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CraPTER I, I, n.—Hugh Gilbert and Belle
‘Wayland are bidding esch otber good b‘e at Brigh-
ton as he isabout to sail for Indis with his regi-
ment, Belle promisesto be true and sexees to meet
him that evening for s final farewell. Upon her re-
turn to the hotel, where she aund her mother are
stopping she fiads that Lord Stinmore, whose
brother was the bu band of Mrs Way and’s sister
has arrived and has invited her mother and her to
dine with bim that evening. Mri. Wayland goes
but Belle feigns sudden i lness and is Jeft apparently
ssleep in her r om. After dinner Mrs. Wayland
discovers that Belle hnlon- out to meet &ilb:rt

is very suary. rs. Wayland writes an
acccuant of the affair to ber 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 plins accordingly. She decides to intercept the
letters betwsen the lovers. Lord Stanmore be.
comes deeply interested in Belle and invites his
sister in-law, Mrs. Waylana and Belle to spend s
1ew weeks at his country residence.

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

CHOAPTER 1V —THE SISTERS.

Lady S.anmore was as good as her worl,
or, rather, ber telegram.  She duly ar-
rived at Brighton in time for afternoon tea,
and she and Mrs. Waylaud were speedily
closeted together in her private room.

‘Now tell me all about your pet griev-
ances,’ said Lady Stanmore, leaning back
in an easy chair before the fire, and holdinz
o1t her snall feet to i's warmtb.

“Well, of course, just what I wrote aboat
that absurd girl Belle,” answered Mrs.
Wayland.

“It's neither absurd nor unnatural to
have a lover at her age,’ replied Liady Stan-
more, coolly ; ‘it’s what was sure to hippn.’

*But you know in her case she can atford
to induige in no such folly, and I as good
as told her 8),” said Mrs. Wayland sharply.

«Taen it wis extremely foolish of you to
do 80 ; that was not the way to ‘proceed.’

«And that was the, way, then?' asked
Mrs. Wayland* spitefully, *as jou think
yourself so clever.’

‘I should simply have enlarged on the
extreme discomforts of poverty—sympath-
etically of course—and then have tried ths
eff:c: of anotLer lover.’

Lady Stanmore laughed as she sail the
last woids, and showe1 her smill whie
talse teeth. She was'a much better 1dok-
ing woman than Mrs. Wayland, whatever,
the other might think. She was s)me years

ounger. for one thing, and she had mnot

Irs. Wayland's dissatisfied expression.
She also wore a wig, butit was quite un-
discoverabl+, and some ot her most inti-
mafe friends denied i's existence.

*Ste basgot another lsv.r thrn, I be-
lieve,’ said Mrs. Wayland, in reply to her
sister's advice ; *your brother-in-law S an-
more evidently aimires her; I am certain
of it.

*Jack! exclaimed Mrs. S-anmore, in-
credulously. *Not he. He mayadmire
her; no doubt he does, for she is a re-
markably pr.tty girl, and Jick, a3 a rule,
admires all pretty women. But he's not a
marrying man.’

‘How do youknow? Now, when he has
come into the title, ha is very likely to
marry, 1 think.’

‘No. that woman S jymou" has him too
firmly in her leading strings.’

“What ! does that sffsir still go on then ?*

+Just the syme, I believe; and of one
thing you may be certan, if Mrs. Seymour
affected to be devoted to Jack Dudley,
she will be far more devoted to him now
that he is Lord Stanmore ; she is a horrid
woman, I think.”

‘She is kandsome.’

‘Oh, y28; but the way she treats poo:
Fred Scymour is disgraceful. Taey say
his fith 'r spoke to him sbout her.

+H+' a kind ot halt-wit, isn't he ?’

+*He has exactly tte proper amount of
wit to be the husband of such a womin as
she is. I detest Mrs. Seymour.’

“You are qite spiteful about her, Lucy,’
said Mrs. Wayland, with a disagreeable
little Jaugh.

‘Perhaps I am,’ rep'ied Lady Stanmore,
calmly. *Poor Stanmore is gone, but she
actually tried to make love to him, as well
as to Jack. And it is a remarkable
feminine peculiarity that though one may
not be ic iove a bis with one’s husband’s,
one can yet be jeilons o him’

“That’s true,” answered Mrs. Wagland,
grim'y nodding her head.

