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marriage and not before.

Again Stanmora made no answer.
‘And now good-night,’ Lady Stanmore, 

riling and holding ont her hand ‘Bat Fll 
say one ward more, Jack—don’t let any 
folly, sny old entanglement, stand in the 
way of yonr happiness—if you like Belle.1 
And the next moment Lidy Stanmore 
had left the room

S‘anmora sat up late that night, and his 
redactions were not altogether pleasant 

well to what h;s 
and he knew

,.,t2SMS2E
new, bnt you mill take a chill if you don’t 
take care. Go upstairs, and I w.ll send 
you some strong hot brandy and water, 
and you must drink it.’

Stanmore was nothing loth. He was 
shivering in his wet clothes, and went up
stairs and obeyed bis sister-in-law’s direc
tions. Belle, also by the doctor’s orders 
was carried to her room, and placed in bed, 
and her chilled limbs were chafed and hot 
applications put to her cold feat and hands. 
But she was in a very exhausted condition, 
and the doctor warned Lady Stanmore that 
for the next lew days the greatest care 
wou’d be required.

Bat it was many diys before Belle left 
her sick-bed. Thi chi'l and shock she had 
received, added to the terrible mental strain 
of the day and night before, brought on 
fever, and she became delirious and ramb
led in her talk. Sometimes she lived again 
her short love dream, and wandered in the 
grteo lines, with Hugh Gilbert by her side, 
or by the tuilil sea. Lady Stanmore did 
not 1 ke tv bear ‘this nom case,’ as she call
ed it, and wo aid 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 girl said in 
the household. And we may beaure, too, 

nothing of Belle’s 
babbiting words. He h-mself had caught a 
severe chill and cold, bnt he was genuine
ly anxious and distress! d about В і lie’s 
illness.

And there was another man—Dick 
Probyn—who rode every day from Hurst 
to inquire after her. Her rejection of hi) 
offer had been a great blow to him, but it 
had not changed bis feelings towards her. 
He of course believed her to be still en
gaged to Hugh Gilbert, and Lady Stan- 
moie did not enlighten him on the subject, 
or allude to her own knowledge that Sir 
Dick had asked Dalle to be bis wife.

And while Belle lay ill, a’second letter ad
dressed to her, and bearing the Bombay 
post-mark, was forwarded from Brighton, 
under cover to Lady Stanmore, to Rad- 
ver’a Court, but Lady Stanjnore 
op m it.

‘It is probably the last one,’ she thought, 
as she consigned it to the flames, and she 
felt some satisfaction in the reflection.
Chapter xiii —lady stanmork’s news.

It was more than a month after Belle’s 
immersion in the lake, when pale and alter
ed she first appeared • downstairs. Her 
faca had sharpened and expression chang 
and Lady Stanmore brgan to be afraid she 
was going to lose her beauty.

But S'.a'.meie declared when he saw her 
that she was as petty as ever; and she 

tiinly did look charming in her pale 
silk tea-gown, when she held out her hand 
to hi n and thanked him tor saving her 1 le.

“1 never thought ot the danger,” she 
said. Nothing was told him of the wild 
wish that had been in her heart to die ; 
nothing of hîr overwhelming despair on 
ou that miierable 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 
had never inquired what had induced her 
to risk her 1 й on the frail ice Stanmore 
himstli fe't no small secret pride at bis 
feat, tut he made light ot it when it was 
mentioned, and when Belle in her pre‘ty 
way thanke 1 him, he answered her in a 
few w.ll chisen words.

“Do not speak ot it,1’ be said; “any 
man would have done what I did.”

“There I do not agree with you,” re
plied Belle, smi ing; “only a brave 
would have done, it and all men are brave.”

“Every man would have been in such a 
cause.”

“At all events I am grateful to you.”
“You make me very lappy by say

ing ao.”
Then Stanmore changed the cove nation, 

and Belle was very ghd that he did so. 
Shi was trying to lorget the past, and a 
new strange sensation was stealing over 
her. Something seemed to benumb her 
feelings ; vi-tually to deaden them. She 
wept no tears, she breathed no sighs over 
her lost love and trust. Hugh Gilbert’* 
laithlestnese hid destroyed the warm 
emotions ot lnr heart, as the Irost ki'ls the 
flowers.

