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CHAPTER 1., 11, ni.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle 
Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh- 
ton as he is about to sail tor India with his regi- 
ment. Belle promises to be true and as rees to meet 
him that eve og 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. Mrs. Wayland goes 
but Belle feigns sudden illness and is left apparently 
asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wayland 
discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbert 
and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an 
acccunt of the aftair to her sister, Lady Stanmore 
and the latter comes immediately to Brighton. 

CHAPTER 1V.—Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton 
and has an impo:tant interview with Mrs. Wayland 
in which they decide Belle's future. Lady Stan- 
more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and lays 
vu# 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, Wayland and 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. 

CHAPTER vi.—Lady Et nmore thinks over the 
situation. She decides that Belie is not in love with 
Jack. Lord Richard Probyn catls vpon the party, 
and invites them 'o 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 ViI.—Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of 
8ir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmore of her en. 
gagement and that lady ridicules the idea. They go 
to Hurst Hall. 

CHAPTER viiL.—Belle's diary continued. She tells 
Lady Stanmore of her dream about Hugh. That 
1 decides to write Mrs. Bal’our. 

APTER 1x.—Lady Stanmore destroys a letter 
lle 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. Balfcur who went to 
India on the same thip witu Hugh Gilbert. 
It contains the start ing news of Hugh Gilbert's 
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the : ews and 
is greatiy shocked. Ia taking a morning walk she 
breaks through the ice. 
CHAPTER X. XI. XII.—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 Hugh 
Gilbert that she too has forgoiten she accepts the 
offer. Stanmore and his sister in-law arrange 
matters and Belle acquiesces. The marriage is 
arranged for an early day. 

CHAPTER xiv.—The eveo! the wedding. Lady 
Stanmere 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 Belle’s. 

CaarTER Xvil.—THE Ice Woman. 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 yy Piobyn 
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 young man’s infatuation 
and warns Belle sgainst encouraging bim. They 
dine at Hurst and Belle is presentad to Mr. Trew. 
laney the viesr 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 
aftection. 
CHAPTER X1X.—~Sir Dick offers a diamond pen- 
dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that 
his confession of love must end a pleasant triend- 
ship and he goes home in despair. He decides 
that life is not worth livi: g and attempts to shoot 
himself but his mother who had feared something 
and 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 encouraging Sir Dick and reads her a lecture 
whidh she resents, 
CHAPTER xX.—An unforgotten face. Lord and 

Lady Staumore 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 Marchmont Court. They go 
and there Belle and Hugh Gilbert meet. After the 
shock has somewhat died away she enquires for 
his wife and learns that he has never been married. 

CHAPTERS xx1r-xxni1-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 her let‘ers and the latter ack- 
nowledges her guilt but nothing of the situaticn is 
told 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. 
CHAPTER xxIv.—Gilbert hears of Belle's acc'dent 

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

Cuarres xxv.—The whole party go to Strat. 
hearn and are charmed with its beautv. A row on 
the lake and its result. The Marchmonts furnish 
their own shooting box and invite Gilbert to jon 
them. He is inclined to do so as he does pot teel at 
ease at Strathearn, but he and Belle discuss the 
matter and she rcquests hun to stay for a tew days 
more. 
CHAPTER XXVI., XXvII.—A stray shot. Gilbert 

is wounded by a shot from Mr. Marchmonts gun. 
Belle hears the news and almost betrays her love 
for Gilbert. A doctor and nurse are »ummoned from 
London and the wound is pronounced not dangerous, 

CHAPTER xxviil,—An old friend. Belle makes 
many anxious erquiries about Gilbert and sends 
him arose by Jim Marchmont. Lady Stanmore 
receives a letter from Mis. Marchmont who is ex* 
ected in a day or two to stay at their new shooting 
0X, in which she tells her that Mrs. Seymour is 

coming to stay with them at Glenwrath, the tells 
Felle and wishes her to go away with her during 
Mrs. Seymour’s stay but Belle declines. 

