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CHAPTER I., 11, 1it.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle 

Wayland are bidding each other good x at Brigh- 

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

ment. Belle promisesto be true and as rees to meet 

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

turn to the hotel, where she and her mother 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 her to 

dine with him that evening. Mrs. Wayland goes 

but Belle feigns sudden illness and is left apparently 

asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wa land 

discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbert 

and is very angry. rs. Wayland writes an 

account of the affair 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 

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

Carrer vi—Lady Et pmore thinks over the 

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

Jack. Lord Richard Probyn catls upon 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 vill.—Belle’s diary continued. She tells 

Lady Stanmore of her dresm about Hugh. That 
lady decides to write Mre. Bal'our. 

CHAPTER 1x.—Lady Stanmore destroys 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 Di k Probyn proposes to 
Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a 
letter from Mrs. Balfcur who went to 

India on the same ship witu Hugh Giltert- 

It contains the starting news of Hugh Gilbert's 

marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the ews and 

is greatly shocked. Ia takiog a morning walk sue 
breaks through the ice. 
CHAPTER X. XI. XIIL.—Stanmore rescues Belle 

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

CHAPTER x111.—Be¢ lle is convalescent. Stanmore 
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show Hugh 
Gilbert that she tco has forgo ten she accepts the 
ofter. Stanmore and his sister in-law arrange 
matters and Belle acqniesces. The marriage is 
arranged for an early day. 

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

Cuarrer xvit.—Tue Ice WomaxN. 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 Lady FProbyn 
call upon them and invite them to dive at Hurst. 

CHAPTER XVIII —PLAYING WITH FIRE. Sir Dick 
grows more in love with Lord Stanmore’s wife 
which causes hs mother much uneasiress. Lord 
Stanmore also notices the young mun’s infatuation 
and warns Belle against encouraging him. They 
dine at Hurst and Belle is presentad to Mr. Trew- 
Janey 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 
sftection. 

CHAPTER XI1X.—Sir Dick offers a diamond pen- 
dant to Belle but it is refused; she tells him that 
his confession ot love must end a 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 had feared something 
and had followed him screams when she sees what 
he is about to do and tbe bullet goes through his 
cheek. Lord Stanmore believes Belle is to blame 
for encou:aging Sir Dick and reads her a 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 ir. 
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. 

CHAPTERS xxI1-xxi1i—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 asks bim to 
dine with them the following day. Belle accuses 
her aunt of destroying her let'ers and the latter ack- 
rowledges her guilt but nothing of the situation is 
to.d to S'anmore who receives Captain Gilbert very 
kindly and invites him to Scotland for the shooting 
season ard at Belle’s rcquest the latter consents to 

£0. 

CHAPTER XXII.—THE LOST LETTERS. 

He led her to a more secluded part of 
the grounds, and placed her on a seat 
under a great branching elm, whose huge 
boughs were, like the rest of the trees, 
buog with colored lamps. But thera was 
no one near; only the sound of the music 
in the distance and the hum of voices from 
the open windows of the house. Gilbert 
sat down by ber side, and then said, in a 
low, earnest voice: 

‘Now, tell me everything, Belle. How 
was it you never gnswered my letters P’ 

‘Because I never got any,’ replied Belle. 
‘The last letter I received from you was 
when you were on the eve of emtarking at 
Southampton, when you told me you were 
going out wi h Miss Vane and Mrs. Bal- 
four. 

‘But you surely got the one I sent you 
after we had actually embarked—wken 
poor Webster breke a blood vessel, and 
died, and Lis wife promised to post a few 
lines from me to you imme‘iately she land- 
ed? 

‘I never got such a letter. 
of it until cow.’ 
‘And the one I posted myselt when we 

touched at Aden, that must have reached 
you ?’ 

‘It never did. [Ike letter I received 
from ycu when you were at Southampton 
was the only one I ever got—after the 
night when we parted at Brighton.’ 

elle’s voice broke and faltered as she 
uttered the last few words, and Hugh Gil- 
bert started up impatiently. 

