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liter of a o»ete»>a InM baked with Royal 
at will kelp Rim Mt a»0let longer than that 
Pa with any other, eo that a ttsll week's supply 
i easily he made at one baking, and the Mot 
r wM he Jaat a* good aa the ftiet,
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TRUE LOVE’S PASSION.
CHAPTER XIX.

A Suspicions Scene.
Great Heaven! was it only a fort

night since her lovely head had rest
ed against his heart, since she had 
murmured, “I love you!” in his ear? 
Was it really his Norah, his queen and 
pearl among women, who sat there 
smiling at (fuildtord Berton's whis
pered talk? -tjr"wàs ft all some hide
ous dream? 'Si , jp- 

' “I’m atrttid. you *ave danced away 
all your appetite, lir. Bume,” said the 
countess) with a smile, as she wonder
ed what ailed the handsome young 
man who answered her at random, and 
kept declining the good things offered 
him.

“I—I have had my slipper. Lady 
Tressington,” he replied, absently. 
“Let me give you some more cham
pagne."

“That isn’t champagne, but claret 
cup,” said the countess, laughing. 
“But no more, thank you.”

The meal appeared to Cyril to 
stretch into eternity; but Lady Tres
sington rose at last, and he took her 
back to^the ballroom.

As he passed through the division 
between the two tents he almost ran 
against Becca South. She was stand
ing half-hidden by the folds of a big 
flag which served as drapery, and she 
was looking into the supper-room, and 
at something or some one so intently 
that she did not see Cyril and the 
countess until he ran against her.

Then she started and drew back, but 
not before Cyril had noticed the pallor 
of her face and the look of misery and 
desperation in her eyes.

He nodded and smiled at her en
couragingly as he passed, and Becca 
forced a woebegone smile in response, 
and then he forgot all about her.

The guests came trooping into the 
ballroom, like giants refreshed, and 
apparently rather more eager for dan
cing than before.

“Now you have done your duty, Mr. 
Burne, don’t let me keep you,” said 
Lady Tressington, settling herself in 
the chair she had occupied during the 
whole of the evening. “Can you tell 
me the time? I suppose it will not 
last much, logger. I have a young 
daught0r„hprte somewhere, and we 
must be thinking of going.”
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Cyril looked at his watch, and told 
her.

“So late!” she said. “It is quite 
time my girl was in bed. Will you be 
so good as to find her for me. There 
she is, the one with the dark rose in 
her hair.” , '/ i

Cyçji went off, thinking with dis
may as he went that in a short, a very 
short, time he too must be off; that is, 
if he meant to catch the market train, 
which would enable him to keep his 
appointment with Lord Newall.

He found Lady Tressington’s daugh
ter, a young girl just out of the 
schoolroom, and full to the brim with 
delight in her first ball, and delivered' 
the message.

“Oh, dear! So soon!” she said, 
pouting her fresh young lips, and 
looking at Cyril reproachfully. “Are 
you sure mamma said we were going? 
I thought you were going to ask me 
to dance!” she added, with the naivete 
ol a school girl.

“That is what I should like,” he 
said. "Perhaps Lady Tressington will 
be gracious enough to permit us.”

“Let us dance first, and ask mamma 
afterward,” suggested the young lady, 
demurely, and Cyril, with a laugh of 
despair that must have sounded rather 
oddly in Lady Anne’s ears, put his arm 
round her waist.

The dance seemed, like the supper, 
endless. He saw the minutes racing 
away, and carrying with them his last 
opportunity of speaking with Norah. 
Lady Anne was pretty and charming 
enough to win the heart of any man, 
but it is to be feared that Cyril went 
very near to actually disliking her.

The moment the music ceased he 
took her to her mother, and, meta
phorically, almost threw her at Lady 
Tersslngton. Then, pale with excite
ment and anxiety, he went round in 
search of Norah.

He could not see her anywhere. He 
looked at his watch; there was very 
little more time left than would suf
fice for him to go back to The Cheq- 
ures and get his things and catch the 
train.

At last he saw Lady Ferndale stand
ing by the opening of the tent, and he 
made his way to her.

"So soon, Mr. Burne?" she said 
thinking he was going.

“I am afraid so,” said Cyril. “Thank 
you for so very pleasant an evening 
——” Then he out with his question 
with a suddenness that almost start
led himself. “Have you seen Lady 
Norah, Lady Ferndale? I—I want to 
beg a dance.”

'Oh, I’m so sorry,” said Lady-Fern
dale. “She was tired. It has been ai
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long day, and she has been so good In 
helping us! She has gone into the 
house, and to bed, I hope; but I am 
really sorry that you should miss 
your dance.”