CrAPTER XXIX.—Mrs. Seymour. Lady Stan. 
-— leaves Strathearn after first telling Lord Stan. 
more of Mrs. Seymours expected arrival. The 
latter comes to Scotland and Belle meets her. 
Gilbert makes his first appearance downstairs since 
the accident and is received by B:lle. He is_ still 
ver 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 c¢ff to a picnic. 
rd Stanmore suggests to Jim Marchmont that it 

is time for Gilbert to leave Strathearn and be ac- 
cordingly makes preparations to go to Glenwrath 
fora time “That spray of heather shall lie on my 
breas? after I am dead”. 

CHAPTER XXXII.—A PICNIC. 

Bellle did not go the next day to Glen- 
wrath, after Gilbert left Strathearn, nor 
the next. Bnt the third day a hog, ¥ in 
ing invitation arrived from Mrs. March- 
mont, entreatfng Belle, Stanmore, and Sir 
John Lee to dine with them the same even- 
ing. 
Bello read the letter, and then handed it 

to Stanmore across the breakfast-table. 
‘It is trom Mr. Marchmont,’ the said. 
Stanmore also read the letter, and then 

returned it to Belle. 
‘Well, we had better go,” he said; ‘it 

can't be very lively for you being here all 
day by yourself. If you accept the invita- 
tion 1 will send one of the men over to 
Glenwrath with your letter ; at least if you 
would like to go, Lee ? he added, looking 
at Sir John. 

‘I shall be charmed,’ he answered; ‘and 
tesicdes it will be my tar¢well to the March- 
monts, as I really must leave Strathearn 
the day after tomorrow.’ 

‘I shall te awfully sorry for you to go,’ 
replied S'anmore ; ‘but [ suppose we must 

be all thinking of leaving soor. Here 
is a letter from Mr. Sladen, my agent, 
Belle,’ he continued ; ‘and he says he has 
teen Dick Probyn out driving with his 
mother, and that the poor lad is most ter- 
1ibly disfigured.’ 

Lhere was a sort of half reproach in 
Stanmore’s voice, Belle fancied, as he said 
this, which she knew and felt to be unjust, 
and she answered very gravely. 

‘I am very sorry indeed,’ she said. 
‘Everyone must be torry,’ continued 

Stanmcre ; ‘a young li‘e half spoilt,” end 
again he looked at Delle. 

‘It was an extraordinary affair altogeth- 
er,’ said Sir John Lee; ‘how the young 
fellow could be so stupid as to shoot him- 
self I never could conceive. But it's a 
pity about his looks; it’s a good thing he 
wasn't a girl. After all, looks don’t matt:r 
so much in a man.’ 

Neither Stanmore nor Belle m:de any 
reply to these words. Then, as Belle rose 
to write he r note to Mrs. Marchmort, ste 
looked at Stanmore. 
‘What ¢hall I say about your arrange- 

ments for this evening ?'she asked. ‘Will 
vou dress at Glenwrath or 1eturn here ?’ 
‘May I suggest,’ said Sir John Lee, ‘that 

today we return to lunch here ? Really, 1 
bave seen too little of my charming host- 
ess,” he added, smilirg; ‘and as Iam leav- 
ing so soon I wi:h to see a little more.’ 

‘All 1igtt,” answered Stanmore. ‘We'll 
come back to lunch here, then Belle, and 
drive over in the evening to Glenwrath. At 
all events it will make a little change.’ 

Belle accorcingly wrote her note, which 
was at once despatched to Mrs. March- 
mont, and then tke two mer went out to 
the moors, end Belle went restlessly to her 
own room. 
She had, indeed, spent two disturbed 

and unhappy days s.nce Gilberc had left 
Strathearn. She was uneasy about bis 
bealth for cne thing, and for anoth r har 
heart was hot within ber when ste thought 
of the great wrong that bad been done her 
by the Dowager Lady Starmore. 
‘Why did ste do it ?* she asked herself 

passionately, ‘and why should I suffer for 
ber sin? I was true always to Hugh—I bad 
no other thovght—and now—ard now— 
how can I bear that he should go away 
Again and again she had asked herself 

these quettions. TLere was a struggle in 
ber heart, a struggle she had never fore- 
seen, when the had urged Gilbert to come 
to Scotland, but which he bad. His acci- 
dent, tis illness, had indeed revealed to 
herself the depth and passion of her heart. 
And she was to see him again to-night, 

she thought, &s she walked up and down 
ber own room, aiter she had written to 
accept Mrs. Marchmont's invitation. Then 
suddenly an idea struck her—a foolish 
thought. She remembered the blue tur- 
quoise ring Gilbert had given her in the 
bright days when no shadow lay on their 
love. She had never worn this since her 
marriage ; never since the miserable day 
when she believed Hugh Gilbert bad been 
untrue to her. But she had always kept it. 
It lay among the costly sparkling gems 
that now were Lers. more prized than all. 
She unlocked her jewel-case: she took it 
cut; ske pressed her lips on the little cir- 
clet—the love-gift of a love not dead ! 