*This is incredible, Belle I" he exclaimed. 
‘I wrote sgain ard again to ycu from 
India. Wrote until Mrs. Balfour showed 
me your aunt's letter, in which she told her 
you were going to ke married immediately 
to Lord Stannmore. Then I thought T un- 
cong your silence—then I give up all 
ope. 
fob! who has done this, Hugh?’ said 

Belle, rising also in bitter distress and 
excitement. ‘It must have been some plot, 
some shameful plot to part us! Mrs. Bal- 
tour ? It was Mrs. Balfour's letter to Aunt 
Lucy that I saw ; the letter wkere I read 
you were married to Miss Vane ; that you 
had married her the very day after you 
both landed at Bombay.’ 

‘It is a hideous lie, then! answered 
Hugh Gilbert, passionately. ‘I do not be- 
lieve Mrs. Baltour ever wrote such a thing 
—she could not. No thought of marryirg 
Miss Vane ever entered my head. ‘Che 
letter must have been a forgery-’ 

‘It came from Bombay, at least,” con- 
tinned Belle, in a tear-choked voice. *I had 

I never heard 

{ Gi.bert. ‘She is a nice woman : 

wr tten to you again and again, and had 
watched and waited for an snswer, but 
none ever came. Then, one morning when 
Stanmore opened the letter-bag, he handed 
an Indian letter to Aunt Lucy—' 
‘Were you married to Lord Stanmore 

then ?’ interrupted Gilbert. 
‘Married to him! repeated Belle, in 

great surprise ; ‘but for this letter I should 
never lave been married to him ! The letter 
was trom Mrs. Baltour, and presently Aunt 
Lucy brought it to my room ; she said 
tere was a postscript in it that ste thought 
I should see. Hugh! Hugh!’ continued Belle. 
wringirg her bands together in the ex- 
tremity of her distress, ‘what do you think 
that postecript contained ? The worcs were 
written in fire on my brain then—I see them 
now! Mrs. Balfour wrote that she bad 
opened her letter to tell Aunt Lucy a sur- 
prising piece of news ; that young Gilbert 
Hugh Gilbert—of her busband’s regiment, 
was actually married to Flora Vane ; had 
teen married the very day after they tad 
landed st Bombay. There was much more 
—that she was rich, snd thet her father 
wes very angry——' 

“It is inconceivable that Mrs. Ba'tour 
ever wrote such a thing !" again interrupted 

ghe could 
have no possible purpose for writing such 
a lie) 

‘] saw the words with my own eyes,’ 
said Belle, in a broken voice ; ‘tere was 
no mistake ; they were writen in that 
letter, and—and wten I read them—I did 
not care to live.” 
Hugh Gilbert was ceeply moved. He 

took her hand snd led her back to the seat 
beneath tke trce, while tears she could not 
restrain streemed down ker cheeks. 

‘Someone has done this,’ said Gilbert, in 
a low tone, ‘scmeone has plctted to destroy 
our happires®, but 1 do not believe it was 
Mrs. Ba'tcue. Were you at Brighton when 
tke letter came, Belle?’ 

‘At Brighton? Ob, no; we had left 
Brighton for long. We were at Redver’s 
Court, staying with Lord Stanmore—my 
motker, Auut Lucy and myself. 1 bad 
written to you always from Redver’s Court, 
Hugh ; you surely got some of my letters 

I never got cne; where, and how, did 
you post them?’ 

‘I pleced them in the 1. tter-bag at Red- 
ver's Court; I ‘wrote again and sgain; I 
told you everything as I said I would.’ 

“They must have been taken from the bag 
then, and never reached Bombay. Belle, 
can it be possible that Lord Stanmore had 
anything to do with this ?’ 

‘I am sure he had not; he never thought 
of me then—never till he saved my life. 

But your letters? Where did you direct 
them to, Hugh? 

‘Always to Brighton, to the hotel you 
were staying at. [ had no other address.’ 

‘Then they were intercepted ?' cried Belle 
excitedly, putting her hand to ker brow, as 
it to think. ‘Hugh—I begin to understand 
now—it has been Aunt Lucy 

‘And she too probably added the post- 
cript to Mrs. Baliour's letter. But tbat I 
can socn ascertain; I will write to Mrs. 
Balfour, and have this cleared up—though 
it is tco late.’ 

“Yes,” murmured Belle in a low, faint 
tone. 

