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nave put it own private gondola, partly in a hired bar-

r-n- - teI®8™phed today to my peo- ca—a hencoop, as Arnold Willoughby ir-
pie at Venice, Reggie responded airily, reverently called it—from the steps of the
nism E&££ ..COUr8e Wa* “ raph°- Mola As they passed ont of the harbor
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SK ??, £££"
“ Yes here it is ” R<1„- . , by the long and tedious railway embank-

îsML-aaarrKSMs Sa^SSsw
be made to pa> on the somewhat exorbi- eternal disgrace of having to refuse Flor- 0f the Adri.ti. f™ the,Bride

CHAPTER VH!. tant terms of 60 per cent, deducted before- Ele Clwke’s mamma a second bottle of Trieste^ AiflSf n?!?it^u,T
DIGRESSES SOMEWHAT. hand. But Mr. Reginald, as it happened, VeQ^e Clicquot, should she choose to de- makers and adomers intended he shnnid

In London meanwhile Mr. Reginald S18 far to°smaU ««me for eitherM^ “and it. S^it Ashe
Hesslegrave, to use his own expressive Morris or her papa to fly at His friend- Charlie ran his eye over the telegram. It bnUdinm by th^vlto’f ̂ dm ri^nf^ 
phrase, was “going it. ” And few young *lp for the yo™« lady was distinctly a was short. but satisfactory: er another before hfs enchanted wœ He
men with an equally exiguous income Platonic one. She and her mamma used Entirely disapprove. Amsendlngthemoney. sees Fortuna on her goldeü bMl above the 
knew how to “go it” at the same impetu- Ï"?1 a™lable y0UQ« to°l who time. Remember Dogana di Mare, he JL the“S
ons pace as Mr. Reginald Hesslegrave. ®°”ld fiu. ln the odd evenings between , , Kathleen- with its arcadelnd its loggia he seethe

same evening indeed, as he serions engagements, when papa's . She always says that," Mr. Reginald clustered cupolas and spiiSTof St M?rk’s
walked down the Strand arm in arm with **”* client« took her to the opera with m!f.rPosæd ,n an apologetic undertone. he sees the quaint volutes and swelling 
his chum, Charlie Owen—the only other mamma and presented her with a brooch or °!1,’^^ar’.yes’ 1 know» 14’S a way they domes of Santa Maria della Sainte Then fellow in the office who fulfilled to the let- amethyst bracelet ont of the 40 percent have. Charlie responded, with a toler- [ as he nears the Molo the vast panorama of 
ter Mr. Reginald’s exalted ideal of “what which alone remained to them from papa’s aat 8.™d<:\ 83 one who was well acquaint- beauty bursts upon him at once in all its 
a gentleman ought to be”—he stopped for mnmflcaioe. Not that Miss Florrie’s con- pd with the strange fads of one’s people detail—the Bridge of Sighs the famed Li 
a moment opposite the blushing window «^anything but the pink of didyoaa^ for'” J J on Column, St. Theodore on his cJwifo
of a well known sporting paper to observe ProPnet7—with a connection like papa’s ®f,nn5r’ Mr. Reginald responded. I et. Mark on his airv ninnacle the Pi».’
the list of winners In the first race of the 16 *5® oarda that 81,6 might »A9?afli^ dîe1w»the coiM with slow zetta, the Piazza, theCampanilè the Clock

Mr. Reginald, as is the wont of ?nd! with good luck, by becoming my lady JUhwatton fromhia dress waistcoat pock- Tower. He lands by the iSSde steps and 
his kind, had backed the favorite. He h®? of accumulated interest on bills re- «*• Well, this is a debt of honor,” he finds himself face to face with the cor 
drew a long breath of disappointment as he newed, and was it likely that Miss Florrie ?a,d in f solemnvoice, handing them over geons pilasters of Sansovino’s library ^he 
scanned the telegram of remits. “Amber 7»»?°™* away a first rate chance Impressively. “You’11 pay me off of course Lade ofthe^Lt^hTch
Witch wins In a canter,” he murmured, inlife llke that by ill timed entanglements ^f.f.°r®youwaBte any money on paying statues, the JohT ala basted the^l^Tof 
with marked disgust to his sympathizing j.th a Pemnlessclerk in a stockbroker’s landlords and such like. ” mosaics, the lavish waste of sculpture,
companion. “A rank outsider 1” office? Miss Flome thought not. She knew alipped thetwo sovereigns into With a whirling head he walks on tbrnn^h