‘I will wear it to-night,’ she told hersell; 
‘he will remember.’ 
She chose ore of her simplest gowrs to 

wear also. He had liked her best in 
whi‘e in the old days, and ths was in white 
that evering when she entered Mrs. March- 
mcnt’s drawing rcom at Glenwrath. They 
all went effusively forward to welcome her, 
but she only saw one face; the face of 
Hugh Gilbert, who rose with his erm in a 
sling, and last of all held out his hand in 

greeting. 
‘How do ycu think be is looking? We 

hope the change bas core kim gocd? said 
Mre. Marchment. 
Again Pelle looked at her o'd lover. 

Ste murmured some common-place words, 
but she saw his micd was ill at ease; that 
a struggle was going on in his heart also— 
a struggle which had written its lines npon 
his face. 

Belle was taken irto dinner by Mr. 
Marchmont, tut Mrs. Marchmont knew 
how to arrange her guests. She was quite 
aware that her elderly, common-place hus- 
band could not be attractive to a charming 
handsome young woman like Lady Stan- 
more, and therefore Belle fcund gy 
Gilbert on her other sde at tke table, he 
baving taken in one of the young lacies of 
the house. 
As Belle drew off her gloves, Gilbert's 

eyes fell on the fair slender fingers, on one 
of which was the torquoise ring he had 
given her long ago. He recognized it in- 
stantly ; he remembered the little tren blin 
hand whieh had ‘ain in his when he hon. 
it there, the flush of joy on her sweet face. 
He could scarcely answer the lively words 
of the girl by his side; scarcely take his 
eyes from the old love token, which had 
not been flung away. Delle, felt, though the 
did not look at him, that the sight ot the 
ring hed stirred tha deepest emotions of 
his heart. Yet neither spoke of it; but 
we rarely speak of things most dear and 
sacred in our lives. 
At the other end of the table, Stanmore 

and Mrs. Seymour were seated. But Belle 
scarcely looked at them ; scarcely even re- 
membered what her aunt had told her of 
the old friendship between these two. 
But Mrs. Seymour often glanced at Belle; 
looked at her with a strange, jealous feeling 
she could not overcome. And before the 
night was over, Belle leant something «f 
this; learnt it by one of those strange 
chances on which our lives sometimes turn. 

There was a billiard room at Glenwrath, 
and a excellent table. After dicner was 
over, some of the men began to play, and 
the ladies watched tkem. Gilbert, of 
course, did not play. He stood leaning on 
the half-ajar door of the room, with Belle 
by his side. 
‘And you are really feeling better ? she 

asked, looking up in his fzce. 
‘Yes,’ he answered. ‘Do you not think 

I look better? 
Belle hesitated ; but before she replied 

she heard Stanmore’ voice speaking to 
se on the other side of tLe balt-open 
oor. 
‘Y¢s, 1 know now I made a great mis- 

take,’ Le said. 
‘And it cost me very dear, Jack,’ an- 

swered a thrilling women's voice. ‘But I 
suppose it was tbat scheming woman, Lady 
Stanmore, who did it all ? 

‘She helped, at least,’ replied Stanmore's 
voice ; ‘but it was a great mistake.’ 
Both Belle and Gilbert overheard these 

words, and for a moment they looked in 
each other's faces, and then Belle said 
quietly : 

‘There is a draught here I think. Let 
us go to the other side of the room; and 
the moved away, followed hy Gilbert. 
As she passes the half open door, Stan- 

mcre and Mrs. Seymour saw them, and 
gave a little start. 

‘Could she bave heard us ?’ she said, in 
a frightened whisper. 

‘It she did,” answered Stanmore, ‘she 
would rot care. She is the coldest woman 
I ever saw.’ 

