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CHAPTER I., it, ni.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle 
Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh- 

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

ment. Belle promisesto be true and as rees to meet 

him that evening for a final farewell. Upon her re 

turn to the hotel, where she and her mother aie 

stopping she finds that Lord Stanmore, whose 

brother was the husband of Mrs Way and’s sister 

bas arrived and has invited her mother and her to 

dine with him that evening. Mr:. Wayland goes 

but Belle feigns sudden i/lness and is left apparently 
asleep in her r om. Alter dinner Mrs. Wayland 
discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbert 
and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an 
acccunt of the aflair to her sister, Lady Stanmore 
and the latter comes immediately to Brighton, 

CHAPTER 1vV.—Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton 
and has an unpo tant interview with Mrs. Wayland 
in which they decide Belle’s future. Lady Stan- 
more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and la 
her plans accordingly. She decides to intercept the 
letters between the lovers. Lord Stanmore be. 
comes deeply interested in Belle and invites his 
sister i» aw, Mre, Waylana ard Belle to spend a 
1eW Yes 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. 

Cuaprrer vi—Lady Et nmore thinks over the 
gituation. She decides that Bel.e 18 notin love with 
Jack. Lord Richard Probyn catls upon the party, 
and invites them 10 visit him at Hurst hall. e is 
greatly smitten with Bel'e. Lady Stanmore opers 
a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it. 

CHAPTER Vil.— Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of 
Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmore ot her en- 
gagement and that lady ridicules the idea. They go 
to Hurst Hail. 
CHAPTER vIil.—Belle's diary cont'nued. She tells 

Stinmore sufficient wrorg by marrying bim 
when I did not love him, and I will wrong 
him no more.’ 

Sir Dick said nothing further. He walk- 
ed in silence by Belle's side until they 
riached the avenue of the Court, and then 
he stopped. 

‘Good-bye, Lady Stanmore,” he ssid, 
still in that hoarse low voice. 

Good-bye,” answered Belle, holding 
out her hard. ‘But won't you come on to 
tte house, and let them bring your horse 
round ?' 

‘No, I will go to the stables.’ 
‘And you will leave Hur:t for a little 

while ?’ 
‘Yes, I will go away—do not quite for- 

get me.’ 
He left her before she could make any 

reply, but the grey, despairing look on bis 
face haunted Belle, and she returned to the 
house in no happy mood. 

‘Poor fellow, he really cares for me,’ she 
thought ; ‘it is strange, very s'ringe—— 
when the other turned so easily away.’ 
Sr Dick's expression when he paried 

with Belle was a true index of his heart. A 
cold despair had fallen over him, and in a 
moment as it were, all his fond hopes had 

Lady stanmore of her dresm about Hugh. That | been dashed so low. Belle's words when he 
lady decides to write Mre. Bal'our. 

cHAr "R® Ix.—~Lady Stanmore destrovs a letter 
Belle®®kg:i ten 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 Di k Probyn proposes to 
Belle and is refused Ludy Stanmore gets a 
letter from Mrs. Baifcur who went to 
India on the same thip wita Hugh Giltest- 
It contains the starting news of Hugh Gilberts 
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the ' ews and 
is greatly shocked. I1takiog a morning walk sue 
breaks through the ice. 
CHAPTER X. XI. XIL.—Stanmore rescues Belle 

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

CHAPTER x1il.—B: lle is convalescent. Stanmore 
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show my 
uiubert that she tco has forgo ten she accepts the 
offer. Stanmore and his sister in-law arrange 
matters and kelle acquiesces. The marriage is 
arranged for an early day. 

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

CaarrER xvii. —Tue 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 ery 8 Piobyn 
call upon them and invite them to dine at Hurst. 

CHAPTER XVIII —FLAYING WITH FIRE. Sir Dick 
grows more in love with Loid Stanmore’s wife 
which causes h s mother much uneasiress. Lord 
Stanmore also notices the you2g man’s infatuation 
and warns Belle sgainst encouraging him. They 
dine at Hurst and Belle is presentad to Mr. Trew- 
1aney 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 
bo oor med but who only regards Amy with a sist rly 
sftection. 

CHAPTER X1X.—%ir Dick offers a diamond penc 
dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him tha 
nis confession of love must end a pleasant iriend- 
ship and he goes home in despair. He decides 
that lite is not worth Livi g and attempts to shoot 
himself but his mother who bad feared something 
and bad followed lym screams when she sees what 
he is about to do and tbe bullet goes through his 
cheek. Lord Stanmore believes Belle is to blame 
for encousagivrg Sir Dick and reads hera lecture 
which she resents, 

CHAPTER xX.—An unforgotten face. [Lord and 
Lady Stacmore 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 ba!l at Marcimont Court. Taey go 
a20 there Belie and Hugh Gilbert meet. After the 
shock has somewbat died away she enquires for 
his wife and learns that he has never been married. 

