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born to inherit the good things of earth 
without making an effort to ot tiin them. 
He was sn only child, and bis father had 

died when he wes hardly eighteen. Buta 
good and tender mother remsgincd to him, 
and Lady Probyn had watched over her 
boy with urchanging solicitude. But Dick 
J 

but Belle feigns sudden i Iness and is leit apparently I robyn, as he was commonly cilled, 

asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wayland scarcely needed this. Ie was naturally 

discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbert | ype heglttful and honest; an ardent 
apd is very anery. Mrs. Wayland writes an ¥ d He hat 

acecunt of the flair to ber sister, Lady Stanmore | Sportsman, and a devoted son. e ha 

and the latter comes immediately to Egg. ai one slight perzonal d:fect—he stammered, 
CHAPTER 1V.— Lady Stanmore comes to righton . 

and has an 1opo tant interview with Mrs. Wayland | though not always. Bat if he Ww ere nervous 

in which they decide Belle's future. Lady Stan | or upset ahout anything, th's failing in his 
more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and lays | speech was painfully evident 

ber pl.ns accordingly. She decides to intercept the . A . . 

letters betw2en the lovers. Lord Stanmore be Lady Stanmcra bade him sit down by 

comes deeply interested in Belle and invites eo her side, end inquired about lis mother, 

ar pot og to spend & | Then ste asked alter tome other old neigh- 

CHAPTER v.—Belle begins a dairy in order that | bours, while S‘anmore talked to B:lle. 
she may send a1 account of each day to ber absent | But ag the young wan carried on b's con- 

versation with Lady Stanmore, Lis clesr 
blue €yes more than once wander.d to tre 

lover. 

fair fice opposite to Lim. 

CHAPTER 1., 11, 1i.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle 

Way land are bidding each other good bye at Brigh- 

ton as he is about to sail tor India with his regi. 

ment. Belle promises to be true and ar rees 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 busbaud of Mrs Way and’s sister 

has arrived and has invited her mother ard her to 

dine with him that ¢vening. Mri. Wayland goes 

Cuarrzr v—Lady §tspmore thinks over the 

situstion. She decides that Belie 1s not in love with 

Jack. Lord Rich.rd Probyn catls upon the party, 

and invites them 'o visit him at Hurst hall. He is 

greatly smitten with Bel'e. Lady Stanmore opens And no sooner was lunch cver then h: 
a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it. found a momert to linger behind to say a 

CHAPTER vil.—Lord Star more becomes jealous of p Ee S 8 

Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady, Stanmor: of her en- word In private to Stanmore. - 

gazemwent and that lady ridiculesthe ides. They go ‘Who is that awfully pretty girl ?' he 

to Hurst Hall | "ily 

CHAPTER ViiL.— Bel'e’s diary coatnued. She tells | asked, eagerly : ¢ & gg 

Lady Stanmore of her dream about Hugh. That ‘She is my sister-in-law’s n 1ce,” sanswer- 

lady decides t) write Mre. Bal our. | ed Stanmore, with a certain rcscrve ia his 
" | tone. 

CIRAPREN VE=A Tow ACT ‘She—she is——'but kere h's stammer 

While Belle and Lard Stanmore were | overtook Sir Dick, who blushed scarlet at 
being unable t) find words to express his walking beneath the (hanging and fas'- 
admiration. . falling leaves, l.ady Stanmore was not 

looking for her old letters—she was tod ‘Pretty ?’ suggested Stanmore. 

prudent to have left any—but was’ watch- | ‘Lovely,” blurted cut Sir Dick, with a 

ing the pair in the grounds below. | great effort. 

Watching them with mingled feelings! ‘It is a takir gz face,” enswered Stanmore, 

Al this had once been hers, she was think- | ecldly; in fact, he was not cver well pleased 

ing elincng ter a moment round the | ard bad ae un ary consciousness it th's 

daintily fu nished room she was occupying. | moment th t he did not care to hear this 

1 young man's warm praises ot Belle. In ‘0 mer de ve—whin she was mistress of | ) 
‘You must all coxe over to Hurst?’ con- Redver’s Court—tbis bad been her own | 

room, decorated :ccording to her taste, | tinued Sir Dick. 

and Lord Stanmore had directed his house- | “You must scttle that with my guests,’ 

keeper that it was to be reserved for her, | said Starmore; ‘for the present 1 am in 

on th's, her first visit to him. their hards.’ 

