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to go on herThus Belle wns o 

ana’s errand, and lelt 
іпд осе last glanoe at her writing-case. 
Hugh Gilbert’s letter was, of cooree un
seen, and Bell» never for a moment th Might 
that Lady Staomore would open 
though she might not bare been so sore 
that her aunt wool 1 not take np a let'er 
and read it, if she felt inclined to do so 

Scarcely, however, bad Belle left the 
room when Lady Stanmore did deliberate^ 
open the writing-case, which was unlocked, 
and did also deliberately read every word 
that Hugh Gilbert's letter contained.

‘Maud Balfour !’ she exclaimrd, 
her breath, with sparkling 
indeed a stroke of luck.1 

в quickly she 
book all that

hliged 
t the r

but hieand then he dropped the eubj act, 
words had not l*lleu on deaf ears.

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

‘I have something to say to you. Linda.1 
she said, as she entered Mrs. Way land’s 
room, and c’osed the dorr behind h v. ‘I 
want to know exactly haw far that afftir 
with Belle and yo ;ng Gilbert went P’

‘Well, 1 told you? answered Mrs. Wsy- 
land, frjtfu'ly. ‘They fl rted at Noithbridge, 
and he followed her here ; but 1 won’t hear 
of it ; nothing will induce me ta hear of it ; 
I would rath r tell the girl Everything.’

•Wta‘ a foolish, blnnlering woman you 
are, Lind»,’ replied Lady S aimore. sharp
ly. ‘What is the good of going on in that 
absu d way P Tell the girl everything ! 
Why, it would be an act of madness, not 
only tor the girl's sake, but for your own. 
I hav і a motive for at king yon th $ question 
that I did about Belle and young Giloeit. 
I’ve had an iotervi iw with J ack —I beg bis 
pardon—wi h Stanmore this morning, end 
1 believe now that for once you are right, 
and tha‘ he does seriously admire Belle.

‘There ! I told you so,’ exclaimed Mrs. 
Way land.

‘Bat he bad seen her out with 
Gilbert, and asked me it they were 
It was bis manner when he did this that 
made m i think he was in earnest ’

‘He bad seen her ont with young Gilbert ? 
Oh ! what a fool that girl is !'

‘‘It is your place and mine to make hir 
wise then Tais Gilbert, yon ray, h e n> 
money ?’

•Not a penny but Lis beggarly pay.’
•Oa which no lady can live. Do yon 

suppose they will write to each other ?’
‘1 should not be surprised.’
‘We must stop this correspondence then ; 

we must let Belle think he has forgotten 
her—and then ’

‘She will think of Sanmore?’ sail Mrs. 
Way land eagerly. *Oj! Lucy, try to 
manage this ; I shall be so glad to be rid 
of her.’

‘But don’t show any g'adness, for 
heaven’s sake ! Don’t run alter Stanmore 
—there, for once, I h we given him bis 
right name—or make a fuss about him. 
Treat him civilly, but coolly. I know my 
man thoroughly, and he might quickly be 
disgusted. He has too many fl itterers, 
and be knows why they flatter him ’

•You think no une hie any sense bu‘- 
yourself.’

‘I have more common sense about most 
things than yon have, at any rate. Well 
let me try to manage this in my own way, 
and my old grudge against Mrs. Seymour 
will be gratified.’

‘All right ; m onage it as you like ; but do 
manage it, it you can. Belle is a cons ant 
burden to газ.’

Lady Stanmore nodded, and shortly 
afterwards left the room, anl preceded to 
Belle's which was on the same corridor. 
She rapped, and the girl from wit uncalled, 
‘Come in.1

Lady Stanmore at one з en'ered, and at 
she did so Belle hastily put a letter she was 
reading into her writing-case, and Lady 
Stanmore noticed the flush of hit cheeks 
and the sparkle in her baz ;1 eyes

‘Balle, will you come out for a drive with 
?’ she said. -Your mother is in one of 

hir ill humoura, and it makes my head 
ache to listen to her.1

В l’e laughed a happy laugh
•Yea, I will go with you. Aunt Lacy, 

with pltasnre,’ ahe answered. ‘I suppose 
mother lost sixpense las ; n'ght at cards, 
and that baa made her cross.’

