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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 

CHAPTER I., II, erg Gilbert and Belle 

Wayland are bidding each other good ye at Brigh- 

ton as he is about to sail for India with his regi- 

ment. Belle Re be true and agrees to meet 
him that even ng for a final farewell. Upon her re- 

turn to the hotel, where she and her mother are 
stopping she finds 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. Mri. Wayland goes 

but Belle feigns sudden illness and is left on 7] 

asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wa land 

discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbert 

and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an 

account of the affair to her sister, Lady Stanmore 

and the latter comes immediately to Brighton. 

JF CHAPTER 1v.—Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton 
d has an important interview with Mrs. Wayland 

in which they decide Belle's future. Lady Stan- 

more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and yw 

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, Mrs. Waylana aod 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. 

Carrer vi—Lady Et nmore thinks over the 

gituation. She decides that Belie is not in love with 

Jack. Lord Richard Probyn cails upon the rt 

and invites them 10 visit him at Hurst hall. He is 

greatly smitten with Belle. Lady Stanmore opens 

a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it. 

CHAPTER Vil.—Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of 

Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmore of her en- 
gagement and that lady ridicules the idea. They go 
to Hurst Hall. 

2 MAPTER viir.—Belle’s diary continued. She tells 
Lady Stanmore of her dream about Hugh. That 
lady decides to write Mrs. Bal'our. 

CHAPTER 1x.—Lady Stanmore destrovs a letter 
Belle has written to Hugh Gilbert. 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 Dick Probyn proposes to 
Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a 
letter from Mrs. Balfour who went to 
India on the same thip witn Hugh Gilbert. 
It contains the starting news of Hugh Gilbert's 
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the ress and 
is greatly shocked. I2 taking a morning walk she 
breaks through the ice. 
CHAPTER X. XI. Xi —Stanmore rescues Belle 

from drowning. She takes cold and has a severe 
fllness. A letter arrives for Belle during her illness 
and is destroyed by Lady Stanmore. 

CHAPTER x111.—Belle is convalescent. Stanmore 
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show yy 
Gilbert that she too has forgotten she accepts the 
offer. Stanmore and his sister in-law arrange 
matters and Belle acquiesces. The marriage is 
arranged for an early day. 

CuAPTER 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 repre- 
sents as a friend only of Belles. 

CHAPTER Xvil —Tueg Ice Womax. Lord and 
Lady Stanmore return to Redvers Court. Belle is 
not happy and Stanmore sees that she has not 
learned to love him. Sir Dick and Lady FProbyn 
call upon them and invite them to dine at Hurst. 

CHAPTER XVIII —PLAYING WITH FIRE. Sir Dick 
grows more in love with Lord Stanmore's wife 
which causes h s mother much uneasicess. Lord 
Stanmore also notices the yousg mun’s infatuation 
and warns Belle against encouraging him. 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 known and loved Sir Dick 
Probyn from his boyhood as they have grown up 
together but who only regards Amy with a sist:rly 
aflection. 
UHAPTER XI1X.—Sir Dick offers a diamond pen- 

dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that 
his confession ot love must end a pleasant triend- 
ship and he goes home in despair. He decides 
that lite is not worth livi g and attempts to shoot 
himself but his mother who had feared something 
aud had followed him screams when she sees what 
he is about to do and the bullet goes through his 
cheek. Lord Stanmore believes Belle is to blame 
for encou:aging Sir Dick and reads hera lecture 
wich she resents, 
CHAPTER xX.—An unforgotten face. Lord and 

Lady Stavmore have an understanding and are 
better frienas. She tells him all about her inte- 
v.ewed with Sir Dick. The Stanmore’s get an in- 
vitation to a ball at Marcbmont Court. Taey go 
and there Belle and Hugh Gilbert meet. After the 
shock has somewhat died away she enquires for 
kis wife and learns that he has never been married. 

CHAPTERS xxr1-xx11-The lost letters. Belle and 
Captain Gilbert have mutual explanations in which 
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 ber letters and the latter ack- 
nowledges her guilt but nothing of the situation is 
to.d to Stanmore who receives Captain Gilbert very 
kindly and invites him to Scotland for the shooting 
season ard at Belle’s request the latter consents to 
gO. 
CHAPTER xxIv.—~Gilbert hears of Belle's accident 

on the lake and of Stanmore’s appearance on the 
scene in time to save her life and the result. 

