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CHAPTER 1., 11, 11.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle 
Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh- 
ton as he is about to sail for India with his regi- 
ment. Belle promisesto be true and as rees to meet 
him that evening for a final farewell. Upon her re- 
turn to the hotel, where she and her mother are 
stopping sbe fiads that Lord Stanmore, whose 
brother was the husband of Mrs. Wayland’s sister 
has arrived and has invited her mother and her to 
dine with him that evening. Mrs. Wayland goes 
but Belle feigns sudden illness and is left apparently 
asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wayland 
discovers that Belle hus gone out to meet Gilbert 
and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an 
account of the afiair to her sister, Lady Stanmore 
and the latter comes immediately to Brighton. 

CHAPTER 1V.— Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton 
and has an 1mpo tant interview with Mrs. Wayland 
in which they decide Belle’s future. Lady Stan. 
more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and lays 
her plans accordingly. She decides to intercept the 
letters between the lovers. Lord Stanmore be. 
comes deeply interested in Belle and invites his 
sister in-law, Mre. Waylana acd Belle to spend a 
tew weeks at his country residence. 

CHAPTER v.—Belle begins a dairy in order that 
she may send an account of each day to her absent 
lover. 

CuarTer vi—Lady £t pmore thinks over the 
situation. She decides that Bele 1s not in love with 
Jack. Lord Richard Probyn catls upon the party, 
and invites them ‘0 visit him at Hurst hall. He is 
greatly smitten with Bel'e. Lady Stanmore opens 
a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it. 

CHAPTER VIL.— Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of 
8ir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmor: of her en- 
gagement and that lady ridiculesthe idea. They go 
to Hurst Hall. 

CHAPTER viiL.—Belle’s diary cont'nued. She tells 
T.ady Stanmore of her dream about Hugh. That 
lady decides to write Mre. Baslour. 

CHAPTER IX.—Lady Stanmore destrovs a letter 
Belle has writen to Hugh Giibert. Jack Stanmore 
confesses his love for Belle to his sister in law, 
Mrs. Wayland falls ill and the st y at Redvers 
court is prolonged. Sir Di k Probyn proposes to 
Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a 
letter from Mrs. Balfcur who went to 
India on the same hip wita Hueh Giltert- 
It contains the starting news of Hugh Gilbery's 
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the ' ews and 
is greatly shocked. [2 takiog a morning walk sue 
breaks through the ice. 

CHAPTER X. XI. XII. —Stabmore rescues Belle 
from drowning. She takes cold and has a severe 
illness. A letter arrives for Belle during her illucss 
and is destroyed by Lady Stanmore. 

CHAPTER x111.—Belle is convalescent. Stanmore 
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show Hugh 
Gilbert that she tco has forgo ten she accepts the 
offer. Stanmore and his sister in-law arrange 
matters aud Belle acquiesces. The marriage is 
arranged for an eaily day. 

CHAPTER Xtv.—~The eveo! the wedding. Lady 
Stanmore writes to her friend in Bombay and tells 
her of the marriage and specially requests that 
the news be told Hugh Giblert whom she reprc- 
sents as a friend only of Belle’s. 

CHAPTER Xvil —THE IcE WomaN. Lord and 
Lady Stanmore return to Redvers Court. Belle is 
not happy and Stanmore sees that she has not 
learned 10 love him. Sir Dick and Lady Piobyn 
call upon them and invite them to dive at Hurst. 

CHAPTER XVIII —FLAYING WITH FIRE, Sir Dick 
grows more in love with Lord Stanmore’s wife 
which causes h s mother much uneasiress. Lord 
‘Stanmore also notices the yousg man’s infatuation 
and warns Belle against encouraging bim. They 
dine at Hurst and Belle is presentad to Mr. Trew- 
Janey the vicar and Sir Dicks old tutor, and his 
daughter Amy who has kaswn and loved Sir Dick 
Probyn from his boyhood as they have grown up 
Shee but who only regards Amy with a sist riy 
aftection, 

UHAPTER XIX. —%ir Dick offers a diamond pen- 
‘dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that 
nis confession otlove must end a pleasant riend- 
‘ship and be goes home in despair. He decides 
that lite is not worth livi g and attempts to shoot 
bimself but his mother who bad feared something 
and had followed him screams when she sees what 
he is about to do and tbe bullet goes through his 
cheek. Lord Stanmore believes Belle is to blame 
for encouraging Sir Dick and reads her a lecture 
‘which she resents, 

CHAPTER xX.—An unforgotten face. Lord and 
Lady Stavmore have an understanding and are 
better friencs. She tells him all about her inte- 
viewed with Sir Dick. The stanmore’s get an ic- 
vitation to a ball at Marcbmont Court. They go 
and there Belle and Hugh Gilbert meet. After the 
shock has somewhat died away she erquires for 
his wife and learns that he has never been married. 