CHAPTER XIX. (continued). 

Sir Dick made no answer, andl they 
sy eedily found themselves in a quiet coun- 
try lanes. Hers with t embling fingers | 
Sir D ck produced fiom h's coat pocket a 
jeweller’s case. 

‘I want to thow you tlis," he sa'd, end 
he opened the ¢ sa. 

It contained a rea’ly wagn'ticent dia- 
mond and ruby perd.nt 
‘How Lteautiiul!’ exclaimed Bele, as 

the diemonds ¢nd rubics sp rkled in the 
sun. ‘I never saw fier s ores, or such 
big diamonds. think’ and th took the 
case in her hard more closely to examire 
the jewels. ‘Why, Sr R'cbard, you must 
have ¢p:nt a liftle fortune cn thie! It is 
for your mcther, I suppose? | 

‘No! stammercd dir Dick; ‘I—-I— 
o:dered it to be made—for you—if you 
will hoaour me by acczpting it.’ 

Bel'e at ence gravely return:d the case 
to him. 

‘No, Sir Richsrd, I could not pissibly 
accept it,’ ske said. 

‘But why?’ burtt fcrih Sir Dick, impetu- 
ously. ‘lI tad it made for you, bacauss I 
—want you to know what I feel; because 
you must know! Itisin the shape ofa 
heart, you s.e—and—and my wtole heart 
is your:!’ 

“You should not say such things to me,’ 
answe: ed Belle, yet mere gravely. 
“You know it is true! From the first 

time I saw you I loved you. I cannot 
help it. I asked you to be my wi'e then, 
and you re.used me. Belle, Belle, you 
Imay still be my wite, it ycu will love me a 
ittle now.’ 
&41is stammer bad disappeared ; his face 

but Belle looked at h'm without a Leart 
throb. 
“You forget poor Stanmore, I think,’ she 

said calmly. 
‘You do not love Stanmore !’ 
‘No ; nor do I love you. Sir Richard. 

I am sorry you have said this, for I fear it 
will end a pleasant acquaintance.’ 

Sir Dick staggered back as if the had 
struck him a fatal blow. He grew pale, 
almost grey-tinted, and his breath came as 
if in gasps. Belle felt sorry for him, no 
one could doubt his terrible pein. 
*You will forget all this folly. she said 

after a few moments’ silence ; ‘you are 
young, and you will learn to love scme nice 
girl, and make your mother bappy.’ 

‘Never,’ answered the unhappy ycung 
man in a low hoarse tone. 

*You think to ncw, but it will be so,’ 
continued Belle, not unkindly. ‘Men for- 
get more ess:ly thar women do,” she 
added, and for a moment her lips quivered. 
‘Go away for a little while, and when you 
come back you will smile at what you have 
said to-day, and no one shall ever know it.’ 

| 

had said ‘Ycu do love Stanmore,’ and ste 
bad replied, ‘No, nor do I love you,’ rang 
again and again in his ears, as he galloped 
home through the pleasan‘ country lanes, 
when the world had become all dark to him. 
“What bave I to live for?’ he esked him- 

self, and he answered ‘Nothing.’ 
‘It was all over ; there had betn no 

faltering in Belle's manner. ‘He h:d wes‘ed 
bis love on a woman who did not love him, 
and he knew this now orly too well. Once 
he thought of his mother, but he thrust this 
idea impatiently away. 

‘Better ske should see me dead than 
mad,’ he muttered gloomily : and in this 
dark and desperate mood he returned to 
Hurst. 

In the meantime Ledy Probyn had been 
enduring great anxiety, but presently— 
long betore she expected him—she Leard 
the clatter of his horse’s hoofs in the court- 
yard, and rising bastily ste tfood at the 
door of her room listening for his footsteps 
on the ttairs. There bad been a time—not 
so long ago—when tbe first thing which 
Sir Dick did when he returned to the house, 
was to seek his moth'r. How well she knew 
his light step ! Now again she heard it, but 
it was no longer light. Slowly and heavily 
she heard her son ascending the staircase, 
and he passed her door without pausing. 
There was soul weariness and disappoirt- 
ment in every tootfall ; could she have seen 
his face she would have known there was 
despair. 
Lady Probyn still stood at the door, with 

clasped hands and parted lps, after she 
beard him enter his own room and close 
the door behind him. Oace she thouglt of 
going to him, but a sense ot delicacy made 
her shriuk trom intruding on moment's 
when she thoug! t he would r: ther be alone. 
Some minutes elapsed, and then ag. in she 
heard his footsteps. He was leaving his 
room. Once more Le passed her dcor, 
and then descended the staircase. She ran 
to the window. He was going out she con- 
cluded, and so he was. She watched him 

- zo down the terrace, and then saw him en- 
ter the park. Ste could not see his face, 
but his attitude, bis bent head, told her of 
the dark urhappiness of his soul. 

