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CraPTER 1., 11, N.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle
‘Wayland are bidding each other good bye at Brigh-
ton as he is about to sail for Indis with his regi-
ment. Belle promisesto be true and serees to meet
him that eveniog for a final farewell. Upon her re-
turn to the hotel, where she and her mother are
stopping sae fiads that Lord Stanmore, whose
brother was the busband of Mrs Way.and's sister
has arrived and has invited her mother and her to
dine with bhim that evening. Mri. Wayland goes
but Belle feigns sudden ilness and is left apparently
asleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Waylan
discovers that Belle has gone out to meet Gilbart
and is very snery. Mrs. Wayland writes an
acccuat 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 jnterview with Mrs. Wny}nnd
in which they decide Belle's future. Lady Stan-
more reads & letter from Gilbert to Bslle and ll{:
her pl.ns accordingly. She decides to intercept the
jetters betwzen the lovers. Lord Stanmore be-
comes deeply ioterest:d in Belle and invites his
sister in law, Mre. Waylina actd Belle to spend a
tew wecks at his country residence.

CHAPTER v.—Belle begins & dairy in order that
she may send a1 account of each day to ber absent
lover.

Cuarrar vi—Lady £t nmore thinks over the
situation. She decides that Bel.e 1s not in love with
Jack Lord Richard Probyn cails vpon the ‘party,
and invites them 'o visit him at Hurst ball. e is
greatly smitten with Bel'e. Lady Stanmore opens
3 letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it.

CuarTar vii.—Lord Stanmore becomes jealous of
Sir Dick. Belle tells Lady Staomor: of her en-
gazement 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 flugh. That
11dy decides to write Mre. Bal our.

cuapTER 1x.—Lady Stanmore destroys a letter
Belle has wri ten 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. 8ir Di k Probyn proposes to
Belle and is refased Lady Stanmore gets &
letter - from Mrs. Balfcur who went to
Indis on the same thip witu Hugh Gilbest-
It contains the start iog news of Hugh Gilbert’s
marriage to Miss Vane. Belle is told the rews and
is greatly shocked. I1takiog smoroing walk sie
breaks throngh the ice.

CHAPTER X. XI XII —Stapmore rescues Belle
from drowning. She takes cold and hasa severe
illness. A letter arrives for Belle during her illncss
in1i is destroyed by Lady Stanmore.

CuapTER x111.—B¢lle is convalsecent. Stanmore
proposes to her and in her anxiety to show Hugh
©i'bert that she too has forgo ten she accepts the
offer. Stanmore and his eister in-law arrange
matters aud Pel'e acqiiesces. The marrisge is
arranged for an estly day.

CuapTER xtv.~The eveo! the wedding. Lady
Stanmore writes to her friend in Bombay and tells
ber of the marriage and specially requests that
the news be told Hugh Giblert whom she repre-
sents as & friend only of Belle’s.

CHAPTER XII.—LIFE OR DEATH.

Belle's mad action in geirg on the half-
froz>n eurtace of the lake had not been
unobserved. Stanmore hid been disap-
pointed when she did vot appear at break-
fas*, and at‘er it was over he rose lanquidly,
and went to tte window and stood looking
out at the drifting storm.

«If this weather goes on, Lucy,’ he said,
addres irg his sister-in-law withont looking
round, ‘we'll have Dickie Probyn riding
over with his skates tied to his saddle-bow ;
at least he did so last year.’

‘No,’ answered Lady Stanmore f:om the
table, decisively, Dick Probyn will not
com>.

' “Why ?" atked Stanm:r:, quickly, now
tur.ing round.

‘Bezause Belle has refused him!'

‘Because Belle has re"used bin ?' repeat-
¢d Stanmore. *Is this an absolute fact,
Lucy, and you never told m2?'

I could not t:1l you, because I did not
know until yesterday, and then she was
most uawill nZ to say anything about it. It
was quite bv an accident I lesrit about it,
but nevertheless it is true.’

Stanmore was silent for a moment or
two. then Le said ratter slowly :

¢Jt wes honorabls of her not to tell.’

“Yer, I suppose so ; still [ think h r own
rear r.litives might have been taken into
ber cor fifence.

+She can't like him then, I suppose ?’

*I thick ste likes him, but not in that
way. Dick Probyn was too much of a boy
fo~ her tatte.!

S'anmore moved restlessly.

“Ycu know, Lucy—' ke begzan, amrd
tten paused.

“That you like h'r? continued Lady
Stanmore.

