No; to London, 

anywhere, just for a few weeks. Don’t you 
know how it is with her ? Man, you can’t 

expect her to rush into your arms directly 
she is free !” 
“No, | can’t!’ admitted Lorrimore, ‘‘but 

I'd like her to do so, ail the same. But of 
course I'll go. Ill go up to London, and— 

and for Heaven's sake send me a wire to 
the Athenian Club the very first moment 
you can !” 

«] will,” said Neville, grasping his band. 

“And tell her— No—yes! Why should 
I not tell her what sbe knows already ? Tell 
her that I love her better than ever, and 
that the moment she will let me, I will come 

That's all. Make my excuses. 
Good-bye.” 

After this dialogue, Lorrimore, with just 
a glance at the house—he did not see Aud- 

rey, who was watching them from behind a 
window curtain—ran down the steps. 

“I suppose 1'd better go, too,” mused 
Neville, as be looked after him. 

But he still hung about, and presently 
his patience met with its reward. He was 
lying back in a deck-cbair in the smoking 
room when he heard the door open, and 
thinking it was the viscount, he said with- 

out looking round. 
«I think 1'd better clear out, Marlow; 

there's no chance of seeing her, I'm afraid. 
That’s what I’m waiting tor.” 

“If you'll tell me who ‘her’ is, I'll see,” 
said a voice behind him that caused him 
to spring to his feet, upsetting the chair. 

Sylvia stood with her hard on the doer, 
her eyes downcast, her tace flushed. 
I—I thought I should find Lord Marlow 

here,” she said, as if she were going to 
run away. 
But he took the door out of her hand and 

closed it. 
“Sylvia, I want to speak to you.” 
“Yes?' softly and demurely, without 

raising her eyes. 
I want to tell you that—that I love you!" 

he blurted out. 
Yes?" still more softly, though her bosom 

was heaving, 
Neville looked at her ruefully. 
“*And— oh, Sy1,d on’t you love me?” 
“(Qf—of course I do. Oane—one ought 

to love one's—brother.” 
His face reddened. 
“Brother? I don’c want you to love me 

like that. I don’c love you as it you were 

a sister. I want you to be my wife. 
There!’ 
«Your wife!” she said almost inaudibly, 

her eyes still downcast. 
« My wife!” he repeated. *‘I've loved 

you like that—ever since I lost you. Ah! 

you can’t tell how I loved and longed for 
you. And—and—it I can’t have you for my 

wife— well, I shall be the most miserable 

man in the world! Oh why don’t you 

speak?” he cried, impatiently. 
«] was thinking,” she said softly, still 

keeping him from her at arm's length, as it 

were, by her manner. ‘‘Things have 

changed. You aren't Jack any longer, 

but Mr. Neville Lynne and a rich man” 

«What difference does that mean?" he 

broke in. 
“A great deal. You are an English 

gentleman and ought not to marry an opera 

singer, Mr.—Mr. Lynne.” 
Neville stared at her. 
«Is that your answer ?” he said. *‘You 

know it's only an excuse; and this morn- 

ing, ob, Syl! I thought you loved me. Why 

did you stand up for me if you didn’t?” he 

said with such disappointment and reproach 

in his voice and eyes that Syl could not 

withstan | him any longer. 
«So I do—so I did !” she exclaimed ; and 

she cried as he took her in his arms. **You 

know I love you ! It is you who were blind, 

not to see it long ago ! I have always loved 

you. Ah, you didn’t kmow—you didn’t 

guess ! Jack—dear Jack—my Jack !” 