“Pipped agqin?” CharUe Owen inquired her market worth too well for such folly, his trousers pocketwith a sigh of relief, it all, amazed, conscious of notidM rise 
in the peculiar dialect at which they were ®b*Jni8ht fllrt’ but ahe perfectly under- Yo™ area brick Charlie I” he exclaimed, save a phantasmagoria of glory and than k 
both experts. 8t°°d where to stop flirtaiton. Meanwhile tm7lia8 away quite happy and prepared, ing heaven in his heart that at

And Reginald Hesslegrave answered- sbe found Mr. Reginald Hesslegrave an | aa Is the manner of such young gentlemen I seen Venice.
“Pipped again I For a tenner!” with man- a8reeable and harmless companion and an mineral, to spend the whole sum reck- This was the view upon which the occu 
ly resignation. He was sustained under excellent wedge of an unobtrusive sort for at » 8l°gle burst on whatever first pants of Rufus Mortimer’s gondola look
this misfortune indeed by the consoling attackm8 the narrow opening into certain was relleved for the mo- ed back with delighted eyâ that Aoril
reflection that the “tenner” he had risked «rades of society. It “looks well” to be ™en* his temporary embarrassment, morning. But this was not «11 on Yorkshire Lass would come inthe end 8fn «bout with mamma in the company Jf « is the way of your Reggies to treat and™bove itall toe sTw^pL chainof 
out of Kathleen’s pocket. It’s a thing to ofan excellently connected young man of a 1°a°8a so much cash in hand, dropped the Tyrolese Alps and the hillTof Cadore 
be ashamed of for a gentleman, of course, no m8ana a* alL . People can never accuse ^om heaven, and to disburse it free- rose fairylike in a semicircle. Their pen
to have a sister who is obliged to dabble yo?r'.th“’ of unmitigated fortune hunting. £®w-near?fK1recipl®nt in h8ht hearted cUed hollows showed purple, their pLks 
In paint for a livelihood, but from the Miss Florne and her mamma were most anticipation of the next emergency. gleamed like crystal in the momlngsun
practical point of view it has its advan- charming that evening. Mrs. Hesslegrave o/,Th?.snPp” waa umversaUy acknowl- Cloudless and clear, every glen and eras- 
tages also. And Reggie found it a distinct herself would have been forced to admit edged to be the success of the evening. It pinked out by the searching rays the? 
advantage during the racing season that they were really ,™08t charming». The ls’An wh"e: *he allowance of stood silhouetted in pnre white against the
he was able to draw upon Kathleen’s earn- mam™a Lwas as well dressed as could rea- V^ve Clicquot Is sufficiently unstinted. solid blue sky of Italy In front of them 
ings for unlimited loans, which were never BOnably 1x3 expected-that is to say, not J1™' Çlarke ^as m°st affable, most in- St. Mark’s and the Campanile were out- 
repaid, it is true, but which were describ- nl°?b more overdressed than in the nature creafd°8ly affable* and as to Miss Florrie, lined ln dark hues. ’Twas a sight to re
ed as such in order to save undue wear of ^nga,a mon®y Imder’s wife must be, a littleround faced ingenue, with a joice a painter’s eyes. Arnold WUloughby
and tear to Mr. Reginald’s delicate feel- and her diamonds, Charlie Owen remark- vast crop of crisp black hair, cut short and and Kathleen Hesslegrave 8 7
ings. It doesn’t “look well" to ask your *** wlth deIight, were greatly noted and curled- she was delightful company. It as they looked at it.
Bister point blank for a present of a £10 consented ppon by the feminine occu- was her role in life to flirt, and she did it Nothing rouses the emotional side of a
note, but a loan of tout amount from time pa?JiSr?1 neighboring boxes. ■ As for Regi- for toe love of it Reginald Hesslegrave man’s nature more vividly than to gaze
to time to meet a pressing temporary emer- n®1*1 -Uesslegrave, he felt the evening was was a distinctly good looking young man, at beautiful things with a beautiful wom- 
gency is a form of advance that never ,, be ^ould himself have described as very well connected, and she really liked an. Arnold Willoughby sat by Kathleen’s 
grates for a moment npon the most refined a gigantic success. “It’s all going off him. Not of course that she would ever aide and drank it all in, delighted. He 
susceptibilities. ^ejj 've“> he observed, with nervous for a moment have dreamed of throwing half made np his mind to ask her that