“Yes, Jack, I belicve you do; tutas
the Scotch say, *bide a wee’, and it will all
come rizht.’

Stanmor2 turnzd his heed and again
locked cut of the wiadow, but there was a
well pleased smil: on his fec2. .

‘] am gcing to write leitars,’ said Lady
S:armore, rising, ‘se 1 suppose I shall not
see ycu until luncheon time; as I have that
tir. some sister of mine to look atter as
well. Belle said th: would come down to
Juncheon ; I dare say she i3 with her mother
now, 8o goad bye for the gr.s nt.!

After I's sister-in-law Fail f: tke rocm
Stanmore still stood at the window, and
he was thinking of Belle Wayland. He
was glad sha had refused Di:k Probyn;
more glad than he would have confessed
even to himself. Itshowed st least that
she would not marry & mn for bis money ;
as Dick was rich, and she bhad seen I's
stately old heme.

‘Ste 18 very much above the ordiniry
run of girls,’ reflected Stanmore, and it's
strange that ehe should b=, corsidering her
mother, and Lucy, too, is as worldly as
she can be. But I supposeit’s her nsture.’

Stanmore stretched cut lis erms and
Jeaned themlazily sgainst the window panes
us he thought this; but the next moment he
lifted bis head in great eurprise, for h's
eyes bad fallen on a girlisb, brown-clad
form breasting ler way in the grourds
below amid the drifting storm.

In an instant Stanmore recogrized Eer.

- It was Belle, and he felt annoyed, almost

alarmed, to see her.

«3he mu:t be mad to go out a day like
this,’ ke thought. ‘What folly! Imust
go after her and brinz her in.’

He acted cn this cecision at once. He
lelt the room and went into th2 bsl!, and
took care when thera to wrap bimselfin a
beavy fur-lined coat to prctact imself
sgainst the weather. It was useless to at-
tempt to carry an umbrella, for ss Sian-
more opened the ball door the wind swept
in with such & vislent gust that he was
obliged to call a servant to shut it after
him. He could scarcely at first see for the

blinding slset and snow, but after lookin§
in every direction he at last caught sizbt of

Bella's figure, and followed her footsieps
as quickly as he could, He saw her turn
down tha path which led to the lake, and
than to his horror and consternition per-
ceived that she had actually gone on th3ice.

In a moment h: r.alised her tull danger.
The trost had only lasted such a short time
that he knew the ice must be utterly unafe.
With a hoars3 cry he called to ker to stop,
to turn back; but Belle never heard his
voice. Luckily on ot the gardiners did,
and this man came running from an out-
h)use at orca to his assistance.

My lord, what is the matter ?' he asked,
breathlessly.

‘Thereis a lady on the ice,’ gaepd
Stanmore. *She'li be drowned—the ic:
can't bear her—get arope and come with
me.’

The man instantlyobayed him. He ran
back to the outhouse, got a rope, and then
hurried atter his master as fast as bis feet
could carry him. S anmore was now run-
ning at his utmost ep2ed, and as he went
Le untas‘ened bis heavy overcoit and flang
it arile. But jast as Le reachcd the edge
of the lake be heard the frail ice crack,
and saw the water rise on its surface: And
he saw, tod, B:lle’s figure sway and fill,
and her weak hand try to grasp the crumb-
ling frozn sheet which hed failed to sup-
port her.

Stanmore bad been a self-indulgert man
all his life, but he did not hesitate now. He
pulled off his coat, avd as the garlemer
came panting up he bide him fasten the
rope to his arm. At this moment Belle
eank, and Stanmore heard her balf-choked
cry for help. But it scarcely needed this
him. He planged at once into the lake,
the ice inttantly giving way teneath his
feet.

“Hold the roge firmly,” was a'l ke s1id.
«Jtis tha only chance of savinz her.
Luckily 1 can swim.’

But the brok:n ice impeded him greatly,
and it was with the utmost difficulty that
he swam on. But he had a ttrong will and
a strong frame, eni be resolutely kept his
eyes fixed on 1h2 spot where he hid seen
Belle sink. As he stiuzgled desparately
on, he caught a glimpee of one ot Belle's
vpaited arms. It was a last unconscious
effort for Iife, but it helped to guide Stan-
more. In an irstant, be had plunge1 after
her, and gcasped the sinking band, and
then, with an haroic cffort, tried to raise
her head.

But this was beyond his power. Ile
looked round, and ssw w'th immense re-
liet that another man was now by the gar-
dener's side, who was still standirg at the
edge of tte l:ke holding the rope bound to
S:anmore’s arm.