“Quite true, ani if I coull do & bad turn
to Mrs. Seymour even now, [ would gladly
do it. She would be just mad it she thought
Jack was think'nz seriously of you' Belle;
but Idon't believs it.”

a ‘Wait till you s2e them togetber; he has
eyes for no one else.’

‘Well, 1 shall see.”
¥ Just at this moment Lady Stanmore's
maid knocked at the door, and brovght in
a note.

# ‘One of the waiters gave me this, my

lady,’ she said ; ‘It is from Lord Stanmore.’
« Lady Staomore gave an amujed glance

at her sister, as she opened the note.

“You need not wait; come when I ring,’

_ she said to the maid.

‘A new brotherly attention,” she con-
tinued, smiling, as the maid disappeared;
‘It is from Jack to ask us to dine with him
to-night. Ferhaps you are rizht, aad he
really may admire Belle.’

¢I am sure he does, and you can aid . it,

‘ Lucy, if you choose.’

I would do anything to spi e the Seymour.
But come, Linda, we bave talked long
enough, and I want to lie down for an
hour betore dining, as I looked fagged, and

' T hate to do that.’

*A hint for me togo, I suppose ?’

“No hint, bu® plain speaking, which is
best betwzen near relations. fwill send a
message to Jack that we will dine with him
as I suppose you have no idea of refusing P’

‘No, certainly not ;.for the present good-
bye th>n; I hope your nip will fr:shen up
your appearance.’

Mrs. Wayland accordingly took her
leave, and her sister reflected ﬂnguidly a8
.h"f; en—dmgeu I Linda al I

‘How di bla Linds al#ays is; I do
not wonder that they say poor Wayland
bated ber.’

Mrs. Wayland, on her part, was at the

nl:a ?’mmsnt tl:inlking of her s'ster some-
what disparagingly.

‘Lacy is cemin{y aged,’ was her mantal
comment ; ‘and the airs and graces she
gives harself—lying dowa, indead, to
freshea herself up ! Well, she needs fresh-
enmg.’

But the rest that L. »dy S*anmore iadulged
in decidedly improved her appearance, and
at dinner she looked extremely well. She
always dressed with perfect taste, and she
took care that everything she put on be-
came her. M.s. Wayland looked with
envy at the moss-zreen velvet and costly
lace her sister wora.

*She never grudges anything for herselt,’
she thought, and this idea did not tend to
make her more amiable. But she tried
not to show her ill-temper, and as their
host did his best to make himself agrezable,
the dinner passed off very pleasantly. And
Lady Stanmore no‘iced that h-r brother-
in-law’s eyes constantly rested on the
charming face opposite to him.

*There is no doubt of her beauty.’
thought Lady Stanmore. ‘Wellit would
be very strange.

She was reflecting on what her s'ster bad
told her regarding Stanmore’s supposed
admiration for Belle, and thinking ot soms
former passages in his life. She knew a
great deal about ‘Jack’ for he always re-
mained Jack to her mind. Her own hus-
band had frequeatly been called upon to
assist his somewhat—in those days—grace-
less younger brotLer.

‘But he is greatly improved,’ cogitatel
Lady S e, critically e ining Stan-
more's appearance. He was always good-
looking, but his style is better than it used
to be.

This improvement—a3 Stanmore vary
well knew—was due to the tact that he was
now relieved frm all monetary cares, aad
in & more assured pisition in life. Form-
ecly he had always spent more money than
he had to spend and it had not been
pleasant to him, the lectures hs had re-
ceived on this sutj :ct both from his brother
and his wife. Bat still lady S:anmore bad
always kept on good terms with him. She
bad only thought it ber duty sometimes to
point out the ercor of his ways to h'm, aad
¢¢J 1ck” had not liked it.

But now, of course, everything was
changed. “‘Jak” was the head of the
house, and many things that had formerly
been in Lady Stanmore’s possession were
now i1his. Redvers Court, whe-e she had
entertained for yeirs, was one of the heir-
looms of the new lcrd. It she wen' thers
now it would be as her brother-in-law’s
guest, but all the same, Lady Stanmore
bad no intention of giving up going there,
if she could he'p it.

