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fehe was so littie accustomed herself to 
Anything save breathless admiration and 
delight at the glories of Venice that this 
strange attitude of cold blame seemed to 
her well nigh unnatural. To think that 
any man should stand unmoved before the 
very faces of St. Mark and St. Theodore!

At the Molo they called a gondola and 
glided in it slowly down the Grand canal. 
The canon thought it had fallen off since 
the days of the Austrians. Half the pal
aces were worse kept, and the other halt 
were scraped and cleaned and redecorated 
throughout In the most ridiculous War- 
âour street fashion. He couldn’t bear to 
tee Venice EQundell-Mapled. It was all 
quite depressing. But what astonished 
Kathleen the meet was the singular fa* 
that after passing the bend In the-canalfcy 
the Palazzo Contarini, the canon seemed

“Well, whoev' *. ^ to, he’s a chafing 
fellow. Yon maet edmlt ,ourerif I’ve
«gggKfî.* AMg he’s a charming fellow. ” 

By this t ^ cnon had settled with 
the«ondf' iter, after a resolute attempt at 
resistan'^ ^ man>B extortionate en- 
leavor to exact his proper fare by munld- 
P?14 <*riff, and was ready to stroll np to the 
H'jeslegravee’ apartments, for it was a 
T/rincipal danse In the canon’s private 
creed that every foreigner is always en
gaged In a conspiracy to defraud every 
British subject on whom he can lay his 
hands, and that the way to make yonr road 
easy across the confinent to to fight every 
Item of every account alLelong the line the 
moment it, Is presented. The extortionate 
gondolier had conquered, however, by pro- 
during a printed tariff which fixed his hire 
at the modest rate of a franc an hour, so 
the canon, paying it without» sou of pour
boire, strode on toward the lodgings, dis
consolate and distracted. He knew In his 
heart; of hearts that was really Axminster. 
Much altered, no doubt, by deliberate dis 
guise, distorted beyond belief, but still un
deniably Axminster, and he firmly resolv
ed never to mention his conclusion for 
worlds to any one, not even to Amelia. A 
man has no right to appear and disappear 
and then suddenly crop np again by fits and 
starts in this uncanny manner—to play bo- 
peep, as it were, with the house of lords, 
the most dignified, exalted and supreme

shapes our ends,’as Tennyson or some
body says—ah, thank yon, was it Shake- 
epearel—-‘rough hew them hew me may,’ 
and that’s been the case, I say, with this 
Axminster peerage business. Foe the up
shot of itAll to that poor Bertie’s dead and 
gone, sooner than one could reasonably 
have expected, and Algy’s come into the 
property and title before his time, which 
le a very desirable thing to have happened, 
for Bertie might have married a woman 
after his own heart, no doubt—a sailor’s 
Ml, for choice—and If he had, why, one 
trembles to think what the children might 
have been like—a perte* disgrace to their 
aicestryt”

Mrs. Hesslegrave smiled an acquiescent 
smile. Bet, as for Kathleen, a flash of 
light broke suddenly upon her. “A sailor 
Is employed in carrying commodities from 
the place where they are produced to the 
place where they are needed, and that no
body can deny to -be on the whole a useful 
and a valuable, function for society!” 
Surely this line erf reasoning, were it right 
or wrong, sounded strangely familiar to 
ha-1 And then, as she thought it over, it 
broke upon her like a revelation that she 
had heard similar words before now—from 
Arnold Willoughbyl From Arnold Wil
loughby! From the courteous artist sailor. 
A strange misgiving seized upon her. If 
Lord Axminster could disguise himself as 
Douglas Overton, why not also as Arnold 
Willoughby? She thought at once of her 
sailor friend’s extraordinary knowledge of 
•art and literature for a common sailor, of 
-his chivalrous manners, of his demeanor 
■which eo belied his drees and his preten
sions. Turning sharply to Canon Valen
tine, she ventured to put all at once the 
-dubious question:

“Did Lord Axminster paint? Had he 
any knowledge of art, I mean?”

“Oh, dear, yes,” the canon answered 
without a second’s hesitation. “He stud
ied in Paris under a first rate painter— 
a fellow with one of their long winded,

■ double barreled names—Bastien somebody 
it was—I never can get the hang of them. ”

Kathleen asked no more. Her heart 
was strangely troubled, for her sailor had 
spoken more than once Incidentally of 
Bastien-Lepage’s studio. Loyalty to Ar
nold Willoughby made her hold her peace 
and refrain from blurting out the doubt 
that rose within her. If he was really Lord 
Axminster, why, it would be wrong of her 
even to attempt to surprise his secret, still 
more to betray it. The words from which 
she -suspected she discovered his identity 

‘had been spoken in confidence in the most 
private conversation. Kathleen couldn’t 
help framing to herself offhand a pretty 
little romance, based on the familiar Lord 
of Burleigh model, “He was but a land
scape painter, and a village maiden she!” 
—a romance of how this young man had 
tried to win her love as a common sailor— 
and, wpat was more, succeeded in it—and 
how hé meant in the end to astonish the 
world by telling her he was an earl and 
carrying her off unawares to his home in 
Devonshire to share the fancied glories of 
Membury castle.

