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CHAPTER 1.—BELLE WAYLAND.

‘I cannot help i*, Belle, I have no
cheice ; i: is very hard on me.’

‘It is very hard,’ was the low and falter-
ing reply to these words.

The two speakers—a young man and a
meiden—were sit ing on a bright Octcber
moraing on the ge-well betore Hove at
Brightcn, and they bo'h looked very ead.
Tha girl—Be'le Weylard—h.d a charming
face, bright, piquant, and full of anima‘ion.
Her festares, tco, were de'iate, ani her
who'e sppe:rance atfra tive, Her eom-
panior, Hugh Gilbert, was ¢ls0 very good-
firm, shapely lips, lidcen by his Leivy
mous‘ache. He w.s a golZier, on the eve of
rejoining h's regiment in I.ndi':'. and tke ¢
was a certain daring look in his gray eyes
which well bccame his prolestion.

Neither rpoke again for a [ew moments.
Bcfore them Jay the long b'ue, almort
waveless seastretch, with a golden track on
its broad breast, reflected trom the un-
clouded tun. A whi'esailed ship was
sculdirg b:fore the light wind in the dis-

tance, and a g e.t stillpess seem ad around. (
They | ed, addressing her daughter; ‘I did not go

At least tkese two heard nothing.
were abscrbed in the thcught that they
were about to yart, and thay 1t m ght bz
years before they met again. ;

‘But vou love me, B.lle?’ sudden]y

asked the told er, turning round end look- |

ing earpes‘ly in the girl’s faze.

“Why co vou ask? You know I do,” she
anwered. e

‘And you will be true t> me? You will
never al'er and turn away ¥’

‘] rever will, Hugh ; I promise jou
faith‘ully I never will.’

“Your mo her is a worldly woman, you
know, Belle,” cortitu d Gilbert, ¢n1 a
halt-sai'e piss.d over h's lips; ‘and jou
are—well, a very pretty gul. She will

advise you rotto wait for a jpo:r sidier, ’

Will you

but o acee pt soma rich lover.
let her tempt you?’

‘It is unkipd of you to say that, Hugh;
you kncw I will mot.’

Gilbert’s brown sl'm hard :thle beneath
Bel'e Waylard's cipe, and he caught her
li tle fingers in his own. ;

‘I do bel’eve thit you will not,” he sd,
<and I will trust youa fiithfully. Be true
to me Belle, ard, and as soon as I get my
company I will return to Ergland for you,
or you m.stcoa eto me. We will not have
to wait more thian a year I Lope, ani
then—’

‘] would rath:r wait meny years than

break my word.’ :
*Than I shall always think of you as my

own dear Belle ; no one’s Belle, but mire”

‘And you ?' said tke girl s mewhat wist-
fully, lcoking at him halt-shy ly, half-ten-
derly, ‘Will you be true too, Hugh ?’

‘]"swear that I wil!! Hive no fear, my
derling Belle) ; :

Belle Mayland sighed softly, end just at
this moment there passed at the back of
the two chairs on which they w.re sitting,
a tall, rathe r distinguished-lo king micdle-
sged man. He glarcad at Belle’s charm-
irg prefi'e, and as he did sv _instantly,
recogriz:d it. It wasindeed quite visible,
as her lai o picture hat was pusbed slightly
tack from her fair brow, on which rested
some clustering brown curle.

‘Pretty Belle Waylend,” thought the

passer-by, ‘I wonder who she has go! with
her.”
The paeser-by was .John Dadley, Lord
Stanmore, who had but lately come into
the family title, by the unexpected death
ot bis elder brother. The late Lord Stan-
more had been married to Bell Wayland’s
aunt, and the present Lord knew the pretty
girl sittng with the sad lock on her sweet
tace by Hugh Gilbert’s side.

But Bille never saw Lord Stanmore.
She only saw her lover and thought of the
weary gap cf time he was forced to be

AWAY.
But suddenly she sterted up after glanc-
ing at the llttle watch festered to her dress.
‘Oh, Hugh, I must go.’ she said, ‘it's
ast lunchc 02 time, and mother is so cross
when I keep her waiting, and she won’c go
down without me.’

‘How tiresome,’ answered (rilbert; ‘end
our last mornirg, too. DBut promise me
ore thing, B:lle; come out with me for a
walk to-mght ? You must manage this; I
will wait outside the hotzl until you come.’