He kissed her brow and eyes and lips 

passionately as the light broke in upon him. 
«Ob, what a blind idiot I was!” he said, 

remorsefully and with immense self-re- 

proach and pity. “‘I—I thought you only 

cared for me as sisters do—" 
«Sister ! I bate the name!” she cried, 

with a stamp of her foot—**I shall hate it 

tor the rest of my days!” ; 

«All right,” he said, intolding her still 

more tightly ; ** ‘wite’s better, 1sn’t it? My 

wife ! Ob, Syl, Syl! Im like the viscount, 

and don't know whether I am standing on 

my head or my heels; but this I do 

know—that 1 have got the sweet- 
the loveliest girl in all the 

world I" and he raised her face and looked 
into her upturned eyes with all the love 

that had been stored up for so many 

weary mouths. 
CHAPTER XLVIIL 

Lady Marlow arrived by the evening 
train, and the instant she bad reached ner 
own boudoir sent for Audrey and Sylvia. 

“Now, my dears,” she said, looking up 
from the chair in which she had seated 
herselt without waiting to take her out-of- 
door things off. ‘I'll trouble you to tell 
me what this all means. The viscount has 
been endeavoring to do so all the way from 
the station, but he got so mixed up that 1 

can make nothing of it. Sylvia, I think 
you had better tell me ;” and she held out 
her hand to her. ‘‘l[sit true that Neville 
Lynne has come back and that you are to 
be his wife?” 

“Yes,” faltered Sylvis, who had sunk 
beside the chair. 
“And pray, where is he ?" 
“He has gone back to his own rooms in 

the village,” she said in a low voice. 
‘Please ring the bell,” said her lady- 

ship. 
“My love to Mr. Lynne, and he will 

please come to the Grange at once,” she 
said to the lady’s-maid; ‘‘and tell the 
coachman to take the dog-cart for Mr. 
Lynne's luggage. Now, then,” to Sylvia; 
“and i.’s true, I suppose, that a will bas 
been found, and he has been left a third 
of the fortune ?” 

“Yes,” said Sylvia, more composedly. 
“And that Jordan—" 
Ste stopped and held out her arms to 

Audrey, and Sylvia stole from the room 
and lett them alone together. 

Perhaps Lady Marlow found that Audrey 
was not in need of much consolation. As 
Neville had said, she was to be congratu- 
lated. 
When Neville arrived be found them al! 

in the drawing-room ready for dinner, and 
he went straight up to Lady Marlow and 
took the hands she extended to him. 
“May I, viscount?” he asked, looking 

round with a flush on his handeome, sun- 
burned face. 

*“Oh, certainly,” replied the viscount; 
and Neville bent down and kissed her. 
Lady Marlow laughed, the tears in ber 

eyes. 
“You haven't improved in your manners, 

sir,” she said. ‘You were always a bad, 
bold boy. And so you have come back, 
and you are going to marry our old friend 
the signora?’ 
“Yes,” said Neville looking at Sylvia. 

“Has she told you all?” 
* Oh, yes, and a great deal more than 

you know,” said her ladyship, dryly. “I 
think you are a very lucky man, Neville.” 
“So do I,” he assented. ‘‘How well 

you look, Lady Mailow. I declare you 
sre younger!” 
“Thank you. Is that the style of com- 

pliment that obtains in the gold diggings?’ 
But she looked pleased with him. ‘‘But 
you shall sit next me at dinner and talk to 
me all the time. The signora will have 
quite enough of your conversation for the 
rest of her lite.” 
“I dare say,” said Neville, happily, 

“‘but I regret to say 1 baven’(jgot a drese- 
coat. You were kind enough to send for 
the luggsge, but there wasn't any.” 
The viscount laughed. 
“It's a good joke !” be said, “I shall 

have to lend you some things of mine. 
They'll come donw as iar as your ankles 
and elbows, I dare say.” 
They went in to dinner, and the chari- 

table reader will not deem them selfish it 
they forgot Mercy upstairs and were 
happy. You see, they bad not been 
happy for so long. 