Cyril stared at her for a moment 
aghast, then in a bewildered kind of 
way he made for the cloakroom, and 
got his hat' and coat, and went into 
the open air.

There he stood with his hands thrust 
into his pockets, staring vacantly at 
the stars.

Norah gone! The last chance of 
seeing her and speaking to her .lost! 
And he was going away perhaps for 
months. And there was no way of 
communicating with her!

He laughed, a hard, desperate laugh, 
and bit his lip.

Go! Leave her with nothing to take 
with him but the remembrance of her 
strange, inexplicable coldness! Not 
he! Lord No wall and his pictures 
might go hang! Then he thought of 
his high resolve, of the chance which 
luck had given him, of what Jack 
would say, of what Norah herself 
would say if he let it slip; and he 
groaned.

Was there no way of letting her 
know where he was going and why, no 
way of telling her how cruelly she had 
made him suffer' that night, and beg
ging her for an_explanation?

Even as he asked himself the ques
tion he saw Becca South coming from 
the tent.

She was wrapped in a shawl, and 
was evidently going home in company 
with some of the girls of the village 
who were with her.

Her presence naturally supplied him 
with an idea. She had carried a mes 
sage for him once; she should do sc 
again.
- Joining the group, he went up to 
her, and, touching her arm, whispered 
her name.

She started, and turned her face to 
him, and its pallor struck him as it 
had done when he had run against 
her on his way from the supper-room 

“Copie with me a minute, Becca,” he 
said in a whisper.

She did not hesitate for a second, 
but obeying him as if he had a right 
to command, took her arm from that 
of the girl next to her, and said, "Go 
on, Emily; I’ll catch you up directly.'

The girl, indeed the whole of the 
little group, looked at her and at Cyril, 
and the one she had addressed as 
Emily giggled knowingly, and whis
pered something which made the rest 
laugh as they looked over their [shoul
ders.

Cyril went half-a-dozen yards in the 
darkness, Becca following. Then he 
stopped.

“Becca,” he said, “will you do some
thing for me?”

She nodded, her black eyes fixed 
upon his face.

That’s a good girl,” he said. “I 
want you to take a letter to”—be 
faltered for a moment—“to Lady 
Norah.”

Becca nodded silently again.
“I—I wanted to say something to 

her,” said Cyril, "but could not get a 
chance to-night. Will you give her a 
note from me; give it to her when you 
are alone with her? You took a mes
sage from me once, you know-

I know,” said Becca, in a dull voice. 
"Give me the letter, Mr. Burne.”

Cyril laughed drearily.
"It isn’t written yet, Becca, and

where am I to get----- Wait!” He
hunted his pockets and found an old 
letter. “Come this way,” he said, 
quickly.

Becca followed him to the edge of 
the shrubbery, and, kneeling down, 
Cyril spread out the half sheet of pa
per on his hat

“Now take this matchbox and light 
match—one after the other; keep 

them going .till I’ve finished. There’s 
sa good' girl, Becca,” he said.

'shp struck a wax match, and held it 
close) to the paper, and lit others in 
succession as he wrote the following:

I have been absent on important 
business. I could not come to you. 1 
could not write. Are you angry be
cause of my absence? I have done 
nothing to deserve your coldness. To
morrow—to-day—I must leave
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Quick Way
to End Coughs, Colds 

and Croup
Am Kfcreellemt, Inexpensive Home- 

Made Remedy that la 
Prompt and Sure.
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If you have a severe couch or chest 

cold accompanied with soreness, throat 
tickle, hoarseness, or diflicult bleathmc, 
or if your child wakes up during the 
night with croup and you want quick 
help, just try this pleasant tasting 
home-made cough remedy. Any drug
gist can supply you with 2% ounces of 
pincx ( 50 cuits worth ). Pour this into 
a 16-oz. bottle and fill tho bottle with 
plain granulated sugar syrup. Thus 
prepared, you have 18 ounces of really re
markable cough remedy—one that can 
be depended upon to give quick and last
ing relief at all times.

You can feel this take hold of a cough 
in a way that means business. It 
loosens and raises the phlegm, stops 
throat tickle and soothes and heals the 
irritated membranes that line the 
throat and bronchial tubes with such 
promptness, ease and certainty that it 
is really astonishing.

Pinex is a special and highly concen
trated compound of genuine Norway 
pine extract, combined with guaiacol 
and is noted for its speed in overcoming 
severe coughs, throat and chest colds. 
Its millions of enthusiastic users have 
made it famous the world over.