Lady Stanmore shrugged her should era.
*1 have been unfortunate in the temners 

of my near relatione,’ she said. ‘Poor 
Stanmore’s was vile, and your mother’s is 
worse. Luckily Jack has an easy-going 
temper. I think, and he ought to be thank
ful tor it. But get your hat on, my dear, 
and then come to my roam I’ll ring and 
order th з carriage.’

So Lady Stanmore went away, and after 
ahe had gone. Bille once mare drew out 
the letter she had been reading when her 
aunt had entered, and once more also read 
over its tender words.
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came her. M.t. tVayland looked with 
envy at the moss-green velvet and costly 
lace her sister wore.

‘She never grudges anything for herself,’ 
she thought, and this idea did not tend to 
make her more amiable. Bat she tried 
not to show her ill-temper, and as their 
host did his best to make himself agreeable, 
the dinner passed ofl very pleasantly. And 
Lady Stanmore noticed that h*r brother- 
in-law’s eyes c instantly Tested on the 
charming face opposite to him.

‘There is no doubt 
thought Lady Stanmore. ‘ tVell it would 
be very strange.

She was reflecting on what her s:ster had 
told her regardihg Stanmore’s supposed 
admiration for Belle, and thinking of soma 
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 frequeitly been called upon to 
assist his somewhat—in those days—grace
less younger brother.

‘But he is greatly improved,’ cogitated 
Lady Stanmore, critically examining Stan- 

ppearance. He was always good- 
looking, but his style is better than it used

This improvement—as Stanmore very 
was due to the tact that he was

m іwrote down in her 
Gilbert had writtenN Then 

pocket
about bis future travelling companions. 
She did not copy any of hie tender words.

‘The love-making is no use,1 ahe thought, 
with a hard smile ; and when Belle h utily 
returned to her room. Lady S an more 
was standing gazing reflectivtly apparent
ly at the eea.

‘Aunt,’ said Belle hastily, ‘yon must 
have made a mistake ; the men downstairs 
say the carriage waiting for you "is one of 
the host in Brighton 1

'Perhaps 1 did,’ answered Lady Stan
more, calmly ; ‘the bad one mast have been 
for someone else I suppose, as I see they 
have got a better one there now. I am 
sorry I gave you the trouble ol going down, 
Belle. But get your hat on, my dear, or 
the beat of the day will be over.’

Bille looked at her writing-case. It lay 
precisely as she had left it, and with no 
suspicion in her heart that h r aunt had 
read her letter, she went out to drive.
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IT PUNIS THE FEET OF THE YOUNG ON THE LURE 
BOCK OF HEALTH

і
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fathers and mothers have sent in thankful 
and grateful letters testifying in unmis
takable language that their children were 
saved from disease by Paine’s Celery Com
pound. Many cases are cn record of 
young people snatch id from the grave, 
whom the physicians had given up as in
curable. y^’

Dr. Phelps upon whom colleges con
ferred their highest honors for his deep end 
valuable investigations in medicine, knew 
from ripe experience that his wondeifal 
prescription Paine’s Celery Compound was 
just suited for the nieds of all little euf-

Now is the time to build up 
ones in health, so that they will 
bear up against the hot weather when it 
comes. To accomplish this desirable and 
nccîsssry work, Paine’s Celery Compound 
is the only safe, sure and certain agent.

Ie is now an established fact that the 
who are ailing 

weakened condi-
majority of boys and girls 
and sickly, suffer from a 
tion of the nervous system.

It should be remembered, that a boy’s 
or girl’s nervous system is exceedingly de
licate, sensitive, and very easily deranged. 
When the young people are nervous, irrit
able, do not sleep well, have headache, 
variable appetites ssllowness, of skin, and 
eruptions on face, be assured the blood is 
disord -red and the nervous force weak.

When your children show signi of any 
of the above-m ntioned troubles, give them 
Paine’s Celery Compounl, as there is no 
other medicine so well adapted for their 
peculiar ailments. It will soon banish 
every symptom of disease, give natural 
appetite*, sweet ele )p and clear, healthy 
complexions.

