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Shewas so little 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 uhmoved before the
very faces of St. Mark and St. Theodore!
At the Molo they called a gondola and

lided in it slowly down the Grand canal.
E’he canon thought it had fallen off since
the days of the Austrians. Half the pal-
hees were warse kept, and the other half
were scraped and cleaned and redecorated
throughout in the most ridiculous War-
dour street fashion. He couldn’ bear to
see Vemice Blundell-Mapled. ' It was all
quite depressing. But what astonished
Kathleen the most was the singular fact
that after passing the bend in thecanal by
the Palazze Contarini, the canon seemved
almest entirely to forget in what city they
were, though this was his first day for 30
ears in ‘the sea born city, and looking no
#t churches or palaces began to
gossip about the people he kad Yeft behind
him in’London. His world wentwith him.
‘They mitght have been im Bond “street or
Rotten row for any notice he took of the
Rialtoor the Ca d’Oro. He glided past the
Fondato without even & single word. He
‘neverdeigned to givea glanceto the School
of St. Mark or the tower of San Zanipolo.
To Kathléen’s artistic soul it was alla
strange puzzle. Shevcouldn’f understand
it. Had the man no eyes in his head that
he could pass those gloricus arcades, those
‘exquisite balconies, withrout even looking
up:at them?

‘‘And you are goingto tell us something
:about this Axminster btsiness,’”” Mrs.
‘Hesslegrave remarked-after a pause as they
:reached the front of thearsenal 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 you all
about it. Haven't you read it in the pa-
pers? We’re in hopes at last we’re really
igoing to get a-definite settlement.”

*‘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 about all the
most 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 best 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
you. We've reduced saccess to a practical
certainty,” The lords will adjudicate on
his claim in .a week or two, but it’s a fore-
gone conclusion. I'm very glad, I must
say, -for Algy’s sakeand for his wife’s too.
She’s a nice little thing, Mrs. Algy Red-
burn!’? -

‘‘ 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 & charming womanp,”’
Mrs. Hesslegrave interposed. ‘*A most
charming - woman.’” Mrs, Hesslegrave

thought all peers and peeresses, actnal or
prospective, particularly charming—even
more charming indeed than the rest of the
people in the best society. 3

The canon took no notice, howeyer, of

these ed remarks. He severely ig-

ivat - from & 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 ofs 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 recollect aright—
for Melbourne, was really the same man
as Albert Ogilvie Redburn, seventh Lord
Axminster. And it was precious hard
to prove satisfactorily, I can tell you, but
Maria has 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 but
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, you may take your 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 you think it’s quite safe now?’’
Mrs. Hesslegrave asked, with interest.
Anything. that referred to a peerof the
realm had for her mind a perféctly en-
thralling attraction.

*“Oh, dear, yes, quite safe. Not a doubt
in the world of it. You see, we’ve estab-
lished, in the first place, the fact that the
man Douglas Overton really was Bertie
Redburn, which is always something. And
we've established, in the seécond place, the
‘tomplementary fact that the Saucy Sally,
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 1is: Bertie
Redburn, who is thelate Lord Axminster.
A child can see it, let alone the privilege
commi », : Y

“I’'m glad it’s going to be settled,’’ Mrs.
Hesslegrave remarked, with unction. *‘It’s
such a dreadful thing for poor Mr. Alger-
non Redburn' to be kept so long, through
no fault of his own, out of the money and
title.”’

‘‘Oh, dreadfunl,” the canon assented,
“dreadful, dreadful, dreadful] But there!
poor Bertie never had any conscience. It
was ‘quite painful,the distressing views
he used to hold on such subjects for a
man inhis ‘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 negleeted his natural duties andran
away t0 ‘sea he’s told me time and again
he felt asailor’slife 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 werepro-
duced to another place where they were
wanted or eaten or something—consumed,
I think he called it—and nobedy could deny
that was & ‘good and useful thing, for the
people that consumed them; ‘Very well,
Bertie,” said I, half in joke, ‘don’t you
know. “Then why shouldn’t you go your-
self and carry coals to Newcastle or what-
ever else 'may be the crying want in that
line of the moment?’ never dreaming, of

course, the poor’ silly boy would go and. man

follow my advice, as he did to the lefter.’
But there, thess things come out all #ig
in the long ran. ‘There's a divinity tha