Cuarres xxv,—The whole pesty go to Strat. 
hesrn and are charm d with its beauty. A row on 
the lake and its result. Tne Marchmonts farnish 
their own shooting box and invite Gilbert to jon 
them. He is incined to do so as he does not teel at 
ease at Strathearn, but he and Belle discuss the 
matter and she requests him to stay for a tew days 
more. 
CHAPTER XXVI., XXvIl.—A stray shot. Gilbert 

is wounded by a shot from Mr. Marchmont’s gua. 
Belle hears the news and almost betrays her love 
for Gilbert. A doctor and nurse are sumamoned from 
London and the wound is pronounced not dangerous 

CHAPTER XxxvIIl.—An old friend. Belle mikes 
many anxious enquiries about Gilbert and sends 
himarose by Jim Marchmont. Lady Stanmore 
receives a letter from M s. Marchmont who is ex. 
ected in a day or two to stayat their new shooting 
0x, in which she tells her that Mr:. Seymour is 

c to stay with them at Glenwrath. Ske tells 
kr “and wishes her to go away with her during 
Mrs. Seymour's stay but Belle declines. 

CHAPTER XXIX —Mrs Seymour. Lady Stan- 
more leaves Strathearn after first telling Lord Stan- 
more of Mrs. Seymours expected arrival. Toe 
latter comes to Scotland and Belle meets ber. 
Gilbert makes his first appearance downstairs since 
the accident and is received by B:lle. He is still 
very weak and faints away while listening to Belle 
reading. 
CHAPTER XXX.—A new fear. Stanmore and Sir 

John Lee discuss the Marchmonts who have called 
and persuaded Belle to accompany them to a pic- 
nic. Gilbert continues to improve and goes daily 
to Belle’s boudoir for a cup of tea. 
CHAPTER XxxI.—A spray of heather. Gilbert 1s 

able to be out again and he and Bell have a walk 
on the terrace. They are joined by the Marchmont 

irls who have come to carry Belle off to a picnic. 
rd S:<nmore suggests to Jim Marchmont that it 

is time for Gilbert to leave Stratheara and be ac- 
cordingly makes preparations to go to Glenwrath 
for a time “That spray of heather shall lie on my 
breast after I am dead.’ 
CHAPTER XXXI1I.—A picnic. Bel'e overhears a 

conversation between Mrs Seymour and Lord S.an- 
more, in which the latter says he regrets the mistake 
he made in marrying Belle. A storm ccmes up 
during the picnic party, and Belle and Gilbert take 
shelter in a cave 
CHAPTER Xxx111.—More than life. Belle and Gil 

bert have an interview, in which their fiyght is 

lanned. Stanmore discovers that Belle has left 
fim and gone with Hugh Gilbert. 

CHAPTER XXXIV.—BELLE'S LETTER. 

The words which Stanmore read with a 
frowning brow and an angry heart were as 
follows : — 

«Stanmore,— When you read thes3 lines 
1 shall have left your roof forever. I know, 
that ths will surprise you, but before you 

condemn me you must hear my story. You 

remember seeing me long ago sitting on 
tha sea-wall at Brighton with Hugh Gilbert. 
He was then on the eve of embarking for 

India, and I was engaged to be married to 

him, and loved him with a deep and abid- 
ing love. Bafore we parted I gave him a 
solemn promise always to be true to him — 

a promis? that in my heart I never broke. 
“After he lett Brighton I received one 

letter from him. It was from Southamp- 
ton, and in it he told me he had accident- 

ally met bis Colonel's daughter, Miss Vane, 
in the street, and that she also was going 
out to India to rejoin her father, after in- 
heriting a large fortune in England from a 
relative. She was accompanied bya Mrs. 
Balfour, a friend of Aunt Lucy's, and the 
wife of an officer in the same regiment as 
Hugh Gilbert. I was re-reading the letter 
when Aunt Lucy came hastily into my room 
at Brighton, and sent me down on some 
errand about chinging a carriage. Before 
I 1:ft the room, I, however, placed Hugh's 
letter in my writing-case. Now, I know 
Aunt Lucy read this letter, and thuslearnt 
Mise Vane'’s name. But I must make a 
long story short. I never received another 
letter from Hugh Gilbert, though he wrote 
to me again and again; and he never re- 
ceived one from me, though I wrote to him 
by each Indian mail, and thought he would 
find these letters awaiting him on bis arri- 
val at Bombay. All our letter: were, in 
fact intercepted by Aunt Lucy. 
“We went, asyou know to Redvers 

Court, and when the time came that I 
knew Hugh must have arrived in India I 
watched with feverish inpatiznce when you 
opened the bag, hoping to receive a letter 
from him. But none ever came. At last 
one morning a letter did come from Bom- 
bay—a letter from Mrs. Faltour to Aunt 
Lucy. She said there was some news in it 
1 ought to know. What do you think that 
news was? That Hugh Gilbert, the man 
to whom I was engaged, the man I loved, 
had married Miss Dome the after they land- 
ed at Bombay. This was added as a post- 
script to Mrs. Balfour's letter. Aunt Lucy 
showed me this letter, and after I bad read 
it all my life seemed a dreary blank. 