¢« The boat ! Put off the boat!” he shout-
ed with his u'most might. He kuoew it
would kill Belle to drag her through the
frozen water by her arm, ev.n if he were
able to do it. Aud the men heard him.
On> ran to the boat-hjuse, and & moment
or two later Stanmore heard the splath of
oare. And never had such a walcome
sound fallen on his ears. His bands wer:
cut with buffe'ing with the ice, and his
arms ware stiff and cold. But still he
firmly held Belle's band, supporting him-
self as best he could with his other arm
Then the boat neared him.

+Catch hold of the rope and help us in!
be cried. The men in t e boat—a strong,
bealthy young fellow—complied. S'an-
more was assisted into the boat, snl then
he and the man lifted in th> completely
unconscious Belle. Her hat had hllgn off,
her long hair bad become unbcuni, and
her face was palid a3 wi h death.

‘I'm airaid she's gone,’ s:id the wan,
almost below Lis breath.

Stanmore took hir ia his arme, and
rais~d ker head on his breatt, and tried to
ru her wet cold hands.

‘Row for your lite,” he s id to the man,
and hs needed no second biddirg. His
vigorous ttrokes with the oars soon
brough them to the edge of the lake, and
here the pardener ran forward to lelp
them and Belle was carried to the Jand.

*One of you bring my far-lin=d coat
which 1 dropped in’ coming,’ i
ected Stanmore; °‘tte other rua for
the nearest doctor; but top at the
house as you pess, and tell them of the
accident, and te brirg brady and blar kats.
Don’c lose a minute, every momentis of
consequence.’

His orders were instartly obeyed. His
fur-'ined coat was brought, and Belle was
Ifed on it, ani Stanmore wrapped it
carefu'ly around ker. But she still thowed
no sign cof lite. Then the alarm quickly
spread. Servants came running from tte
house with brandy and other restoratives,
and Belle's hands and feet were rubbed
with the spiri, and S:anmore himselt
swallowed a goodly dos>. Some one elce
brought him another beavy overcoat, of
which he stood in great ned, end finilly
Belle was carried to the houce followed by
Stinmore who was fceling thoronghly
chilled.

Inthe meantine Lady S‘anmore lai
been grestly perplexed in her mind. She
knew what had happened, but she knew
alsy it was a terrible storm, andthat she
might run the risk of t:kinz & severe cold
it she faced i*. She therefore went ro
futher than the hall, but she directed every-
thing to be in readiness, and sent & second
mer s nger with a carriage for the doctor.

Belle indeed was scarcely carried into
the ball when the doctor arrived. He
knew better, of course, what to do to re-
vive B:lle than Stanmore had done, and
as he knelt down and examined her, he
declared at once that life was not extinct,
which Ctanmore had feared. But it was a
slow and painful process to recover her,
and when st last Belle did open her eyes,
Stanmore turned away bis head groatly
moved. He{ It indeed that he had eaved
ber life, snd that but for him the poor girl
would now bave been lying dead beneath
the chill waters of the lake.

Lady Stanmore was also much relieved.
She went up at once to Stanmora, and put

her band upon his arm.

«Jack,’ she aaid, ‘go at once and elnnr
everything you have on. Belle is all right
now, but you will take a chill if you don't
take care. Go upstairs, and I'w.1l send
you some strong hot brandy and water,
and you must drink it.’

Stanmore was nothing loth. He was
shivering in his we$ clothes, and went up-
stairs and obeyed his sister-in-law's direc-
tions. Belle, also by the doctor’s orders
was carried to her room, and plac3d inb>d,
and her chilled limbs were chafed and hot
applications put to her cold fezt and bands.
But she was in a very exhausted coadition,
and the doctor warned Lady Stanmore that
for the next few days the greatest care
wou'd be required.

Bat it was many days before Belle left
ber sick-bed. Th3 chi'l and shock she had
received, added to the terrible mental strain
of the day and night betore, brought on
fever, and she became delirious and ramb-
led in ber talk. Sometimes she lived again
her short lova dream. and wandered in the
greea lines, with Hugh Gilte:t by her side,
or by the sulit sea. Lady Stanmore dii
not 1 ka to bear *this nontease,’ as she call-
ed it, and woald leave the room when Belle
began to speak of the old sweet days. She
also gave strict orders to the nurse not to
repeat anything that the sick gicl said in
the household. And wa msy besure, too,
that Stanmore heard uotbing of Belle's
babbliing words. He himself had caught a
severe chill and ecld, but he wis genuine-
ly anxious and distresscd about B:lle’s
iflneu.