§ s i Bt miracilly

shapes our ends,’ as Tennysonor seme-

body says—ah, thank you, was it Shake.

speare?—‘rough hew them how me may,’

and that’s been'the case; I say, with this

Axminster peerage business. For the up-

shot of it'all is that poor Bertie’s dead and
gone, sconer than one could reasonably

have expectnd, and Algy’s come into the

property and . title before his time, which

i8 a very desirable thing to have happened,

for Bertie .might have married a woman

after his own heart, no doubt—a sailor’s

Poli, for choice—and if he had, why, one
¢rembles to think what the children might

have been like—a perfect disgrace to their

afcestry!”’ s ‘

Mrs, Hesslegrave smiled an acquiescent
smile. Buat, 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 te ‘be on the whole a useful
and a valuable. function for wociety!’’
Burely this line-of reasoning, were it right
or wrong, sounded  strangely familiar to
her! And then, as she thought it over, it
broke upon her like a revelation that she
bad heard similar words before now—from
Amnold Willoughby! From Arnold Wil-
doughby! From the courteous artist sailor.
A strange misgiving seized upon her. If
iLl.ord Axminster could disguise himself as
Douglas Overton, why not also as Arnold
‘Willoughby? She thought at once of her
gailor friend’s extraordinary knowledge of
.art and literature for a common sailor, of
‘his chivalrous manners, of his demeanor
‘which 8o belied his dress 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

stien-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 wasreally 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-
-seape painter, and a village maiden she!”
—a romance of how this young man had
tried to win her love as a common sailor—
and, what was more, succeeded in it—and
how he 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.”

'Twas a romantic little day dream. To
say the truth, Kathleen regarded it only
as such, for as yet she had no positive rea-
son to believe that Arnold Willoughby
oven loved her. Shehad but guessed it
dnstinetively with a woman’s intuition.
[And as tohisreal position in life she knew
gbsolutely nothing.. The singular coinci-
oot o o g e

ings to her-and the things
4he canon. repeated as Liord Axminister's
A enpugh, but it
0 uman being is-
£ver really unigue: Every thought and
feeling we can have somebody else has had
in almost the same form, we may be sure,
before us. And perhaps they had both
taken word-and thought alike from some
previous thinker, as often happens with
all of us. For aughit she knew to the con-
trary, it might be some commonplace of
Emerson’s or Thoreau’s. At any rate;
Kathleen attached no. serious importance
to this fiish of identification, at least after
the first' moment. - Still she went onin-
dulging the day dream, as one often will,
for many minutes together out of mere

4 fanciful: delight’ in it. It gave her some

slight relief from the cling, cling, cling, of
the canon’s perpetual chatter about the
sayings and doings of his great folk in
London. While he went droning on to
Mrs. Hesslegrave ‘about Lady This and

1'Lady That, their virtues and their deélin-.

quencies, Kathleen leaned back in herseat

"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

leaf of June at Membury castle. ;

At last she shut her eyes for a moment
as they were mnearing a bridge at one fa-
miliar corner; where a romanesque stair-
case of exquisite workmanship ran spiral-
ly up outside a round tower in the back-

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 up in
alarm, she looked in the direction where
her visitor’s eyes were fixed and saw, lean-
'ing.on the parapetof the high pitched.
bridge that spanned their canal close by—
who else but Arnold Willonghby!

The canon’s last words, unheeded as he
spoke them, now rang clear in her ears:

Leaming on the parapet of the high pitched
M‘lﬁqe.

‘‘He’ dead, that’s certain, We’ve got full

particulars. All hands were lost, and he

must have been lost among them.”