'I'hey were silent for a while after this; it 

seemed not a time for words. A fountain 
was playing near them, and the tourd of 
the water fell softly on their ears. But 
even at this moment a strange thrill of joy 
passed through Belle’s heat. He had not 
been false to her; he had not dec:ived her, 

though others had. 
“You did not quite forget me then?’ ske 

said suddenly, her lips following her 
thoughts. 
‘How could 1?" he answered, in a low, 

impassioned tone. ‘You who were a part 
of my life—th2 dearer part.’ 
Again Belle was corscious of that thrill 

of joy ; it was like the echo of the music 
that Tad once filled her soul, before the be- 
numbing chill bad fallen on her which had 
destroyed the sweetness of her lite. 
‘And vou have been ill?” she asked 

gently, turning round and looking at his 
somewhat worn face. 

‘Yes, I had a sharp attack of fever last 
year, and a slight return of it this, and so 
the doctors ordered me home on sick leave. 
Wten I was off my head, Belle,’ he added, 

‘1 thought I saw you twice, and both times 
you were drested like a bride ; I suppose I 
dreamed this, but it seems so real.’ 

Belle made no answer, she was remem- 
bering her wedding day ; remembering the 
evening before, when they bad decked her 
in her wedding-gown. 
‘And have you been long home?’ she 

said at length. 
‘Only a week or so, and I chanced to 

meet Marchmont ia town, for they are 
distant connectiors of ours, and he asked 
me to come down here for his coming of 
age. I knew I should meet you, Belle,’ 
continued Gilbert, with a slight break in 
his voice, ‘Marchmont told me so.’ 

‘I am so glad,’ answered Belle, ard she 
held out her hand which Gilbert took, and 
clasped tightly in his own. 
‘And [ may see you again ?’ he asked. 
‘Yes, you must come and see me. Dut 

they will be missing us ; we had better go 
back to the house.’ 

‘Just as you like, if I may sometimes see 
you.’ 
He rose and offered her his arm, which 

Belle took, and just as they were sgain 
entering the ball room tke soft strains of a 
new waltz flowed through the room. 

‘I wonder if you would waltz with me 
said Gilbert in a low tone. 
‘Yes ; but are you strong enough?’ re- 

plicd Belle. ‘To dance with you? Yes.’ 
In another moment or two they had 

joined the rest. Belle felt excited, almost 
happy. Her pulses stirred, her heart beat 
fast, and ber feet seemed winged. Stan- 
more, who bad gone back to the ball room 
to look for ter, stood watching her with 
admiration. She was the prettiest woman 
resent, the most charming and graceful. 
e wondered who her tall, dark, soldier- 

like looking partner was, and a vague 1dea 
crossed his mind he had seen him before. 

At length they paused, and Belle looked 
up and smiled. There were no tears in 
her bright eyes mow, they werc ebining 
and beaming with a new light, that Stan- 
more had not seen before. He went round 
the room to speak to her, and lightly touch- 
ed her arm to attract her attention. Belle 
gave alittle start when she saw him, but 
quickly recovered herrelf. 

‘I bave been admiring your dancing, 
Belle,’ said Stanmore, smiling. 

‘Have you, really ?’ she answered, also 
smiling. ‘Lord Stanmore, Mr Gilbert.’ 
The two men bowed as the introduced 

them, and Stanmore looked at Gilbert 
keenly. 

‘I fancy 1 have seen you before?’ he 
said. 

‘I bave no remembrance of meeting you,’ 
answered Gilbert. 

‘Ah, I remember now,’ continued Stan- 
more. ‘It was at Brighton, and you were 
sitting on the sea-wall with my wife; 
but she was not my wite then.’ 

‘Yes, we are old friends,” s:id Belle, 
quickly. 
‘And are you staying in this part of the 

world ?’ asked Stanmore, addressing Gil- 
bert. 

‘I am s'aying here at present. 
home op sick-leave from India.’ 
“You must come over and se us,” said 

Stanmore, bospitably. ‘Belie, you must 
fix a day for your old friend to dine with 
us.’ 