There are many worthless imitations 
of this noted mixture. To avoid disap
pointment, ask for “2% ounces of 
Pinex” with full directions and don’t 
accept anything else. A guarantee of 
absolute satisfaction or money promptly 
refunded, goes with this preparation. 
The Pinex Co., Toronto, Ont.
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lannd. I may be away months. I can
not leave you without a word -begging 
you to tell me why you have treated 
me so cruelly. Norah! Have you 
forgotten in a short fortnight all that 
has passed between us? Write me a 
line, and at once, to "Lorient, Brtt-

til I hear from you, till I know tha't 
you still love me.—Cyril.

"There,” he said, with a kind of 
groan. “You will give it to her, Bec
ca? And soon! And—I’ve no envel
ope, Becca!” And he looked up at her.

“No one shall see it,” she said, 
quietly, in the same dull, depressed 
voice. “You can trust me, Mr. Burne.”

“Yes,” he said, gravely, “I can trust 
you, Becca. Take it, then—and for 
God’s sake take care of it You can’t
know how important it is----- ” His
face was pale in the light of the 
match, and his lips quivered.

“You can trust me!” she repeated.
He watched her intently as she 

carefully hid the letter away in thb 
bosom of her dress.

“Thank you, Becca,” he said. “And 
good-by for the present. I must go 
now. Let me see you on your road.'1

“No, no,” she said.
- “I understand,” he said. “Perhaps

we had better go separately----- ” Even
as he spoke a young man and a wo
man passed close .to him, and looked 
curiously at them, and the girl called 
'out:

Good-night, Becca.”
Go on now, then,” said Cyril. “I 

will wait here until- you have got into 
the road. Good-night, and thank 
you! I hope your trouble has all gone 
now, Becca,” he added.

She looked atz him as she touched 
his hand, and he was rather startled 
by the expression of her face, and the 
dry, feverish heat of her hand.

'My trouble?” she said, dully, and 
with a little catch in her voice. “Oh, 
yes. Yes, sir. Good-night You 
needn’t fear about the letter. You can 
trust me.”

And she went.
Cyril looked after her, anxiously, 

thinking only of his precious letter; 
then he set off across the park at a
sharp trot

Once he pulled up, suddenly smit
ten by one of those unaccountable im
pulses which fall upon us at times— 
the impulse to run after Becca, and 
see her safely to the village.

If he had only done so! But he 
thrust the impulse from him, and hur
ried on his way.

(To be Continued.)

HEY! THERE, 
your premises are afire. Are you pre
pared for such an emergency? That’s | 
pur question, and which refers to in
surance.
WHEN BURNING IT’S TOO LATE | 

TO INSURE.
Now is the time. Give us your or- I 

der and we will write you a policy at |

OUR STRONG COMPANIES GIYJ 
AMPLE SECURITY.

New Arrivals
of the following :

SCRUB, STOVE and

Brass and Silver Polish, 
Stove Polish, Shoe Polish, 

Chamois Cloths, 
Dusters, Etc.

MARTIN HARDWARE CO.. LTD.

Kitchen Cabinet.

READ THIS 
AD.

It’s a Benefit to You
FURNITURE
BUYERS!

China Closet.

Dining Room Tables :
Surface Oak, 42 inch 

top, 6 feet extension on 
good square pedestal. Value 
$20.00. Our 
Price .. $18.50

Solid Oak, fumed finish, 
42 inch top, 6 feet exten
sion, supported on heavy 
pedestal. Value $27.00.

0"r.Pri“ :: $24.50
Quarter Cut, golden fin

ish, 45 inch top, 8 feet ex
tension, supported on heavy 
handsome pedestal. Value

S0:.0” $47.00

Dining Room Tables :
Quarter Cut, fumed fin

ish, 42 inch top, extends 6 
feet, supported on heavy 
pedestal. Value $30.00

fo\. :: :: $27.00
Oak, golden finish, square 

top, 42 inches wide, 6 feet 
extension, supported with 6 
heavy legs. Value $14.00

f" $12.50
Quarter Surface Oak, 

golden finish, square top, 
extends 6 feet on good 
heavy legs. Value $35.00

:r $31.00

Now
Showing
Large
Variety
of
DINING
ROOM
FURNI
TURE.

Eli
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REAL GOOD TEA @ 
EXTRA GOOD TEA
Superior quality

We are enabled to 
in large quantities dirq 
kets are at their lowest 
the benefits. We have I 

^Retail Tea Trade during 
tomers find our teas a| 
for the money. The 
Teas, but we can also I 
Teas as packed by Mesl 
whichVhave always had! 
lb. The other teas pra 
by ourselves to suit a ]j 
land market which does

However, we can su]
your taste.
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We are showing 3 Splendid KITCHEN CABINETS, the Latest Designs.

EVERYTHING AT THE OLD PRICES.

Glass & Go,. Limiip uiuuu » Wip
Corner THEATRE HILL AND DUCKWORTH STREET.
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