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TRUE LOVE'S PASSION.

CHAIjTER VIII.
A Strange Welcome. -

“Certainly I will not,” Cyril said.
“Rut I think you rather underestimatea
it, if you’ll allow me to say so.”

Guildford Berton shook his head
with a peculiar smilé. “It was no-
thing,” he said. “Good-night.”

He stood at the gate ‘in the wall
watching .Cyril’s strong, lithe figure
striding away down the lane; then,
bolting the gate securely, returned to
the house, and stood in front of the
chatr Cyril had sat in, and looked at
it as if its late occupant were still
there.

“Poor and proud,” he muttered, “and
handsome as the devil. Just the sort
of map to take a girl’s fancy. Hum!
I don’t think you like me, Mr. Cyril
Burne, and I—" he paused, and his
lips parted slightly, showing his small
teeth in a thin, white lne, “and I hate
you: You may go your way and not
interfere, but if you should cross my
path and become a nuisance——" He
stopped again, nnd, after regarding
the empty chair with a’ sinister smile
for another moment or two, he- took
up the.lamp and the ‘water jug, and
went into the rogm in which Cyril had
found him. :

Setting the lamp down upon the ta-
bie, he.carefully locked the door and
fadtened the window-shutters. Then
he took a large handkerchief from his
vocket, and, pouring some water on it
from a jug, tied it over his mouth.
Then he unlocked the cupboard door,
and, taking down two bottles and a
test glass, carefully - poured into the
latter an equal portion of each of the
liquids contained in the bottles.

Lastly he got the small phial, and,
first holding out his hand at arm’s
length,” to see if it was steady, most
carefully and slowly allowed a few
drops to fall into the mixture.

‘Whatever this last chemical might
have been, it worked an extraordinary
change in the compound to which it
had been added, for it hissed as hot
iron hisses in the smith’s trough, and
the color of the mixture changed from
dull gray to bright crimson, then to a
vivid green, and lastly lost all color
and became like water.

But at this. point of its transforma-
tion a faint, but penetrating odor arose

from it, so penetrating, indeed, that it
appeared to make its way through the
wet handkerchief, and Guildford Ber-
ton’s pale face went deathly white,
and he swayed to and fro slightly.

With a muffled exclamation of satis-
faction, he skillfully poured the col-
orless liquid he had concocted into an
empty phial, and, having tightly cork-
ed it, removed the handkerchief from
Lis face. Then he covered the cork
with sealing wax,- and, bplacing the
small phial in a padded pocket inside
his waistcoat, sank back in the chair
and smiled as one smiles who, after
infinite toil and trouble, has reached a
long-desired success.

CHAPTER IX.
The New Companion.

THAT evening, about an hour before
dinuner, Norah was in her own room,
reading a volume of Mrs. Browning’s
poems, which she had found in the lib-
rary; that is to say, she read for a
few minutes, then her eyes ' strayed
from the book and wandered over the
view, and her thoughts wandered alsc.

Norah had read a great deal, for ‘her
life had lacked companionship, and
most of her amusements had been soli-
tary ones; 4but, though love had gen-
erally been the theme of the novel or
the poem, it had always been a mys-
tery to her.

In all her short life she had never
met the one man whose voice had
power to raise the strange echo in the
heart which proclaims tlie birth of
love. She hagl, for instance,
fallen in love with the curate or the

never

young doctor, as some girls, for want
of a better object, occasionally do; she
had not only not fallen in love with
them, but she had not given a thought
tc them after they had left her pre-
sence.

But to-night, as she sat by the open
window, she found that though Mrs.

rowning was delightful, to recall the
face a_nd words of the young artist
was more delightful still.

She felt sure that it was he whom
she had heard on the terrace, and she
wondered why she had not plucked up
courage and asked him.

How frankly he had spoken! not
mincing his words and smilink the
conventional smile which most young
men consider it necessary to assume
when they address members of the
other sex; and how straight and
steady was the look of his handsome,
expressive eyes! She wondered whe-
ther the earl would make inquiries as
he had said, and, if so, whether thsy
would result in Cyril Burne’s being
as,ket} to dinner; at the thought, the

Appearances Are Sometimes Misleading.
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| tancy picture of his being seated, say, | -
pext to her, or opposite her, Norah's |

face grew warmly colored and her
eéyes drooped; but she did not pause
to agk herself why the mere prospect
of eating her dinner in the company
of the young man = with the manly
vuice and straightforward eyes should
be so pleasant to her./ '
It never occurred to her that if not
already in love with Cyril Burne, the
subtle' poison had entered her being;
the enemy was already parleying at
ihe gate of her heart.

