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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS, 

CHAPTER 1., 11, 11L.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle 
Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh- 
ton as he isabout to sail for India with his regi- 
ment. Belle promises to be true and asrees to meet 
him that evening 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 busband 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 dinmer Mrs. Wayland 
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, 

CHAPTER 1v.— Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton 
sud 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 lays 
her plans accordingly. She decides to intercept the 
letters between the lovers. Lord Stanmore be. 
comes deeply interested in Belle and invites his 
sister-in-law, Mrs. Waylana acd Belle to spend a 
few 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 cals upon the party, 

and invites them 'o visit him at Hurst ball. e is 
greatly smitten with Belle. Lady Stanmore opens 
# 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. 

CEAPTER viiL.—Belle’s diary continued. She tells 

Lady Stasmore of her dream about Hugh. That 
iady decides to write Mre. Balour. 

CHAPTER I1x.—Lady Stanmore destroys 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. 8ir Dick Probyn proposes to 

Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a 

letter from Mrs. Balfcur who went to 

India on the same hip 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. Ia taking a morning walk she 
breaks through the ice. 

CHAPTER X. XI. XIIL.—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 xI11.—Be¢lle is convalescent. Stanmore 

roposes 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 Eelle acquiesces. The marriage is 
arranged for an early day. 

CHAPTER Xtv.—1he eveo! the wedding. Lady 

Stanmore writes to her friend in Bombay and tells 

ber of the marriage and specially requests that 
the news be told Hugh Giblert whom she repre- 
sents as a friend only of Belle's. 

CHAPTER Xxvil —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 yey 2 Probyn 
«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 youog 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 
aftection. 
CHAPTER XI1X.—fir Dick offers a diamond pen- 
dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that 
his confession of love must end a pleasant iriend- 
ship and be 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 
which she resents, 
CHAPTER xX.—An unforgotten face. Lord and 

Lady Statmore 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 XxxII-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 her let'ers and the latter ack- 
nowledges her guilt but nothing of the situation is 
told 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 
0. 

y CHAPTER xxIv.—Gilbert hears of Belle's acciden 
on the lake and of Stanmore’s appearance on the 
scene in time to save Ler life and the result. 

CHAPTER xxv,—The whole on 4 go to Strat. 
hearn and are cnarmad with its beauty. A row on 
the lake and its result. The Marchmonts farnish 
their own shooting box and invite Gilbert to jom 
them. He is inclined to do so as he does not teel at 
ease at Strathearn, but he and Belle discuss the 
matter and she requests hin to stay for a tew days 
more. 
CHAPTER XXVI., XXVII.—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 summoned from 
London and the wound is pronounced not dangerous. 

CHAPTER XXviil.—An old friend. Belle makes 
many anxious enquiries about Gilbert and sends 
him arose by Jim Marchmont. Lady Stanmore 
receives a letter from M.s. Marchmont who is ex. 
ome - in a day or two to stayat their new shooting 
0x, in which she tells her that Mrs. Seymour i3 

coming to stay with them at Glenwrath, Ske tells 
kelle and wishes her to go away with her during 
Mrs. Seymour’s stay but Belle declines. 
+ CHAPTER XXIX —Mrs. Seymour. Lady Stan- 
md ve leaves Strathearn after first telling Lord Stan- 
"re of Mrs. Seymours expected arrival. The 
laser comes to Scotland and Belle meets ber. 
Gilbert makes his first appearance downstairs since 
the accident and is received by Belle. He is still 
Yeop VS and faints away while listening to Belle 
1eading. 
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 Stanmore suggests to Jim Marchmont that it 

is time for Gilbert to leave Strathearn 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.” 

WPTER XXXII,—~A picnic. Bel'e overhears a 
«J ersation between Mrs Seymour and Lord Sian- 
mole, in which the lattér 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 XxXxI11.—More than life. Belle and Gil 

bert have an interview, in which their flyght is 
pianase. Stanmore discovers that Belle has left 
im and gone with Hugh Gilbert. 