And tkere was another maun—Dick
Probyn—wto rode every day from Hurst
to inquire after hor. Her rejection of bis
offer bad been a great blow to bim, but it
had not changed his feelings towards her.
He of course believed her to be still en-
gaged to Hugh Gilbert, and Lady Stan-
more did not enlighten him on the subject,
or aliude to her own knowledge that Sir
Dick bad asked I3:lle to be bis wife.

And while Belle lay ill, a'second letter ad-
dressed to her, an1 bearing the Bombay
post-mark. was forwarded from Brighton,
under cover to Lady Stenmora, to Red-
ver's Court. but Lady Stanmore did not
opn it.

<It is probably the last one,’ she thought,
as she consizned it to the flames, and she
felt some satisfaction in tke reflaction.

CHAPTER XIII —LADY STANMORE'S NEWS.

It was more than a month after Belle's
imm2rsion in the lake, when pile and alter-
ed she first appeared - downstaws. Her
taca had sharpened and expression changed
and Lady Stanmore b:gan to b2 afraid she
was going to lose har beauty.

But Sta~more declared when he saw her
that sh2 was as p-eity as ever: and she
certainly did look chirming in her pale
silk tea-gown, when she held out ber hand
to hin and thanked him tfor saving her I te.

‘I never thouzht ot the danger,” she
said. Nothing wistold him of the wild
wish that had been in her heart todie;
nothing of hor overwhelming deepair on
o that miserable day.

She indeed never again alluded to it.
Lady Stanmore bad frequently spoken to
her of “Jack's” bravery in rescuing her
from tte cold waters of the lake, but she
hid never inquired what had induced her
to risk her 112 on the frail ice Stanmore
himseli fe't no small secret pride atbis
feat, but he made light of it when it was
m>ntioced, and when Belle in her pretty
way thankelbim, he arswered her ina
few w.1l chysen words.

*Do not speak of1t,” he said; ‘‘any
man would have done what I did.”

“‘There I do not sgree with you,” re-
plied Belle, smiing; ‘‘only a brave man
would have done, it snd alimen are brave.”

+Every man would bave been in sucha
cause.”

‘At all events I am grateful to you.”

“You make me very lappy by say-
ing s0."”

Then Stanmore changed the coveriation,
and Belle was very glad that he did so.
Shs was trying to forget the past, atd a
new strange sensation was stealing over
her. Same(hinf seemed to benumb Ler
feelings ; vi-tually to deajen them. She
wept no tears, she breathed n> sighs over
ber lost love and trust. Hugh Gilbert's
faithlessnass  had destroyed the wirm
emotiony of hor heart, as the frost ki'ls the
flowers.

Lady Stacmore watched har keealy at
this time, and she also watched Stanmore.
Sho was satisfied that ‘Jack’ as she always
called him, really caved for Belle, but she
knew some secrets of his past life, and was
and was never qui e sure tbat he would
bave the courage to break off his entangle-
meat with Mrs. S3ymour.

*She must know nothing of it, until it is
too late,’ ths deciled. ‘I tancy it Jack
acked B:lle now, she would not say n»,
but it must be kept a secret.’

or saving her lifz, Lidy S:anmore gave
ber brother-is-law ‘th3 hint’ she bhal once
promised him concernivg Belle.

It was after dinner ; after, indeed, both
Belle and her mother had retired for the
night, that L1dy S:anmore broached the
subject.

‘Well,’ she eaid. addrcssing Stanmore,
who wa leaniog on the mantelpiece, and
ﬁaz':ng into the fire, ‘how did you think

¢lle looked to nigh' P

‘Exceedingly well,’ answer.d Stanmore,
lifting his heady.

*1 thought so too ; at one time 1 was
afraid that borrid fever would change her
looks, but ste has quite rogained them.
She is certainly.a very pretty girl.’

«She is more than that to my m'nd.’

‘Well, Jack, you played the trump card,
you know,’ continued Lady S'anmoere,
smiling, ‘when you so gallantly fished her
out of the lake, T am sure Belle is exceed-
ingly grateful to you, and I fancy you have
won your way t her heart by your bravery.
Women like courageons men ’

A flash rose to S'anmore’s face.

‘Do you thiak then——"he began, and
then passed.

* think that if you are still of th same
mind as you once were when you spoke to
me about hir and I advised you not to be
in & burry, that you might very safely now
wait no longer.’