“That’s a nuisance,* Charlie Owen re- P™6, to Charlie Owen as they paced toe herself away for life on a man without the very day whether, if he ever conld succeed 
sponded, with a sympathetic, wry face, p°Jrtd°r, cigarette in mouth, during toe means to keep a carriage, but Miss Flor- in his profession, she would be willing to 

for I suppose you counted upon it.” mtorval between the acts. rie was one of those modern young ladies link her life with a poor marine painter’s
Now, this was exactly what Mr. Regi- “.na L,barlle Uwen, patting his back, who sternly dissociate their personal likes He didn’t mean to make her Lady Ax- 

nald had done, after toe fashion of toe city ™ade answer emphatically: “Going off and dislikes from their matrimonial minster. That was far from his mind. He 
clerk who fancies himself as a judge of ^2° . Wby’,its a thundering schemes, and as a person to sup with, to would not have cared for those “whose
horseflesh, but he wasn’t going to acknowl- tnmjaPh‘ Vyhat a fellow you are, to be talk with and to flirt with she really liked mean ambition aims at palaces and titled 
ed«e it- rnwîLr.v’L “ ,,, “P? and everything! Master Reggie—nay, more, she admired names,” as George Meredith has phrased

‘ It never does to count upon anything _ unaing, simply clinking! The eldest son him, for he knew how to “go it,” and it- But he wanted to make her Mrs Ar-
in toe glorious uncertainty of racing,” he “»dute «souldn t have done the thing ability for “going it” was in Miss Fit»- nold Willoughby.
answered, with a bounce, swallowing his Z™:. “,8 ™adeT a distinct impression rie’s eyes toe prince of toe virtues. It was As they crossed over to the Lido he was 
disappointment in that resigned spirit UIVI v™ tliiv tal1 yoa- „ , the one that enabled a man, however poor full of a new discovery he had made a few
which is born of a confident belief that nTOn/fln«î, nf JÜî!- asked’ wlth * reality, to give her the greatest amount days before. A curious Incident had hap-
your mster, after all, will have in the end . . £ what she lived for-amusement. So P*ned to him. In hunting among» W
to make good the deflbit. “Though, ter be -Whv Ylorrle deeded Reggie with the light of Se of papers at his lodgings which hi.
wore, I was in need of it, for I-ve asked pioSi.î ^ «lance, her «rand black eyes ttil-he was fairly in- landlady bad bought totie up half kilo»
Florrie Clyke and her mother to run round Visiblv b?rh« Vls" toxicated with her. She played her crisp of rice and macaroni, he had come, it ap-
to the Gaiety for an hour with me this naked eye’ ^ «ixl’s clean curls at him with considerable effect and peared, upon a wonderful manuscript. Î&
evening and I can tell you It comes heavy *Mr „ , , was charmed when he succumbed to them, hardly knew himself at the time how im-
on a fellow, and no mistake, to settle for fofLlfotoîneh tee}l pîty he wa8n’t the heir to £100,- portant this manuscript was to become to
the «rub for Florrie’s mother! She is a 7UdfkuL^and^a^ °k ' K. hehad been, Miss Florrie thought, him hereafter but he was full of it, aU
dabat lot»*» salad!” Lit b®/?tioed wlth pride Bb? mi«ht have got papa to discount it the same, as a singular discovery.

‘‘Then you’re taking them to supper ^ 3 her mamma were offhand on post obits and have really set- “It’s written in Italian,” he said to
afterward?” Charlie inquired, with admi- acquaintance with a tied down to a quiet life of balls and toe- Kathleen—“that’s the funny part of it
ration. One young fool invariably admires mjSf tbe 8tfUa «nd dress aters in his agreeable society. but still it seems it’s by an English sailor
another for his courage and nobility in to toe most^ar^lî wl®’ “uch 8mitten was Reggie, indeed, J and it’s immensely interesting-» narrai
spending the money he hasn’t got, to some- BDrinlrim£r nf Xt ^Îî but 8tlU a ^at before the end of the evening, under tive of his captivity in Spain and his trial
body else’s final discomfort and detriment. mcln1din8 among the expansive influence of that excellent by the inquisition, for standing up like a

Reginald nodded a careless assent. “To richts to Yenve clia3not, he remarked chaffingly to man for her grace’s claim to the throne of
Romano’s,” he answered, with justifiable ÎÎ.» be , dy Axmmster. And though Florrie at a moment when Mrs. Clarke England.”
Pride m, the background of his tone. ^^ed Miss Florrie’s bows was deep In talk with Charlie Owen, “I “What’s toe date of it?” Kathleen ask-
“When I do the tiling at all, I like to do ^®t°' ^ldneaf «“d ^Uyoa what It is, Miss Clarko-^r rather ed, not knowing or not catching toe ^e-
it properly, and Florrie’s toe sort of girl, catch ^«Je ^e Florrie—I shall call you Florrie-some cial Elizabethan tinge of that phrase her
don’t you know, who’s accustomed to see £Lr®5 „ ’ who waa a «toutish ma- day you and I will have to make a match grace, instead of her majesty
things done in toe very best style, so I, Walf*- of“J” “Oh, Elizabeth, of course,” Arnold an-
meantogoit.” nnâeniabi!a fact that those who Miss Florrie did not resent this some- swered lightly. “Such a graphic story 1