It naturally swoke many recollections. And Sr Dick wes not very long in set- 

And one was regret; regret that this | tliog it. 

stately room was no lorger hers; that an- | ‘There they ae!” he cricd eagerly, for 

other would probably soon take her place | at this mom nt Lady Stanmore and Belle 

here. And then she esked herself halt. | rassed the windows of the rocm outtile. 

bitterly who that cther would be? | Ttey bad gore into the October sunshine, 

Again she look«d out trom Ler window. 
She saw Stanmore's tall figure bending B:le's erm. 

over Delle's slight girlish ove: she saw the | ‘Well, the raid, ‘and what do you thir k 

look of animation, even of pleasure, in his | of Dick Protyn? 

face. Sie was a woman of the world, ‘He's nice-looking. and seems very good 

ani judged not orly by worlds: ratured,” answered Belle. 
‘He 's in love with her,” she thought ‘He's the kin”est and most swezt-temper 

still balt-bitterly. *Wih Belle Wayland! | ed boy I ever knew. H's father was killed 

Ah, 1 only krew. But who knows” | on th: hunting field wkea he was a mere 

Men «is age, it they take a love fever, | lad—hardly eign'e2n, I believe—and 1 

teks it seriously. He might look over | think Lady Probvn’s heart would have 

¢virytting for the sake ot his grande | broken, but for Dick ; ha was everythirg to 

passion. Well, she is better than the Sey- | her: is in fact everyone to her now. Dut 

mours st any reta. But iis rather a come | you will see har, fer they ae sure to stk 

down fo: me. I shall be the dowager, and | us over to Hurt. Itis a rize place, and 

B:lle Wayland the great lady [Little | Dick is a very lucky man. Ah!bere he 

and Lady Stenmore put her hand throvgh | 

Belle! And she laughed barsh’y. ‘But | comes.’ 
- 1 . , ‘ 1 . x’ ! 

such is lite. A fowmoments lat r Sr Dick was by 

And if she does not marry him some- | their side. 

bocv elie will, and tbat would be worse,” ‘Lady S‘anmore,’ he began, and then his 

went on her reflections. ‘I shell have the | un'ortura‘e stammer stayed his speech. 

whip hand over her always, but not over a | *Ycu are cut of breath,” seid Lady Stan- 

strenger. But it's a wonderful turn of | more, considerately. ‘1 have just been 

fite, snd Iheld it in my band. If only | tel ing my niccz ter what a charming wo- 

that stupid wom:n Linda dces not meddle. | man your mothar is, and h.w good a scn 

But I think she dara not.’ you were to her in her great troub'e.’ 

I'ce two in the grounds below did not Sir Dick colored ingenuonsly. 

dream cf the handsome. ball eavious eyes *You—you are very good to say so,’ he 
that were watcting them from above. said; ‘my—my mcther is -’ 
aly Stanmore saw Stanmore stoop down | *Thke best of wem:n,” prompted Lady 

and plu-k the girl ty his side one cf the | Stanmore. ‘Be!’e, we must drive over to 

late autumn] tlowers, end B lle placed | see lady Prot ya.’ 

it at her waist. She raw her face as This looted Sir Dick’s tongu?.’ 

she did so, ard krew the secret of Ler ‘You must come to lunch or dirn-r,’ he 

heart. | raid withcut any stammer a* all. ‘Mother 

‘She is not thinking of lin, but of her | will be fo delighted to have you ; and—and 
soldier lover. Poor Jack! Well, it terves | Miss Wayland will come too?’ 

him right for being such a fool.” And ‘Very pleased,’ sniwered Belle, smil ng 

[Lady Stanmore laughed. ‘Wtat day, then?’ asked Sir Dick. 

But ¢h: did not laugh when she went ‘Please come soon.’ 

down to luncheon, nor look atthe flower | ‘Well, the day after to-morrow shall we 

tbat B:lle still wore. ' say 2" said I. dy Stanmcre, looking at Bella. 