Lady Stanmore watched h;r kceoly at 
this time, and she also watched Stanmore. 
Shi was satisfied that ‘Jack’ as she always 
called him, really ca-ed for Belle, but she 
knew some secrete of bis past life, and was 
and was never qui e sure that be would 
bave the courage to break off his entangle
ment with Mrs. Sjymour.

* ‘She must know nothing of it, until it is 
too late,’ the deiі led. ‘I fancy it Jack 
atked Bille now, she would not say no, 
but it must be kept a secret.’

And a tew days after Belle lad re-ap
peared downstairs, and thanked Stanmore 
for saving her lift*, Lid 
her brother-ia-law ‘tin " 
promised him concerning Belle.

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

‘Well,’ she said, addressing Stanmore, 
who was leaning on the mantelpiece, and 
gazing into the fire, ‘how did you think 
Bello looked to nigh ?’

‘Exceedingly well,’ answtr-d Stanmore, 
lilting his head.

•I thought so too ; at one time I was 
afrai d that horrid fevtr would change her 
looks, but she has quite regained 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'aimera, 
smiling, ‘when you so gallantly fished her 
out of the lake, I am sure Belle is exceed
ingly grateful to you, and I fancy you have 

yonr way to her heart by your bravery. 
Women like courageous men ’

A flash rose to S anmora’s
‘Do you tbiok then----- ’ he began, and

then passed.
•1 think tbat if yon are still of tin same 

mind as you once were when you spoke to 
me about lnr and I advised you not to be 
in a burry, that you might very safely now 
wait no lo—e- ’

‘1 am in
the g'rlanore than any girl I ever saw, and 
though, of course, I know I am too old for 
her, yet if I thought she would have me I 
would—throw all other cons’derations, ot 
course.*’

Stanmore frowned.
•I euppoie you’ll have to faci a stormy 

scene or twoP’ went on Lady Slanmore. 
•Well, take my advioe again ; It Belle 
accepts you face the scenes after yonr
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Ismoking as Belle went in, and he turned 
quickly round when he heard her footsteps, 
and threw his cigar under the grate in 
passing it.’

‘Well,’he said, addressing Belle with 
some anxiety in his tone, and with his eyes 
fixed on her face ; 'have you Come 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 said.

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

‘Well, I hive just paid you what they 
say is the best compliment a man can pay 
a woman. Belle,’ said Stanmore, more ser
iously.

Belle made some jesting reply, and 
Stanmore felt si ghtly injured. A subtle 
change h id, indeed, come oyer her man
ner sirtee her illness that he could not un
derstand. She had hardened somehow, 
and there was also a new look in her 
bright hazel eyes, which had lost some of 
their former sweetness of expression.

But still Stanmore felt very much in love 
with her, and when they returned to the 
house from their walk, he hint bis head 
down, and said, in a low tone, as he parted 
with her in th e ball :

•Don’t keep me longinanip?nse. Belle,’
‘Very well,’ she answered, and ran 

lightly upstairs. She went straight to 
Lady S'anmore’s room, who called to her 

Then Belle entered, and

ones He knew very w 
sister in-law had alluded, 
that it he married Belle Wayland he was 
breaking vows he should never have m ide. 
It was the old story—his heart had chang
ed and grown cold to a woman he once 
hid love 1, and who yet held him bouid 
to her ; held him all the faster since be 
had borne his new name.

And Stanmore knew this. The very fact 
that Belle Wayland had soemsd indifferent 
to hia poiition had strengthened the ad
miration he flit for hir. He had once 
been poor, and he now was rich; once a 
younger son and now head of hie hcuie ; 
and he quite understood the difference. 
He was the same msn as the Jack Dudley 
of old, lut he was not treated in the 
sime fashion. Had le remained Jack 
Du Hey, by this time, he thought, with a 
curling lip, his friend Mrs. Seymour would 
probably hive tired ot him. But she had 
not tired of Lord Stanmore, and showed 
no signs of doing 80.

‘Lucy ii right,’ne deciied, after consid
erable r flee 
after than before ; she 
it’s toohte. But I am not by any means 
sure tbit Belle will take me. Certainly, 
as Lucy said, my having saved her life gives 
me some cltim ; at all events 1 will try.’

