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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER 1., 11, IiL.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle
Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh
ton as he isabout to sail tor India with his regi-
ment. Belle promisesto be true and as rees to meet
him that evening for & final farewell. Upon her re-
turn to the hotel, where she and her mother are
stopping she finds that Lord Stanmore, whose
brother was the busband of Mrs Wayland’s sister
has arrived and has invited her mother and bher to
dine with bim that evening. Mr<«. Wayland roes
but Belle feigns sudden iliness and is Jeft apparently
asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wayland
discovers that Belle has gonr out to meet Gilbert
and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an
account 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 Mrs. Wayland
in which they decide Belle’s future. Lady Stan.
more reads a letter from Gilbert to Belle and lays
her plans accordingly. She decides to intercept the
letters between the lovers. Lord Stanmore be.
comes deeply interested in Belle and invites his
pister.in-law, Mrs. Waylana and Belle to spend a
teyafgeeks at his country residence.

«@CuAPTER v.—Belle begins a dairy in order that
:hc may send an account of each day to her absent
over.

CHAPTER Vi—Lady £t nmore thinks over the
sitnation. She decides that Belie 18 not in love with
Jack. Lord Richard Probyn catls upon the party,
and invites them 10 visit him at Hurst hall. e is
greatly smitten with Belle. Lady Stanmore opens
s letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it.

CHAPTER vI1.—Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of
Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmore of her en-
ement and that lady ridicules the idea. They go
to Hurst Hall.
CHAPTER viiL.—Belle’s diary continued. She tells
Lady Stanmore of her dream about Hugh. That
lady decides to write Mrs. Bal‘our.

APTER I1x.—Lady Stanmore destrovs a letter
lle has written to Hugh Gilbert. Jack Stanmore
tonfesses his love for Belle to his sister in law.
Mrs. Wayland falls ill and the st.y at Redvers
court is prolonged. 8ir Dick Probyn proposes to
Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a
letter from Mrs. Balfour who went to
Indis on the same ship witu Hugh Gilbert-
It contains the startiing news of Hugh Gilbert’s
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the rews and
is greatly shocked. Ina takiog a morning walk sne
breaks through the ice.

CHAPTER X. XI. XI1.—Stanmore rescues Belle
from drowning. She takes cold and has a severe
fllness. A letter arrives for Belle during her illness
and is destroyed by Lady more.

CHAPTER xI11.—B¢ lle is convalescent. Stanmore
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show Hugh
Gilbert 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.—1he eveo! the wedding. Lady
Stanmere writes to her friend in Bombay and tells
her of the marriage and specially requests that
the news be told Hugh &iblert whom she repre-
sents as a friend only of Belle's.

CHAPTER Xxvil —THE IceE WomanN. 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 aod Lady FPiobyn
call upon them and invite them to dine at Hurst.

CHAPTER XVIII —PLAYING WITH FIRE. Sir Dick
grows more in love with lLord stanmore’s wite
which causes h s mother much uneasiress. Lord
Stanmore also notices the yourg mun’s infatuation
and warns Belle against encouraging him. They
dine at Hurst and Belle is presentad to Mr. Trew-
ianey the viesr and Sir Dicks old tutor, and his
daughter Amy who has known and loved Sir Dick
Probyn from his boyhood as they have grown up
together but who only regards Amy with a sist rly
aftection.

UHAPTER X1X.—8ir Dick offers a diamond pen-
dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that
his confession of Jove must end a pleasant iriend-
ship and he goes bome in despair. He decides
that life is not worth livi g and attempts to shoot
himself but his mother who had feared something
and had followed him screams when she sees what
he is about to do and the bullet goes through his
cheek. Lord Stanmore believes Belle is to blame
for encousaging Sir Dick and reads hera lecture
which she resents,

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

CuAPTERS xx1-xx111—The lost letters.; Belle and
Captain Gilbert have mutual explanauons in which
Lady Stanmore’s treachery 1is revealed. Lord
Stanmore is introduced to Gilbert and _asks him to
dine with them the following day. Belle accuses
her aunt of destroying ber letters and the latter ack-
nowledges her guilt but nothing of the situation is
told to Stanmore who receives Captain Gilbert very
kindly and invites him to Scotland for the shooting
season and at Belle’s request the latter consents to

0.
v CHAPTER xxIv.—Gilbert hears of Belle's acciden
on the lake and of Stanmore’s appearance on the
scene in time to save her life and the result.