She ther:fore smiled on ‘Ja k' and was
very gracious to him, and S a1more re-
spoaded cordia’ly.

‘You will always be ‘Jack’ to me, you
know,’ she :aid ; ‘the baadsome, wild ‘Jack’
whom I used sometimes to scol .’

*You were very good to me,’ answered
Stanmore, smiling also; *‘but though I
don't obj:ct to be called handsome in the
preeeat company, I do to be called wild,’
and he looked at Be!le as he spoke.

“The quiet, sedate Jack then, if you like
it better,” sa’d Lady Stanmore with a littl»
laugh. *B:lie, do yoathink he looks as it
h: had ever been sedate or qaiet P’

*What & question, Aunt Luy,’ replied
Belle, ani a merry gleam stole in'o her
bright hazl eyes.

‘I never heard bim called wild at any
rate,’ said Mrs. Wayland, who genera'ly
contrived to say the wroag thing.

“Thnk vou for defending my charactsr,
Mrs Wayland,’ answer:d Stanmore, who
quite understool Mrs. Wayland.

Again Ldy Staomore laughed.

*Poor Linda baj no fact,’ she thought;
“just as if Jack believed her stupid flsttery.’

Stanmore certainly did not; but all the
eam>? it was his rol: at the p-eseat m m 'nt
to be civil to Mrs. Wayland for the sake
of Belle. And fo- the sake of B:lle also
h3 ws particularly civiz to bis sister-in-law.
And Lady|Stapmore’s shrewd eyes quick-
ly understood his motive. She understood
it hetter, too, after an ianterview he had
with her on the tollowing morning, for
when braakfast was over, he proposed that
they should go out for a walk together.

‘I want a chat with you, Lucy, abont
family aff iirs,’ he £aid, and Lady Stinmore
went with him willingly.

He certainly began talking about family
aff i-s,’ and business with their lawyers,
e'c., but presently his minl veered toa
mora pleasant theme.

‘By the by, Lucy, he said, ‘your nece
is & remarkably pretty girl.’

“Yes, ¢h: is pretty.’ replied Lady Stan-

and then he the subjxct, but his
words had not £, on deaf ears.

Lady Stanmore bad, indeed, become
convinced that he: brother-in-law’s admir-
ation of Belle was serious and sincere. So
much fo that when she returned to the
bolel she at once sought her sister.

¢I have som:thing to say to you, Linda,’
she said, as she entered Mrs. Waylind's
room_and c'osed the door behind hyr. °I
want to know exactly how far that affuir
with Belle and yo -ng Gilbert went P’

‘Well, I told you,’ answered Mrs. Way-
lund, fratfu’ly. ‘They fl rted at Northbridge,
and he followed her here ; but 1 won't hear
of it ; nothing will indace me t) hear ot it;
I would rath-r tell the girl tverything.’

“Wta* a toolish, bluniering woman yoa
are, Lind»,’ replicd Lady 8'amore. sharp-
ly. “What is the good of goinz on in that
absu-d way? Tell the girl everything!
Why, it won'd be an act of madness, not
only tor the girl's sake, but for your own.
I hav) a motive for atking you th) question
that I did about Belle and young Guloert.
I've had an iaterviw with }mk —I beg his
Pnrdon—wi h Stanmore this mo-niog, snd

believe now that for once you are right,
and tha* he does seriously admirz Balle.

' “There! I told you so,’ exclaimed Mrs.
Wayland.

‘Bat he had seen her out with young
Gilbert, and asked me it they wera lovers.
It was his manuer when he did this that
made m think he was in earnest.’

‘He bad seen her out with yoang Gilbert ?
Oh! what a fool that girl is !’

«It is your place and mine to make hor
wise then  Thais Gilbert, you eay, h.s n>
money P’

*Not a penny but Lis beggarly pay.’

‘Oa which po lady can live. Do you
suppose they will write to each other "

*I should not be surprised.’