From every part of our Dominion,
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in Which they decide Belle', lat are. Lady Sian- 
more reads a letter irom Gilbert to Belle and Uys 
her pi .ns accordingly. She decides to Intercept the 
letters bet*» sen the lovers. Lord Stanmore be- 
comes deeply Interested in Belle and Invites his 
slater in-law, Mrs. Waylano and Belle to spend a 
lew weeks at his country residence. 4

СВШН Belle begins a dairy in order that 
she may send an account ol each d*y to her absent
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I Lady S.anmore wav as good as her worJ, 
or, rather, her 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,1 said Lady Stanmore, leaning back 
in an easy chair before the fire, and holding 
oat her s nail feet to і s warmth.

‘Well, of course, just what I wrote about 
that absurd girl Belle,’ answered Mrs. 
Wayland.

‘It’s neither absurd nor unnatural to 
have a lover at her age,’ replied Lady Stan
more. coolly ; ‘it’s what was sure to Lapp in.’

•But you know in her case she can atford 
to indulge in no each tolly, and I as good 
as told hersa,’ sail Mrs. Wayland sharply.

‘Toen it was extremely foolish of you to 
do so ; 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 
extreme discomforts of poverty—sympath
etically of course—and then have tried the 
effic1 of another lover.’

Lady Stanmore laughed as she sail the 
last words, and showed her small wbi e 
false teeth. She was a much better bok 
ing woman than Mrs. Wayland, whatever, 
the other might think, 
younger, tor one thing, and she had not 
Mrs. Way land's dissatisfied expression. 
She also w are a wig, but it was quite un- 
discoverabl -, and some ot htr most inti
mate friends denied i s existence.

‘She has got another lw.r th- n, I be
lieve.’ said Mrs. Wayland. in reply to her 
sister’s advice ; ‘your hrather-in-law S an- 
more evidently admires her ; I am certain 
of it.’

ot her beauty.1
the little 

be able to
CHAPTER V.— BELLES DIARY.I

Belle went down to dinner that day with 
Hugh Gilbert’s letter lying on her breast. 
And the thought of thii, perhaps, mad i the 
sparkle ot her bright ey e brighter, and the 
bloom cn her cheek more lovely still 
Ntvsr a' liait had Lord Stanmere thought 
her so hands ame as when, after dinner was 
over, he joined Lady Stanmore and herself 
in the lounge. He had 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.’

Bul she had a plan ir her scheming brain 
her drive 

decided

cajfc*/ on 
us. If іtell him all I did, and I will. It will be 

like talking to him.’ **V
She began her diary, therefore, the day 

before they left Brighton, fore Redver’s 
Court. These are some ot her simple 
words

«We leave here to-morrow, so I went 
to-day to the very spot where I promised 
always to be true to Hugh. Bat the sea 
was wild and stormy, and the spray beat 
on my face, instead ot the sunshine, as it 
did when I was with him. And I felt so 
sad, so sad ! He said a year at least, and 
it seems so long to wait. Twelve long 
months passing slowly a way, and never to 
see his face. I wonder if Aunt Lucy will 

him from Mrs. Bal
te him from Redyer’s 

Court; it wou’d be no ше writing from 
here, as my letters would arrive at Bombay 
perhaps before he did, and might be lost, 
and I should fret and be miserable, and 
did not get an answer at once. I did not 
stay long on the aea-wall to day. I felt 
cold and miterable, and was glad to g it 
back to the Hotel. We are to dine with 
Sue m aie to day ; we seem always dining 
with him.’

The next entry was dated Redver’a 
Court

‘This ie real'y a beautiful, old fashioned 
country house. We cams down yesterday, 
and got here in time to dreas for dinner, 
and the place іітеаііу charming. What a 
thing it is to be rich ! Everything here is 

perfect taste ; so quiet, so un'que, 
and the long corridors and lofty, magni
ficently decorated rooms, make one feel 
so small !

•Bui the gardens ! How shall I describe 
them P They are beautifully kept, and the 
smooth, green lawns, the trim box hedges, 
and the bright, autumnal flawers, lying 
bathed in the morning sun and as 1 saw them 
first today, are simply perfect. Mother did 

down to breakfast, and there

‘Became—someone mentioned her,1 re
plied Belle, with я sudden blush.