CuAPTER xxv.,—The whoie gany go to Strat-
hearn and are cnarmed with its beautyv. A row on
the lake and its result The Marchmonts farnish
their own shooting box and invite Gulbert to jomn
them. He is inciined to do so as he does notleel at
ease at Strathearn, but he and Belle discuss the
matter and she requests him to stay for & tew days
more.

CHAPTER XXVI., XXvII.—A stray shot. Gilbert
is wounded by ashou from Mr. Marchmont’s gua.
Belle hears the news and slmost betrays her love
for Gilbert. A doctor and nurse are summoned from
London and the wound is pronounced not dangerous

CHAPTER XXvIIl.—An old friend. Belle makes
many snxious enquiries about Gilbert and sends
him arose by Jim Marchmont. Lady Stanmore
receives & letter from M s. Marchmont who is ex.

in a day or two to stayat their new shooting

X, in which she teils her that Mrs. Seymour is
coming to stay with them at (Glenwrath. Ske tells
selle and wishes her to go away with her during
Mrs. Seymour’s st.y but Belle declines.

CHAPTER XXIX.—Mrs Seymour. Lady Stan-
more leaves Strathearn after first telling Lord Stao-
more ot Mrs. Seymours expected arrival. Foe
latter comes to Scotland and Belle meets ber.
Gilbgrt makes his first appearance downstairs since
tha accident and is received by Belle. He is still
very weak and faints away while listening to Belle

CHAPTER XXX.—A new fear. Stanmore and Sir
John Lee discuss the Marchmonts who have called
and persuaded Belle to accompany them to a pic-
nic. Gilbert continues to improve ana goes daily
to Belle’s boudoir for a cup of tea.

CHAPTER XXXI.—A spray of heather. &ilbert 18
able to be out again and he and Bell have a walk
on the terrace. They are joined by the Marchmont

irls who have come to carry Belle off to a picnic.

rd Stanmore suggests to Jim Marchmont that it

is time for Gilbertto leave Strathesrn and be ac-

cordingly makes preparations to go to Glenwrath

for & time *That spray of heather shall lie on my
breast after I am dead.”

CHaPTER XXXII.—A picnic. Belle overhears a
conversation between Mrs Seymour and Lord Stan-
morz.in which the latter says he regrets the mistake
he ein marrying Belle. A storm ccmes op
dv the picnic party, and Belle and Gilbert take

fer in & cave :

CHAPTER XxX111.—More than life. Belle and Gil
bert have an interview, in wbich their flyght is

lanned. Stanmore discovers that Belle has left
gln and gone with Hugh Gilbert.

CHAPTER Xxx1v.—Belle's letter is received by
Stanmore; she tells bim now that she married bhim
through pique snd relates the deceit practiced by
ber aunt and its awful consequences. Stanmore telis
Mrs. Seymour the news. Jiw Marchmont defends
Gilbert. Lady Stanmore receives acall from her
brother-in-law in which he accuses her of her decep-

tion ard enemies.

CHAPTER XXXV —A n°w lght. The news of
Belle's flight is heard at Hurst and Lady Probyn
breaks the news to Sir Dick and also tells him of
Amv Trewlaney’s love. S8ir Dick proposes to Amy

and is accepted. iy

CHAPTER xxxvI.—Her answer. At the Bunga-
low. Hugh and Belle discuss the past and fature
and Beile tells him she does nou uﬁ:t the step she
bas taken in leaving her home for . Hugh goes
out for the atternoon and returns ill with aa attack
of fever. Belle watches beside him and prays that
either he may be |pu;ll'oruutalu be nﬁ:‘:l:

xxxvil.—His great desire.

and tells Belle that he has

CHAPTER XXXVIII.—DARKNESS.

In a darkened silent chamber of the
bungalow Belle sat slone. Her eyes were
tearless, her heart was froz-:n, her mind
was numbed. Nothing in the world con-
cerned her now; it had become for her a
dreary waste, a hateful place where she
must remain whilst all that made life worth
living was gone.

She was vaguely aware that food was
placed beside ber bty her faithful servant—
tood wbich the could not eat—that men
came and went, that the doctor and sever:l
offi-ers bad spoken to her pityingly, and
had looked &t her with grave eyes.