“What a follow you are!” Charlie Owen 1 b 7e fo^ «“«J* P?1* women what abrupt and inartistic method of And toe queerest part of it all is it’s writ-
exclaimed, with heartfelt admiration. î5a<^î®oafld °f, 8a<îi?1 distinction in toe broaching an important and usually serf- ten in cipher.”
“After a knock down blow like this, that rülBeginald tot hhn- OUB object. On the contrary, being an “Then how did yon make it out?” Kath-
would dishearten most chappies!” to excellent society. easy going soul, she accepted it as a natu- leen asked admiringly. To her mind it

Mr. Reginald smiled a deprecatory smile lii ral compliment to her charms and smiled seemed a perfectly astonishing feat that
of modest self approval. “Well, I flatter k/BÊK^i------ -4» at 14 good humoredly. But she answered any man should be able to decipher such a
myself I am a bit of t, philosopher,” he n°ne the less, with a toes of the crisp thing for himself by mere puzzling over it.
admitted, with candor, like one who glides Wf/M PK-M II black curia: “Well, if we’re ever to do I “Why, easily enough,” Arnold answer^
tightly over his own acknowledged merits. mWH.'^ I IB that, Mr. Heealegrave, you must find the I ed, with a smile, “for happily I took it

Why don’t you come too? There’d be Wk Ta wherewithal first, for I can tell you I want I tor granted, since 1 found it in Italy toe
roomin my box for you.” acarriage, and a yacht, and a houseboat, language was Italian, so I soon spelled it

Goes it run to a box, then?” Charlie The man for my heart is the man with a out. Those sixteenth century people al-
°wm asked, open eyed. A l /Of N houseboat As soon as you’re inapoei- ways made use of the mostsimplVciphers

And Reggie answered, with an expan- MUlm lY>Z&câjtùU 1 Mi, tlon to set np a honseboat, you may Invite almost foolishly simple. Any child could
sive wave of his neatly gloved hand: “Do rnmlBa I tiffwrlrrri me to share It with you, and then”—she I read them.’’ '
you suppose I’d ask Florrie and her moth- QflfjT t jdffiftvlfllPvs! looked at him archly, with a witching
er to go in toe pit? I imagine I know how smile—“I may consider my answer.”
to do toe thing like a gentleman. ” IV] fl | /JEnVab She was a taking little thing there was

“Wen, of course, if you’ve got a box,” / § 'fKT «WSIVIiK no denying it. “Very bad style,” so toe
Charlie assented, with alacrity, “one more lu y II v ladies in the stalls remarked to one anoth-
or less doesn’t count. But still—there’s I «, WeVH' er as they scanned her through their opera
“eropper!” — —-------— - 1 | f I It Mill IllVils. glasses, “bnt awfnUy taking!” And Reg-

Mr. Reginald dismissed toe sordid sng- Li v®. wBfj *^vEej|tov^ maid Hesslegrave found her so. From
gestion with another dainty wave of his \ that moment forth it became his favorite
well gloved left. “When a gentleman asks |j] ■ «II \ day dream that he had made a large for-
raother gentleman to sup with him,” he M VI \ tune at a single stroke—on the turf, of
obsmved, with sententious dignity, “it W /] I ifW ' course—and married the owner of toe crisp
isp t usual for his guests to make inquiries f V black curls. So deep rooted did this Ideal
beforehand as to toe cost of toe entertain- 8 ] become to him indeed that he set to work
S fo^^CLn°bl®f®bllk® ^ Charlie ran his eye over the telegram. at once to secure the large fortuna And
Owen felt it would be positively bad man- thev ^ v,i bowf By working hard day and night and
oera not to accept with effusion and was Mia Clarke and Flonf« “ving and Investing? Oh, dear me, no!
lost ln wonder, delight and awe, as Reg- inarch Such bourgeois methods are not fro toe
gie Intended he should be, at toe magna- iw. cloakroom, likes of Mr. Reginald Hesslegrave whonimlty of a chappie who «Lfter a Ctoe SL/Tmom^t P^ded himself u^^ing a
*ba* conld immediately launch out ilftp low ». he âaid^ raaximri^ herei,?i£^' tieman- By risking Kathleen'shard earn-
fresh extravagance by inviting a friend to a ^ ,, ^ ^tp«Iy iD a whispered ed money on the Derby favorite and no-
quite unnecessary and expensive banquet hif Mend 88 he ceptiug “tips” as to a “d^k hW* to
What a splendid creature the fastyouM g 7 ?° supper with toe Le|er! dark horse to
man really is, after all, and how nobly 'f* ^otdd you ™auage to lend me a con- CHAPTER IX.
he dispenses unlimited hospitality to aU °r tw®T!, by the blue Adriatic.
and sundry times on his relations’money! j— i;D Like Bm-dolnh ,H6iP^f8e<V1*?-Süï April in Venice, young ladto aver, is 