“We must stop this correspondence then ;
we must let Belle think he has forgotten
her—aad then—'

‘She will thiok of S‘anmore?’ sail Mrs.
Wayland eagerly. *‘O.! Lucy, try to
manage this; I shall be so glad to be rid
of her.! '

*Bat don't show any g'adness, for
heaven’s sake! Don’t run aiter Stanmore
—there, for once, I hiwa given him his
right name—or make a fuss sbout him.
Treat him civilly, but coolly. Tknyw my
man thoroughly, and he might quickly be
disgusted. He his too many flatterers,
and be knows wty they flatter him ’

*Yo1 think no vne his any sense bu!
yourself.”

¢I hava more common seuss about most
things than you hive, at any rite. Well
let me try to manage this in my own way,
and my old grudge agains: Mrs. Seymour
will be gratifiad.’

¢Ali right ; mnaze it as you like ; but do
manage it, it you can. B:lle is a cons'ant
barden to m2.’

Lady Stanmors nodded, ani shortly
af.erwards left the room, ani proceded to
Belle's which wis on the same corridor.
She rapped, and the girl from within called,
‘Come in.’

Lady Stanmore at onca en‘ered, and as
she did so Belle hastily put a latter she was
realing into her writing-case, and Lndy
Stanmore noticed the flush of h:r cheeks
and the sparkle in ber baz:l eyes

«Bslle, will you come out for a drive with
me P' she 81id. *Your motbher is in one of
har ill bumours, end it makes my head
ache to listen to her.’

B I'e laughed a happy langh

*Yes, I will go with you, Aunt Loucy,
with pleasure,’ she answered. ‘I suppose
mother lost sixpense las; night at cards,
and that has made her cross.’

Lady Stanmore shrugged her should:rs.

*I have been unfortunate in th3 temners
of my near relations,’ she siid. ‘Poor
Stanmore’s was vile, and your mother’s is
worse. Luckily Jack bas an easy-going
temper. I think, aad he ought to be thank-
ful for it. But get your hat on, my dear,
and then come to my room. I'll ring and
order th> carriage.’

So Lady Stanmora went away, and after
she had gone, B:lle onze more drew out
the letter she had been readinz when her
aunt had entered, and once more also read
over its tender words.

It was from Hugh Giloert, and wais
written on th: eve of his embarking for
India.

«My own dearest Belle,” the girl read,
with quickened breath, ‘‘we start tonight,
but 1 must wricea few .lines to you once
more to s1y godd-bye. But I will not
agsin ask you not to forget me, for I be-
licve that you wili not. My own heart tells
me that yours is true. It seems to me as
it I were near you at this momeut; as if
your dear hand were still clasped i1 mine.

I am goirg out with some peop's I
know. Strange, today I met by accident,
in one of the streets here, the Colonel's
daugkter, Miss Vane. She cime to Enz-
land shortly after I did to see an old aunt,
who was supposed to be dying. and also
known to be rica! Her journey, I am told,
bas not been in vsin, a8 she has inbe ited
the whole o! har ant’s fortune. Now she
is going to return to her father at Bombay.
She 18 in charze of Major Balfour’s wife,
who algo bas bzen on & visit to her rela-
tions in Eagland. I bad lunch with them
today, and it scems that Mrs. Balfouris a
friend of your aunt, Lady Stanmore. The
wera schooltellows, I beli Mrs. B;l

more, but by no means iastically ;
¢h) was too clever to show any enthisiarm
on the subj:ct to Stanmore.

*But I should think a bit sclf-willed.’

¢All women worth any:bing are a bit self-
willed,’ answered St nmore. I hats your
patient G -iseldas; they ar» all humbugs a3
arale. No, I think Miss Waylind a
cbarming girl.!

*Sae’s an improvement on her motier
certainly.’

My dear Lucy, fosgive me for saying
co.ﬁntg detjn m;r &l tez!

‘My dear Jack, I quite agree with you,’
said Lady Stanmore, laughing.

<How she could have such & daughter I
cannot understand,” wen! on Stanmore.
‘Belle is not the least like her.’

“No, I see n> likeness, c>rtainly.’