CHAPTERS xxr1-xxnr-The lost letters.; Felle and 
Capusin Gilberc have mutual explanauons in whica 
Lady Stanmore’s treachery is revealed. Lord 
Stanmore is introduced to Gilbert and asks him to 
dine with them the following day. Belle accuses 
her aunt of destroying her let'ers and the latter ack- 
vow.edges her guilt but nothing of the situation is 
to.d to S'anmore who receives Captain Gilbert very 
kindly and invites him to Scotland for the shooting 
season ard at Belle’s rcquest the latter consents to 
gO, 

CitapTER XX1V.—( Continued.) 

There was a rustic seat in front of the 
boathouse which was also rustic and 
picturesque, ard kere Belle and Gilbert 
sat dowa. Again there was a short silence, 
for Belle was trying to find words in which 
to describe the bitter memory of the dark 
morning when her misery seemed too great 
to bear. Presently Gilbert looked at Ler 
irquiringly, his eyes resting lingeringly on 
the charming profile slightly turned away 
from him. 

‘I am thinking how to begin,’ said Belle, 
who felt his gaze, though she had not 
looked at him ; ‘It was the day after Mrs. 
Baltour's letter came—the day after Mra. 
Balfour's letter camc—the day a'ter, Hugh. 
I had read that you were merried to Miss 
Vane. 

‘Lady S'anmore invected and wrote that 
lying postserip I bave no doubt,’ interrupt- 
ed Gilbert, sternly. 

‘I also have no doubt,’ continued Belle, 
‘but when I read it, Hugh, I never dreamt 
of this. I believed it—and—and tke blow 
was very hard to bear.’ 

‘It was a cruel and shamefulact! I can- 
not bear to look at that woman, Belle, or 
near her. You asked me to be civil to her, 
bi it is almost impossible to me.’ 
“It we have ever to se: each other, Hugh, 
I fear it is a necessity. Ste is an unscrupul- 
ous woman, and—I am afraid to quarrel 
with her.’ 

‘Yet I never can forgive her. But go on, 
Belle. It was the day ater your read this 
postscript that your accident here happened, 
you said.’ 

‘I never shall forget that day ; the whole 
world seemed changed to me. ard all that 
was worth living for seemed done. Hugh, 
I spent a sleepless night, and in tte morn- 
ing when Aunt Lucy came in, to see her 
work I suppose, I was crouching cver the 
fire, chilled with misery. She wanted me 
to go down to breakfast, but I refused, and 
after she bad left me—I remember it so 
well—a tudden shower of hailstones came 
rattling against the windowpanes. I lcok- 
ed up, and then thought bitterly what was 
anytuing to me in tke world outside or in. 
Then a sirange restlcssness came over me; 
a wild despair. I determincd to go out 
and walk in the driving s‘orm. I dressed 
with feverish haste, but when I was out the 
snow halt blinded me, and I scarcely knew 
where I went. Then—oh, Hugh? how can 
I tell you this P—I saw lying before me 
the balt-frczen waters of the lske, and— 
may God forgive me—the mad thought 
ruthed into my heart that I would go on ‘ 

the ir il ice, end so end my micery for 
ever.’ 

‘Belle? Belle ? you thovld not have told 
me this,” cried Hugh Gilbert, starting to 
his feet in u-controllhble emction; ‘you 
unman me ; completely urmin me!’ 

‘I wan'ed you to know,’ ccnrinued Belle, 
in a broken voice, ‘what all this bas cost 
me ; to know that I meant to bs true to the 
promise I hed made you, and that I never 
would have broken it but for that 
false lie. But let me go on with tke mis- 
erable story. The ice bore me at first 
and I ran on; then suddenly it began to 
crack. I tried to turn back then, but it 
was tno late. It eplit all-arourd me, and 
I sack into the water. I remember a 
checking feeling of suffccation, and then 
nothing more. It was Starmore who 
saved me; le had seen me go out in the 
storm from the windows and followed me. 
[Te swam into the balt-frozen leke, and got 
me cut more dead than alive—but I was 
very ill tor long after.’ 
»* Ihen it was Lord Stanmore who saved 

you? To him you owe your life? said 
Gilbert, gloomily. Somebow tte idea was 
inexpr. sstbly bitter to his heart. 

‘Yer, Stanmore ; it was very brave of 
| him— atter this—some time aiter, be asked 
me to marry Lim, and Aunt Lucy wished it 
—and I did.’ 