So that evening at 8 saw Mr. Reginald —Ï “just too lovely to anything.” And Ru-Heaf1,e«rava i= full evening dr^^d a ^duM^riv ^' " ° h® ^ <us Mortimer utilized Vne of Ite just too
n#eefJ1Ur^ stoPpin8 at the door Reggie made a clean brenst u «cun lovely days for his long deferred project
of the Gaiety theater to deposit Mrs. brea8tot it. Well, of a picnic to the Lido.
Clarke and her daughter Florrie. The par- little more ^fv® ^ h1*0/ Do you know the Lido? ’Tis that long
ty, to be sure, was nothing if not correct, ^ « for^ smO^ w ? answered’ natural bulwark, “the bank of sand which 
for mamma was there to insure theuti Slz^hS o! Zl T^,W® breaks toe flow of Adria toward Venice,” 
most proprieties, and Miss Florrie herself, ZZts* ÏZ’ ?? 88 Shelley calls it. It stretches to miles
who was a well conducted young lady, had r 8a at &zz< and miles in a narrow belt along the mouthno idea of doing anything more d£ided îf^d4L^ cLh enontrly°Q Z’ °f the la«°oa8- On one side ul t^S 
than accepting a box for nothing as affec- w»nZ” Q “ “ «h to P«y the and on one toe shallow pool of mud banks
turn s gift from the devoted Reggie. Miss TT^T' „ „ „ and canals. This is the only place near
Blome’s papa was an eminently respecta- lnttItr^1,lZww?leZ?0nd®d,8CrBW‘ Venlce- indeed, where a horse can find 
We west end money lender, and Miss sympathetic but exceedingly foothold, and on that account as well as
Florne and her mamma were practically “fT” ____ . , for the sake of the surf bathing it is a fa-
used, in toe way of business, partly a» de- h«V® a?°®Pleof Vorite resort of Venetians and visitors !»
coy ducks to unwary youth and partly îZ» JrfZ® demand®d once spring and summer. Tbe side toward the
as a means of recovering at once in pres- Ch’ariteO^m^dZ Z-w „ T v „ l?80^"808 hl«h an» dry in a sort of nar
ante and enetrtainmente a portion oftoe he 1^t îfve l^akwater, like the lofty Chesil beach
money advanced by papa onthose famil- mi?d y°?’„I *bat similarly cute off the English chan-
Wr philanthropic principles of^nctoof Zh°nt “«1 from toe shallow expaz
hand at sighVwitoout to”n^r, ietDOaJ^ ^ Dorsetshire. Its opposite
security, ” which so often rmise one’s pro- U14 runs on. Will In a gentle slope to the level /
found esteem and wonder tati£ aZIZtoZ ITS. w fZ 2nd reoelT“ <« W
ment column, of the daUy ^p^T^: ® ^ °°,>* ^
fortunately, however, it lsfoundfor the ace’s “turbulent I

Mortimer gazed at her with a comic lit
tle look of quizzical surprise. He had got 
away alone with her after no «m»ll strug
gle, and he meant to make the beet of this 
solitary-opportunity. “Havel heard that 
Canon Valentine and his wife are com
ing?” he asked, with a sort of genial satire 
ln his voice. “Now, do yon think, Mias 
Hesslegrave, I planned this picnic to the 
“Wo today and got off with you alone 
here for nothing else bnt to talk about 
that bore, Canon Valentine, and that stick 
of a wife of his?”

“I—I really don’t know,” Kathleen fal
tered out demurely.