Iam 

‘Well, wlich ¢hall it be? answered 
Belle, 

‘I must consult Jim Marchmont—I am 
bis guest, you krow—before I give myeelf 
the great pleasure of accepting your invi- 
ta ion,’ replied Gilbert. 
“Well, we must settle it before we go,’ 

said Otanmore. “Ah, here is Mr. March- 
mont.’ 
Mr, Marchmont, tte master of the house 

had come to ask to have the honor of tak- 
ing Lady Stanmore in to supptr, and 
Belles dance with Hugh Gilbert was over, 
but not its memory. Neither would dance 
sgain during the evening, ard telore the 
Stanmores left Marchmont it had been 
arranged that Giltert and young March- 
mont were to dine on the following day at 
Redver's Ccurt. ; 
“Who was that good-looking cark man, 

i Belle, I saw you and Jeck talking to? 
asked Lady Stanmore, when they were 
driving home 

‘It was Mr. Gilbert,” answered Belle, 
quietly, but with a strange intcnation in 
her voice. 

‘Captain Gilbert, my dear,” said Stan- 
more, who wes half-asleep, rousing himeelf. 
‘Young Marchmont told mc he has just 
lately got his company. He seems a very 
nice, gentlemenly fellow, but does not look 
over ttrong. I suppose it's that confound- 
ed Indian climate; plays the very devil 
with the constitu'ion.’ 

CAAPTER XXIII.—A DANGEROUS COMPRO- 
MISE. 

The next morning Belle rose early, and 
shortly after break ast went out into the 
grounds feeling restless and excited. She 
was asking herself what the should do; 
how should she act under the circumstances 
in which she found herself placed. She 
had ro doubt in her own mind now, wbo 
it was who had intercepted her letters; no 
doubt who had forged the postscript in 
Mrs. Baltour's. 
‘No one could have done it but Aunt 

Lucy,’ she told herself. ‘Moth r was ly- 
ing ill; Hugh is sure Mrs. Balfour never 
wrote such a lie. In my misery the hind- 
writing deceived me. It was e dreadful 
sin—worse than 8 murder. And Low can 
I ever speak to Ler again?’ 
But on the other hand she knew that if 

she openly quarrelled with Lady Stanmare, 
that Lady Stanmore would probably pre- 
vent her seeing anything more of Hugh 
Gilbert. Stanmore would then have to be 
told the whole story, and what wculd be 
the natural conscquence? That he would 
not care to have the man in his house 
whom he knew his wife bad once loved. 
And not to see him; now when she knew 
all—when he tad been trve--was more, 
Belle felt, than she could bear. The sub- 
tle happiness that his very presence bad 
given her, the deep sympathy between 
them, which had filled her soul with joy, 
even when she knew he was lost to her, 
was tos sweet and precious to be risked. 
‘We can be friends,” Belle whispered to 

ber heart; ‘and life will not te dull and 
dreviy to me any more. I will fee him 
sometimes—the very thought makes me 
almost happy.’ 
Up snd down the garden walks she 

paced in her restless mood. She thought 
of his illness, wken his soul must have 
wandered to her; wien he fancied he 
could“see her in his fevered dreams. 
‘Acd I saw him. Oh! if 1 had only 

known. Ob! Hugh! Hugh! why did 
they part us?’ 
She stretched cut ber arm as if to lessen 

the distance between them. She looked 
across the misty land in the direction that 
Marchmont lay, though she knew that 
miles and miles divided them. 

*But I shall see him to day; I shall see 
him to day!" her soul joyously cried within 
her. This was much it not all ; scmething 
to live for, to hope for, and each moment 
the time grew shorter until he would come. 

Presently, when Belle throught her aunt 
Lucy would be ready to receive Fer, she 
returned to the house. Lady Stanmore 
was not an early 1iser, and loved her ease, 
and Belle knew this. But at balf past 
eleven o'clock she went upstairs and rap- 
ped at Lady Stanmore’s coor. She was 
pale and trembling now ; she knew a stormy 
interview was before her, but ¢he was de- 
termined to face it. 
‘Come in! cried Lady Staamore from 

within, and Belle entered. Lady Stan- 
more was sitting in an easy chair, near a 
bright fire, reading 8 French novel, and 
she looked up smilingly. 

‘Well, Belle, how are you this morning ?’ 
she said. ‘The affair at the Marchmont’s 
was really very well done, wasn’t it?’ 