CHAPTER XXXIv.—Belle's letter is received by 
Stanmore; she tells bim now that she married him 
through pique and relates the deceit practiced by 
her aunt and its awful consequences. Stanmore tells 
Mrs. Seymour the news. Jiw Marchmont defends 
‘Gilbert. Lady Stanmore receives a call from her 
bsother-in-law in which he accuses her of her decep. 
tion and they become enemies. 

CHAPTER XXXV —A new lght. The news of 
Belle's flight is heard at Hurst and Lady Probyn 
breaks the news to Sir Dick and also tells him of 
Amv Trewlaney’s love. Sir Dick proposes to Amy 
and is accepted. 

CHAPTER XXXVI,—HER ANSWER. 

*Tell me, Hugh, tell me what are you 
thinking of, dear,” Belle said, interrupting 
a long pause. 
‘My thoughts are always occupied by one 
rson,’ he answered, and taking her band, 
raised it to his lips. 
‘Dearest,’ she whispered, just above her 

breath, every letter of the word sounding 
as delicious music in his ears. 

They sat alone on the verandah of a mall 
bungalow, situated half-way up tke Malabar 
Hill. Evening had come at last, the fierce 
heat of a tropical sun had subsided, and 
faint and fragrant breezes stole up from 
the Indian Ocean, just stirring the palms, 
the plaintain, and the cocca nut trees that 
grew in rich Juxuriance upon the hill elopes 
of this favored site. 
‘Do you know, Belle,” Hugh Gilbert 

said, presently ; sometimes I think Iam too 
bappy in having you near me; and then an 
idea occurs to me which falls like a shadow 
across the brightness of my life.’ 

‘Desrest,” she answered, ‘we must have 
no shedows.’ 

‘You can banish this at once and forever, 

or—' 
‘Only tell me how,” she said, esgerly; 

‘only tell me how.’ 
‘By answering a question, Belle; and I 

know you will speak the truth: I know you 
you will be candid with me.’ 

‘You frighten me, dearest. What is it 
you would know ?’ 

‘Tell me if you ever regretted coming 
away with me; if you ever grieve for what 
you have left bebind ?’ 

‘Never,’ she answered, with an air of 
solemn conviction. ‘It has never cost me 
a tingle moment's regret. How could you 
think so, Hugh?’ 
He heaved a decp sigh and turned his 

face to where her eyes shone on him, calm, 
lustrous, and beautiful, like stars quivering 
through darkness; but he made no answer. 
: ‘Why did you ask me ?’ she said present- 
y- 
‘Because I scmetimes fear I have been 

selfish ; that I have been cruel in taking you 
away from wealth, position, and all things 
the world regards as valuable.’ 

*The value of things lies notin them 
selves, but in wtat they are to us; and for 
me, all I bave left tehind is worthless in 
comparison with the happiness I have gain- 
ed,’ shereplied, drawing closer to him still. 

His arm was round her; his lips touched 
hers. 
‘My darling,’ he said, his voice quiver- 

ing with tenderness ; ‘I think, now, my cup 
ot heppiness is full. Some wise man once 
said we should die when we reached the 
happiest moment of our lives, before time 
for sorrow had come. I teel I have rothing 
left to desire save one thing—to make you 
my wife. [If the time were only come when 
we might marty.’ 
She moved uneasily, as might a startled 

bird : her dream was disturbed. Presently 
ke felt a tear fall upon his hand, when he 
started as if it had been a touch of fire 

‘Belle, what have 1 said; have I made 
you unhappy ?’ 

‘No, dear; I was merely thinking of how 
much I bave missed in all the time [ was 
parted from your of the treachery of the 
woman who spoiled my life to gratily some 
whim, to avenge some slight of her own. 
Surely, hers is a crime gaeater than mine,’ 
she burst out, passionately. 
He piesed one band soothing'y over the 

head laid upon his shoulder. ‘Let the 
past be forgotten,” he said; ‘and let us 
value the present. We are happy now; is 
not that enough?’ 