‘] amin thesame mind, Lucy. Ilke
the girl.more than any girl I eversaw, and
though, of course, I know I am 100 old for
her, yet if I thought she would have me I
would—throw all other cons'derations, ot
course?

Stinmore frowned.

*I suppose you'll bave to fac) a stormy
scene or twoP’ went on Lady Stanmore.
‘Well, take my advice again; It Belle

accepts you face the scenes after your

And a tew days after Belle lal re-sp- [
ared downstairs, and thanked Stanmore |

| steel blue sky.

iage and not before.

Agamn Stanmora made no answer,
*And now good-night,’ Lady Stanmore,
rising and holding out her © ‘Bat I'll
say one ward mora, Jack—don’t let any
folly, eny old en‘anglsment, stand in the
way ot your happiness—if you like Belle.®
And the next moment Lady Stiumore
had left the room

Stanmora sat up late that ni!ht. ‘lnd his
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refl actions were not B! P
ones. He kaew very we'l to what his

sister-in-law bad alluled, and hs knew

that if he married Belle Wayland he was

braaking vows he should never have mide.

It was the old story—bis haart had chang-

ed and grown cold to a woman he once
Ind lovel, and who yet held him bouad

to her; held him all” the faster since he
bad borne his new name.

And Stapmore knew.this. The very fact
that Belle Wayland had ssemsd iadifferent
to his positi I gthened the ad-
miration he fit for her. He had once
been poor, and he now was rich; oicea
youngar son and now head of his hcuse;
and be quite understood the difference.
He was the same man as the Jack Dadley
of old, tut hs was not treated in the
sime fashion. Had Le remained Jack
Duiley, by this time, he thought, with a
carliog lip, his triead Mrs. Szymour would
probably hive tired of him. But she had
not tirad of Lord Stanmore, and showed
no signs of doing so.

‘Lucy in—ight,’ e deciled, after consid-
erabla r. flsction. ‘Bett r have the scenes
after than before ; shs must not know until
it's toolate. Bu’ I am not by any m3ans
sure thet Balls will take me. Certaiuly,
as Lucy said, my having saved her life gives
me some cliim ; at all events 1 will try.’

Thus he made up his mind how he would
act, and then went to bed. Aud he was
not 8 man who, when he had deciled on
any subject, was likely to draw back from
it.” It was mid-winter now, aad the next
morning was bright. clear, and frosty, and
after broakfast was over Stanmore ackad
B:lle if shs would like to go for a walk in
the park.

“Unless it is to0 cold for you?' he said.

«It looks very fine,’ ansxe ‘¢d Belle. *Yes,
I will go’

*Mind you wrap up wel!, my dear,” siid
Lady Stanmore ; ‘out I expect the air will
do you good.’

*I like the day to be alittle older before
1 go out” she sail. ‘But s brisk walk with
Jack is just the thing for you.’

And ten minutes flwl' Belle and Stan-
more ware walking togather on ons of the
smooth hard paths in the patk, beneath a
Lady S:aamore watched
them from one of the windows till they dis-
sppearad, and as she did so she smiled a
little trinmph:ntly.

*I think I'il pay off my old gradge to the
Seymour now,’ she thouglt. ‘I see Jack
means business.’

‘Would you like to have s look at the
scene of your adventure ' Stanmore was
saying to Belle at this moment.

‘No,’ arswerad B:lle, quickly. ‘It would
turn me cold,’ and she slightly shiver:d as
she spoke.’

It wasn’c & very warm e:perience cer-
tainly, but you've quite got over it P’

‘Yes. quite.’

Toen toere was 8 few moments’ silence
between them, which presently Stanmore
broke in a chinged voice.

*Miss Waylind—Rzlls,” he said, rather
nervously; ‘I've got something to siy
t> you.’

“Yes,' answered Belle, looking up in-
quiringly.

‘It is this,’ continued Stanmore, still
nervously ; ‘I—1 hive always admirad you
very much, and lately—you see I have seen
a good ceal of you here—I have lewnt to
have another and a stronger feeling to-
wards you. In tact, Bslle, he added,
lookmg down at her tace; I've got to Iove
you very dearly, and I want you to be my
wife !’

Belle's clear plexion did not chang
colour.

«] kncw 1 am older than you are,” went
on Stanmore ; ‘but that, to my mind, does
not matter much, and I don’t feel very old.
In fact, my dear girl, if you will have me 1
will try to make you very happy.’

«It is very good of you to ask me, Lord
Stanmore,’ eaid Belle, slowly and slightly
tremulously.

