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lough by drew back involuntarily at the daw down to the water's edge, or wood- , was following mv own inclination, bat 1 
first glance with a Uttle start of astonish- men from the bills, with heavily Wen was doing right to some «tent,,
meet. “Deay me,” he cried, turning round barges, handed fagots through grated f H only I could iyistify myself by painting 
in his surprise to Kathleen and twisting windows to bare headed and yellow haired h**”™® good.-çnough to gi ve pleasure to 
his left hand in a lock of hair behind his Venetian housewives. Ragged shutters others, the twtoftheir goodness being aj- 
ear—which was a trick he had whenever and iron balconies overhung the green wa- ways salabilKy. The fact is, the sea didn t 
he was deeply interested—“whatamazing terway. Then, again, he would skirt for satisfy all the wants of my nature, and 
people these superb old Venetians were, awhile some til scented Rio, where strings sin08 we men are men, not sheep or mon- 
aftèr alii Why, one's never at the end of of onions hung ont in the son from every keys, I holdtwe are justified in indnlging 
them ! W|mt a picture it gives one of their second door and cheap Madonnas in gilt *° the th®8® higher and purely human 
magnificence and their wealth, this sump- «n8 omwl mt anshHuatl in pfestT or civilised tastes, just as truly as the low-
tnous council house of one unimportant niches behind homing oil lamps. On ami hr ones. So I determined, after all, to take 
brotherhood!” on he led Kathleen by unknown side to art for half my livelihood—not, I hope,

“It is fine,” Mortimer interposed* with streets, past wonderful little squares of without conscientious justification, fori 
• little smile of superiority, as one who flag paved cam pi, each adorned with its would never wish to do anything in life 
knew it well of old. “It’s a marvel of ancient church and its slender belfry, over which might not pass the honest scrutiny 
decoration. Then, I suppose, from what the colossal curve of the Rialto with it» of *h impartial jury of moral inquisitors, 
you say, this is the first time you’ve been glittering shops on either side and home Why, here we are at the Piatsal Fd no 
here?” by queer byways, where few feet save Mea we’d got»» Û»

“Yea, the very first time,” Arnold ad- of native Venetians ever ventured topene- “Nor I either! Kathleen exclaimed, 
mitted at once, with that perfect frank- trate. Now and again round the corners “Fm sorry far it, Mr. Willoughby, for this 
ness which was his most charming char- came the echoing cries: “Stall,” “ Frame, ” I» *H so Interesting. But at any rate 
acteristic. “Though Fve lived here so and some romantic gondola with its cover- ybu'ro coming with Mr. Mortimer on 
long, there are in Venice a great many in- ed trappings, like a floating black hearse, Wednesday^”
tenors Fve never seen. Outside, I think would glide past like lightning Well as Arnold Willoughby’s fiscs flushed, all 
I know every nook and comer of the small- - Kathleen knew the town, it was still a aglow with pleasure. The misogynist in 
est side canals and the remotest calli about revelation to her. She walked on entrano- him was thoroughly overcome. Nothing 
as well as anybody, for I’m given to me-, ed, with a painter’s eye, through that ever remained but the man, chivalrously grate- 
andering on foot round the town, and it’s varying, ever, moving, ever enchanting <<ti to a beautiful woman tor her undia- 
only on foot one can ever really get to know panorama. gniaed interest He raised his hat, radt-
the whole of Venice. Perhaps yon wouldn’t And they talked as they went The “Thank you so much,” he answered
believe it, but there isn’t a single house young sailor painter talked on and on, simply, like the gentleman that he was. 
on all the islands that make up the town frankly, delightfully, charmingly. He “You may be sure I won’t forget it How 
which can’t be reached on one’s own legs talked of Kathleen and her art, of what kind of yon to ask me!” 
from every other by some circuit of bridges, she would work at this winter, of where For he knew it was the common sailor 
without one’s ever having to trust to a fer- he himself meant to pitch his easel, of the in rough clothes she had Invited, not A1 
ryboat or a gondola. But of course yon chances of their both choosing some neigh bert Ogilvie Redbura. seventh earl of Ax 
qinst know the tortuous twists and turns boring subject. Confidence begets confl
to get round to some of them. So, out- dence. He talked so much about Kath __. ____ __
side at least, I know my Venice thorough- leenand drew her on so abqut her aims „.__
iy. But inside—ah, there, if you except andTtopirations in art that Kathleen in — , „