She hated the glare ot the sun that made
all things abroad seem bright and joyous,
falling on tbe masses of soft yellow flowers
in the compound, on the plants trailing
luxuriantly from the walls, on the dust
white road, up and down which bulloc
carts slowly passed laden with luscious
fruits, with provisions, with water casks—
the road which in the afternoon became
noisy with the roll of smart carmages, in
which were seated fashionably dressed
English women on their way to visit frieuds
tbey witoout a care, without a sorrow,
wholly indifferent to the fact that within
one ot the bungalows they passed, a strick-
en woman sat with her dead.

Towards the close of the day, whose
borror would remain with ber go long as
lite lasted, the doctor who bad been absent
a short time entered tbe room, and going
up to Belle took her hand. His good-nat-
ured tace bore traces of grief, his voice was
full of sympathy.

“My poor child,” hesaid, soothingly,
‘you capnot go on like’ this. You have
eaten nothing all day ; you will make your-
selt seriously 1ll.

“What does it matter?’ she asked in a
dull weary voice that expressed more pain
than a cry.

‘] have no wish to snrvive him.
no wish to live.

‘But your life is valuable to others, to
your friends,’ the doctor persisted.

‘I bave no friends,’ she replied, mourn-
fully, “‘now that the truest and Ccearest
friend woman ever had has been taken
from me,’ and she shuddered as :he spoke

‘] know what your griet must be, my
poor child,’ remarked the doctor, his voice
a trifle husky because of its struggle with
bonest manly tears, ‘‘and I would be the
last in the world to intrude on or to chide
it, but you must take heart, and you must
not say or think you sre alone in the world
for I am anxious to be your staunch friend
and th-re is someone in the next room, one
of the kindest women that ever lived, who
is waiting to take you to her heart.’

‘A woman?' Belle ssid, incredulously,
for she knew that the woman of the Eng-
glish colony—with many ot whose names
scandal bad been busy—despised her as a
person it was imposeible for them to visit
or to meet, for she bad openly defied the
laws, which they had only broken in secret.

‘Yes,’ replied Doctor Malone, ‘a woman
who wants to be your friend.’

‘What is ber pame?’ Belle asked wearily.

‘Mrs. Baltour. I believe she knows
your relstives. She bas the sweetest nat-
ure in the world, and no sooner did she
bear of your loss than she begged 1 would
take ber to you. May I bring ber in?”’

Withour waiting for an answer, which he
feared might pot be tavorable, Doctor
Malone hurried out of the room. For
some seconds the stricken woman could
not recall the circumstances connected
with this name, but when shc did their
memory came to ber with bitter psin.

Mrs. Balfour was the woman whose
name had been used by Lady Stanmore as
an authority for news which the former had
never written ; and though it was through
no fault of her own, yet her name was con-
nected with the vile plot that had rainod
two lives. It was too late now, or Lelle
would have declined to see the visitor who,
a moment later, entered with tke doctor.

The instant she saw this tall, aristocratic
looking woman, with gentle dark eyes, a
grave, calm expression in her dehcately
cut features, her hair snow white, Belle
realized that sbe bad found a friend.
Dressed in black, Mrs Balfour advanced
with almost a timid air, and without wait-
ing for a conventional introduction, placed
one arm around Bell’s neck and kissed her
forebead.

*My poor, stricken child,’ she said, in a
low, sweet voice. ‘I knew and liked the
man you loved; I was his iriend; won’t
you lec we be yours P’

The voice, the manner and the words of
the visitor touched some secret spring in
the forlorn mourner’s beart, and before
she could find words to reply tears rushed
into her eyes, and she was sobing pitifully
upon Mrs Baltour’s breast.

The little doetor stole quietly from the
room and left them together.

This was the first time Belle bad cried
since the great blow had faller and stun-
ned her ; and now 1t seemed as it the ice of
ber griet being broken, the tears pent up
in her bursting heart found vent and gave
her reiiet. Mrs. Balfour was too wise a
woman to strive to check this storm of sor
row, or to offer consolation where none
could yet be felt; so she merely held the
girl to her breast, letting her feel that there
was ber harbour, her protection in this
dark hour of her loneliness and grief.