But this moment, at gight of Arnold
Willoughby’s bent head, with one finger
Wt;d carelessly in thelock ‘behin;lr:nis‘
ear, the canon sat staring wildly in t
of hini with wide open eyes. it

*“Why, ldok ' therel’” he taken
aback, ina voicesometh!

ground. It helped her day dream some- |

{ However,
[ time, only

always been sure there must besomething”
m°§§1y wrong about that dreadful Wil-
loughby man, and now they were discov-
ering it. Could the canon have recognized
him asan esca convictor told him ata
glance as the Banbury murderer? :
But Canon Valentine gazed hanrdirda::
more steadily than any of them. He
Kathleen’s a{-m with a convulsive start.
“Yes, it’s him!’ he said excitedly in &
tone of blank alarm. ‘A good deal altu_v
ed, of course, and quite l,)eykxm'_d
any other one’s recognition, but M,h “m,
sure enough! Ishould know him ina"“shou-
sand!”’ a

“It’s who??’ Mrs. Hesslegrave "faltered
out, hardly daring to ask. 7 ,
The canon gasped for breath.  He counld

on‘l‘ywj:;t Bertie,”” he answered low, lean-
ing forward to whisper it. Don’t you un-
derstand? Bertie Redburn! The man that’s
dead! The late Lord Axminster!” .-

CHAPTER XI
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 last man
on earth to call ‘attention to'a likeness—
really, now he came to think of it, a very
remote likeness—to the late earl, and so
give rise to a rumor which might prove
prejudicial in the end to Algy’s position.
He had cried outin the heat of the mo-
ment, in the first 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 planet. Sooner or
later we all collide upon its surface. .

As for Kathleen, her first thought was
one of loyalty to Arnold. It he wa. Lord
Axminster, and of this she had now very
little doubt left—the double coincidence
settled it—he was trying to hide himself.
He didn’t wish to be recognized. That
was enough for her. He desired that his
personality as Arnold Willoughby should
not be mixed up with his personality as
Bertie Redburn. Therefore it was her clear
duty not to betray him in any way. She
glanced nervously at her mother. Mrs.
Hesslegrave had half risen from her seat,
overjoyed to hear that this was really an
English earl whose high birth and intrin-
sic nobility they had discovered for them-
selves under the guise of a common sailor
and was just about to. ¢call out, ““Mr. Wil-
‘loughby, Mr. Willoughby!”’ But Kathleen'
darted upon her suddenly such a warning
 glance. that she withered up forthwith
and held her peace dévoutly. She didn’t
know why she was to keep silent, but she
could see from Kathleen’s half imperious,
half imploring look there was some good
reason for it, and Mrs. Hesslegrave was
one of those rare stupid people who recog-
nize the fact of their own stupidity and
allow themselves to be blindly guided in
emergencies by others. So she held her
peace, merely remarking -as she sat down

in:

‘8o you think that’s' Lord Axminster
dressed up like that? Well, really now,
how inferesting!’’

Arnold . Willoughby’s face meanwhile
was all the time turned half in the oppo-
site direction. - He did not see the gondola*

gaged, in fact, in watching and mentally
phing for artistic purposes the

she swung slowly through the bridge over
whose balustrade he was hangipg: While
Mrs. Hesslegrave spoke = he turned’ and
went on without ever observing -them.
Next instant he was lost in the crowd that
surged and swayed through the narrow
‘calle. The danger was averted. - He had
never 8o much as observed the canon. -
As for that astute old gentleman, now:
he had recovered his breath, he saw his
mistake at once and faced it boldly. When
Mrs., Hesslegrave said, ‘‘So you -think
that’s Lord Axminster?’’ he answered im-
mediately with perfect self control: ]
“No, I don’t. I was mistaken. It was
—a passing fancy. For a second I imag-
ined—merely imagined, don’t you know—
the man looked something like him. I
suppose it was the sailor getup which just
at first deceived me. Poor Axminster used
to dress like a sailor when he yachted.
Amelia, my dear, that was not Bertie, was
it? ' You ‘could see the man distinctly. -
*Oh, dear, no, Fred,”> Mrs. Valentine
echoed in a voice of profound conviction.
“Not the least bit like him{”’ -
The canon frowned slightly. Amelia had
bettered her instructions unbidden. . He
was the least bit like him, else why should
the canon have mistaken him at first sight
for his kinsman Bertie? Butnot very like,
‘A mere superficial resemblance,” he
went on, hedging violently. ‘‘Just at the
first glance, to be sure, having'my head
full of the subject and seeing the sailor
dress, I mistook him for Bertie. Butf when
I came to look again the fellow wasalto-
gether different.: Same build perhaps, but
features gone, shorterand thickerand flat-
ter.” A man may dye his hair and cut his
beard, and so forth, but hang it all, Mrs.
Hesslegrave, he can’t go and get rid of his
own borfi features;”’
otHetalked all the rest of the way home
of nothing on earth except singular res 5
blances and = mistaken-identities. - There.
were Perkin Warbeck and Edmund Wyld

