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i CHAPTER XIX.,
F A Suspicious Scene. g

“Great many people here? Yes,
Becca. I hope you are enjoying your-
self. Where have I been? Well, that’s
a long story. So you have missed me,
have you? I wonder,” almost to him-
self, “whether any one else has?”

“Lor’, yes, sir. Mrs. Brown says
The Chequers isn’t the same without
you.”

“Oh, Mrs. Brown,” remarked Cyril,
disconsolately. “Has—has Lady Nor-
ah been well, Becca?’

Becca shot a mischievous glance at
him from her black eyes.

“Lor’, yes; and so gay! I never see
a young lady so happy and light-
hearted. She’s singing and laughing
all day. And she’s been out so much
lately. All the grand folk make so
much of her, they do.”

Cyril stifled a groan. Singing and
laughing all day! And he had spent a
fortnight of mental torture. And now

take, steering Becca through the
crowd as he would have steered a
duchess, and thinking as little of her
as if she were a lay figure.

They attracted some attention. Bec-
ca was slim and pretty, and the de-
licious exercise, combined with her
pride in/being the partner of the hand-
somesi@Pmnan in the room, had set her
eyes dancing and given a warm flush
to her Gﬁrk tace.; and the spectators
were- looking on admiringly and curi-
ously. °
‘ “Who is that gentleman .dancing
with that pretty girl with the black
Lair?” asked a dowager sitting just
behind Norah.

“Oh, he”—replied the:. gentleman
she addressed, who had got Cyril's
name from Lady Ferndale, but knew
no more, and was yet anxious to ap-
pear well informed and grhtlty the
dowager’s curiosity—*“oh, that is/ Mr.
Cyril Burne, a rising artist; quite a
clsver young fellnd;.. And he is danc-
ing w.th the girl he is enziged to.
Quite a love affair of the old roman-
‘tic. kind, I assure your ladyship.”

“Inideed,” resn>nded the {dowager.
‘Well, they are well matchea, 1'n.
sure. What nice hair the girl has!
And he is—yes, really he is, very
handsome.” :

Norah heard this, and her face

he came back to find her dancing with
Guildford Berton, who seemed to be
her shadow.

He looked at that gentleman as he
bent over the chair in which Norah
was seated, and for the first time
Cyril realized how handsome a man
Guildford was. Perhaps he had been
paying her atentions all the time he,
Cyril, had been away? He had prob-
ably seen her every day at the Court,:
had ‘walked and ridden with her, had
spent hours in her society whispering
to her, as he was whispering now.
And she had been light-hearted and
gay! Had she forgotten him? he ask-
ed himself. ‘She had not looked his
way yet. Surely shé must know that
he was in the room, and could have
given him one look of recognition, of
welcome.

There can be no love where there is
no jealousy, or vice versa, and Cyril

' was scarcely himself that night, unfor-

flushed for a second, and her heart

{ached. How could he whirl round
with that vain and giddy girl while she
‘ sat waiting for him? Had she not wait-
ed for a whole fortnight? Why ' did
he not come to her and, making any
excuse he liked, take her away from
the hateful man who persisted in fol-
lowing her like a shadow, and mur-
muring in her ear?

Oh, that game of cross-purposes!
The music ceased at last, and Cyril,
driven desperate, took Becca to a seat,
and, it is to be feared, left her rather
cavalierly.

“You must give me another dance,
Pecca,” he said, not me;;ning it in the
slightest, scarcely, indeed, knowing
what he said; and, resolved to go
straight to Norah, he began to thread
his way*through the now confused and
entangling throng.

But he had not got half-a-dozen

tunately. At another time he would
have thrust aside the thoughts that
were torturing him, but he had had
a fortnight of supense and impatience;
}}e had rushed down from London
without his dinner, and was tired and
overstrained, and the merry demons
who delight in tormenting mankind
had got firm hold of him, and were
enjoying themselves amazingly.

And still he danced without a mis-

yards before Lady Ferndale met him.
She was on the arm' of a gentleman
who bought pictures and flattered
himself that he was a critic; and
good-natured Lady Ferndale, who was
always on the lookout to do some one
a go&d turn, had bethought her of in-
troducing the patron of art to Mr.
Cyril Burne.

“Oh, Mr. Burne,” she said, “let me
introduce you to Mr. Romley. You

Some Earful,

he tried his hardest to get away, and

Guildford Berton—found himself, like

by this ancient mariner, who was de-
lighted at getting some one upon

twaddle. © A ;

Cyril, listened—or, rather, did not
listen—answering in abstracted mon-
osyllables to the stream of inanity
and pompous ignorance, and edging
further and further away from his
tormentor; and he had just succeeded
in escaping when the band struck up
again, and he had the mortification of
seeings Norah going off on the arm of
a tall guardsman.

If he could have seen the look Norah
cast in his direction, he would have
been somewhat comforted and en-
couraged; if he could have guessed
with what impatient pain she was
asking herself why he avoided her,
why he preferred to dance with Bec-
ca, and talk to any old fogey, rather
than come to her, he would have
broken away from the bore who but-
tonholed him, and flown to her side;
but he did not guess what was passing
in her mind, and it seemed to him that
she was avoiding him, as it appeared
to her that he was keeping away from
her.