‘She’s a very nice woman—Mand Bal
four,1 continued Lady Stanmore. ‘We 
always write to each other occasionally, 
and I saw her quite lstily in town, and 
now she is going or g зве, to join her hus
band, who is a M ijor in the Army, and is 
stationed at Bombay, I think. Bat ahe 
will be writing to тз when ahe gets there.1

•Did you ever see a girl with her when 
you met her in town ? A Miss Vane P’ now 
inquired Belle, with a little tremulous 
bre ak in her voice.

‘A giil? No, never. But you are 
wonderfully curions concerning Mand 
Balfour, Belle ! What is it all abaut ?’

‘Oh ! nothing,1 answered Belle, aid than 
sh з bade her aunt good-night, and went

*1 am tir:d,’ sin said. But in truth she 
wanted to Ьз alone with her letter. She 
kisred it when she took it from her breast 
and then laid it there again, and sat long 
thinking of her lover. Woat was he do
ing ? she a iked herself. It was the old, 
ewe it story ; the ttnder yearnings ot a 
soul parted from its mate. Belle scarcely 
understood her feelings, or the strange 
bond that 1 ly between Gilbert’s hr art and 
hers. But sh i felt a void that nolhi ig could 
fill ; a loneliness which d .-pressed and 
dined her.

Lsdy Stanmore. on the contrary, was es
pecially bright during the next Lw days. 
She had a private interview with her sister, 
and after this Mrs. Wayland eaid nothing 
againet the scheme of going to Redvers

•Why can’t she see him here just as 
well?’ she however a-ked Lady Stanmore, 
fretfully, when first told ot it.

‘Because here I cannot intercept 
correspondence with young Gilber', i 
at the Court 1 can.’ ana wired Lady Stan
more. ‘Please don’t interfere with this 
affair, Lmda. or I shall throw it all op.’

‘It will be very damp at Redvers Court 
at this time ot the jeor, I suppose,’ 
grumbled Mrs. Wayland, ‘and I’ve rheum
atism in one knee.’

‘You will h ive to put up with it in both 
knees, then,1 calmly rtpaed Lady Stan
more ; ‘for go you must.’

In fact. Lady Stanmore was determined 
to have her own way, and got it. And 
ahe also became certain that Stanmore’s 
admiration for Belle was real. She spoke 
to him once, at this time, half-jakingly, of 
Mrs. S iymour, who was supposed to exer
cise such a power over him, and Sranmore’a 
face fl ashed angrily.

‘Why brirg up that old story ?’ he said. 
‘I hope you have not—’

‘Not what ?’ asked Lady Stanmore, as 
he paused.

‘Not talked to anyone else about it 
—here P'answered Stanmore, with down 
cast eyes and frowning brow.

•My dear Jack, 1 am discreet,’ eaid 
Lady Stanmore, smiling. Bat she k 
who it was who her brother-in-law did
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now relieved fr am all monetary cares, and 
in a more assured p asition in life. Form
erly he had always spent more money than 
he bad to spend and it had not been 
pleasant to him, the lectures Ьз had re
ceived on this snfcj ict both from his brother 
and his wife. Bat still lady S’anmore bad 
always kept on good terms with him. She 
had only thought it her duty sometimes to 
point out the error of his ways to h m, aid 
“J ick” had not liked it.

But nov, of course, 
changed. “Ja k” was the 
house, and many things that had formerly 
been in Lady Stanmore’s possession were 
now і i Lis. * Redvers Court, whe e she had 
entertained for ye ira, was one of the heir
looms of the new It rd. It she wtn*: then 
now it would be as her brother-in-law’s 
guest, but all the same. Lady Stanmore 
had no intention of giving up going there, 
if she could help it.

She therefore smiled on ‘Ja k’ and was 
very gracious to him, and S aamore re
sponded cordia’ly.

‘You will always be‘Jack’ to me, jou 
know,’ she laid ; ‘the handsome, wild‘Jack’ 
whom I used sometimes to scol I.’

‘You were very good tome,’ answered 
Stanmore, smiling also ; “bat though I 
don’t obj set to be called handsome in the 
present company, I do to be called wild,’ 
and he looked at Belle as he spoke.