(rilbert meade no answer ; he began walk- 
ing up and down in front of the seat where 
Belle was sitting with restless foc tsteps ; 
he was evidently greatly disturbed. Then 
suddenly he stopped ; he hestitated, as if 
he were about to speak scme words he bad 
not strength to say. 
‘We must not talk of these things any 

more,’ s1id Bel e, gently, looking up in his 
troubled face ; ‘but I am glad we beth 
know ttem ; anything is better than to 
lose beliet and trust, it—if 5 
‘We love,” murmuw ed Gilbert, ina low 

voice. ‘Yes, that is the worst.’ 
*A sort of icy feeling fell on my heart,’ 

cortinued Belle ; ‘I went into the world : 
I became one of it. 1 was a hard, cold 
woman ‘ill I saw you again, Hugh. Stan. 
more called me an ice woman once, and I 
thought I was.’ 
‘And now ?’ gskcd Gilbert, still in that 

low veice. 
‘Now I believe again,” answered Belle, 

softly. ‘I know at least you were not un- 
true.’ 
Again Hugh Gilbert hesitated ; then he 

looked at her earnestly, end once more sat 
down by her side. 

‘Belle,’ he said, ‘tell me truly, do you 
still wish ms to go to Scotland, alter you 
have told me this?’ 

‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘I still wishit. I 
wish us to be friends ; friends that cannot 
change.’ 

She held out her hind as she spcke, and 
took it in his own. It was a silent compact 
between them, and tkey spoke no more ot 
the past. Then presently he rose. 

‘I think I stall go now,’ he s:il, and she 
did not press him to 1emain. The secret 
sympithy between them told her that thal 
he would not care to meet Stanmore that 
day. 
“You look so tired Hugh,’ ste said, 
All this has upset me,’ he answered, ‘but 

I will see you soon again. (rocd bye now.’ 
Oncn more they clasped each other's 

hands, and then they parted. But Hugh 
Gilbert rode tack to Marchmont with a 
bowed head ard an unbappy heert. He 
had truly levid Belle ; loved her et first 
perhaps for the sake of ber fiir face, but 
a stronger and deefer feeling towards her 
bed quickly kindled in his breast. He tad 
believed and trusted in her so thoroughly ; 
been so sure ot her love. The le ter that 
Mrs. Balfour bad shown him, in which 
Lady Stanmore informed her that her niece, 
Beile Wayland, was going to be married 
immed at. ly to Lord Stanmore, had beena 
bitter blow to him. He thought he under- 
stood it all ; a pretty girl, surrounded by 
worldly relations had succumbed to the 
temptation of marrying for wealth and 
position. He did not believe that Belle bad 
quite ceased to love bim. Their hearts had 
been tco near akin he knew for such a 
change, She had becn weak, and over- 
persuaded, but this icea ¢id not make the 
pang less keen. 
And now when he koew all ; knew that 

Belle had been shamefully Ceceived ; that in 
her misery her life tai scemed wortbless to 
her, a great struggle took place m his 
mind. 

*We had better not have met again,” he 
thought, gloomily. ‘I should not, 1 suppose, 
o to Scotland. I tried to tell her this, but 

had not the strength. The vile woman 
who lied to her bas wrecked two lives.’ 

CHAPTER XXV.—STRATHEARN. 

Belle, however, in the meanwhile was 
not thinking so despondingly. Gilbert's 
very présence made life brighter to her; 
filled her heart with new inferests and 
hopes. 
She would soon see him again; the 

were to te friends always, she told herself, 
and women-like this made her almost con- 
tent. She did not reckon on the strong 
feelings in Gilbert's heart; nor remember 
the deep emotion that might sway and 
overwhelm his re:son with irresistable 
force. 
She looked very bright when Stanmore 

and Lady Stanmore raturned from Hurst. 
Her cheeks were sglow and her eyes shin- 
ing, and after she had asked about Sir. 
Dick, she told them of her visitor. 

‘Captain Gilbert has been h:cre, Stan- 
more,’ he said. 

‘Has he? I'm sorry I missed him; did 
you not atk him to stay to dinner? 
answered Stanmore. 

*I did not ask bim,’ replied Belle. 
Lady Stanmore locked at Belle, but said 

no'hing, and presently began to speak of 
the great change in Lady Frobyn’s appear- 
ance. 

‘I never saw a woman so changed,’ she 
said, ‘all her good looks are gone.” 

‘I am pre’ | she has suffered great anxi- 
e'y,’ said Belle, gently, and with much pity 
in her voice. ‘But I hope now all danger 
is over with Sir. Dick ? 

‘He is terribly disfigured they sey,’ re- 
marked Stanmore, and for a mement he 
g'anced at Belle. 
“Did Gilbert ssy anything about joining 

us at Strathearn ? he asked the next. 
‘He said something about going to 

Scotland,’ answerad Belle. + 
I must go over to Marchmont to mor- 

row, and settle the day for them to ¢rrive. 
I have atk:d John l.ee also; so. Belle, 
you will have fcur men ty entertain.’ 

*“I do not thirk that will overwhelm 
Belle,’ said Lady Starmore, smiling rather 
satirically. 