Thus he made up his mind how he would 
ac\ and then went to bed. And he was 
not a man who, when he had deci led on 
any subject, was likely to draw back from 
it. It was mid-winter now, aid the next 
morning was bright, clear, and froity, and 
after breakfast was over Stanmore atked 
Belle if she would like to go for a walk in 
the park.

‘Unless it is too cold for you?’ he said.
‘It looks very fine,’ ans *e cd Belle. ‘Yes,

‘Mind you wrap up well, my dear,"’ slid 
Lady Stanmore ; ‘ont I expect the air will 
do you good.’

•1 like il\e day to be a little older before 
I go ont” she sai 1. ‘But a brisk walk with 
Jack is just the thing for yon.’

And ten minutes later Belle and Stan
more ware walking together on one of the 
smooth hard paths in the pa-k, beneath a 
steel blue sky. Lady S: anmore watched 
them from one of the windows till they die- 
appcirad, and as she did to she smiled a 
little triumphantly.

*1 think I’ll pay off my old grudge to the 
Seymour now,’ she thought. ‘I see Jack 
means business.’

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

‘No,’ atswerad B;lle, quickly. ‘It would 
turn me cold,’ and she slightly shivered as 
she spoke.’

It wasn’t a very warm «: perience cer
tainly, but you’ve quite got over it ?’

‘Yes. quite.’
Tnen tnere was a few moments’ silence 

between them, which presently Stanmore 
broke in a (hinged voice.

•Miss Waylind—Belle,’he said, rather 
nervously ; ‘I’ve get sometbirg to say 
t > you.’

‘Yes,’answered Belle, looking up in
quiringly.

‘It is this,’ continued 
nervousl

rib!

hoe

Chiblinding sleet and snow, but after looking 
in every direction he at last caught tight of 
Belle’s figure, and followed her footsteps 
as quickly as he could. He saw her turn 
down the pith which led to the lake, and 
thin to hie horror and conateimtion per
ceived that she had actu illy gone on the ice.

In a moment hi realised her full danger. 
The frost had only lasted such a short time 
that he knew the ice mutt be utterly no iate. 
Wi*h a hoirse cry he called to her to atop, 
to turn back ; but Belle never heard his 
voice. Luckily one ot the gardiners did 
and this man came running from an o 
Inuse at orci to hie assistance.

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

‘There is a lady on the ice,’ gaip/d 
Stanmore. ‘She’ll be drowned—the ici 
can’t bear her—get a rope and come with

I CD u be i. «boot to ..II lor Indl. wlthhlj re,l-
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5‘But—but remember you mu t* not ex
pect too much,’ continued Belle, in a falter
ing voici. ‘1-І—have nothing—’

ot <

She say : ‘I have nothing—ro 
love to give yon,’ bnt Stanmore mistook 
her words.

‘I want nothing but yourself,’ he answer
ed ; ‘I have enough for both. Have і 
told your A ant Lucy ?’

‘Yes, and she is very pleased.’
‘I thought she would be pleased, even 

though yon will take her old place here 
u kcow, Belle.’
I never thought of it.’

meant to eat
tho

ssva
і ks at hia country residence.

•goutl

sorl
that Stanmore heard wJ Snito ‘come in.’ 

the moment Lady Stanmore saw her face 
she knew whit had happened.

«I have something to tell you, aunt Lucy,’ 
Belle began. . . t ,

‘Well, my dear, what is it ? asked Lady 
Stanmorè, calmly. . .

‘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 

would consult you ’
Laly Stanmore rose and took Belle’s 

hand.
“Thank you, my dear, for saying that, 

she said;‘and now do you know the ad
vice I will give you P I think no girl in her 
sentei would refuse such an offer.’

Belle did not speak, and her eyes fell.
‘Jack has everything in the world that a 

reaionible woman could wish.’ continued 
Lady Stanmore. ‘He is rich, has an old 
ti le, and is a remarkab’y good-looking, 
agreeable man.’

•And I am qu’te indifferent to him, said 
Belle in a low tore.

Lady Stanmore lightly shrugged her 
shoulders.