She fell down on her knees by the win- 
dow, and prayed aloud for Lim. 

¢ O Thou most merciful, most High, take 
this cloud from my son's heart!” burst 
from her imploring lips. Other words she 
said ; words straight from her heart, and 
fraught with trust they would not be un- 
heard. It was the cry of the creature to 
the Creator; from the lowly to the Great. 
And as she prayed with all the strength 
and passion of her soul, a strange thing 
came to her. 
“Go to him. Do nctleave bim alone.’ 
The message teemed whispered in her 

ears ; seemed written in the air around her. 
Lady Probyn sprang to her teet. Not an 
instant did she hesitate. She ran out, 
dressed as she wss, into the corridor. She 
hurried down the stairs as though her feet 
were winged, and a few moments later was 
in the park, taking the path that her son 
had done when she hzd seen him leave the 
house 
There was a green defile in which many 

a time he had played as a boy, where ste 
had watcted him as a child, with her hus- 
bard by her side, and with a s(rong in- 
stinctive feeling she felt she would find him 
here. 
She ran under the branching trees, she 

glanced quickly round, and t'en a cry so 
ioud, so wild, burst from her frenized lips, 
that it seemed to rend the air. She saw 
ber son standing bare-headed before her; 
she saw a revolver in his raised hand; and 
¢h> knew he had come out here to die! 
Her wird scream reachcd his ears just 

as he touched the trigger of his weapon. 
He fired, but his mother’s voice shook his 
hand, snd diverted tke correctness of his 
aim. He bad meant {o blow out Lis brains, 
instead of which the bullet ploughed 
through bis cheek, and tore off part of his 
ear, and he fellat ber fect, bleeding and 
terribly wounded, just as Lady Probyn 
reacted his side. 

y 

CHAPTER XX,—AN ACCIDENT. 

Lady Probyn’s terrible cry had been 
heard other ears as well as her unhappy 
son's. Mr. Trelawney, the Vicar, was 
walking meditatively in the woods at Hurst, 
when that scream of horror smote the air. 
He ran hastily in the direction from whence 
he thought it proceeded, end this was the 
sight tbat soon met his horror-stricken 
gaze. Lady Probyn was kneeling on the 
ground, holding ker son’s head up in her 
arms, snd his blood was streaming over 
ber bands and dress. The Vicar uttered an 
exclemetion, and as Lady Probyn raised 
her agonized eyes to his face, in a moment 
he was kneeling by her side. 
He was a man prompt and thoughful. In 

an instent it flashed through his mind what “Then—you give me no Lope? 
‘How can you ask such a thing? I did | 

on tke grass, where it had tallen from Dick 
Probyn's nerveless hand; he saw tke 
mott er's uncovered white hair, and the 
terrible misery written on her face. 
But he asked no questiors, and she gave 

no explanation. He drew out his handker- 
chief and folded it tightly. 

““Ho'd ‘bis across the wound,” be said, 
““and press it as hard as og car, 80 as to 
artially, at least, stop the bleeding. Put 
is head a little lower—so. Now, I will 

run to the house for assistance, snd send a 
man gallopiug for the doctor. It has been 
an accident.” 
lady Probyn often remembered after- 

wards those last thoughtful words. If ker 
son were spared to her, rone need know 
of his rash deed. 

“‘It bas been an accident,” tha repeated, 
faintly ; ard then as the vicar rose and 
bastily left her, she lifted up her eyes in 
silent prayer. 
“Only let me have becn in time. O 

God, only let me have been in time,” her 
soul (ried fortb, though no words came 
trom her parted lips. 
But this idea sustained Ler. Ske fclt 

buoyed up with tke thought that she had 
been sent to save her son; that her prayer 
had been heard and answered. Once or 
twice Di k moancd faintly, but ke spoke 
no word, nordid Lady Probyn address him. 
She knelt, holding Ekim up, her very atti- 
tude showing the tenderest love. And in 
the tric fest time that it was possible, the 
Vicar rcturned to her, closely followed by 
servants, carrying restoratives, and all in a 
state ot great excitement: 
““We must not move him until the doc- 

tor arrives,’ said the Vicar, knecling down 
by Dick's other cide, and laying his hand 
on his wrist. They were anx ous moments 
these. The Vicar was arid to move the 
bendkerchief which Lady Probyn still kept 
presced tightly to her fon’s fase, as the 
bullet kad torn one of his lips before it ec- 
tered bis check. It was, indeed, a ghastly 
wourd, snd it was with more than thankful 
hearts that the doctor's hurrying foctsteps 
at last were heard. 
The Vicar roee to receive him, and took 