‘I am sure it will not,” retorted Belle. 
‘I bad a letter from the agent this morn- 

ing,’ continucd Stanmore, ‘end I want t> 
see old Marck mont about that. There's a 
splendid moor to rent not far from Strath- 
earn, but they want a ti rent for it. But 
I daressy the old fcllow won't mind that.’ 
Ard Stanmo:e did go over to Marck- 

mont the next day, and Mr. Marctmont, 
senicr, was only tos delighted to hear of 
the moor ttat adjoined Strithesrn. This 
worthy couple made no sccret—beiween 
themselves at least—of their desire to rise 
in life, and to mix intimately with those 
whose birth was superior to their own. 
‘We can iff.rd i*," Mr. M:srchmont 

would say tententicusly, end his helpmate 
egreed with him. They wera both ready 
to pay for their ambition, and a Higkl:nd 
moor, n ar Lady S‘anmore’s, would aid 
this. 
The affair was soon settled. It was 

agreed that Mr. Mar:hmont, his son Jim, 
end Captain Gilbert, were to go down to 
Scotland two days aftr the S:anmores had 
arrived there, and that they were to be the 
guests of the Stanmores at S rithea: n until 
tte arrangements for rert'ng the new moor 
wera completed. 
Stanmore teemed giad to get frem Red- 

ver's Court for a while. He was not used 
to ccuctry lite, and his marriage had, no 
doubt, disappointed him. A men who has 
been accustomed to be flattered all his 
days by women does not take very kindl 
to indifference And he was too shrewl 
not to see that Belle gave him no love. 

‘I bave been a fool,’ he told himself; ‘a 
man of my age to marry a girl of bers—I 
bad better have weited.” And he sighed. 
He was not a keen sportsman, but the 

purple and green stretch of the moorlends 
hsd always given him pleasure. In his 
brother's time — before tke late lord's failing 
health had prevented his going yearly to 
Strathearn—Stanmore kai generally spent 
some weeks of the autumn in Scotland. 
The shooting-lodge, as they callzd it, was 
in truth a charming house, situated amid 
the wildest and most romantic tcirery. 
Built at the head of a loch, and surrounded 
on either side by lofty mountain crests, on 
whose rugged steeps the birch aad red- 
berried rowan grew, Strathearn possessed 
both for the sportsman and the ar.ist every- 
thing that could bs desired, A splendid 
trout stream even went gurgling by in a 
little valley below, and Stinmore was a 
good fisherman. The sport suited him 
better than the tramp over the fern- decked 
hills, en1 he started in good spirits for 
their jourcey north. 

Bell» never forgot the first morning 
when she awoke in her Highland home. 
She went to the window of her room, and 
everything outside seemed lke fairyland. 
The sunlight was streaming cown the glen 
in rosy floods ; touckiog with crimson the 
mountain tops, and falling on the loch be- 
low in ripples of shining light. 

It was a beautiful snd romantic scene. 
At their bate the great bil's still lay wrapped 
in purple shadows, though their .summits 
were crowned with gold. And the solitude ! 
the stillness ! It bad been dark when they 
arrived the night before, and Belle had 
been urable to judge of the wild beau'y of 
Strathearn. Her companions, too, had not 
been lively. Lady Stanmore was tircd with 
the long journey, and rather crose, end 
Stanmore was sleepy. Belle, thercfore, 
now stood delighted, gszing at the blue 
sky, and st the dark storm rent firs which 
grew thick and strcng up the steep sides 
of tke mouxrtain h'lls, and in many places 
down to the very water's edge. It was all 
fo new to Ler; its grandeu~, its w.ldness 
filled her heart with a etrange feeling she 
could rot define. 
But presen‘'ly a differ:nt thought stole 

into her mind. In another day Hugh Gil- 
bert would be here, and they would look 
on this scene together, and watch the sun- 
sets fall on the water, and the light 
die on the hills. Belle sighed softly; she 
wished the hours were winged until he 
came. 

‘He will think it so beautiful,’ she whis- 
pered to herself; more beautiful she knew 
becsusa she would be by his side. 
She went down to breakfast lock'ng sd 

fresh and fair that both Stanmore and 
Lady Stanmore complimented her on her 
appearance. 
‘Why, Belle, the Highland air has been 

like a beauty draught to you! said Stan- 
more, smiling. 

‘I am delighted—enchanced,” answered 
Belle, with enthusiasm. ‘The scenery is 
quite perfect.’ 
‘How weuld you like it in a snow storm 

asked Stanmore. 
‘It would still be most grand; mest 

beautiful.’ 
‘Not very grand for tbe poor sheep on 

the hillsides, though. I was once here in 
a storm, end the snow gg, 9 many a 
flock in its chill embrace. No; I sball 
cever forget,’ and Stanmore slightly shiver- 
ed, ‘the white world we could not escape 
from.’ 