‘Make haste to fall violently in love with 
him then, Belle,’ she ra:d ; ‘for yon will 
never have such another chance.’

‘It is doing him a great wrong, I sup
pose P’

‘My dear child, do rot Ьз so ridiculous ! 
Doing him a great wrong indeed ! You are 
his choice, aid a min does not think it a 
wrong to get what he lancic s .*

‘Surely no sentimental folly about that 
oth гт man----- ’

Belle raised her held, and her eyas were 
flisbing dangerously.

«Di 1 I not tell yon never to name his 
name,’ the said. ‘No,’ and she laughed 
bitterly, ‘he has taught me a lesson, and I 
think 1 can’t do better than follow his ex- 

Stanmore will be the

«I dare siv not my little girl. It SEems 
to me you don’t think a great deal of whit 
most women think of too much ’

‘Belt r have the scenes 
must not know until

Shi
PeeThe min instantly obsyed him. He ran 

back to the outhouse, got a rope, and then 
hurried alter his master as fast as bis feet 
could carry him. S anmore was now run
ning at his utmost speed, and as he went 
he unfastened his heavy overcoit and fling 
it ai і le. But j ist as tc reachc d the edge 
of fie lake he heard the frail he crack, 
and saw the water rise on its surface And 
he saw, too, Billes figure sway and fill, 
and her weak hand try to grasp the crumb
ling froz in sheet which htd f tiled to sup
port her.

Stanmore had been a self-indulgent man 
all his life, but be did not hesitate now. He 
pulled off his coat, and as the gardener 
came panting up he bade him fasten the 
rope to his aim. At this moment Belle 
tank, and Stanmore heard her halt-choked 
cry for help. But it scarcely needed this 
him. He plunged at once into the lake, 
the ice inetantly giving way beneath his 
feet.

“Holl the rope firmly,” was all he end. 
“It is tin only chance of saving her. 
Luckily 1 can swim. ’ _

But the broken 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 he resolutely kep 
eyes fixed on 'Ьз spot wbere he hid 
Belle sink. As he smuggled desparately 
on, he caught a glimpte of one ot Belle’s 
upraiied arms. It waa a last uoconecioui 
effort for life, but it helped to guide S tan

in an irstant, he had plunge! after 
her, and grasped the sinking hand, and 
then, with an Inroic effort, tried to raise 
her head.

But this was beyond bis po 
looked round, and saw w’th immense re
lief tbit another man was now by the gar
dener’s side, who was ttill standirg at the 

jge of tie like holding ihe rope bound to 
S'.anmore’s arm.

* The boat ! Put off the boat!” he shout
ed with bis u'most might. He knew it 
would kill Belle to drag her through the 
frozen witer by her arm, ev.n if he were 
able to do it. And the men heard him. 
Опз гап to the boat-hnuse, and a moment 

liter Scan more heard the splat h of 
And never had such a welcome 

sound fallen on his ears. His bands were 
cut with bufle'ing with the ice, and his 
arms were stiff and cold. But still he 
firmly held Belle's band, supporting lvm- 
self as best he could with his other arm 
Then the boat neared him.

‘Catch hold of the rope and help 
he cried. The msn in t':e boat—a strong, 
healthy young fellow—complied. S an-
more was assisted into the boa', an! then 
he and the man lifted in the completely 
unconscious Belle. Her hat had fallen off,

‘I don't know.’ And Belle moved un
easily. She was deceiving Stanmore, she 
thought j and somehow she did not like to 
do so. Bat the next moment, with that 
new waywardness, bem of her bit er dis
appointment and pain, her mood chan^d.

• Why should I not deceive him,’, -she 
thought, ‘as I was dec îived P*

‘And we need not wait very long, Belle,’ 
continued Stanmore, after a brief si once. 
‘We have nothing to wait lor, have weP’ 

‘Yon and Aunt Lucy must settle it,’ ans- 
werei Belle, rather nervously, and she was 
moving away when Stanmore caught her 
hand and bent his head down, meaning to 
kiss her lips.

‘No, no,’ she slid 
S anmore la

Jack Lord Richard Pcobyncalls opon the 
and invitee them o visit him at Hurst ball, 
greatly smitten with Belle. Lady Stanmore op 
a letter from Hugh Gilbert to Belle and burns it. 