‘He was so noble—he was so faithful,
and so true,’ Belle sobbed out presently,
‘and I at one time believed him false. Oh!
it was cruel ; 1 was not worthy of him.’

‘But you proved to him that you loved

H ’

I have

‘Yes. I would bave proved it with my
lite if necesssry. But you do not know
how he suffered, how 1 suffered because of
the wicked lies of a worldly woman.’

‘Who was that ? Mrs. Baltour asked.

‘My aunt, Lady Stanmore.’

*] knew her when we were girls at school.
But tell me.’ said Mrs. Balfour, thinking it
would relieve Belle to narrate ber story,
‘tell me how she behaved to you.’

Between bitter sobs the stricken woman
dwelt on the tragic chapter of ber life, con-
demning herself for her credulity, and up-

raiding hereelf for ever Faving doubted the
man now lost to her. *‘And now,’ sh2 con-
cluded, ‘my sole desira is to join him scon.
I know that he will wait tor me ; | am sure
we shall not be parted for long.’

The grave, sweet-faced gentlewoman
who h2ard her, looked with dim eyes at
tbis poor child whko had been deeply
sinned aganst, and whose sorrow reemed
greater than she could bear.

‘My dear child,” Mrs. Balfour said, in
ber low, sympathetic voice. ‘in this world
tew ot us are allowed to be periectly happy,
even for a brief time. I have lived a great
many years, and seen much of life. 1 have
witnesscd great griets, and heart tragedies,
and bitter wrongs, that bad to be borre

atiently, and lived down. and sometimes
hidden trom prying eyes. Your sorrow is
dark, my child, your loss is overwhelming,
but other womeén,weak and helpless as you,
have known grist as terrible, and you will
not be less brave than they.’

‘What sorrow could be greater, what
loss more irreparable than mmne?’ Belle
gobbed out, in the anguish of her intoler-
able pain.

‘I know your heart is bruised, and I pity
you from my soul; but remember, my
child, there is no wound o deep that He
cannot heal; there are ro tear: so bitter
that He cannot dry,” Mrs. Balfour an-
swered in her sweet, low voice.

‘No. no. There is no comfort for me;
there is no hope. I only want to die,’ she
answered, rebellious in her anguish.

‘May not your child, your little one,
bring comfort to its motber’s heart—bring
some recompense for your grief ?’

Belle raised her tear streaming eyes to
the face ot her consoler and shyly kissed
ber. ‘Ah! itI hed bad a mother, even a
friend, like you, how different might have
been my life,’ she said sadly.

«All my children died in nfancy,’ replied
Mres. Balfour, in a hushed voice ‘Iama
lonely woman,’ and she kissed Belle's fore-
head with the tenderness ot a mother.

Then came a request on the part of the
visitor which she knew there would be
some difficulty in getting Belle to accede to.

*‘, am here, my dear with the intention
of taking you away; your presence here
can do no good now, come snd make
your home with me for as long as you like.’

] cannot leave him until the last,’ she
said, her heert beginning to heave anew
with sorrow at thought ot the finai parting.

“But it will only distress and weaken
you to remain,’ Mrs Balfour persisted.

“What does that mitter ? I have but a
few hours more with bim ; 1 cannot, I will
not leave him until all is over,’ she answer-
ed, through ber tears.

‘Norshall [ ask you ; but if you like I will
stay here, or in one of the acjoining rooms,
that ycu may know you are not quite
alone.’

*“Thank you, my dear kind friend.
May I c:ll you triena ?’ she askel timidly,
remembering how she bad been sbunned
by her sex smce her arrival in India,
twelve montbs ago.

¢:Call me motber,” Mrs. Baltour replied.

A little later and all was over.

Passively as a child, Belle allowed her-
self to be led to the carrige that waited
outside the compound wall, and driven
from the home where eshe had known per-
tect happiness and desolating griet; the
home that was haunted by a thousand
memories of joyous trifles.

Mrs. Baltour spoke no word, for words
she knew would now be powerless to penet-
rate the darkness of this wretched woman’s
soul ; she only held the sufferer’s hands in
her own believing that her touch would
convey a sympathy that would surely be
understood.

That night Belle lay with dry and sleep-
less eyes, staring into the darkness as if in
search ot some familiar sight she longed to
gee. Her head ached, but pain was scarce
telt because of the agony tbat tortured her
heart,and her hands burned as sbe stretch-
ed them out to vacancy.