‘Scotland must be perfectly dreadful in 
winter, I should think ’ said Lady Stan- 
more. “This is the time for it, and yet I 
confess I would soon weary of the lonelicess 
if I remained here long.’ 

‘I should cever weary of it,” said Belle, 
ina low tone; but she was not thinking 
only of the beauties of Strathearn. 
Ske spent almost the whole morning in 

rambling among the craggy paths on the 
hills. Stanmnore’s agent called on bim re 
garding the moor Mr. Marchmont was 
ttinkiog of renting, and he bad interviews 
with the keepers. and Belle was left very 
much to hersell. And she was quite con- 
tent th:t this should be so. Lady Stan- 
more was still tired with her journey, and 
remained indoors, except for a short walk 
during the afternoon. . 

‘I shall be glad when the gentlemen 
come,’ she said to Belle. ‘It will mike a 
little variety, and Sir Johu Lee is a gentle- 
manly man, and the two Marchmonts en- 
durable.’ 
She ¢id not mention Hugh Gilbert's 

name, nor did Belle. Tacitly they had 
agreed never to speak of him, and Belle 
was glad of this. She could not tell her 
aunt what she thought, mor of Gilbert's 

and 

On ns a a 

» 

ak ast. 
Above all drinks for the morning 

meal Coffee stands supreme. The odor 
of it, 

house like an incense. 

rich and pungent, prevades the 
It is our claim 

pride that we supply the homes 
of the land with Coffee of the finest 

quality. The bestthe earth affords we 
give them. There is no variation in the 
quality of our ‘“ Seal Brand’ Coffee, 
every packageis of thesame high grade. 
On it our reputation stands. 

Packed in air tight tin cans only. 

CHASE & SANBORN, 
MONTREAL. 

bitter indignation against her 
There was a kind of armed neutrality, 

indeed, tetween the aurt and n-ice, end 
neither binted anything of this to Stan- 
moie. But he, too, was glad when his 
expected guests arrived the next day in | 
time for a very late dinner, or raitker sup- | 
per, and welcomed them cordially to | 
Strathearn. [ 
And Belle? Was it the white dress she 

wore, with heather in her brown hair and | 
at her breast, that made her look so fair as | 
rhe weat forward to receive their visitors ? | 
She did not exchange a word with one of 
them. Theic wes a tilent bandclasp, the 
sweet consciousness of each other's pres- 
ence, and they needed no more. Lady 
Stanmore watched them, end she was sat- 
itfiad with Belle’s mancer. 

‘I've no doubt she’s reslly grateful to 
m2,’ ste secretly thought, ‘though the pre- 
tended not to be. The young man locks 
rather indignant, but 1 was his best fiiend, 
too.’ 

Gilbert, indeed, could scarcely hide his 
anger in Lady Stenmore’s presence. Ard 
when he looked at Belle, when he remem- 
bered that this sweet woman would h.ve 
been his—his very own—but for the 
scheming bra'n that bad parted them, there 
was absolute hatred in bis heart for Lady 
Stanmore. 
But he was forced to hide th's as best he 

could. She was agrecable to him, and he 
tried to respond. And they were naturally 
not thrown much together The five men 
made an early start the next morning wi h 
the keepers and the dogs. Lidy Stanmore 
did not come down to breakfast. but Belle 
did. Gilbert was standing looking out of 
the window down on tha blu: waters of 
the loch when the entered the room, and 
he turned round and advanced towards her. 
‘How beautiful all this is,” he said, 2s 

they shock Lands. 
‘{ knew you would think 

answered Belle, softly. 
‘Have you ever been here before 
‘Never. This is my first visit to Scot- 

land.’ 
At this moment young Marchmont also 

came into th2 room, and the conversation 
became general. Then the other men ap- 
peared, and all we e eager for the tray on 
tte moors except Giltert. He lingered 
one moment by Belle's side when the rest 
bad turried into the hall. 

‘Will you be going out this morning ?’ 
he asked. 

‘Oh, yes,” the answered. 
‘But not on the mcors?’ 
‘No, I do not care for sport.’ 
‘I do not feel up to very much this morn- 

ing, and will not stay long. When the 
others are having lunch I will come back 
bere—it you will allow me.’ 

‘I shall be very pleased when you come 
back.’ 
Nothing more was said. Belle watched 

from the windows the men start, witha 
couple of keepers behind them, and some 
highly trained dags, and two servants 
carrving a substactial luncheon basket. 
The saw them enter the narrow defile 
among the hills, that Jed to the moorlands 
beyond, and just as they disappeared Gil- 
bert turned round and looked back. And 
her heart felt glad within her. How fresh 
and fair the world looked this August morn 
when she knew that her friend wes near. 
Lite had suddenly become tull of bauty 
again to her, and the soul-weariness tbat 
had postessed her had passed away. 

‘It is good to live, afterall,’ she thonght ; 
and she went out and sat in tke sunshine, 
her heart tull cf its new joy. 