And while now she wonders blindly.
Nor the meaning can divine.

Proudly turns he round and kindly,
“All of this is mine and thine.’’

’Twaa a romantic little day dream. To 
say the truth, Kathleen regarded It only 
aa such, for as yet she had no positive rea
son to believe that Arnold Willoughby 
even loved her. She had but guessed it 
Instinctively With a woman’s intuition. 
And as to hie real position in life she knew 
absolutely nothing. The singular coinci
dence in thought and phrase between the 
things he had said to her and the tilings 
the canon repeated as Lard Axminister’s 
sayings was indeed cfoaronough, but it 
might be ab

'always been sure there must be something1 
seriously wrong about that dreadful Wil
loughby man, and now they were discov
ering it. Could the canon have recognised 
him as an escaped convict or told him at a 
glance as the Banbury murderer?

Bnt Canon Valentine gazed harder and 
more steadily than any of them. He seised 
Kathleen’s arm with a convulsive start.

“Yes, it’s him!” he said excitedly In a 
tone of blank alarm. “A good deal alter
ed, of course, and quite disguised beyou-d 
any other one’s recognition, bnt l^g b‘-inii 
sore enough! I should know him in a ‘thou
sand!”

“It’s who?” Mrs. Hesslegrava faltered 
ont, hardly daring to ask.

The canon gasped for breath. He could 
only just speak.

“Why, Bertie,” he answered low, lean
ing forward to whisper it. Don’t you un
derstand? Bertie Redbnm ! The man that’s 
dead! The late Lord Axminster!” - —

by sheer dint of insight, Mrs. Heeslegrave 
once more bent tenderly forward and kiss
ed the wondering KaWeen a second time 
on her forehead.

‘ I’ll promise whatever yon like, dear,” 
•he àaid In a very pleased tone, for this
wee* great oooarion. “Oh, Kitty, I’m so 
delighted! And indeed, dear, I’m sorry I 
ever seemed to-threw any obstacles In Mr. 
Willoughby’s way—I mean, in Lord Ax- 
minster’s, Bnt there, yen'll forgive me. 
I didn’t understand the circumstances as 
you did. And though Ï didn't quite ap
prove of your soring so much as yon did of 
him under misapprehension, of course, as 
to his real place in society—you must re
member yourself I always allowed that, 
viewed as a man alone, he was a mo* 
charming person.”

Kathleen didn’t exactly understand what 
her mother was driving at. These words 
were too deep for her, but for the moment 
■he didn’t think it necessary to inquire as 
to their hidden mpjmlng. She was eo 
afraid her mother might by some impru
dence betray Arnold Willoughby’s secret. 
And no matter why he wished It kept she 
felt for her own part ’twaa a point of hon
or for them both to Insist upon keeping It. 
Bo she said very hurriedly!

“Whatever you do, dear mother, don’t 
let Canon Valentine know Mr. Willough
by’s a friend of ours. Don’t say a word 
about him, in fact. Let the canon suppose 
the man he saw on the bridge is a perfect 
stranger to all of us. I mu* manage to 
prevent Mr. Willoughby from visiting the 
house for the present somehow. It Canon 
Valentine were to find ont who he really 
was, it would spoil all, and then Mr. Wil
loughby would be eo dreadfully disappoint
ed.” - : '• ;

Mrs. Heeslegrave caught instinctively 
at that one phrase, “spoil all,” which con
firmed her at once in her most romantic 
preconceptions. Then it was just as she 
expected—the earl and Kitty had arrived 
at an understanding. There was a mys
tery In the case, of course, but Kitty would 
dear it all up, and she should live yet to 
see her only daughter a countess.

“My darling,” the proud mother said, 
looking at her with affection—for it’s 
something to have a daughter who can 
catch earls In disguise—“tell me all about 
it! When did Lord Axminster you?”

“He has never asked me, mother,” 
Kathleen answered, with a very deep blush. 
Then she paused for a moment. Her heart 
rose into her mouth. The avowal seemed 
so natural at a crisis like that. “But I love 
him,” she*vent on, clasping her hands, 
“and I’m sure he loves me. Oh, mother, 
don’t say anything that would lead him to 
suppose that you’ve heard a word of all 
this. If you do, all will be lost. I know 
he wouldn’t care for any of ns to know he 
was really Lord Axminster.”