Jand the Tichborne claimant. ' There was

Sidney Carton in the “* Tale of Two Cities.”’
And he came. back always to the funda-
mental point that the features of a face at
least—the features must always remain. |
You might  dress, and you might paint,
but there was no possibility of getting over
the features. He overelaborated this is-
sue, in fact. Kathleen could see from ev-
ery phrase he was sure in his own heart
he had seen Bertie Redburn and was try-
ing to argue himself and, still more, his
hearers ‘out of that positive conviction.
Even Mrs. Hesslegrave saw it indeed and
murmured aside to Kathleen as they stood
on the steps of the Molo:

‘**That is Lord Axminster, Kitty, and the
dear canon knew:it, but for Algernon Red-
;m’l"n’s sake he didn’t like to acknowledge

t.

Kathleen gazed at her seriously.

‘‘Mother, mother,”’ she cried in a low
voice, ‘‘for heaven’s ‘sake don’t say 80,,
Don’t say anything about it.- . Yon won’t
understand yet, but when we get. home
I’ll tell you. Pleasesay Imore now.
If you do, you may upset ey  1id

A vague idea crossed Mrs, Hesslegrave’s
mind at that moment that Kathleen might
perhaps ‘have known  this all along, and
that that might account for her being so
much taken up -with this- dreadful sailor-
man, who wasn’t really a dreadful sailor-
man at all, as -it turned out, but the real .
Lord Axminster. ‘If so, how delightfull;
she waited for um
these .matters. in ‘Kathleea

’s own' good|
murm hah'nn-!

¥ der her breath to her daughter:

| “Well, whoev

nor Kathleen nor the ¢anon. ° He was efi-]

graceful movements of ‘a passing barge as’|

more. light, on. [gest)

]
a 4 he is, he's a charming
fellow. You 'guet admit yourself Ive
thoughtall a «oug he’s a channingfellow.”
By this t' e the canon had settled with-
thegondc ger after a resoluse attempt at.
‘s to the man’s extortionate en-
leavor 45 exact his proper fare by munici-
Pal* ariff, and was ready to stroll up to the
He sslegraves’ apartments, for it was a
Trincipal clause in the canon’s private
cveed that every foreigner is always en-
Efed in a:conspiracy to defraud every
tish subject on whom he can lay his
hands, and that the way to make yourroad
easy across the confinent is to fight every
item of every account allalongthe line the
moment. it. is presented. . The extortionate
gondolier had conquered, however, by pro-
ducing a printed tariff which fixed his hire
at the modest rate of a franc an hour, so
the canon, paying it without a sou of pour-
boire, strode on toward the lodgings, dis-
consolate and distracted. He knew in his
hea*t 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 up again by fitsand
starts in this uncanny manner—to play bo-
peep, as it were, with the house of lords,
the most dignified, exalted and supreme

Srm oren:

“Mother, mother,” she cried.
court in the United Kingdom. Once dead,
always dead, was a rule that ought to be
applied to these Tichbornian revivalists. It
you choose to go out like a candle of your
own free will, why, the world should stern-
ly decline to recognize you when you want
to come to life again at inconvenient mo-
ments. = There should be a bill brought in
-to declare Bertie Redburn was really dead,
and then dead he should remain by act of
parliament.

But 48 soon as they were inside the house
and Kathleen had gone up with her moth-

| tle bedroom to take off her bonnet the can
on’s own wife gave vent explosively to a
fearful and wholly unexpected disclosure.