СнАГтап vu.—Iiord Stanmore becomes jealous of 
r Dick. Belle tells Lady Stanmor# of her en

gagement and that lady ridicules lhe idea. 1 hey go 
to Hurst Hall.

Chapter viii.—Belle’s diary continued. She tells 
Lady Stanmore of her dreiin about Hugh. That 
1 tdy decides to write Mrs. ВП our.

chapter Lady Stanmore destroys a letter 
Belle has wri ten to Hugh Gilbert. Jack Stanmore 
confesses hi- love for Belle to his sister in-law. 
Mrs. Wayland fall» ill and the st-yat Redvers 
court is prolonged. Sir Di k Probjn proposes to 
Belle and is refused Lady Stanmore gets a 
letter from Mrs. Balfcur who went to 
India on the same thip witu Hugh Gilbert- 

sntains the starting news of Hugh Gilberts 
riage to Mis« Vane. Belle is told the i e#« and 

is greatly shocked. Ii taking a morning walk іде 
breaks through the ice;

AІ pillparty, 
lie is

fair

littl
Sou
ago
WO!

hisdid not

quickly, *
nghed good-naturedly.

‘What a thy little woman yon 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 that Stan
more wished to see her. Lady Stanmore* 
however, speedily sought an interview with 
him, and alter congratulating him, had a 
tew words ot 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 ht a 1 acqniescingly, 
bnt did not look over well pleased.

‘And there is no occasion to wait long I 
suppose ?' he taid presently.

‘None whatever,’ rep ied Lady Stanmore. 
‘Long engagements ere always a mistake.’

Again Stanmore nodded his head, and 
then Lady
room to wr t) a letter to her friend, Mrs. 
Balfour, at Bombay.

It wai in her usial style of correspond
ence, chatty and agreeable. But there was 
осе sentence which she wrote carefully sni 
re-read.

‘Mv niece, Belli Wayland, whom you 
have heard me m inti on,’- she concluded 
her letter with, ‘is going to marry my 
brother-in-law, the present Lord S anmore. 
It is a dasrable match for them both, I 
think, and tiny seem very much attached 
to each other. It it to take p’ace almost 
immediately, and before yon receive this 
they will be mao an і wife. You mention
ed when you wrote to me a young man in 
Major Balfour’s regiment—Mr. Gilbert— 
he ii a friend, or rather ao acquaintance, 
of Belle’s, so you must tell him the news. 
And with kind love, I remain always yours 

‘Lucy Stanmore.
CHAPTER XIV,—THE EVE OF THE WEDDING

Balle’* engagement to Stanmore was, 
therefore, by Laly Stanmore’* advice, 
kept for the présenta family secret. But 
it was a secret which gave her new import
ance in the family ; Mrs. Wayland being 
speciilly pleased.

‘You have managed it very well,’ she 
said to her sister, Lady Stanmore, when 
she was fi it told the news.

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

‘She will be in a rage, ot course !’
«01 course tin will; but eh з will be in a 

rage too late. But there is on „ing I 
want to warn you abou‘, Belinda ; be sure 
when you congratulate Bella, that yon 
make no allusion to—that other absurd 
affiir.’

‘Of course 1 won’t. Really, Lucy, you 
evidently think no one has a grain of tense 
but vonrself.’

‘Ob, no,’ answered Lady Stanmore, 
clamly, “but I know I have more tact than 
you have ; more tact and temper.’

Mrs, Wayland’* face flushed.
“Any other perfection?’ she asked 

а впзег.
•Belle’s marriage is entirely due trv 

so I think you should show ma some grati
tude,’ retorted Lady Sranmora.

‘I told you from the first that he admired

not that ! A
and 
grir 
fell* 
in a

Ciiaiteb x. XI XII —Stanmore rescues Belle

і ni is destroyed by Lady 8t 
Chapter xiii.—B«He Is convil«ccnt. Stanmore 

proposes to her and in her anxiety to show Hneh 
Gi'bert that she too has forgo ten she accepts the 
ofler. Stanmore and his sister In-law arrange 
matters and Pel e ani liesces. The marriage is 
urnnged for an eatly day.

anmore.
ed

Tbi
Stïnm™.ri".îJhee, ЗД
her of the marriage and specially requests that 
the news be told Hugh Gihlert whom she repte- 
sente as a friend only of Belle’s.

t his

his
thoi

CHAPTER XII.—LU E OR DEATH.