She was aroused both ‘fromA Mrs.
Browning and her own thoughts by a
knock at the door and the entrance
of Harman, \

L beg your ladyship’s pardon,” she
said, glancing at the open book; “I'm
afraid I've disturbed you, my lady;
but I've brought Becca.”

Norah gave a little start. She had
been 8o absorbed reading and thinking
that she had forgotten all about Re-
| becca South.

“That is right,” she said; “where is
she?”

“QOutside, my lady,” replied Har-
man, and she opened the door and
beckoned Becca in.

The girl entered, and stood e'ying
Norah with the expression of half de-
fiance, half curiosity, which had sc
imapressed Cyril, then her black eyes
dropped before Norah’s kindly regard.

The girl looked prettier at close
quarters, Norah thought, than at a dis-
tance, and she smiled at Harman wlt}.:
a little nod of satisfaction.

+ “I am glad you have come, Rebecca
—or Becca, as I should like to call
you,” said Norah.

Becca stood motionless, fingering
the lace edging on her dress.

“Curtsey and say ‘Thank you, my
lady,’ ” retorted Harman, in an under-
tone. .

Becca made a very slight curtsey,
and murmured something that sound-
ed like the words suggested.

“Will you come and sit down here?”
said Norah, rather amused at the girl’s
half-shy, half-fierce manner. She was
like some beautiful, scarcely tamed
young animal, who fears a blow, and
is prepared to retort with a kick or a
bite.

Becca crossed the room and seated
herself on the low ottoman near
Norah’s chair, and Norah, thinking
that they would probably come to an
understanding much sooner if the
aunt were not present, said:

“Leave Becca and me to have a little
talk, Harman, will you?”

“Yes, my lady,” said Harman, and
she went out, but paused at the door,
tc cast a warning glance toward her
young niece,

“You know why I asked you to come
and see me, Becca?” said Norah.

The girl was silent a mmoment, then

at Norah.

“Aunt told me that you wanted to
take me into service,” she said.

The voice matched the eyes in the
matter of expression, and Norak,
taninking she detected a touch of sul-
lenness in it, said:

“I wanted you to come and help
your aunt in various ways, but .my
idea was rather that you should come
to the Court and keep me company
sometimes.”

Becca looked at her steadily for a
moment,

“I should like that,” she said, al-
most to herself; “but it sounds fun-
ny,” she added, with a candor which
amused Norah. ‘
“Does it?” she asked. “Why?”
“Why should you, a lady, want such
as me to keep you company?’ said
Becca. _ :
“Because, although I am a lady, as
you say, I am very lonely,” said
Norah, in her sweet, frank voice, “and
‘I want to have some one I can speak
to, and who will talk to me about—
well, anything that interests her.”
“Is that all—my lady?” asked Becca,
adding the “my lady” as an after-
thought. y 3

Norah laughed at the naivete of the
question, ;
“Well, I'm afraid that would be scarc-
ly employment enough, unless wa
chattered all day; but I thought you

That is a very pretty one you have

| 86t on; who made that?” A5
“I did,” replied Becca, looking down | §

at it and smoothing it with her hand.
“You must be very clever,” said

Norah. “I am afraid I could not make

SRS

dress to save my life. I have

she raised her black eyes and looked .

way.. Broft

could help make some of my. dresses. |

QGUESS IT'S BECAUSE | TAKE ABBEY'S

EFFERVESCENT SALT EVERY MORNING !

‘I was never so well in my lifeas I
have been since taking a morning glass
of Abbey’s Effervescent Salt. It keeps
me in perfect health ** i

Abbey’s Effervescent Saltina h.lml?le_r
of warm water every morning will just
about make a fiew person out of .z‘nyone
troubled with constipation, torpid liver,

- indigestion, sour stomach, acid urine or

sick headaches. - -
¥or over a guarter of a century a
household remedy throughout Canada.
IF YOU'RE A BIT NERVOUS, or
run-down, take Abbey’s Vita Tablets—
50c. a box.

For sick headaches, pain after 1J
eating, snd chronic constipation

All Druggists and Dealers.

nied a hat and a bonnet, but they were
not very great successes.”

