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TRUE LOVE'S PASSION.

CHAPTER XIX.
A Suspicious Scene.

Great Heaven! was it only a fort-
night since her }_W?Iy 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 womgg, who ‘sat there
smiling at Guildford Berton’s whis-
pered talk7 =07 was it all some hide-
cus dream? = :

“I'm afraid you have danced away

-all yout’hppéktite, Mr. Burne,” 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 thinés offered
him.

“I—I have had my supper, Lady
Tressington,” he replied, absently.
“Let me give you some more cham-
pragne.”

“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 trg\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‘longer. I have a young
daughter_here somewhere, and we
must be th!n#j,ng of going.”

e

Cyril looked at his watch, and told
her,

“So late!” she said. “It is quite
time my girl was in bed. Will you be
80 good as to find her for me. There
she is, the one with the dark rose in
her ézir." / i A
Cyril 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
of 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 Norabl.
Lady Anne was pretty and charming
kenough 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
Terssington. Then, pale with excite-
ment and anxiety, he went round in
search of Norah.

He could not see her anywh’ere. 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.

i

“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 &
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'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.
, Ny}nh 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
sirange, inexplicable coldness! Not
he! Lord Newall 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 so
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.

“Come 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”—he
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 dall voice.
“Give me the letter, Mr. Burne.”
Cyril laughéd drearily.

1\ “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.

2 match—one after the other; keep
thgm going till I've finished. There’s
i good girl, Becea,” he said, :

struck a wax match, and held it

| close to the paper, and lit others in

‘a8 he wrote the following:
I have been absent on important

 business. T could not come to you. 1

use of my absence? I have done
Y Y RERRT B
nothing to deserve your coldness. To-

|1ong day, and she has been so good in |,
‘helping us! She has gone into the

cca followed him to the edge of|
~{ the 8} bbéry, and, kneeling down, i
{ Cyril spread out the half sheet of pa-

{.per on his hat. :
“Now take this mmtchbox and light|
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ti1 I hear from you, till I know that
you still love me.—Cyril.

“There,” he said, with a. kind of
groan. “You will give it te 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

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 the
bosom of her dress.

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

“No, no,” she said. 5
~ I understand,” he said. ‘“Perhaps
we had better go separately——"" Even
as he spoke a young man and a wWC-
man passed close .to him, ﬁnd looked
curiously at them, and the girl called
out: !

“Goqd—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 hag all gone
now, Becca,” he a.dded.

She looked at, him as she touched
his hand, and he was rather startled
by the expressiqn 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.” 2

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 t_he village.

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

(To be Continued.)
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