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CHAPTER 1., 11, 1i.—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 houﬁ where she and her mother are
stopping she fiods that Lord Stanmore, whose
*brotger was the busband of Mrs. Wayland’s sister
has arrived and has invited her mother and her to
dine with him that evening. Mrs. Wayland goes
but Belle feigns sudden illness and is Jeft lp&:rently
asleep in her r cm, After dinner Mrs. Wayland
discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Giibert
and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an
acccunt of the aftair to her sister, Lady Stanmore
and the latter comes immediately to Brighton.

CHAPTER 1v.—Lady Stanmore comes to Brighton
and has an impo tant interview with Mre. Wayland
in which they decide Belle's future. Lady Stan-

Bre reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and lsis
her plans accordingly. She decides to interceptthe
letters between the lovers. Lord Stanmore be.-
comes deeply interested in Belle and invites his
gister.in.law, Mre. Waylana and Belle to spend &
tew weeks at his country residence.

CHAPTER v.—Belle begins a dairy in order that
she may send an account of each day to her absent
lover.

CHAPTER vi—Lady £t nmore thinks over the
gitnation. She decides that Belie is not in love with
Jack. Lord Richard Probyn cails vpon the party,
and invites them 'o visit him at Hurst hall. He is
greatly smitten with Bel'e. Lady Stanmore opens
a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it.

CHAPTER viI.—Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of
Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmore of her en-
gagement and that lady ridicules the idea. They go
to Hurst Hall.

CHAPTER vii.—Belle's diary continued. She tells
Lady Stanmore of her dream about Hugh. That
140 § decides to write Mr:. Bal'our.

CHAPTER Ix.—Lady Stanmore destrovs a letter
Belle has written to Hugh Gilbert. Jack Stanmore
confesses his love for Belle to his sister in.law.
Mrs. Wayland falls ill and the st.y at Redvers
court is prolonged. Sir Dick Probyn proposes to
Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a
letter from Mrs. Balfcur who went to
Indis on the same ship witn Hugh Gilbert-
It contains the starting news of Hugh &ilber’s
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the 1 ess and
is greatly shocked. In takiog a morning walk she
dbreaks through the ice.

CHAPTER X. XI. XII.—Stanmore rescues Belle
from drowning. She takes cold and has a severe
illness. A letter arrives for Belle during her illness
and is destroyed by Lady Stanmore.

CHAPTER x111.—Belle is convalescent. Stanmore
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show Huih
4ilbert that she too has forgotten she accepts the
ofter. Stanmore and his sister in.law arrange
matters and Belle acquiesces. The marriage is
arranged for an early day.

CHAPTER XIv.—The eveof 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.

CuAPTER Xvil.—THE IcE WomAN. Lord and
Lady Stanmore return to Redvers Court. Belle is
not happy and Stanmore sees that she has not
learned to love him. Sir Dick and Lad{l Piobyn
c&ll upon them and invite them to dine at Hurst.

CHAPTER XV1II —FLAYING WITH FIRE. Sir Dick
grows more in love with Lord Stanmore's wife
which causes h s mother much uneasiress. Lgrd
Stanmore also notices the yourg mun's infatuation
and warns Belle against encouraging bim. They
dine at Hurst and Belle is presentad to Mr. Trew-
janey the viear and Sir Dicks old tutor, and his
daughter Amy who has known and loved Sir Dick
Probyn from his boyhood as they have growa up
together but who only regards Amy with a sist:rly
sftection.

CHAPTER X1X.—fir Dick offers a diamond pen-
dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that
his confession of love must end & pleasant iriend-
ship and he goes home in despair. He decides
that life is not worth livi g and attempts to shoot
himself but his mother who bad feared something
and had followed him screams when she sees what
he is about to do and the bullet goes through his
cheek. Lord Stanmore believes Belle is to blame
for encousaging Sir Dick and reads hera lecture
which she resents,

CHAPTER xX.—An unforgotten face. Lord and
Lady Starmore have an understanding and are
better friends. She tells him all about her inte-
viewed with Sir Dick. The Stanmore’s get an ic-
vitation to a ball at Marchmont Court. They go
and there Belle and Hugh Gilbert meet. After the
shock has somewhat died away she exquires for
his wife and learns that he has never been married.

CHAPTERS xxI-xxnr—The lost letters.; Belle and
Captain Gilbert have mutual explanations in which
Lady Stanmore’s treachery is revealed. Lord
Stanmore is introduced to Gilbert and atks him to
dine with them the following day. Belle accuses
her aunt of destroying ber letters and the latter ack-
nowledges her guilt but nothln%of the situation is
told to Stanmore who receives Captain Gilbert very
kindly and invites him to Scotland for the shooting
season ard at Belle’s rcquest the latter consents to
g0.