‘Stanmore, the whole story was a lie, in- 
vented by Aunt Lucy! Hugh Gilbert bad 
never married Miss Vane, nor thought of 
marrying ber. I met him again at the 
Marchmont’s fete, and when I asked afer 
bis wif2, you may imagine his astonishment. 
Then be told me how again and again he 

bad written to me, and bad received no 
answer ; and how at last a letter had come 
to Mrs. Balfour to tell her I was married, 
or about to be married, to you. Now you 
know the whole truth. What Aunt Lucy's 
motive could be for her cruel conduct I 
know not. But she did not deny what she 
had done; she knew, in fact, that Hugh 
would hear from Mrs. Balfour that sbe bad 
never written that he was married to Miss 
Vane. 

‘Stanmore, when 1 learnt all this, when 
I knew how basely I had been deceived, I 
was your wife. You had been gcod to me; 
you bad saved my lite, though you never 
thought how in my despair at the idea of 
Hugh's falseness I had purposely rushed 
on the frail ice, hoping to end my misery. 
Yet this was so. My heart seem>d to die 
within me from the day I read of Hugh 
Gilbert marriage. And when I saw him, 
again, though we both f:it our love for 
each otker could know no change, we still 
never thought of doing you any wrong. 
It was I who urged him to come here; I 
who thought cur friendship would always 
last. It was net until I saw him carried in 
wounded, not until I was with him day by 
cay in his weakness and illness, that 1 felt 
it was impossible to part with himany 
wore. Ihave cast my lot with his, and 
d-ath alone can now separat: us, and that 
only for a little while. And I am glad to 
think that this decision at least will give 
you no pain. I overheard you tell Mrs. 
Seymour at Glenwrath that your marriage 
to me had been a mistake. For my sake 
and your own, free me from this bond—a 
bond I never should have entered on had 
I not been so shamefully deceived. In 
the little packet you will find near this let- 
ter are the keys of my jewel cases. I have 
returned everything that in your kindness 
you gave me. aad forgive and forget ms. 

‘Belle.’ 

The expression of Stanmore’s face 
changed as he finished reading this long 
letter. He knew Hugh Gilbert was poor, 
that Belle was leaving wealth and rank for 
the sake of her love, and somehow this 
ilea softened his heart. 
“Poor DB:lle!” he thought. +Well, this 

must be love. 
Then suddenly his brow darkened. 
“What motive could that vile woman 

Lucy have?’ he reflected. “‘for deceiving 
the poor girl? I suppose she wanted what is 
callld a good match for her neice—or 
could it be to pain Alice Saymowr? At all 
events, she has ruined Belles life.” 
He felt sorry for Belle, and yet he was 

wounded. No man likes to think he can- 
not win a woman’s love when he tries, and 
in the early days of their married life 
Stanmore had certainly tried to gain Belles 
affection. But he had been always con- 
scious that her heart was not his, and he 
had wearied of her coldness and indiffer- 
ence. 
And now he had to face a scandal—to 

have his name dragged into couri! 
‘Lucy shall suffer for this,” hs thought 

darkly ; ‘vile schemer that she is !" 
He felt greatly disturbed, and more so 

when during the evening the butler inform- 
ed him that the pony-chaise that ‘my lady 
used in ths afternoon,’ bad been returned 
from the station. 
‘My Lady lett by the five express,” con- 

tinued the butler, with an uamoved count- 
enance, but with a secret beliet in his heart 
that his lady bad lett her home for good. 
For a moment Stanmore hesitated ; then 

he forced himself to ask a question. 
‘Did anyone accompany her ?’ he said 
‘Yes, my lord, there wasa gentleman 

with her, the man said who brought the 
pony carriage,’ answered the butler. 
Stanmore turned abruptly away without 

another word. His pride was wounded to 
the quick, if bis heart were not. He 
thought of starting for town the next day, 
but finally decided to ride over in the 
morning to Glenwrath, and see Mrs. Sey- 
mour before he lett Scotland. 

‘She would not have treated m2 thus,’ he 
refl:cted, and perhaps this idea gave him 
some consolation. 
He accordingly did go to Glenwrath, the 

day after Belle bad quited Stratheara. 
Mrs. Seymoar was sitting by one of the 

windows and saw him arrive, and rose with 
emotion she gould scarcely hide to receive 
bim. She chanced to be alone, and after 
a few ordinary words, approacheed the 
subject he had came to speak of. 

