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

Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh- 

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

ment. Belle promises to be true and aerees to meet 

him that evening for a final farewell. Upon her re- 

turn to the hotel, where she and her mother are 

stopping she fiads that [ord Stanmore, whose 

brother was the husband of Mrs Way and’s sister 

has arrived and has invited her mother and her to 

dine with him that evening. Mr: Wayland goes 

but Belle feigns sudden i Iness and is Jeft apparently 

asleep in her r em. After dinner Mrs. Wayland 

discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbert 

and is very angry. Mrs. Wayland writes an 

acccunt of the aftair to ber sister, Lady Stanmore 

and the latter comes immediately to Brighton. 

CHAPTER 1V.— Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton 

and has an impo tant interview with Mrs. Wayland 

in which they decide Belle's future. Lady Stan- 

more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and lays 

her pl.ns accordingly. She decides to intercept the 

letters betwaen the lovers. Lord Stanmore be 

comes deeply ioterested in Belle and invites his 

sister in-law, Mrs. Waylina acd Belle to spend a 

tew wee ks at his country residence. 

CHAPTER v.— Belle begins a dairy in order that 

she may send a1 accouat of each day to her 
absent 

lover. 
Cuarrer v.—Lady Etermore thinks over th» 

situation. She decides that Bele 18 notin
 love with 

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

and invites them ‘0 visit him at Hurst hall. He is 

greatly smitten with Belle. Lady Stanmore opens 

a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and
 burns it. 

CHAPTER vil.—Lord Stanmore becomes j
ealous of 

Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmors of her en- 

gavemen: and that lady ridicules the ides, 
They go 

to Hurst Hall. 
: 

CHAPTER viiL.—Bel'e’s diary co tinued.
 She tells 

Lady Stanmore of her dreim about Hugh. That 

1ady decides t) write Mrs. Bal our. 

CHAPTER 1x.—La ly Stanmore destrovs a letter 

Belle has wri ten to Hugh Gilbert. Jack Stanmore 

confesses his love for Belle to his sister in-law. 

Mrs. Wayland falls iil and the st y at Redvers 

court is prolonged. Sir Di k Probyn proposes to 

Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a 

letter from Mrs. Balfour who went to 

India on the same hip witu Hugh Gilbect. 

It contains the startling news of Hugh Gilbert's 

marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the ress and 

is greatly shocked. I1takiog a morning walk she 

breaks through the ice. 

CHAPTER IX.—MRS. WAYLAND'
S ILLNESS. 

Mrs. Wayland, asa rule was th: most 

disobliging old woman in the world, but 

at this time she dil exactly what her sis
ter, 

Lady Stanmore, wished her to do. That 

is, she took a serious illness, and was com- 

peled to remain many weeks at Redvers 

Court, whether she wished it or not. 

She had, in truth, by some means or 

other, contracted rh:um.tic fever, and it 

not in absolutz danger was really extreme
ly 

ill. And she was the most impatient of 

invalids. Shae ceclired it was the damp of 

the falling le:ves at Radvers Court that 

had done the mischief, an] rated her sister 

and Belle every hour of the day for baviag 

taken ler there. i 

Lady Stanmore, however, bore it all 

very complacently, and S aamere, —who 

never saw her—yet more complicently. 

But he also was secretly pleas d at this ill- 

ness ; the illness that detained Belle Way- 

land under lus roof. 

The let*er which poor Belle had written 

to her lover wih such over flowing tender- 

ness in her heart, 
never left Redvers Court on its way to 

Bombay. A tew minules after Belle re- 

tarned t> her mother’s room, Laly Stan- 

more also descended to the hall—though 

this was not her usual practi e—carrying 

some latters in her hin’. She, too, un 

locked tie leiter-bag, placed her own 

letters within it, and drew out one addressed 

in Belle’s band writing to 
Huch Gilbert E:.q , 

Royal Linc: sire Regiment, 
g General Post Offi e, 

Bombay, 
India. 

Lady Stanmore carried this letter 1n th: 

pocket ot her dress to her own room, quite 

unaware tha tbe butler Jenkins, who had 

charge of the beg, and was just going to 

lock 1t be‘ore giving it to th: postman, had 

scen her abstract it. Jenkins saw this, but 

be had lived at Redvers Court in Lady 

we may be very sure | 

or your wealth will not influence Belle. 
You must try to mike her care for you for 
your own sake.’ 

‘I like her all the better for that. Bat 
suppose in the meantime someone else cuts 
me out? That young Dick Probyn, for 
instance.’ 

1 don’t think Belle is a girl to care for 
so young a man as Dick Probyn.’ 

‘Bat she is so young.’ 
‘That is differ:nt; and, jokiag avart— 

pray don't think I am flattering you, Jack— 
bat you ar2 a much better looking man 
than Dick Probyn ; besid :s tha’ uafortunate 
stammer of his.’ 
Stanmore smiled well pleased. 
‘I mus: say that's a bit of a drawback,’ 

he said. ‘So you think I had better wait, 
Lucy ?’ : 

“Decidedly wait. If Belle thought we 

want:d her to marry you because jou are 
what is ca'led a good match, she would not 

hive you. Dat if she leirned to care for 
you ske would.” 