‘Has this young lady any lovers, then,
Lucy ?' continu:d Stanmore, with a slight
hesitation in his voice, whici Lidy Stan-
more instactly noticed. ‘I saw her sitting
on the seawall one day with a young man;
ll”t.zix;.k she told me they called bhim Gil-

‘Gilbert’ repeated L1dy Stanmore, as if
she were trying to remember the name.
*Oh, it might be young Giltert, the
Vicer of Northbridge’s son; he is in the
Army, I th'nk, and he and Belle are old
acquaintances, but I never heard of any
lova making between them. But s girl
like Belle is sure to have lavers I suppose.
*Yes,” answered Lord Stanmore slowly,

-

four isa nic) woman, and Miss Vane &
bright gice girl. But enough of my travel-
ing companions. How often shall [ think
of you o2 the dreary way ! If I wers only
homeward bound instead of outward bound
how differently I should feel. As it is, &
griat sadness oppresses me. Oh! my
sweet Belle, it 18 8o hard to go away trom
you. But believe me always faithfully and
d _votedly yours, Hugh Gilbert.”

Belle was still lingering over her lover’s
part'ng words, when Lady Stanmore llfain
bastily reent.red the room, giving Belle
scarcely time once more to ce.tete her let-
ter in her wri'ing case.

‘Belle, my dear,’ sail Lady Stanmo-e,
*I see from ‘my window, they have fetched
us the most horrible carriage with a
wretchad horse. Will you go down by the
lift an 1 tell them I won’t have 1t, and they
must send the man away, and get 8 more
dec nt turn-out_altogether. Go at onc,
my dear, for I bate waiting when I'm
dressel togo ont. 1l stay hera till you
return, as I've locked my door ani don’c
care to beat the trouble of opening it
again.’

Belle hesitated s moment ; she was think-
ing of her letter.

“You wi'l have time to put on your hit
when you come back,’ continned Lady
Stanmore ; ‘it will take s few minutes for
them to change the carrisge. Now go as
fast as you can, dear.’

Thus Belle was oblj to go on her
auct’s errand, and lelt the room, after giv-
ing oce last glance at her writi .
Hugh Gilbert's letter was, of course un-
seen, and Bell s naver for s moment thught
that Lady Stanmore would open ber case,
ﬂ:ouﬁ;he might not bave 80 sure
that aunt woull not taks up a let'er
and reai it, if she felt inchined to do so

Scarcely, however., bad Belle lefc the
room when L1dy Stanmore did deliberate'y
open the writing-case, which was unlocked,
and did also delibsrately read every word
that Hugh Gilsert’s latter contained.

‘Maud Baltour " she exclaim3d, below
her breath, with sparkling eyes. ‘lhis is
indeed a stroke of luck.’

Then quickly she wrote down in her
pocketbook all that Gilbert had written
about bis future travelling companions.
She did not copy any of his tender words.

*The love-making is no use,’ she thought,
with a hard smile ; and when Belle hstily
returned to her room, Lady S anmore
was standing gszing reflectively apparent-
ly at the sea.

‘Aunt,’ said Belle hastily. ‘you must
have mide a mistake ; the men downstairs
say the carrisge waiting for you “is one of
the bzst in Brighton *

‘Perhaps 1 did,’ snswered Laly Stan-
more, calmly; ‘the baione must have been
for someone else I suppose, as I see they
have got & better one there now. Iam
sorry 1 gave you the trouble of going down,
Belle. But get your hat on, my dear, or
the best of the day will be over.’

B:lle looked at her writing-case. It lay
precisely as she had leftit, and with no
suspicion in har heart that h r aunt had
read her letter, she went out to drive.

CHAPTER V.— BELLE'S DIARY.

Bz:lle went down to dinner that day with
Hugh Gilbert's letter lying on ber breast.
And the thought of thii, perhaps, mad s the
sparkle of her bright ey s brighter, ard the
bloom cn her cheek more lovely still
N:vera® least bad Lord Stanmera thought
her 8o hinds)me as when, after dinner was
over, he joined Laly Stanmore and herself
in the lounge. He hid asked them to dine
with him in the morning, but Lady Stan-
more had declined.

‘No, my dear Jack,’ she said, ‘I did not
come here to live on you, and pray do not
encourage Mrs. Wayland to do so.’

Bu: she had a plan ir ber scheming brain
which she had matared du ing her driva
with Bclle, and which she had decided
speedily to carry out, that needed tbe
assistance of S'anmore, and tbis eveniag,
;I!ere(ore. she was especiallv. gracious to

im.