Mortimer gazed at her hard. “Yes, you 
dd,” he answered at last after a long 
Pause. “You know it very well. You 
know yon ’re playing with me. That isn’t 
jvhat I want, and you can see it, Miss Hes
slegrave. You can guess what I’ve come 
here for. You can guess why I’ve brought 
you away all alone upon toe sands. ” He 
trembled with emotion. It took a good 
deal to work Rufus Mortimer np, but when 
once he was worked up his feelings ran 
away with him. He quivered visibly. 
“Oh, Miss Hesslegrave,” he cried, gazing 
wildly at her, “you must have seen it 
long since! You can’t have mistaken it. 
You must have known I loved you ! I’ve 
as good as told you so over and over 
again, both in London and here, but never 
till today have I ventured to ask you. I 
didn’t dare to ask, because I was so afraid 
you’d say me nay. And now it has come 
to this, I must speak. I must! I can’t 
keep it back within myself any longer.”

Every woman ls flattered by a man's 
asking for her love, even when she 
to say “no” outright to him, and it was 
something for Kathleen to have made a 
conquest like this of toe American million
aire whom every girl in Venice 
ger to be introduced to. She felt it as 
such.

hestiy, seriously. He was one of those Sue 
men who rise far above jealousy. Kath
leen was touched by his attitude—what 
woman would not have been? For a mo
ment she half regretted she conld not an
swer him “yes.” He was so genuinely in 
love, so deeply and honestly grieved at her 
inability to love him. Of her own accord 
she took his hand. “Mr. Mortimer,” she 
said truthfully, “I like you better this 
minute than I have ever liked you. You 
have spoken like a friend. You have spo
ken like a gentleman. Few men at such 
a moment could have spoken as you have 
done. Believe me, indeed I am deeply 
grateful for it.”

“Thank you,” Mortimer answered, 
brushing his tears away shamefacedly.

Americans are more frank about such 
matters than we self restrained Britons. 
“But, oh, Miss Hesslegrave, after all, 
what poor comfort it is to a man who ««V» 
your love, who loves you devotedly!”

They turned with one accord and wan
dered back along the sands in silence to
ward the rest of the party. So far as Ru
fus Mortimer was concerned, that picnio 
had been a dead failure. ’Twas with an 
effort that he managed to keep up conver
sation the rest of the afternoon with toe 
mammas of the expedition. His heart had 
received a very heavy blow, and he hardly 
sought to conceal it from Kathleen’s ob
servant vision.

Sad that in this world what ls one man’s 
loss is another mçn’s gain. Arnold WiL- 
longhy, seeing those two come back silent 
from their stroll along the sands together, 
looked hard in Kathleen’s face and then in 
Mortimer’s—and read toe whole history. 
He felt a little thrill of pleasure course 
through his spine like a chill. “Then he 
has asked her,” Arnold thought, “andshe 
—she has refused him. Dear girl, she has 
refused hlm ! I can trust her after all. 
She prefers the penniless sailor to the rich
est man this day in Venice ! ”

It is always so. We each of us see things 
from our own point of view. Any other 
man would have taken it in the same way 
as Arnold Willoughby. But Kathleen 
went home that evening very heavy at 
heart for her American lover. He was so 
kind and true, so manly and generous, she 
felt half grieved in her heart she couldn’t 
have said “yes” to him.
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Yet she drew back, all tremulous. 
“Please don’t, Mr. Mortimer,” she 

pleaded as toe American tried hard to seize 
her vacant hand. “I—I wish yon would
not. I know you’re very kind, but__I
don’t want you to take it.”

“Why not?” Mortimer asked, drawing 
back a Httle space and gazing at her 
nestly.

“Because,” Kathleen answered, finding 
it hard indeed so to phrase her feelings 
not unnecessarily to hurt the young man’s, 
“I like you very much—as a friend—that 
is to say—but I could never love you.”

“You thought you could once,” Morti
mer replied, with a face of real misery. 
“I conld see you thought it once. In Ven
ice here last year you almost hesitated, 
and if your mother hadn’t shown herself 

anxious to push my interest with you 
I really believe you would have said ‘yes’ 
then to me. What has made the difference 
now? Yon must—you must tell me.”

“I hardly know myself,” Kathleen an
swered truthfully.