“Thore is no goodness about it, but it
will be very good of you if you will take
me.’

*Will you let me think it over?’ answer-
ed Belle, still slowly, and as if she were
absolut:ly thinking. ‘It is all so unex-
pocted to me.’

I hava thought of it a long tima now,’
ssid Stanmore, ‘and I thougkt I would ask
you to-day. Bat, of course, think it over,
and you had better talk to your Avnt Lucy
about it, I think.’

*Very well.” an1 Belle smiled faintly. ‘I
will tell Aunt Luacy when I go in—that is it
you are quite sure that you mean i, Lord
S:armore !’

*I am quite sure,’ replied Stanmere, en-
ergetically. .

“‘Then I will speak to Aunt Lucy,” said
Belle, quietly. *‘And now, let us talk of
something else.”

It mast ke admitted that S:anmore felt
rather nompluseed at these words. He was
amin accustomed to be smled on by
women even in his poor days, yet here
was a girl who bad received his proposal
of marriage in his rich ones almost with in-
difference. *‘But it is better than over-
eagerness,” he consolel himself by think-
ing, as he walked by his fsir young com-
panion's side through the frosty winter air,
and Belle talked composedly of the last
new novel she had read.

1t is very realistic,” she said.

“Acd do you like realism or romance
arswered Belle.

‘What, not at your age '

“No, not at my age.’

‘Are you such a hard haarted young
woman ?’

‘I am afraid I am a very prosii: one.’

‘Now I know you are chaffiog; you
prosaic, with a face like a flower !’

«And now I know you are paying com-
plimeats, Lord Stanmore !’
~ “No Belle, really not ; yours is a cha-m-
ing face!'

ell s gave & coquettish little bow.

‘T am very pleased to hear it,’ she sid.

‘But you' must know it. Many must
know it. Many must have told you.’

A change passed over the ‘lace likea
flywer,’ as Stanmore said these words. A

ainful memory darted through her mind.
Eut in ano‘her t she had d
herself.

*All girls get silly compliments paid

them,’ she answered ; ‘but it's best not to
believe them, I think.’

‘Well, I huve just paid you what they
say is the best o)mshrnenc & man can pay
awoman, Balls,’ said S:anmore, mora ser-
iously.

Belle mide some jasting reply, and
Stanmora felt slghtly injured. A subtle
change hd, indeed, come over her man-
ner sirice her illnass that h3s could not un-
derstand. She hal hardened somehow,
and thers was also a new look in her
bright haz:l eyes, which had lost some of
their former sweetness of exprassion.

Bat still Stanmore felt very much in love

with her, an1 when they retarned to the
house from their walk, he btnt bis head
dowa, and said, in a low tone, a3 he partad
with her in th) ball:

‘Don't keep me long insusp2nse, B:lle,’
‘Very well,’ she answered, and ran
ligh'ly " upstaira. She went straight to
Lady S'anmore’s room, who called to her
to ‘come in.' Then Belle entered, and
the moment Lady Stanmore saw her face
she knew whit had happened.

I have somethiag to tell you, sunt Lucy,’
Belle began.

“Well, my dear, what is it ?' asked Lady
Stanmore, calmly. ; i

+When we were out walking, Lord Stan-
more asked me to marry him,’ replied
Belle, also calmly.

*And what did you answer ?’

‘I gave no definite answer. I said I
wouli consult you’

Laly Stanmore ros: and took Belle's
hand.

«Thank you, my dear, for saying tbat,’
sh2ssid ; ‘and now do you know the ad-
vice I will give you? I think no girl in her
sentes would refuse such an offer.’

Bslle did not speak, and her eyes fell.

«Jack has everything in the world that a
reatonible woman could wish,’ continusd
Lady Stanmore. ‘He is rich, bas an old
tile, and is a remarkab'y good-looking,
sgreeable man.’

*Aund I am qu'te indifferent to him,’ said
Bslle in a low tore.

Lady Stanmore lightly shrugged her
thoulders.

«Make haste to fall violentiy in lova with
him then, Bells,’ she fa'd; ‘for you will
never have such anoth:r chince.’

‘It is doing him a great wrong, I sup-

se P’
+My dear child, do rot b2 so riciculous !
Dsing him a great wrongz indeed! You are
his choice, and .a mandoes not think it a
wrong to get what he fanci¢s.!

3 oy T,

+Sutely no sentimental folly about that
oth:r man—"'

Belle raised her head, and her eyas were
flashiog dangerously.