Belle’s mad action in going 
froz ?n surface of the lake 
unobserved. Stanmore hid been disap
pointed when she did not appear at break- 
fas', an! aller it was over be rose lanquidly, 
and want to the window and stood looking 
out at the drifting storm.

‘If this weather goes on, Lucy,’ he said, 
addres irg hie sitter-in-law withont looking 
round, ‘we’ll have Dickie Probyn riding 

with bis skates tied to bis saddle-bow ; 
at least he did so last year.’

•No,’ answered Lady Stanmore f*om the 
table, decisively, Dick Probyn will not

on the half- 
had not keen E

plat
Stanmore retired to her own

moa
the
grin 
as a 
be і 
chil 
girl

ed
ampli—only poor 
victim’

‘Poor Stanmcra, as 
take very good 
not a sentimental boy, and I do not sup
pose expects that you are desperately in 
love with him. But he will expect that you 
make him a good wife, and that 1 am sure 
you will do this, Belle.”

‘I am not so sure,’ answered Belle, 
gloomily.

‘I am, then ; you have been a good

‘JNever !' interrupted Belle. ‘I 
loved mother, I never shall. I never 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 you a great honor. 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 dear.y sny 
more,’ said Bel'e. ‘Tnat’s aU past and 
gone ; but I dare say Stanmore is as good 
as another.’

‘It’s a splendid match for you, Belle ; 
certainly your pretty face has done wel 
for you. Did you tell Jack you would 
give him bis answer to d»y ?’

‘He a ked for it soon.’
‘Then go downstairs and give it to him 

now” ,
‘After lunch will be time enough.’
‘And it will be yes P’
‘I suppose so.’
‘My dear Belle, let me congratulate you, 

said Lidy Stanmore, kissjng Bt lie’s cheek. 
‘I am very pleased indead about this.’

‘And there 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 bar head.
‘I will make it all right,’ she said ; ‘your 

mother will, I am sure, Ьз very glad also.
‘Yes, to get rid ot me,’ answered Balle 

a little scornfully. ‘1 shall rise in her 
estimation now.’

The next moment she left the room, and 
Lady Stanmore looked after Ьзг thougkt-

•ilow altered she is,’ she reflacted ; 
‘Jack will have his hinds fall to manage
her.’

you call him, can 
of himself. He is

subj
• ‘Why ?* a iked Stanmcrj, quickly, now 

turning round.
‘Bc:aus9 Belle his refused him !’ 
‘Because Belle has reru)ed him ?’ repeat

ed Si anmore. ‘Is this an absolute fact, 
never told m3 ?'

stillStanmore,
у ; ‘I—I hive always admired you 

very much, and lately—you see I have seen 
a good deal of you here—I have le irnt to 
have another and a stronger feeling to
wards you. In tact, Balle,’ he added, 
looking down at her lice ; I’ve got to rove 
you very dearly, and I want you to be my 
wife !’

Belle’s clear complexion did not change 
colour.

•I knew 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,’ taid Belle, slowly and slightly 
tremulously.

‘ТЬзге is no goodness about it, but it 
will be very good of you if you will take 
me.’
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‘1 could not till vou, because I did not 

know until yesterday, and then she was 
most unwill ng to say anything about it. It 
was quite bv an accident I lesr^t about it. 
but nevertheless it is true.’

Stanmore was silent for a moment or 
two. then ke taid ratter slowly :

‘It wes honorable of her not to teU.’
‘Yep, I suppose so ; still I think h r own 

rilitives might have been taken into 
her cor file nee.’

•She can’t like him then, I suppose ?’
‘I thick she likes him, but not in that 

way. Dick Probyn was too much of a boy 
fo* her tute.’

S anmore moved restlessly.
“Yen know, Lucy 

then paused.
“Thatyou like h r? continued Lidy 

Stuimore.
“Yes, Jack, I believe you do ; but as 

the Scotch say, ‘bide a wee’, and it will all 
come right.1

Stanmors turned bis heed and again 
locked cut cf the wiudow, but there was a 
well pleased tnvlі on bis Ifc*..