‘I have something to tell you," he said, 
rising abruptly and going to the window. 
‘What is it 2’ asked Mrs. Seymour, also 

with agitation. 
‘Belle has left me,” answerad Stanmore 

forcing himself to speak the painful words. 
‘What !" cried Mrs. Seymour, starting to 

her feet. 
‘Yes,’ said Stanmore bitterly, turning 

round and facing her, ‘I have the honor to 
be a forsaken husband—she has run away 
with Captain Gilbert.’ 
Again a sort of cry escaped Mrs. Sey- 

mour’s fast whitening lips. 
‘When I went back to Strathearn last 

evening I found she was gone,” continued 
Stanmore. ‘But she had left a letter for 
me—which 1% may read.’ 
He placed Belle's letter in Mrs. Sey- 

mour’s trembling hand as he spoke the last 
few words, and she read it with emotion 
and excitement. 

‘Oh, Jack, ske loves him—she loves 
him!" she presently exclaimed. 

‘Then she should not have married me.’ 
‘It was that bad women did it all. She 
BT Jack, you cannot blame 
er! 
Stanmore shruggad his shoulders. 
‘It was in the storm,” continued Mrs. 

Seymour, still greatly excited. ‘I saw a 
look on her face when she came in that 
only love gives—she had promised to go 
with him then. 
‘And make a fool of me,’ said Stanmore. 
Mrs. Seymour raised her great, lust:ous 

eyes to his face, with a look of sulden and 
painful anixety. 
‘But—you regretted your marriage ?’ she 

said, after a moment's pause. 
‘Yes, that is true, Alice, I regretted it, 

but still ; 
‘It will only be a nine days’ wonder— 

anything is better thin a loveless marri- 
age—I krow too well.’ 

Stanmore did not speak. He began 
slowly walking up and down th2 room. and 
Mrs. Seymour’s eyes followed bim. 

‘He will marry her; you see she asks 
you to set her free,’ continued Mra. 
Seymour. 

‘I suppose he will marry her,’ answered 
Stanmore. ‘Well, she has chosen her own 
fate ; I shall not interfere.’ 

‘She was driven into it, Jack! Your 
marriage nearly killed me; it was that 
woman, Lady Stanmore, did it. She did 
it because she knew I liked you, and she 
hated me; hated me without reason; but 
she wes j2alous of your brother though she 
had no cause.’ 
Again Stanmore shrugged his shoulders. 
‘I always said you women were un- 

accountable creatures,’ he said. ‘But why 
Lucy should be jealous of poor Stanmore, 
I cannot tell, since I do not think she was 
particularly attached to him.’ 

‘She could really be attached to no one; 
her heart is too cold ; she knows not what 
it is to live in another's Jove.’ 
Again Stanmore was silent. He wasin 

tco rufllad a mood to make any response 
to Mrs. Seymour's words. 

‘Well,’ he sid presently, ‘I came to tll 
you this, and to say good-bye; I mean to 
leave Scotland today.’ 

‘To-day !" repeated Mrs. Seymour. ‘And 
where will you go?’ 
‘To town first; my amiable sister-in-law 

is at Brighton, and I mean to go down and 
bave it out with here—and then I think I 
will go abroad for = bit till all this blows 
over ! 

‘I will see you in town then; 1 do not 
care to stay on here.’ 

‘Very well; write to the club if you 
want to see me. I will leave it to you to 
te 1 the Maicemonts.’ 
‘Do you wish me to teil them ?’ 
‘It’s no good making a secret of it. As 

you say, it will oaly be a nine days won- 
der. 
Upon this agreement they parted and 

Stanmore leit Glenwrath, and Mrs. Sey- 
mour hastened not unwillingly, to tell the 
news. At first the Marchmonts refused 
to believe it.’ 

‘It is impossible! said Mrs. March- 
mont. ‘Hugh Gilbert is only a poor man. 
She never would be so mad as to leave 
Lord Stanmore for bis sake.’ 

‘She has been fo mad at all events,’ 
answered Mrs. Seymour. ‘Lord Stan- 
more came to tell me; he showed me her 
letter.’ 