She kn’ w not how long she stayed. The 
shadows had bagun to lengthen; the day 
had slightly changed, when she rose. And 
suddenly tbe idea struck her that she 
would go into the defile among the hills, 
where she had seen the house-party disap- 
pear. It was narrow and uneven, with 
tern hidden boulders scattered along the 
path, and coppices of birch and rowan 
growing under the crags. But the diffi- 
culty of guiding her footsteps was excititg 
to belle 1n ker present mood. And per- 
baps a vague hops too that she might meet 
Gilbert refurnirg from the moorlands led 
her on. Ifthis hope were in her heart it 
was presen‘'ly realised. From behind a 
jutting rock, where the pathway took a 
sharp turn, he presently appeared. Belle 
was conscious that her face flushed crimson, 
and this consciousness embarrassed her. 
She wished to show no emotion, but to 
treat Gilbert as a friend, yet her burning 
cheeks and quickened breath she knew 
would be visible to his eyes, 
But if he noticed these signs of agitation 

he did not appar to do so. He raised bis 
shooting cap, and put down his gun which 
he was carrying when he met her. 
‘You see I've had enough of it,” he said, 

smiling ; ‘we have had splendid sport, 
though old Mr. Marchmont very nearly 
shot one of the keepers.’ 

‘Perbaps he is not used to the moors.’ 
answered Belle, smilling. 

*I should think not ; but now he 1s full 
of enthusiasm. What a wonderful ravine 
this is, to be sure I" added Gilbert, looking 
round. ‘I wonder what wild legends, what 
desperate raids, are connected with its 
name ?’ 

‘In the days of old ? How things change, 
do they not 3 

‘It is a world of change,’ said Gilbert ; 
and the expression of his face altered. 

‘But everyone does not change,’ 
answered Belle, somewhat wistfully. 

‘Unfortunately not ; but circum:tances 
always do. Are our lines written out for 
us, before we are born 
‘We seem to have no power over them 

it beautiful,’ 

at least,’ said Belle, and her eyes fell. 

Gilbe.t stirred unesily. He did not wish 
to epproach any ¢llusion to their own life 
wreck, yet to know they were Criftirg un- 
consciously towards it. 

Perhaps Belle felt what was pessing in 
in his mind ; she (hinged the subject. Ske 
spoke of returning to the shooting lodge. 

‘Lady Stanmore will be impaiient for 
ber lunch I suppose by this time,’ he caid ; 
‘I have pot scen ber the whole morning.’ 
‘And where have ytu been?’ asked 

Gilbert, looking &t her. 
‘Sitting basking in the sun’ answered 

Bele, smiling ; “I could not stay indoors.’ 
‘The sun is good in these North: ra lati- 

tudes, but I learnt to hate the Eastern sun 
during those dreary days at Bombay.’ 

‘And you dil not like Bombay ?’ 
‘How could I?" said Gilbert, gloomily ; 

and Belle was so:ry she had asked the ques- 
tion. 

‘Let us furn cow acd go hack to the 
Lodge,’ che suggested, and Giloert took up 
bis gun, and walked for a wtile silently by 
her side. 

Then presently s'illin that altered voice, 
he returned to the subj:ct of Bombay. 

‘I should not speak of it, | suppose,’ Le 
said, ‘tut walking here with yo1 brings it 
all so vividly back to my mind. I went to 
Bombay with hope, as my companion, Belle, 
I returned from it with none.’ 

‘At least we were not to blame,’ answer- 
ed Be'l: in a low tone. 

‘But does th.t meke it lees bitter ? To 
me the knowledge that you were tricked 
into a loveless marriage adds a thousand 
times to my regret.’ 

Belle sighed softly. 
‘We must not speak of these things, 

Hugh,’ the said. 
‘No,’ answered Gilbert, bitterly; ‘but it 

is impossibl2 to forgat them —at least to 
me. 

CHAPTER XXVI.—A FEW MORE DAYS. 
Lady S'anmore was walking up and down 
the narrow terrace infront of the house at 
Strattearn, when she perceived Belle and 
(Gilbert approaching, after they had quitted 
the mountain defile. 
She advanced a few steps to meet them, 

and received them graciously. 
‘Good morning, Captain Gilbert; good 

morning, Belle,” she said. ‘Have you 
teen on the moors, Bellz, as this is the 
first time I have seen you today ? 

‘No, I've tezn rambling about,” answer- 
ed Belle, ‘and I met Captain Gilbert re- 
turning from the moors.’ 

‘A very nice arrangement,” continued 
Lady Stanmore, smiling. 

‘1t is not an arrangement,” but an acci- 
dent,’ said Gilbert, tharply and quickly. 