‘Yes, dearest; that is enough,’ she al- 
most sobbed. In the silence that followed 
the stir of palm leaves could be heard quite 
close; further down came the chirrup of 
some insect amongst the yellow flowers 
whilst far away towards the south they 
caught the fe:int sound of the ocean, as it 
lapped the long stretch of black and yellow 
shore. 
As they sat there, sufil:ient in them- 

selves for each other’s happi ess, creators 
ot the love-I't world in which they dwelt, 
he suddenly shuddered. 

‘Do you feel cold, dear? she asked anx- 
iouely. 

‘No, only scmecone has walked above my 
grave.’ 

‘Hugh, dear, don't say that,’ she pro- 
tested. 

‘No, we are going to live happily for 
evermore. 

‘In a few days the law will graciously per- 
mit us to become man and wite, for it is 
six months, all but a few days, since Stan- 
more got his divorce. I wonder if he will 
marry again? 
‘He was always kicd to me,’ Belle said 

reflectively 
Hugh shuddered again. 
‘You must not sit here longer,’ she re- 

marked. 1 hope you have not taken cold 
already,’ and rising, they went into their 
sitting-room, his arm around her. 

‘Sing me something, dear,’ he said to 
her, opening the piano, for her voice had a 
charm for him that was indescriable. 
She sat down to the instrument and 

struck a few chords, theo, through the 
balmy stillness of the night, her voice came 
clear and sweet, as she sang the opening 
bars of Robin Adair. Lying cn a couch, 
ke listened to her, strangely moved and 
wonderfully soothed, until suddenly her 
voice broke into a sob ; the music ceased, 
and she covered her face with her hands. 
In a second he was beside her, his cheek 
laid against hers. 
‘What is it, dear, what is it, Belle?’ he 

asked tenderly. 
‘Nothing, dear, only Iam weak and ner- 

vous to night. Forgive me, I was foolish 
to cry—only—only the tears would come. 
I could not keep them back.’ 

“They are not tears of sorrow ?’ 
‘No, no; only tears of joy.’ 
“Then let them flow,’ he said, and he 

kissed her fondly. 
Next morning at breakfast her watchful 

eyes saw that he looked pale, that his eyes 
looked heavy and dull. 

‘Are you not well, Hugh ?’ she inquired. 
‘(Quite well, dear.’ 
‘But you are so pale,’ ste persisted. 
‘I have a headache ; I suppose it's caused 

by yesterday's heat ; but it will be nothing. 
I fancy we are going to have a change of 
weather. When the wind comes from the 
west we shall be much cooler. Oh, for an 
English breeze, for a cloudy sky.’ 
Knowing that she was watching him 

closely he strove to eat, but he had no ap- 
petite. When the meal was over he lit his 

pipe, but for once tobacco failed to have 
any relish for him. An engagement made 
some days before with some brother officers 
tcok bim out after breakfast, and he left 
with the promise of returning befor the 
mid-day beat set in, for never did be leave 
ner for long 81550, 

She watched him paes through the little 
compound, with its trees and trailing flow- 
ers, and saw bim walk down the white road 
with its border of dusty cactus leaves and 
rank dried grass. A few yards down he 
turned to where the stood in the verandah, 
and kissed bands to her, she waving her 
handkerchief to him. When he went, her 
heart went with him, and with a listless 
step and a grave air she entered the shad- 
owy sitting-room and sat down to think out 
her thoughts. 

Since she had left England no letter had 
been written to her by friend or relative ; 
no message from them had reached her. 
It she had died she could not have been 
more separated from all those she former- 
ly had known. The Marchmonts, Lady 
Stanmore, the Probyns, were now to her 
as the people of a dream. Save for the 
one friend, she bad n» friends in the world 
but he was a'l the world to her; she need- 
ed none but him. 
Through solicitors in the first instance, 

and later through the English newspapers, 
she had learned of the divorce instituted by 
Lord Stanmore, and of the release from his 
marriage which he had no difficulty in ob- 
ta'ning, and the six months necessary to 
elapse between the verdict and the re-mar- 
riage of either hustand and wife being now 
almost at an end, she looked forward to 
the day when in the sight of men Hugh 
Gilbert would be her husband. 
Only afew days more and they would 