““An1 you will stand my friend?" 
“Certainly I wl, Jack. I like B:lle, 

and I've always liked you. And naturally 
I shall be pleased to be doubly c)nre:ted 
wih you.” 
“The old woman is the worst of 1t.” 
‘She his proved a most convenient old 

woman at the present time,” answered 
Lady Stanmore, with a little laugh, “Her 
being laid up bere gives you an opportunity 
of seciag Bellz intimately which ycu could 
not bave had nowh re else.” 
“And you thick I had better wait?” 

again askel Stanmore, alittle anx'oaly. 
“Most certainly I do; wait until I give 

you a hint that it is time t> sp:ak, and 
then ycu wi | speak t> some purpose.” 

Stanmore nodded his head, and then 
went out to smoke. 

¢ Lucy is a wise woman,” h2 thought as 
he walked slowly up aad down the long 
avenue. ‘I'm glad I've teld her.” 

CHAPTER X.— SIR DICKS LETTER. 

Mrs. Wayland lay ill for weeks and 
weeks at R:dver's Court after this mom- 
entous conversation between S'anmore and 
his sister-in-law. And during this time 
Sir Dick Piobyn rode many times from 
Hurst to inquire after her, and mde some 
excuse or other for constantly appraring 
at the Cour’, ard Stanmore regarded these 
visits with jealous eyes. 

*T'nat boy is always coming here,” he 
sa'd crossly one day, when Sir Dick's 
thoroughbred appeared, as usual, in the 
now almost leafless avenue. 

‘Ncver mind,’ answered Lady Stanmore, 
to whom this remark was addre s:d ; ‘he 
coms on a useless errand.’ 

‘But are you ¢o sue, Lucy 
‘As sure a3 I can be of anything mun- 

| dare : but there is always a httle un- 
| cartaiaty in our affairs, you know.’ 

Still Stanmore did not like it, ani he 
would have liked it still less had he known 

| the determination ia the “boy's” Leart €s 
| he rode that day up to the entrance to the 

Sir Lick bad in fact made up his m'nd 
to ask Be'le Wayland to be his wife. His 
admiration had ripened during the weeks 
that tal passed away since h: had first 

| seen her into a deep, and, he believed an 
endu-irg love, and his mott earnest wish 

' now was to find an opportunity of telling 
her thus, and of winning from ker sweet 
lips the words he most longed to hear. 

Belle niturally could not be ignorant 
that he liked her with no common regard. 
Ard she liked bim well enough to be sorry 

| this was so She did not wish to give him 

| 

Stanmore's time, and knsw it was as much | pain, and she more thin ¢nce thought of 

as his place was wo-th to say anything | asking her Aunt Lucy to tell Fim of her 

about it. He had known Lady Stanmore 

take letters from the bag before, and he | 

knew also that his lady nad a determined | 

will and en iron band. 
‘] wonder what ¢h2 is up to now?’ 

thought Jenkins, and that was sll. In the 
meanwhile the poor littl love-letter, full of 
the tender cu‘pourirgs of the girl's heart, 

was consuming in the flames. For a mo- 

ment or two atter she bad reached Ler own 

room, Lady Stanmore thought she would 

open it, and read its contents. But alter 

a brief indecision she determined not to do 
this. 

“The old story, the old folly, I suppose 

she reflected, and she flang it into the fire, 

and watched it burn quickly away. And 

at lunch she met Belle without once think- 

ing she bad done her any wrong. 
‘I forgot to ask you,’ she said, ‘it you 

had written your letter and sent it away ?’ 

‘Yes,’ answered Belle, soltly, it is gone ;’ 

and for the moment the memory of her 

dream came back to her mind. 
‘May I ask? inquired Stanmore, who 

had heard the question and answer, ‘what 

was the nature of this important letter ?' 

«Jack, ot courss, thinks it must be a love 
le ter,” answered Lady Stanmore, gaily. 
‘But for once, my dJear Jack, you are 
wrong. It is something much more im- 

portant—a business letter.’ 
“Why should I think ita love letter ? 

gsked Stanmore, sharply. 
‘Because all girls have them,” said Lady 

Stanmore, coolly; ‘but, of ccurse, you 

know nothing about it.’ 