‘I will try,’ answered Bell Wayland.
‘No 1 will come,’ she added more deter-
minately. ‘I will shake mother cff some-
how.’ e :
It will be our parting,’ said Gilbert, in
a low tone, and a slight twitch of pain
passed over his face. _

‘] cannot bear to think of it—c:n you
rot stay a day or two more, HugL?’

“Unhappily it is impossible; to-morrow
night I must be at Southhampton, and I
start the day after for India—Yes, Belle we
must say good-bye to-night.”

The girl made no reply to this, and the
two walked on together in silence to the
morz crowded parts of Brighton, and
Gilbert accompinied her to the Hotel
Me‘ropole, where here mother was staying.
Before the entrance of the hotel they
parted.

‘Promise,’ smd Gilbert, as he held Ler
hand in his firm grasp, 'to come to-night?
I will be hare at eight o'clock, and I will
wait for you. Your mother dines atseven,
I suppose?’

‘Yes, and generally falls asleep for a
little while in the drawing-room afterwards.
But the worst of it is, I believe she falls
asleep with her eyes open, however, I'll
contrive to steal away. L'l pretend I am

oing to listen to the music.’

‘] will be here whenever you come,’
¢nswared Gilbert, and then with another
hand c'asp they said good-bye, and Belle
entered the hotel and went up the litt to
the four.h floor, where her mother’s 100m
and her own were situated.

As she walked down the corridor she
met her mother, who looked extremely
annoyed. !

«Well, here your at last,” she said im-
patiently. ‘But come in here,’ she addep,

pushing open the door of her own room,

before which she was standing, ‘I've som?-
tLing to say to you.’

Belle tollowed her mother into the room,
and Mrs. Wayland shut the door behind
her, and then turned round and sharply
addressed her daughter.

*This will never do you know, Delle,
she began.

‘What will never do?' answered Belle
with a slight tosss of her pretty head.

‘Your walking about Brigkton with
Hugh Gilbert. Isaw you from th2 win-
dow, 8o it’s no use your denying it.’

‘I did not mean to deny it,’ said Belle.

Mrs. Wayland was a tall, stout, well-
mads ¢lderly woman with a brown wig and
| good features, but with a dissatisfied ex-
| pression. She was, in truth a p ofzssional
grumbler, and noth'ng pleased her long
exc pt to win money at cards. She was a
| horn gambler, snd had lo:t sums of money
| &t the tatles at Mon‘e Carlo which sh2
could ill afford. To loose sixpence at
whist, however, cost her nearly as much
chagin, &¢nd her, temper wa; det s‘able
during every gema she play«d.

‘Don’t answer in that tore,’

she continu-
| to,the expense ¢f bringing jou Lere for
| you to be seen loit¢ r'ng about w'th a penni-
| less young fellow I'ke Hugh Gilbert, Ard
| I tell you I won't bave it.’

|  Bella strugged h r should«rs.

| ‘Don’t distrcss yows:lt about it," ske
' faid, carelessly, or rather wi'h affected
| carclessness, ‘Hugh Gibert leaves Brighton
' to-morrow, and starts fcr India.’

| ‘And I am very glad tohear it. Itis
| quite time you l:it of such tolly. You
| must be gin to thick ceriously of Jite, Belle.
| You know we are horriby poor. [am
(ture I do nct know how t> me:t the en-
| ormdus hotel bill unless your aunt Lucy
| he'ps me.’

*IThen wby did you c:me to such an ex
' pensive place ?’ retorted Belle.

{ ‘I brcught you here fo be seen ard to
llock as it we bad more money than we
| really bave. It no good in this worlt to
| make a poor faca. (Girls to murry well
must arp ¢r t> be wcll off, must dr.ss
well, however much their unforiunate par-
erts have to pinch thewselves. Just look
at me. I haven't a decent gown; and
tten look at your aunt Lucy. She mace a
good match and I mace a tad orne; it
makes all the diffcrcnce in life.’

‘Yet I don’t believe Aunt Lucy was
happy a bit in Eker married lite. When
Stanmore died. and I tried (o say some-
thing about being sorry for her, she smiled
a very peculiar smile and shrugged bher
shoulders over her husbana’s Ceath !’