‘I am gcing to write letters,’ said Lady 
Star more, rising, ‘so 1 suppose 1 shill not 
see yen until luncheon time,- as I have lint 
tir some siiter of mine to look after as 
well. Belle said iln would come down to 
luncheon : I dare say she ii with her mother 
now, so good bye f >r the pr.s nt.’

After h's bister in-law ball fc tte rocm 
Stanmore still stood at the window, and 
he was thinking of Belle Wayland. He 
was glad the bad refuted Di.k Probyn ; 
more glad than he would have confessed 
even to himself. It showed at least that 
she would not mirry a man for bis money ; 
as Dick was rich, and she had seen h s 
stately old heme.
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her long hair had become unbeuni, and 
hcr f ice was palid as wi h death.

•I’m afraid she’s gone,’ s:id the man, 
almost below Lia breath.

Stanmore took lnr ii hia a-me, and 
rais'd he: head on his breatt, and tried to 
rub her wet cold hands.

‘Row for your life,’ he slid to the mm, 
and be needed no second bidding. Hie 
vigorous ttrokes with the 
trough them to the edge of the lake, and 
here the gardener ran forward to lelp 
the m and Belle was стіс і to the land.

‘One cf you bring my far-lin'd coït 
which I dropped in coming,’ dir
ected Stanmore ; ‘tte other run tor 
the nearest doctor; but ttop at the 
house as you pass, and tell them of the 
accident, and to brirg brady and blarkete. 
Don’t lose a minute, eveiy moment is ot 
consequence.’

His orders were instar tly obeye 
fur-lined coat was brought, and Belle was 
If .ed on it, ani Stanmore wrapped it 
carelu’ly around her. But she still ibowed 
no sign cf life. Then the alarm quickly 
epreid. Servants came running from the 
home with brandy and other restoratives, 
and Bt lie’s hands and feet were rubbed 
with the spiii', and S anncore himself 
swallowed a goodly dos;. Some one eltc 
brought him another heavy overcoat, of 
which he ttood in great n3ed, and fin illy 
Belle was carried to the honte followed by 
St minore who was feeling thoroughly 
chilled.

In the meantime Lady S:anmore ta! 
been greatly perplexed in her mind. She 
knew what had happened, but she knew 
also it was a terrible storm, ani that she 
might run the risk of tiking a severe cold 
it she faced i\ She therefore went to 
futher than the hall, but she directed every
thing to be in readiness, and sent a second 
met smger with a carriage for the doctor.

Belle indeed was scarcely carried into 
the hall when the doctor arrived. He 
knew better, of course, what to do to re
vive Bille than Stanmore had done, and 
as he knelt down and examined her, he 
dtchred at once that life was not extinct, 
which Ccaumore had feared. But it 
slow and painful process to recover her, 
and when et last Belle did open her eyes, 
Stanmore turned away bis head greatly 
moved. Hef It indeed that he had taved 
her life, and that bat for him the poor girl 
would now have been Iving dead beneath 
the chill waters of the lake.

Lady Stanmore was also much relieved. 
She went up at once to Stanmore, and put 
her band upon his arm.

•Will you let me think it over?’ answer
ed Belle, still sbwly, and as if she were 
absolutely thinking. ‘It is all so 
pocted to me.’

‘I have thought of it a long
said Stanmore, ‘and I thought I-----
you to-day. But, of course, think it 

і and you had better talk to your Aunt Lucy 
about it, I think.’

‘Very well.’ ani Belle smiled faintly. ‘I 
will tell Aunt Lucy when I go in—that is if 
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Star more !
‘I am quite sure,’ replied Stanmere, en

ergetic illy.
“Then I will speak to Aunt Lucy,” sam 

Belle, quietly. “And now, let us talk of 
somethiog tlse

It must he admitted that Stanmore felt 
rather nomplusted at these words. He was 
a mm accustomed to be smiled on by 
women even in his poor days, yet here 
was a girl who bad received his proposal 
of marriage in hie rich ones almost with in
difference. “But it is better than over- 
eagerness,” he console! himself by think- 
in ', as he walked by his fair young com
panion’s side through the frosty winter air, 
and Belle talked composedly ot the last 
new novel she had read.