She was dimly conscious that when Mes,
Balfour entered the room next morning
she was accompanied by Doctor Malone,
who gave her a draught which she swal-
lowed with the docility of a child. Then
came a period of oblivion ; long hours of
sleep rested her body and calmed her
mind ; but ber first lucid thought was that
she had to face her fate,to endure her
loneliness, to mourn her loss. If only sbe
could escape irom a lite whoee burden was
too heavy for her to bear.

In the weeks that passed, Colonel and
Mrs. Balfour behaved with a kindness and
consideration, with a sympathv and at-
tention, that were calculated to soothe the
afilicted woman and distract her mind from
its griet. The rooms that she occupied
opened on a verandah, tbat led to the gar-
dens of the compound, with their almond
and mango, and tamarird and palm trees,
their mass of luxurient flowers, yellow,
crimson, and wbite, their sbrubs of
emerald green, of purple black, aod dead
gold. She saw no visitors save Doctor
Malone, who was constant in kis attentions,
and her hostess took care that she was not
intruded on or disturbed by the men and
women who througbont the day flocked to
the Colonel s hospitable bungalow.

Doctor Malone good-naturedly volunteer-
ed to save Belle all trouble regarding
business matters ; and assisted by Colonel
Baltour and Captain Ricbards, he bad ar-
ranged for the sale ot ber furniture and
tbeﬁetting of her bungalow. And these
men. knowing that she was almost penniless
induced their friends to attend the auction
of ber bousebold goods and give extrava-
gant prices for articles and ornaments, of
which their wives assured them they had
no need and bhad better have left unbought.

The contents of the bungalow were any-
thing but costly, and even the sum they
brought from generous purchasers s emed
smnlfindeed asa capital on which to de-

end; learning which Hugh Gilbert's

rother officers, who had one and all
beartily liked him, subscribed a sum that
was added to the proceeds of the sale,
and which Belle was led to believe result-
ed solely from the auction.

No sooner did she recover from the pros-
tration caused by her shock, thsn she pre-
pared to leave India and return bome.
When Mrs. Balfour learned this, she said
to her—

«“You see, my dear, that I have no child
of my own; that though Iam always in
the midet of company I am yet a lonel
woman. I think I understand you, and
am sure I love you ; stay with me, and be
as a daughter to me.”

Belle was overcome by gratitude, for she
realized all that life would mean to her
under the proposed circumstances. The

home which she who was home-

would gain, the sympathy and affection

mother which this friend was ready to give

ber, the protection that shein her equivocs]

anmon would meet with, all came b:fore
er.

But her pride was unwilling to burden
ot*ers not only witn herself, but with the
life about to be born.

‘Oh! kindest, best, and most unselfish of

friends,’ she said, her voice full of emotion,
‘don’t think me ungratetvl, don’t think that
I, a woman, whom all other women shrink
from, don’t value your offer; but I cannot,
cannot accept it; I can oniy pray God to
bles’a and reward you for your goodness to
me.
‘My dear child, I have thought well over
my proposition, which also meets with wy
busband’s consent, and again I say, stay
with me as my daught¢r, remain bere in
the shelter and protection of my home,’
Mrs. Baltour said with deep tenderness in
her voice.

‘How can I refuse anything you ask?
And yet I cannot stay. I shall go back to
my mother ; she it is who must protect me.
She and ber sister marred my lite, they
must helé) me to bear my burden,” Belle
answered.

And to this resolution she adhered. She
saw that Mrs. Balfour i: her generosity
overlooked the slights and sneers, the pre-
judice and animosity to which she would be
subjected by barbouring and adopting one
who was a mother, though not a wife. Nor
would Belle depend on those on whom she
bad no claim.

Mrs. Bsltour was disappointed and
grieved by this decision, to which however
after repeated atteropts to persuade Belle
to alter her mind, sbe was obliged to sub-
mit. She did this the more readily as the
saw that the climate of India was trying a
constitution which bad been weakened by
nerveus shock and subsequent prostration.
There was nothiog theretore to be done
but to find some woman returning to Eng-
land who would take charge of Belle. To
discover such was a difficult task. Nearly
every mail carried a dozen English
women, taking home their children, accom-
panying their husbands, or returniog in
search ot the health a tropical climite had
ruined ; but on the suggestion being made
to them that they should chaperona woman
whom all of them bad heard of, they bhad
instantly declined, some of them with in-
dignation, none of them without severity.