S:anmore made no answer. He was very 
quiet daring lunch, but when B:lle l:ft the 

tible to see after ker mother, he suddenly 

looked in his sister-in-law’s fice, while a 

dusky flush passed over bis owr, 
‘Lucy, would you think I wasa very 

great fool ’ he said, ‘it I were to teil you 

that I believe I am balf ia love with that 
ir] 
‘With Belle?” asked Lady Stanmore, 

slowly. 
“Yes, with Belle; 1 know it's foliy, but I 

can’t belp it.’ 
*] do not see that it is folly,” con'inued 

Lady Stanmore still slow'y, and as it she 

were thisking. ‘Belle 1s a very pretty girl 

and I suppose some day you will marry ¥’ 
+] nsver thought of doing so until I met 

Belle Wayland. But do you think she 

would have me if I asked her?’ 
“That 1 cannot answer. But one piece 

ot advice—if you are in earnest—Ilet me 
give you. Don’t be in a bury; your rank 

| engagement to Hugh Gilbert. But car of 
lady Stinmore’s ridicule d:terred her. 
She remembered what she hd said on the 
subjec once before, and as I.1dy Stanmore 
mace no comments oa Sir Dick's f equeut 
visits, she thought it best also not to speak 
of tham. 

In the meanwhile she had written at 
least three letters to await Hugh G lbert’s 
arrival at Bombay. But none of these ever 
went any further than the post-bag at RR:d- 
ver's Court. Lady Stanmore had, indeed, 
indeed. co>m: to a private arrange- 
m2nt with Jeokins, the butler, on the 
subjzct, and the post-bag was now never 
desp itched without being first inspected 
by her. She paid the man highly for this 
service, and Jer kins was too discreet to 
icquire her motive. Perbaps he thought 
it was other than it was, and Lady Stan- 
more did smile a little scornfully at the ad- 
dresses of some of the letters that passed 
through her hands. But she did not inter- 
tere with them, and she knew that Huzh 
Gilb>rt could not write to Belle at Radver’s 
Court, as he did not know she was there; 
and she knew also that any letters ad- 
dressed to Bell: at Brighton would be for- 
warded to the Court under cover to her- 
self. 
So Belle's pretty love lines lived but a 

brief space, and then like t.e first one 
vanished in the flames. Lady Stanmore 
did not read them. 
‘Why should I?” she told herself; but 

perhaps even she, with all her hardness, 
scarcely hiked to pry on words which she 
knew were written from the girl's heart. 

But her scruples—if Jehe had any—did 
not extend t> a certain letter which pres- 
ently came to her from Brighton, enclosing 
one addressed to Miss Wayland, and tear- 
ing the Aden post-mark. Shs knew at 
once that it was written by Hugh Gilbert, 
on his outward passage, and she very de- 
liberately opened it. 
‘H may vri'e something o’ conse usrce,’ 

she thought. 
But it was only of the old sweet theme 

of love. And he dwelt on ber promise to 
him. 

‘I have no fear of you, my dearest Belle,’ 
he wrote ; ‘distance, indeed, scems nothiag 
to me as I write this; I feel almost as if 
you were near to m2 now. We touch at 
Aden tomorrow, and there I shall post 
this letter, and Lope to find one or more 
awaiting m2 from you on my arrival at 
Bombay. So it will cot be long now until 
I touch the paper that your hand has 

touched ; until I kiss tke words that you 
have written.’ 
Toere was mora in this strain; it way a 

letter from a man to one of whose love he 

was sure; a le ter written from heart to 

heart, but it dil not turn Lady Stanmore 
{rom her purpose. 
One part of it she did read twice over, 

in which Gilbert alluded to his travelling 

companions, Mrs. Balfour and Miss Vane. 

‘They are both nice women,’ she read, 

«and IT hope i bave been of some little use 

to them ; that was ail. But Lady Stanmore 
pondered on th se words, smiled, and then 

tha letter met the same fate as poor Belles. 

The letter from Aden arrived on the 

very day when Sir Dick had ridden to 

Redver's Court, determined to ask Belle 

to be his wife, and when S‘'aimore had 

scowled when he saw him approach. 

Gilbert's letter had. however, by this time 

disappeared in the flimes, and Lady Stan- 

more's smooth aad smiling face kept her 

gecrats well. Sie leit S:anmore still 

scowling in the disiog room, where they 

had just lunched, an1 went upstairs to the 

small drawing-room and welcomed Sir 
Dick very pleasantly. 

‘I have—jast come—mother sent me— 

that is,’ s‘ammerad poor Sir Dick. nervous 

with his biiden intentions regarding Belle, 

‘to ask after—’ : 

‘Mrs. Wayland ?’ said l.ady Stanmore, 

considerately, as Sir Dick's speech failed 

him. ‘I hope she is a little better today: 

not in such great pain. Belle is with her, 

tut I stall send hor down to talk to you 

presently. Mrs. Waylani, Iam sorry to 

siy, is a very impatient invalid, and likes 

to have one ot us constaatly with ber, 

though she his a trained nurs2.’ 
‘Still-—ot course—h:r dauzhter—' an- 

swerad Sir Dick in ditjointed words, turn- 

ing scarlet. 
‘Belle is, I must say, most good to her’ 

continued lady "S‘anmore, secratly 

amused ; ‘but it is a trial for a young girl 

to sit for hours in a clo room, a:d very 

often get scolded in the barga’n. But 

Mrs. Wayland bas not much cons deration 

for other people. I will go to her now 

and relieve poor Belle. 1 daresay you 

would ra‘h:r talk to her than me?’ added 

Lady Stanmore, with a gracious smile: 
Sir Dick stammered out his thanks and 

then as Lady Stanmore left the room be 
tried to nerve himself to speak the words 

he meant to say. Bat when the door 

opened, end Belle—sweet and fair—entered 

the room and advanced swmilingly to greet 

him. Sir Dick found h: could sy nothing. 