She trembled for her unavowçd lover, 
now the truth was upon her.

“My dear,” Mrs. Heeslegrave answered, 
her admiration for Kathleen’s cleverness 
and power of self restraint growing deeper 
each minute, “yon may set yonr mind at 
rest. You may rely upon my prudence. I 
grasp the situation. I couldn’t have be
lieved it, Kitty, but I’m very, very glad 
of it. What a wonderful girl you are! I 
declare you really almo* take my breath 
away!”

And Indeed Mrs. Heeslegrave felt it 
was most meritorious in Kathleen to have 
discovered the young man’s rank so early, 
as of course she mu* have done, and to 
have succeeded In keeping her own counsel 
so well that even her mother never for a 
moment suspected the real rank of her 
lover, for that a lover he wee Mrs. Heesle
grave took tor granted at owe, new she 
knew the dreadful sallonnan was really 
an earl. She would hardly have given hear 
Kathleen credit before for ao-mneh gump-

As for Kathleen, she was so fully bent 
upon preserving Arnold Willoughby’s se
cret that" she never even noticed her moth
er’s misapprehension. Her one desire now 
was to keep the matter entirely from Can
on Valentine and if possible to prevent their 
accidentally meeting." And that, she faw- 

. saw, would be no easy task, for of late, in 
spite of Mrs. Heeslegrave’» marked cold
ness, Arnold had frequently called round 
on one errand or another, with sketches or 
hooks, at the lodgings by the Piazza. 2 

Just as she was wondering how be* to 
avert the misfortune of an unexpected 
rencontre, however* Mrs. Hesslegrave oh-' 
served with her Mande* smile: ^ •

“We haven’t seen much of Mr. Willough
by lately. I really think, Kathleen, I’ll 
write this very day and invite him to come 
round to tea some afternoon while the can
on’s with us. ” A .

Kathleen stood aghast with honor. She 
quite understood Arnold Willoughby’s mo
tives now; with a flash of intuition the 
minute she learned who he rea 
read at once the reasons for his _
havior. Something of the sort, indeed, 
had occurred to her as possible even before 
when she contrasted the man’s *a1V 
wide range of information with his sup
posed position in life, but now she knew 
who he was it all burst At once upon her. 
And she had loved him as the common sail
or. That she had never concealed from 
her own heart for many days since the trip 
to the Lido. He could never say of her in 
future it was his rank and his artificial po
sition in the world that had captivated her 
fancy. She loved him tor himself. She 
knew it—she was certain of it! Had she 
not written it down in plain and
white in her diary? Yert if he were to find 
ont now that she had discovered his true 
name—Kathleen trembled to herself as she 
thought of the possiMe reenlt, for she was 
very much in love—die might never ask 
her. She wished in her heart he was really 
Arnold Willoughby, the sailor painter, or 
that she ' had never discovered the truth 
as to hia artificial position.»

Bnt something must he done at 
prevent this catastrophe which v«. Hee
slegrave so innocently proposed to bring 
about. Kathleen seized her mother’s arm 
With a nervous clutch.

“Mother,” she cried, much agitated, 
for worlds you mustn’t write! For worlds 

yon mustn’t ask him! Oh, promise me 
you won’t ask him! You don’t know how 
much depends on it. For heaven’s sake, 
say you won’t—say you’ll do as I beg of

Ites. Hesslegrave, much puzzled as to 
what all this mystification and agitation 
tould mean, yet drew beck at onoe and 
answered in perfect good faith:

“Oh, certainly, certainly, I’ll do as yon 
wish, dear, though Pm sure I don’t know 
why. Such plot and counterplot is a great 
deal too deep for a poor, simple did wom
an.”

Kathleen’s heart sank at the words. 
They were only too true. She felt snre she 
oould trust her mother’s good Intentions 
implicitly, but she was by no means so 
Marfiiln she oould trust her discretion.

“Though. I’ve always said,” Mrs. Hee
slegrave remarked in ocmclnsian, “he was 
really In hie way a me* charming per- 
■on*-”

CONFLICTING POLICIES.

Manifestoes of the Unionist, the Lib-* 
eral and the Irish 

\ Parties.

Justin McCarthy Advocates Alliance 
Between the Heme Balers 

and the Liberals.
4

London, June 26.—The Nation»! Liberal 
Federation manifesto says that Home Rule 
Is the fir* and foremost of measures to be 
pushed, and there are also mentioned the 
employer»* liability bill, the Welsh ohuroh 
disestablishment bill, the Irish land bill, the 
one man and one vote bill, the local veto- 
bill (looal option), the factories and work
shop bill, and sweeping reforms for dwellers 
in towns and country are demanded in the 
interest of the whole nation. Perhaps the 
most Important feature of all in the mani
festo is the insistence that the policy formu
lated In the Leeds programme thall be pre
served until It to established beyond all 
question that when the hone* of parliament 
come into oonfliot the will of the representa
tive chamber shall prevail.