To those two longing, wretched
hearts the music made horrible dis-
cord, the room was stifling, the light
bewildering.

Cyril would not dance again, but
wandered round the edge of the waltz-
ers,'looking at Norah as the guards-
man deftly steered her through the
maze, and at last he found himself
outside the marquee. Two or three
men were walking up and down smok-
ing cigarettes in the darkness, which,
in comparison with the brilliance
within, seemed Cimmerian, and Cyril,
in no mood for company, kept away
from them and lit a cigarette himself.
Presently they halted near him, but
not seeing him, and he heard one of
them say:

“Yes, it looks like it. Confound the
fellow! It seems as if none of us had
any chance against him.”

“No,” assented another with a sigh.
“Not to be wondered at when you come
to think of it. He’s better looking
than any of us—yourself included,
Charlie. Women admire that kind of
man; dark, mysterious, romantic.”

“More like a confounded foreigner
than an Englishman,” grumbled the
young fellow who had  just spoken,
the son of a neighboring peer, and one
of Norah’s most devoted slaves.

“Got the hest of the running, you
gee, Charlie,” resumed the other man;
“gees her every day; and then he’s one
of the clever chaps, don’t you know.
Can talk and all that sort of thing.
Yes, he’s got all the odds-in his favor,
and I'm afraid he’ll carry off the prize.
At any rate, he’s making all the run-
ning to-night.”

“Yes, sticks to her like her shadow,”
grumbled Lord Charles. “I heard her
promise him another dance after sup-
per, and I'll be bound he takes her
in.” . v
Cyril listened half-absently. It nev-
er occurred to him that they were
talking of Norah and Guildford Ber-
ton, until suddenly he heard her name.

“Yes, Charlie, my boy,” said his
friend, “you ’may look upon yourself
as a gone coon. The divine Norah has
slipped through your fingers. Accept
my sympathy and another cigarette.
Mr. Guildford Berton will be the hap-
py man!” o g

Cyril started, and his face crimson-
ed, and then went white. These men
had put into words the doubts and tha

| dread that were haunting him and

driving him half-mad. .-
He flung his cigarette away, and

4 xr ,gmnley proequ.pd to talk pic- |
tures.at once, and poor Cyril, though

cast wistful, despairing glances to-|
ward Norah—still seated mnext Mr.|

the wedding guest, firmly buttonholed |

whom he could pour out his artistic |’

was turning to go into '/the ballroom |
| again, scarcely knowing why, when |
‘he heard a stified sob near him in the |
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“No, go away!”

With astonishment Cyril recognized
Becca South’s voice.

“Why, Becca, is that you?” he said,
gently. “What is the matter?” and
he took her by the arm, and tried to
turn her face toward a streak of
light that came from the marquee.

Becca struggled feebly, then gave
in and stood with drooping head, but
evidently battling: with her emotion.
She, too, had heard the conversation
which had so stirred Cyril, and like a
flash of lightning it had opened her
eyes and confirmed her suspicions. She
knew now for certain the reason why
Guildford Berton had avoided her of
late. It was not her he cared for, but
Lady Norah! i

With her hand pressed to her heav-
ing bosom and her lips set tight, she
struggled to keep down the bitter
tears.

“Come, Becca,” said Cyril, compas-
gionately enough, but with a trace of
impatience in his voice, for he was
dying to return to the ballroom to find
Norah, and ‘“have it out.” “Tell me
what’s the matter.”

“No, no!” she panted, averting her
head, “I—I can’t. It's nothing!”

“Young ladies don’t cry about no-
thing, not generally,” said Cyril,
cheerfully. “Come, what is it? Can
I do anything for yoﬁ?"

“No, no,” she said, his sympathy
starting her into tears again. “You
can’t do anything, no one can! I'm
s0 un—un—unhappy,” she added, with
‘a smothered sob. F

“My poor child, so are most of us!”
said Cyril, carelessly. “But perhaps I
can help you to get rid of your un-
happiness. Tell mé what it is.”

“I—I can’t! It’s no use asking me,
sir,” she *said, whimpering. “I—I
want to go home, to get away from
this place.”

“But why?’ asked Cyril. ! “Why,
Becca, you seemed the jolliest of the
jolly a little while ago.”

“So 1 was,”’ assented poor Becca.
“But I didn’t know then. Oh, it's
cruel, cruel.”

“Well, if you won't tell me, or you
don’t care to, I won'’t pester you,” said
Cyril. “There, dry your eyes, and go~
and dance, and try and forget your
trouble. It won’t grow any lighter for
crying over it,” he added, philoso-
phically. - “Here, wait until I go and
get you a glass of champagne,” he
said. “But leave off crying, or every-
body will see what you have been up
to, ‘and be wondering what such a
pretty girl has got to cry for. There,
sit down there,” and he half-pushed
her gently into one of the chairs that
had been piled up near where they
stood.