He could only nervously grasp her baad, 

and look with his bluz boaest eyes at her 

bright face. Bells was always pr. tty, but 

never had she seemed so charming to Sir 
Sir Dick as she did at this momert. Her 

brown curls were resting on her white 

forehead ; her hazel eyes were shinning, 

and a smile hovered on her rosy lips. and 

poor Sir Dick could not fiad a word to 
express bis feelings! 

he sat down to pen his letter. His words 

were simple and true, just like his heart, 
and Balle felt sorry whan she read th m. 
Stanmore handed her the letter the next 
morning at breaktas’, and he fancied as he 
¢id so he knew the handwriting. Belle 
opened it and her face flashed a little, but 
ste made no comment, and presently re- 
turned it to its envelope. 

But when sh» went to her own room she 

once more read her letter. It was as fol- 
lows : — 

‘Dearest Miss Wayland, —Forgive me 
for thus addressing you, but I think it is 
impossible for anyone to see you without 
loving you. At least itisimpossible to me. 

The first time I saw you I felt this, and 

1 fell it more strongly now. I called to- 

day, to ask you if you would honor me by 
being my wife. But I got nervous and 
could not say the words, co now write them. 
I know I am quite unworthy of you; but I 
know also tbat if you will permit me, I 
will spend all my lite in trying to make 
you happy. My motier will, Iam sure, te 
delighted, and I need not say tow happy 
you will make me by saying one little 

word. May I call in hopes of hearing it 

tomorrow? liver most devotedly yours, 

‘Richard Probyn.’ 
Belle felt really sorry. ‘I will tell him 

the truth,’ she determined, and she did. 
Bat even the trnth did not soften the blow 
to Sir Dick's h:ert. 

‘Dear Sir Richard,’ she wrote, ‘I have 
just received your letter, and I thank you 

very much for all the kind things you bave 
written. Bat I cannot be to you what you 

wish. Iam engaged to be married; was 
engaged before I saw you, to Mr. Gilbert, 
ot the Royal Lancashire Regiment. He 
has gone to rejoin his regiment in Irdia, 
but when be gets his company we shall be 
married. I am very sorry indeed if this 
gives you pain, and I trust you will always 
remain my friend. 

“Yours very sincerely 
‘B:lle Wayland.’ 

CHAPTER XI —MRS BALFOUR'S LETTER. 

Belle did not te!l her Auat Lucy of Sir 
Dick's le'ter, nor her mother. Sh: thought 
it she did so they would both blame h:r, 
and that the old story of her tolly about 
Hugh Gilbert would be renewed. But as 
the days went by, and Sir Dick did not 
appear at Redver's Court, Lady Stanmore 
had a word to say on the subject. ‘What 
has become of Dick Probyn, I wonder? 
she asked one morring, looking at B:le. 
‘Did you quarrel with h'm, Belle, thz last 
time he was here ?’ 
‘No Aunt Lucy, I did not,’ replied Belle ; 

and Lady S:anmore began to speculate 
could Belle be keeping something back. 
But B:lle was reall; counting the days 

now until there ccu'd be a l:tter trom Bom- 
bay. She knew tbat Hugh Gibert must 
have ar.ived there more than a fortnight 
ago, ard she naturally believed thit he 
would fiad hr letters awaiting him. Three 

‘Aunt Lucy sent me down to talk to you,’ 

said Belle ; ‘mother, I hopa. is a little better 
to-day.’ 

‘I am so glad.” gasped Sr Dick, witha 

great effort. ‘Lady Sianmore—has been 

telling me—how good you are.’ 
‘Bad you mean !’ laughed Belle. ‘1 am 

a shocking nurse, and my temper is detest- 

able” 
“You know it is not,” answered the 

tte young man, his earnestness almost 
overcomiag his stammer. 

‘Bat 1 know itis! Mother has really 

euflered dread ul pain, yet I hate to hear 

har groan and moan as she does. It 13 

can't help it. 
‘You are only joking.’ 
Yet it burt him for Ler even to blame 

Lerself. He believed in her so completely. 
In his eyes she was perfect, and her own 
dispraise grated on his ears. 

‘Did ycu ride over? presently asked 
Selle. 
‘Yes; do you ever ride, Miss Wayland? 