“It is very realistic,” she said.
“Acd do you like realism or romance 

ai.swered Belle.
it, not at your age ?’ 
not at my age.’

ch a hard hearted young
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her.’
‘Yes.’ answered Lady Stanmore, with a 

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

Mrs. Wayland ccu’.d not gainsay this, 
ani ahe therefore grumbled something in
audible.

‘It bad best be as soon as possible, 
continued Lidy Stanmore ; /before we 
leave here.*

•But will Belle cousant to this?’
“I ttink І срп persuade her ; she must 

see what an extremely lucky girl she his 
been.”

“She has indeed,” said Mrs. Wayland ; 
and she sat funking somewhat grimly ot 
Belle’s “luck” alter her sister bai left her.

“It’s bar looks, I snppo.e,” she reflected ;
“I wonder if she is like----- ” And then
she moved uneasily, as though some painful 
and disturbing thought hid crossed

But when she saw Bella she did her best 
gracious. Belle was going to 

make a good match ; she waa off her hands ; 
ahe would no longer have any. expenses 
connected with her.

Ban‘She is very much above the ordinary 
run of girls,’ reflected Stannnre, and it’s 
strange that the should bi, cor side ring htr 
mother, and Lucy, too, ii as worldly as 
she can be. But I suppose it’s her nature.’

badIn the m an while Belle had gone to her 
and sat down there, and a sad-own room, 

den change pasted over hîr uce.
‘When he heirs this, what will he think P* 

she Bought ; ‘thit I have not grieved long 
—no, I b*ve not grived long—but it was 
very bitter. I wonder if he ever thinks of 

Yes, he must ; he cannot forget it all 
x«xn He cannot love his wife as he once

perp
Stanmore stretched cut lii erms and 

leaned the in lazily against the wind aw panes 
us he thought this ; but the next moment he 
lilted bis head in great tu-qirise, for 1rs 
eyes bad fallen on a girlish, brown-clad 
form breasting 1er way in the grounds 
below amid the drifting storm.

In an instant Stanmore recognized ter.
• It was Belle, and he felt annoyed, almost 

alarmed, to see her.
‘Jhe mu.-t be mad to go out. a day like 

tlii,’ he thought. ‘Whit folly ! I auit 
go after her and bring her in.’

He acted cn tbi) decision at once. He 
left the room and went into th3 ball, and 
took care when there to wrap bimtelf in a 
heavy fur-lined coat to protect limself 
against the weather. It waa useless to at
tempt to carry an umbrella, for as Sian- 
more opened the ball door the wind swept 
in with such a violent gust that he waa 
obliged to call a servant to shut it after 
him. He could scarcely at first see for the

thin]
‘What 
‘No,

woman ?’
«I am afraid I am a very pros п з one. 
‘Now I know you are chaffing ; you 

prosaic, with a face like a flower V 
‘And now I know you are paying com

pliments, Lord Stanmore !’
‘No Relle> really not; yours is a eba-m- 

ing face!1
Bell) gave a coquettish little bow.
'I am very pleased to heir it,’ ahe said. 
•But you must know it. Many must 

know it. Many must have told you.’
A change passed over the ‘lace like a 

fbwer,’ as Stanmore said these words. A 
painful memory darted through her mind. 
But in another moment ahe had recovered 
herself.

•All girls get silly compliments paid

for.
certi
gran

with 
for f

so soon, 
loved me.’

A rush of cmotion passed through 1er 
heart—of regret and pain—but she speedily 
thrust it away. ,

•I will be a tool no longer,’ ahe said, hill 
aloud. ‘I will live as tin rest do, for the 
world and ot it—Stanmore will suit me 
ve»7 well.’

Then a s'range restlessness
he-Shall I go down ani tell him to now P' 
■he asked herself. ‘It’s as well to have it 
over—yei, I will go.’

She did not hesitate long. A lew minutes 
later sh3 enter the breakfast room, having 
learn 3d trom a servant that Stanmore was 
there. He wai standing at the window,

thre’
same mind. Lacy. I like quel

Гюcame over her cutti
adn

to be veiy
pros
Chai
sake(To be continued.
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