‘Wty, Belle, you look chaiming,” she | ‘We must see if ttis suits Jack—I mean 
said, smiling : ‘as fresh as a rote’ Stanmore—though.’ 

‘Oh, Aunt Lucy, how lovely the grounds It was firally settled that they were to 
are!" answered Bele. ‘Lord S anmore | go to Hurst Hall to lunch the day alter to- 
has been so-good eénl taken me all ¢ver | morrow, and Sir Dick went home quit2 de- 

them; and the lake. You never told me | lighted with bis visit to Redver’s Court. 

there was a lake bere.’ He rushed upstairs in his boyish fashion 

‘And a very deep lake, too,’ said Lady | when he reacted Huret, taking two or 

Stanmore : ‘when I first married | was | three ot the brcad, low, dark oak steps at 

nearly drowned in it when skating. Tae | each bound, until Le reached lis mother's 
ice era kad, and | have never cared to go | morning room, where a dignified looking 
near it since.’ lady, with abundant snow white hair, 

‘How was it you never atked us herc | turned beck over a cushion, looked up 

Aunt Lucy? when it was your home, I | from her knitticg with a smile to welcome 
mean? contituned Belle. him. 

Lady Stanmore gave one of her custom- | ‘Mother, I've seen th» prettiest g'rl 1 
ary shrogs. ever saw in my life,” he began. 
‘My husband cid not adore your mother, ‘Well, my dear, and where?’ asked 

my dear, that was one,” she answercd. ‘He | Lady Probyn still smiling ; for to tell the 
said he could stand her in th» town but not | truth she was quite accustemed to Dick's 

in the country. Dut here she comes. Well | rhapsodies about female cheras. 
I/nda, and how are you th's morning, as ‘At Redvers Court ;: she 1s Lady Stan- 
this is your first public appearance more’s niece ; shc—she is lovely, mother.’ 

Mrs. Wayland walked up fo the luncheon Lady Probyn held out her white hand, 
tab'e with scarcely a suppressed groan. and took her boy's brown one, and her 

‘I'm rackzd with rheumatism,’ she said. | eyes smiled as well &s her lips as she did 
“You prophesied I should get it in both | so. She was beau'iful to look at, this 
knees, and I bave.’ woman, with her noble tearing, her fine 

‘That is very sad. I wonder what will | features, and her clear complexion scarcely 
do you good ? But here comes Jack ; we'll | touch:d by time. She bad blue, uncloud.d 
ask him what he recommends.’ eyes like her son’s, in which a merry glance 
Stanmore entered the room at this mo- | sometimes sparkled, though as a rule they 

ment, followed by a bright-faced young | wore an expression of dignity and 
man of tome twenty-five summers, to whom | sweetness combined, with just one tinge of 

Lady Stanmore immediately cordially ex- | sadness underlying all. That fital day in- 
tended her hand. decd when they had brought her husband 

‘Why, Sir Richird,’ she said; this does | —the lover of her youth—hom2 with 

indeed seem like old times.’ his broken neck, bad never quite faded 
‘I heard you were here,” answered the | from her mind. But she was not one ot 

young man, smiling ; ‘and so rode ovr to | those who speak of their troubles. Ths 
ask Stanmore to give me some lunch, and [ | wound lay ceep, but it was hidden from 
hope you will fix some day to come to us| common eyes. 
betore I go? ‘And when shzll I see this new beauty, 
“You are as hospitable as ever I see. | D'ck?’ she now asked, looking up at ber 

Iinda, thisis Sir Richard Probyn, who | stalwart son. 
used to be our nearest neighbour here in| ‘The day afier tomorrow, mother; they 
the old times. My sister, Mrs. Wayland, | ar2 all coming to lunch; I—1 knew you 
my niece Miss Wayland.’ would be glid to see Lady Stanmore again 

Sir Richard turned his good-looking face, | —so I asked them’ 
1d bowed low, both to the cross old wo-| ‘Lady Stanmore is a very agreeable 
wad and the pretty young one. He was a | woman,’ answered Lady Probyn, and that 
criunate young man this; one of those | was all. 

‘Awfully jolly I think, and Stanmore’s a 
nice fellow—but this girl!" and Dick act- 
ually heaved a sigh. 
My dear Dick, I shall think you have 

fallen in lowe!" said Lady Probyr with a 
little silvery laugh. 