be united legally—a prospect that gave 
her intense satisfaction ; not that she would 
then be bound closer to Hugh, or he to her 
than now, but thatthe life which would be 
ushered into the world betore long, would 
then be free from a heritage of shame. 
At this thought a thrill of delight passed 

through her, and her eyes became dim 
with unshed tears. In a placid happy 
mood she busied herself all day long about 
the hou ehold cares of her dainty little 
home, going now and then into the mat- 
shaded verandah to gain the benefit of the 
breezes sweeping up the hill from the sea, 
wbich in imagination ste eaw £s a glit‘er- 
ing floor of emerald, stretching away into 
limitless space. 
At last the time came when Hugh had 

said he would return, but es yet he had 
not come tack. He had probably, she con- 
sidered, gone to the recreation ground, 
where English people meet to play tennis, 
drink tea, and talk scandal ; a sacred circle 
into which she had as yet no right to pene- 
trate, and into which, indeed, he had sel- 
dom intruded, and then only by the desire 
of his brother officers. 

Later she began to wonder what detained 
hin, and to desire his return, for she was 
never happy for long in his absence. Her 
restlessness increasing, she again stepped 
into the verandah, in the hope of catching 
sight of him, when she saw him far down 
the road, She was not sure at first it was 
he, for he walked slowly and as wih an 
effort and looking again she saw he was 
not alone. He was leaning on the arm 
of a friend, Captain Richards, who had 
frequently been their guest. 
As he caught sight of her, she could see 

that he made an effort to resume his usual 
gait, and as Le came near, she realised that 
though his winsome gray eyes were heavy 
ard dull, their expression sought to reas- 
sure her that there was nothing amiss with 
kim. He called out to her, when she went 
forward, and laying one hand on his arm, 
looked searchingly into his flashed and 
weary face. 
‘What is it, [ugh ?’ she asked, in a low, 

nervous voice, 
‘Only one ot my old headaches, dear,’ he 

responded. 
“The fact is,” volunteered Captain Rich- 

ards, striving to speak cheer’ully, ‘the heat 
has becn too much for him, and sol 
thought I would run up with him, you see.’ 

‘Thank you so much,’ Belle said. 
Hugh sat down heavily on a couch, and 

pons his elbows on his knees covered 
is face with bis hands. 
She touched his forehead with one of her 

cool palms, and then turning roun. said, 
‘His head is terribly hot.’ 

‘It will be notbing, dear. I shall be all 
right when I have rested here in the shade 
with you,” Hugh answered. 
With a world ot concern in her eyes, she 

looked enquiringly at their visitor, who 
answered ber unspoken question by saying, 
‘l wanted him to see the doctor but he 
wouldn't. It wouldn't have done any 
barm, you know.’ 

‘I will send for him at once,’ she said. 
‘Belle, dear, there is no necessity. You 

mustn’t alarm yourself. I shall te all 
right in an hour or so,’ Hugh said unwill- 
ing that she should distress herself. 

‘Yes, dear, but it will do you no harm 
to see him,’ she answered, soothingly, and 
was about to summon one of her tervants 
when Captain Richards offered to send the 
doctor up without delay. 

“That will be very kind of you,’ she 
answered, ‘and pray beg of him to ccme at 
once,’ she added anxiously. 
When he bad gone, acd she wes alone 

with Hugh, she knelt on the floor in front 
of him, gently removed his hand from his 
face, and ki¢sed his forehead. He looked 
at her a second, as if he failed to recognize 
her, but it was only for a sccond, for im- 
mediately his tired face brightened, and he 
placed one hand heavily on her shoulder. 

‘Don’t be frightened, dear,” he said, 
noticing the look of vague terror in her 
eyes. ‘It's only tbat my head is bad,’ and 
his words were followed by an involuntary 
groan. 