‘I'hen she is disgraceful, and Hugh 
Gilbert is disgraceful, I am ashamed they 
have met under my rool!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Marcbmont, indignantly. 
‘Fancy leaving a beautiful place like 

Redver’s Court for a penniless soldier! 
cried Helen Marehmont, in genuin2 aston- 
ishment. 
Only Jim Marchmont was really sorry. 
‘1 am very grieved to hear it,’ he said, 

I knew they cared for each other very 
much, but I hoped that Gilbert—" 
‘He ought to be ashamed of bimsel,’ re- 

pli:d Mrs. Marchmont, as Jim paused, ‘to 
drag a lady in hor position down to pov- 
erty.’ 
Well, he's a fine fellow, and I don’t 

care what anyon: says,’ retorted Jim; and 
true to his friendship he never allowed 
anyone to abuse Gilbert in his presence. 
They talked ot the affair the whole day 

afterwards at Glenwrath, and when on the 

following day Mrs. Seymour announced 
her intention of leaving Scotland, for a mo- 

ment Mrs. Marchmont and her eldest 
daughter exchanged curious glances. But, 
of course, nothing was said regarding the 
abrupt end of her visit having anything to 
do with Lord Stanmore’s departure. She 
made some excuse, and the excuse was ac- 

cepted. But the Marchmonts knew very 
well her reason for leaving. 

In th: meanwhile Stanmore had proceed- 
ed to town, and the day after he arrived 
there he went down to Brighton. He 
knew that his sister-in-law,Lady Stanmore, 
was staying at the Metropole there, and he 
speedily found his way to the hotel, and 
was presently ushered into Lady Stan- 
more's private sitting-room. 3 
He had not announced his intention of 

visiting her, and when his card was pre- 
sented to ber she arose with real pleasure 
to receive him. 

«Jack !' she said, with outstretched band. 
“Well, this is a surprise.’ 
But Stanmore did not accept the offered 

band. He drew back; he looked at his 
sister-in-law with an expression on his face 

that she had never seen there betore, and 
Lady Stanmore instantly knew that some- 

ing bad occurred. 
“What is the matter ? * she asked quickly. 
‘I bave come to ask you a question,’ az- 

swered Stanmore ; ‘and as it is now too 
late to do sny further harm, perhaps you 
will for once speak the truth.’ 
‘What do you mean? I do not under- 

stand you.’ 
‘Iwill putit very plainly. What was 

you motive for the lies you told Belle to 
induce her to marry me? I mean, why 
did you tell her that her old lover was mar- 
ried to another girl, when you knew per- 
tectly well he was not?’ 
Lady Stanmore’s face flushed, and then 

grew pale, and her eyes fell. 
‘She bas been telling you this old story, 

then ?’ she said, after a moment's silence. 
I thought she was too wise.’ 

‘But why did you do it?’ repeated Stan- 
more, raising his voice. ‘What was your 
motive for such a vile deception ?’ 

‘I do not say that I did do it.’ 
‘But you know you did,’ answered Stan- 

more, passionately. *And you hive ruin- 
ed the poor girl's life—she has run away 
with Gilbert.’ 
‘What !” cried Lady Stanmore, starting 

to feet. ‘Bat, no, it cannot be—she can- 
not have been such an idiot—so mad !’ 

‘You can read the copy of 1he letter she 
left with me,’ said Stanmore slowly draw- 
ing a letter froma his pocket, and handing 
to Lady Stanmore. ‘I hope now you are 
satisfied with the evil you have done.’ 
Lady Stanmore snatched the latter from 

bis band and read it through, and then 
threw it indignantly on the floor. 

“The fool ! the idiot !" she said. 
will find cut her mistake.’ 

‘No doubt she will. But you have not 
answered my question. Why did you de- 
ceive Bell? Was it because you wished 
your niece to marry what is vulgarly called 
‘a good match?’ 
Lady Stanmore looked somewhat curious- 

ly in his face. 
‘No,’ she said, ‘I did not particularly care 

for Belle making a good match. I bad, in 
fact, no particular interest in her.’ 
‘Why did you lie to her then 
‘Because,’ answered Lady Stanmore, her 

temper getting the better of her prudence, 
‘] saw that you— a middle-aged wan— 
were fool enough to be in love with her, 
and I knew that if you did not marry her 
that another woman—a woman 1 detest— 
would not let you escape her! There ! that's 
the truth, if you want it. Belle was batter 
at all events to my mind, than Mrs. Sey- 
mour !’ 

‘So that was your motive! said Stan- 
more, looking steadily in his sister-in-law’s 
angry face. ‘In your hatred to another 
woman you spolt Belle's life.’ 

‘She has spoilt her own, the fool! 
retorted Lady Stanmore passionately. ‘But 
I could tell you something about Belle that 
would surprise you even more than this— 
something about her birth.’ 

‘I want to hear no more inventions,’ 
replied Stanmore sternly. ‘But from this 
day remember you are a stranger to me ; 
I will never again speak to you or see you 
willingly. And the very thing you plotted 
to prevent will probably now bappen.’ 

Without another word he juitted the 
room, and Lady Stanmore was left to ber 
own reflections. And the bitterst of these 

‘But she 

was that hz fully understood the meaning | 
of Stanmore's jast words. 