‘The quiet, sedate Javk then, if you like 
it better,’ sa:d Lady Stanmore with a litth 
laugh. ‘B ;lle, do } oa think he looks as it 
h ; had evar been sedate or q iiet P’

‘What a question, Aunt Lu y,’ replied 
Belle, an 1 a merry gleam stole mlo her 
bright hsz *1 eyes.

‘I never heard
rate,’ said Mrs. Wayland, who genera’ly 
contrived to say the wrong thing.

‘Think vou for defending my character. It was from Hugh Giloert, and was 
Mrs Wayland,’ answerjd Stanmore, who written on thi eve of his embarking for 
q lhe understool Mrs. Wayland. India. ,

A "am Lady Staomore laughed. “My own dearest Belle, the girl read,
•Poor Linda bai no tact,’ she thought ; with quickened breath, “we start tonight, 

•just as if Jack believed her stupid flattery.’ but 1 must write a few lines to you once 
Stanmore certainly did not; but alt the more to siy good-bye. But I will not 

sain і it was his roll at the p-eseat mm nt again ask you not to forget me, for 1 be- 
to be civil to Mrs. Wayland for the sake htve that you will not. My own heart tells 
of Belle. And fo the sake of B :11e also me that yours is true. It seems to me as 
hi was particularly civb to bis sister-in-law. it I were near you at this moment ; as if 
And Lady I Stan more’s shrewd eyes quick- your dear hand were still clasped 11 mine, 
ly understood his motive. She understood “I am goirg out with some 
it better, too, after an interview he had know. Strange, today I met by 
with her on the following morning, for in one of the streets here, the Colonel s 
when breakfast was over, he proposed that daughter, Miss \ aoe. She c une to bnj- 
they should go out for a walk together. land shortly after I did to see an old aunt, 

•I want a chat with you. Lacy, about who was supposed to be dying, and also 
family all sire,’ he eaid, and Lady St anmare known to be rich ! Her j aurney, I am told, 
went With him willingly. bas not been in v.m as she has mhe ited

He certainly began talking about family the whole ot h?r a rat e fortune. Now she 
aff i s,’ and business with their lawyers, is going to return to her father at Bombay. 
e‘c., bat presently his min 1 veered to a She is in charge of Major Balfour s wife, 
more pleasant theme. who also has Ьзеп on a visit to her rela-

•By the by, Lucy,1 he said, ‘your nece tions in England. I bad lunch with them 
is a remarkably pretty girl.’ today, and it ssems that Mrs. Balfour is а

•Yes, fhi is pretty.’ replied Lady Stan- Inend of your aunt, Lady Stanmore. They 
more, but by no meins enthnsiaitically ; wera schoolfellows, I believe. Mrs. Bol- 
fh) was too clever to show any enthniarm four is a nici woman, and Miss Vane a 
on the subject to Stanmore. bright JJice girl. But enough of “7 travel-

•But I should think a bit sclt-willed.1 mg companions How oiten shall I think 
‘All women worth anything are a bit self- °i You oa the dreary wav . If I were only 

willed,’ .D,wered St nmore. I h.H year homew.rd baled lü.te.d of outw»-d bound 
patient G iseldas ; they аг і all humbugs ar how differently I should feel As it h, a 
і rub. No, I think Мій Waylmd e gr.at »idne« орргеиеі me. Oh! my 
charming girl.’ ""eet Belle, it 1» .o hard to go away Irom

‘Sue’s an improvement on her mother you. But believe me always faithlnlly and 
certainly.1 d .votedly yours, Hugh Gilbert.11

‘My dear Lucy, forgive me for saying Belle was still lingering over her lover’s 
so, but I detest your ei te.V pari ng words, when Lady Stanmore sgtin

‘My dear Jack, I quite agree with yon,’ hastily reent red the room, giving Belle 
said Lady Stanmore, laughing. scarcely time once more to cemetener let

‘How she could have each a daughter I ter in her wri ing case, 
cannot understand,1 went on Stanmore. ‘Belle, my dear,1 sai 1 Lady Stanmore, 
‘Belle is not the least like her.1 ‘I see from my window, they have fetched

‘No, I see na likeness, ortainly.1 ns the most humble carriage with a
•Has this young lady any lovers, then, wretch id horse. Will you go down by the 