*Then all I can say is, she ka1 no occas-
ion to shrug her shoulders. Stanmore left
her very well off, and gave her a title, and
[ don’t know what else she wanted. It was
ungrateful ot Lucy to sbrug her shoulders.’

‘He bad an odious temper, hadn’t he ?’

‘Well, if be had, you can’c have every-
thing. Your father had an odious temper
too, yet he left me poor and Lucy is rich.
Things are most unequally divided in this
world.’

‘But when you married my fatker, he
was supposed to be rich, was’at he ?’

‘I would not have married him unless he
bad been supposed to be 1i:h you may be
' very sure. I wistaken in. He speculated
and lost nearly all Lis money, and here am
[, a poor widow, ard Lucy a rich one, and
[ was much the best looking of the two to
begin with. It’s real disgusting! But its
no use standing here ; and don’t you make
a fool of yourselt as I did. Come down to
lunck. 1 teel I tequire something, though
I have no appetite. By-the-bve, I see
Stanmore has arrived here. I wonder when
we stall see him ?’

‘You mean Jack Dadley ? Oh, yes, to
be sure he is Stanmore now ; weil he is
rather nice.’

‘He is extremely agreeable ; unusually
to0, and very good-looking.’

‘He is quite old, isn’t he ?’

‘How absurd you are, Belle ! Chits like
you think everyone old, if they are past
five-end-twenty. I hope we shall see
Stanmore to-day. But come along.’

The mother and daughter accordingly
went down to lunchcon, and more than one
man’s eyes followed the pretty girl, as she
walked by Mrs. Wayland’s side. Among
those who looked after her wae Lord Stan-
more, and presently he rose and went up
to the t.ble where Mrs. Wayland and
Belle were sitting.

‘Good morning, Mrs. Wayland,’ he said ;
‘I hope you have not quite forgotten me ?"

‘Not in the least, Stanmore,” answered
Mre. Wayland, graciously, extending her
large, white hand. ‘Yoar new name does
not change old friends, you know. This
is Belle—do you remember her

‘I remember Miss Wayland pertectly,’
replied Lord Stanmore, smilirg. “‘Indeed,
it would be impossible to forget her.’

Belle smiled too, not displessed by the
compliment. She had met ‘Jack Dudley,’
as she had called him, more than once at
her aunt L.ady Stanmore’s during the life-
time of his brother, and Jack Dadley had
always thought her a remarkably pretty
gli:l. And now Lord Stanmore tbought so
also.

*A charming fsce,’ he reflected, looking
at Belle atten'ively; *but all the.same,
there’s a spice of the devil in those big
hazel eyes.’

Stanmore was a man, however, who
rather liked ‘a spice ot the devil’ in a
woman, and Belle’s appearance took his
tancy. He stood talking with Mrs. Way-
land for a few minutes, and then asked if
they were staying at the Metropole.

&es,’ answered Mrs. Wayland, ‘and I
expect your sister-in-law, and my sister
Lucy,will come down and join us presntly.’

*That will be charming. ut in the
meantime will youdine with me this even-
ing ; it will give me great pleasure if you
will 2

Mrs. Wayland was delighted. She loved
a good dinner, and a good dinner at any-
one alse’s expense still more. But Belle
listened to the invitation with a sinking

heart.

‘You are very kind,” answered Mrs.
Wayland ; ‘yes, we shall be very pleased
to dine with you.’

Belle opened her lips to say she was
sorry she could not, bu: she was afraid to
spraks the words. It made her promise to

ugh Gilbert more difficalt to keep, she
knew, this invitation of Lord Stanmore's;
but all the same she determined to keep ir.

Presently Lord Stanmore went away to
smoke, and the Waylands went out to
drive. Mrs. Waylend was—for her—in
high good humor.

‘IVs very vice o! Stsnmore to ask us to
dine with him to-night, Belle, isn't it ?’ she
said, aiter s>ating herself as comfortably
as she could ia the carriage.

‘I euppose he thought it wouldn't be as
dull as dining alone,” answercd Belle, re-
volving in her mind how she could escape
from the dinner.

“Nonsense ; just as it he could not get
anyone he chose to ask to dine with him.
[ must say that is a very ungrateful ¢pzech
Belle.”

B:lle did not reply ; she was, for her,
strangely eilent. But Mrs. Wayland made
up for her taciturnity. She commented on
the want of taste dJisplayed in the dress of
some of those around her, and criticised
in general severely. Suddenly however,
Belle put her hand to her forehead.

