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[CONTINUED.]

CHAPTER VIII
DIGRESSES SOMEWHAT.

In London meanwhile Mr. Reginald
Hesslegrave, to use his own expressive
phrase, was ‘“‘going it.”” And few young
men with an equally exiguous income
knew how to ‘‘go it’’ at the same impetu-
ous pace as Mr. Reginald Hesslegrave.
That very same evening indeed, as he
walked down the Strand arm in arm with
his chum, Charlie Owen—the only other
fellow in the office who fulfilled to the let-
ter Mr. Reginald’s exalted ideal of “‘what
& gentleman ought to be’’—he stopped for
& moment opposite the blushing window
of a well known sporting paper to observe

the list of winners in the first race of the’

season. Mr. Reginald, as is the wont of
his kind, had backed the favorite. He
drew a long breath of disappointment as he
scanned the telegram of results. *“Amber
Witch wins in a canter,’’ he murmured,
with marked disgust to his sympathizing
ocompanion. ‘‘A rank outsider!”

‘‘Pipped aggin?’’ Charlie Owen inquired
in the peculiar dialect at which they were
both experts.

And Reginald Hesslegrave answered:
‘‘Pipped again! For a tenner!’’ with man-
ly resignation. He was sustained under
this misfortune indeed by the consoling
reflection that the ‘‘tenner’’ he had risked
on Yorkshire Lass would come in the end
out of Kathleen’s pocket. . It's a thing to
be ashamed of for a gentleman, of course,
to have a sister who is obliged to dabble
in paint for a livelihood, but from the
practical point of view it has its advan-
tages also. And Reggie found it a distinct
advantage during the racing season that
he was able to draw upon Kathleen’s earn-
ings for unlimited loans, which were never
repaid, it is true, but which were describ-
ed as such in order te save undue wear
and tear to Mr. Reginald’s delicate feal-
ings. It doesn’t ‘‘look well” to ask your
sister point blank for a present of a £10
note, but a loan of tleat amount from time
to time to meeta pressing temporary emer-
gency is a form of advance that never
grates for a moment upon the most refined
susceptibilities.

“That’s a nuisance,” Charlie Owen re-
sponded, with a sympathetic, wry face,
‘‘for I suppose you counted upon it.”’

ours that philenthropy like this can only
be made to pay em the somewhat exorbi-
tant terms of 60 per cent, deducted before-
band. But Mr. Reginald; as it happened,
was far toosmall game for either Miss
Florrie or her papa to fly at. His friend-
ship for the young lady was distinctly a
platonic one. She and her mamma used
him merely as an amiable young fool who
could fill in the odd evemnings between
more serious engagements, when papa’s
best clients took her to the opera with
mamma and presented her with a brooch or
an amethyst bracelet out of the 40 per cent
which alone remained to them from papa’s
munificence. Not that Miss Florrie’s con-
duct was ever anything but the pink of
propriety—with a . connectiop like papa’s
it was always on the cards that she might
end, with good luck, by becoming my lady
in lieu of accumulated interest on bills Te-
newed, and was it likely that Miss Florrie
was going to fling away a first rate chance
in life like that by ill timed entanglements
with a penniless clerk in a stockbroker’s
office? Miss Florrie thought not. She knew
her market worth too well for such folly.
She might flirt, but she perfectly under-
stood where to stop flirtaiton. Meanwhile
she found Mr. Reginald Hesslegrave an
agreeable and harmless companion and an

. excellent wedge of an unobtrusive sort for

attacking the narrow opening into certain
grades of society. It ‘‘looks well”’ to be
seen about with mamma in the company
of an excellently connected young man of
no means at all. People can never accuse
you, then, of unmitigated fortune hunting.

Miss Florrie and her mamma were most
charming that evening. Mrs. Hesslegrave
herself would have been forced to admit
they were really most charminge The
mamma was as well dressed as could rea-
sonably be expected—that is to say, not
much more overdressed than in the nature
of things a money lender’s wife must be,
and her diamonds, Charlie Owen remark-
ed with delight, were greatly noted and
commented ppon by the feminine occu-
pants of neighboring boxes. .As for Regi-
nald Hesslegrave, he felt the evening was
what he would himself have described as
‘“‘a gigantic success.” *‘It’s all going oft
very well,”” he observed, with nervous
pride, to Charlie Owen as they paced the
corridor, cigarette in mouth, during the
interval between the acts.

““It's all square,
I've remittances coming.”’ .
“Where from?’’ Charlie continued, not
wishing to be hard, but still anxious for
‘‘the collateral,” as Florrie’s papa would
ve telegraphed today to my peo-
Venice,”” Reggie responded airily.
my people’’ of course

nism for ‘“my sister.”’