eville and Lady Marlow did nearly all 
the talking, Sylvia listening with a smile 
and many blushes as Neville gave an ac- 
count of their joint ‘‘brother and sister” 
establishment at Lorn Hope ; and Audrey 

sat s l:nt and thoughtful, but without that 
scared, hunted expression on her face 

which had haunted it for the last tew 
weeks. She was—free! 
By mutual consent the two gentleman 

accompanied the ladies to the drawing 
room, and they were still talking over the 
wonderful past and the more wonderful 
present when a footman noiselestly ap- 
proached the viscount and said : 
“Mr. Trale would be much obliged if 

you'd see bim, my lord.” 
«I think not,” said the viscount prompt- 

ly. “I've had enough of Trale and all his 
works for one day. To-morrow, James. 
I've gone to bed, please.” 
The footman returned again with a 

message for Neville. Would he please 
see Mr. Trale? 
Her ladyship looked round. 
“Why shouldn,t we all see him?" she 

said. ‘“Newille basn't any more secrets.” 
“No, no!” said Neville. “Let bim 

come in, Lady Marlow.” 
Trale was shown in, and looked rather 

nonplused tor the moment at the sight of 
bis audience, but only for a moment. 

“Sorry to disturb you, my lady,” he 
said, turning to her quite naturally and 
as a matter of course.” but, Banks—" 

“That's Lavarick,” explained Neville in 
a low voice. 
Lady Marlow nodded. 
“I know; go on.” 
“Well, my lady, he’s made a clean 

breast of it, and a part ot his confession is 
so astonishing, and concerns”—he looked 
at Neville and then at Sylvia—‘‘Mr. Ne- 
ville, that I thought it my duty—" 
“To bewilder and badger us without de- 

tay,” finished the viscount, good-tempered- 
y. 
“Yes, my lord,” said Trale, gravely. 

“You are aware that the third of the Lynne 
money is left to a young lady—the daugh- 
ter of the lady Sir Greville was to marry.” 

“Yes, yes” said her ladyship. “'I know 

who she is, or, rather, who her mother was. 
Her name was Chester.” 

“(Quite right, my lady.” 
‘She and her husband left Eogland—" 

she stopped and looked at Neville ; she had 
been going to say ‘‘driven from Eng- 
land by Sir Greville,” but stopped in time. 

“Right, my lady,” said Trale, corrobora- 
tively. 
«And this daughter of his must be found 

as quickly as possible. It will be difficult. 
Mr. Neville knows how difficult it is to 
find missing persons,” and she smiled at 
Neville. 

Trale shook his head eagerly. 
«If Banks’ story is true, and I think it is, 

there won't be any difficulty in the case, 
my lady.” He stopped and looked at 
Sylvia and hesitated. ‘‘Banks’ statement 
is this ; that when he'd stolen the will, the 

night Sir Greville died, he thought be 
could make more money out of 
it by finding the young girl and the 
people belonging to her. He'd seen the 

father once, and so set off hunting him. 

He learned that Mrs. Chester was dead, 

and that the young girl and her father bad 
gone to Australia.” 

«Australia !* murmured Nevill’, look- 

ing at Sylvia, who eat with her hands clasp- 
ed and her head bowed. 

“Yes, sir ; and Banks, who is as deter- 

mined a man as you'd find in a day’s walk, 
followed, on the chance of finding hum ;and 

he did discover him—tound him on the 
point of death.” 
The tears were running down Sylvia's 

cheeks, and Neville, though he had not yet 
got the clew, went to her and put his arm 
round her. 
“On the point of death. In fact, he saw 

bim die, and, what's more, saw him give a 

packet to his hitils girl, telling her that it 

was the story ot her birth. The girl was 
known by the name of—’" he stopped. 

“‘Shall—shall I go on ?"" he said, troubled 

and agitated. 
Her ladyship nodded. 
**Go on.” 
Sylvia got up. put Neville's arm gently 

trom her. and left the room. 
“Yee,” said Trale, as it relisved. ‘The 

young lady's name was—Sylvia Bond ; they 
were ber two Christian names, and—" 

Neville uttered a cry ot amazement. 
«Sylvia ?" ha said. *‘Do you mean—" 
“Yes, Mr. Neville,” responded Trale, 

gravely. “The young lady—the signora 
who has just lett ths room—is Mrs. Chest- 

er's daughter, and ths heiress uncer the 
will I’ 
An exited colloquy followed. 
Th w—then Sylvia owns one third ot 

the m» +y ?’ exclaimed the viscount. 
Trale shook his head. 
“Wait a bt, my lord, if you"l pardon 

me.” he said, gravely. *‘Banks’ statement 
m-y be true, and as I said, I think 1t is. 