‘Mother,’ ehe said, ‘would you mind go-
ing back to the hotel? I've taken such a
frightful pain 1 my head I cannot bear
driving any longer.’

‘Good grazious ! you are not going to b2
ill surely ?* exclaimed Mrs. Wayland, in
genuine alarm ; ‘and when we are to dine
with Lord Stanmore too.”

‘I don’t think I csn go down for dinner,’
answered Belle faintly.

*You must go down to dinner,’ said Mrs.
Waylard. ‘Go and lie down now, and I'll
give you some sal-volatile, and by balf-past
seven you will be all right.’

They accordingly returned to the hotel,
and Belle duly lay down and drack the sal-
volatile Bat when her mother went to
her room and told her it was time for her
to rise end dress for dinnzr Belle positively
rfased to do so.

‘I am not firto go downstairs, and I
wen't,’ she said. My head is splitting,
and I am not going to make a fool of my-
selt before everyone.’

In vain Mre, Wayland s'ormed and
scolded. Belle remaiced fi'm, and Mis.
Wayland was at last obliged to go away to
corsider her own toilette, anl D lle was
left in peace. She prisently heard the
rus le ¢f her mo har's silk cress as she
passed her dco-, and tken Belle rose
quickly. It was just eight o’clock now,
ard in a few minutes Mrs. Wayland wou'd
be d.ning, and Belle feit hers:lt safe.

Lord Stasmore was w iting in the ante-
room for his expectzd gu=ste, and it must
bz admitted the expression ot Lis face
slightly changed whzn he saw that the po:tly
mother was not fillowed by the pretty
cauzhter. But he was a man of th2 world,
and he redieved Mrs. Wayland's excuses
for Belle’s non-ippeararc: gracefully
enough.

“The poor child has got one of her bad
Lead a:nes,’ she gaid, ‘and is dreadfully
disappcioted she is not well enough to
come down to dnaer, but I would not al-
low her. It is best for Ler to li2 still.’

‘[ am very scrry inZeed, but I kope an-
other time she will be my guest,” énswered
S anmor>, and then he propor:d they
should go into the dmirg-room, and Mrs.
Wayland did not allow Belle's absence to
affect her appetite nor spoil the enjoymsnt
ot tke most expensive champagne Stan-
mcre could provide for her.

Betore dinner was over, however, his
thoughts evid: ntly reverted to B:lle.

‘Perhaps Miss Wayland would be well
enough to come down into the lounge and
have some coffee and listen to the music ?’
he said, and Mrs. Wayland agreed, she
would go up to her room and see.

Accordingly she proceeded there, but
when she reiched Belle's room to her con-
sternation she foundit emgty. She locked
bastily round snd then went to the ward-
robe. Belle's usual cape and bat were
not there, and tien Mrs. Wayland knew
she had been deceived.

‘The little fo-1, the deceitful little fool,’
she thought, angrily. ‘So her headache
was all a sham, and no doub! shs has gonza
out to meet that penniless fellow, Hugh
Giilbert. Was there ever such a lunatic,
and when S'aamore evidently admires her.
But he must never know this.’

She sat down for a few munutes to con-
sider what it was best to do and to recover
her composure. Then she went down in
the litt and proceeded to the lounge, where
Stanmore was awaiting her.

‘I am so sorry,’ she said addressing him,
‘but I found Belle fast asleep, and I
thought it best not to rouse her. She was
sleeping like a child, and no doub! her
headache will be all gone in the morning.’

*We must hope so,” answered Stanmore,
courteously. But he was about tired of
Mrs. Wayland’s company by this time, and
presently strolled away, and by and by
Mrs. Wayland re-ascended to her daugh-
ter’s room, and sat there grimly awaiting
her return.

CHAPTER II.— MRS, WAYLAND THREAT.

Belle in the meanwhile was with her
lover, and her heart was full of strange, sad
happiness. She was nappy to be with him ;
to be near him, but the coming parting lay
like a dark shadow clouding this last tryst.

She had quitted the hotel shortly after
her mother had come down to dinner, and
outside Hugh Gilbert was waiting for her.
He was standing a little back in the
shadow, but as she Cescended the bril-
liantly lighted entrance steps, he went for-
ward nstantly to meet her.