Mr. Thomas Gibson Bowles, the Conser
vative member of parliament who made a 
special criticism on the government seal 
fisheries bill, while riding along Rotten 
Row to-day, met Lord Rosebery, 
he remarked that thto bill had peered. 
“Yes," replied Lord Roeebery, laughing, 
“ and there'» been a good deal of fishing for 
the eeato of office thto week.”

Both parties profess to be ready for a 
general election in July, and the outgoing 
ministry do not appear greatly disheartened. 
Lord Rosebery and Sir William, Harcourt 
are particularly jaunty and jovial, and 
make it plain that their release from office 
at this time was the thing most to be de
sired.

The Irish people are taking great interest 
In the present situation. Justin McCarthy 
has blued a manifesto to the people of Ire
land, stating that the defeat of the'govern
ment has placed Ireland’s bitterest enemies 
in office “ for a brief space before the elec
tion.” The manifesto says: “Downing 
street and Dublin castle will be occupied by 
men pledged to the poliey of ooeroion In Ire
land. This defeat was encompassed by the 

’ faotiontate who etill divide Ireland, and by 
the vet* of the Chamberlain», the Ruswlls 
and other false friends of land reform. 
Advocating the oontinuanoe of the alHanoe 
with the Liberal party to Ireland’s only hope 
of redress. ” The manifesto appeals earnestly 
to Irishmen at home and abroad for funds 
with whioh to fight their enemies in the 
coming election campaign»

In an interview John Redmond said it 
seemed probable that the election would re
sult in the defeat of the Liberal party. The 
Parnellitee had advised the government to 
dissolve parliament when the Liberal party 
was united. Mr. Gladstone gave the same 
advice, and Redmond was in a position to 
assert positively that Mr. Gladstone re
signed because the cabinet rejected his ser
vices. If the government had dissolved 
parliament then, the Liberals would have 
carried the country on tho Homo Rule 
poliey. They now go to the country with
out a policy, without a leader, discredited 
and disheartened. He did not anticipate 
that the Tory government would ooeroe 
Ireland. They would have the power to 
pa* the Irish tond Mil through the House 

, st Lords, and they were more likely to do 
so quickly and to provide money for the 
purchase of land than the Liberals. He 
wee not sure that home rule would not be 
eventually dealt with by the Conservativee. 
The political prisoners oould not be worse 
off under a Tory government then they were 
under Mr. Asquith, the retiring home secre
tary.

Replying to Mr. Henry Labonohern In the 
Hon* of Common» to-day, Hon. Akars- 
Douglas, the Conservative whip, said his 
party was anxious for a dissolution of par. 
Marnent at the earlieet possible moment.

hoped to be able to make a statement on 
the eubjeot on Monday next.

The election addresses of Right Honor
able Messrs. Balfour and Chamberlain on 
aooepting office, reproach the government 
for not dissolving parliament instead of 
resigning. Mr. Chamberlain in hie address 
adds: “ The Unionist leader» have ab
solutely agreed that the wild project» for 
constitutional change and destructive legis- 
latlon, whion form the etople proposal» of the 
two last administrations shall be laid aside. 
The Unionists will deveto their principal 
attention to a policy of oonstruotive aerial 
form, end at the same time will mafatoln 
the f uH effieofenoy of .the defensive reeonroes 
of the empire.”

The Tim* says that Lord Saliebury 
offered the Chancellorship of the Exchequer 
to Mr. Goeohen, bnt he preferred the Ad
miralty office.

sympathizers have guaranteed 
£20,000 to the anti- Parnellitee for an elec
tion fund.

The Standard says that Baron Halsbarry 
hae been appointed Lord Chanoellor in suo- 

rî? Hersohell, and that Hon.
Joeeph Chamberlain e eon will probably be a 
junior Lord of the Treasury.

»

time* entirely to forget In what city they 
were, thor%h this was his fir* -day for 80 
years in the sea bom city, and looking no 
longer Nt churches or palaces begem to 
gossip about the people he had left behind 
him in London. Hisworid went with him. 
They might have been in Bond street or 
Rotten row for any notice he took of the 
Rial tour the Ca d’Ch». He glided pa* the 
Fondaco without even a single word. He 
never -deigned to give* glance-to the School 
of St. Mark or the tower of San Zanipolo. 
To Kathleen’s artistic soul it was all a 
strange puzzle. She couldn’t understand 
it. Had the man no eyes in his head that 
he could pass those glorious arcades, those 
exquisite balconies, without even looking 
up at them?