CHAPTER XXXV.~A NEW LIGHT. 

When the news reached Hurst that Lady 
Stanmore bad lett her husband, Lady 
Probyn knew not how to break it to her 
son. Sir Dick seemed now a changed man. 
All his youthfulness, bis high spirits, bad 
passed away. His good looks, too, were 
gone, but to his mother he was everything ; 
she lived but in his life. 
How cou'd she tell him then that the 

woman for whose sake he had wished to 
die, had done what Lady Probyn never 
could forgive; She bad always unjustly 
blamed Belle, not her boy’s foolish infatu- 
ation for a fair face. And yet he must 
hear this cruel story. ‘Better from my 
lips than another’s,” Lady Probyn told 
terself, as she tried to nerve Lerselt to tell 
bim the truth. 

She went to seek him for the purpose, 
and found him slowly pacing up and down 
one of the sheltered walks in toe beautiful 
garden at Hurst. He was walking with a 
bent head, and when he heard his mother’s 
step on the gravel, be looked up and 
emitled. 

She went up to him, and slid ber hand 
through his arm. 

‘Dick, I have something to tell you,’ 
¢hd said in a low and trembling voice. 
‘What is it?’ he asked quickly. 
The disfigured side of his face was turned 

to his mother, as he asked this question, 
and involuntarily her eyes fell on the scar 
that had a'most totally changed his appear- 
ance. 

‘]1 can scarcely find words to tell you,’ 
went on Lady Probyn deeply moved; ‘but 
—but it is said—1t 1s true—that Lady Stan- 
more has quitted her husbands root.’ 

Dick Probyn visibly started; he grew 
pale, he bit his under lip; his mother’s 
words evidently painfully affected Lim. 

‘(QQuitted it under circumstances dis- 
graceful to ber,” continued Lady Probyn, 
still in those trembling accents. ‘She has 
run away with a young man—a Captain 
Gilbert.’ 

‘Gilbert !" repeated poor Dick, with a 
sort of gasp. ‘She was engaged to a Mr. 
Gilbert ,once—when I knew her first— 
when I asked her to marry me; but she 
told me that h2 had married someone else 
—she told me at Monte Carlo.’ 

‘It is probably the sme min; his wife 
may be dead ; or who knows? he may be 
as faithless as she is.’ 

For s moment Dick Probyn did not speak. 
Then a sudden flush rose to his face. _ 
‘Do not speak against her to me mother 

| 

he said excitedly. ‘I will not hear one 
word against ber !' 

‘Yet for this woman's sake—' began 
Lady Probyn. 

‘For this woman's sake,’ continued Dick 
Probyn, still in the same excited tones,’ 
‘I would bave died—I wished to die! But 
it was no blame of hers: she never gave 
me one word, one look of love. It was my 
own folly only; [ saw she did not love 
Lord Stanmore, and I hoped she might 
learn to love me. This is the truth; end 
on that day when I acted so madly, she 
told me I was nothing to her. 1 said, 
‘You do not love Lord Stanmore,” and 

she answered, ‘Nor do I love you.”” 
For a briet space Lady P’iobyn made no 

answer to this passionate outbreak. She 
stood looking at her son ; tears rose in ber 
eyes, and then she gently, a'most timidly, 
laid her hand on bis arm. 

‘You will forget her now, at least, Dick?’ 
the said. 
‘How can I tell ”’ he answered, turning 

away hishsad. ‘We cannot control these 
things.’ 

_ “But you will never see sny more.’ con- 
tinued Lady Probyn, pleadingly. ‘She has 
gone to India with this man, they say; in 
time, Dick, you will learn to love some 
good girl: some one who loves you.’ 
‘Who will ever love me now, disfigured 

as [am ? 
‘I know someone whom I am sure does,’ 

answered Lady Probyn, almost passionate- 
ly. ‘Have you never guessed, Dick ? Amy 
Trelawney !’ 

“This is folly, mother.’ 
‘It is not! The girl's heart is bound up 

in you. I guessed it befora, but during 
your illness I knew it; she suffered more 
than I can tell you.’ 
A dusky blush rose to Sir Dick's altered 

face. 
‘Does she know? 

moment's hesitation. 
‘She only knows it wis—an accident,’ 

answered Lady Probyn with a faltering 
tongue. ‘Dick, you can make the happi- 
ness or misery of her life.’ 

Dick Probyn made no reply to this. He 
wished to be alone, and with the keen in- 
stincts of love Lady Probyn understood 
this. But before she laft him she softly 
kissed his cheek. 

‘Think of what I bave said,” she half 
whispered, and then turned away, and 
Dick Probyn was left to his own thoughts. 