But —but—well, I'm no lawyer, my lord, 
but I'm afraid it would be difficult to prove 
her «| 1a unl-se that packet contained all 
the p.per, cecuficates, and so on, and un- 
less that packet is in existence—and I'm 
afraid that's too much to hope for, seeing 

tte strange adventures the young lady has 

gone through. Lavarick tried to steal it, 
as Mr. Neville knows ; and what he tried 

to do some one else may have succeeded in 

doing. or it may hsve got lost. I don’t 

want Mr. Neville or the young lady to be 

buoyed up with a hope that can’t be tul- 
filled.” 
“Quite righ*, Trale, quite right,” ead 

the viscount, ruetully. **As you say, this 
packet—" 
The door opened as he was speaking, 

and Sylvia, with Audrey, who had gone 
after her, entered. 
They came up to the table, and Sylvia, 

very pale, laid the packet in front of the 
viscount. 
He took it with an ejaculation. 
“IVs —i's—but it's sealed, my dear. 

I'm to open it ? Here, Neville, you open 
it.’ 

Neville did so, and they gathered round 

bim. He took uv one of the several 
papers, and read solemnly : 

«I, Julian Chester, declare these cer- 

tificates, being the marriage certifica’e of 
my myself and wite, and the birth and 

baptismal certificate of my daughter, Sylvia 
Bond Chester, to be genuine, and I charge 

such person or persons into whose hands 
they may fall to preserve them. I have 
nothing to leave my beloved child, whom I 
consign to the care of her Heavenly Father 
in humble tiust and confidence that He 
will protect and succor her. 

(Signed) 
Juriax CHESTER.” 

Sylvia bid her face on Neville’s breast. 
Trale was the first to speak, and his 

honest face was glowing with satistaction 
and delight. 

“It's all right !* he exclaimed, using his 
favorite formula. **It’s all right, Mr. Ne- 
ville. Every one of them can be verified 
and the claim proved. I'm lawyer enough 
to know that. Take care of em, my lord. 

Lock them up. Hurrah! Oh, 1 beg vour 
ladyship’s pardon !” and in the very act of 
swinging his hat be stopped, covered with 
confusion. 

“Don’t apologize, Trale!’ exclaimed 
the viscount. *‘We all say hurrah ! You're 
a good fellow, Trale. You've—you've 
arranged this business splendidly, and— 
yes, you're far too good a man for a hole 
and corner place like this. Why”—and for 
the first time in his lite the viscount swore 
before lidies-—‘‘you ought to be chief 
commissioner | You come with me into 
the library and have a glass ot wine; and 
you come, too, Neville, when—when you 
can get away. Prove her claim! We'll do 
it if—as Jordan says—we spend every 
peony we've got !” 

CHAPTER XLVIIIL 

Indeed, the viscount was a great deal 
more keen about Sylvia's fortune than 
Sylvia herself. 
“You don’t know how rich I am, sir!” 

she said to Neville, as they wandered 
through the lanes the next morning and he 
showed her all h's boyhood’s playing 
grounds, as he had promised himself that 
he would, little pron) how soon the de- 
light of doing so would become possible to 
him. “Do you know, Ja—Neville, what 
I earn in the course of an operatic sea- 
son ? Do you realize”—and she drew her- 
self up on tiptoe and looked at him with all 
the dignity she could put into her express- 
ion (and she was a good actress, as we 
know)—*‘do you realize that the young 
person who stands before you is Signroa 
Stella, the celebrated prima-donna, and 

that she can afford to lose five thousand a 
year. Neville caught her as she stood on 
tiptoe and lifted her up in bis strong arms 
until her waist was in line with his face. 
“Pat me down, sir! How dare you ?” she 
cried, blushing furiously. ‘Do you sup- 
pose that because a certain wild girl called 
Sylvia allowed you to carry her about— 
the tom-boy !—that you can take such 
liberties with the Signora Stella ? Oh, put 
me down, dearest—some one will see us! 
Neville”—as he let her feet touch the 
ground again—*‘Neville, we can do with- 
out the money.” 