‘‘And got an answer?’’ Charlie insisted.
He didn’t want to seem mean, but busi-
ness is business, and he desired to know
on what expectations precisely he was risk-
ing his money.

“Yes, here it is,” Reggie replied, draw-
ing it out somewhat sheepishly from the
recesses of his pocket. He didn’t like to
show it of course, but he saw too well that
on no other terms could he be spared the
eternal disgrace of having to refuse Flor-
rie Clarke’s mamma a second bottle of
Veuve Clicquot, should she choose to de-

was a eupho-

Charlie ran his eye over the telegram. It
was short, but satisfactory:

Entirely disapprove. Am sendi ng the money.
This is the last time.

‘‘She always says that,” Mr. Reginald
interposed in an apologetic undertone.

‘‘Oh, dear, yes, I know, it
”” Charlie responded, with a toler
ant smile, as one who was well acquaint-
ed with the strange fads of one
‘“How much did you ask her for?

‘“A venner,’”’ Mr. Reginald responded.

Charlie Owen drew the coins with slow
deliberation from his dress waistcoat pock-
et. ‘“Well, this is a debt of honor,” he
eaid in a solemn voice, handing thém over
impressively. ‘“You’ll pay me off of course
before you waste an:
bills or landlords an

Reggie slipped the two sovereigns into
his trousers pocket with a sigh of relief.
““You are a brick, Charlie!’’ he exclaimed,
turning away quite happy and prepared,
as is the manner of such young gentlemen
in general, to spend the whole sum reck-
lessly at a single burst on whatever first
offered, now he was relieved for the mo-
ment from his temporary embarrassment,.
For it is the way of your Reggies to treat
a loan as so much cash in hand, dropped
down from heaven, and to disburse it free-
Iy on the nearest recipient in light hearted
anticipation of the next emergency.

The supper was universally acknowl-
edged to be the success of the evening. It
often i, in fact, where the allowance of
Veuve Clicquot is sufficiently unstinted.

Mrs. Clarke was most affable, most in-
creasingly affable, and as to Miss Florrie,
& pretty little round faced ingenue, with a
vast crop of crisp black hair, cut short and
curled, she was delightful company.

was her role in life to flirt, and she did it
for the love of it. Reginald Hesslegrave
-was a distinctly good looking young man,
very well connected, and she really liked
{ him. Not of course that she would ever
for a moment have dreamed of throwing
herself away for life on a man without the
means to keep a carriage, but Miss Flor
rie was one of those modern young ladies

'8 a way they

y money on paying
d such like.”’

the treacherous sea was sleeping calmly
like a child and no breath of wind from
the Dalmatian hills disturbed the tran-
quil rest of its glossy bosom.

They crossed over partly in Mortimer’s
own private gondola, partly in a hired bar-
ca—a hencoop, as Arnold Willoughby ir-
veverently called it—from the steps of the

Molo. As they passed out of the harber
"the view behind them rose even lovelier
than usual. That is the way to see Ven-
fice. Its front dooris the sea—it breaks
upon one full face as one looks at it from
the Lido. We who arrive at it nowadays
by the long and tedious railway embank-
ment over the shallow lagoon hardly re-
alize that we are entering the city of the
doges by its back door. We come first
upon the slums, the purlieus, the Ghetto.
But the visitor who approaches the Bride
of the Adriatic for the first time by sea
from Trieste or Alexandria sees it as its
makers and adorners intended he shoald
see it. As he draws nigh shore the great
buildings by the water’s edge rise one aft-
er another before his enchanted eyes. He
sees Fortuna on her golden ball above the
Dogana di Mare, he sees the doge’s palace
with its arcade and its loggia, he sees the
clustered cupolas and spiresof St. Mark’s,
he sees. the quaint volutes and swelling
domes of Santa Maria della Salute. Then
as he nears the Molo the vast panorama of
beauty bursts upon him at once in all its
detail—the Bridge of Sighs, the famed Li-
on Column, St. Theodore on his crocodile,
8t. Mark on his airy pinnacle, the Piaz-
getta, the Piazza, the Campanile, the Clock
Tower. . Helands by the marble steps and
finds himself face to face with the gor-
geous pilasters of Sansovino’s library, the
facade of the great church, the porphyry
statues, the gold alabaster, the blaze of
mosaics, the lavish waste of sculpture.
With a whirling head he walks on through
it all, amazed, conscious of nothing else
save a phantasmagoria of glory and thank-
ing heaven in his heart that at last he has
seen Venice,