“*You know, my dear,’”” she =aid confl-
dentially, ‘‘that was Lord Axminster, I
feel quite sure of it. Only, of course, I
wouldn’t say so, on dear Fred’s account.
You know dear Fred can’t bear to be con-
tradicted.”’

Once more Kathleen darted a warning
look at her mother, and once more Mrs.
Hesslegrave accepted the hint blindly.

““But he was so. different, the canon
thought,’’ she remarked, just to keep up
the conversation, wondering dimly all the
while what this mystification could mean
~<too deep, 'in' fact, for & quiet, respecta-
v ‘;old lady’s fathoming. ™
. %*0h, you can’t deceive mer’ Mrs, Val-.
setine ‘answered, with warmth, ““P'm’
sure it was Lord Axminster. And I'll tell
you how I know. His feattires were really
changed, exactly as' Fred said—he must’
bave had something 'done to them. They
say you'can get your facemolded Hke put-
ty, if you choose to bear’ it, nowadays.
But he had always a nervous trick of pull-
ing one back lock of 'his hair as he stood
still and thought—like” this, don’t you
know—a sort of back handed twirl, and
the moment ‘I saw him I remembered it
instantly.
street’any morning and meet every friend
hie ever knew in' the world, and not one
in a' thousand would ever suspect it was
he, but Fred and I, we would " know, be-
cause we saw such a lot of him as a child
and were * accustomed to réprove him for
this same awkward trick of his.’’

And as a matter of fact the moment
Mrs. Valentine mentioned it Kathleen rec-
ollected ' perfectly that she had often ob-
served Arnold Willoughby stand in just
the way she mimicked, pulling a particn-
lar lock at the back of his hair whenever
he was observant of a person’s face or at-
temtive to any element in a picture orland
scape. ;

The moment she could get alone with
Her mother up stairs she began o speak ta
her seriously.

‘‘Mother,’” she said in her most coax-
ing tone, ‘‘you were 80 good to take my
hints. I didn’t want -Canon Valentine to
know who Mr. Willoughby was—I mean,
what name "he calls” himself—or that you
and I knew him, for I’'m sure the canon
was right. Mr. Willoughby is Lord Ax-
minster.?’ .

Mrs, Hesslegrave made no immediate, re,
ply except to step.forward with the utmost
geutleness and press a motherly kiss upon
her daughter’s forehead.

*“Oh, Kitty,” she -cried, gazing fondly
at her, **how awfully clever of youl! My
darling, I'm 80 glad! And I’ve been seeing
all along how ‘much attention he was pay-
g youn.” ‘ g

. Kathleen flushed up 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 pet name of Kitty:

' But-that’s not all, mother,”” she went
on eagerly. “‘I'want youto promise me,
oh; ever so faithfully, you won’t tell’ any-
‘body who he is'-or  anything else about
him. He wouldnt like it ‘if you did
Promise me, dearest, promise me!’’
+Mrs. Hesslegrave drew back for'a sec-
ond, lost in mazes of thotight. 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 a1l happened. Lord Axmin-
ster, it appesared, distrusting all woman-
kind after his bitter experience with Lady
Bark, had“come abroad in dj as'a
common' ‘8ailor in order to look out for
some girl' he could really love, some girt
who cotild really love him as a man wishes
10’ be loved—for himself, not for his es-
tate, his rank or his title. ButKa
like a'clever girl that she was, had discov-
ered by intuition his real position in life
uuder those humble and had
fallen in Tove with him made him fall
[m? W% i e i

ind now, wha ] never un-
derstood before, iow a well coni :

flfke her Kitty could have permitted he

sself 'to form a romantic attachment for a
( tly 50 far beneath her. It was
to ‘unmasked the.