Lis hand. 
*Sir Richard has met with an accident,’ 

he said quietly. 
The doctor vodded, enl at c¢nce knelt 

down by Sir Dick. 
‘I think you had better fo away for a 

few m'nutes, Lady Probyn, te suggested,’ 
‘while I examine the wound.’ 

‘Yes, Lady Probyn,’ said the Vicar, 
and he gssistcd Ler to Ler feet. A pillow 
that one of the scrvants bad brought was 
then placed beneath Sr Dick's head, and 
the doctor commenced his task. Alas! he 
knew as he looked that the comely young 
face was dicfigured for evermore. [He 
koew, too, that the wound, if not fa'al, 
was of a dangercus nature, snd after a 
briet examination, and having done all he 
could to staunch the bleeding, ke had a 
word to whisper in the Vicar's ears. 

‘It isa very serious case,’ he seid; ‘I 
should prefer that futher advice from town 
was at once called in.’ 
Lady Probyn, who was standing a little 

apart, as the doctor had beckoncd the 
Vicar aside, now lifted her mute implor- 
ing eyes to his. 
The doctor—a kind-hearted man—saw 

and understocd the unspoken questicn. 
He, therefore, went up to lady Probyn, 
and spoke to her as hopefully as he could. 

*It is a scrious wound,’ ke said, ‘but we 
must hope for ths best. He has ycu'h on 
his side, and no doubt we will be able to 
pull him through. But ¢s I have been tell- 
ing the Vieer, I stould like one of the 
leading surgeons from town called in. 
What do ycu say to Sir Richard Power ™ 

‘Yes, telegraph,’ replied Lady Probyn, 
almost below her breath. ‘Apnd—you give 
me hope ?’ 

‘Certainly,’ answered the doctor, with 
¢n assurance he was far from really feeling. 
But his words were balm to the motker's 
heart. She returned to her son’s side ; 
she krelt down and took his hand ; she 
helped ia all ttey did for him. It wasa 
terrible day, but she bore it without flinch- 
ing, and when the great surgeon from town 
arrived at night-fall, and confirmed the 
country doctors opinion that ‘they might 
pu'l him through,’ Lady Probyn’s thankiul- 
ness was too great for words. 

In the meantime a report hid reached 
Redver's Court that there had been an ac- 
cident at Hurst. Belle beard it from her 
maid when she went up to dress for dinner, 
and as she listened a chill thrill of fear 
crept into Ler heart. 

‘Shet himselt the repeated, sfter a 
mcement’s silence. ‘When did it happen?’ 

‘It must have happened socn after he 
was here, my lady,’ answered the maid ; 
‘for John Bridge, one of the gardencrs, 
met a groom from Hurst tearing along the 
road et full gallop not an hour after Sir 
Richard rode out of the Court-yard here. 
And th: groom shouted to John Bridge 
that there bad been an accident at Hurst, 
and that Sir Richard had shot himself in 
the woods.’ 

Belle grew pale, almost faint ; she was 
remembering Sir Dick’s last words to her : 
the despairing look in his face as he had 
turped and lett ker. 

‘Have you heard anything more?’ ste 
asked with faltering tongue. 

“Dr. Davideon has been with him ever 
since, ! cortinued tke maid, gratified to be 
the first to tell the news to her lady, for 
Sir Dick's attentions had rot been un- 
noticed in the household, ‘‘and they say 
they have sent for some great London 
doctor; it was Lady Probyn who found him 
in the woods after he was shot.” 