;JSt. Mark’s and a tew other churches— turn felt compelled for very shame to re wrv* winter^ through, in spite of Mrs.
with, of course, the academy-I hardly pay the compliment and to ask him much Kat“fn ”W H^^deal of
know it at all. There ale dozens of places about tAmself and his mode of working the interesting sailor who had taken to 
you could takeme to like this that I never ArnolS 'Willoughby smiled and showrai Half by accident, half by de
stepped inside yet.” those exquisite teeth of his when sheqncs ^*n’ ^had chosen their pitches very

Kathleen was just going to ask, “Why?” tioned him first. “It’s the one subject ' oloee together. Both of them were paint 
when the answer came of itself to her. In he answered—“self—on which they say ing on that quaint old quay, the Fonda 
order to gain admittance to most of these all men are fluent and none agreeable ‘ ««16 Zattere, overlooking tire broad
interiors you have to pay a franc, and she But he belied his own epigram. Kathleen OT Ca°al della Giudecca, where most
remembered now with a sudden burst of thought, as he continued, for he talked °Z 8^ae™ng e™4 Venice lie at an 
surprise that a franc was a verÿ apprécia- about himself, and yet he talked delight ehw, unloading- Kathleens canvas was 
ble sum indeed to their new acquaintance, fully. It was so novel to bear a man so ”u'uer ™land, toward the crumbling old
So she altered her phrase to, “Well, Fm discuss the question of his own place in SanTroraw and thethidtgroup
very glad at least we met you today and life, as though it mattered little whether *£ bridges, curved high in the mid-
have had the pleasure of bringing you for he remained a common sailor or rose to be , ^.“T®* *Pan tbe m™or, « that
the first time to San Rocco. ” reckoned a painter and a gentleman. He desefted <lnafter- She !~ked oblique