CHAPTER xxIv.—Gilbert hears of Belle's acc:dent
on the lake and of Stanmore’s appearance on the
scene in time to save hLer life and the result.

CHAPTER xxv.—The whole party go to Strat-
hearn and are charmed with its beautv. A row on
the lake and its result. The Marchmonts farnish
their own shooting box and invite Galbert to join
them. He is inclined to do so as he does not teel at
ease at Strathearn, but he and Belle discuss the
matter and she rcquests him to stay for a tew days
more.

CHAPTER XXVI., XXvIL.—A stray shot. Gilbert
is wounded by ashot from Mr. Marchmonts gun.
Belle hears the news and almost betrays her love
for Gilbert. A doctor and nurse are »umamoned from
London and the wound is pronounced not dangerous,

CHAPTER xXxviil.—An old friend. Belle makes
many anxious erquiries about Gilbert and sends
him arose by Jim Marchmont. Lady Stanmore
receives a letter from Mis. Marchmont who is ex*

ected in a day or iwo to stay attheir new shooting

ox, in which she tells her that Mre. Seymour is
coming to stay with them at Glenwrath. =he tells
relle and wishes her to go away with her during
Mrs. Seymour’s stay but Belle dechines.

«'CHAPTER xXIX.—Mrs. Seymour. Lady Stan.
more leaves Strathearn after first telling Lord Stan.
more of Mrs. Seymours expected arrival. The
latter comes to Scotland acd Belle meets her.
Gilbert makes his first appearance downstairs since
the accident and is received by Belle. He is_ still
verg weak and faints away while listening to Belle
reading.

CHAPTER XXX.—A NEW FEAR,

Some minutes elapsed before Hugh
Gilbert recovered from the death-like faint
into which he had fallen. Then with deep-
drawn sighs he slowly opened his eyes, and
whken they tell on Belle's white upraised
1ace he tried to speak, but no words came
from his pallid lips.

“You are better? You know me? she
whispered, huskily, still hclcing his hand in
her trembl'ng one,

Again Gilbert tried to speak, but bis

voice still failed him.
& ‘I knew it would bappen,” repeated the
protessional nurse, evidently quite pleased
that her prediction had come true. ‘This is
the first day Captain Gilbert has beea up,
my h,dy and yet he would come down-
.w'u.

‘Try some champagne,’ said Belle.
‘Nurse, ri.ngm:or some cham,psgne. That
will revive him more quickly. E N

The wine was brought at once, and after
Gilbert had taken some of it, tke color
stole faintly back to bhis face, and he re-
gained his voice.

‘I am ashamed to give so much trouble,’
be said, in a low tone.

‘Do not speak ot 1t ; co not talk thue,’
answered Belle, ard the rose from her
knees by his side, and tock a down cushion
from one of the couches and placed it under
his bead. ‘Now you must rest and keep
quite still,’ she added.

He did as ske told him ; in fact he was to
weak to do anything elce. He closed his
eyes sgain, and Belle stood watching him,

trembling with agitation and fesr. She
had never believed bim to be so ill; they
kad deceived her,¢he was tkioking; and
other thoughts, tco, came surging through
kter brain. Could she let him go back
alone to India to die? She had ncver be-
fore realised the great love that was in her
heart towards him never at least since they
had met agsin. Now, with her eyes fixed
on his pale wasted f:ce, she knew that her
life was bound up in bis; that if he dicd
she wou!d not care to live.

Presently he again opened his eyes, and
met Belle’s frigttened anxious gsze.

‘I am tetter now,’ he said still speaking
in a very faint low voice.

Belle made ro arswer; she went a step
nearer to him, her eyes still fixed on bis
face: It wis in her heart to say ‘Get bet-
ter for my sake ; live for my sake,’ but a
feeling of womanliness stayed the words
on her lips. But Giltert seemed fo under-
s'and tke unspoken thought.

‘Yes, I will try to get better, be said,
gnd he held out Lis right hand wlich Belle
claspcd in her cold trembiing one.

The nurse had gore out ct the room to
get something she wanted, but neither
B:lle nor G:lbert spoke again until her re-
turn. She stood near btim ho'ding his
tand, and Gilbert could almost hear her
heart throbs Then, presently, the nurse
came back carrying tome strong beef €s-
sence, and Belle turned away. But those
few moments of silence could rever be for-
goiten.