Dick blushed scarlet 
‘Ob! that's nonsense ; but of course I 

can't help seeing how pretty she is ; no one 
could help it But wait till you sce her, 
mother ; but I must be cif, the vet's here 
to sce after pocr Bess's knee, and I am 
afraid it's a bad business.’ 
He burried away as fast as he bad come, 

anl b's mother sat thiking of bim after be 
was gore. She withed him to marry, but 
she had never sctemed for or talked to him 
on the subject. 
‘When he rea’ly loves someone it will be 

time enough,’ she had told Lerself often. 
She was a woman who believed that one 
thing alcne mskes marriage sacred or true ; 
the ove that comes unsought, the sweetest 
gift of God. Without this bond she knew 
there could be no real happiness ; with it 
no real woe. She left her boy's future 
therefore in bis ands. 

‘1 know he will not choose unworthily,’ 
she thought as she resumed the knitting of 
the blue silk sccks which be bad interrupted 
when be came in to tell ker of Belle Way- 
land, and then her thoughts wandered to 
her own esrly days, and to the handsome 
lover that had nct wooed in vain, 

But there was nothing bitter in these 
memories ; the grand dames in the oak- 
pannelled picture gallery at Hurst, did not 
look more serene and stately than she did 
as she rat there musing on the past. 

But the rex: day she began to thirk that 
Dick's admiration for Miss Waylind must 
really be serious. For some unaccountable 
reason, which he could not explain, Dick 
again thought it necessary to rid: over to 
Redver's Court— perhaps he had forgotten 
to mention the Juncheen hour—ard h2 
again saw Belle Weyland, and walked with 
her under the falling leaves in the beauti- 
ful grounds, and a new joy stole into his 
heart, which made his past lite feem 
empty. 

Stanmore was nct at home during this 
second visit ; he had run up to town for a 
few honrs, and Sir Dick ¢11 rot feel sorry, 
Sorry! He could not feel sorry for any- 
thing during this dul’, + Imost warm, eut- 
umnal day, when the mist floated over the 
grass-lands and bung on the wet boughs, 
He had B lle all to himselt, and that was 
better than sunshine. Mrs. Wayland was 
upstzirs nursing her rheumatism: Lady 
Stanmo‘c¢ in her own room writing her 
letters. They told ber Sic Richard Probyn 
was below, but Lady Stanmcre did not 
stir from ber occupation. 

“Tell Mies Wayland he is here,’ she seil 
to the servant. ‘I am ergiged; I must 
catch this post.’ 
So presently the young people went out 

toge'ter, end Sir Dick bad never felt so 
happy in his life. lis boyish geod temper 
and joyousness was infecticus, and Belle 
l:ughed merrily again and agein. Ledy 
Stanmore watched them also from her 
window, as she had watcted Belle and 
Starmore, and she smiled a little grm’y as 
she did so. 

‘Master Jack will have to look to his 
laurels, or this boy will cut bim out,’ she 
thought. ‘But it will spur him on; if le 
gets jeslous of Dick Probyn, Belle bas only 
to name the day—urless she is a fool. 
Tren preceatly she went bi:ck to her 

writing Cesk, and laying open on it was a 
large ¢nvelope directed in her own hanc- 
writing to R<dver’s Court, and containing 
several letters address:d to herself and to 
Mrs. ard Miss Wayland, at the Hotel 
Metropole, Brigltton. Ste tock them cut 
one git>r the other. Mrs. Wayland's she 
torsed carlessly aside. There was indeed 
an u-mistakable look of business about 
them, and Mrs. Wayleni's bills did not 
interest her sister. Her own letters— 
chiefly invitations, for she was rich—she 
glanced at also carelessly; but one direct- 
ed to Miss Waylard in clear, masculine 
hiniwriting rec-ivad more attention. It 
was open, fcr she had read it before, but 
now she took it up and re read it carefully; 
it was as follows: — 
‘My own dear st Belle.—At ths last 