And it was a treat. Arnold couldn’t" never even seemed to feel the immense 17 down two °* those untrodden streets at 
deny that. He roamed round those great gulf which in Kathleen’s eyes separated °°°e’ J® 861 a double glimpse^of two 
rooms in a fever of delight and gazed with the two callings. It appeared to be to him ?. bribes at all possible angles and 
the fullness of a painter’s soul at Tintoret- a mere matter of convenience which of the agor? herBflf a difflcnlt lesson in the pra
te’s masterpieces. The gorgeous brilliancy two he followed. He talked of them so 8pectIve °* arohes. Midway between the 
of Titian’s “Annunciation,” the natural- calmly as alternative trades in the pursuit two, ,t~e taperl?g campanile of the 
Istic reality of the “Adoration of the Ma- of which a man might if he chose earn an ‘inaint old church, with the acacias by its 
gi,” the beautiful penitent Magdalene be- honest livelihood. side, that hang their drooping branches
eide the fiery cloud flakes of her twilight “But surely yon feel the artist’s desire *”6 feathery foliage into the stagnant wa- 
landscape—he gloated over them all with to create beautiful things?” Kathleen cried . ., - ,e pla“4 Rio- But Arnold Wi I
cultivated appreciation. Kathleen mar- at last. “They’re not quite on the same ’°ushby’8 easel was turned in the opposite 
veled to herself how a mere common sailor level with you—fine art and sail reefing!” fr160”0®' toward the seaward runlets and 
could ever have Imbibed such an inthrall- That curious restrained curl was just ®“e open channel where the big ships lay 
Ing love for the highest art, and still more visible for a second round the delicate cor- m?ored- “e toved better to paint the sea 
how he could ever have learned to speak ners of Arnold Willoughby’s honest mouth. go„g T5aae" knew and understood so 
at its inner meariihg in such well chosen “You compel me to speak of myself,” he thick forest of masts, the russet
phrases. It fairly took her breath away said; “when 1 would much rather be saito of the market boats from Mes
When the young man in the jersey and speaking of somebody or something else, tre' . „ bright reds and greens of the Chi 
bine woolen cap stood entranced before the but if I must I will tell you ”• v oggia figher craft, the solemn gray of the
fresco of the “Pool of Betheada,” with its “Do,’.’ Kathleen said, drawing close, bar«f that bring fresh water from Fusi 
grand faraway landscape, and mused to with more eagerness in her manner than na" 14 waa maritime Venice he could best 
himself aloud, as it were: “What a careless Mrs. Hesslegrave "would have considered rePr°dulce' whlleKathleen’s lighter brush 
giant he was, to be sure, this Tintoretto! entirely ladylike. “It’s so much more In- Jather the varying moods and tes
Why, he seems just to fling his paint teresting.” And then, fearing she had' «““tod; floor of the narrow canals which 
haphazard upon the wati, as if it cost him perhaps gone a little too far, she blushed to the “e®»1!4 ci4Y what streets and al 
no more trouble to paint an ‘Ascension’ to her ear tips. leys are to more solid towns of the main
than to sprawl his brush over the face of Arnold noticed that dainty Mush—It
the plaster, and yet—there comes out in became her wonderfully—and was con- Thus painting side by side they saw 
the end a dream of soft color, a poem in firmed by it in his good opinion of Kath- of one another. Rufus Mortimer,
neutral tints, a triumphant pawn of virile leen’s disinterestedness. Could this indeed Wh0 e“e™hed a to®1 1,kin8 fof Kathleen, 
imagining. ” be the one woman on earth to whom he grew jeal°na at times ot «be penniless sail

“Yes, they’re beautiful,” Kathleen an- could really give himself—the one woman J? 5®®^ hln> * plty ÿdet'*1
iwered,*1 exceedingly beantifuL And what who eon Id take a man for what he was in ?“?,“*thleén shôüld get entangled with "You know kerf” Kathleen asked. 
ron say of them is so true. They’re dashed himwlf <>ot for what the outside world T that" who 00014 uevOT" »<■ ' However, being a prudent man, he reflect-
ofif with such princely ease. Yon put into cbowNo totil him? He was half inclined gtariMIity be in a position to marry her. ed to htmsdf that if he could hart 
words what one would liketo say oneself, to think so. “Well.» he continued, with f1» «ben Mortimer.befaig an'American, his own wayas yet by his art ,he oe 
out doesn’t know how to.”. a reflective eût, “there’s much to besaid' bottom In titë per- oonld not pay some other one’! So he held