*You see Iy have managed it,’ she said,
looking up smilingly in his face. ‘I pre-
tended I was ill, and would not go down
to dinner; mother is dining with Lord
Stanmore.’

“The man who came lately into the title?’
asked Hugh Gilbert, drawing her hand
through bis arm.

‘Yes ; mother's awfully fond of titles,

ou know,’ answered Belle, with a little
ugh, as much as to say that she was not.

'fa he married P’ next inquircd Gilbert.

‘Oh no ; until his brother died, I do nct
suppose he had any money to marry on,
and besides—'’

‘Well, what besides ?’

‘He was considered a bit of a scamp, I
believe. Aunt Lucy always used to say
Jack Dudley was not & marrying man.’
‘And you knew him well P
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] bave met him once or twice at Aunt
Lucy's, and todey at lunch he came up, and
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asked us to dine with him ? He’s not inter-
esting.’

‘No; and you are. Oh! Belle, B:lle!
continued the ycung man, with deep feel-
inz and emotion iniis voice, drawing her
arm clcsar to his side. *To think that I
am going awiy from you: that we must
part tonight—and that others will be w:th
you when I am not here.’

‘But if I do rot care for others ?' answer-
ed Belle, in a low sweet voice, nestling
nearer to him.

‘Now, I believe you do not ; nay I know
you do not. But after I am gone—’

‘You will only be dearer to me, Hugh—
if that could be.’

‘You are my own love, then; my own
true love, Belle. I will live on this thought
when [ am far away.’

‘Ani you will write very often? scid
Belle.

‘Of couree [ shall.  And no one sees
your lefters, I suppose, Belle

‘I should think no*, indeed !

“Then I will tell you what I am thinking
of; what I am doing. Oaly I suppose the
them> will be very monotonous.’

‘Why ? How do you mean?’

‘Because it will be always Belle, Belie!
I shall be always tlinking of you, Belle,
and out of tke fullness of the heart, you
xnow, the mouth speaketh, and I suppose
the pen writes.’

‘And I ssall tell you everytbing I do,
also.’

‘Tell me all the Iittle things; who you
dance with, where you go. Keep mein your
mind, Belle, and let distance be forgotten
between us. Think of me as always near.’

‘But that will be difficult when you are
so far away,” answered B lle, and she
sig hed softly.

*No, not so difficult as you think. After
you left Nortbridge I often uted to feel
that you were still near me. Do you re-
member th.t night on the hillside, when
the moon came out and I found courage at
last to tell you what I felt. I often went
to that spot afterwards, and sometimes I
felt as if your spirit were near me there,
and almost as it your hand lay in mine.
But I could not do this always.’

‘I otten used to think of that night, too,’
said Belle, in a soft, low voice, ‘when we
sat together, and I was so pleased to
know——'

‘Wkat were fou pleased to know, Baile

“That you cared for me,’ half whispered
the girl.

‘I do cire for you deeply and truly.
You have my future in your hancs, Belle,
for good or evil.”

‘Ob, it must be for good.’

‘I believe 1t will be. But now let us
go along the sea-wall,ard leave ail this
bustle behind us. I want you to remem-
ber this night, too, Belle’

A tew minutes later they were leaning
togetLer on the iron railing in front of tke
sea-wall, watching the waves break below.
In the morning a golden track from the
sun had shone on the wide waters, and
now a rippling stream ot silver light fell
there, for the moor: was full, and cast with
weird shadows alllarcund.

‘I shall dream of this,’ said Hugh Gilbert,
and his arm stole round Belle as he spoke.
*And you, Belle, will you forget it?’

‘No;' and then her head fell a little low.
‘But it will be so sad—so sad,” she mur-
mured.

‘What will be sad, my dear one ?’

‘To think that you might be ill, and 1
would not know—that you might be in
danger.’

‘1ll, or well, your memory will be with
me. You shall be my guardian angel,
Belle.?

More tsnder words they whispered ;
more dreams of days tocome. The mystic
music of the sea tell on their ears, and the
fresh night breeze stole arouud them. It
was their parting hour, and they lingerad
in its sad sweetness. Thezy both knew the
obstacles that lay before them; but they
both also knew, or felt, and believed that
its truth would ttand the test of time.

At last unwillingly Bzlle laid her hand
gently on her lover’s arm.

‘I must go now, Hugh,” she said. “I
dare not stay any longer.’