This was the view upon which the occu-
pants of Rufus Mortimer’s gondola look-
ed back with delighted eyes that April
morning. But this was not all. Behind
and above it all the snow capped chain of
the Tyrolese Alps and the hills of Cadore
rose fairylike in a semicircle. Their pen-
ciled hollows showed purple, their peaks
gleamed like crystal in the morning sun.
Cloudless and clear, every glen and crag
pinked out by the searching rays, they
stood silhouetted in pure white against the
solid blue sky of Italy. In front of them
St. Mark’s and the Campanile were out-
lined in dark hues. ’Twas a sight to re-
joice a painter’s eyes. Arnold Willoughby
and Kathleen Hesslegrave sat entranced
as they looked at it.

Nothing rouses the emotional side of a
man’s nature more vividly than to gaze
at beautiful things with a beautiful wom-
an. Arnold Willoughhy sat by Kathleen’s
side and drank it all in, delighted. He
balf made up his mind to ask her that
very day whether, if he ever could succeed
in his profession, she would be willing to
link her life with a poor marine painter’s.

- Mortimer gazed at her with a comic lit-
tle look of quizzical surprise. He had got
away alone with her after no small strug-
gle, and he meant to make the best of this
solitaryopportunity. *HaveI heard that
Canon Valentine and his wife are com-
ing?”’ he asked, with a sort of genial satire
in his voice. ‘“‘Now, do you think, Miss

Hesslegrave, I planned this picnic to the
Lido today and got off with you alone
here for nothing else but 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 you’re playing with,me. That isn’t
what 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 the sands.”” He
trembled with emotion. It took a good
deal to work Rufus Mortimer up, but when
once he was worked up his feelin gs 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 wasso 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 -is flattered by a man’s
asking for her love, even when she means
to say ‘‘no’’ outright.to him, and it was
something for Kathleen to have made a
conquest like this of the American million-
aire whom every girl in Venice was eca-
ger to be introduced to. She felt it as
such. Yet she drew back, all tremmulous.

‘‘Please don’t, ‘Mr. Mortimer,”” she
pleaded as the American tried hard to seize
her vacant hand. “I—I wish you would
not. I know you're very kind, but—I
don’t wanpt you to take it.”’

‘‘Why not?”’ Mortimer asked, drawing
back a little space and gazing at her ear-
nestly.

‘‘Because,’’ Kathleen answered, finding
it hard indeed so to phrase her feelings as
not unnecessarily to hurt the young man '8,
“Ilike 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 could see you thought it once. In Ven-
ice here last year you almost hesitated,
and if your mother hadn’t shown herself
80 anxious to push my interest with you
I really believe you would have said ‘yes’
then to me. What has made the difference
now? You must—you must tell me.’’

‘I bardly know myself,’’ Kathleen an-
swered truthfully.

‘“But I must hear it,’”’ the American an-
swered, placing himself in front of her
an eager attitude. He had all the chival-
rous feeling of his countrymen toward
women. Rich as he was, he felt, and
rightly felt, it was a great thing to ask

nestly, seriously. He was one of fhosé rare
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 could not an-
swer him ‘‘yes.”” He was so genuinely in
love, 80 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 asks
your love, who loves you devotedly!|’’
“They turned with one accord and wan-
dered back along the sands in silence
ward the rest of the party. So far as Ru-
fus Mortimer was concerned, that pionic
had been a dead failure. 'T'was with an
effort that he managed to keep up conver-
sation the rest of the afternoon with the
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.

Bad that in this world what is one man’s
loss is another mgn’s gain. Arnold Wil-
loughy, 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 the whole history.
He felt a little thrill of pleasure course
through his spine like a chill. ‘‘Then he
has asked her,’’ Arnold thought, ‘‘and she
—she has refused him. Dear girl, she has
refused him! 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 th
from our own point of view. Any other
man would have taken it in the same way
a8 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
bhave said ‘‘yes’’ to him.

CHAPTER X.
VISITORS IN VENICE. :
Canon Valentine stared about him in th
midst of the Piazza with a stony British
stare of complete disapprobation. He re-
Jected it in toto. ‘‘So this is modern Ven-
ice?’’ he exclaimed, with the air of a man
who revisits someé 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 I”’

‘“Ah," yes,” Kathleen interposed, mot
entering into his humor, ‘“‘ne doub‘; you
see great ckanges, canon. You haven’t
been here before since united Italy. How
much lovelier it must look to you, how
it's really and truly Italian!”’
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