“And you are going to tell ns something 
about this Axminster basin ess,” Mrs. 
Hesslegrave remarked after a panse as they 
reached the front of the arsenal on their 
■circuitous peregrination, which Kathleen 
had arranged so as "to take in at one round 
all the principal buildings. “Poor dear 
Lady Axminster! Has anything been done 
yet about this affair of the peerage?”

“Oh, dear, yes,” the canon replied, 
brightening up at the suggestion. “I was 
coming to that. I intended to tell yon all 
about it. Haven’t yon read it in the pa
pers? We’re in hopes at la* we’re really 
going to get a definite settlement.”

11 That’s well, ” Mrs. Hesslegrave echoed, 
with a sympathetic smirk. “What’s being 
done about it now? We haven’t seen a pa
per in this benighted place for weeks and 
weeks, don’t you know, except, of course, 
Galignani. It’s really quite dreadful how 
one falls behind the times abont all the 
mo* importantand interesting things that 
are going on in -England!”

The canon looked big. This appeal flat
tered him. He liked to feel he came primed 
with news about the be* people. “Well, 
we’ve taken the thing to the house of 
lords,” he said, with as much delight as if 
"he were himself the appellant. “Poor Al- 
gy has claimed the peerage on the ground 
that his cousin Bertie is dead, as I told 
yon. We’ve reduced success to a practical 
certainty. The lords will adju 
his claim in a week or two, bnt it’s a fore
gone conclusion. I’m very glad, I mu* 
say, for Algy’s sake and for his wife’s too. 
She’s a nice little thing, Mrs. Algy Red- 
bum!”

w
CHAPTER XL

MBS. HESSLEGRAVE MISAPPREHENDS.
The words were scarcely out of the can

on’s mouth when straightway he repented 
of them. If this was really Bertie, he 
ought to have held his peace. The man 
was skulking in that case, quite evidently 
skulking. He wanted to disappear. He 
didn’t wish to be recognized. It was no 
business of the canon’s, then, to drag a 
fellow creature against his will out of vol
untary retirement and so spoil Algy’s 
chance of obtaining the peerage. On the 
other hand, if it wasn’t Bertie, the canon 
should, of course, have been the la* nm 
on earth to call attention to a likeness— 
really, now he dame to think of it, a very 
remote likeness—to the late earl, and so 
give rise to a rumor wMch might prove 
prejudicial in the end to Algy’s position.
He had cried out in the heat of the mo
ment, in the fir* flush of surprise. He 
began to hedge at once as soon as ever he 
perceived, on cooler reflection, the possible 
consequences of his instinctive action.

This is a very small plan*. Soon» or 
later we all collide upon its surface.

As for Kathleen, her first thought was 
one of loyalty to Arnold. If he wa- Lord 
Axminster, and of this she had now very -«.| -■ ^
littie doubt left—the double coincidence " --U.

t™ to hîdlhünr^lf: "Mother, mother,» she cried.
He didn’t wish to be recognized. That TT. .
was enough for her. He dreired that his c?nrt United K»“gdom. °n<* dead,
personality as Arnold Willoughby should alL“,^ d®?d’ was.a, ™le ,that °.ugbt to 
not be mixed up with his personality as Tlchtb”™,an re™aliste. It
Bertie Redbnm. ThereforeRwasher clear J0™
duty not to betray him in any way. She wdl’ why’the "«rid should stem-
glanced nervously at her mother Mrs. J» you when you want
Hesslegrave had half risen from her seat, Zn h, '1 ’
overjoyed to hear that this was really an be b™ugbt to
English earl whose high birth and intrin- * f ***
sic nobility they had discovered for them- ^“dt“d he ahould remain by 801 of 
selves under the guise of a common saUor R,,t “L, .
and was just about to call out, “Mr. Wii- aJ°°n ? ^ 7 m”dath8
loughby, Mr. Willoughbyl” But Kathleen v I ?-°ne ?P*L
darted upon her suddenly such a warning Ut"
glance that she withered up forthwith , take off her bonnet the can
and held her peace dëvoutiy. She didn’t wbri^J °^-V17 *° *
know why she was to keep' silent, bnt she disclosure,
could see from Kathleen’s half imperious, 7 T' * ^ S?ld confl;
half imploring look there was MmTgood £5*^1 *bal'J8?. Ll™i,Ax?i[nster- } 
reason for it, and Mrs. Hesslegrave was ^ ,!! !„ ' ° ^ conrse'}
one of those rare stupid people who recog- Z wT, k n ^ ! a^°nnfc"
nize the fact of their own stupidity and SSfoteT” Fred can t bear to be con-