moment I hive a chance of sending you a 
few words. A very rad thing bas happen 
ed on bcard. Ore ot the jamor licuten- 
ants, a nice young fellow, and mari:d, 
came on board last night with his wite. 
We hed hardly started when he brckz a 
blood-vessel, and tke doctors at orc: said 
it was useless for him to a‘tempt the voy- 
age as h2 was a very tal silor. Nothing, 
theretore, could b2 done but for the young 
coupe to return, and as I knew poor Mrs. 
Webster in India [ thought 1 might give 
give her a few lines to p:st for you. Dear 
Belle, I bave been wondering sl! day what 
you have been doing, what you have been 
thinking of. Have you been to look at the 
rey, and thought of our parting words? 
When | am f r away from you in my exile 
will yeu still thick of them? I think I 
shall tear the sleepy dash of the waves that 
night against the sea wall often in my 
dreams. Good-bye, my Belle, my love, 
my cnly love. Let me find a letter wait- 
ing for me when I land at Bombay ; I shall 
be greatly disappointed If I do not. And 
believe me, ever most faithfully yours, 

‘Hugh Gilbert.’ 

~ ‘P. S.—I re-opened my letter, Belle, to 
fell you some painful news. Poor Web- 
ster died half-an-hour ago, but bis wite will 
take bis body home. The steamer she re- 
turns in is lying alongside the troopship 
now. Poor little womon, is it pot terribly 
sad? ‘H. G. 
Lady St:nmore having re-resd this letter, 

rose withit in her hind. Perhaps one 
thrill of womanhood shot through her cold 
breast as she did so, but it did not move 
her from ker purpose. 

‘She must never see it,” she thought, 
‘and Belle's-leiter must never rach Bom- 
bay. 
A bright fire was burnirg merrily in the 

grate ; the flame shone cheerily in the misty 
air ; but a few moments later the passionate 
words of ycu'h ard love had vanished in 
their glow, and Lady Stanmore’s hand bad 
spo.lt two lives. 

CHAPTER VIlL.— SIR DICK. 

Stanmore returned from town by the 
night train, but when he came down to 
breakfast there was a cloud upon his brow. 
His sisver-in-law saw that something had 
annoyed bim, but she was too discreet to 
make any cc mments. 
‘We had Dick Probyn here again yes- 

terday,’ she said, presently. 
‘Again ?" replied Stanmore, with an odd 

inflexion in bis voice. 
*Yes. I tell Belle she must bave made 
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The world's great leader, Paine'’s Celery | and liver troubles, and all diseates arising 
Compound, has no ¢qusl for feeding ¢x- 
haustcd n'rves and building up the weak 
and shattered tody. 
The greatest of modern medical men— 

Prot. Edward E. Phelps, M. D., LL. D., 
alter years of hard practice and close 
scientific research, gave Paine’s Celery 
Compound to millions who were suffering. 
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learard, by its marvellous cures. 
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gestion, rheumatism, neuralgia, kidney 
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future misery acd suffering. 

Paine’s Celery Compound dees not ba- 
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necess:ry to state, thit millions of well- 
regulated homes have made it their chosen 
medicine. 
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by unscrupulous men, buyers of Paine’s 
Celery Compound sheuld sce th t they get 
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for the trade mark-—the rame Paine's and 
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that will take tke place of Daine’s 
Celery Compound ; it is what you most 
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a conquest of him,” answered Lady Stan- 
more, smiling and lcoking at Belle. 
Then Stanmore a'so looked at her, but 

Belle did not scem very well ple: szd. 
‘I wish you would not say such s'upid 

things, aunt Lucy,” th? said, and her face 
flushed. ‘A young man cannot spesk to 
one civilly tut some nonsense or other is 
said about it’ 

“That is quite true,’ remarked Stanmore. 
‘My dear,” sud Laly Stanmore, sar- 

castically, ‘do not let my nnocent little 
remark distr:ss you cr pat you out of fem- 
per. It is mi rely a way Dick Probyn bas ; 
every new face h» sees is that of a goddest, 
but his infatuation does not last.’ 
‘What a consolation for the gcddesses !’ 

answered Belle, with a lau_h, and a little 

toss of her pretty head. 
‘Oane for yu, Lucy,” said Stanmore. 

‘But what did Dick come about?’ le con- 
tinned. ‘To put us off going t> Hurst to 
lunch today ?’ 