She led him into his room, which was 
carefully darkened, made bim lie dowa, 
and began to bathe his temples. The 
while she dared not think, so crowded by 
apprehensions was her mind. Once or 
twice she had spoken to him, but it was 

words, and she teared to disturb him fur- 
ther, lest any strain might have an injur- 
ious effect upon Lim. Never had his head- 
aches been so bad as this. 
The minutes that elapsed before the 

doctor arrived seemed long as hours, Like 
every English resident at Malabar Hill, be 
was familiar with all the incidents of the 
history of this man and woman. Though 
well acquainted with the former, he bad 
never seen the latter before, and was im- 
mediately struck by the grace and beauty 
of her face and figure, but mcre still by 
the expression of immeasurable love and 
or concern which she showed to the in- 
valid. 

evidently by an effort be had answered her, 

The doctor, a low sized, stout bodied, | with a wild heart-throb she saw the fever 
ood hearted little Irishman was touched 
y her distzess, and took her into his 

favorat once. Henceforth he would be 
her chsmpion when women spoke ill of her. 
Whilst he felt Hugh's pulse, looked at his 
tougue, And asked bim a few questions, the 
doctor saw her eyes were turned on him 
gearchingly, beseechingly, and he strove 
to avoid meeting them that he might not 
witness snd perhaps add p:in to their ex- 
pression. At last she could bear the sus- 
pense no longer. 

‘What is it, doctor ? she asked, her voice 
trembling with apprehension. 

‘A slight attack, just a touch of his old 
fever,” he answered, striving to speak 
lightly of his patient's illness. 

She drew in ber breath, and a look of 
dread crept into her face. 

‘It cannot be serious,’ she muttered with 
dry lips, as if she would be convince her- 
self there was no need to fear. ‘It surely 
cannot be serious ?’ 

‘No, no!” Doctor Malone answered 
cheerily. ‘It may pass away in afew 
hours. Keep him quiet, my dear lady, let 
him sleep as long as he can, and give him 
the medicine I will send you immediately 
you receive it,’ and he prepared to leave. 

‘You will come soon again,’ she said, 
imploringly. 

‘Of course I will; and then I hope to 
find him better, much better,” he added 
jauntily, as he bad her good day. 
When he left she flung herself down be- 

side the bed on which Hugh lay sleeping 
fitfally. But for this one creature she was 
alone in the world, but for him her heart 
would be empty, ber lite would be deso- 
late, She bowed down her head in hum- 
bleness, in supplication, in appeal, but for 
long ker parc.ed lips could frame no 
words. Then suddenly in a paroxysm of 
terror she flung out her arms, and raised 
her white fice, crying aloud—‘O, God, 
spare him to me; spare him, or take me 
too! 

CHAPTER DESIRE. 

All through the quiet night Belle watched 
be:ide the man who was to her the sole 
reality in lite. True to bis promise the 
doctor had called in the evening, advised 
certain treatment, spoken some hopeful 
words, and took his departure, saying he 
would call next morning as soon as he 
postibly could. 

Belle, who knew the sudden develop- 
ments and quick changes ot Indian fever, 
dared not think what might happen before 
morning came. The sun might rise to find 
him him gore ; a new day might dawn 
upon a world empty to her. Ceated beside 
him, her heart overflowiag with tenderness, 
she heard him murmur disconnected 
sentences, in which her name occurred 
sgain and again, whilst he implored her to 
remember her vow, to keep Ler promise 
true, and then upbraid her with marrying 
another man. Her angnish deepened be- 
cause of his distress, and beciuse of her 
own helplessness to make him understand 
that she was beside him, and would remain 
with him faithful and true so long as lite 
remained to her. For hours she held one of 
his burning hands between her own, hoping 
that in some dim way she would 
make him realize her presence, and perhaps 
lessen his fever by absorbing itin‘o Ler 
own system. Now and then their lean and 
brown skinned native servant came and 
went softly as a shadow, carrying cooling 
drinks he bad prepared, or noiselessly 
fanning the mas‘er whom he loved with the 
abject devotion of a slave. 