‘I have something to say to you, Aunt 
Lucy,’ answered Belle, gravely, but her 
hands were trembling with agitation. 
Ag my dear, what have you got to 

say 
“You asked when we wire drivin 

last night who it was Stanmore and 
talking to ?’ 

“The tall, good-looking, dark man? He 
was decidedly good-lcoking, and Stanmore 
said te was a Csp’ain Someone or other— 
I forget the name.’ 

‘Aunt Lucy, that man was Hugh Gilbert, 
the man I was engaged to; the man whose 
letters you destroyed ; whom you made 

home 
were 

me believe was married when you knew he 
he was not.’ 
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Lady Stanmore’s eyes fell, and her free 
flushed as Belle made her accusation in a 
ringing, trembling voice. The French 
novel fll on her lap, and ste stiired un- 
easily. 

‘I don’t know what you are i 
abcut,’ she said. 4 Tn 
‘Ob! yes, you do !" continued Belle, with 

kindling eyes. ‘You did this great wrong 
for come purpose of your own; some pur- 
cse that I cannot understand, but nct tke 
€s3 (il you do it. You wrote the post- 
script in Mrs. Balfour's letter, knowing it 
was untrue. Hugh Gilbert never married 
Mies Vane, or thought of doing so, and 
te says heis sure Mrs. Balfour never 
wrote sucha lie. But he will write to her 
today and will learn the truth.’ 

‘What is the use of bringing up all th's 
old story now? asked Lady Stanmore, 
after a short pause. ‘Now, when you are a 
married woman, and it can do no possible 
good ?’ 

‘It is good to we,’ answered Bel'e, with 
quivering lips. *Gcod to know that the 
man I loved and trusted bad not betrayed 
his trust! Aunt Lucy, do you know what 
you have done? You have spoilt two lives 
Your wrong can never be repaired.’ 

‘I do not know what you call a wrong,’ 
retorted Lady S‘anmora. ‘I have given 
you pesition when you had none, and even 
ifit were all true that you say. and, re- 
member, I do nct admitit I bave been 
your best friend, Belle, if I astisted to 
part you from a penniless young man— 
who, no doubt, now thinks so also, though 
of course he will not say so to you.’ 

‘You do not kncw him or me,’ said Belle, 
with deep emo‘1on. ‘You have given me 
position, you say ? And what else did you 
give me, Aunt Lucy? A heart-wearifess 
which made the world all drea'y and dull. 
Nay, you did worse! You taught me to 
believe in nothing good or true. My youth 
seemed to die that morning when you 
showed me Mrs. Balfour's letter, and I 
believed Hugh Gilbert false.’ 

‘But what do all these heroics mean, 
Belle ! You have met your old lover 2gain, 
and discovered there has been some mis- 
understanding—some letters lost, and so 
on. But you are a married woman, and it 
your old lover is a wise man, and you are 
a wise woman, you will let things rest as 
they are. You do not, I suppose, wish 
Stanmore to know all this ?’ 

Belle hesitated, and Lady Stanmore in- 
stantly saw her advantage. 

‘If Stanmore knew that this Mr. Gilbert 
had been your old lover, he would not, of 
course, allow him to come kere. Ile is to 
dine here today, isn’t he ? I advise you not 
to make any di:agreeable scencs before he 
comes.’ 
‘And Stanmore knew nothing of all this?’ 

asked Belle. 
‘He knew nothing, and shall know 

notbing it you are discrect. There is 
nothing to prevent you receiving Mr. Gil- 
bert, as it is, but if you tell Stanmore 
anything ot thie, it will make nothing but 
mit chief.’ 

‘I will not tell him,’ said Belle, in a low 
tone. 
Lady Stanmore nodded. 
‘And I will not,” she answecred. ‘Let us 

each keep our own counsel, Belle, it is 
much wiser. And I must say your old 
lever bad one thing in his favour; he is a 
very good-looking man.’ 