Belle asked no more questions. She 
went down to dinner, but she could not 
eat, and before the evening was over she 
sent one of the servants to inquire alter 
Sir Dick, and waited in great anxiety to 
hear the answer. 
Lady Probyn was ¢itting by her son's 

bedside when the message was wispered to 
her, and her delicate face flushed when she 
heard Lady Stanmore’s name. When he 
had first been carricd to his room, her 
eyes had fallen on something glitt¢ring on 
the floor. She bad stooped down and 
picked the jeweller’s care which Sir Dick 
bad carried to Redver’s Court, so lately, 
with his beart full of hope and love. On 
Lis return, in his despair and b'tter Cis- 
appointment, he had flung it down, and 
the case had opened. Lady Probyn looked 
at the beautiful, costly stones, and ber beat 
seemed to know their history. Her son 
had bought this magnificent gem for the 
woman he loved, and tte woman he loved 
rejected it, and broken her boy’s heart. 
She felt naturally tut unjustly irdignant. 
Belle was really not to blame for Sir Dick’s 
infatuation, but his mother believed she 

bad occurred. He saw the revolver lying ' was. She therefore felt angry when she 

received Lady Stanmore’s message of in- 
qury. She roe, left the bedside and went 
to the door of the room, outside of which 
the maid was waiting. 

__ ‘Tell Lady Stanmore Sir Richard is very 
ill,’ she eaid. Ste tent no compliment or 
thanks, and with this co'd comfort Belle 
was forced to be content. And the next 
morring it was the same thirg ; again Belle 
sent over to Hurst to inquire, and again 
the same answer was returned. It was not 
reassuring, and Belle spent an uneasy, 
anxious day. She had ot liked Sir Dick ; 
liked bis bright, boyish nature, and the fesr 
that his unfortunate attachment 10 herself 
bad caused this catastrophe made her very 
nnbappy. 
Ste expected Stinmore and her Aunt 

Lucy, the Dowager Lady Stanmore, to 
arrive tefore dinrer time, and the very first 
thing Stanmore said to her w.s :— 
‘What is this about Dick Probyn shoot- 

ing himself, Belle ?’ 
‘It happened yesterday,’ answered Belle, 

in a romewhst uncasy voice, which Stan- 
more roted ; ‘it was an accident ; he shot 
himself in ths woods. I sent list night to 
inquire, and again this morning.’ 
*And what was the answer ?’ asked Stan- 

more, sharply. 
‘That he was very ill.’ 
‘It's a terrible business. Whatever will 

his mcther do? He was here, Green told 
me, just before it happened ?’ 
Green was the coachman who had been 

sent to the sia‘ion to meet Stanmore and 
L.ady Stanmore, and he bad told his master 
of the tragedy that t ad occurred at Hurst, 
and also of Sir Dick’s visit to Redvers. 

‘Yes, he was hers,’ said Belle, trying to 
speak indilterently ; ‘at least he called here 
when I was out—but I met him afterwards.’ 

‘And did he teem all right then ?’ 
‘Yes, I think so.’ 
Belle felt by S‘anmore’s manner that he 

was suspicious of the circumstances of Sir 
Dick stooting himself, and Stanmore actu- 
ally was. 

‘It is an ex‘racrdin¢ry thing,” he con- 
tirued ; *whet was he doing out with a re- 
volver in the woods? At least, Green said 
the accident harp-ned with a revolver.’ 

Belle made no reply, and was glad that 
a! this moment [Lady Star more returned to 
the room. She hid been g'ving some 
directions to her maid, and she now also 
ory speaking of whit bad bappened at 

urst. 

‘They ssy the poor fellow is badly 
wounded,’ she said, looking at Belle. ‘All 
the servants are talking about it; pert of 
bis face is tern away ; it is a horrible thirg. 
Poor Lady Probyn !" 

‘I pity the poor lid,” answered Stanmore, 
and he also looked at Belle. ‘I will ride 
over the first thing in the morning myself, 
and will try to see Lady Frobyn.’ 
And Stanmore did this. He rode over 

immediately after breakfast the next day 
to Hurst, and sent up bis card, with a pen- 
ciled request written on it, that he particu- 
larly wished to be permitted to see Lady 
Probyn. 

Ske granted his request. Pale, shatter- 
ed, and trembling she appeared before him, 
after a night ot watching, and when Stan- 
more took her hand with real sympathy in 
in his tone and manner, the at first was 
quite unable to t peak. 
‘How did it h ppen, my dear lady ?' said 

Stanmcre. ‘What was te doing out with 
arevolver in the woods ?’ 
Lady Probyn’s quiver'ng lips could frame 

no reply. She litted her blue eyes—so 
like poor Dick's—to Stanmore's fece, and 
the:e was something in their expression 
that confirmed Stapmore’s previous sus- 
picions. 

‘But he bas yourh and a good coustitu- 
tionin his favor,” continued Stanmore, 
kicdly. ‘Oh you'll sce he'll pull through 
all right.’ 