“Yes, just a little longer,” he answered,
and Belle did not refuse his request.

Che clung t» his arm, and they walked
on almost in silence. More than orce
some farewell words trembled on her lipe,
but the could not epeak ttem. Then, wkea
no one was near, Hugh Gilbert bent down
and p-essed his lips oa hers.

‘Promise me,” he whispered, ‘that no
other lips shall touch yours until I return.’

‘I promise,’” she answered; ‘I promise
this faithfully, Hugh.’

‘You will tell me this truly when I come
back P’

¢ will.”

o the girl made her vow, and the man
believed her Above, the mysterious stars
—-those silent witoesses of many false vows
and broken promises—shone calmly on.
But the young pastionate hearts heeded
them nct. They trusted mm each cther’s
faich, and so pledged their troth, at the
very moment when others were planning to
make it vain.

At last reluctantly, slowly, they turned
and began retracing their tootsteps. And
when they reached the hotel Gilbert took
leave of her.

“‘Remember, I trust yon,” were his last
words to ber, and then with a lingering
hand clasp they parted, and Belle went
quickly inside, pulling down a thick veil
over her face as she did so. As she crossed
the entrarce-ball she met Lord Stanmore,
but she never looked up, and Stanmore did
not recognise her. But something in her
walk and general appearance made him
turn his head ard look after her.

“But no it cannot be,” he thought;
“‘unless ttis was the headache:” and he
smiied a little cynically.

He had seen much of women, this man;
of women who had not tended to elevate
his ideas concerning them, and he some-
times spoke hardly and bitterly of their
failtes. But as a rule he took life easily
and carelessly.

*It's giving oreself too much trouble to
be angry wken the lovely cieatures cheat
us,’ he used to say ; ‘I suppose it's their
nature.’

This was his creed, yet he nevertheless
wor dered more thzn once it the veiled girl
he had passed at so late an hour was Belle
Wayland. Her face interested him, ‘I
skould like to see betind that charming
mask,’ he thought.

Belle in the meantime had ascended to
her own rocm, ard on opening the door
was petrified to find her mother there. Mrs.
Wayland was pale with anger and indiiu-
tion, and at once attacked her daughter
with extraordinary bitterness.
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“You disgraceful girl, where have you
been at this time of night P’ she asked.

But Belle made no reply.

‘But I know where you have been ’ con-
inued Mrs. Waylan1 furiously. *You have
been out with that penniless Hugh Gilbert,
thiowing away all your chances of life into
the s>a !

‘Yee, I have be'n out with Hugh
Gilbert,” retorted Belle with some in-
dignation ; ‘out with the man I am going
to marry ; whom I mean to marry.’

‘You mean to marry him! Never girl, I
tell you never !" screamed Mrs. Wayland.

*Well, we shall see,” ausw:red Bel'e

uietly. ‘And now you had better not raise
tte hous: I think, but go to bed.

‘Yes we shsll see,’ replied Mrs. Wayland
who was white with passion; ‘but before
you marry him, I will tell him sometbing
that will prevent him ever marrying you.’

‘What do you mean P’ asked Bel'e sharp-
ly and quickly.

*Yes, what o I mean ! I know what I
mean nevertheless, ard I advice you to
take warning in time. Yovr future is in my
hands, to you had best tike care what you
do.’ »

With these words Mrs. Wayland quitted
her daughter’s room, but her parting words
still rang in Belie's esrs.

‘What can she be talking about, or
binting at ?’ thought Belle. ‘Nothng, 1
suppose, only she is in such arage she
does not know what she is saying. But she
shall never part me from Hugh.’

The gi:l went to the window as she
spoke and locked out on the moonlit sea,
and a sort of calm stole over her heart.
Her mother's angry words faded from her
wind, and her 1sver's fcnd ones came back.

‘He said I was to be his good arg:l,’
she thought, ‘and I will be. Dear, dear
Hugh, I kn)w you are thirking ¢f me now ’

In the meanwhile Mrs. Wayland was
pacing up and down her own room, which
was c'ose to B:lle’s in a state of grest ex-
citement and anger.

‘So she dare defy me,” she was reflect-
ing. ‘I who could bring sll ker pride to
the dust it I chose. Marry Hugh Gilbert
indeed ! Never, a beggar like that. No,
she shell know everything before ste makes
such a fool ot herself, and then we will see
what she will fay.’