But at last a woman was found who con-
descended to undertake the task. This
was Mis. Rebecca Smithers, the widow ot
a methodist preacher, whose son by some
strange freak of fate had become a subalt-
ern, and who had been attended to India
by bis watchful eurviving parent. This
lady, who was frigid ot manner anda
practiser of all the virtues, had spent the
greater part ot her time in Iodia in giving
advice and distributing trac's, both ot
whbich were about the ooly things this rigid
economist parted with freely.

Betore entrusting Belle to her care, Mrs.
Balfour extracted a promise from this lady
who was solicitous for the salvation of
others, that she should refrain from re-
minding Belle of the penalties that await-
ed her, aod from exhorting her to follow
the example of those whose strange histor-
ies were dramatically set forthin certain
tracts. To this Mrs. Rebecca Cmitbers
consented, for though her heart was set
upon heavenly things she had an eye to her
son’s advancement, and was worldly enough
to strive to curry favour with his Colonel’s
wife.

The day came when Belle was to sail for
home and England ; when she was to leave
in a foreign land all that was mortal of her
dear triend and true lover ; when she was
to begin the new lite lying dark and uncer-
tain betore her.

On the evening of the previous day she
haa gone alone to the English Cemetery
where numbers of men in the springtime of
their lives lay sleeping for eternity. The
spot wh ch ot all others on earth was most
sacred to her was well known to ber. She
bad spent bours here, communing, as she
believed with one bound to ber by the un-
breakable tie of their intense love, and bere
she came to ray farewell.

In the saeredness of that hour she
emptied her heart to him of all its affection :
she dedicated herself to him ; sbe besought
him to wait for her in the shadowy land be
had reached, where she would join him
o' n, to part from him never again.

N:xt day she stood upon the deck of a
P. and O. steamer as it steamed out of
Bombay Harbor, waving her handkerchief
to her kind friends, Colonel and Mrs. Bal
four, whom she saw through a mist of blind-
ing tears. And there she remained tor
hours in the midst of a noisy throng of
homeward bound passengers, watching the
land that had witnessed the brightest and
darkest chapters of her life.

CHAPTER XXXIX.—COMING HOME.

The homeward voysge tried Belle
severely in many ways. The excitement
of her departure, even the intensity of her
griel, had prevented her from realising ber
condition, which, however, was soon
brought home to her. Weak in body and
distressed in mind she lay in her cabin,
not speaking for hours, not reading, wear-
iness and dejection weighing her down.

Asshe drew nearer and nearer to Eng-
land she felt more and more anxious as to
how she would be received by her mother.
Mrs. Wayland, who bad always been ab-
sorbed in her own complaints, who was
worldly, exacting and irritable, had never
shown Belle much affection or kindness,
and was hardly Likely to do so now. Nor
had she once written to ber da since

her elopement. Still Belle re that

such as she bad never received from her | she w;i her ;other, nndﬂa;eucb must give

her the shelter and protection which she
sorely needed now.

Mrs. Smithers busied herself in giving
unsought counsel to her fe/low passengers,
generslly selecting sinne.s of the opposite
sex who were lonely bachelors or torlorn
widowers as the special obj-cts of her zeal.
Her a‘titude towards Belle, whom she
spoke of as ‘that young woman’ was one of
frigid patronage. She kept her word to
Mrs. Balfour and did not cffer tracts to
Belle, but she satisfied her conscience by
leaving them under tbe invalid’s pillow,
dropping them into her workbasket, or
placing them beside her chair.

At last the day came when Southampton
was reached, and a few bours later Belle
driving through the familiar London streets,
towards her mother's home in South Ken-
sington. As the four wheeled cab drew
up to the door, she casta Jook at the
house, as if she would learn what she might
expect. Not knowing whether her motber
was yet living here, or if she were in town,
Belle bade the driver wait, and not remove
her luggage until she told him. Then she
rapped timidly at the door.

It was opened by a servant whom she
had not seen before, and on enquiring for
Mrs. Wayland Belle was told she was at
bome. Oan the maid inquiring what name
she should give, Belle got over the dit-
ficulty by answering—*'Say her daughter
wishes to see her.”