And indeed even Mrs. Heatiegrave was for art, and much also for the common. or almighty dollar, and hla tongue for the moment and went home
(arced to admit in her own mind that in sailor. I may be right, or I may be wrong. be was really a. good fellow, with a little later to his single room overlooking
spite of his rough clothes and his weather I don’t want to force anybody else into °>* a ?°d generous feeling, the side canal to ruminate at his leisure
beaten face the young man seemed to have swallowing my opinions wholesale. I’m “ * df’Jft In ™e end, when it over this new face to his cireumstanoee.
Ideas and language above his station. Not far too uncertain about them myself for Ca™e ™ settling^down, Kathleen would And Kathleen, too, went-home to think 
that Mrs. Hesslegrave thought any the bet- that, but as tar as my own conduct goes— P™” ™e .spMadvantages of starting in much about Arnold Willoughby. Both 
to* of him on that account. Why can’t which is all I have to answer for—why, I ““J18 a “j* Philadelphian s wife to the young people, in fact, spent the best part 
young men be content to remain in the must base it upon them. I most act as ®enttinental “«t ™ love in a cottage, and of that day in thinking of nothing else
rank in life in which circumstances and seems most just and right to my own oon- 1F°°J <iüü aî with » destitute sailor save one another, which was a tolerably
the law of the land have placed them? Of science. Now» I feel a sailor’s life is one Who dabbled like an amateur in marine good sign to the experienced Observer that 
course there were Burns and Shakespeare of undoubted Usefulness to the commun!- However, being a prodent man they vtere felling in love, whether they .
end Keats, and so forth—not one of them ty. He’s employed in carrying oommodi- ^.d ™°y“gtoat proximityin these af- knew it or knew it not. 
bom gentlemen, and Kathleen was always ties of universally acknowledged value Zi™ j battle, Mortimer deter- For when Kathleen got home she shut
telling-her how that famous Giotto, whose from the places where they’re produced to his Own canvas in the same herself up by herself in her own pretty
angular angels she really couldn’t with the places where they’re needed. Nobody P0" **® t° Paint a picture room with the dainty wall paper and lean-
honesty pretend to admire, was at first can deny that that’s a useful fnnCHnn jjlose_ by, to_ Kathleen and Willoughby, èd out.of the window. It was a beautiful
nothing more than a mere Tuscan shop- The man who does that can justify his life J~VOl7. on , part, no email, depar- window, on the Grand canal, quite «1^» 
herd boy. But, t*en, all these were ge- and his livelihood to his fellows. No cav- nauaI practice, for Mortimer to the Piazza, and the doges’ palace, and
niusee, and if a man is a genius of course fier can ever accuse him of eating his J®"® by choine a confirmed figure painter, the Riva degll Schlavoqi, and it looked
that’s another matter, though, to be sure, bread unearned, an idle drone, atthe table ' a studio ™ the living across the inlet toward the Dogana di
In our own day genius has no right to crop ef the commonalty. That’s why I deter- P10”®*, he managed to choose an out- Mare and the dome of Santa Maria, with 
up in a common sailor. It discomposes mined to be a common sailor. It was Work Coor object combining figure with land- the campanile of San Giorgio on its lonely 
one’s natural views of life and leads to I could do, work that suited me well, work f??6 an<1 daahed away vigorously at a mud island in the middle distance. Be- 
such unpleasant and awkward positions. I felt my conscience could wholly approve background °f brown warehouses and mol- yond lay a spacious field of burnished gold 