Mrs. Waylana’s face assumed a hard
and resolute exjressicn as these thoughts
passed through her mind, and it was hours
betore she could ccmpose herselt to sleep.

The next morning she did nct go dcwn
to breaktast, and befira she had lefc her
room had addressc d the following letter to
her sister, the w dowed Lady Stanmore.

‘My dear Lucy,—You saii you would
come down to see us, and I wish you would
come now. The truth is, I am having a
great ceal ot trouble with Belle. You
reme mber that young feilow, Hugh Giloert,
whom we met at Northbridge? He is the
son of the Vicer there, and is in some regi-
ment or other out in India. Well, he.and
Belle flirted a good deal while we were at
Northbridge, but I, of course, thought
nothing of it, as the young man has not a
penny in the world, I suppose, but his pay,
and I imagined Belle had too much sense
to look upon the affair seriously. But it
seems | was mistaken. Ie bas followed
her down here, and they bave been walk-
ing about togetber, and list night your
brother-in-law, Staumore, asked us to dine
with him, and Belle pretended that she had
such a violent heaCache that she could
not go down to dinner. But when dianer
was over, and I went ap to look atter her,
she had disappeared ! There ! what do you
think of that? I was obliged to tell
Stanmore she was atleep, for what could I

say? Then I weitcd up for ber, and part
eleven o'clcck she returned. I raturally
was very engry, ard more so when she
told me quite coolly that sh2 had been out
walking with the man she irtended to
marry. Now, Lucy, this must be put a
stop to at once. Belle must marry well,
and you know the strong reascn why she
should do so. I would rather tell her
everything than allow ber to comwmit such a
moral suicile as marry this Hugh Gilber®.
You bave more influence with her tban I
have, 1 think, ttough I cannot uncerstand
how this is sc, and I wish you would come
at once Serd a wire as soon as you get
this, and believe me, withdove, to remain.

‘Your affectionate sister,
‘Belinda Wayland.’

(to Le continued.)

AGONIZING, TRANSFKFIXING PAIN.

The most excruciating pein known is
perhaps caused by Avgina Pectoris, which
1s most to be drsaded of any of the diseases
of the heart. It distinguishes itself espes
cially by paie, and by pain which is best
described as agonizing. The pain litera'ly
transfixes the petienr, generally radiating
from the heart to the %eft shoulder and
down the arm. The face shows the ﬁic-
ture of terror, and is either deathly white
or livid. To a person suffering from this
species of L eart trouble or from pilp’tation
or fluttering of the heart, sbortness of
breath, or smothering spells, the value of
De. Agnew'’s Cure for the Heart ¢ nnot be
es imated, as it will give relief in thirty
minutes in every case, and it judiciously
used, effect a cure  Dr. Agnew’s Cure for
the Heart is the greatest life savirg remedy
of the age.

BAVARIAN AND HIS BEER.

It Iargely Supplies the Place of Meat With
the Pleasant Clase.

Here ia Bavaria, where I write, all beer
is sut jzct to strict governmental inspection ;
and if adulterations are found in it the
police authorities empty it into the public
sewers, the brewer bearing all losses and
paymng all costs. Asa consequence, Ba-

varian beer is famed all over the world for

its puritv ; and, chemically consi ered, its
high repufation is justly deserved. As to
its Lealthfulness, this seems to be a ques-
tion of quantity rather than quality ; and I
am not quite ready to effirm that taken in
moderation, it is not a normal and whole-
some article of diet. They ca!l beer in

Bavaria flussiges brod—tbat is, bread in a
liquid form—a name wh'ch some would
think to be not very complimentary to the
“‘staff of life.” Be this as it may, it is ccr-
tain that beer coostitutes, whether for
better or worse, a large fraction of the
nutriment of the people, especially cf the
peasantry. With this latter element of
society I have had much intercourse for
several years, and knaw thzir habits and
dietic resources p-etty w Il. As a rale, the
pesant class in Bavaris are practically
vegetariane. Not that they bave any
dictetic theories as fo the wuses of
animal and vegetable food respective-
ly ; for truth to tell, they have
commonly no theor.es about any: ‘g
under the sun, beirg ignorant and
priest-ridden to a degree which excludes
nearly all the better possibilities of man-
hood. Sunday is the only day in the week
on which the peasaunts of Bavaria allow
themselves the Juxury of meat. simply be-
cause the conditions of poverty prohibit
the indulgence. DBeer being caeaper than
meat, the working classes almost of neces-

sity resort to it as a stapl2 article of nourish-
ment, and it seems to contain, as to chemi-
cal constituents, much thatis essential to
repair the waste of tissue inseparable from
long and severe musculer exertion. ©