Lacy P’ continu id Stanmore, with a alight lift an 1 tell them I won’t have it, and they 
hesitation in his voice, which Lady Stan- must send the man away, and get a more 
more instantly noticed. *1 saw her sitting dec nt turn-out altogether. Go at one з, 
on the seawall one day with a young man ; my dear, for I bate waiting when I’m 
I think she told me they called him Gil- dreeeel to go ont. I’ll stay here till you 
bert.’ return, as I’ve locked my door and don’t

‘Gilbert1 repeated Lady Stanmore, as if care to be at the trouble of opening it 
she were trying to remember the name, again.1

•Oh, it might be young Gilbert, the Belle hesitated a moment ; she was think- 
Vicer of Northbridge’s son; he is in the ing of her letter.
Ariny, I th:nk, and he and Belle are old ‘Yon wiil have time to put on yonr hit 
acquaintances, but I never heard of any when you come back,1 continued Lady 
lova making between them. But a girl Stanmore ; ‘it will take a_ few minutes for 
lie Belle is sure to have lovers I suppose.1 them to chsnge the csrriage. Now go as 

•Yes,1 answered Lord Stanmore slowly, fast as you can, dear.1

I which she had matured du ing 1 
with Bdle, and which she had 
speedily to carry out, that needed the 
assistance of S'anmore, and tbii evening, 
therefore, she was especially gracioui to He mb 
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room, and the three—Lady Stanmore, 
Belle and Stanmore—were sitting on a 
couch togither, near the entrance of the 
room when, daring a pause in the music, 
Lady S aamo-e su Idenly beat over В Діє, 
and addressed hir b*other-in-lrjr, who was 
sitting at Belle's tide.

‘J ick,’ she said, ‘I’ve a favor to ask you.1
‘You have but to atk it,1 r.plied Stan- 

nore, now in his turn bending ovar Belle.
‘It is tbis, then : in hunting am rag my 

things before I left town, I found l had lost 
an old packet of letters that I do not care 
to 1 зве ’

HI
everything was 
is head of the

She was s ame years

v
sad-•Love letters ?'asked Stanmore, smiling.

‘Never you mind what sort ot letters. 
At all events I don’t want 1o lose them, 
and і fl ished upon me lik° an inspiration 
to-day when I was out driving, where they 

They are in a certain cabinet at 
Redvers Court, in the inner drawing-room, 
and I want to go down there for a day or 
so, if you don’t obj act, to get them myself, 
as I do not care for anyone else to see 
them.’

‘Certainly love letters, then,’ answered 
Stanmore, still ‘Of course, my dear Lucy, 
you can go down to thi Couit far a few 
days, or as m iny days, as you like, when
ever it pleas38 you. Suppose we all go?’ 
he add?d, look-nj at Belle. ‘What do you 
sav. Miss WaylandP Would jou like to 
see an old country-house, surrounded by 
trees, and damp accordingly, but pictures
que. too, don’t you think, Lucy ?’

-Ridven Court is a beautiful 
answered Lady Stanmore, with a halt re
gretful sigh. Sha was remembering htr 
day there, but koew it had passed away 
Irom her, and she was not a woman to 
grieve long over the inevit ible. 
time of the year. Jack, do you remember 
the splendi 1 colouring ot the foliage of {the 
trees ? Some man once told me they were 
quite as fine as those in America.’

‘I remember they ware all colours,’ ans- 
swered Stanmore, who wan cot thinking of 
the trees in his annceatral home, but ot the 
rose-b’oam on the cheeks near him.

‘I should like to see them again,1 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 yon the varieg ited trees, Miss Way- 
land. Will you go P’

‘It is very kind ol yon to a& me. Of 
course, I will do wbat Aunt Lucy and 
mother wish,’ answered Belle.

‘And I wish to go,’said Lady Stan 
‘There, J.ck, that is settled. But don’t 
let us go till th і end of the week. The 
house wouldn’t be half-aired if we did, and 
there wants fires in every room at this 
time of the year. Write to thi house
keeper, and tell her to have everything 
ready for us on Saturday. I really feel 
qiite delighted at the idea of it.’

‘But you have not asked mother y.t P’ 
suggested Belle.