Outside the world was beau'iful in the 
serenity of moonlight. The bungalows 
surrounded by their white walled com- 
pounds, seemed made of silver; the great 
boulders of rock that rose here and there 
lost something of their grimness ; tall palm 
tress stocd out dark and well-defined 
sgainst the light, their shadows falling on 
masces of brambles or across the white pre- 
cipitous road that wound its way to the 
summit of the hill, whilst beyond lay the 
oct an, scarce stirring in its sleep, its violet 
surface stretching into limitless space. 
From the dim room where she wa‘ched, 

Belle caught a glimpse of the white splen- 
dour of the night, which re-called ‘o her 
the hours of silent happiness, when she had 
watched the scene outside with the man be- 
side ber whose sympathy read her thoughts 
betore she bad time to express them. How 
happy they had been,what dreams they had 
dreamt, what a future had they painted for 
themselves ! Surely He who holds lite and 
death in His band would be merciful and 
not visit her with punishment because she 
bad sinned ; surely He would leave her this 
one life which was all the world to her. 
Her lips were motionless, but her soul 

was full of prayer that petitioned, and 
pleaded with all the force of her strength, 
with all the hope of ber faith, that the one 
creature she valued on esrth might be left 
to her. When morning came Hugh tell in- 
to a deep calm sleep, from which he did 
not awake for hours. When eventually he 
opened his eyes they met those of the wo- 
man bending anxiously above him, and 

XXXVII.— HIS GREAT 

bad lessened, and consciousness had re- 
turned. TLtere was a world of gratitude in 
bis grey eyes; & world of happiness, in his 
smile, the smile which was to her the most 

welcome thing on earth. 
“Belle,” be whispercd. 
Ske strove to steauy her voice and an- 

swer him checrfully, but the effort was un- 
successful, and she burst into tears. 

‘Poor little woman, poor little woman,’ 
he murmured soothingly, as he stroked her 
hand. ‘I believe I have given you a fright. 
I, who would do anything in the world to 
save you from uneasiness and pain.’ 

‘I bave been nervous, dear; but I am 
sll right now. Tell me, has your headache 
gone ?’ she said, striving to smile. 

‘Yes, dear; I think I am nearly well, 
only a little weak I must confess I was 
nervous myself, for you reel have bad 
this fever twice before, and I suppose 
i am superstitious, for I feared there must 
be something fatal in the third time,” Hugh 
said, and taking one of her hands kissed it. 

‘Don’t say that, ob, don’t ray that, Hugh,’ 
she cried out. 

‘I would not say it, but that the fever has 
gone. I suppose I have been unconscious?’ 

‘Yes, dear, vou bave,’ she answered. 
‘Yet I felt sure you were beside me all 

the time, and that seemed to give me 
strength.’ 

Whilst they were talking the doctor came 
into the room mopping his round boyish 
face, that lit up with pleasure when he saw 
his patient looking so well. 

*’Pon my word you have behaved ad- 
mirably,” he said to Hugh. ‘I may tell 
yoa I didn’t expect to find you half so well ; 
but I know what your recovery is due to— 
the careful nursing you have received,’ and 
he smiled at Belle. 

“I believe you are 1ight, doctor,’ replied 
Hugh. 

“Pulse almost normal, though not quite ; 
temperature all right; not much strength 
to speak of. We must remedy that.’ 

‘I suppose I may get up during the day,’ 
said the patient. 

«If so it will be in disobedience to my 
wishes.’ 

“I will see you obeyed, doctor,” re- 
marked Belle. 
“Thank you, my dear lady; I am sure 

you will be able to manage bim,’ replied 
the doctor cheerily. ‘It's more than I 
can.’ 
“But the fever his gone,’ protested 

Hugh. 
‘Not quite ; it’sintermittent. You must 

take every c.re of yourself for a few days. 
You must have no excitement, nothing 
must be allowed to disturb you; keep your 
mind and body as tranquil as you postibly 
can.’ 

*You are qui‘e an autocrat,” Hugh an- 
swered laughingly. 
‘You wust submit to my tyranny for a 

few days.’ 
‘] promise you that he will, doctor,’ 

Belle said. 
“My dear lady, I take your word for 

it,’ he rejoined. 
Then promising to send up some medi- 

cine, he was about to leave when he heard 
that Capt. Richards and ano her officer 
hed called to inquire for Hugh. 