«Dit I not tell you never to name his
name,’ ¢h: said. ‘No,’ and she laughed
bitterly, *he has tauzht me a lesson, and I
think I can’t do better than follow his ex-
ampl:—oaly poor Stanmo:e will be the
victim.*

‘Poor Stanmcra, as you call him, can
take very good care of himsell. He is
not & sentimental boy, acd I do not sup-
pose expects that you are desperately in
love with him. But he will expect that you
make him & good wife, and that 1 am sure
you will do this, Belle.”

] sm not so sure,’ amswired Belle,
gloomily.

] am, then; you have been a good
daughter—’

‘Never!" interrupted Belle. ‘I never
loved mother, I never shall. Inever knew
what love what love was till—' And
Belle tu-ned her head away with inexpres-
sible bitterness in her heart.

My dear, do not talk in that foolish way
Jack has done yous great homor. There
is not a handeome girl in London who
would not have been proud to accept him;
and you see he has chosen you, and you
w.ll learn to love him very dearly.’

‘I shall never love anyone dearly sny
more,’ said Bel'e. ‘Taat’s all past and
gone; but I dare say Stanmore is as good
as another.’

‘Iv's a splendid match for you, Belle;
certainly your pretty face has done wel
for you. Did you tell Jack you wou'd
give him his answer to day ¥

‘He a k=d for it soon.’
now.”

«After lunch will be time enough.’

‘And it will be yes ?'

‘I suppose so.’

‘My dear Belle, let me congratulate you,’
said 1.1dy Stanmore, kissjng Belle's cheek.
‘I am very pleased indead about this.’

‘And tters is one thing, Aunt Lucy.
You tell mother—I would rather not. And
tell her also not to allude to—anything else.’

Lady Stanmore nodded her bead.

+I will make it all right,’ she said ; ‘your
mother will, I am sure, b2 very glad also.’

Yes, to get rid ot me,’ answered Bolle
a little scornfully. ‘I shall rise in her
estimation now.’

The nex\ moment she left the room, and
Lady Stanmore looked after har thougkt-

ful'y.
‘i[ow altered she is," she reflected ;

‘Then go downstairs and give it to him |

smoking as Belle went in, and he turnzd
quickly round when he beard her footsteps,
and _threw his cigar under the grate in
passing it.”

‘Well,’ he s1id, addressing Belle with
some anxiety in his tone, and with his eyes
fixed on her face ; ‘have you ¢ome to tell
me P Is it to be yes or no?

*Yes,’ answered Belle, and Stanmore
caught her hand in his.

. *You have made me very happy,’ he sid.

‘But—but remember you mu t« not ex-
pect too much,’ continued Belle, in a talter-
ln%voica. ¢[—I—bhave nothing—'

he m2ant to say : ‘I bave nothing—ro
lova to give you,” but Stanmore mistook
her worde.

‘I want nothing but yourself,’ he answer-
ed ; ‘I have enough for both. Have | 'n
told your Aunt Lucy P o

‘Yes, and she is very pleassd.’

‘I thought she woula be pleased, even
though you will take her old place her
you kcow, Belle. ;

*I never thounght of it.’

*I dare say not m{ little girl. It s2ems
to me you don't think a great deal of whit
most women think of to2 much ’

*] doa2’ kaow.’ And B:slle moved uc-
easily. Sh2 was deceiving Stanmore, she
thouzht ; and somehow she did not like to
do so. But the next moment, with that
new waywardoess, born of her bit'er dis-
appointment and pain, her mood chang®d.

*Why should I not deczive him,’. she
thought, ‘as I was decived P’

‘And we need not wait very long, Belle,
continued Stanmore, afters brief si'ence.
‘We have nothing to wait for, have we P’

*You and Aunt Lacy must settle it,” ans-
werel Belle, rather necrvously, and she was
moving away when Stanmore caught her
hand and bent his head down, meining to
kiss her lips.

*No, no,’ she siud quickly, *not that!

‘S anmore langhed good-naturedly.

‘What a ehy little woman you are, B:lle.
Well, send your aunt Lucy to me, and we'll
settle it.

Belle was only too glad to escape, but
she did cot tell her Aunt Lucy tbat Stan-
more wished to see her. Lady Stanmore’
however, speedily sought an interview wih
him, and atter congratulating him, had a
tew words of advice to give.

‘We had better say nothing about it,
Jack,’ she told him, ‘until it is over; and I
dare say this will save a good deal ot an-
noyance.’

Stanmore nodded his hea 1 acquiescingly,
but did not look over well pleased.