‘And jet, for her sake, you flung 
ry 
‘Wtat I regret now,’ said Stanmore in a 

lower tone, ‘when it is too late.’ 
These few words told the real state of 

Stanmore’s feelings. A man accustomed 
to be cared for, and made much of by 
women, he bad wearied of Belle’s indiffer- 
ence, and returned to the old bondage of 
his eerlier years. Lady Stanmore had 
been right when she bad warned Belle, and 
the few words that she had overheard made 
Belle for the first time realise that he re- 
gretted bis marriage. 

She said nothing of this, however, to 
Gilbert. Helen Marchmont went up to 
them almost immediately atter they bad 
crossed the room, and began planning and 
settling the dsy for the picric they had so 
long talked of. 

‘It is lovely weather; do let us have it 
the day after tomorrow, dear Lady Stan- 
more,’ she said. ‘And Cap'ain Gilbert can 
go now, and I am sureit will be delightful. 
You will go, won't you, Captain Gilbert ?’ 

‘Of course, I shall be very pleased,’ 
enswered Gilbert. 

‘And your nurse ?’ asked Belle, smiling. 
‘I shall leave my nurse at home on the 

occasion. I think she is not quite so tyrar- 
nical as she was.’ 

After this Helen Marchmont went all 
round the rocm settling the day and the 
place where tley were to have lurcheon. 
They finally decided on a lovely glen, some 
five miles trom Glenwrath, famous for the 
romantic beauty of its scenery. 
‘And the day after tomorrow,’ said Miss 

Marchmont ; ‘and everyore¢ must go.’ 
Sir Jobn Lee promised to remain at 

Stratbearn over the picnic, and they sc ttled 
the hour the two house parties were to 
meet before the Stanmores left Glenwra'h. 

Bell was very silent on the way home, 
for she had not forgotton the words she 
had overheard. But she did not resent 
them. ‘He was sure to weary of me,’sle 
told herself, and the idea gave her no pain. 
The next day passed apparently quietly 

away, though Belle’s heart was ill at ease. 
S'anmore noticed how restless she was, and 
that she did not look well. 
‘Would you like to .eave here after this 

picnic business is over, Belle?’ he said. 
‘Are you getting tired of it, as you tire so 
scon of most things.’ 

‘Do I tire sooner than other people, do 
ou think ?’ answered Belle, with a certain 

intonation in her voice, that made Stanmore 
think she had overheard what he had said 
to Mrs. Seymour about his marriage. 

‘Perhaps nct,’ he replied ; and he turned 
away, but he said notbirg more to Belle 
about leaving Scotland. 
The morning of the day fixed for the 

picnic was fine, though some heavy clouds 
lay grey and dark in the dittance, when 
the party from Strathearn started. 

‘I sould not be a bit surprised if we 
have a storm,’ said Stanmore, pcinting to 
them. 

‘Please do not prophesy evil,” answered 
Belle, looking at tke sky. 
*We may have a shower, but not a storm, 

I kope, to ¢poil that charmng costume,’ 
said Sir John Lee, lcoking at Belle admir- 
ingly. 
She made some jesting reply, and tke 

dark clouds rol'ed away as they drove 
through the wild and romanttc scenery 
which led to the famous glen to which they 
were bound. It was a long drive, and the 
road was somewhat rough and often steep, 
and they were glad when they reached 
destination, which was the entrance of a 

beautiful ravine, between two lofty moun- 
tain ranges rearing their cres’'s on high. 

The party from Glenwrath had arrived, 
ard eagerly welcomed thew, and the ser- 
van's were already engaged in spreading 
out a sumptuous luncheon, to which, of 
course, Belle and Stanmore added their 
contribution. It was a wild and lunely 
spot, and the sound of fallirg water at a 
little distance added to the charm and 
beauty of the scene. But most of the young 
people stcod watching with interest the un- 
packing of the hampers! The long drive 
had given them good appttites, and the 
grand and misty hills were to them for the 
resent a secondary comsiceration. But 

Belle and Hugh Gilbert talked togeth:r a 
little apart. He seemed tired and worn, 

and Belle looked anxiously at his face. 
‘Are you not feeling so well today ’ ske 

asked. 
«I teel rather tired,’ he answered; ‘bu 

[ have been a little upset,” he added: ‘I 

had a letter from my father this morning, 
and he wishes me to spend the rest of my 
leave at Northbridge.’ 
These words affected Belle painfully. 