When the Scotch doctor once more ap-
peared to look after his patient he found
him ccnsiderably improved.

‘Eh, mon, ye look &’ the better for the
chsnge,’ he raid, regarding Gilbert with bis
shrewd professioral eyes.

‘But he fainted, doctor, as I said ke
would,’ instantly remarked the rurse.

‘He’s rot fainting now, anyhow,’ answer-
ed the doctor. ‘But ye mustn’t sit up too
long, Capt in Gilbert, and ye'll te down
all the sooner.’

Gilbert took tkis semsible acvice, and
was assisted by the doctor and nurse up-
stairs. But be fore he parted with Belle he
bad a few words to say which were sweet
to the listener’s ears.

‘I will see you again to-morrow,’ he
said ; and Belle knew that he would keep
his word.

She went out after he left her, and wan-
dered alone on the pill-side. New thoughts
had come into her Lkesrt; new hopes.
Those moments of inexpressible pain when
she hed fesred that Giltert’s life was ebb-
ing away had revealed to berselt feelings
that now she knew ske had no power to re-
llSt. ® * * * * *

It was Jate when Stanmore and h's guest
Sir Jobn Lee returned, and Belle s:aw
nothing of them till the rext morning.
Ttey apparently had had a lively dinner
party the night before, and Sir John Lee
expressed great admiration for Mrs. Sey-
mour at breakfast.

*She is really a splendid womar,’ he re-
marked ; but Stanmore tcarcely spoke on
tke subject.

*They wact us to dine there, Belle to-
morrow evening,’ he said. ‘Will you go ?’

But Belle shook her head.

‘I should rather not,” she answered;
‘these long night drives tire me tco much.’

“They are talking of getting up pic-nics,
and all sorts of things,” continued Stan-
more, who did not urge Belle to dine at
Glenwrath. *They are really quite lLvely
neighbours.’

“They have so many young people.’ said
Belle, smiling.

*You talk as if you were a grave, elderly
matron, Lady Stanmore,” answered Sir
John Lee, smi'ing also, ‘instead of—what
shall I say, lest I make Stanmore here
jealous ?’

‘I am not at all jealous,’ said Stanmore,
rather grimly.

‘Instead of a beautiful, charming young
woman then,” continued Sir John, still
smiling.

Belle made him a pretty bow.

*That is a very neatly turned spcech, Sir
John,’ she said. *‘Every woman l‘i)kes to be
told she is charming, whethker the believes
or not.’

*‘By-the-bye, how is Gilbert ?’ interrupted
Stanmore.

‘He was downs'airs yesterday for a very
short time,’ answered Belle. ‘But he seemed
very weak.’

*You saw Lim then P’ gsked Stanmore

‘Yes, for a few minutes in the drawing-
room, and I em sorry to say he fainted.’

‘It was too socn for him to be down-
stairs.’

“‘The doctor gave him leave, and the
nurse was with him,” said Belle. *‘The
doctor thought that the change had done
bim good.’

‘He’ll have to be very careful.’

‘Alter this there was ncthing more said
about Gilbert, and as utual Stanmore and
Sir Jobn Lee toon started for the moors.
During the morning, however, the Misses
Marchmont drove over to tee Belle, and to
entreat her to join in a picnic they were
talking of getting up.

‘They say the scenery is so lovely about
here, Lady Stanmore,’ said Helen March-
mont, the eldest girl, decidedly suggestive-

ly.
‘Yes, it really is,” answered Belle ; but
somebow she did not feel in the mood to go

picknicking among the hills.
She was glad, indeed, when the March-
monts left. Their lively talk jarred a little

on her ears, and ber own thoughts pleased
her better. She wasglad, however, to tee
the Scotch doctor when he arrived early in
the afternoon, and yet more glad to hear
the good &ccount he had to give of his
patient.

*The lad’s really a bit better, my leedy,’
he told ber after bis visit upstairs; ‘and he
bade me tell ye he wad like to ha’ a cup of
tea w1’ ye about four, if ye ha no other en-
gagement.’

‘I have none,’ answered Belle; ‘I shal
be very pleased to give him some tea.’

‘But he must be kept verra quiet, ye
know,” continued the doetor; ‘the least

excitement would hurt him; but I'm sure
I can trust him safely in yer’ hands.’

‘i shall be very quiet,’ raid Belle gently,
and a soft colour stole to her face.