«] think not.” ssid Neville in bis old 
style, that recalled the but in Lorn Hope, 

and Meth, and the claim instantly to 
Sylvia. **The Signora will have to make 
her farewell bow to the public.” 
“But Jack—oh, how proud you are !— 

you—you worked for me one time—" 
“And I'm perfectly willing to work for 

you now and forever,” he said. ‘‘What 
I object to is the mere idea of your 
working for me. Iesides”—bis face dark- 

ened —*‘there is such a thing as justice— 
though I believe it's rather out of tashion to 
think so—and justice you shall have.” 

There was no more to be said. In fact, 
they had something else to talk ebout— 
these two. But the viscount was not to be 
dissuaded from fighting—indeed, he was 
eager to fight—and when they all, except- 
ing Mercy, returned to London he went 
straight to his lawyers and instructed them 
to fire the first shot in the form of the usual 
letter. 
They—Audrey Neville, and the two— 

went to the opera ou the night of their re- 
turn to hear Sylvia sing, and her ladyship 
anticipated much enjoyment in watching 
Neville’s delight. But she was doomed to 
disappointment. He started when Sylvia 
came on ; his face flushed when she began 

to ting ; but presently it grew pale and his 
brows knit, and as the storm of applause 
broke out after her first important song, he 
got up from his chair and leaned against the 
back of the box. Then he leaned forward 
to Lady Marlow. 

“]I—I can’c stand it any longer!” he 
growled. *It—it seems as if she belonged 
to all of them, and nut to me. I must go;”’ 
and out he went. 
Lady Mailow joined him in the smoking 

room when they came home, sitting with a 
large cigar, and looking so unutterably 

jealous and wretched that, though she had 
meant to bully bim, her heart melted. 
“You jealous boy !” she said. 
“] know, I know !” he assented, redden- 

ing. *‘But [ can't help it. All the time 
she was singing [ was thinking of how she 
used to sit on th: edge of the claim and 
sing to me—alone, you understand—alone ! 
And the sight of that crowded house sitting 
there as if they had piid to hear her—and 
they had paid, confound them !—drove me 
silly. Lady Marlow, she must leave the 

stage!’ 
“‘She’s her own mistress, sir.” 
“But she is going to be my wife.” 
“Well, then,” she retorted, ‘‘than you'd 

be ber master, and in your present frame 

of mind the sooner—"she stopped. But 
she had said enough. 
“Do you think—would she marry me at 

once? How can I ask her? I haven't a pen- 
ny.” The door opened and Sylvia enter- 
ed. She had caught the last words only. 
She stopped short and looked at him. She 
was in evening-dress, radiant, lovely, all 
that a man des res in woman. 
‘Who says he has not a penny?’ she said. 
¢« J—I,” the poor fellow stammered. “I 

may never get the confounded money ; I— 

am a pauper, anyhow at present.” She 
glided up to meet him put both hands on 
nis shoulders and forced bis eyes to meet 
hers, full of love and adoration. 
“You forget!” she said; *‘ab, Jack, you 

forget that you spent all when you bought 

me that nigt in Lorn Hope Camp!’ 
= - Ed * * 

They were married. How trite, how 
hackneyed is the sentence, and yet 
how much it means toa man and wo- 
man who loved as these two loved. 
They were married in Lynne Church 

quite quietly, as a sensible man ought to 
be, without any fuss,” as the viscount* who 

gave the bride away, declared, and 
one would be inclined to say that they 
were the bappiest couple in Lynne, 
but that Audrey was present as bride- 
maid and Lorrimore as best man. Neville 
had sent him the wire the moment Sylvia 
had named the day. 
“Be my best man,” he said; ‘‘she,” 

meaning Audrey, ‘‘won’t refuse to see you 

on our wedding day; and—well, weddings 
are as catching as measles !” 
As the haypy pair were starting from the 