Mrs. Wayland bal retired to her own
room, and the three—l.ady Stanmore,
Belle and Stanmore--were sitting on a
couch tog:ther, near the entrane of the
room when, during a pause in the music,
Lady S aamo-e suidenly beat over B _lle,
and addressed her b-other-in-Irw, who was
sitting at Belle's cide.

*J sck,’ she said, ‘I've a favor to ask you.’

*You have but to ack it,’ r:plied Stan-
more, now in his tura bending over Belle.

‘It is this, then: in bunting am)ng my
things before I left town, I foand I had lost
an old packet of letters that I do not care
tolase.’

*Love letters ?’ asked Stanmore, smiling.

‘Never you mind what sort of letters.
Atall events I don’t want 1o lose them,
and i flished upon me lik> an inspiration
to-day when I was out driving, where they
were. They are in a certain cabinet at
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‘Because—soneone mentioned her,’ re-
plied Belle, with a sudden blush.

‘She’s a very mice woman—Maud Bil-
four,” continued Lady Stanmore. ‘We
always write to each other occasionally,
and I saw her quite lataly in town, snd
now she is going or gare, to join her hus-
band, who is & M tjor in_the Army, and is
stationed at Bombay, I thmnk. But she
will be writing to m> when she gets there.’

*Did you ever see a girl with ter wkea
you met her in town? A Muss Vane ?' now
inquired Belle, with a little tremulous
break in her voice.

‘A girl? No, rever. But you are
wonderfully curious concerning Maund
Balfour, Belle! What is it all absut

‘Oh ! notbing,’ answered Belle, a1d than
sh2 bade her aunt good-night, and went
awav.

] am tir:d,’ sh3 said. But in trath she
wanted to b? alone with her letter. She
kis:ed it when she took it from her breast
snd then laid it thers again, and sit long
thinking of ker lover. oat was he do-
ing P she asked herself. It was the old,
swe:t story; the tender yearnings of a
soul partec from its mate. Belle sarcely
understood her feelings, or the strange
bond that 11y be'ween Gilbert’s hrart and
hers. But ch) felt a void that nothiag could
fill ; a loneli which d:p d and sad-
d:med her.

Lz:dy Stanmore, on the contrary, was es-
pecially bright during the next f:w days.
She had a private interview with her sister,
and after this Mrs. Wayland said nothinz

tell him ail I did, and I will. It -ill)o
hike talking to him.’ ;.
She began her diary, therefore, the da;
before they left Brighton, fore Radver's
Court. These are some ot her simple

words :—

‘We l:ave here to-morrow, so I went
to-day to the very spot where I promised
always to be trueto Hugh. But the sea
was wild and stormy, and the spray beat
on my face, instead of the sunshine, asit
did when I was with him. And I felt so
sad, so sad! He s1id a year at least, and
it seems so long to wait. Twelve long
months passing slowly sway, and never to
see his face. 1 woader if Aunt Lucy will
hear anything about him from Mrs. Bal-
four. I will write to him from Redver’s
Court; it wou'd be no uce writing from
here, as my leiters would arrive at Bombay
perhaps before he did, and might be lost,
and 1 should fret and be miserable, ard
did not get an answer at once. I did not
stay long on the sea-wall to day. I felt
co'd and miterable, and was glad to g:t
back to the Hotel. We are to dins with
Stanme to day; we seem always dining
with him.’

The next entry was datel Redver's
Court : —

“This is real’y a beautifal, old fashioned
country house.  We cam3 down yesterday,
and got here in time to dress for dinner,
and the place isTeally charming. What a
thing it 1s to be rich! Everything here is
in such perfect taste ; so quiet. so unique,
and the long corridors and lofty, magni-
ficently d d rooms, make onme feel

t the ech of going to ‘Red

Redvers Court, in the inner d g-room,
and I want to go down there for & day or
8o, if you don't obj :ct, to get them myself,
as I do not care for anyone else to see
them.’

‘Certainly love l:tters, then,’ answered
Stanmore, still ‘Of course, my dear Lucy,
you can go down to th: Comt for a few
days, or as miny days as you like, when-
ever it pleas2s you. Suppose we all go?’
he add«d, look'nz at Belle. *What do you
say, Miss Wayland? Would you like to
see an old country-house, surrounded by
trees, and damp accordingly, but pictures-
que. too, don’t you think, Lucy ?'