Cyril made his way in the throng
again, and went straight to the re-
freshment room. He purposely . re-
frained from looking round the mar-
quee lest he_ should see No;ah, and,
.fbgetting Becca, be forced to go up to
her.

“Give me a glass of champagne,
please,” he said to the footman in at-

 tendance, and, having got it, he weént

cutside again. - :

* Becca had ceased crying, but she
was still shaken by dry little sobs.

i . - (To be Continued.)

A VERY ATTRACTIVE AND SEA-

SONABLE STYLE.

1912—Ladies’ Dress, wéth or with-
out Strap Trimming.

This design is ideal for serge,
gabardine, duvetyn, satin, velvet, taf-
feta, corduroy and  broadcloth. The
trimming may be omitted. The collar
is new and novel. The sleeve has a
jaunty shaped cuff, finished with a
narrow turnback section. The skirt
is made with a panel, and a deep lap
tuck at the centre-front. The Pattern
is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and
44 inches bust measure. It requires
61% yards of 44-inch material for a
36-inch size. The skirt measures a
little over 3 yards at the foot.

‘A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A POPULAR AND COMFORTABLE
NEGLIGEE.

1882—Ladies’ Kimono.

Figured or plain crepe, Japanese
toweling, silk, lawn, batiste, linen and
challie are admirably adapted for this
model. The back and fronts are
joined to a yoke. The neck edge is
finished with a shawl collar. The
flowing sleeve has a facing to corres-
pond. The Pattern for this smart
style is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 38, 42, 44, 46
and 48 inches bust measure. It re-
quires 53 yards of 44-inch material
for a 38-inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps. %
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AT THE LOWEST PRICES, BUT UPON:>WHICH
: YOU CAN ABSOLUTELY RELY, AT\

LAIR'S.

: We offer:—
REAL GOOD TEA @ .. .. . .. .+ se +« 40c. Ib.
EXTRAGOODTEA @ .. .. .. .. .. ws .. 45c. Th.
SUPERIOR QUALITY TEA @ ... .. .. .. 50c Ib.

We are enabled to do this as we import these teas
"in large quantities direct from Ceylon when the mar-
_kets are at their lowest, and we give our customers all
the benefits. We have on these values quadrupled our
Retail Tea Trade during the past year, as all our cus-
tomers find our teas are the very best they can get
for the money. The above are all straight Ceylon
Teas, but we can also give you the milder Blended
Teas as packed by Messrs. Lipton, Ltd., London (and
which have always had a large sale), at 50¢. and 60c.
Ib.  The other teas previously mentioned are put up
by ourselves to suit a large portion of the Newfound-
land market which does not care for blended teas.

However, we can suit you to a T no matter what
your taste.
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SYDNEY COAL. SPECIAL PRICES :
ANTHRACITE COAL

All Sizes.

A. H. MURRAY, Beck’s Cove.

front launched a
against the Serbians in the (
River region last night, the war ¢
agnounces. The Bulgarians wery
pulsed with heavy losses.

& Always Merry-and Bright.”
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MANUFACTURED IN ENGLAND.

'BUY BRITISH COCOA.

Military Uniforms_or-- Seeret
Sociely Regalia Dry Cleaned.

_Cleaning Military Uniforms without remaning.-the- stripes
and shoulder straps, or Secret Society Realia, is one of our
specialties. S ; '
_._We do this work splendidly.
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"OFFICTAL.

LONDON, Nov. 2
The Governor, St. John's:

Bad weather. No special events
French and Italian fronts. Enc
continues to resist north of Mona
In Roumania the enemy has capt
Orsova and_advanced beyond Crai
and crossed the Danube at two poif
Six enemy destroyers approached
northern end of the Downs on Thi
day night, and fired twelve rou:
hitting one drifter and then stea
away.

3 BONAR LAV

SERBIAN OFFICIAL.
SALONIKA, Nov. 2

An official bulletin from the Serl
headquarters reads: Yesterday
brave Zouaves, co-operating with
troops, undertook a series of att:
against Hill 1050, which is of g
strategic importance. The att:

were crowned with success. We

ried the Hill by assault. It was

fended Dby picked German trof
Chausseurs of the Guard,  who
orders to hold the hill at all cd
Several enemy counter attacks
the object of retaking the lost o
tions were repulsed. The _ hill
mained in our possession definif
On _the rest of the front inclen
weather stopped operations.

BULGARIANS REPULSED.
At PARIS, Nov.
Bulgarian forces on the Macedo
counter-a

NO SUBS. REPORTED.
NEW YORK, Nov. :
Steamships arriving he t

e

from European and West Indian pi
reported they caught wireless w
ings yesterday to watch out for b
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Men’s Tweed Styli
$7.50 up.

Men’s Tweed Cap:

Men’s Linen Collar

Men’s Woollen Soc

Men’s Work Shirts
from 70c. up. -

Men’s Work Khak
$1.00 up.

Men’s Mackintosh
up.
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