-{ the man he saw on the bridgeis'a perfect

erand Mrs, Valentine into her pretty lit-

He might walk down Bond | spite

by sheer dint of insight, Mrs. Hesslegrave
onee more bent tenderly forward and kiss-
ed the wondering Katileen a second time
on her forehead. $

¢ I’ll promise whatever you like, dear,”
she gaid in a very pleased tone, for this

weas o great occasicn.  ““Ohb, Kitty, ’'m so
delighted! And indeed, desw, I'm sorry I
ever seemed tothrow any obstacles in Mr,
Willoughby’s way—I mean, in Lord Ax-
minster’s,  But there, you'll forgive me.
I didn’t understand the circumstances as
you did. And though I didn’t quite ap-
prove of your seeing so much as you did of
him under misap sion, of course, as
to his real place in society—you must re-
member yourself I alwdys allowed that,
viewed as a man alone, he was a most
charming person.®’ :
Kathleen didn’t exactly understand what
her mothier was driving at. These words
were t00 ‘deep for her, but for the moment
she didn’t think it necessary to inquire as
to their hidden meaning. She was so
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 'twas 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-
'sa friend of ours. Don’t say a word
about him, in fact. Letthe canon sup

stranger to all of us. I must manage to
prevent Mr. Willoughby from visiting the
house for the present somehow. If Canon
Valentine were to find out'who he

loughby would be so dreadfully disappoint-
d. . .

Mrs. Hesslegrave 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
clear 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 ask 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
8o natural at a crisis like that. ‘‘Butllove
him,’” sheswent 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 us to know he
was really Lord Axminster,*

Bhe trembled for her unavowgd lover,
now the truth was upon her,

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

And indeed Mrs. Hesslegrave felt it
was most meritorious in' Kathleen to have
discovered the young man’s rank so early,
as of course she must have done, and to
have succeeded in keeping her own counsel-
80 well that even her mother never for a
monent the real rank of her
lover, for iha!z: lover'he was Mrs. Hessle-

an earl. She would hardly have given her
gnthleen credit before for so-much gump-
on.

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-

accidentally meeting.’ | And that, she fare-
-8aw, would be no easy task, for of late, in_
of Mrs. Hesslegrave’s marked cold-

ness, Arnold had frequently called round

on one errand or another, with sketches or

books, at the lodgings by the Piazza, = !

' Just as she was wondering: how best $o-
avert, the misfortune of an unexpected
rencontre, -howevery Mrs. Hesslegrave ob-
gerved with her blandest smile: R

“We haven’t seen mueh 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.” . :

Kathleen stood aghast with horror. She
quite understood Arnold Willoughby's mo-
tives now; with a flash of intuition the
minute she learned who he was she
;ordatonoetheri:;onu,tghh nge be-

vior. Someth: of the ‘sort, ‘indeed,
had occurred to heraspossible even before
when she contrasted the man’s talk and
wide range of information with his sup-
posed position in' life, but now she knew
who he was it all burst at once mpon her.
And she hadloved hjmas the common sail-

her own heart for many days since the trip
to the Lido. .He conld never say of her in
fature it washisrank and hisartificial po-
sition in the world that had captivated her
fanoy. Sheloved him for himself. ‘She’
knew it—she was certain of it! Had she
not.written it down in plain black and
white in her diary? Yet if he were to find
out now that she had discovered his true
wmm—-%ﬂgeen hunmbled'ﬁohanolt_ as she
t U Pod sible result,
very much in love—he

Arnold Willoughby, the sailop painter, or

as to his artificial position. s

;lmvent this catastrophe which Mrs. Hes-
egrave 80 inmocently 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.
you mustn’t ask him! Oh, promise me

much depends on it. ' For heaven’s sake,
say g:m won’t—say you’ll do as I begof
you 3

Mrs. Hesslegrave, much - puzzled as to
what all this mystification and agitation
Bould - mean, yet drew-back at once and
answered in perfect good faith:

“Oh, certainly, certainly, I'll do asyon

why, Such plot and counterplot is a great
des{”loo deep for & poor, simple old wom-
an,

Kathleen’s heart sank at the words.
They were only too true. She felt sure she
oould trust her mother’s good intentions
tly, but shie was by no ‘means so
she could trust her discretion.
“Though I've always said,” Mrs. Hes-
ve remarked in conclusion, ‘‘he ‘was
> in his way & most charming per-
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was, it ‘would spoil all, and then Mr. Wil- |

on Valentiné and if possible to prevent their | House of

or.. That she had mnever concealed from |

might never ask |
her. She wished in her heart he was really ||
that she 'had ‘never discovered the truth |-

But something must be‘aoneatonoetb ;

you wori’t ask him! You don’t know how | I0

wish, dear, though I'm sure I don’t know |

CONFLICTING POLICIES.