‘A very nice accident then,” an:wered 
Lady Stanmore, blaadly. ‘But at all 
events I am exceedingly glad you have come 
for I am dying for my lunch.’ 
‘We ought allto be hungry in this lovely 

air,’ said Belle. ‘But come in now, lunch 
is sure to be ready.’ 
Lunch was ready, bat the fresh mountain 

air did not seem to bave given Gilbert an 
appetite. He ate very little but did not 
say much. The presence of Lady Stan- 
more in fact always had en irritating effect 
on his nerves. 

But when lunch was over, for Belle's 
sake he made an eflort to corczal this. 
‘What are you I-dies going to do this 

afternoon ?’ he asked. ‘I saw there was a 
boat-house and a little pier down at the 
loch. Wonld you like me to row you both 
for awhile? It is to fine a day not to be 
out.’ 
Both Belle and Lady Stanmore were 

ready to go. And presently they started 
over the rough shingle at the head of the 
loch, where Lady Stanmcre declared cut 
her dainty boots. But Belle did not seem 
to care about the roughness of the way, 
ror did she somplain that her small feet 
were injured. And they soon reached the 
little wooden pier which jutted into the loch, 
aud presently were on the broad still 
waters. 

It was a pleasant Augu:t afternoon; the 
sky hid cleared again, and as Gilbert row- 
ed on, tke beauty of the scenery struck 
them all. On eitker side of the loch hung 
over banging rocks ascended high, their 
enormous shadows falling on the blue water, 
are reproducing there each rift and fissure 
in the grey granite masces, as well as the 
green patches of verdure which here and 
there dotted the mountain sides. 

‘It's something to dream of,” exclaimed 
Belle, looking enthusiastically around. 

‘Do you ever see pictures in your dreams ?' 
asked Gilbert in a low voice, looking in- 
tently with his sombre grey eyes in her 
face. 

‘I think I shall see this one.’ answered 
Belle. 
‘When I was in India,’ continued Gilbert, 

forgetting or ignering Lady Stanmore’s 
pretence, ‘I used to dream of another 
pictur, and hear the seawash sounding in 
my ears, as I had heard it in reality not 
long before.’ 

Belle's eyes fell, and a wave of color 
stole to her face. 

‘Dreams are strange things,” said Lady 
Stanmore, ‘But I seldom dream.’ 

*I could imagine that,’ answered Gilbert. 
‘Why could you have imsgined it? 

asked Lady Stanmore. 
*Yours is not a dreamy nature, I should 

think.’ 
‘No I am thankful to say it is not,’ re- 

torted Lady Stanmore. ‘We live in an 
active, stirring world, and it is no good 
going on dreaming romantic nonsense 
while we are in it.’ 

‘Perhaps when we are out of it we may 
indulge in our dreams,’ said Belle, as if 
haltin jest and half in earnest. 

‘You'd better wait till ycu are then, 
B lle,’ answered Lady Stanmore, still ratter 
in an aggrieved tone. 

‘For my part I like dreams,’ siid Gi'- 
bert ; ‘it’s better to live in two worlds than 
one, especially when our waking one is so 
inexpressibly dreary as it often 1s.’ 

‘Well, my waking world, as you call it, 
is cot dreary,’ replied Lady Stanmore. ‘Of 
course we bave our bad and good days; 
everyone las. Bat if you spend your life 
properly I do nct call it dreary.’ 

‘Yes, i~ ' began Gilbert ; and then Le 
paused, for Belle glarc.d at him warningly 
from beneath Ler white eyelids. wo 
‘We ae all ge'ting quite spiteful on the 

subj. ct of dreams,’ she said th: next mom- 
ent, ‘so tuppose we change the conversa- 
tion. Now tell me, Captain Gilb rt, are 
you what they call a good shot ? 

‘TLey used to say I was,’ answered Gil- 
bert sm:ling, but since my two illnesses my 
hand is not as steady as it was.’ 
‘And that reminds me,’ continued Belle, 

‘you have had quite encugh ex rion for 
one day, so please (urn tack now and row 
us homewards.’ 

‘Just as you | ke,’ taid Gilbert; end he 
turned th: bost and commenced rowing 
slowly up the loch. The sun was sinking 
now tehind the Lills, andthe shadows 
deepening. The s'illnets around wis oly 

| broken by the dip of the oars, and both 
| Belle and Gilbert were almost silent. Lady 

Stanmcre made a comwmon-place rema*® 
occesionally, and reflecte]l ttat she bad 
never been in the society of t#o more stu- 
pid young people. She did not understand 
tleir thoughts, nor the mute language 
which they both kn: w too weil. 
Atla t they reached the little wooden 

pier at the Lead of tke loch, én] when the 
bcat had been drawn in Gilbert assisted 
L «dy Stanmore first, and then Belle, to 
land. As her band ley in his ke a:ked if 
she had enjoyed the row. 

‘It bes been quite perfect,” said Belle, 
softly. 