“But I must hear it,” the American an
swered, placing himself in front of her in 
an eager attitude. He had all the chival
rous feeling of his countrymen toward 

Rich as he was, he felt, and 
rightly felt, it was a great thing to ask 
such a girl as Kathleen Hesslegrave for 
the gift of her heart, and having wound 
himself up to make what for him was 
that fatal plunge he must know the worst 

, forthwith. He must learn once for all then 
and there whether or not there was any 
chance left for him. So he stood with 
clasped hands, repeating over and over 
again: “You must tell me, Miss Hessle
grave. I have a right to know. The feel
ing I bear toward you gives me a nlpitp to 

-
** tvI can’t tell-yon myeelf,” KsthleeM*- 
plied, a little^fa 1 fcering, for his earnestness 
touched her, as earnestness always touches 
women. “I shall always like you very 
much, Mr. Mortimer, but I can never love 
you.”
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CHAPTER X.
VISITORS IN VENICE.

Canon Valentine stared about him in the 
midst of the Piazza with a stony British 
stare of complete disapprobation. He re
jected it in toto. “So this is modem Ven
ice?” he exclaimed, with toe air of a «ian 
who revisits some painful scene he has 
known in its better days. “This is what 
emancipated Italy has made of it! Dear 
me, Mrs. Hesslegrave, how altered it is, to 
be sure, since the good old times of the 
Austrian occupation !”

“Ah, yes,” Kathleen Interposed, not 
entering into his humor, “no doubt you 
see great changes, canon. You haven’t 
been here before since united Italy. How 
much lovelier it must look to you, hoir 
it’s really and truly Italian!”

The canon gazed at her, full face, in the 
blankest astonishment. “Quite the con
trary,” he answered curtly. “I see very 
great changes, bnt they’re all for 2» 
worse. These pigeons, for example, they 
were always a nuisance, flying about tra
der one’s feet and getting in one’s wafSt 
every twist and turn, hut there are xén 
times as many of them now as there ever 
used to be.” A

“Why, I love the pigeons." ’ggakUMn» 
cried, all amazed. “Tbhy’w^ tame and 
familiar In Egland toehoys would throw 
stones at them and frighten them, hot 
here under the shadow of St. Mark’s they 
seem to feel as if they belonged to the 
place and as if man was a friend of theirs. 
Besides, they’re so characteristic, and 
they’re historidhlly interesting, too, don’t 
you know. They’re said to bp the descend
ants of the identical birds that brought 
Doge Dandolo good news from friends on 
shore, which enabled him to capture1 Crete 
and so lay the foundations of the Venetian 
empira I just love the pigeons. ’ ’

“Ï dare say you do,” toe canon answer
ed testily, “butj that’s no reason why they 
should be allowed to stroll about under 
people’s heels as they walk across the Piaz
za. In the good old Austrian days, I’m 
sure, that was never permitted. Intoler»> 
ble, simply! And then the band! What 
very inferior music ! When the Austrians 
were here, you remember", Amelia, we had 
a capital bandmaster, and everybody used 
to come out to listen to his German tune» 
in the evening. The square was alwâyf 
gay with bright uniforms then—such beau- 
jlful coats—Austrian hussar coats—deqn 
braided on either side and flung carelessly 
open. The officers looked splendid by the 
tables at Florio’s. Venice was Venice in 
thoee days, I can tell you, before all this 
nonsense cropped up about united Italy.”

“But what could be lovelier,” TTAtoia^ 
exclaimed, half shocked at such treason,- 

than toe Italian officers ia their pictur
esque blue cloaks, toe Bersagliert especial
ly? I declare I always fall quite in love
with them.” ^

“Very likely,” the canon answered. He 
was never surprised for his part at any 
aberration of feeling on the part of young 
gris since this modern education craze.
It had unsexed women for him. “But the 
place is spoiled for all that. Yon should 
have seen it at its best, before it was vul
garized. Even St. Mark’s ls gilded and 
furbished up now out of all recognition.
It s not fit to look at. Amelia, my dear, 
don’t you agree with me, the place was far 
more picturesque when the Austrians had 
It?”

‘‘obt very much more picturesque!” 
Mrs. Valtintine echoed dutifully. She was 
a meek looking old lady, in a long, black 
cloak, absolutely overborne by 60 years of 
toe canon’s Individuality, and she would 
have answered toe exact opposite in perfect 
good faith if only she perceived the canon 
expected it. Irreverent young men in their 
cathedral town were wont to apeak of her 
famtiiarly as “the prophet’s donkey,”

The canon examined critically the fa- 
^t* Mark’s—that glorious compos- 

lte facade of no particular time or style or 
fashion, which Kathleen admired so fer
vently, with its fantastic mixture of all 
elements alike—byzantine, oriental, ro
manesque, gothic, renaissance. “Very 
touted, ’ the canon murmured, holding his
head on one side, “very mixed indeed. I
«m t say I care for it. It’s so low and 
squat. And how the mosaics disfigure it!”