‘The doctors give us—hope,’ faltered 
Lady Probyn. ‘If only—his life is spared— 
‘And what does he say himself ? 
‘He is not allowed to speak; his mouth 

is too much injurcd—it—it is terrible.’ 
‘It is indeed! Is there anything 1 can 

do for you, Lady Probyn? Any help that 
I cin give you ?’ 
The unhappy mother shook Ler head. 
*The Vicar does all I require,’ she said ; 

‘he has been very good—but I can think of 
notbking—but my boy.’ 
Stanmcre wrung her band and left her, 

full cf pity for her great anxiety ard pain. 
And wh.n he returned to Redver's he at 
once sought out Belle. 
‘Come here, Belle,’ he said, ‘I went to 

speak to you,” and he beckoned her irto 
the /ibrary and stut tke door behind her. 

‘I have a question to ask you,” he said, 
and he was spe:king very gravely? ‘Was 
there any scene between you and Dick 
Probyr. onthe morning when he was bere, 
before ke shot himself 

Belle hesitated; her eyes fejl, and her 
checks flushed. 
‘What do you mean?’ ste asked afler a 

pause. 
‘I mean in plain language did he make 

love to you?’ continued Stanmore. ‘It 
seems to me the whole tling looks very 
like as if the pcor fellow had made a fool 
of himself for the sike of a heartless 
woman.’ 

“That is unjust of you,’ said Belle, look- 
irg up with some indignation. 

‘No, it 18 not ; and vou know very well 
what | mean. Dick Probyn is young and 
impulsive, end you allowed the poor young 
fellow to dangle after you urtil he last his 
head. I warned ycu about it, and if you 
hed seen his mother’s face this morning 
you would have thought twice before you 
trifled w.th his feelings.’ 

‘I never tnfled witn his feelings; I told 
bim I did not care tor him.’ 
‘You care for no one, that is the truth, 

Belle; there never was a woman with a 
colder heart.’ 

‘Well you can think so if it pleases you,’ 
answered Belle, and she turned and left 
the room, feeling that she certainly had not 
deserved the hard words that Stanmore had 
spoken, at least as regarded poor Dick 
Probyn. 

CHAPTER XXI.—AN UnrorcorreEx Face, 

As days went on, the breach between 
Stanmore and Belle did not lessen. At 
last L.ady Stanmore noticed this, and spoke 
seriously to Belle on the subject. 

‘Belle, have you #nd Jack bad any 
quarrel?’ she fad, one day, as the two 
were sitting together in tke morning room, 
and Stanmore had ridden over to Hurst— 
which he did con:tantly— to enquire after 
Sir Dick. 

‘He said some very unkind things to 
ne about poor Sir Dick,” answered Belle, 

‘About your flirting with him? Well my 
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dear, you did, you know.’ 
‘I cer'ainly cid not. He admired me, I 

believe —in fact, he asked me to marry 
him tefore | married Stanmore, but I 
never made any pretence to him that I 
cared for him, and [I certainly did rot.’ 

‘I don’t think Ja:k thinks you either 
did or do. But, Belle, my dear, I am 
going to speak very gravely to you. He 
—Jack—as good as said to me last night 
that you care forno ome. Now, is this 
wise?’ 

Belle m:d: no answer. 
‘Jack, or Stinmore rather, his made 

you his wi‘e,” continued La'y Stanuw ore. 
‘He has given you position, wealth, every- 
thing indeed thet a woman can bave, and 
he naturally expects scme litle return for 
this. If you give him no love, Belle, 
other women will.’ 

‘He knew I could give h'm no love,’ 
said Belle, in a low tone. 

‘You may bave told bim so, but of 
course. he cil not believe it. All men 
think they can inspire love, and a man in 
Stanmore's position has not to go i r to 
find it. There is a women, DB:lle—a 
woman againtt whom I beara grudge— 
who has c rt inly given Stanmore love. 
— care you do not serd him back to 
er.’ 
‘Who is th: woman?’ gsked Belle, a 

little score fully. 
‘She is a Mrs. Seymore, and undoubt- 

edly hendeome, though I det st ber. Jack 
hss known her fcr years, and at one tim2 
she had great irfluenze cver him. She 
was a married woman tken, but she isa 
widow now, and was bitterly disappointed 
when Jack married you. She came here 
¢nd made a sc ne on your wending day. 
I did not tell you this before, 2s I thought 
it unnecessmy. I tell you know as a 
warnirg ’ 

‘1 do not unders‘and you.’ 
‘This woman will meet Jack again; she 

moves in the same set, and if you give him 
no love she will. He is a man remember, 
accustomed to be flattered and made much 
of, and it you give him rothing be will 
naturally turn to her. I have no object in 
saying ttis but your own good. You owe 
him at least gratitude, for he has doce 
much for you.’ 