Her face flushed, and Gilbert raw her 
hands begin to tremble, which was always 
a sign with her of deep emotion. But she 
did not speak. She stood by hus side, with 
her eyes fixed vaguely on the hills, until 

Mr. Marchmont approa: hed to tell ber that 
luncheon was ready, and to beg the honor 
of at'ending upon ker during it. 
‘You come, too, Gilbert,” he said; and 

Gilbert tollowed Belle,and stood by the side 
of the grey granite boulder, on which Mr. 
Marchmont had placed ker by way of the 
seat of honor. 
Mr. Marchmont was as fussy and sell- 

important as ever, He would irsist in 

helping Belle to everything he could pos- 
sibly think of, and bemoaned sedly when 
he saw she could not eat. Her lips felt 
parched somehow, and it seemed impos- 
sible to her for cnce to join in the gay 
chatter around. Gilbert, too, wes un- 
usually silent, and looked so pale, that 
kindly Mrs. Marchmont hurried up to him 
to ask if he were rot tceling well, and 
brought him some champagne, which she 
insisted on him drinking. 

But tke S—_— tke jests, the toolish 
talk went on. No one guessed that two 
hearts in their midst were torn wth pain, 
were passing through a musserable crisis 
and struggle ot their lives. Once Belle 
glanced at Stanmore ; he was half-lying on 
some rough ling at Mrs. Seymour's feet, 
apparently eating his lunch with much 
mt and contentment. Then she 
ooked at the pale, dark face near her; at 
the bandsome s ned features of the 
one man she had ever loved. She drew in 
her lips tightly ; a resolute look come into 
her eyes ; a resolve into ker soul. 
At last the lurcheon was over The 

men lit their cigerettes, and began to move 
away each with some companion towards 
the witding patts up the craggy mountain 
s.des. Stanmore and Mrs. Seymour were 
the first to go, and then Belle turned to 
Gilbert. 

‘Let us go, too,” she said- and she 

and Gilbert began to walk further up 
the ravine, and to ascend the oposite 
hillside to which the rest of the party had 
gone. 
The way wis uneven and rough, over 

fern hidden boulders which tome winter's 
torrent tad hurled down, by coppies 
birch and rowan, by cr¢g and steep. Gil- 
bert gave Belle bis band to help her, and 
tke two walked on thus almost silently in 
tke silence and solitude around them, 
broken only bv the sound of a cascade of 
falling water, which at some distance from 
them was descending [from the mounfa'n 

Suddenly, however, another sound tell 
on their ears. So absorbed tad they been 
in the passion acd emotion of their hearts 
that neither had noticed the gathering 
darkness around them, nor the storm 
clouds above. But now a deafering crash, a 
peal, roused them from their dreamland, 
and tte nxt moment a Leavy rainpcur 
came felting down, almost blinding them 
by its force. 
‘We must try to get sheltered under 

some crag,’ said Gilbert. 
He had scarcely spoken when a flash, 

vivid, forked,rent the black clouds, follow- 
ed almost instantaneously by another ter- 
rific peal of thunder and a fall of mingled 
bailstores and rain, 

Belle gave a half-cry and clung to Gil- 
bert's arm, who led her as best he could 
along the now dangerous, slippery path to 
the nearest jutting crag he could tee on the 
hill side. 1t was a poor shelter from the 
storm, but still it afforded some. 

‘Lean back against the rock,” said Gil- 
bert," ‘aud 1 will stand before you, and 
tkat will help to protect you from the 
rain.’ 
But Delle kept fast hold of the arm she 

held, 
‘No,’ she answered, ‘let us etand to- 

gether; let us be together at least now.’ 
Another flash lit the sky, another peal 

rent the air, and neither spoke. A wild 
wish came into Belle’s heart; a wild hope. 
She closed her eyes, and leaned her head 
against Gilbert's arm, and some murmured 
words broke frcm her parted lipe. 
“Would that we could die now ; that we 

both could die.” 
Above the din of the tempest Gilbert 

heard this, and he bent down and drew 
her closer to him. - 

«Is this true, Belle?” heasked. “‘would 
you rather die with me than leave me ?’ 