“I won't have them admitted,’ said the 
doctor. * You see I am not going to bave 
the name of a tyrint without exercising 
my tyrany. I'll take these young men 
away with me, and tell them how you are 
on the road.” Saying which, the cheery, 
bustling little man left the room. 
“How is he? Richards asked the doctor 

as they got beyond ear sound of the 
bungalow 
“As weak as water,’ replied Malone. 
‘,Poor chap! You don’t think there's 

any danger’ 
‘Not unless he has a bad return of this 

fever; remember this is the third attack 
and every time it comes it's harder to shake 
off. I hope for bis own sake, and for the 
sike of that poor girl, he may recover.’ 
As the doctor spoke all his cheerfulness 
seemed to have vanished, and an unwonted 
gravity settled on his round good-natured 
face. ‘And to think that old painted har- 
ridan, the Msjor's wife could say such 
things of her,’ he added presently. 

‘Some women are bitter bad to each 
other, anybow. God forgive them!’ 

Whilst the doctor and his companions 
were walking down the white dusty road, 
the sun pouring down on them, a convers- 
ation was being carried on in the sick man’s 
room. 

‘I have but one anxity in the world, 
Belle,” Hugh said. 

‘I know, dear; don’t let it disturb you,’ 
she answered, striving to assume an air of 
cheerlulness. 

‘The day after to-morrow I shall be free 
to make you my wife. It seems so near us 
but a few hours, and yet it seems a terrible 
way off.’ 

‘Don’t speak of it, Hugh, it only excites 
you,’ she said, as she tent over and kissed 
his forehead. 

‘No, I feel it relieves me. Idid not tell 
you, dear, that I have already spoken to 
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our chaplain about the ceremony. He is 
a man of the world, a good fe low, and 
he's ready to get through the business as 
soon as the law will allow kim.’ 

‘Let me beg of you, dear, not to think 
| anything more about it for the present,’ 
she impicred. : 

‘I cannct help my thoughts, aiid if shared 
with you, Belle, they don’t harass me half 
s0 much; soyou had better let me talk, 
unless you want to play the tyrant too.’ 

‘Very well, dear; but there's no need to 
be anxious about it, the ceremony will be 
gone through in good time,’ ske said, striv- 
ing to soothe him. 

‘I will bave it performed the first hour, 
the first minute, that the chaplzin is free to 
say the words.’ 

‘I fear if you excite yours:If you will not 
bs allowed up the day after to-morrow,’ 
she remonstrated. 
‘Whether I am up or in bed. it hill be 

gone through the instant tke Jaw allows us 
to become man and wife. Therefore you 
must tell Richards to Fave the chaplain 
here in good time. Richards is to be one 
of the witnesses you know.’ 
‘Now rest, dear,’ she said ; “strive to put 

the subject out of your mind for the 
present.’ 

‘Don’t you see, Belle, what importance 
it is to you and your unborn child that this 
merriage should take place,” he said, his 
colour heightening, his voice becoming ir- 
ritable. 

‘Of course, dear of course; but for my 

sake say nothing more of it now,’ she urged, 
and she playtully covered bis mouth with 
her trembliog hand. He remained silent 
after that, but she knew what the tenor of 
his thoughts were, and she strove to dis- 
tract them by references to every day 
events and items of household gossip. 
Some hours later he dosed only to wake up 
with a startled impression on his face. He 
inquired how long he had sleot, and she 
told bim. 