The s2rvant’s countenance expressed
surprise, but without making any remsrk
sne opened the door of a sitting room and
said— ‘‘Please walk this way, ma’am.”

Belle entered the room which she knew
so well, and sank down upon the chsir
nearest to her. She was weary from h r
long journey, her pulse was beating fever-
1shly, and her lips were so dry she felt she
could scarcely speak.

Five minutes, ten minutes, a quarter of
an hour passed, and no one came to ber.
Suspense became unbearable, and she was
about to ring and ask the maid if she had
given her message, when the door was
flung open and lady Stanmore entered,
and quickly c'osed it behind ber.

Bel'e rose, advanced a step, and then
remaincd stationary. Something in ber
aunt’s bearing chilled her to the bone.
Lady Stanmore uttered no word, but with
the air ot a tragedy queen surveyed the
shrinking, black-clad figure, the pale
frightened face before her. Her own face,
cold and hard, bore a spurious look ot
youtb, because of the exceeding freshness
ot her complexion and the yellow glitter of
her abundant false hair.

‘Aunt Lucy,’ Belle called out, in a voice
so weak that it sounded little more than a
whisper.

‘You have come back!" Lady Stanmore
answered indignantly. *You bave the im-
pudence to come bick to those whom you
have disgraced.’

‘Spare me, oh spare me !" Belle implor-
ed, ‘tor I have suffered much, and am
weak !'

‘I know all that has happened, and you
deserve what you have got,” Lady Stan-
more said, vindictively.

*Cruel, cruel, cruel !’ Belle cried out, in
a breaking voice.

*You wretched little fool. I schemed and
plaoned to save you from making an idiot
of yourself by marrying a penniless no-
body.’

“Stop, I will not hear you speak slight-
ingly of the man I loved—whom still I
love,” Belle said, stoutly.

I placed you in a position you would
never have been able to gain by yourself,
and what thaoks have I received? You
disgrace yourself by running away at the
first opportunity with a man without wealth

‘You will soon know whetter I speak
the truth or rot.’ Lady S'anmore eaid
with a sneer. *When Wayland, who was
nctoriously a disreputable man, proposed
to marry my sister. he to'd her she must
adopt and bring up as her own a child of
bis whose mother must be pameless At
the time h: was a wealthy man, and the
consented. You have slways been repug-
nant to her ; but now you bave disgraced
yourselt she his acted on my advice of re-
puiiating you ard of sending you about
your business, as she ouzbt to have done
years ago.’

The words fell as blows upon a bﬂ
already sorely bru‘sed. A thousa~d things
that rose 1n & m'nute to the surface ot her
memory, told Belle this statement was
true. She recalled the threat Mre. Way-
land had made to intorm Hugh Gilbert of a
secret which she said would prevent bim
from marryirg him; other hints ot this
mystery had been given in moments of
irritation ; and betwern Mrs. Wayland and
Belle there had never been the affection
and sympathy tbat thould exist between
mother and daughter.

She had thought herself miserable and
lonely before, but she was now a thousand
times more wretched. Without a home,
without relatives, where wss she—a weak
and weary woman, soon to become &
mother—to find refuge. She could not
beg of the Marchmonts or Lady Probyn to
receive her ; there was no one in the world
on whom she had any claim ; she knew not
what was to become of ber; she turned
burriedly and fearfully from thoughts of
the river and the rest it would give her.

‘And now that you know the truth at
last,” hissed Lady Stanmore, ‘you will see
you have no claim on my sister, whose
authority I have for telling you to quit this
house at once and never to trouble her any
more by your pesence.’

Belle uttered a low wailing cry, and
shrinking back, covered her face with her
hands.

*You disgraceful creature, leave this
bouse at once, or I will call the police,’
shouted Lady Stanmore, who with one
hand pointed to the door.

At that instant her arm was roughly
seized by a man, who in her excitement
she bad not heard enter, but who on being
seen by Belle he'd caused her to cry out,
and cower as if she would hide herself from
his sight.
Lady
round.

‘Stanmore !" she exclaimed in surprise.

‘You fiend " he answered, flinging her
arm from him, mdignantly.

(To be Concluded).

Be Well and You
Will be Happy.