“Jt is true” she answered. ‘‘Hugh, I 
canaot bear to leave you now.” 
The storm raged around them after 

this, but they never headed it. Death 
seemed nothing, when their parting had 
been a living death. But the strggle was 
over in Belles heart. 
“We will never part,” she said again and 

again. She could not leave him in his 
illness end weakness; 1t was their tecond 
troth plight. 

CHAPTER XXXIiI.-~-~MORE THAN LIEE. 

The dark clouds were rolling away, the 
air was full of that heavy murkiness which 
frequently follows a storm‘ and the rain 
still tell In torents, when Belle and Gilbert 
heard voices calling from below. 
“They have come to seek us,’ said Gilbert, 

in a low tone. 
“Yes,” answered Belle bravely, and she 

raised her hez:l eyes to bis. 
‘] will see you again; you must then 

decide,’ contivued Gilbert. 
‘My decision is mede ; come let us go 

down and mcet them. 
Withcut another word they left the pre- 

carious thelter of the jutting crag, teneath 
which they had sought re'uge, and retraced 
their footsteps as best they could. The 
descent down the steep, uneven hillside 
was actually dangerous, but Belle showed 
both courage and composure. And slowly 
—s'ep by step—Gilbert going first, holding 
ber band, they made their way; Gilbert 
replying as loudly as he could to the voices 
below. In a short time, fim Marchmont, 
who, with two other young men, was 
searching for them, saw their rain-drench- 
ed figures, and turried forward to their 
assistance. 
“You have given us all such an awful 

fright,” he said, as he reached them. 

“What a fearful storm it has teen! Here, 
Lady Stanmore, take my hand—Gilbert 
looks nearly done.” 

“It has been a bad storm, hasn't it?” 
answered Belle. 
“Bad ! Ishould think so. All the lacies 

but you have beea in a frightful state. 
Mrs. Seymour nearly fainted, Helen was 
in hys‘erics, and mother terrified to death.” 

“I was not atraid,” said Belle, in a low 
voice. 
“You are a positive heroice, then, Lady 

Stanmore ! Not afraid on a mountain side 
in such a storm. It's scmething wonderful 
for a woman.” 
Again Belle looked at Gilbert, and his 

face. too, wore a resolute expression, 
though be was very pale. 
‘And where are the rest?” presently 

asked Belle. 
“They bave taken shelter in a little 

shanty of a place, where the horses and 
carris ges are put up. But take care when 
you step, Lady Stanmore; it's so terribly 
slippery.” 

ith difficulty they at last reached the 
ravine whe: e the y had taken luncheon, and 
near the entrance of this, the small rustic 
bo pop where the rest of the party were. 
In tle kitcken of this poor ne still cow- 
ering with tear, they found Mrs. March- 
mont and her daughters, and Mrs. Sey- 
mour. Stanmore was also here, ard Le 
looked oy round when Belle, accom 
panied by ugh Gilbert and young March 
mont, entered. 
‘Where on earth have you been, Belle?, 

he asked, crossly. ‘We could not thi k 
what had hapgected to you.’ 
‘We were cavght by the storm,” ans- 

swered Belle, calmly, ‘and took refuge 
under a crag.’ 
‘Why, you are both wet through! Not 

much refuge you've had, seemingly. It's 
not over-gocd all this for you, Captam Gil- 
bert, I should say. I advise you to have a 
whisky snd soda at once.’ 

‘I wonder you (1d not die of terror,’ said 
Mrs. Marchmont. ‘Take off your wet 
bocts, dear Lady Stapmore. Jim will uc- 
button them.’ 
So Belles wet boots were unbuttoned 

end held to the blezing fire, and her wet 
cloak and bat dried also. She stood there 
bare-headed ; a glow on her smooth cheeks, 
and a new light in ber shinirg eyes, and 
every man present told himself she was 
beautiful. Even Stanmore unwillingly ad- 
mitted ths. He was angry with himself 
and her, but more than once involuntarily 
he looked at the erect girlish form and 
charming face of the woman he knew gave 
him no love. The woman who did was not 
appearing to advantage. Ske bad been 
frightened, and ker hair was rufiled and 
her hat disorderly. But Belle spoke to 
to her gently and kindly. 