‘I will never do him any wrong. 
‘But you are doing him a wrorg by 

your indifference.’ 
‘We cannot help our feelings,” replied 

Belle, almost sallenly. ‘I told you before 
1 married Stanmore that I could ncver 
love him, and I never can. I like him. 
though he was unjust about poor D.ck 
Probyn. but that is a'l I can ever feel to- 
bim. My heart is quite cold to everyone, 
I think, Aunt Lucy,’ she added, and then 
without anoth ‘r word she roseand left the 
room, and Lady Stanmore lcoked after her 
uneasily. 

‘She is very unwise,” she though:, ‘but 
what can one do. 

Belle went straight from tke mo:ning- 
room bareheaded as she was, out on the 
terrace, ard then down to the gardens be- 
low. She was thinking of her lite; the 
life that now seemed to wearisome to ber, 
and also of her Aunt Lucy's words. The 
excitemert and freshness of har new posi- 
tion was gone, aud she had ro bome ties or 
joys to interest or amuse her. 
‘How different it maght have been,’ she 

thought, and then she sighed restlessly. 
Ju:t at this moment she saw Stenmore 

riding down the avenue on his return from 
Hurst, and onca more she sighed. 

‘If I had only been watching for him,’ 
she half-whispered, ter mind pursuing the 
sem? train of ideas; watching for the lus- 
band she loved, the man who held heart in 
his keeping. Yet something prompted 
her—perhaps the memory of what Lady 
Stenmore tad said—to walk forward a 
short distance to meet him. Stavmore 
looked ard felt surpriced when be saw her 
approaching. 
Fe pulled his horse up when he met her, 

and for a moment looked at her with in- 
voluntarv admiraticn, as she stood with 
her bright head uncovered in the frcsh 
autumnal air. 
‘You Belle?’ he said. 
‘Yes, I saw you coming, and I came to 

¢sk you how poor Dick Probyn is this 
morriag 

Stanmore looked at her curiously. 
‘So you do feel a little sorry for poor 

fellow then ?' he said. 
‘I feel more then sorry. You should 

not sey that to me, Stanmore,’ she answ- 
ered. 
Again Stanmore looked at her, and then 

he dismounted acd slipped his arm through 
his hcrses’ rein. 

“I will walk tack with you. I wantycu 
to tell me something, Belle. What really 
occurred between you and this poor lad on 
the day when he was fool enough to shoot 
himselt—for I do not believe it was an 
accident ?” 

Belle hesitated. 
“Have I any right to lell 7” she asked. 
“I think I have a right to hear, anl it 

shall go nc further,” he answered. 
“Well, Stanmore, you were unju: t to me 

about him. What really occurred was 
this. That day—when you were in town, 
you know—>Sir Dick came here, and, as I 
told you, I was out walking. But he came 
to seek me, I suppose, and when we met 
he showed me a really splendid diamond 
and ruby pendant he had brought. I 
thougkt he intended it as a present for his 
mother, and wten I said this to lim he 
said no, he had had it made for me..” 

“Indeed !’ interrupted Stanmore. 
“Then I st cnce returned it to him, and 

said I could not possibly keep it. And— 
and alter that he said very foolish things, 
end I told him he must not say thm.” 
“Made love to you, I suppose ?” 
“I told bim I did not care for Lim and 

that I would not listen to such words, and 
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I advised him to go away for a while, and 
told him he would soon forget all about it. 
He parted with me very quictly and said 
be would go away. That 1s just what ‘ook 
lace.” 
‘Well, Belle, I am glad you have told 

me this, began Stanmore, and then he 
peused. ‘I do not wish to te unjust or 
unkind to you,’ he presently continued, 
‘but I am terribly sorry about ‘all this for 
the sake of Lady Probyn. I never saw a 
woman #0 altered, and so eged, and the 
idea that you had any part in causing this 
trouble has annoyed me greatly. I believe 
the poor lad shot himself purposely, and I 
am sure fo does bis mother.’ 

‘But how can you tel, Stanmore? It 
might be accidental.’ 

‘It might, ot course, btu. what was Le 
doing with a revolver out in tke woods? 
And [ am czrtain Ludy Prot yn knows more 
than she says; I sce it in h r face. 

‘And how is be? You have not told me 
yet.’ 
A little better, Sir Richard Power 

was there yestcrday, and bis opinion was 
favourable as regards the wound. But his 
mother says his mental de pression is some- 
thing terrible. Let this ve a warriag to 
you, Belle.” 
Tha last words were not wise ones, ard 

Belle secretly resen ed them. 
‘Do rot tell Aunt Lucy whet I have told 

you,’ she said, and then parted with her 
husband, 

‘It he lived with me a hundied years he 
would rever understand me,” th: 1hovgtt, 
as she returned to tke house. And this was 
80; there was no secret sympethy between 
thew ; no unseen bord that tme carn t 
snap. 