In Munich, some years ago, the pubuc
had a little taste of the prohitition dogma,
which isnot likely soon to be repeated.
They have a great brewery here called the
Court brewery, by reason of the fact that
it is owned by members of the royal temily
of Baveria, and is operated under their
supervision. In the fluctuations of trade
it came to pass notsovery long sgo that
the price of hops and malt took an upward
stride on the maket, so that the cost of
brewing the royal beers was slightly in-
creased. Thereupon, following the law of
self-protection, tundamental in mercantile
ethics, the government put up the price of
beer a half cent per quart. Specdily it be-
came evident that bread in a fluid as well
as in a solid state can breed revo'utions;
for such was the threatening attitude of
popu'ar feelings that riotous assemblies
gatherel in the streets and public parks,
and especially in the grea' court yard of
the royal brewery, and 1t was for a little
while a questicn how long the walls would
be likely to stand and the great tuns and
vats hold their precious contents. The
price of beer was tor.hwith put back at the
figure, the government pocketing the lose.
—Christian Register.

HOPE WAS ABANDONED.

THE PECULIAR CASE OF MRS, HILL,
OF WINCHESTER.

The Doclor Told her That her Trouble was
Consumption of the Bowels—There was no
Hope of Recovery—But Health was Almost

Miraculousiy Restored:

From the Morrisburg Herald.

Mrs. Hill, wife ot Mr. Robt. Hill, of
Winchester, not many months ago was
looked upon s one whose days were
pumbered. To day she is a handsome,
healthy woman showing no traces of her
tormer desperate condition, and it is
therefore little wonder that her case has
created a profound sensation in the
neighborhood. To a reporter who called
upon her Mrs. Hill expressed a willing-
ness to give the story of her illness and
recovery for publication, and she told it
with an earnestness that conveyed to the
listener better than mere words could do,
her deep gratitude to the medicine which
had brought about her restoration to health
and strength. “‘I feel,” she said ‘‘almos
like one raised from the dead, and my case
seems to me lttle short of miraculous.
About a year ago I was cocfined, and
shortly after I was takcn with canker in the
mouth, and suffered terribly. Although I
bad good medical attendance I did not seem
to get b.tter. In fact other complications
set in which seemed fast hurrying me to
the grave. I grew weaker and weaker
until at last I was corfined to bed, where 1
lay for three months. My bowels were in
a terrible condition, and at last the octor
said he could do no more for me 2  nith
the other complications I had consuitiption
of the bowels. My limbs and face became
terribly swollen, my heart became weak
and my blood seemed to have turned to
water. I became simply an emaciated living
skelcton. At last the doctor told me
that I was beyond the aid of human skill,
and that further attendance on his part
would do no good. Oae day some time
later my {riends stood around my bedside
thinking every moment to see me breath
my last, but I rallied, and at the urgent
solici‘ation of a friend it was decided at
tlis apparently hopeless juncture to _ ve
Dr. \snuiams‘ Pink Pills a trial. In L 38
than two weeks a slight improve-
ment had taken place, and from that
out I slowly but surcly progressed
toward récovery, until as you can see for

ourself, I am once more a healty woman.
t is impossible for me to express how
g)ntelul teel towards Dr. Williams' Pink

Wls, which under God’s blessiag have re-
stored me to health and family and friends.
I feel that the world should know my story
so that some other suffering sister may be
able to find health in the medicine which I
believe will never fail.”

The experience of years has proved that
there is absolutely no disease due to a
vitiated condition of the blood or shattered
rerves, that Dr. Williems' Pink Pills will
not promptly cure, and those who are
suffering from such troubles wculd
svoid much misery and save money
by promptly resorting to this treat-
ment. Get the genuine Pink Pills
every fime and do not be persuaded to
take an imitation or some other remedy
from a dealer, who, for the rake of the ex-
tra profit to himself, may say is “just as
good.” Dr. Williams® Pink Pills make rick,
red blood, and cure when other medicines

fail.
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