“It’s easy enough,” remarked Becca;
“I could make that dress you have got
on.”

Norah smiled.

—

antic REDUCTION!

“I think you could; you have made

your-own so prettily,” she said, “But
I don’t want you to be always at
needlework. “Are you fond of read-
ing?”

“Yes,” replied Becca, nodding.

“Well, thén, you could read to me
sometimes, or I could read to you
while you are working.”

“That would be nice,” said Becca,
looking out of the corners of her eyes
thoughtfully. “And am I to live here,
sleep here, at the Court?”’ she asked,
suddenly, her eyes downcast.

Norah thought for a moment.

“Well, I had hoped that you would,
but perhaps you cannot leave your
grandfather altogether?”

Becca looked up, as if she caught at
the suggestion.

“No, my lady; I don’t think I could,”
ghe said.

“Very well,” said Norah; “you sl;ali
arrange with your aunt as to how
long you shall stay.”

Becca’s face fell.

“I'd rather leave it to you,” she said,

”

under her breath; ‘“she’s hard to me.
Norah looked rather puzzled.

“‘Oh, 1 don’t think your aunt could
be unkind, Becca,” she said at last;
“she seems so fond of you.”

“She’s hard,” repeated Becca, half

defiantly, half sullenly. “She wants to

chain me up——" She stopped, as if

she had gone too far, and her black
eyes flashed.

Norah laughed.

“Perhaps she thinks you are a little
giddy, Becca,” she said; “but I am
sure she only wishes to do the best for

you. But there,” she broke off, feel-

ing that she was getting “peachy,” and |}

that if she continued she would prob-
ably make this wild young creaturos
dislike her, “I don’t want to deprive
you of your liberty, and you shall stay
just as long as you like.”

Becca’s face lightened.

(To be Continued.)

HEADACHES, BILIOUSNESS
- CONSTIPATION,

INDIGESTION

_ Nearlyall our minorailments, and manys
of the serious ones, too, are traceable to
some disorder of the stomach, liver, and
bowels. If you wish to avoid the mis-
eries of indigestion, acidity, heartburn,
flatulence, headaches, constipation, and
a host of other distressing ailments, you
must see to it that your stomach, liver
and bowels are equal to

TRY the work they have to.

0. Itis a simple matfer

totake 30 drops of Mother Scigel’s Syrﬁp
daily, after meals, yet thousands of former
sufferers have banished indigestion, bil-
iousm constipation, and all their dis-
sequences in just this simple

1
digestive tonic and- stomachic remedy,
er S¢ A is unsurpassed.

- | schoonér Alfa, which arrived yester-
‘day from Cadiz with a cargo of salt,

’-‘{wi!l' after »diqch_arx\ng.; load fish for| -
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“Uncanny,” was his word.
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“EXTRA SPECIAL VALUE

Ladies’ Coats!

to $12.00.

An all wool (Heather Mixture) Tweed
Coat, 44 inches long, with full flared Skirt
and Belt effect.

Should sell in the regular way from $10 00
Our price:

- $6.00 each,

We still have a few of the Navy Blanket
Cloth at the same price.

SEE OUR WINDOW.

A Way They Have

Westminister Gazette:—The keeping
of the seas by our Navy appeals to
each of us in a different manner. Our
food table is a marvel; our foreign
correspondence is likewise wonderful.
‘We cannot help appreciating the power
of our Fleet. A Canadian subaltern
told me the other evening that until
he came across with-his contingent he
had not thought much about the Navy.
His fleet of transports were convoyed
by a cruiser from the Canadian shore,
and the word was passed around that

-she would be relieved at noon on a '

certain day. Eleven o’clock came, but
there was no sign of the new boat.
Half an hour later smoke was visible
on the ho*'uon, and at twelve prompt
No. 2 cruiser had swung round and
line,

whilst - No. 1 turmed about.

DANE LOADS FISH.—The Danish
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%

taken her place at the head of the|@

e S
S i i

Convertible Collar
OVERCOATS.

We are meeting with great success with our new style two
collar effect Overcoats,

This Coat

in single or double-breasted is made long with belt at back, and
can be worn with lapels turned back or buttoned.up.to the chin
with motor collar, Mg.de in a great variety of prices and goods.

Ask Your Dealer
for Our Coats.
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