Bat outwardly they seemed beter friends 
alter this explina‘'icn about poor Sir Dick, 
and Lady Stanmore congratulated hers: lf on 
the idea that her words had not been wasted 
she was pleased also to hear there was 
better cews from Hurst, and wien a few 
days later an invitation arrived :t the 
Court, for an evening fete which was to be 
given in honour of the coming ot age of 
the only son of on? of their country reigh- 
bours, she insisted on it being accepted. 
But both Stanmore and Belle demurred. 
‘Lady Probyn would scarcely like te 

Lear of our being there when Dick 1s stil. 
go ill,’ s:id Stanmore. 

‘I shou'd rather rot go,’ rem rked Bslle, 
with her eyes cast Jown. 
‘My dear Belle,” answered Lady Stin- 

more smi'ing, ‘if you do not go because 
poor Dick Probyn accidentally shot him- 
selt, pzople will siy you ere in love with 
him.’ 

“Tkey could scarcely s:zy that,” said 
Stanmore, gravely. 
‘An1 besides, th: Marchmonts will be 

so disappointed,” coatinued Lady San- 
more; ‘Mrs. Marchmont told me the other 
dayswhen she called that she had set her 
haart on you being the belle of the ball, 
Belle ; she admires you immensely.’ 

‘Well, accept the fnvitation at any rate,’ 
decided Stanmore; ‘tbat wil be the best 
plan, and we can be guided by cirum- 
stances.’ 
The invitation was accordingly accepted, 

though Bele felt unwilling to go. Dick 
Probyn’s rash act had been a great sbock 
to her, and she scarcely hiked to think of 
dancing and mirth when the poor fellow, 
who bad loved ber so well, still lay so ill. 
But Li-dy Stanmore was tired of the q1'et 
life they had been leading, and Mrs. Ms ch- 
mont always flittered her. The Marchmonts 
were corsidered ‘‘rew people” amongst the 
old femilies around Redve:'s Court, but 
ttey were immensely wealthy, and many 
of the old familics w.re rot. Therefore, 
gre daally little by sittle— they had been 
admitted into society, and Mrs. Marck- 
mort, who was ambitious, meds 'h: most 
of this. She had known and courted the 
dowager lady Stanmore when she was 
mistress cf the Court, and now she was 
determined to court the pres nt Lady <1an- 
more. The majority of her son, who was a 
good-leoking young mar, and bad been 
¢duoated vt Eton and Cambridge, wis to 
be celebrated by a grand entrainment, 
and Mrs. Marchmont wis mo:t anxious 
that Belle should grace this with her 
presence. She came over to Redver's to 
entreat them persora'ly to go, and it ended 

in their doing so. The ce ws from Hurst was 
reassuring, ard in the end Stanmore saw 
nothing to prevent their appearance. 
Marchmont Hall, where the Marchmonts 

lived, was a viry lfandsome house, built 
amid old grounds. When Mr. Marchmont 
bought the property, he pulled down the 
grey crumbling minsion where a lcnz-des- 
cended race bad dwelt and passed sway. 
Their forfut es also hed crumbled as well 
as their walls, and tha last f the family 
had been only too glad to sell the old place 
to tke rich new man. Mr. Marchmont 
called the sta‘ely edifice that he erected 
after his own name, bnt be cid not cut 
down the old trecs that for hundreds of 
vers had budded and leated ia the wide- 
spreeding park, and the now trim lawns. 
It was, in tact, a fine place, and ti; owners 
bcra themselves brav le. Tley wished to 
get on in the world, and they succeeded. 
They bad one son, and two preity daiugh- 
ters, and as their wealth was known to be 
great, we may be sure that these yoarg 
people wera by no mears neglected. 

Everything that morey could do had 
teen done to meke this fi te a gre: t success. 
As the Stanmo.e’s drove into the grounds 
they taw the whole park and gardens light- 
ed vp with hundreds cf colored lamgs, and 
the straics of tte Blue Hurgarian Band, 
which Mrs Marchmont bad brought down 
from town for the oc-asion, was already 
to be beard in the d'stance. But the 
dancing had not yet commenced in tke 
ball.rocm- They were, in truth, waiting 
for the arrival of B:lle, with whom tte 
young heir had declared he would open the 

p
p
 —
—
 

a
 

“3
E A
 

H 
5 

p
e
 

a
 
—
 

LS 
* 