In answer to criticism like that poortoRhi!!e?h2d nothln8 to«7. *>she w££ 
Lyw ™tol@Ue- She knew when to be 
Büent. The canon strolled on, with Mis.
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igarding inLV“Do you love somebody else—will you 

tell me that?” the young man asked al
most fiercely.

Kathleen hesitated and was lost. “I__
I don’t know myself, Mr. Mortimer,” she 
answered feebly.

Mortimer drew a long breath. “Is it 
Willoughby?” he asked at last, with a 
sudden turn that half frightened hey. .

Kathleen began to cry. “Mr. Morti
mer,” she exclaimed, “you have Bo right 
to try to extort from me a secret I have
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Kathleen looked np at him With pro
found admiration. For her own part, «, ,
ahe couldn’t imagine how on earth it could 1 eno£i alwaV\ like you wry much, Mr.
be done. “How wonderful!” she exclaim- * „ Mortimer.”
ed. “You must show it to me some day. bever told yet to anybody—hardly even'to 
And it’s interesting, is it? I should love ™yself. Mr. Willoughby is nothing more 
to see it.” than a friend and a companion to me ”

feet romance. Most vivid and amusing. wLA ^ed—“Willoughby! It’s Wfl- 
Tbe writer was a man namSB J88BTOIIfiW- hJlf 8UPPlanted toe. I was
ham of Norfolk, toe owner and skippesrof , ^raid of thlfl- He paused irresolute 
ttn English bark. He was taken by the , r a toetoent. Then he went on much 
Spaniards off Cape Finisterre and thrown IZf'rr1, onght *° h«te him for this, 
Into prison for six months at Cadiz. After- 1 5r™ tie»alegrave, but somehow I don’t, 
ward he escaped and made his way to Ven- i Perhaps it isn’t in my blood. But! like 
ice, where he wrote this memorial in ci- I bim and admire him. I admire his cour- 
pher to the council of ten, whom he desired 2£e" 1 ««totoe/our courage for liking him. 
to employ him, bnt what became of him '-v _,WCZ of 14 is I admire you, too, for 
in toe end I haven’t yet got to. It takes having the simple honesty to prefer him 
some time to decipher the whole of it ” to me—under all the circumstances. I 

That was all for the moment. More im- you are doing right. I can’t help
portant concerns put toe manuscript after- ““tolring it. " That penniless man against " 
ward tor a time out of Kathleen’s head, ™lerican millions 1 But you have left my 
though in the end she had good reason heart poor—oh, so poor, so poor! There 
deed to remember It. However, just then, T08»0?6 thbl« Ufo upon which I had 
as soon as they landed, Rufus Mortimer ,**!?*> and yo® have given that to Wil- 
hurried her off to admire the view from lon«hby, and, SBes Hesslegrave, I can’t 
the top of the Lido, and he took excellent evf? (l]°arrel with you for giving it !” 
care she should have no other chance that Kathleen leaned forward toward him 
day of private conversation with Arnold a™ona,Iy- “obrtor heaven’s sake,” she 
Willoughby. “led, clasping her hands, “don’t betray

They lunched al fresco on toe summit me; Air. Mortimer. I have never breathed 
of the great bank, looking down on the 5'Single word of this to him, nor he to me. 
»ea to toe right, and the long stretch of “J™8 nncanny of you to find it oak I 
the shallow lagoon to the left, with toe “* y?u 88 * woman, keep it—keep it sa
ri istant towers of Venice showing np with c, ’ f°r my sake, I beg of you!” 
all their spires in the middle distance, and ^^lortimer looked at her with the intens
ive jagged range of snowy Alps gleaming ! 884. affection in his- eyes. Hé spoke the 
.white in the background. As soon as they Plau? truth. That woman was the one ob- 
had finished Rufus Mortimer managed to i “ Ufo on which he had set his heart, 
get Kathleen to himself for a quiet,stroll j f“d Without her his wealth was as worth- 
along the. sea beach. The sand was hard I leaa dross to him. “VQiy, Miss Heesle- 
and firm and strewn with seaweed. Here ’ b® answered» “ what do you tiitwV
a&d there a curled seahorse lay tossed-up ! made of? Do you think I could sur- 
by the tide, and Innumerable tiny shells- woman’s secret like that and not
glistened bright like pearls on the line of ke®p 14 more sacred than anything else on

«■*<»? You must have formed indeed a 
Kathleen felt a little shy with him» She- 7^7 l°w epfoion of me. l oan
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