It seemed to her, ¢fter this, as it four
o'clock would never come. But the un-
ttaying hand of time goes on— winging or
weighted according to our moods—and as
tke hour struck Gilt ert, with his doctor and
nurse in attendance, sppeared. He walked
more s'rcngly than he had done the day
before, and when Belle rote to receive lim,
he smiled s he held out his hard to her.

‘He looks & vist tetter, dcesn't he?
said the dcctor, with some pride in his
tone, lookirg st bis ratient’s face.

‘It he only doesn’t over-do it, as he cid
yesterday,’ remarked the nurse Colefully.

*Tuts ! woman, dinna be slways fashing,’
replied the doctor. ‘The best side is the
one to Jook on.’

Tte nurse shook her head. She was a
pertectly hcalthy-looking ycung woman
this, nay, sturdy-looking; yet the took
gloomy views of everything in life, and
sighed when a tmile would have been much
more cheering.

‘She’s been crossed in love, I opine,’ the
doctor once told Gilbert, with a twinkle of
his grecy eyes ; and perbaps th's idea was a
1ight one, and some man may have wisely
scen that his future wouid not be a bright
one were he to keep his vows to Jenet
Mack 2y,

Be this as it msy, she was a worthy
creature, and knew her business thorough-
ly, though, we may say, sadly. But bsd
she rot lived in the shadow'and of the
world all her life, with sickness ard deeth
daily near her ? And some of the gloom of
he¢r surroundirgs seemingly ever rested on
her heart.

Now, after she hed comtortably eettled
her patient, she looked at Belle, who was
standing nesr by, and sighed again. Per-
haps she had heard in the household thst
the marrisge of my lord ard lady was not
considered a particularly bappy or suitable
one ; perhaps scme memory cf her own
lost romance was plning through her
mind, as she scanned Belle’s fair face, and
then glanced at the bandsome, thcugh
wasted cne, of the lyoul:u; soldier near her.

But she quickly left eentimert for realify.

‘Now you must take some teef essence,’
the £a’d to her patient.

‘I thought I was promised scme tea?
answered Gilber,t smilirg and looking at
Belle.

“Tke ersence is much better for you,’
insisted Janet Mackay, acd Gibert was
forced meekly to obey her.

But she did not stay with them long.
After once more impresting upon Gilbert
to be very quiet, she leit them—the doc!or
havitg already done so—and then Belle
began telling Gilbert of the Misses March-
monts’ visit, and the proposal to join them
in a picnic.

In fact ste avoided all excitirg subjects,
and tke afternoon passed away without ore
allusion to the past. All the same, its
memory gave the commonplace words they
spoke a subtle sweetness and filled their
hearts with a strange joy. They were rear
each other, they were alone ; and this to
them was more than words can tell.

CHAPTER XXXI.—A SPRAY OF HEATHER.

A few more quite days pasced, and Gil-
bert began to gain strength rapidly. He
saw Belle cach day, but not a word pessed
between ttem that the whole housekold
might not bave listened to. By a tacit,
but mu'ual cencent, they spoke not of tke
patt nor future. What thet fature had in
store for them they could not tell; they
allowed the pres: nt to suffice.

He came downstair, each afternoon, but
after three or four more days he made his
appearance one morning. Belle, as usual,
was alone ; Stanmore and Sir John Lee had
gone to shoot on the mcors at Glenwrath,
but wera to return at dinner time, and
young Marchmort was to accompany them
back. Belle was smtting in the breaktast-
room shortly after they had started wken
the door opened, ard to her surprise Gil-
bert entered. iy

“You!” she said, starting to her feet,
and holding out her hand.

“Yee,” answered Gilbert, ‘‘the morning
is so fine that I defied the nurse and all her
predictions of evil, and ineisted on getting
up, and 1 thirk if you will, I might venture
out of doors for a few minutes.”

But before Belle could reply, a porten-
tous kncck was heard outside, and a mo-
ment later the nurse walked in with wrath
on her brow.

“I cannot te answerable for this. § Cap-
tain Gilbert,” she began. 1.8 ¢

“Of course you are not answerable,”
said Gilbert, smiling, ‘‘since I came down
against your positive command.

*‘But what will be the consequences ?”
continued Janet Mackay; ‘‘you-.will be
thrown back; you will probably faint, and
the doctors will blame me, and say Iam
incompetent.”

‘I promise you that the doctor shall not
blame you,’ answered Gilbert, still smiling.
‘I will tell them that you had a wilful man
for a patient, who would nct do what you
told him.’

*Then you never will get better,” said
Janer, holding up her hands.