Grange on their wedding-trip, and Sylvia 
had at last drawn her head into the carriage 

from ths window of which she had been 
craving to catch the last glimpse of the 

group on the steps, she turned to Neville, 
who was busy digging the rice out of bis 
mustache and waistcoat, and with eyes 
overbrimming wita happiness and laughter, 
said softly : 

*“Aren’t you sorry I'm not Miss Mary 
Brown, Jack ?” 
“Mary Brown ?" 
She clapped her hands. 
“Oh, you heartless man! You have for- 

gotten her!” 
Then, as he laughed and colored, she 

nestled up to him and told him how she had 
— from the green-eyed monster. 

“ NO ! 

“Yes ; and you never sawit. Ah, Jack, 
you were blind ! They say that love is al- 
ways on one side,” she added, with a little 
quiver of the lips. “Isit; or do you love 
me a little, Jack? Are you sorry that you 
bought me with that nugget, or do you think 
it was not such a bad bargain, atter all P” 
And though he said not a word. she was 

quite satisfied with his answer. 
* = * » 

They bad left Mercy at the Grange, at 
her own desire, and Sylvia had left her bet- 
ter than could heve been expected and with 
the understanding that Mercy, as soon as 
she was strong enough, should follow her 
to Bury Street. 

' But she did not do so. Instead of her- 
selt came a letter which Sylvia had shown 
to no one, not even her husband : but in it, 
while telling her ot her whereabouts, and 
the plans for the future, Mercy bad enjoin- 
ed her to silence. 

“Let me pass out of your life, dear,’ 
bse had written. ‘Even the yoy of your 
dear face would only rouse the old pain 
and anguish. Do not even attempt to see 
me, for I think I that could not bear to see 
you. Judge, them how little able am to 
meet any one else who knows me and my 
history.” 

Sylvia understood, and obeyed the in- 
junction. But she thought of her, even 

during that happy moon in which the new- 
ly married bride is supposed to think of no 
one but her husband. 
They spent their month in wondering— 

almost hand in hand, certainly heart to 
heart—about the Continent, then returned 
to London where their friends earerly 
awaited them. And—so Audrey said—a 
second honey-moon began. 

“You've come in time for all the best 
plays in the theater,” she said, ‘‘and ma- 
mma’s going to have a dance—" 

““And we sre just going to serve a wit 
on Right Honorable Sir Jordan,” putin 
the viscount. -‘I suppose you have been 
so wrapped up in your two selves that you 
have forgotten all about your lawsuit?” 

Neville colored. 
¢« ‘Pon my word, that's about the truth!’ 

be ssid. 
“‘Well, I haven’s,” smd the viscount, 

“I've been hard at work. It's going to be 
a tough fight, I can tell you. Jordan is 
gawe to the backbone. Did you read his 
speech in the House last night ?" 
“No grunted Neville ; ““Iread one once 

and one will do for me.” 
“It was splendid ; it was, indeed !” said 

the viscount. *‘‘He’'s a wonderful man. 
It's a pity he's such a vil—I mean—" 