‘Ob, no,’ repliel Belle, smiling. ‘He 
came expressly to re.nind us of his invifa- 
tion.’ 

‘Attentive boy! sneered Stanmore. 
“Well, Miss Wayland, you will see a 
remarkably bandsom: woman at Hurst. 
Lady Probyn m kes age seem beautiful, 
which not many women can do.’ 
S'asmore dia not lcok at Lis sister-in-law 

as he said this, but somehow La y Stan- 
more felt that he wculd ot liked to have 
done so. She was moreover a woman who 
hated to hear th: good looks ot another 
womap praiced by a man. 

i | & not know you were such a devoted 
admirer of Lady Probyn,’ she said, spite- 
tully. ‘I thcuzht you admired snother style 
of woman.’ 

‘Everyone must admire Lady Probyn, 
answer:d S'anmore, cutly ; and Eke ros: 
from the table and went to the window, and 
stood looking out on the misty lawn. He 
ws out of orts ; te had a h2adache ; and 
somehow he could not belp thinking how 
fresh and fair Belle Wayland looked. 

‘I am too od, and too batterad for her,’ 
he thought gloomily ; 
Dick Probyn's age wcu'd be more to ker 
taste. The gnme cof the past clings to a 
man of mine.’ 
Some of that grime was clinging to him 

at this moment. He was fresh from aj far 
from pleasant interview in town; he was 
realizing perhaps that the life be bad l:d 
was sure to leave its trace behind. 

But presently with an impatient sigh he 
dismissed the idea from bis mind. He tura- 
ed sharply round and addressed Bella. 

‘What are you going to do this morning, 
Miss Wayland?’ he asked. ‘Would ycu 
like a ride?’ 

‘Belle can’t go out to rd: this morning, 
Jack,’ said Lady Stanmore, leoking up 
from her newspaper. *We have to start for 
Hurst at halt-past twelve, and it's no us: 
her going there tired to begin with.’ 

Stanmore shrugged his shoulders. 
‘Just as it plegses you,” he answered. 

“Well, it no one clse will, I shall go out 
for a short ride. ~My complexion,” he 
added, with a short, ratker harsh laugh, 
‘wants freshening up a bit before I present 
myself to the beautiful Lady Probyn, 
whatever yours ard Miss Waylani’s may 
do. So for the present, good-bye. 

‘Be sure you are back in time,’ cried 
Lady Stanmore, just as h> was cisappear- 
ing from the room. 
‘Al right,) he answered, and after he 

was gone Lady Stanmore looked across 
the table at Belle. 

‘Jeck is in one of his tempers this morn- 
ing.’ she said ; ‘though to do him justice he 
has not an attack very often. And then all 
men have their temp2rs, and women too, 
for tat matter.’ 

‘I suppose so,’ repl'ed Belle, indifferent- 
ly ; and then she rose and left the morning- 
room,going out presently into the still gar- 
dens, and we can guess to whom her 
thoughts wandered. 

It was Hugh, Hugh, always Hugh! Her 
love was in its youth, and the bloom and 
beauty of the spring-time cast a halo around 
it. There were none of the shadows and 
fears of later years; none of the wearing 
doubts which take the freshness from many 
a fair cheek, in the weary hours of absence 
and anxietyr Belle believed that Hugh 
Gilbert really loved her, and the did not 
fear that he wouid change. 

‘I will go to India,’ she ttought softly; 
and she tried to picture in the misty aut- 
umnal Sag garden the life in the strange 
Ber us land, of which she had heard 
ugh Gilbert talk so often. 

‘I suppose a lad of | 

‘Bat I shall be with him,’ and she smiled. 
This was enough to her girlish heart; this 
thought smoothed all diflicultizs, all dar- 
gers. 
wrapped in a haze of love. 

Presently she heard some ore tapping 
sharply inside one of the windows of the 
house, and locking up, saw it was her Aunt 
Lucy. Lady Stenmore beckoned to her to 
go in, end when Belle went Lady Stanmore 
wanted to know what she was gding to 
wear at Lady frobyn's lunch party. 
‘Oa! I never ttought of it,” answered 

Belle. *Anything will do, I suypose?’ 
‘No, I wish vou to lock particularly well 

today,’ ssid Lady Stanmore, lcoking at her 
critically. ‘Let me see, that blue velvet 
with otter suits your compléxion. Wear 
that, and the hat to match.’ 