‘I mean to try, nevertheless,” 1etorfed
Gilbert, good naturedly ; and without an-
other word tte nurse disappeared, and
Gilbert and Belle looked at each other
and laughed.

“What a funny woman she is,’ said Belle.

‘But really a good creature; only she
takes a dismal view of everytbing. How-
ever, I mean to have my own way, and it
you will go with me I should like to walk
up and down the terrace for a few minutes.’

“Of course I will go with you, if you are
sure it will do you no harm.’

‘I am quite sure; I feel a sort of rew
lifle in me today, and the air will do me
good.’

A tew minutes later they were on the
terrace outside. In the air was all the
freshness of tke morrin?; the freshness cf
the hills. It brought a faint tinge of color
to Gilbert’s pale, dark face, and gave
vigor to his frame. He looked at Belle,
and a wave of deep tenderness swept over
his heart.

*Belle—" he said, almost tr¢mulously.

‘Yes,’ she answered, looking vp with her
b%zel eyes in his face.

’ I am gone—’

‘Oh! do not speak ofit!’ interrupted
Belle, excitedly. ‘I cannot bear to think of
it; I will not !’

Hugh Giltert made no answer. He, too,
could not bear to think of it—this parting
which seemed like the end of life to both.
They were silent for the next few minutes,
but the deepest and strongest emotions
were surging in tkeir hearts.

-

‘It seems like fate,” at length said Gil-
bert.

‘Let us leave it to fate then,’ answered
Belle, in a low concentra‘ed voice.

‘ But for your sske——' continued Gil-
bert.

But here he paused, for as some momen-
tous werds were about to pass bis lips the
fony carrisge from Glenwrath was seen by
both spproaching the Louse, and Gi bert
did not tpeak what he meant to say.

‘ Here s re the Marchmonts,’ said Belle,
quickly.

*So I see,” answered Gilbert, and they
turted and walked along the terrace to
mect their visitors.

Tte two lively girls jumped lightly out of
tkeir pretty Sony chaise before they reach-
ed them, and advanced with out-stretehed
bands.

* Youout! Well, this is delighful,’ ex-
claimcd Helen Marchmont, addressing Gil-
tert with genuine pleasure in her voice and
manner.

* My firet outing,’ he replied, smilingly.

‘1 am so pleased,’ she answered. * And
dearest Lady Stanmore, do you know what
we have come for ?’ she added now, lock-
ing at Belle.

* Well, whet have you come for ?’ asked
Belle.

‘To run away with you. We will take
no excuse. We prcmised Jim that we
should take you back with us, as we are
going to bave lunch out on tke mocrs with
the men. Now you must not say no.’

‘1 am afraid—' began Delle, but Mies
Marchmont ict rrupted her.

¢ No, you must not be afraid you can-
rot go,” she said. ¢ Captain Gilbert, you
make her go.”

““ You had tetter go, I thirk,’ said Hugh
Giltert, lookirg at Belle.

Belle hesita‘ed ; she did not wish to go;
she did not wish to leave Gilbert, but she
was half-afraid to retfuse.

‘It will be such fun,’ continued Miss
Marchmont. ‘Jim hes got another Cam-
bridge triend staying with us ;s0 we Lave five
men, and with Lord Stanmore and Sir John
Lee, we will have seven. Mother and Mrs.
Seymour will join us too; soit wil be
quite a pic-nic. I only wish you cou'd go
also, Captain Gilbert.’

‘I fear that would be imposible,’ said
Giltert; ‘in fcct I know my nurse would
lock me up if I attempted. I bave bad a
row wi'h her already this morning.’

‘Is she so dreadful? How horrible to
have a nurse.’

*Sometimes very necessary, tbough. But
I must nct grumble ; I am ge!ting well tast
now.’

‘And then you have to come to us,’ con-
tinued Miss Marchmont. ‘And when you
come we sball have our real picnic, and
Lady Stanmore will come too.’

‘Yes,” answered Gilbert, and again he,

leoked et Belle.

‘But we cannot let you escape to-day;
we really cannot,” went on Miss March-
mont, again addressing Belle. ‘TLey will
all be so dis¢ ppointed if you do not come.
Ouar new man has heard the others raving
about ycu, to he is absclutely dying to see

you.’

g It ended in Belle being over-persuaded
against her will to accompany the Misses
Merchmoct to the moors. And something
in Giltert's manner, in his looks, made
Ler think that he wished her to ge,

‘Very well, I will,” she said at length,
‘but we had better see you safely indoors
first,’ she added glancing at Gilbert.