a*-* -““v - ■ii - «—
“So you think that’s Lord Axminster be.was 80 ^et?n*\tht 0811011

dressed nn like that? Well renll-o- -w,™ thought, she remarked, ju* to keep np h^toto^tlng!” ’ 7 ’ ^ conversation, wondering dimly all the

graceful movements of a passing barge as eLctiv StiStSZS
she swung slowly through the bridge over ^ FT” ““J*—1“
whose balustrade he wiJhanging. While ^htng d0ne to.^?n."I. ^
Mrs. Hesslegrave spoke he tumedand ?tyJoocan ge>youir laromolded likeput- 
went on without ever observing them, r ’ t i/k a ^ '*** 1*Ln?w2da3^
Next instant he was lost in the <Wd that ^of pnll-
surged and swayed through the narrow Xlik  ̂^ ^ he..8t°<>d 
oalle. The danger was averted. He had w ” 7°?
never so much as observed the canon. T h^ded tW£Mnd

As for that astute old gentleman, now u! Y I remembered it
he had recovered his breath, he saw his î^f?a7‘ dOT™ ®°nd
mistake at once and faced it boldly. When “ : eV?7 f?end
Mrs. Heeslegrave said, “So you think toe world, and not one
that’s Lord Axminster?” he answered im- £ aJth^nd vFonTId ev™ ”!»• lt was 
mediately with perfect self control: b*’buFrFred an<ll’ T"? kaow’

“No, I don’t. I was mistaken. It was 888 ch\m
-a passing fancy. For a second I imag- ^ ZZ ™
ined—merely imagined, don’t you know— torn same awkward tnck ofhis. 
the man looked something like him. I 8 ™att» of foct the moment
suppose it was the sailor gftup which ju* 'T
at first deceived me. Poor Axminster used ^ad °“®n ob7
to dress like a saUor when he yachted. * °ld WiUonghby *,an<i inju*
Amelia, my dear, that was not Bertie, was uJl^k Partlcn-
it? Yon could see the man distinctly.” , l“Oh dear no Fred ” Mra he was observant of a person’s face or at-echoed in ^voice ^ t0 8n7eletoeDt 111 8 Pictare
“Not the least bit like him!” __ ___. v

The canon frowned slightly. Amelia had Thfl moment she could get alone with 
bettered her instructions unbidden. He mother up stairs she began fo speak to
was the lea* bit like him, else why should - , .the canon have mistaken him at first sight , Mother, she said m her mo* coax- 
for his kinsman Bertie? Butnot very IRe S**”0; 80 good take my

" “A mere superficial resemblance,,» he w Canon Valentine to
went on, hedging violently. “Just at the k.8hb^#WOa-ll ”?ean’
fir* glance, to be sure, having my head ^ t hhnself-or that you
foil of the subject and seeing*the7sailor =?d 1 toecanon
dress, I mistook him for Bertie. Bnt when mffJ?8»*' ^ Willoughby is Lord Ax- 
I came to look again the fellow was alto- mT>_eVI , ,
gether different. Same build perhaps but , Mrs. Hessl^rave made no immetiiato re- 
features gone, shorter and thickLaSdflat- ^^°eptt° 8tep forward with the utmost 
ter. A man may dye his hair and cut hto ”l7 ““ UP°n
beard, and so forth, bnt hang it all, Mrs. h”n? wïl ^

“d •* u* ••
n a. c ». ^

ihgyou.”
Kathleen flushed np to her eyes again. 

It was a way she had when deeply moved. 
And she knew her mother was very much 
pleased with her indeed, for only when 
very much pleased did Mrs. Hesslegrave 
ever address her by her prt naine of Kitty:

“Bnt that’s not all, mother,” she went 
on eagerly. “I want yon to promise me, 
oh, ever so faithfully, yon won’t tell any
body who he is or anything else abont 
Mm. He wouldn’t like it if yon did. 
Remise me, dearest, promise me!”

Mrs. Hesslegrave drew back for a sec
ond, to* in mazes of thought. She could 
not quite undertsand "this queer Axmin
ster mystery." Then, being a romantic old 
lady; as many old ladies are, she wove for 
herself on the spot a little private romance 
of how it had all happened. Lord Axmin
ster, it appeared, distrusting all woman
kind after hi» bitter experience with Lady 

Kathleen gazed at her seriously. ^d ??™,e .at"°ad 18 dtogutoe as*
“Mother, mother,” she cried in a low v "tier to look out for

voice, “for heaven’s sake don’t say so 8®jnegirl he could really love, some girt
Don’t say anything about it. Yon won’t £ ovti-}£ w

Reasesaymrthfog^OTenow?