‘No, not quit2 perfect,” he answered, and 

When they reached the Lodge they 
found the sportsmen had returned from the 
moor, and were in high spirits at the good 
sport tkey bad enjoyed. 

‘And yet our crack shot forsook us carly,’ 
said Stenmore, gcod-naturedly, turning to 
Gilbert, who colored through bis some¢- 
what dusky sk'n. 

‘I am not up to much now,” Le replied. 
‘You'll scon pull yourselt together bere,’ 

continued Stanmore, helping himee't to a 
wkisky and soda ; ‘I {eel ten years younger, 
I declare already, with the good air: it’s a 
splendid tonic.’ 
Notting was s2id about Mr. Marchmont 

baving neerly shot one ot the keepers, ani 
having actually shot—tkough not la‘ally 
—one of the unforiunate dogs. This good 
man had not beena ¢portsman from his 
youth upwards, but nh: went on the prin- 
ciple through lite that it is never too late to 
learn. Hs rose to his financial position as 
it were, and w.s determined to do every- 
thing that rich men do. Jim Marchmort, 
his son, and a goed shot, privately inform- 
ed Gilbert, when they were playing bil- 
liards together curing the evering, that he 
considercd no one's !ife tate with his fath:r 
a-field 

‘The dear old boy is absolutely dan- 
gerous’ be said, ‘aad [ advice you, Gil- 
pert, to give him a wide berth; I've b ea 
trembling in my toors all day.’ 

Gilbert laughed; be bad no iced Mr. 
Marchmont's random shots, but Mr. 
Marchmoent himself was quite satisfied, and 
was all eagerness to obtain the «xpensive 
moor on which he had set his ambition. 
This motr, Glenwrath, had come into the 
market through the uaexpected death of 
its late owner, and as th.re was a good 
house attached, Mr Marchmort thcugh it 
would exac'ly suit him. 
‘My wife ard the girls are delighted at 

the idea,’ he told Belle during the evening, 
‘and are so charmed tbat th:y will be your 
neightors, L.ady Stanmore, here as wcll as 
at home. The sport a'so, [ an told, is 
splendid at Glenwrath. Iam most arx- 
ious to have the sff.ir settled.’ 

je'le thought of the unfortunate keeper, 
and the yet more unfortunate doz, but such 
slight incidents did not affect Mr. March- 
mont’s imaginition. Ile was all eagerness 
to obtain his new toy, and actually ¢id cb- 
tain 1t the second day of his stay at Stratk- 
earn ; though even he drew rather a long 
face at the rcntal he had to pay for at. 

‘But then, my dear sir,” seid the agent, 
as thay were making th: bargein, ‘every 
requirement cf a gentleman is incluled in 
Glenwrath. There is a good louse, goad 
furnitvre, and splendid sport. All 
this means money, you know; and I am 
told money is nothing to you.’ 
These words decided the matte-. Mr. 

Marchmont was rich and loved to be 
thought to, and so he accepted the agent's 
propo:ition. He and his son went over to 
nspect their new possession, rather to the 
elief, it must be ad nitted, of the shooting 
arty at Strathearn, wto did not feel par- 
cularly sate in Mr. Marchmont's vicinity 
hen L¢ was bandling his gun Bat he 

wromised to return in time {or dioner, and 
po have one more day's sport on the moors 
tot Strathearn. 

In the meanwhile Hugh Gilber's mind 
was ill at ease, The more be saw of B.lle 
but deepened tke struggle to k<ep back 
words he should not sp2ak more hard. 

“It is useless, I must go,”he had decid:d 
th night after he had rowed her upon the 
loch, as Li? walked restless to and fro in 
bis own room, ater all the o'h2rs had re- 
tired. 

‘Yet she looked so bright,’ Le thoaght, 
recalling Belle's sweet smiles as he had sat 
opposite to her in ths boat. His pesence 
a’ least, did not seem to make h2ruabappy, 
nor ¢id sh2 even seem to understand what 
he must feel. She wai con‘eat with his 
friendship, but Hugh Gilbert could not be 
content with hers. He must go away; 
keep out of temptation, however the eflort 
might rend his heart. 
He went down to breakast the next 

morning with this settled purpose in his 
mind. Nore of the rest ¢f the party bad 
appeared, and he strolled out ta e-headed 
on th? nerrow terrace in front of the house, 
and watched the mist rolling down the 
mountain sides in undulating waves. Pre- 
sently Le heard a light footstep behind bim, 
and turning round, to his surprise saw that 
it was Belle. 
‘Good morning,” she said, advenciog 

emilingly towards him, and helding out ber 
hand. ‘I saw you from the breakfast- 
room window ; we are down first.’ 

‘Yee, answered Gilbert, bricfly. He 
was wondering if he could tell ber now, 
that he meant to leave Strathearn. 

‘It is misty ; you won't have such good 
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