Belle made no answer. She quite under- 
stood the compromise Lady Stanmore in- 
tended to make with her. She was not to 
quarrel with her aunt, or seemingly to re- 
sent the suppression of her letters, and 
Hugh Gilbert was not to write to Mrs. 
Bal‘our to make any inquiries; and in re- 
turn Lady Stanmore would say nothing to 
Stanmore about Belle’s early engagement 
to Gilbert. Lady Stanmore put itin a 
little plainer language, however, a few 
moments later. 
“You bad best wri‘e a line to this young 

man, Belle,” she said, *‘this morning so 
that he may get it before he comes to dine 
here. I Noe you were both abusing 
me to your hearts’ content last night, and 
Stanmore might notice something in his 
manner when he is presented to me this 
evening. 7ell him in ycurnote that I do 
not wish to have eny quarrel with my 
friend, Mrs. Balfour, and that I shall be 
very pleased t> make his acquaintance. 
How will you send yournote ? If you like 
I will drive over after lunch and leave it at 
the lodge at Marchmont.” 

‘Is there any reason to write? I will 
speak to him,” answercd Belle, with down- 
cast eyes. 

**To write would be rater; give me a 
line alter lunch, and I chall see that it is 
delivered. By the bye, that dress of 
bo that you wore last night was very 
ecoming ; the prettiest gown in the room, 

I thought. But now run away and write 
your note, and I will go back to my novel. 
So Belle leit the room, but oe 4 Stan- 

more did not go back to her novel. She 
eat with it still lying on ber lap, thinkirg. 

“It is an awkward aflair,” she reflected ; 
““but Belle dare not quarrel with ma, and 
it would not suit me to quarrel with Jack. 
[ suppose she still likes tbis man ; but she's 
not a girl, I think, to make a tcol of her- 
self ; she has too much to lose. But wheta 
Ji‘tle fire-t rand the is, to be sure, when she 
is roused.” 

Belle in the meanwhile had gone to her 
ownroom, and after some corsideration 
she determined not to write the note to 
Hugh Gilbert, tht her aunt wished her to 
send. 

‘I will tell him to-night,” she decided ; 
and when ste met i.ady Stanmore at lunch 
the note was s'ill unwritten ; and somehow 
she felt glad this was so when with appar- 
ent pertect frankness Lady Stanmose ap- 
proached the subject. 

‘By-the-bye, Jack, what is that good- 
looking man’s name, again, that you asked 
to dine here to-night wi h young March- 
mont ? It has slipped out ¢f my memory ?’ 
‘You mean Belle's old friend, Captain 

Gilbert,” answered Stanmore. ‘Il could 
not think where I had seen him, Belle, and 
then I rememtered it was at Brighton with 
you. 

‘Yes, I remember,’ said Belle, wi hout 
looking up ; ‘that was just before he went 
to India.’ 

‘Did you know him well ?’ asked Stan- 
more. 

‘Mcther and I once stayed at a place 
where his fatker is vicar.” r.p'ied Belle ; 
‘that was how I knew him.’ 

Be'le’s voice was very assured as she 
said this, but Stanmore did not teem to 
notice it, and Lady Stanmore quickly went 
on with the conversation. 
‘He is certainly good- ooking,” she re- 

marked. ‘I wonder if he'll go in for oue 
of the Marcbmont girls, as they will hive 
good fortunes ; and it ke is only a poor 
parson’s son money will be very aceep'able 
to him. I suppose he's not married 

Belle made no answer. It was distaste- 
fol to her to listen to Lady Stanmore’s 
words, but Lady Stanmore’s mannsr was 
perfectly indifferent. 

‘You had better ask him if ke is married 
before you begin to settle his affairs for 
bim,’ said Stanmore with a light laugh. 
‘What match-making you women are to be 
sure ! ‘You no sooner sce a man than you 
think of some wife or other for him.’ 

“Very well, I'll ack him,” answered Lady 
Stanmore, smiling, ‘so as to keep up the 
character of a match maker that you have 
so kindly given me, Jack. You cannot, 
however, say I made up yours.’ 

‘No,’ said Stanmore, a li‘tle grim'y. And 
then he rose from the table and presently 
left the room, and the moment he was gone 
Lady Stanmore turned to Belle. 
"a give me your note, my dear,’ she 

said. 
‘I ave not written it,” answered Belle. 

‘I will say everything that is necessary to- 
night.’ 

‘Is this wise, Belle ?’ 
‘I have not written it, and do not mean 

to write it,’ repeated Belle ; and then she, 
too, left the room, and Lady S'anmore 
looked and felt anything but pleased. 

