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journey to the Soutlh of France. Andi
then 1 w'ent 0o1 to Venice.'

' What does ail this inatter to nie?'
Francis thought to lîlniseif. She
piused, evitient ,Y exp)eting hlm to say
somnething. 'So you have coine to
Venice? 'lie said careiessiy. ' Whv V1

1Because I couidn't hieip it,' she
answered.

Franîcis iooked nt hier witiî cynicaI
curiosity. ' Thiat sounds odd,' lie î'c-
înarked. ' Vhîy couldn't you heip it l'

'Voîîîen are accustoinc to act on
iiniiiulse,' sieexl1 iiined. ' Supposew~e
say that an impulse lias directed miv
jolîîney ? Aîd vet. this i the iast.
place ln the wori thiat I wvisli to find
inyseif ini. Associations that I detest
are connected withi it ini mv mind. If
I had a wviil of miv owvn, 1 w-ouild never
sec it agati. I liate Vextice. As voit
see, however, I arn liere. \"<Ien did
you utieet wvitl suchl an iunreasotalie
wonîn before Neyer, I anii sure!
Site stopped, evcd hlm for a mionient,
aiid suiddeiy.atered lier toiue. 4When
iii Miss; X-,ues Loekwool expected to
be ln Veiîlce ? ' she asked.

Lt was not easy to tbrow Francis off
lis balance, but that extraordinary
question did it. 'llow the devii did
yoa know that Miss Lockwvood was
c)uning to Venice '1 lie exciairned.

Sie iaugh ed-a bitter mnocking
laugli. 'Say, 1 guessed it.'*

Sornething, in bier toute, or 1 erhaps
soinething ln the audacious deflance
of lier eyes a.s theV reste(l On ii im,
roused the qjuick temiier t1hat was in
Francis Westwick. ' Lady Montbarry

-_! ' he began.
'Stop there! 'she inter1l)osed. 'Your

brother Stephien's wife cal is hierseif
Lady Montbarry now. I share my
titie withi no wvoman. Cail nie by mnv
naine, before 1 committed the fatal
mistake of înarrving your brother.
Address me, if von please, as Couintess
Nar-oita.'

'Cou ntess Naronia,' Fraiucis resumed,
,if your obJect ln ciaiming my ac-
(luaintance is to îtîvstify tuie, voit have
corne to tbe wroîîg mxan. Speak

plainiy, or permit me to wis1h you
good eveninig.'

' If your objcct -is to keep Miss
Lockwood's ar-rivai ini Venice, a secret.'
site retorted, ' 1 )eak plainlv Mr.
XVestwick, on gour sie, and sav so.5

11cr intention wvas evidentlv to irru-
tate hlm ' and sIc succeeded. ' Non-
sense !' lie liroke out pctuiantiy.

My bro tler's travellingy arraniwe-
nients are secrets to niobodv-. H1e
brings Miss Lockwood liere, with
Lady M-Nontbarry and bte chibiren.
As vou sem so weil informed, periiaps
you kno~vwlî she is couing(- to

Thte t'ountess had suddeîiiv beo'omne
grave and thouglitfil. She mtade nto
reply. Thie two strangciv-associated
conîpaniolîs, hiaviutg reaclied onie ex-
brcunitv of the square were niow stand-
ing before bbc cburch of 't Nfark.
Tfli wîoonlighit wvas loriglit fiiotgit to
show the architecture of tite -rand
catliedral iun its won<ierful varietv of
detal. Even the pigeons of St. M_ýark
wvere visible, lu dark, ciosely packed
rows, roosting ln the archwavs of th(-
great entrance doors.

'I1 neyer saw the oid churcli look so,
beautiful by mooniliglit,' the Countess
said quietiv ; speaking, not to, Fran-
Cis, but to herseif. 'Cloodbve, St.
MNark's lw miooniliglit I shail itot se
you agý,ain.,

Sie t.urnied away froîn tbe churdlih,
and staw Fi-uicis Iistening to lier with
wv<tideriing looks. ' No,' suie resiaed,

1 lacidly 1 iekiiîtg up the lost thuead of
thie coniversationt, I doui't kuiow whv
MNiss Lockwood is couaing liere, I only
kuiow bliit Nvc are to incet iin Veuiiee i

'Bv previotns appoinirenb?
B Iy Destiniy,' site ansiweredl, wvith

lier head on bier breast, and lier eves
on the -irounid. Franci iirst out
liugiiing(,. ' Or if you like it itetter,'
she instauîtly iresumed, 'bv -,%hat fools
eall, Chance.'

F -aîicis answered casily, ont of the
deptbs of is strong, commion sense.
Chance seems to be t.aking a qucer

way of briitging the mi-eeting about,'
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