It you would—ride back to Hurst with me a 
Bell: shook ber head smilingly. 
‘No, I cannot do that,’ she answered ; ‘I 

must go back to mother presently.’ 
‘]—I—bave something to say to you,’ 

blurted out Sir Dick, summoninz all his 

courage to his aid. 
‘What ?* asked Belle, brightly. 
Sir Dick opened his lips, but the power 

of articu'ation s>emed to nave left him. He 
gaspel, grew scarlet, and an overwhelm- 
ing sense of humiliation overcame him. 

‘I—I—1I" he bgan, but he could proceed 
no further. 

“Teil me some other tme,” said Belle, 

kindly. ‘*Aonc now talk to m2 about your 
mother. How beutiful she i3, Sir Richard,’ 

This at once set Sir Dick at his ease, for 
his mother was a theme he loved to dwell 
on. 

‘She is teautifu! in my @éyes,’ he said, 
simply ; ‘and—and I like to hear you praise 

her.’ 
At this momert, however, Stanmore, 

who thought it very bad taste of his sister- 
in-law to leave Sir Dick and Belle alone, 
entered the room, and Sir Dick felt his op- 
portunity was lost. Stanmore had met 
Lady Starmore going to Mrs Wayland's 
room, and had stopped ber. 

‘Is that lad gone?’ he said. 
‘My dear Jack,’ she answered, ‘Le has 

just come. I am on my way to send Belle 
down to entertain him.’ 
Stanmore shrugged his shoulders. 
‘Perbaps you bad better go and help to 

entert:in him aleo,’ suggested Lady Stan- 
more, smiling. ‘He looked at me as if he 
had something very serious to say’; and 
she nodded end passad on. 
Stanmore took the hint. He went and 

talked to Sir Dick and Bells, but he did 
not ask his youag guest to remain, and 
presently Sir 1). ck rose ta take his leave. 
Stanmore went to the door with him, and 
tben returned to Belle. 

“That young gentleman comes Lere very 
often, it seems to me,’ he said. 

‘It is soraething for bim to do,” replied 
Belle. 
‘Do you like him?” asked Stanmore, 

with his eyes fixed on Belle's face. 
‘Yes, very much; but what a pity be has 

such a stammer,” answered Belle, and 
Stanmore saw that no blush rose to her 
smooth cheeks, and he immediately felt 
mcr amiable to Sir Dick. 

‘Yes, it's contoundedly awkward for 
Lim,’ he said ; ‘tut he’s a nice boy.’ 

But though Stanmore had interrupted 
Sir Dick be h:d not turned him from his 
purpose. 
What an ass I made of myself, stam- 

mering and stu'tering before ker.’ h: was 
reflecting as he rede home; but I'll not do 
it any more. I'll write to her and tell her 
that I love her better than all the world.’ 

unnatural, horrid, isn't it, of me? but I 

| weeks atter his arrival, if h: wrote at once, 
| she could receive an unswer, and she felt 
| almost sur: that h: would write. So she 
' watched Stanmore open the latter bag each 
morning wi‘h eager eyes, and parted lips. 
But none came, and as morning after morn- 
ing passed away, a vague fzsr and dis ap- 
pointment began to grow in her heart. 

She knew nothing ota letter that did 
come to R:dver's Court in her lyver’s 
handwriting st this time; a letter addressed 
to her at Brighton, which bad been for- 
warded under cover to Lady Stammore, 
and which was opened and read in private 
by that lady. In this Gilbert expressed 
great surprise and disappomtment that 
when he landed at Bombay he hid found 
no letter from Bel'e 

‘Write at once, dearest Belle, wiea you 
receive this,” he added, ‘or I thall not 
know whit to think. You would get my 
letter from Aden? I send thes2 few hasty 
lines to catch the firs; mail, tut I assure 
you I feel terribly worried not to reccive a 
welcoming word from you. 

‘Ever yours, 
‘Hugh Gbert.’ 

lady Stemmore destroyed this letter 
also, and though she noticed tie eager 
look on Belle’s tace eich morning, and 
saw that the girl's cheeks paled, she made 
no sign. Another week passed, ard Belle 
could scarcely bide her anxiety. She bad, 
of course, dated all kerletters to Hugh 
Gilbert from R:.dver’s Court since her 
arrival there, and never dreamed that ke 
would write to her at Brighton, nor that 
he had not received a single line tha! she 
had written. At last one morning a letter 
did come from Bombay, but it was address- 
ed to L.ady stanmore. 

‘Here's an Indian letter for you, Lucy,’ 
said Stanmore, banding it across the 
breaktast table. 

Belle's breast heaved end her face flushed 
but Lady Stanmore calmly put out her 
white hand. 

‘It will be from my friend Mrs. Balfour,’ 
she said. ‘Yes, itis,” she added, as ste 
looked at the address. ‘Well, it will 
keep,” the ccntinued, laying it down by 
her plate, and going on with her break- 
tast. ‘Maud Balfour's letters are always 
of tha longest, and this ore, I suppose, 
will be full of her passage out.’ 