‘Radver) Court is a beautitul p'ace,
answered Lady Stanmore, with a balt re-
gretful sigh. -~ Sh: was rememberiog her
day there, but koew it had pissed away
from her, and she was not & woman to
grieve long over the inevitible. ‘At this
time of the year. Jack, do you remember
the splendi | colouring of the foliage of jthe
trees 7 Soms man once told me they were
quite as fine as those in Americs.’

‘I remember they ware all colours,’ ans-
swered Stanmore, who was rot thinking of
the trees in his anncestral home, but of the
rose-b'oom on the cheeks neir him.

*I should like to see them again,’ said
Lady Stanmore,

*Well, let us go down tomorrow, or the
next day, then. And while your Aunt
Lucy is hunting for her love letters, I will
show you the variegted trees, Miss Way-
land. Willyougo?’

“It is very kind of you to a:k me. Of
course, I will do what Aunt Lucy and
mother wish,’ answared Belle.

‘And I wish to go,’said Lady Stan nore.
‘There, J.ck, that is settled. But don’t
let us go till thy end of the week. The
house wouldn't be balf-aired if we did, and
there wants fires in every room at this
time of the year. Write to th3 house-
keeper, and tell her to have everythin,
realy for us on Saturday. I really fee
qnite delighted at the idea of it.’

‘But you have not asked mother y.t?'
suggested Belle.

‘Oh, I'll answer for mother,’ replied
Lady Stanmore. ‘Suppose you write to
the housekeeper now, Jack? That will
give her more time.’

“Very well,’ said Stinmore, rising laz'ly
*See what a pattern brother-in-law [ am,
Miss Wayland,’ he added, looking at Belle.
“She just twists me about her li:t'e finger,
and does what she likes with me.’

Then he leit them, snd went to write his
letter, ang a‘ter he was lfone Lydy Stan-
more spoke of bim to Belle.

‘He’s not half a bad fellow—J ack—is he,
Bal;; P she “:i’ it

‘He seems always very -mmlmd.'

*Oh ! he bas hil’ bad tegm ike the
rest of us. 1 assure you. But Jack bas
tact, and is a man of the world, and I mean
to kgcp friends with him: but I always
was.

‘Auat Lucy,’ asked Belle, after a mo-
ment's silence, her. mind reverting to the
letter on her breast, ‘do you kaow s Mrs.
Balfour P .

‘Maud Balfour? Of course Ido. She’s
an old friend of mioe ;' & school friend. She
i-'r;?mﬁng for Irdis. But why do you
a

Court.

- *Why can't she see bin here just as
well P’ she however aked Lady Stanmore,
tretfally, when first told of it.

‘Because here I cannot intercept the
correspondence with young Gilber', aund
at the Court 1 can,’ snswared Lady Stan-
more. ‘Please don'c interfere with this
affair, Linda, or I shall throw it ali up.’

*It will be very damp at Rodvers Court
st this time of the yewr, I suppose,’
grumbled Mrs. Wayland, ‘and I've rheum-
atism in one knea.’

“You will hive to put up with it in both
knees, then,’ calmly rep'ied Lady Stan-
more ; ‘for go you must.’

80 small !

‘Bu*. the gardens ! How shall I describe
them P They are beautifully kept, and the
smooth, green lawns, the trim box hedges,
and the bright, au'umnal flowers, lying
bathed in the morning sun and as 1 saw them
first today, are simply perfect. Mother did
not come down to breakfist, and thera
were only Aunt Lucy and Stanmore pre-
sent. Alter breakfast was over S
said to aunt Lucv:

*Well, Lucy, are you going to sort your
love letters this morning P’

Aunt Lucy looked at him sharply.

‘Yes, Jack,’ she answered.

‘Poor Stanmora's of course,’ continued
S , with & laugh.

In tact, Lady St e was d ined
to have her own way, and got it. And
she also became certain that Staamore's
admiration for Belle was real. She spoke
to him once, at this time, half-jokingly, of
Mrs. S:ymour, who was supposed to exer-

'8

<Of course,” said Aunt Lucy, and she -

gave a little shrug,which is a trick of hers.
«Then in that case if she will permit me,

I will take Miss Wayland into the grounds,
to show her the trees decked with their
1 variati Is that a proper

cise such a power over him, and S:
tace fl 1shed angrily.