‘But why co you want me to look weil 
today ?’ asked Bel'e, smiling. 

Lady Stanmore, also smiling. 
‘But eligible wen are nothirg to me. 

Aunt Lucy, did mother ever tell you that 
I am engaged to Hugh Gilbert?" edded 
Belle, with sudden gravi'y. 
‘She told me there had been some non- 

sznse between vou and some voung man in 
the army, but that it was an utterly hope- 
less affair, as he hasn’t a penny, &nd he 
has gone out to India.’ 

Belle’s charming face flushed 
‘Mother may say what she pleases,” she 

said, ‘but itis not utter'y hopeless. Il2 
has gone out to India certainly, but in a 

| year, when he gets his company, he will 
either come home for me, or I shall go out 
to him.’ 

‘i am very sorry to hear this, Belle,’ 
answercd Ledy Stanmore, slowly, ‘sorry 
for you, and yet more for the young man. 
He has no money, I am told, and you will 
bave next to rone, even when your mother 
dies, and she woa’t die for many a lrng 
bear. Oa what do you mean to live then, 
or, rathar, to starve?’ 

‘He has his pay, and in India—’ 
‘His pay! Wuy, my dear child, his pay 

will scarcely keep his head above water 
when he has only himself to keep, let alone 
a wile, and prcbable family. A man can- 
nct marry on his pay, either in India or 
anywhere else. In India you have double 
pay certeinly, but more than double ex- 
penses. I know a poor girl who did what 
you are thinking of doing. She married 
ber cousin on his pay, and went out to 
India, and in two vears she came home to 
die ; worn cut, she told me herself, by 
debts, worries, and a detestable climate. 
Take her as a warning, B:lle.’ 

‘I, too, can come home 30 die,” answered 
B:lle, with quivering lips, ‘but I will die 
true to Hugh Giltert. 
Lady S‘anmore slightly shrugged her 

shoulders. 
‘Wilful young woman !" ske said. ‘Well, 

at all events I hope you won’t come home 
to die ; we don’t want to lose you quite 
yet Belle. Bat in spite of your devotion 
to this young man I suppose you do not 
wish to look ugly to-day?’ 

Belle began smiling again. 
‘Not particularly,’ she answered. 
‘Wear the blue velvet costume then. 

And is it not a blessing your mother really 
can't go ; she would have only grumbled 
all the time.’ 

‘I am afraid ske is really in pain.’ 
‘Possibly ; but so are many others. I 

thirk it is so selfish of people to be always 
talking about tkeir ailments when no one 
cares one pin for them except their heirs.’ 
And Lady Stanmore laughed. 

‘Ob, Aunt Lucy! 
‘As a rule, I mean; but there are e:- 

ceptions to every rule. 1 have no doubt 
at this moment it your young man—I for- 
get bis name—oh, yes—Mr. Hugh Gilbert's 
little firger ached, that you would spend 
sleepless tours of anxiety and el.rm. 
Such is calt-love, my dear ; bat, luckily, it 
soon ends!’ 

‘But there is a better kind of love than 
calf-love, which does not end—true love,’ 
answered Belle, with spirit. 

‘Comfort yourself with tte delusion, but 
a delusion you will find i',” said Lady 
Stanmore, smiling and shaking her head. 
‘But surely we have talked enough about 
love, cilt «r otherwise, this morning. 
Make yourself look as pretty as you can, 
my dear, in spite of all your love, and re- 
member that we start from here at Fkalf- 
past twelve.’ 
Very well, Aunt,’ replied Belle, and 

she left the room, but ¢h2 did not return to 

The mental vista before her lay! 

the misty garlens. She went to her own 
room and sat down thinking of the old theme. 

‘Aunt Lucy Jocs not understand,” she 
thought; ‘but I do. There are better 
things than wealth or big name; but all 
the same I wish either Hugh or I were rich.’ 