Belle could uot control her agitation. 
She sat there with her eyes fixed on the 
Icdian letter, and with a terrivls anx’ety 
gnawing at her heart. But Lady Stanmore 
never looked at her. The breakfast went 
on as usual except that Belle’s quivering 
lips could not touch the food. Then, wken 
it was over, l.ady Stanmore rose with ths 
utmost composure, and carried away her 
letter with her. 
‘Now I must read Maud Balfour's rigma- 

role,’ she said, and leit the room, and as 
she did so Stagmore looked over his news 
paper at Belle's face. 

‘You bave eaten no breakfast, 
‘Are you not well ?’ 

‘I have a headache,’ answered Belle ner- 
vously. 
‘Come out and have a ride with me then, 

and it will take it away. It's a fine morn- 
ing,’ continued S:anmore, rising, and goirg 
to one of the windows, ‘with a touch of 
frost in the air ; a ride will do you a world 
of good !’ 

*No, not this morning,’ said Belle, almost 
impatiently, risiny alse, and moving to- 
wards the door. She felt indeed that she 
could not leave the house until she beard if 
Mrs. Balfour's letter contained any news. 
1f she mentioned Hugh Gilbert's name ! 

She was restless and miserable the whole 
morning. She went into her mother’s 
room, but could not stay thare ; she passed 
her Aunt Lucy's room door more thin 
onca, but did not go in, as L.ady Stanmore 
disliked to be disturbed. 

‘But I will ask her after lunch,” ste de- 

he sad. 

And no sooner did he reach Hurst than cided ; but an hour before th lunch-bell 

rang Lady Stanmore herself appeared. She 
rapped at Be'le’s door, an when she 
enterad the room she was carrying Mrs 
Balfour's letter in her hand. 
‘May I come in ?* she said. 
‘Yes, of course,’ answered Belle, eager- 

ly. ‘Aunt Lucy,” she cont'nued, almost 
breathlessly, with her eyes fixed on the 
letter, ‘is that from Mrs. Balfour? Dees 
she say anything about—-? 

‘I bave brought the letter to stow you,’ 
said Lady Stanmore, a little slowly. ‘It 
contains som? news that I am afraid will 
startle you, Belle.’ 
‘What news?’ gasped Bell:, and she 

grew pale to her very lip. 
‘You remember telling me of your en- 

gagement to a Mr. Gilbert, in the Royal 
Lancashire Regiment? This is Major 
Balfour's regiment also, and Mr. Gilbert— 
Hugh Gilbert, [ think she calls him,’ con- 
tinued Lady Stanmore, referring to Mrs. 
Balfour's letter, ‘went out to India with 
Mrs Balfour, snd a Miss Vane—-~"' 

‘I keow,’ said Bells, hoareely. 
‘Well, she refers to him more {h:n once 

in her letter—let me s2e—jyes. here she 
writes, ‘He 13 a nice fellow, and bas beeu 
very use'ul and attentive to us, though of 
course, 1 place this more to Flora Vane's 
‘beaux yeux’ than to my own attractions,’ 
end soon. But here is a post: cript, 
Belle=——"' 

Belle could not sp2ak ;: ber dry lips 
parted, bu: she looked mutaly in her aunt's 
tace. 

‘A po ts ript,’ contiruzd Lady Stanmore. 
‘which it you wera really enzaged to this 
your g man, tells a vev disgracetul story. I 
am sorry for you, B:lle, hut he must be 
quit2 unworthy ot your regard.’ 

Bell> gave a kind ot cry, 'ke some 
woinded arvimal in deadly pin. 

‘Must I tell you the gist of it, or shall I 
read it?’ went on Lady Stanmere in not 
quite such assured accants as before. ‘But 
you must hear it, Belle ; these are Murs. 
Balfour’s own words— her postscript.’ 

“I open my letter, dearest Lady S'an- 
more,” pro e2ded Lady Stanmore, reading 
from the open letter in her hand, ‘*‘to tell 
you a most surprising piece of news. 
Young Gilbert, of cur regiment, who came 
ont with us. is actually married to Flora 
Vare. We linded on the 19h, and 
Colorel Vane and my husband were wait- 
ing to receive us. Then we went to dine 
at Colonel Vane's new Bungalow on Mala- 
bar Hill,which ke has turnished so prettily 
in expectation of his daughters arrival. 
At night we went to our own little place. 
and would you believe it, the ve y neat 
day Flosa Vane ran away with Hugh Gil- 
bert! The affair has created a great sensa- 
tion, and the Colonel is furious, as he was 
naturally looking forward to the part en- 
joyment of his daughter's large fortune— 
for a time at least. Bat they have patched 
it up betwe'n them; inleed, it was the 
only thing that could b: dove. It is a 
wonder'ul piece ot good luck for young 
Giloert, as [ am told that at least Flora's 
foriune is seventy thousand pounis; and 
he, I believe, 1s only the son of a poor 
clergyman Bat he is very good-looking 
and agreeable, and Flora had quite a right 
to choose her own husband. The money 
was left to her by aa aunt, for the Colonel 
himself 1s comparatively poor. I hear he 
blames me for not looking after her better 
on the passage out, but Flora is old enough 
to take care of herselt. She is good-look- 
ing, not pretty, but very nice. I have just 
had a pot2 irom Ler, and she seems very 

happy.’ 
Thus far Lady Stanmor: read, and then 

ste raised her eves, and stole a look at 
Belle's face, and th: grey pallor of its tint 
startled her. 
‘You must not grieve, Belle—"' she be- 

gan. 
‘Lat me see the letter,” interrupted Belle 

in a hoarse whisper, and she put out her 
hand. 