‘I am sorry you have been so afraid,’ she 
said. 

Mrs. Seymour gave a kind of start as 
Belle thus addressed her. 

‘I was terrified,” she answered, in that 
thrilling voi‘ e of h: ra, rising her dark eyes 
to Belle's face. ‘I never was out in such 
a storm.’ 

‘Belle,’ said Stanmore, at this moment 
approaching the two, ‘as Gl: nwrath is near- 
er than Strattearn Mrs. Marchmont has 
kindly asked us all to gothere to dine, and 
remain for the night, and I think it would 
certainly be the wisest plrn.’ 

‘It is very kind of Mrs. Marchmort,’ re- 
plied Belle, ‘but I tor one shall go back to 
Strathearn ’ 

‘But why ?’ asked Stanmore sharply. 
‘I would rather do so; but, of course, I 

do not wish to influence Sir Jcha Lee or 
you.’ 

‘] am going to Glenwrath,’ answered 
S‘anmore, sullenly. 

‘Allow me then to have the pleasure and 
honor of seeing you safely to Strathearn,’ 
said Sir John Lee. 

Belle accepted this offer, and resisted all 
the Marck monts’ entreaties to accompany, 
them to Glenwrath. Stanmore said noth- 
ing more cn the subject. Ie turned away, 
and began talking to Mrs. Seymour, and 
Belle and S'r. John were the first of the 
party who stated on their way homewards. 
But before Belle left the little hostelry 

Hugh Gibert had a few words {o say in a 
low tone to her. 

‘I will see you tomorrow afternoon,’ he 
said, ‘and write to you in the morning, and 
send my letter over to you. I cannot now 

stay any longer here.’ 
‘No,’ answered Belle quietly, but firmly ; 

‘tell me in your letter where I shall meet 
you.’ 

‘Yes.’ 
Ttey claspsed each other's hands after 

this, and Gilbert went to the carriage with 
Belle and Sir John Lee, and stood bare- 

headed watchirg them go. Then he 
returned to the cotkers, and started wih 

them for Glenwrath. The next morning 
two letters srrived for him, and after 

breakfast he told Mrs. Marchmont that the 
news in one of tkese compelled him to leave 
(Glenwrath on the same day. 

All the family were geniunely sorry that 
he should go and pressed him to r. main, 
but Gilbert was firm. 

‘I am obliged to go,’ he said, ‘and thank 

you most heartily for all your great kindness 
to me.’ 

His nurse, Janet Mackay, was, how- 

ever, horrified. 
“You are absolutely unfit to go ; with- 

out a nurse you cannot go.’ 
But Gilbert smilingly refused her offer, 

and pressed such a handsome gratuity inte 
her hand that Janet became mollified. 

‘If you are worse, and I know you will 

be,’ she said, ‘promise to tend for me at 
once ; and whatever case Iam at, if it were 
the Queen hereself, I'll tkrow it over.’ 

Gilbert gave the required pramise, end 
then began making bis other errangements 
for leaving Glenwrath. But before he did 
so he wrote to Belle, and asked Jim 
Marchkmont to send his letter over to 
Streathearn at once. 

‘You'll see Lady Stanmore before you 
start?’ inquired Marchmeont, not without 
some curiosity. 

‘Yes, I shall see her this afternoon,’ &n- 
swercd Gilbert, quiedy. 

“Very well, dear old fellow ; I'm awfully 
sorry you are obliged to go so are we all, 
end 1 am sure Lady Starmore will be also. 
But you must come to us for Christmas at 
Marchmont. Remember this is a promise.’ 
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Gilbert made some vague rep'y, and 
Marchmont hurried away to send his letter 
to Strathearn. An hour fater Belle ie- 
ceived it, and with a fast beating heart and 
trembling bands she read the following 
words : — 

‘I have told Mrs. Marchmont that I shall 
leave GGlenwrath to-day, but before I go, I 
will see you. Belle, my dearest one, 
this interview must decide our fate; we 
must ¢i her pait then, or part no more. 
You know what you are to me, but from 
po selfish feelings shall I urge vou, to 
leave luxury for pov -rty; to sacrifice so 
much for my sake. You must tell me your 
whole heart. Meet me at three, to-day by 
the trout stream, where wc once met belore. 
And till then bc lieve me, — Yours tantkful y, 
always, H. G." 