‘Miss Janet Mackay will see after me,’
he answered, smiling. ‘I am momentarily
expecting ker.’

he girls laughed and finally carried off
Belle in triumph. But the looked back
twice to the terrace where Gilbert was still
leaning as they drove away.

“Certainly Gilbert is very good-looking,’
said Helen Marchmont. ‘He has such well-
cut features, he can stand illness or any-
thing else.’

‘He looks very delicate, I think ’ answer-
ed Belle.

‘Oh, he'll soon pick up; I wish he could
h.ve come to-day. He's the best-looking
man,after all, that we have got.’

In this lively style of -~onversation Miss
Marchmont talked the whole day to the
Glenwrath Moors. Their wild beauty pos-
sessed no attractions to her, but the brow:
coated stalwart young sportsmen there did.
They had already commenced lunch when
the party from Strathearn appeared. Ali
the young men sprang to the:r feet as Belle
and the two girls drew near the spot where
lunch wae going on. But Stanmore did
not. He was half-lying at Mrs. Seymour’s
teet, Belle noticed, who was seated on a
grey granite jutting bculder, with a plaid
over 1t. But Belle actually joived the
party ke too rose, and made a step fore-
ward to meet her.

‘So the young Iadies have persuaded you
to come? he said. ‘You remember Mrs.
Seymour ?’ he added.

‘Oh ! yes,’ answered Belle, and ¢ha held
out her hand to Mrs. Seymour, who now
also rose.

She made some remark about the beauty
ot the scenery and the day with her great
eyes fixed the while on Belle’s face, as
though to read her very soul. Bell replied
courteously and quietly, and was turning
away when Helen Ma.chmont hurried up.

‘You see we've brought her, Lord Stan-
more,’ she said. ‘And who doyou think
we nearly brought too ! —Captain Gilbert.’

‘Gilbert P’ answered Stanmore, in a sur-
prised tone. ‘Did you see him

‘Oh, yes; he was out walking on the ter-
race with L.ady Stanmore when he arrived
at Strathearn.’

‘Ah,’ said Stanmore, and for a moment
he glanced at Belle’s face, who was con-
scious that a flush rose to her very brow.
But he made no further remsark on the sub-

ject. He rcsumed bis seat on the Leather
at Mre. Seymour’s feet and went on with
his luncheon while Jim Marchmont prc-
cured a plaid for Belle to sit on, and at-
terded on her during the rest of the mesl.

‘I am so glad dear cld Giltert feels well
enough to be out,’ he said. ‘He promised
to come to vs, you know, assoon as he
could.’

*This is the first day he his been out,’
answered Belle, ‘and it was against his
nurse'’s orders.’

Oh, but if he’s able to get into the air he
will soon be all right. He's pulled himself
togcther wonderfully well considering,
don't you think so ?’

‘I hope s0,’ said Belle, but ber tone wes
not very bright.

At this moment, however, Helen March-
mont brought up tkeir ‘ncw young man,’
as she called him, to ke presented to Belle,
and tbe corversation about Giltert natar-
ally crased. Mr. Benson was a young
Cambridge man, lively and agrceab’e, and
a friend ot Jim Marchmont’s, and he did
Lis best to please tke pret'y Lady Stan-
more, of whom he bad heard so much, and
whose a-quaictance he was very proud to
make.

But though Bel'e chatted to him and
smiled, the was not thinking of I is pleasant
words. Her mina was at Strathearr, and
she still seemed to see before her the pale,
dark face whose features she knew so well.
But Mr. Benscn did not know this, and he
flattered himself during the afternoon that
he was making a very agreeable impression
on Lady Stanmore. The sportsmen, in-
ceed, gave up the'r guns for the rest of the
day, and ¢vervone declared they erjoyed
themselves. Only Be.le fet weary, and
was glad when the fime came for the party
to seperste.

But Stanmore had a word to say to her
in private, as they wera returaing to th2
Lodge.

‘So.” he said. ‘Captain Gilbert was out
today, Belle, was he ?’

‘Yes, for a few minutes only,” answered
Belle.

‘In that case h2 had be(t:r be thinking
of paying bis visit to Glenwrath presently,’
conticued Stanmore. ‘It isnt exactly the
thing, you know, Belle, for you to be wan-
dering about alone with him.’

He said ncthirg mo:e, and Belle made
no reply, but during tte evening he sug-
gested scmething ot tke same kind to Jim
Marckmont, which that quick- witted young
man instantly understooo, and acted on.