‘Oh. I’ll answer for mother,’ replied 
Lady Stsnmore. ‘Suppose you write to 
the housekeeper now, Jack? That will 
give her more time.1

‘Very well,’ said St mmore, rising lax ly 
‘See what a pattern brother-in-law I am, 
Bliss Wayland,1 he added, looking at Belle. 
*Sbe just twists me about her li.t'.e finger, 
and does what she likes with me .1

Then he leit them, and went to write his 
letter, and a'ter he was gone Lady Stan
more spoke of him to Belle.

‘He’s not half a bad fellow—Jack—is he, 
Belle P’ she said.

‘He seems always very good tempered
'Oh ! be has his bad tempers like the 

rest of us. 1 assure you. Bat Jack has 
tact, and is a man pf the world, and I mean 
to keep friends with him : but I always 
was.’

‘Aunt Lucy,1 asked Belle, after a mo
ment’s silence, her. mind reverting to the 
letter on her breast, 'do yon know a Mrs. 
Balfour P*

‘Maud Balfour P Of course I do. She’s 
an old friend of mine ;* a school friend. She 
isjoafrsta-ting for India. Bat why do you

‘Jack! exclaimed Mrs. S an more, in- 
crrdulously. -Not he. He may admire 
htr ; no doubt he does, for she is a re
markably pretty girl, and J ick, ai a rule, 
admires all pretty women But he’s not a 
marrying man.’

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

‘No. that woman S;ymou* has him too 
firmly in her leading strings.’

1 What ! does t h it в ff ііг still go on then ?’
’Just the sime, I believe ; and ot one 

thing you may be certain, if Mrs. Sejmour 
affected to be devottd 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 handsome.’
‘Oh, у is ; but the w*y she treats poo: 

Fred Seymour is disgraceful Toey say 
his fitli t spoke to him shout her.’

‘lie’ a kind ot halt-wit, isn't he?’
“He has exictly the proper amount ol 

wit to be the husband of such a woman as 
she is. I detest Mrs. Seymour.’

‘You are qiite spiteful about her, Lucy,’ 
said Mrs. Waylani, with a disagreeable 
little laugh.

‘Perhaps I am,’ replied Lady Stanmore, 
calmly. ‘Poor Stanmore is gone, but she 
actually tried to make lave to him, as well 
as to Jack. And it is a remarkable 
feminine peculiarity that though one may 
not be in iove a bin with one’s husband’s, 
one can yet be jealous or him ’

‘That’s true,’ answered Mrs. Wayland, 
grirn'y nodding her head.

‘Quite true, anl if I coull do a bad turn 
to Mrs. Seymour even n aw, I would gladly 
do it. She would be just mad it she thought 
Jack was thmk'nj seriously of you • Belle ; 
but I don’t believe it.”
H'Wait till you see them together ; he has 
eyes tor no one else.’

‘Well, I shall see.”
9 Just at this moment Lady Stanmore’s 
maid knocked at the door, and brought in
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were only Aunt Lucy and Stanmore pre
sent. Alter breakfast was over Stanmore 
said to aunt Luev :

‘Well, Lucjr, are you going 
love letters this morning P’

Aunt Lucy looked at him sharply.
‘Yes, Jack,1 she answered.
‘Poor Stanmore’s of course,1 continued 

Stanmore, with a laugh.
‘Of course,1 said Aunt 

gave a little shrug,which is a trick of hers.
‘Then iri" that case if she will permit me, 

I will take Miss Wayland into the grounds, 
to show her the trees decked with their 
autumnal variations. Is that a proper 
poetical phrase. Miss Wayland P’

‘No, I don’t think it is.’ I 
laughing.

•I get snubbed on all sides ! I try to be 
poetical and to look picturesque, and it’s 
all in vain. I fear I am of the earth, earthjr.1

•Yon are about right there, Jack,’ eaid 
Aunt Lucy, rather spitefully.