Sh: sighed a li'tle wistfully, but pre- 
sently ronsed herself, and began dressing 
to go to L.ady Probyn's. She looked at 
kerselt with some natural pleasure as sh2 
did so. What a gift shehad! She charm- 
ed without effect; her beauty was a pass- 
port to every heart that envy had not dulled. 
And when the blu? velvet with its olter 

trimmings was donned, Bel'e made a fiir 
pictare. She sighed agair, however, when 

| she remembzred it was not paid tor. Many 

‘Bacaus: there are two highly eligitls | 
men to be present, my dear,” answered | 

| 

of her things, indeed were not paid for, £s 
Mrs. Way'and was always lamenting ber 
want of means, and yet insisted that Belle 
should sppear well dr.ss>d. It was not 
pleasant, but what could the girl do? 
‘You must marry a 1ich hustand,’ ste 

bad been told until the was weary of heer- 
ing it. But alter she saw Hugh Gilbert's 
face the idea of a rich husband quite vanish- 
ed from ter mind 

Presently ths went Cown stairs, and in 
the Fall she met Stanmore, lookirg all the 
freshe for his ride. lle had not seen the 
blue velvet costume betore, and he at once 
noticed and admired it. 

‘You look chirming.’ h2 said, and Belle 
laughed a little coquettishly. 

‘I have bad such a lecture from Aunt 
Lucy on the subject of looks,’ sh2 arswered, 
‘that I have put on my best frock.’ 
‘Nevermind Aunt Lucy's lectures,’ con- 

tinued Stanmore, still with lis eyes fixed on 
Bel'e's charming figure and face. ‘You 
Fave no re:d even to put on your be:t 
frock ; nature his dore more for you than 
dress ever will.’ 

“T'bat is quite a pretty speech, Lord 
Stanmore.’ 

‘As a rale 1 cdea’t make them; but I 
must be quick about improving my appear- 
ance, or Aunt Lucy will be givirg mea 
lecture too.’ 
He laughed and ran up the staircase as 

Le ¢epoke, and presently Lady Stanmore 
came down and joined DB:lle, dressed as 
usual to perlect.on. 

‘I met Jack going to change h's dress,’ 
she sid pleasantly, ‘and he stopped to tell 
me that you looked parfect. There, I hope 
you are flittered? And Jack, who asa 
rue, hes a fault to find with eyery woman's 
appearance.” 

‘I am highly fla‘tered,” answered Belle, 
¢emiling. 
‘You ceriaicly do Ico well,” continued 

Lady Staamore, locking at Belle. ‘That 
shade of blue exactly suits your ¢.jmpl2xion. 
Your dress must have cost a precdy penny, 
my dear.’ 

B:1'e blushed deeply. 
‘I don't know what it cost,’ she said. 
‘Oh, I suppose it is not paid for? Your 

mother, I must ssy, has very eniarged ideas 
on tke subject of debt.’ 

‘I hate dett,’ exclajmed Belle, quickly. 
‘I am afraid if you marry your young 

man you'll bave to get used to it. But 
never mind, Belle; debts or no debts, ore 
bas to get through life somehow; only 
debts make one uncomfortable.’ 

‘Of course they do.’ 
At tkis moment Stanmore came 1 0 the 

room, the door of which was ttanding open. 
‘What mskes you uncomfortable, Lucy?’ 

he asked. 
‘Debts, Jack ; Belle and I were just discus- 

sing the subj:ct, answered Lady Stanmore. 
‘I was accustomed to them for so many 

years,’ said Stanmore with a little laugh, 
‘that I got quite used to them. I miss 
them now, 1 think, out of my life.’ 

‘You don’t expect us to believe you. 
But come, it is time we were off ; the car- 
riage has been round ten minutes, and 
Lady Probyn with all ker perfections may 
not Tike waiting for her lunch—at least, I 
don’t.’ 
Saying this, Lady Stanmore led the way 

to the carriage, and presently they were 
driving down the long avenue of changing 
trees. They were famous, these trees, 
with their great, brown, gees trunks, 
and stretching boughs, which met over, and 
seemed to dwarf the roadway beneath. 

‘Poor Stanmore was very proud of the 
avenue,’ said Lady Stanmore, comt¢mpla- 
ively looking around. 

“The present poor Stanmore is also—in 
a way, answered Stanmore, smiling. 
‘Bat I always think trees are rather un- 
pleasant companions; they seem to me to 

| Continued on Page 11.] 