‘Do you know, my dear fellow,’ he said
to Giltert, before he retired for the night
‘I think you are well encugh to come to us
now ?’

‘I emnct up to much yet,” answered
Gilbert. *Not, I am afraid, to mix with all
your lively party.’

‘Oh, you can just be as quiet &s you like
at Glenwratb,’ continued Marchmont ; ‘and
mother, you know, is there to look after
you, and ycu can, of course, bring your
nurse, and all that sort of thing. And to
tell you the t:u'h, Gilbert,” added March-
mont, ba'f in jest, half in earnest, ‘I believe
my lord here is getting a bit jealous of you
and his pretty wife.’

A sudden flush dyed Gilber’s pale face
scarlet, as he listened to these words.

‘What tolly,’ be said hoarsely.

‘It isn't all folly,” answered Jim March-
mont. ‘Take my advice, desr old chappie,
atd come to us to-morrow, and don'c get
into any trouble here. Lady Stanmore is
too charming a woman fora young man
like you to be so constan'ly thrown with.’

These words cost Gilbert a sleepless
night. But during the long, restless hours
he made up Lkisy mind at once to leave
Strathearn.

‘I can do nothing else in honor, he toll

bimself. *Marchmont would not have said
that without cause. If it kills me, I must
0 ]

He put it out of his power to change h's
mind early next morning by writing and
sending down a note to Stanmore to thank
him for bis great hospitality, but telling him
at the same time that as his leave was
limited, he thought he ought now to pay his
promised visit to Glenwrath before he lelt
Scotland, and he therefore proposed to
accompany his friend Marchmont there on
bis return.

Stanmore received the note from one of
the servants at breakfast, and after he had
read it be looked across the table at Jim
Marckmont.’

‘So your friend Captain Gulbert is leav-
ing us?

‘Yes,’ answered Marchmont, ‘I persuad-
ed him last night to go to Glenwrath with
me today, and we shail all be so glad to
bave him.’

These words gave Belle—who was sitting
at the table—a sudden shock. She grew
pale, her breath came short, and her haeds
trembled, and Stanmore looked at her tor
a moment in genuine surprise. He had
never seen her moved thus before, and a
vague suspicion in an instant flashed across
across his mind. Could this have been the
man she had cared for long ago—the man
who bad made her cold to all others?

He glanced at her more than conce dur-
ing breakfast, and saw that she was still
agitated. But he made no sign of having
noticed this. He sent up a message by a
servant after the meal was over that he
would like to see Captain Gilbert to say
good-bye to him betore he started for the
moors, if it weuld be convenient for Cap-
tain Gilbert to receive him. DBut Janet
Mackay, who was in the act of dressing
Gilbert’s wound when the message was re-
ceived upstairs, said it was impossible at
present for captain Gilbert to see anycne.

‘Oh, very well,’ said Stanmore, when he
heard this, ‘you tell him, Marchmont, will
you,’ he added, ‘that I am sorry ke is
leaving, but I daresay we shall see him
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]lguén, at Glenwrath before he leaves Seot-
acd.

‘I'll tell him,’ arsve-ed Jim Marchment,
‘end of course, you will ree him again at
('enwrath before he leaves Scotland. [
hope he’ll get an ¢x‘ension of lcave on
accourt of his wound, and be with us for
Christmas at Marchmont. ['ll not go out
with you on tie moors to-day,” he contin-
ued, ‘but drive Gilbert quietly over to
Glenwrath this morning.’

Belle, who heard all this, pever spoke,
and presently Stanmore and Sir Jobn e
started with the kcepers and the dogs.
Marchmont ran up to Gilbert's room, and
Belle, who was pale and trembling, was
alone. But not for long. Presently the
docr opened, :nd Gilbert who was also
very pa'e and grcatly agitat d, entered the
room.

*You have hesrd -’ he b gan.

‘Yis,” said Belle, almt below her
breatb.

‘It is better trat I should go,” con'inued
Gilbert, teking her hand, and lookiny with
his grey eyes in her face. ‘I sba'l see ycu
#gain, of course—this is not our parting,
Belle.

‘You are not fit to go,’ answered Belle.

‘Marchmont gave m2 to understand that
Stanmore wished it—[ have no choics.’

And Belle knew this to be true. They
stood there with clasped h:n”’s and hesrts
wrung with pain. The last few days had
drawn them closer; it seemed now to
them impossible to yart. And yet they
mutt. (ilbert could not remain any long-
er under L.o:d Stanmore’s root, and Belle
was bourd to do so; bound by th: falke
vows she had been led to make, and for
which a woman's lying words alone were
answerable.