Certainly,” answered Lady St:nmore, 
and Belle clutched it convulsively, and 
read wi h dry burning eyes the words to 
which she had just listened. A faint moan 
broke f=om her pallid Jips, aad a minute or 
two later the letter fluttered to the flaor. 
‘And | waited day by day, she said, al- 

most below her breath: ‘day by day.’ 
“Thz girl's money has proved too great 

a temptation for him, I suppose,’ answered 
Lady Stanmore. ‘But you must not give 
way, Belle. Come, my dear, let him see— 
And she laid her hand caressingly on the 
girl's arm. 
But Belle pushed her roughly away. 
‘] want no sympatby—Ilet rie alone,’ she 

said, and the next momen’, befor: Lady 
Stanmore could at'empt to stop her, she 
had hurried trom the room. 

She went swittly to her own and shut and 
then locked the door behind her. Her 
head was in a whirl, and a great blackness 
and darkness had fallen over Ler soul. It 
s2emed impossible, and yet with her owa 
eyes she had read of his treachery, and 
there could be no mistake. Ske rewem- 
bered the very words of his letter at this 
moment ; the very words in which he haa 
told her ne was going out to India with 
Mrs. Balfour and Miss Vane. And while 
sie had ben waiting and watcking, he 
bad been wooing this heiress! A s'range 
bitter laugh broke from her lips; a cold 
icy chill ran through ker frams. Oh! the 
mockery of it all! Their passionate vows; 
her promise that no other's lips should rest 
on hers. And this was the end. This! this ! 
Again Belle laughed ; a mocking cruel 

laugh, in which her youth died. She shed 
no tear; her eyes were dry and arid, and 
har lips parched. Then all har briet love 
dream passed in shadowy train before her. 
Their first meeting—when he bad tell her 
his heart was hers, on the lone country 
Lillside—her parting promise to him ever 
to be true. 
‘And he wasto mike me a good woman,’ 

ste thought bitterly. ‘He! 
Prete tly she heard the luncheon bell 

ring, but she took no heed of it. Shs 
went to the window end stood looking 
vag ely out on the park; on the leafless 
storm-tossed boughs. A sudden tempest 
had arisen, and tie wind howled rcuad the 
house, and the rain dashed against the 
drenched panes. And a vision came to 
Belle’s mind at this moment, of a sunlit 
sea, wita a golden track lying athwart toe 
waves, and Hugh Gilbert's love words fall- 
irg on her ears! 
she turned cold and faint; a great phy- 

sical weakness was creeping over ker, but 
she was roused from this by someone rap- 
ping loudly at her door. 

She went slowly across the room and 
opened it, ani outside Lady Stanmore was 
standing holding a glass of champagne in 
her hand. : 

‘Jack has sent this up to you, Belle,” she 
said ‘He thought you looked very ill at 

breaktast time, and ha says you must drika 
this, and then coms down and hava s)m: 
soup.’ 
& Belle put out her hand, and drank the 
wine, and some little strength seemed to 
come back to her. 

‘Sit down for a moment or two,’ continu- 
ed Lady Stanmore. ‘I know this has all 
been a great shock to you. Belle, but you 
must not give way or let anyone kn>w abou 
it. Don’t, for heaven's sake, let Jac 
think you a love-lorn damsel. He's ja 
the man to laugh at any such folly.’ 

These words stung Belle. 
‘But you can’t be, my dear. That would 

be as good as telling everyone what has 
hippened ; that a penniless lieutenant in a 
marching regiment hs jilted you. I would 
have too much pride if I were you, Belle, 
to show any disappointment. No one 
knows anything about it hers but your 
mother and mys:lf, and, therefore, there is 
no occasion to proclaim the affiir on the 
housetop.’ 

Tha2se words were not without some 
effzct on Belle. 

‘He is unworthy,” she began, with falter- 
ing tongue, ‘and I will never believe 
again i 

‘Nonsense, my dear! The poor fellow, 
ns doubt, was worried about money, and 
this rich girl probably made love tob.. “on 
the pass:g2 out. He has only succumbed 
to a very common t:mptation, and, say 
what you like, he has acted wisely. And 
as n> on: knows anything about it, what 
harm is there doat ?’ 

‘I told Sir Richard Probyn about it,? 
said Belle. 

‘Told Dick Probyn!' repzated Lady 
Stanmore. ‘Then thit means, of course, 
that he offered to you? I thought as much. 