Paine’sCelﬁGompound
Nature's Avenue {o
Health.

If you are sick ard out of sorts, it is
within your power to make yourself
healthy and sirong.

There i8 not the sliglitast reason why
ycu shoinld go through the ho: summer
weather feeling miserable, | snguid and
melarcholic.

To be well, means happiness and true
joy,and this i8 t'e eeason that you
should be bright, hear'y and gladsome.

Let us, with siucerity and honesty
direct vour attention to Paine’s Celery
Compound, nature’s avenue to health
and perfect physical strength and
robustness.

This marvellous health giving
medicine begins its vitalizing work at
the yreat erve centres, and soon braces
up the weak and frail body, giving every
organ that is out of tune that full vigor
and strength so neceseary for the com-
plete working of the whole human
lrame.

Paine's Celary Compou d is suited for
all ages and co ditions; it ix purely vege-
tab'e, vleasant to use, and prompt and
efficacious in the most dangerous and
subtle cases, Thonsands now living owe
their lives to this wonderful medicine
that always makes sick people well.

Stanmore started and turned

or position, leaving Stanmore free to marry
the odious woman [ detest.”

Belle looked at the bard pitiless face be-
fore her, with its glittering eyes and eruel |
mouth, then bracing herselt up for an effort,
she said in a calm voice—

‘You who bave ruined my life are accoun-
table for any wrong I have dome. You
stole my letters, vou forged another's
woman's name to the falsehood you wrote,
you deceived me by’ your lies. You de-
stroyed not mv happiness alone, but that
of the man I loved.’

‘How dare you speak to me like that?
cried out Lady Stanmore, bursting with
1age. ‘You, who are neither a maid, wife,
nor widow! How dare you speak to any
respectable woman '

‘You are & wicked woman,’ answered
Belle with spirit. ‘I would not do what
you have done for all the world’s wealth.’

*You disgracetul person, I forbid you to
speak to me,’ shouted Lady Stanmore, be-
side herselt with rage.

‘So long as I live I shall never speak to
you sgain—never willingly see you again
after this cay. I will go to my mother,’
aepiied Belle, and she moved towards the

oor.

Before she reached it, however, Lady
Stenmore stepped in front of her and laugh-
ed aloud in scornful triumph.

“Your mother " she said. *‘Come, it’s time
this farce should end. God only knows
who your mother is ; my sister certainly is
not your mother.’

Belle clung to the back of the chair with
both hands, and began to tremble violently.
the pitiless face in front of her, with its pink
cheeks and yellow hair, glaring at her with
Elntred and scorn and mockery in its every

e.

“This is another of your falsehoods,’
Belle said.

‘Insolent creature, how dare you !

‘I don't believe you; as you bave lied
before for your own ends, you are ready to

1f you are adoubter, and have not any
friends that can vouch for all that is said
about Paine s Celery Compound, send for
our book of convineing cures; mailed free
t» any address. Wells & Richardeon Co.,
Montreal.

Horseless Carriages.
“I've been readin most every day in the

apers about the hoseless kerridges,” said

Y)encon Applejobn ot Hunlock, *‘but I've
got one that suits me to a T and works like
a charm, b'gosh.”

“How is it built ?"

«+Jest like any other wagon,”

“*How do you make it go ? Electricity ?”

“Nope."

¢ Gasolme ?”

“Nope "

“Steam "

“Nope."”

**Well, what furnishes the motive pow-
er?”

““Come agin.”

“What makes it go 7"

«“QOh, 'h?" oxen, by cracky! Haw,
there, Bill I"—Wilkesbarre Record.

Tommy Could Tell.

“Now, can any little boy tell me what
the word ‘debut’ means ?” asked the teach-
er, pleasantly.

There was a dead silence.

«Come, come,” she continued, in an
encouraging tone, ‘‘let me see if I cannot
help you a little. You all remember when
I became your teacher P”

“Yes, ma'am,” in & chorus.

““Well, the first day that I gruentod
myself before you, what was it [ made?

‘Please, ma'am, Iknow,’ from Tommy
Tradles.

“That's it, Tommy,’ said the teacher,
with a pleasant smile. ‘Tell the restof
the boys what it was I made.’

‘A big bluft,’ said Tommy—Milwaukee
Wisconsin.
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lie again for the same reason.’ _ § u
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