Presently Marchmont’s voice, raised in
a bigter tone than usual, was heard in the
hall out.ide, giving some directions to the
servants. And the bands fell apart of the
two who stood silent, tearless, in this mute
crisis of their lives. Thec Marchmont en-
tered the room and addressed Belle—-

‘“Lady Stanmore,” he said, “‘may I or-
der the brougham to drive Gilbert over to
GGlenwrath,, as that female atterd.nt «f bia
and her belonginge, I em afraid could not
be postible packed upin the pony chaise ?”

““Of course,” snswered Belle, still in the
same husky voice, as if her emotions were
ckoking her.

“‘She isin a frightfal rage st my taking
him away,” continued Marchmort, trying
to epeak as ligltly and carelessly as he
could, though he was really far from beirg
at his eace. ‘‘But my mother won’t be dc-
frauded of Gilbert any longer, she says;
end she’s a good old woman, and you may
be sure he will be well taken care of.”

‘ Yes,’ said Belle, and tken she turned
away. She went to her own rocm, and
¢tood looking vaguely out on the misty
lock. Could she bear this false li‘e any
longer ? she was asking hercelf; tLis living
lie? A scrt ot loatlirg came over her as
to her fate ; a retellion a hatred she could
nct corquer.

Then, by-an-bye, ste heard the brough-
am come round from the stables, and the
remova! of luggage on the stairs. Some
heather that she tad worn the night before
was standing in a vase on the table, and
she took a spray of this in her cold hand
and left the room. She wasgoing to bid
her guest good-bye; before the others, to
say larewell.

In the kall Nurse Mackay was standing,
with indignation written in every feature of
bher comely face. And the moment she
saw Belle she hurried up to her.

* My Lady, this is an unheard of thing !’
she said in a loud shrili voice. * Only out
for the first time yesterday for five minuter,
and then unfit to go; and now to be driven
miles over a rough road to a strange house
and room! Mr. Marchmont may take the
consequences ; I won’t!’

Belle could find no word to answer her,
and in another moment Marchmont and
Gilbert appeared from the b:eakfast room,
and Janet McKay was forced to be silent.

‘Well, we are just off, Lady Stanmore,’
said Marchmont cheerfully ; ‘but come
over and sce mother tomorrow, and I'm
sure you will find our invalid bere properly
taken care of.’

A loud groan proceeded from tke nurse's
lips as she listened to these words.

‘Impossible !’ she muttered, portentously.
‘Jolted on a rough road—shaken !

‘I do nct know how to thank you,” said
Gilbert, in a low faltering voic:, now ad-
vancing towards Belle, and bolding oat his
hand.

She opened her lips to speak some
common-place worde, but she ceuld not.
She put the bit of heather in his hind, and
looked in his face, and that wasall. Then
Marchmont put his hand through Gilbert’s
arm, and drew him away.

‘("ome, dear old tellow, let us be off,’ he
{ seid ; ‘all this standing about is not good
| for vou. Now, nurse, get into the brough-
v ham., and your patient and I will follow
you.’

With another groan Nurse Mackay
obeyed bkim; but Grilbert’s footsteps tot-
tered as Marchmont led him from the
house. In ano'her moment or two they
were gone, and Belle stood and watched
them go, with a white face and parted lips.

Gilbert looked back just as the carriage
drove away, and their eyes met. In his
hand he held the spray of hea'har she had
given him, and a strange thought came
into his heart.

‘It shall lic on my breast after [ am
dead,” ke whispered to his soul; and ke
kept his word.

(To be Coniinued.)

The Scuth Sea Mother,

When a South Sea Island mother wishes
to chastise her child she seldom resorts to
slapping, and slippers, of course, she bas
none. Instead of using the forms of punisk-
ment customary among civilized mothe s

she pulls tke child’s bair or bits some part
of the body, generally the fleshy part of
the arm. In wandering about tke village
one sees many clildren baving on their
bodies scars 'g:oduced by wounds inflicted
by their mothers’ teeth. When a mother
wishes to caress her child she deftly draws
her thumb across its eyebrow or cheek or
gently seizes its cheek between her teeth.
The rubting of noses is also a mark of
affection among the Kingsmill Islanders,
as it is among the Maoris of New Zarland.
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What it May Come To,
“You don’t mean to say, Mrs. Easy, that

you are houseless and homeless ?*
“‘Precisel

»
“ Astonil{inz ! How did that come
about ?" '