It was no news to him, as we know, that 
Belle had given bim no love. But it was 
that another woman bad, and during the 
next half-hour his mind dwelt gently, al- 
most pityingly, on Amy Trelawney. He 
remembered the early days when they had 
been boy and girl together ; the old sports, 
and sunny happy hours. Then bad come 
the fever and romance of his life, which had 
swept away with irresistible force all other 
thoughts and affections. And his love had 
been all wasted! Belle hid given him 
nothing ; a good-natured friendly regard, 
nothing more. No one knew this better 
than Sir Dick ; and yet this strange strong 
love had lingered in his heart. But it was 
all over now, he told himself ; as his mothzr 

bad sail, he would probably see her no 
more. 
And perhaps another feeling, too, grew 

in his heart. Belle was lost to him for 
ever. Shemust have lovgd this other man, 
Sir Dik reflected, asdeeply and truly as he 
hid loved her. And balf unconsciously— 
still thinking of these things—he left the 
garden at Hurst and walked slowly down 
the country lane leading to the vicarage. 

It did not surprise bim to meet Amy 
Trelawney there. She was carrying a small 
basket, and Sir Dick saw the sudden and 

violent blush which mounted to her face 

as she met him. It was the first tims he 

had ever noticed such a sign of emotion, 

and his mother’s words naturally recurred 
to his mind" 

‘Well, Amy, where are you bound for? 

he said. ‘To see mother ?’ 
‘No,’ answered the girl, looking shyly in 

his face ; 1 am going to s:e little Jack Fos- 
ter, who is ill, and am taking him some 
things.” # 

‘Suppose you leave little wack Foster 
alone for awhile, and come and bave a 
short walk with me instead, and 1 will 
carry your basket ?’ 
Amy Trelawney visibly hesitated as Sir 

Dick made this proposal. To walk with 
him to b2 near him, was to her more than 
she even admitted to herself. But on the 

other hand the small boy to whom she was 
carrying various luxuries was really very 
ill, and she had promised to take these 
things to him, and the child would be dis- 
appointed if she did not. 

*I think poor Jack is expecting me,” she 
said, ‘and of course—'’ 

‘Of course you are always thinking ot 
other people,’ answered Sir Dick smiling. 
‘Well, may I go with you to Master Jack's, 
then ?’ 

“Of course ; how good of you,’ repliad 
Amy, smiling also. 
So the two turned down the country lane 

together, and whatever Sir Dick felt, to 

the girl this brief walk to the village was 
full of that strange undescribable happiness 
which we feel in the presence of those we 
love. When they had reached the cottage 

where the sick child Jay Sir Dick remained 
outside, but Amy did not keep him wait- 
ing long. She soon reappeared, looking 
bright and happy. Her soft grey eyes 
were bright, and her rosy lips smiling. 
How 1s your friend ?’ asked Sir Dick. 
‘He seems a little better today, I think,’ 

answered Amy ; ‘it is fever, you know.’ 
‘Fever ?' repeated Sir Dick. ‘Is it sale 

for you to go and see him then?’ 
Amy Trelawney smiled vaguely. 
‘We must all run these risks sometimes, 

know,’ she said, smiling ; ‘doctors, nurses, 

he asked after a 
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and parsons’ daughters !’ 
She had never seemed to Sir Dick so 

pleasing as at this moment. 
‘I wish some of the parsons’ daugh‘ers 

would tikes more care of themselves,’ he 
answered gravely. ‘I shall have to speak 
to your father about you, Miss Amy !' 

‘What nonsense, Dick!" she said, with a 
happy little laugh 

Altogether this walk made Sir Dick 
think of Amy Trelawney ina pew light. 
He escorted her to the vicarage, and then 
walked home thought/ully. But he said 
nothing to his mother. Lady Prohyn’s 
fond eyes, however, saw that her boy's face 
was not 80 sad as she had feared after the 
news she had been forced to tell him. 
She wisely, however, said nothing more 

to him. But somehow each day she con- 
trived that he should see Amy. TbLe girl 
was but too glad, and her face grew 
brighter and sweeter every day. 

his went on for a week or two, and 
then Sir Dick made up bis mind. Amy 
Trelawney had dined at the hall by Lady 
Probyn’s invitation one day, and when she 
rose to leave, Sir Dick asked to be allowed 
to see her home. They walked together 
almost in silence through the dark country 
lane. Then suddenly Sir Dick spoke. 

‘Amy, we are old friends,’ he began. 
‘Yes,’ she hall-whispered. 
‘I have something to tell you,’ h2 con- 

tinued in an agitated voice. ‘You knew 
Lady Stanmore ?’ 