ESSSSSfës
that that might account for her befog eo mrtWtrhn^mm' Mftiegrave oould 
much token up with this dreadful sailor- ^“erstauanow.what she had never un
man, who wasn’t really a dreadful £tik£. t **""****#*

it all. am it turned on*, hnt the ~-i her Kltty could have permitted her-
eeli to form a romantic attachment for a 
tom apparently eo for beneath her. It was
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“My brother knows her slightly,” Kath
leen said, with a tolerant smile, “and 
seems to think a great deal of her.”

“Oh, yes, she’s a charming womap,” 
Mrs. Hesslegrave interposed. “A mo* 
charming woman.” Mrs. Heeslegrave 
thought all peers and peeresses, actual or 
prospective, particularly charming—even 
more charming indeed than the re* of the 
people in the be* society.

The canon took no notice, however, of 
these interjected remarks. He severely ig
nored them. To say the truth, hé regard
ed the entire Axmfoster connection as his 
own private property from a social point 
of view and rather resented than other
wise the impertinent suggestion that any 
one else In the world could have anything 
to do with them. “Yes, we've reduced it 

__ to a practical certainty, ” he went on, lean
ing back in his place in the gondola and 
staring hard at the water. “The crux of 
the case consisted, of course, in the diffi
culty ofe proving that the man Douglas 
Overton, who shipped from the port of 
London in the Saucy Sally—that was the 
name of the vessel, if I recolle* aright— 
for Melbourne, was really the same man 
as Albert Ogilvie Redbnm, seventh Lord 
Axminster. And it was precious hard 
to prove satisfactorily, I can tell you, hut 
Maria him proved it—proved it up to the - 
hilt. Maria’s a very clever woman of the 
world, and she knows how to work these 
things like a private detective. Her law- - 
yer said to her in my hearing,‘Nobody bnt 
you, Lady Axminster, would ever have 
succeeded in pulling It through, but thanks 
to your ability and energy and acumen 
not even the house of lords can have the 
shadow of a doubt about it.’ And the 

/ house of lords, yon may take yonr affida
vit, will doubt anything any mortal on 
earth could doubt to keep a claimant out 
of a peerage if only they can manage it.”

“But yon think it’s quite safe now?" 
Mrs. Hesslegrave asked, with inters*. 
Anything that referred to a peer of the 
realm had for her mind a perfectly en
thralling attraction.

“Oh, dear, yes, quite safe. Not a doubt 
in the world of it. Yon see, we’ve estab
lished, in the fir* place, the fa* that the 
man Douglas Overton really was Bertie 
Redbnm, which is always something. And 
we’ve established, to the second place, the 
complementary fa* that the Saucy Bally, 
from London for Melbourne, went ashore 
on some wretched island nobody ever heard 
of in the Indian ocean, and that all souls 
on board perished, including, of course, 
the man Douglas Overton, who is Bette 
Redbnm, who Is the late Lord Axminster. 
A child can see it, I* alone the privilege 
committee.” - - • "

“I’m glad it’s going to be settled,” Mrs. 
Hesslegrave remarked, with un*ion. “It’s 
such a dreadful thing for poor Mr. Alger
non Redbnm to be kept so long, through 
no fault of his own, out of the money and 
title.”
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Dial. %. aman being is
ever really nniqne. Every thought and 
feeling we can have somebody etee hae had 
in almo* the same form, we may be sure, 
before us. And perhaps they had both 
token word‘and thought alike from some 
previous thinker, as often happens with 
Ml of ns. For aught she knew to the con
trary, it might be some commonplace of 
Emerson’s or Thorean’s. At any rate, 
Kathleen attached no serions importance 
to this flfcsh of identification, at lea*after 
the first moment. Still she went on in
dulging the day dream, as one often will, 
for many minutes together out of mere 
fanciful delight in it. It gave her some 
slight relief from the cling, cling, ding, of 
the canon’s perpetual chatter about the 
sayings and doibgs of his great folk in 
London. While he went droning on to 
Mrs. Hesslegrave abont Lady This and 
Lady That, their virtues qpd their driin- 
quencies, Kathleen leaned back to her seat 

"in-the broad Italian sunshine and shut her 
ears to it all mentally, while she enlarged 
to herself upon this Axminster day dream 
and saw herself as Arnold Willoughby’s. 
bride pacing entranced through the full 
to* of June at Membury cartle.