She, however, made the best of it, as he 
did of most things. She went out to drive 
during the afternoon, as she said the would, 
though now it was only for the sake of her 
complexion, and when dinner time came 
she lingered a little while upstairs after the 
gong had sounded, and after she bad heard 
the two young men from Marchmont 
arrive. She wished. if possible, to give 
Belle time to speak to Hugh Gilbert, be- 
fore she hercely was introduced to him. 
And this actually bappened. Belle was 

in the drawing-room alone, ready to reccive 
their two guests, when ‘Captain Gi'bert,’ 
and ‘Mr. Marchmont were announced. Sh? 
went forward with a fluttering heart, and a 
trembling band, to welcome them. Gilbert 
also was agitated, and young Marchmont 
did most of the talking for the next few 
minutes. Then ha turned away, and dis- 
creetly went to one of the windows under 
the pretext for admiring some flowers. 
Belle seized the opportunity, and said in a 
low tone to Gilbert— 
*We were right last night ; it was Aunt 

Lucy, Lady Stanmore, who suppressed the 
let‘ers, and added the postscript; but do 
not show thit you know ttis by your man- 
ner wken you ere introduced to her. I will 
tell you why I ask this afterwards.’ 

‘I will do as you tell me, of course, but 
I hall find it very hard,’ answered Gilbert, 
also in a low voi e. 
Notting more was said. Belle began 

complimenting young Marchmont on the 
success of his fete, and presently Stanmore 
and then Lady Stanmore entercd tke room. 
S‘anmore introduced his sister-in-law, 

and Gilbert bowed his well-shaped head 
low, but did not speak to the woman who 
bad destroyed his happmess. He took 

Belle into dinner by Stanmore's rcquest, 
but the party was too small for any private 
conversation. Lady Stanmore, was very 
gracious in her manaer to him, but it was 
all that Gilbert could do to treat her civilly. 
So strong indeed was Lis indignation that 
he could not understand Belle's requet. 

Later in the evening, however, she had 
an opportunity of explaining why she had 
made it. They had all gone tnto the 
billiard-room, fcr Marchmont was an ¢n- 
thusiaetic player, and Stanmore by no 
means averse to the game. Gilbert, tow- 
ever, declined to play, and Belle did not 
care for it. They stood a little apart, 
watching the others, and presently Lady 
Stanmore declared ste felt the room chilly 
and retired to the drawing-room. Belle 
and Gilbert were thus virtvally alore. She 
hesitated a moment, and then she raised 
her bright h-z 1 eyes to his fice. 
‘Now I can tell you what I meant.” she 

said ; ‘I spoke to Aunt Lucy this morning, 
and charged her with destroying our letter. 
She did not deny it, and wken I told her 

you were going to write to Mrs. Baltour, 
and thus prove that—:h: tad added the 
postscript about Miss Vane—ste gct 
frightened, I suppose, and raid, —’ 
‘What did she say? atked Gilbert, 

{ quickly, as Belle hesits ted. 
‘She said—that she supposed I did rot 

wish Stanmore to know—of our old en- 
gagement, and she raid th? would not tell 
him, if you did not write to Mrs. Balfour. 
In fact, she admitted hr great wrong, but 
now I thnk it bett to say ncth'ng—ycu se2 
if Stanmore knew—there might be some 
trouble.’ 

Belle wis confured, and her words fal- 
tered and Gilbert looked at ber esraestly. 
‘You mean thet perhaps I might not be 

allowed to come here, not allow.d to see 
you again?’ he s i]. 

‘That is what I mean,” answered B: lle in 
a rel'eved tone; ‘that is whv I wanted to 
tell you net to quarrel with Aunt Lucy. I 
—J—want to see you sometimes.’ 

‘Yet I f:1t I hated that woman as I sat at 
dinner! Wtkat did she do it for, B:-'e? I 
suppose because she did not with you to 
marry a pocr man.’ 

‘That might be one motive, but I am 
sure she bal some other. But do net 
quarrel with her, Hugh.’ 

‘And I may see you sometimes when I'm 
in England 

‘Oh, yes, but you'll be in Eng'and some 
time, I hope ?° 

‘I have six months’ sick leave. I had a 
fight for life you know, Belie, with the two 
attacks of fever.’ 