‘Yes,’ agiin said Amy, in the same low 
tone. 
‘When I firet knew ber she was an un- 

married girl, and—and I got to care for 
ber. She refused me, and told me she 
was engaged to another man—Captain 
(vilbert. It was a great blow to me. but 
still I could hive borne that. Then, to my 
great surprise she marri-d Lord Stanmore. 
Amy, ths feeling I bad in my heart tor her 
lingered still. I met her at Monfe Carlo, 
and she tol1 me then that her old lover was 
married. That be had, in fict, married a 
rich girl, and thrown h:r over. And then, 
this strange infatuation began again. At 
last I told her of this: told her I loved her 
deeply, and asked hor to share her life 
with mine. Again she refused me; and 
told me that she did not love Lord S‘'an- 
more, nor did she love me. And—and in 
my folly—despair—wha‘ever you may call 
it I determined to end my life. Amy, I 
went out to shoot myselt! 
‘What I" cried Amy Trelawney, looking 

in b's face with utter astonishment. 
‘I went out,’ continued Sir Dick bravely, 

‘meaning to shoot myself! --, - 
‘No. Ob, no , ; 
‘Yet it was so Amy, what you were told 

way an accident was not one. Just as I 
fired the revolver intending to destroy my- 
self I heard my mother’s cry. It startled 
rae so that the shot I intended to end my 
life disfigured me as you sze. Now you 
know all. I would not say the words 1 am 
going to say to you now without telling you 
the whole truth. If, kaowing all this, you 
will marry me—’ 
She looked at h'm for a momoant ; their 

eyes met, ani then she held out both her 
hands. 

‘Yes, Dick,’ she said, ‘I will try to do 
my best to make you happy.’ : 

€ 4 

Both Lady Probyn and “Me. “Trelawney 
were more than happy when thev h2ard of 
this engagement. 1t was the fulfilment of 
their dearest hopes. 

(To be Continued.) 

ONATCHED FROM DEATH 
Dr. Agnew's Cure for the Ieart 
Savesthe Lifeof a Lady Re- 
sident of the Northwest, 

His Wonderful Catarrhal jPo ver Cures |a 

Nova Scot's Resident] of, Catarrbal 

Deafness 

When heart failure overtakes a person 
unless the action of the hzart can be im- 
mediately accelsrated, the very worst re- 
sults may follow. This is where wa hear 
of so many casesof sudden death from 
heart disease. The el:ments that consti- 
tute Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart are 
such as to give relief in this particular 1m- 
mediately, without producing any hurtful 
effects. Then, continued with a little pa- 
tience the disease becomes banished from 
ths system. Mrs. J. I. Hillier, o! White- 
wood, N. W. T., says very plainly that 
this remedy saved ber life. Sh2 had been 
much affected with heart failure, finding 
it almost impossible to sleep or liz down 
for tear of suffacation. Tae best doctor's 
skill in these Nortawest Territories was of 
no avail. She says—‘‘A local druggist re- 
commended a bottle of Dr. Agnew's Cure 
for the Heart. I tried it and with the re- 
sult that I immediately secured ease, and 
after taking farther doses of the me licine 
the troubles left me. The fast is, kaowing 
how serious was my con {ition, this remedy 
saved my life.” 

It wou'd be a mistak2 t> suppos: that 
Dr, Agnew's Catarrhal Powder will only 
cure the milder form of catarch. It will 
cer'a'nly do this, and with wonderful ex- 
rm Bat, as in th case of Mr. John 
[acInnis, of Wathabuck Bridge, N. S., it 

will cure the worst cases of catarrh. This 
gentleman suffered from catarrhal deafn ss, 
and after using one bottle of this remady 
be was able to haar as goo1 as ever. Pain- 
less and delighttul to use, it relieves in ten 
minutes, and in a little time permanently 
cures catarrh of all kinds 

His Bluft Promptly Called, 

“A man can't get $1,000 in gold any- 
where in Chicazo,” smd an enthusiastic 
silver man to a large group in ths Palmer 
House rotunda. ‘I have a friend who 
tried it yesterday, anl the banks would 
not give it to him.” A tall gentleman tap- 
ped the speaker on the shoulder and said : 
“My friend, you are mistaken; you don't 
know what you are talking about.” 
The man maintained that he did. 
“It your friend will bring me £25,000,- 

000 in currency tomerrow morning, I will 
guarantee that he can get that amoant of 
gold on short notice,” said the tall man. 
“I am in a position to know what I say if 
you want the matter demonstrated.” The 
tall man was “Whit ’ Glover, chiet clerk 
at the sub-treasury.—Pittsburg Dispatel. 