‘Do you know,’ he said, ‘I thought the 
time bad come for our marrisge. Surely 
God would not punish us so severely by 
letting me die before I could make you 
my wife ?’ 
*Why speak ot dying? You are batter, 

are you not ?’ 
‘Yes, much better. How strange that 

I should have thought the time bad come 
for our marriage, I must have dreamt it 
whilst I selpt.’ 
With a despairing heart she saw the fever 

bad partially returned, and with all her 
streng'h she summoned courge end sought 
to calm bim, and again he fell asleep, 
though now his slumber was continselly 
broken. She sent for the doctor, who 
came at once, but before his arrival the 
patient woke up and talked incessantly end 
incoherently of his marriage, snd every 
hour his excitement increased. Two days 
later a litle group bad gathered round tke 
bed of Hugh Gilbert, consisting ot a heart 
broken woman, the doctor, Captain Rich- 
ards, and the Chaplain, the R-v Meredith 
Jores. The fever had apparently gona, 
but not betore it had done its fatal work in 
wastirg all his strength. At lorg ints rvals 
he roused himself, when his mind seemed 
perfectly clear and active. He then invari- 
ably sank into deep lethargic sleep, trom 
which those who watched bim feared he 
would never wake. 
Three hours before, on recovering from 

a loag and protound slumber he had asked 
if the time hid not come when Lis marriage 
might take place, and on being told it had 
he inquired why the parson was not present. 
That was just in the first flush of dawn, 
when the stars had begun to tade, and the 
gold to glow, Iw down on the horizon. 
They told him the chaplain had arranged 
to be with him by eight o'clock, but Hugh 
insisted on haviog him sent for at once, he 
would now brook no deiay. l.-ng before 
Mr. Maredith Jones arrived the patient 
had been overtiken by one of thes: deep 
sleeps which the doctor well knew were the 
forerunners of that deeper sleep from which 
there was no awakening. The chaplain 
however, remained, as did the doctor acd 

Captain Richards, all patiently waiting the 
moment when Hugh Gilbert's frail lite 
might kindle to a flame or go out for ever. 

Belle stood bending over him, wa‘ching 
bis every breath, a pitiful tragic figare, 
already crushed by the desolation wtich 
she knew was about to befall ber. Dr. 
Malone with a deeply grieved face stood at 
the other side of th: bad, his fingers on 
his patient's pulse, his eyes watch‘ul, bis 
ears strained. Suddenly he mide a motion, 
and then called on Gilbert loudly, when 
the dying man openel his eyes that at 
first were dim and vacant. As they rested 
on Belle's face they brightened with intel- 
ligence, then became anxious and looked 
around. Bending down the dector told 
him the chaplain was here, when the patiert 
drew a long breath and smiled faintly. But 
when he would move he was unable to 
stir, and his eyes turned imploringly to the 
doctor, who passed bis arm under Hugh's 
shoulders, gently and carefully raiced him. 

‘For God's sake be quick,” th: doctor 
said to the chaplain. In a moment the 
latter bad opened his book and began ths 
first words of the marriage service, Bel'e 

standing mute and terror-stricken by his 

side. The dyirg msn raised his eves to 
hers, eyes in which shone unfathomable 

love, undying tenderness and prond satis- 
faction. She took his hand which was al- 
ready cold and clammy, when, as if over- 
come by the happiness of seeing his hopes 
realised, he clcsed bis eyes and tighed pro- 
foundly. 

‘Will you, Hugh, take ttis woman for 
your wite ?' the chaplain asked, but the 
words remained unanswered. 

*Will you, Hugh, take this woman for 
your wife ?’ he repeated in a louder tone, 
and bending forward as he spoke. 

‘He is dead,” smd the ductor, layirg 
Hugh Gilberts body back upon the pillcws 
of the bed. 
A deep silence fell upon the room, the 

men reverently dropped on their knees, for 
they now stood in the presence of the Great 
Creator, but Belle remained standing, her 
speechless lips parted, her eyes staring, 
ber body quivering. Suddenly the parson 
began a prayer which was broken by a pit- 
eous cry, that came straight from a woman's 
broken heart : 

‘Hugh, Hugh, wait for me, wait for me, 
1 will come with you!’ she said, and then 
before those nearest could catch her, she 
had fallen senseless to the ground. 

(To be Continued ) 

10 Crs Cures CoxsTipaTION AND L1v- 
ER TLLs.—Dr. Agaew's Liver Pills are the 
most cacy made, and care like magi, 
Sick Headache, Constipation, Billiousness, 
Indigestion, and all Liver Ills. 10 cents a 
vial—40 doses. 