‘You do rot look strong, said Belle, 
gently, ard again her eyes rested on his 
fae. It was lined and marked, and Belle 
noticed tke alt:ration in his appearance 
with anxious eyes. Dut she did nct stay 
any longer near him. She went closer to 
the players and began talking fo young 
Mirchmont. Then, by-and-by. she joined 
Lady Stanmore in the drawing-room, who 
looked at her inqairingly. 

‘He will not write to Mrs. Balfour,’ said 
Belle, slowly. 

‘That is all right, then. Quarrels sre 
always such bad taste, ard do nobody any 
good. If I were you, I would ask the 
Marchmonts to dinner, my dear B:lle, 
while he 1s with them.’ 

Belle made no reply to this sugges ion. 
she sat cown as if weary, and put ber hand 
over her face. The excitemert of the morn- 
ing was ail gone, and she was remember - 
ing now that she ard Hugh Gilbert would 
soon have to part again, as it was unhkely 
that he would stay long wtth the March- 
monts. But they were not destined to 
separate as soon as she anticipated. Tite 
mysterious hand of fate had decreed other- 
wise. 
And presently she krew this. The three 

wen joined them about half-an-kour later 
in the drawing r.om, and 2ll seemed on 
very good terms with each other. Stan 
more went up to where Bzlle was sittirg, 
and addressed her smilingly. 

‘Belle, are you a good thot” he said. 
‘I have never tried to shoot,” she ais- 

wered. ‘Why do you ask?’ 
‘Becaus: I have just been inviting these 

two ycung men to com? down to a moor 
that I have in Scotland, to {ry their luck 
with the grouse and black game ~~ Would 
vou lke to go, too? There's a good 
shooting lodge, ard the scerery’s very 
fine, isn’t it, Lucy?’ 
‘Beautiful,’ said I.ady Stanmore, ‘How 

well I remember Strathearn! At one time 
poor Stanmore went every yeir, but not of 
late.’ 

‘I am nct a great sportsman,” ccntin- 
ued Stanmore ; ‘but a week or two on the 
moors is a most excellent tonic. But you 
seem quite an enthusiastic sporteman, Ci p- 
tain Gilbert, and you'll find plenty of game 
at Strathearr.’ 

Belle's eycs stole involuntarily to Gil- 
bert's face as S'armore siid this, and the 
saw that a flush had mounted to bis wry 
brows. 

‘It is very gcod cf you to ask me, Lord 
Stanmore,’ he answered. 

‘It will be a pleasure for me to bave you; 
I'll leave the black gam t> you young, 
men, for the heath and his kind love the 
most cu'landish haunts, and it's fitigu'nz 
walking among the tell ferns, up the Lil- 
tides. Belle, if you come, you must bring 
us out Jucch sometimes.’ 

‘Ihave never been in Scotlini,’ answer- 
ed Belle, in a somawhat low tone. ‘When 
did you fix to go Stanmore ?’ 

‘Only tonight; Marchmont hcre was 
speaking of grouse shooting, and telhng 
me that his father is thinking ot renting a 
mcor, end then I remembered Strathzern. 
It will be achang? for us a'l: will you go 
too, Lucy ?’ 

‘I think I should like to go,” answ:red 
Lady Stanmore, 

‘That's sett’ed, then; well, we must be 
there for the twelfth ; we mustn't miss any 
of the fur,’ said stanmore. 
He cros-ed the room as he spokes, and 

began talking to young Marchmont, and 
Belle's eyes met Hugh Giltert’s as he did 
$0. A minute later Gilbert also crossed 
the room, and sat down by Belles side. 
“You mutt decide this,” he said, in a low 

tone, addressing her. 
‘You mean abcut Scotland? 
‘Yes; it is very good of Lord Stanmore to 

ask me, but unless you w'sh it, I will not go.’ 
‘The air will do you good. Yes, do go,’ 

she answered, softly. 
‘I shall but be too happy,’ half whispered 

Gilbert. 
Again their eyas met, and Belle's were 

now bright with joy. 

CHAPTER XXIE —THE WOMAN AND THE 
MAN, 

Two days later Hugh Gilbert called at 
Redver's Court, and Belle accidentally 
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