*Why bring up that old story ?' he said.
‘] hope you bave not—’

*Not what 2 asked Lidy Stanmore, as
he paused.

“Not talked to anyono else about it
—here P’ answered Stanmore, with down
cast eyes and trowning brow. :

‘My dear Jack, 1 am discreet,” said
Lady Staumore, smiling. But she knew
who it was who her brother-in-law did not

poetical phrase, M.iss Wayland ?’

‘No, I don't thinkit 1s,’ I answered
laughing.

<[ get snubbed on a'l sides! I try to be
poetical and to look picturesque, and it's
all in vain. I fear] am of the earth, earthy.’

“You are about right there, Jack,’ eaid
Aunt Lucy, rather epitefally.

¢Ani you, my dear sister-in-law,’ an-
swerea Stanmore, ‘have no touch ot the
clay. Youare—l:t me see, what can I

itably say P—you are a denizen of the

wish to hear his name d wi'h Mrs.
Seymour’s, and d:ew her own conclusions
accordingly.

An1i before she left Brighton she ad-
dressad a letter to her iriend, Mrs. Ba!-
four, at Bombay. Itwas a mere ordina~y
gossiping letter about mutual acquaintances

and Belle Waylsnd’s name wais not men- | P

tioned in it from beinning to end.

‘I'm going to etay with my brother-m-
law—now Lorl S:anmore, you know—at
Redvers Court for somelittl s time, so when
you answer this lotter will you write to me
there. It will seem strange going to the
Churt not as its mistress, but such is life!
Do you remember your visit there? When
you return to Eagland I must a:k Jack—1
mean Stanmore—to invite you again for
the sake of old times,’ and 80 on.

Lady Stanmore next studied the Indian
mails, and knew when this letter would
reach Bombay, and when she could receive
*".The yo ill probab,

s oung man will probably write to
ber the zmnent he lands, I suppose,’ she
menta'ly calculated; ‘but she must never
receive the letter.’

She also made certiin a°rangements be-
fore she left Brighton regarding her own
letters, and any that should arrive there,
either tor Mrs. or Miss Wayland.

‘Forward them all under cover to me at
Redvr's Court,” she diracted; and she
left envelopes addressed to herself to ef-
fest her purpase. Having m! this,
she was eatisfied she had done all she could,
and left the rest to fate!

An ides had also entered Belle's mind

ing the absent Hugh Gilbert, but
hers was'a very different one.

I will keep a diary,” she had decided,
and write everything down that I door
see while he is awiy. He said I was to

world, and yet untainted by it.’

‘Don’t talk Jack,’ d
Aunt Lucy, rising. ‘Well, I am going now
to look up my old letters, and it yov two
are going out, I hope you won’s lose your-
selves under the variegated folisge, as Jack
uts it. Good-bye for the pres:nt, then.’

She nodded and went away, and a few
:iiantu later I went out into the grounis
Q S Slc ?

it was! The cobwebs wera lsﬂkﬁ? on
the grass; the light, white clouds scu ding
over the blue sky, and I thought of Hu,

at sea! Stanmore was very nice; his balf-

cﬂynicn\ way of talking rather amuses <
0

had ssen so much ot men and womik
of the world, and believes in them so little.
1, too, bave been brought up in a bad
school, I am beginniag to think. Both
mother and Aunt Lucy are so worldly, so
hard. I never felt what it was to be real
and true until I knew Hugh. Our love is
real and true, I feel. Things all seem to
be 8> different to me now. I want to_live
a better and a purer life; to have higher
aims and . And I am sure Hugh will
belp me to dothis. He is stronger I
am, and Ishall lean upon his h,
Baut I have written enough in my foolish
littls diary for today. I wonder if I shall
find anything to write about tomorrow.

(To bs continued.)

Proof Positive.

Wife (reading s letter from a distant
friend) —*How strange ! Elireda doesn't
say whether ber baby is s boy ora girL"

Husband—**But doesn't she say it is be-
.'lnw talk P”

w‘ I.Y..ﬂ

Husband—*‘Then it's a girl."—Wash-
ington Evening Times.
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