Belle did not speak. 
‘Well, I must say you can keep your own 

counsel.’ continued Lady Stanmo.e. ‘Most 
girls wou'd have boasted of 1t if they hid 
an offer of marriage from Dick Probyn. 
An1 so you refused bim ?’' 4 

‘I could bave married for money, too, 
Aunt Lucy, you see,’ answered Belle, bit- 
terly. ‘Bat I told the truth—what I be- 
liev-d, at least, to be the truth.’ 

‘But which is the truth no longer. Mr. 
Gilser: is now a marriel man, and there's 
an end of it. And now, Belle, straighten 
your curls a little, and com: down to 
lunch.’ 

B:lle did as she was bid ; she went down 
to lanch, tkough the food on her plate was 
uatouchzd, and Stanmore could not under- 
stand the unnatural and forced goiety of 
ter manaer. Lady Stsnmore looked at 
her warningly once or twice, but Belle took 
no notice. 

«*] should like & ride this afternoon, I 
think,’ she said, looking at Stanmore. 
‘My dear girl, in this drenching rain?’ 

he answered. *Why it’s a perlect t¢torm; 
you cannot go out to-day.’ 

‘I feel so restless; I must do something.’ 
‘Come and play billiards with me, then, 

eni that will pass the time?’ proposed 
Stanmcre. 
And Belle went. They playcd till it 

was dark ; Belle reckles:ly and daringly, 
and there w s som:thing about her looks 
S:anmore did not like. 

‘I believe that peor girl is going to tave 
a fever,’ Le told his sister-in-law privately 
during the evening. But it was not until 
everyone had retired to rest at night, that 
Belle completely broke down. Sie, too, 
went to bed, but only to toss from side to 
side in almost unendurable mental pain. 
At lest she could bear it no longer. She 
rose and flung herselt prone upon ths floor, 
rocking h:rself to and fro, still dry-eyed 
and tearless. 
‘Why did be Co it?’ she asked herself. 

‘Why did he break my heart ?’ 
All through the long d.rk hours her 
It was a cold dismal morning, snowing 

fast, and Belle shuddered with the cold. 
Then presently a maid came in with an 
early cup of tca, and to light the fire. 
Belle eagerly drank the tes, fcr her mouth 
was parched, and then cowered over the 
newly lit flames. Bat they seemed to 
briog no warmth to her chilled limbs. 
She wrapped herself in a dressing gown 
ard sat shivering, and Lady S:anmore 
tound her thus wh'n the went down to 
breaktast. 
‘Not dressed yet, Belle?’ she said as ske 

entered the room. : 
‘No,’ answered Belle, without looking 

up; ‘I am not going down to breakfast.’ 
‘Surely you are not fretting still over 

that absurd affair = commenced Lady 
Stanmore ; but B. lle started up, and with a 
gesture stopped ber, 

‘Never sp2ak of it again, Aunt Lucy,’ 
she said, excitedly. ‘Never breathe his 
name again to me.’ 

“Very well, my dear, 1 will not,” answer- 
ed Lady S:anmore, quietly. ‘But what am 
I to say to Jack, to account for your noc- 
appearence ?’ 

‘Say I've a headache, and to m ther too. 
I will appear at luncheon time.’ And that 
bard and bitter laugh once more distorted 
her lips. 

‘All right,’ said Laly Stanmore. Iwill 
go down now, and send you up som? break- 
tast. What a stormy morning it is, isn’t it ?’ 
‘What i3 anything to me,’ she thought; 

‘in the world outside or in ?’ 
A cold despair had crept over har; but 

hi A and by she old restlessness asserted it~ 
self. 
“] will go out and walk in the snow,” 

she decided, and she tezan dressing her- 
self with teverish haste. She was soon 
ready, and presently found berself =n tke 
fast whitening grounds, breasting ogainst 
the driving storm of wind and hail. She 
scarcely knew where she went; the drifting 
snow hali-blinded ker, and the wind howled 
in her ears. But suddenly she saw lying 
before her the frozen waters of the lake. 
In a moment it passed through her excited 
brain that her Aunt Lucy bad told her the 
hid nearly been drowned here, in th? 
early deys of her wedded life. 
“The ice can’t be very thick,” thought 

the unhappy girl; *‘perbaps it will break 
with m2, and to one will ever kaow my 
misery.” 
Quick as thought she sprang on the frail 

frozen covering of the lake. But the ice 
bore her light weight, and she ran swiftly 
on. Then came a faint crack, another, 
and the water rose over her feet. Belle 
kvew her danger, and for a moment the 
instinct of self-preservation made her try 
to turn. Bat it was too late ; thelice split 
a'l round her, and she sank into the wa'er, 
grasping frantically as she did so at the 
unstable, half-frozzn sheet, on which, in 
her despair, she had trusted herself. Ske 
tried to cry out, but the water rcse to her 
lips, and then a deadly choking feeling of 
suffocation utterly over-whelmed her. 

(To be continued). 