Belle read Lis letter twice, and then 
rang, and asked if the servant who bad 
brought it was waiting for an answer 

‘Yes, my lady ; he was told to wait for 
an answer,’ replied the maid. 

‘I will scnd one,’ said Belle; ‘I will ring 
when it is ready. 
She sat down to her detk at once, and 

wrote four words : — 
‘I will be there.’ 
Shs addressed and Cespatched this note, 

and then agein sat down to her desk, and 
wrote a long letter to Stanmore. She was 
alone in the house but for the servarts, as 
Sir John Lee had started esrly in the 
morning on bis way south, proposing to 
stop at Glenwiath on his road, to take 
leave of S'anmore and th2 Mar hmonts. 
There was no one, th retore, to interfere 
with ber, end she made certain ariange- 
ments atter writing to Stanmore ; destroyed 
cold letters, lock:d away her jeweliry, and 
prepared to take a step trom which she 
knew there wes no return. 

It was a dull and darksomc day. The 
storm clouds yet lingered on the hor zon, 
ard the air was heavy and close. Bat 
Belle did not shrink back. About a quarter 
to three o'clock she leit the housz, and 
speedily found her way to the trout stream, 
wkose waters rolled gloomily on, reflect- 
ingthe sullen sky. Her head was bowed, 
but her face was pale and resolute. She 
kuew what stc was about to do—that she 
was giving up all that she bad been taught 
to prize—but she koew also by what a 
price she had bought these tings; and 
oo price had now become hateful to her 
soul. 
As she went on, she presently saw Gil- 

bert’s tall figure approaching her. They 
met mn si'ecce, with clasped bands, and 
stood there looking in each other's faces 
beneath th: murky sky. It was Gilbert 
who spoke fi st. 

‘Is this to be our leave taking, Belle?’ 
he said. 
For a moment Belle made no answer; 

she clasped his bands still tighter; she 
still look .d with eyes full of pathos in bis 
face. 

‘I shall start for India at once,’ continued 
Gilbert ; ‘so Bele, it we part now—' 

‘I cannot part with you,” she answered 

buskily. 
‘But think what you are giving up—I 

have so little to offer you—only my love.’ 
‘It 1s everything to me,’ ‘everything in 

hfe.’ 
‘Is this so in very truth ?’ 
‘Yes, mn very truth. Hugh, you are 

more to me than lite— my lite 1s yours.’ 
He took her in b's arms ; he pressed his 

lips on hers. 
“Then there can te no change,’ he said. 

‘We shall not part. 
* * * 

Whon Stanm:re returned the same 
evening to Strathearn in tim? to dress for 
dinner, he gsked the butler as he passed 
him in the h:l', where Lady Stanmore was. 

‘Her Ladyship 1s not at home, my Lord,’ 
he answered. 

‘Not in the house at this time! Is she 
cut driving then?’ said Stanmore. 

‘Yes, my Lord; ber L.adyship went cut 
about three o'clock, and returnad in little 
less than an hour, and sh: then ordered 
the pony chaise to te prepared, and left mn 
it shortly atterwards.’ 
‘Was shs alone?’ asked Starmcre, a 

little hoarsely. 
‘Yes, my Lord, quite alone. She Lad a 

«mall portmanteav with her, and she would 
not allow either the coachman or James to 
drive Ler; sha drove Lerselt.’ 

Stanmore grew somewaat pale. 
*Did she leave any message ?' h2 suid, a 

moment later. 
‘No, my Lord, but Phillips, her maid, 

said that she left a letter directed to your 
Lordship, lying on the toilet table on ter 
room.’ 
Stanmore asked no more questions. He 

strode heavily upstairs and went straight 
to Belle’s room. There, on the toilat-table 
as tke butler bad said, he tound a letier 
directed to himself, and a paeket also 
directed. 
He tore tke letter, which was sealed, 

hastily open, and read the words it con- 
tained with utter astonishment and sur- 
prise. 

(To be continued.) 
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