Neville turned away. 
“I'm not sure that he won't beat us yet,” 

went on Lord Marlow. “My man—I 
mean the lawyer—says that, anyhow Jor- 
dan can keep us at it for months—perhaps 
years. You see, he's everything—the ee- 
tates, the money, his great name at his 
back ! Who'd believe such things of him 
as we shall charge him with ? hey seem 

incredible ; and he shows not an inch of 

white feather. A regular ovation in the 
House last night, they tell me, and Jordan 

calm and composed as Pitt himself! A 
wonderful man. If it wasn't that we've 
ot Trale on our side—and, by the way, 
've managed to get our friend promoted. 
His fortune’s made.” 
“I'm glad of that,” said Neville heartily. 
“Yes, the good fellow’s delighted with 

bis rise ; but he’s just as keen about his 

case as ever. He's in London ‘working it 
up’ as he calls it ; almost lives at the law- 

yer's. You'll be sure to see him tomor- 
row.” 
But they saw him that same evening. 
They were just going in to dinner—*‘the 

home party” as her ladyship called it—for 
Lorrimore was there, when Trale was an- 
nounced. 
He came in looking'rather pale and evi- 

dently sgitated, and the viscount at once 

jumped to the conclusion that something 
had gone wrong with *‘the case.” 
“What is it. Trale ?" he said. 
Neville held out his hand. 
“How do you do, Trale?’ he said. 

“What's happened ? How are you ?”’ and 
he shook the man’s hand in his frank, gen- 

ial manner. . 
Trale opened his lips twice before a 

sound would come, then he stammered. 
¢“There's—there’s been an accident.” sf 
“An accident ?’ (Rr | 
“Yes. Ho was leaving the House to 

go to dinner, and—and a cab coming 
across the bridge knocked him down, 
and—and the wheel went over his head.” 
“Whose head ?” demanded the viscount. 
‘Sir Jordan's,” said Trale. 

“Jordan's!” Neville started. ‘Where 
—where is he ? I ,must go.” 
“At St. Thomas Hospital.” said Trale. 

«T saw him fall as I was going to make a 
last appeal to him—to tell him that he 
couldn't win—"' 

His voice faltered. \ 
(30, Neville,” murmured Sylvia, gently. 

“Yes, yes. My hat!” said Nevilla. 
Trale put his hand on his arm. 

«‘Thare’s—there’s no hurry, Sir Neville ; 

he was dead when I leit.” 
A thrill ran through thelisteners at that 

“Sir.” 
“Dead !" exclaimed Sylvia. 
Neville stood sp=echless. 
“Yes, my lady,” said Trale to Sylvia; 

“it was hopeless. He was conscious at the 
last, and he knew those around him; but 
he only said one word. I've got a cab at 
the door, Sir Neville.” 
They were driven to the great hospital 

of which London has a right to be proud, 
and were conducted to the silent room of 
death. 

Neville stood beside the bed and looked 
down at the still face from which the sur- 
geon had drawn the covering. 
Dead ! It seemed impossible. 
“A terrible loss, Sir Neville,” whispered 

the celebrated surgeon. ‘‘England will 
mourn one of her most brilliant statesmen 
He would have been Premier if he had 
lived ; that was certain. It is terrible to 
think ot !” 

Yes. there lay the Right Honorable Sir 
Jordan Lynuoe, Bart., M. P., the smooth 
voice silenced, the acute brain stopped, the 
ambitious spirit quenched by a hansom cab. 
“]—I was told that he was conscious— 

that he apoke,” Neville faltered, scarcely 
knowing what he said. i 

“Yes, he spoke just before the end,” 
said the surgeon. He spoke to the nurse. 
Ste was here a moment ago.” 
He beckoned, and a woman in a nurse’s 

uniform came forward and stood with fold- 
ed bands and bent head. 

“Sir Neville would like to hear what his 
his brother said, nurse,” said the surgeon. 

She looked up. 
‘* ‘Rachel, forgive !" ” she said. 
Neville started. 
“Mercy !” he said ‘You!’ 
She looked at him, her sad face white 

and set. Then, with a slight shake of her 
head, refusing his recognition of her, she 
moved away. 
Oh! irony of fate! The great and 

owerful Sir Jordan had come, crushed, 
elpless to die in the arms of the woman he 

had betrayed ! 
(Tae Exp). 
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