At la* she shut her eyes for a moment 
as they were nearing a bridge at one fa
miliar comer, where a romanesque stair
case of exquisite workmanship ran spiral
ly up outside a round tower in the back
ground. It helped her day dream some
what to shut her eyes. She could see the 
great oaks of an English park, she could 
see the fallow deer on dappled spots of 
shade under the spreading chestnuts. A 
sharp cry from the canon made her open 
them again suddenly. Glancing np in 
alarm, she looked in the direction where 
her visitor’s eyes were fixed and saw, lean- 

' tog on the parapet of the high pitched
bridge that spanned their canal close by_
who else but Arnold Willoughbyl

The canon’s last ivords, unheeded as he 
spoke them, now rang clear to her
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MANITOBA BUTTER.

To the Editor Would you kindly give 
•pace to year valuable paper for a alight

preeentod ae having said I wee to favor of 
batter being to sealed tin* I am not to 
favor of that mode of paokfag butter, for the 
reason foot there Is no demand for it to that 
kind of package. I am to favor of any 
] jaokage that suits the trade, but I oertainly 
'lo notyeoommead anything that la net

Imay add my trip to the province is 
purely a business one, solely to learn the re- 
qairement of the British Columbia market» 
for dairy produce from Manitoba. I' have 
fotmd everyone interested alive to burines». 
and ready and willing to give me all thebT 
formation required, and end, information as 
dairymen.™7 banefioieI 10 the Manitoba

I may also say that there have 
bfjo established to Manitoba, bv 
aid of the Provincial government, 7 large 
number * creameries and cheese feotoriM There factories are aU^ZhS

f JE»:

queaoe of this British Columbia mayrwt

i
ears:

blancee and mistaken identities. There 
were Perkin War beck and Edmund Wyld 
and the Tichbome claimant. There was 
Sidney Carton in the “Tale erf Two Citiee. ” 
And he came back always to the funda
mental point that the features of a face at 
least—the features mu* always remain. 
Yon might dress, and you might paint, 
bnt there was no possibility of getting over 
the features. He overelaboratod this is
sue, in fa*. Kathleen could see from ev
ery phrase he was sure in his own heart 
he had seen Bertie Redbnm and was try
ing to argue himself and, still more, his 
hearers -out of that positive eanvirtion. 
Even Mrs. Hesslegrave saw it" indeed and 
murmured aside to Kathleen as they stood 
on the steps of theMolo:

“That la Lord Axminster, Kitty, and the 
dear canon knew-it, bnt for Algernon Red- 
bum’s sake he didn’t like to acknowledge

!$&

* «5AÏS!

onoe to

]fc“Oh, dreadful,” the canon assented, 
“ dreadful, dreadful, dreadful ! But there I 
poor Bertie never had any conscience. It 
was quite painful, the distressing views 
he used to hold on such subjects for a 
man in his postion. I always set it down 
to the gypsy-blood in him. I’ve heard 
him say more than once he longed to be 
doing what he called something useful for 
the mass of the community. Long before 
he gave way to these abnormal longings 
and neglected his natural duties and ran 
away to sea he’s told me time and again 
he felt a sailor’s life was a life of undoubt
ed value and usefulness to the country. A 
sailor was employed in carrying commod
ities from one place where they were pro- 
duced to another place where they were 
wanted or eaten or something—consumed, 
I think he called it—and nobody could deny 
that was a good and useful thing, for the 
people that consumed then. ‘Very well, 
Bertie,’ said I, half to joke, don’t yon 
know. 'Then why shouldn’t yon go your
self and carry coals to Newcartle or what
ever else may be the crying want to that 
line of the moment?’ never dreaming, of 
conrse, the poor silly boy would go and 
follow my advice, as he did to the letter. 
But there, these things come out all right 
inthelong run. ‘There’s a divinity

/
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Leaning on the parapet of the high pitched

“He’ dead, that’s certain. We’ve got full 
particulars. All hands were lost, and he 
mn* have been lo* among them.”

Bnt this moment, * right of Arnold 
Willoughby’s bent head, with one finger 
twisted carelessly in the lock behind his 
ear, the canon sat staring wildly to front 
of him with wide open eyes.

"Why, look there!” he cried, taken 
abaCk, ton voice something very little short 
of horror. “Lodk there! Who’s that? The 
man on (he bridge jn* to front of uS?”
t.iywgjhto _____

following blankly time, only murmuring meanwhile half ant 
on of thecanop sqres. jgehad *der her breath to her daughter:
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•v£ effort to ^level^^he’dalary' 
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i i\man at all, aa it turned out, but the real:
Lord Axminster. If eo, how delightful l|

Mttttr^^TOgggnch ^dTerregondlttoS"- ***** th* “ON* M u moving building.

[to b* continued ] 

Winnipeg, June 26-m D. C. Kinsey, a 
badly crashed to- 1
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