‘Anі you, my dear sister-in-law,1 an- 
swereu Stanmore. ‘have no touch ot the 
clay. You are—1st me see, what can I 
suitably say P—you are a de 
world, and yet untainted by it.1

‘Don’t talk nonsense, Jack,* retorted 
Aunt Lucy, rising. ‘Well, I am going now 
to look up my old letters, and it yon two 
are going ont, I hope you won’t lose your
selves under the variegated foliage, as Jack 
pate it. Good-bje tor the pres.mt, then.1

She nodded and went away, and a few 
minutes later I went out into the grounds 
with Stanmore. What a glorious morning 
it was ! The cobwebs were sparkling on 
the grass ; the light, white clouds scudding 
over the bine sky, and I thought of Hugh 
at sea ! Stanmore was very nice ; his half- 
cynical Way of talking rather amuses 
He had seen so much ot men and womtib 
of the world, and believes in them so little. 
I, too, have been brought np in a bad 
school, I am beginning to think. Both 
mother and Aunt Lucy are so worldly, so 
hard. 1 never felt what it was to be real 
and true until I knew Hugh. Oar love is 
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&,tawish to hear his name mentioned wi h Mrs. 
Seymour’s, and d ev her own conclusions 
accordingly.

And before she left Brighton she ad
dressed a letter to her friend, Mrs. Bal
four, at Bombay. It was a mere ordina-y 
gossiping letter about mutual acquaintances 
and Belle Wayland’s name woe not men
tioned in it from beginning to end.

‘I’m going to stay with my brother-m- 
law—now Lori S.anmore, you know—at 
Reivers Court for some litth time, so when 
you answer this letter will you write to ms 
there. It will seem strange going to the 
Chart not as its mistress, but such is life 1 
Do you remember your visit there P When 
you return to Eiglsnd I must aJt Jock—1 
mean Stsnmore— to invite you again for 
the sake of old times,1 and so on.

Lady Stanmore next studied the Indian 
mails, and knew when this letter would 
reach Bambay, and when she could receive 
an answer.

‘The young min will probably write to 
her the moment he lande, I suppose,’ she 
menta’ly calculated ; ‘but she must never 
receive the letter.1

She also made certain 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 
Redvir’s Court,” she directed; and she 
left envelopes addressed to herself to of
fert her pu'pose. Having managed tins, 
she was satisfied she had done all she could, 
and left the rest to fate !

An idea had also entered Belle’s mind 
regarding the absent Hugh Gilbert, but 
hers was a very different

•I will keep a diary,1 she had decided, 
and write everything down that I do or 
see while he is away. Ho said I was to
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її V ‘One of the waiters gave me this, my 
lady,’ she said ; 'It is from Lord Stanmore.’j < Lady Staomore gave an amu led glance 
a* her sister, as she opened the note.
‘You need not wait ; come when I ring,1 
she said to the maid gets the 

sirgs am4‘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. Ferhsps you are ri »ht, aid he 
really may admiie Belle.1

•I am sure he does, and you can aid it, 
Lucy, if you choose.1

‘I would do anjrthing to spi e the Seymour. 
Bnt come, Linda, we have talked long 
enough, and I want to lie down for an 
hour before dining, as I looked fagged, and 
I hate to do that.’

•A hint for me to go, I suppose P’
‘No hint, but plain speaking, which is 

best between near relations. 1 will send a 
message to Jack that we will dine with him 
as I suppose you have no idea of refusing ?'

‘No, certainly not >for the present good
bye th?n ; I hope your nap will ІгзвЬеп up 
your appearance.’

Mrs. Wayland accordingly took her 
her sister reflected languidly as
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real and true, I feel. Things 
be sa different to me now. l 
a better and a purer life ; to have higher 
aims and hopes. And I am sure Hugh will 
help me to oo this. He is stronger than I 

and I shall lean upon his strength. 
But I have written enough in my foolish 
little diary for today. I wonder if I shall 
find anything to write about tomorrow.

(To be continued.)

Proof Positive.
Wife (reading a letter from a distant 

friend)—“How strange ! Elfreda doesn’t 
say whether her baby is a boy or а вігі."

Husband—“But doesn't she say it is be
ginning to talk P”

Wife—“Yes.11
Husband—“Then it’s a girl.”—Wash- ' 

ington Evening Times.

All hu 
tion, is 1 
and the

leave, and 
she went— itns a

one. seed by 
prospers 
frith. I

'How disagreeable Linda al vays is ; I do 
not wonder that they say poor Wayland 
hated her.1

Mrs. Wayland, on her part, was at the
the char 
Bishop J
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