“And there is no occasioa to wait long I
.aupﬁow P’ he £aid presen'ly.

‘None whatever,’ rep'ied Lady Stanmore.
‘Long enngemen(u oro always a mistake.’

Again Stanmore nodded his bead, and
then Lady Stanmore retired to her own
room to wr.t3 a letter to ter friend, Mrs.
Baltour, at Bombay.

It was in ber usial style of c.rrespond-
ence, chatty and agreeable. But there was
ore sentence which she wrote caretully and
re-read.

“My niece, Beil: Wayland, whom you
bave heard me m 'ntion," she concluded
ker letter with, ‘is going to marry my
brother-in-law, the present Lord S'anmore.
Itis a desirable match for them botb, I
think, and thay seem very much attached
to each other. Itis to take p'ace almost
immediately, and befors you reccive this
they will be man and wite. You mention-
ed when you wrote to me a young man in
Major Balfour’s regiment—Mr. Gilbert—
he 13 a friend, or rather an acquaintance,
of Belle's, so you must tell him the news.
And with kind love, I remain always yours
sinceraly. ‘Lucy Stanmore.
CHAPTER XIV,—THE EVE OF THE WEDDING

B:lle’s engagement to Stanmore was,
tberafore, by Laly Stanmore’s advice,
kept for the presenta family secret. But
it was a secret which gave her new import-
ance in the family; Mrs. Wayland being
especially pleased.

“You bave managed it very well,” she
eaid to Ler sister, Lady Stanmore, when
she was fi st told the news.

*I generally do manage vell wha' I take
in hand,’replied Lady Stanmore, smiling.
‘But I should like to have the pleisure of
seeing Mrs. Seymour's face whea she
hears that Jack is a benedict.’

«Ske will be in a raze, of course !"

«Ot course th: will; but ¢h: will bein a
rage too late. Bu’ thereis on’'‘iog I
want to warn you abou‘, Belinda ; be sure
when you corgeatulate Bella, that you
make no allusion to—that other absucd
affair.’

«Of course 1 won’t. Really, Lucy, you
¢vidently think no ons has a grain of tense
but yourself.’ =

‘Ob, mo,’ al d Lady S
clamly, *‘but I know I have more tact than
you have ; more tact and temger.’

Mrs, Wayland's face flushed.

Any other perfection? she asked with
& snaer.

*Belle's marriage is entirely due tn. me,
80 1 think you should show m2 some grati-
tude,’ retorted Lady S:anmora.

‘I’lold you from the first that he admired
her.

‘Yes.’ d Lady Stanmore, with a

«Jack will have his hinds full to
her.?

In the m-anwhile Bel'e had gone to her
own room, and sat down there, and & sud-
den change pasted over hor face.

«When he hears this, what will he thiok P’
ste thaught ; ‘thit I have not grieved loag
—no, I have not grived loog—but it was
very bitter. I wonder if he ever thinks of
we. Yes, he must ; be cannot forget it all
80 soon. He cannot love his wife as he once
loved ma.?

A rush of emotior passed through Ler
heart—of regret and pain—but she speedily
thrust it away.

+I will be a fool no longer,’ she said, half
aloud. *I will live as th rest do, for the
world and of it—Stanmore will suit me
very well.

hen a s'range restlessness came over
her.

*Shall I go down snd tell bim #o now P’
she asked herself. ‘It's as well to havait
over—yes, I will go.’ j

She did not hesitate long. A few minutes
later sh enter the breakiast room, having
learnad trom s servant that Stanmore was

slight shrug, ‘but Jack's admirations have
been many ; it would have come to nothing
but fur me.’

Mrs. Wayland cou'd not gainsay this,
and she therefore grumbled something in-
audible. '

‘It had best be as soon as possble,’
continued Lady Stanmore; ‘before we
leave here.’

‘But will Belle consant to this P’

«f toiok I crn persuace her; she must
see what an extrimely lucky girl she has
been.”

+She bss indecd,” said Mrs. Wayland;
and she sat thinking somewhat grimly of
Belle's *luck” after her sister bad left her.

«It'shar looks, I suppo.e,” she reflcoted ;
«] woader it sheis like—" Aud then
she moved ily, as though some painful
and disturbing thought hid crossed her
mind.

Bat when she saw Bella she:did her best
to be vary ious. Belle was going to
make & nfpo match ; she was off ber hands ;
she would no longer have' any. expenseés

there. He was standing at tke windowb

connected with her.
(To be continued.
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