Manifestoes of the Unionist, the Lib-"
" “eral and the Irish
Parties.

Justin MeCarthy Advoeates Alliance
Between the Home Rulers
and the Liberals.

LoxNDoN, June 26.—The National Liberal
Federation manifesto says that Home Rule
is the first and foremost of measures to be
pushed, and there are also . mentioned the
employera’ liability bill, the Welsh church
disestablishment bill, the Irish land bill, the
one man and one vobe bill, the local veto
bill (local 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 iv is established beyond all
question that when the houses of parlinment
come into conflict the will of the representa-
tive chamber shall prevail.

Mr. Thomas Gibson Bowles, the Conser-
vative member of parliament who made a
special criticiam on the government seal

{fisheries bill, while: riding -along Rotten

> meb Lord Rosebery, to whom
he remarked that this bill had passed.
‘“Yes,” replied Lord Rosebery, laughing,
‘“ and there’s been a good deal of fishing for
the seals of office this week,” -

Both parties profess to be ready for a
general election in July, and the outgoing
ministry do not npgenr greatly dishedrtened.
Lord Rosebery and Sir William, Harcourt
are partioularly jaunty and jovial, and
make it plain that their release from office
nib $la time was the thing most to be de-
sired.

The Irish people are taking great interest
in the present sitnation. Jugtin McCarthy
has isfued 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 bs oocupied by
men pledged to the poliey of coercion in Ire-
land. This defeat was encompassed by the
factioniate who still divide Ireland, and by
the votes of the Chamberlains, the Russells
and other false friends of land reform.
Advocating the continnance of the alliance
with the Liberal party is Ireland’s only hope
of redress.” (The manifesto appeals earnestly
to Irishmen at home and sbroad for funds
with which to fight their enemies in the
coming election campaigns .

‘In au interview John Redmend said ‘it
seemed probable that the election would re-
sult in the defeat of the Liberal party. The
Parnellites had advised the government to
dissolve parliament when the Liberal party
was united. Mr. Gladstone gave the same
advice, and Redmend was in a position to
assert positively that Mr. Gladstone re-
signed because the cabinet rejecied his ser-

purchase of land" than the Li

was pot sure that home rule wonld not be
event uslmnlh with by the Conservatives.
L The poli prisoners could not be worse
off under a Tory governmient than they were
uader Mr, Asquith, the retiring home secre-

pl to Mr, Henry Labouchera in the
o mmons to-day, Hon. Akers-
Douglss, the Conservative whip, -sald his
party was anxious for a dissolution of par-
liament av the earliest possible moment.
He d to be able to make a statement on
the subject on Monday next.
---The election addresses of Right Homor-
m«-m_ oﬁBlIfonr n%d thChmberhh on
g . office, reproac e government
for ‘not dissolving parliament g;:lltotd of
‘resigning. - Mr. Chamberlain in his address
adds: *“ The Unionist leaders have ab-
solutely sgreed that the wild projeets for
constitutional nhn&nnd destructive legis-
Iation, whicn form the staple proposals of the
two last administrations shall be laid aside.
The Unionists will devote their pﬂnm
attention to a oy of constructive
form, and at same time will maintain
the fall effieciency of the defensive resonroes
of the empire.”
The Times says that Lord Salisbury
offered the Chancellorship of the Exchequer
to Mr. Mem en, but he preferred the Ad-
,office.

sympathizers have guaranteed
£20,000 to the anti-Parnellites fong'l an elec-
tion fund.

The Standard says that Baron Halsbarry
has been appointed Lord Chancellor in suc-
cession to Lord Herschell, and that Hon.
Joseph Chamberlain’s son will probably be a
junior Lord of the Treasury.
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