When they had looked at the Tintorettos ot” • dering arohes, with a laughing: group of the shallow water of the lagoon in the full
through the whole history of the Testa- “I see,” Kathleen answered, very much 6®* Venetian moMs picturesquely posed flood of sunshine. But Kathleen had no
mrot, from the “Annnnriation” down taken aback. It had never even ^Lurred S kZ PaFt7 by tile blft eyes that lovely afternoon for the creeping
stairs withthe childlike Madonna to the to her that a man could so choose his „ . . .. ships that glided in and ont witii stately
«Ascensicfe” in the large hall on the upper ing In life on conscientious rather than an* ^“an,a pnl1, and Amoid motion through the tortuous channel which
landing, they turned to go out and resume personal grounds, could attach more im rüligh«y ‘ eVelT T110™1?8 leads between islets of gray »Hm« to the
their places in the attentive gondola. And portance tothe mefulnees and lawfoïneüs ^a‘bleen doate.d "p to h«- workin Rnfus mouth of the Lido and theCpen sea. Great 
here a new misfortune lay in wait for Mrs. of the trade he took up than to the money JL p^v?te gondola,^,with Ifrs. red lateen sails swerved and luffed mmo-
Hesslegrave. ’Twas a day of evfi chances, to be inade at it. The earnest looking safi- hesslegrave leaning back—in her oapacity tlced. All she could think of now was Ar- 
For as she and Rufus Mortimer took their orman in the rough^lra, dotai was P®45®4,cP.eh- nold Willoughby and his lodgings at the
seatein the stero on those neatly padded opening up to her new perspectives of *®°S’. ®nd *^ *KO handsome gondoUras salt fish shop. Her whole soul wm deeply 
cushions which rejoiced her soul, Kath- moralpossibUity. waiting obsequious and attentive by the stirred by that strange disclosure,
ferai, toher immense surprise and no small “But didn’t you long for art, too?” she ej4®”- ShemW have grweeed it Before, yet
Internal annoyance, abruptly announced went on after a brief^rase. “Yon, who ^^iT^thhi™^ h® now 8,16 knew 14 14 (Tightened her. Was
her intention of walking home over the have so distinct a natural vocation, so own eyes taaVMortimer it right of her, she asked herself over and
bridge by herself, so as to pass the color keen a taste for form and color?” I^l5Ced °?uft ov«" again, to let herself fall in love as she
shop in the Calle San Mofee. She wanted Arnold Willoughby looked hard at her. ' 1g“1„“^l84Lfnd indeed Morti- felt she waa doing with "a common sailor,
some ultramarine, she said, for the picture “Yes, ” he answered frankly, with a scro- “° who c°nldUve contentedly in a small Italie was going to paint in the corner ot the tinizlng glance. “I did. I^longed for it, ise that patent fact Jnany ianmagazen.whosedoors she herself would
Gtadeoca. Of course Arnold WiUoughby in- But at first I kept the longing sternly Jw uperceived hardly consent to show her face inside?
sisted on accompanying her, and so to com- down. I thought it was wrong of me even t^t ^ath.lec° s®8™®4 ^ P»y qpte aa mn°h Was it. ladylike? Was it womanly of
plete tbat morning’s mishaps Mrs. Heesle- to wish to indulge it. I had put my hand pe,nnlieBa sa4” as to the her? 7
£^Le0^(ih!hmIaer? °f 8661118 her/^‘ 40 «» pl°w', ahdJi didn’t like to look b^k Willot^hb^5«T^T She had her Bern4™8 doubts. Few wom-

a narrow and dmk- again. StUl, when my health began to ox& hT^uW ÎS ®n would have felt otherwise, for to wom-
AmoW hnruieri ». 7®“^®° s^4- accompanied on her give way, I saw things somewhat differ- “^“«“ber of en the conventions count for more than to
A W to1M. ®®®T by that awful man whom Mrs. Bee- ently. I was as amdoM as ever then to do “P4, men, and the feelings of class are more

cringing ola, bystander. elegrave had been doing all she knew to some work in the world that should tasti ,Lor4 Ax“instf8 chair' but he deeply seated and more persist^ weoi^
ice rather than any other Italian town as shake off from the very first moment she fy my ^ to mT would never care to take any one of them lyin all that pertains to love andmar-
the scene oi^ which to specialize her arfcis- had the ill luck to set eyes upon h)m. <rr*atrarcn rmrinna Va frni t oft. « ^ tot better, for worse, unless die was riacre. A man pjm Mknnirh U numu
tic talent, for nowhere on earth Is locomo- Not that Kathleen had the slightest in- mere idle month at the bandnefcof human Teu^7 giv® UP money and position and beneath him »» but toa •wamnnft in «. AnJtionrochrep oreo easy as In the aty of tontion of ^obeying or STs^U^toS^Xt^Z: ti,e roke of Arnold Sion^iveMav^towhat^

W?1 COnZ2Ly°» n°7!fï heLJn<2lhei" Nothing indeed, not five byknad ifim^that tits useful ^mpennlless sailor andstrng- thinks an inferior. An inferior? Even as
frmn end to end of the town, without could have been farther from her innocent trades thontrh thev are after all at hnt- |flmg artist. she thouaht it Kathiwm TTmninrrrmm’n

at^e modert expense of mind. It was merely that she didn’t un- tom the noblest and most ennobling, do gn^flh^Ttof.’i^TLr-iu °f eqgipped mind revolted with a rush sgtlTirf. the
HemlTeya,?’ orsuspect Mrs. Hesalegrave’a oh- not fill up the sum of human ge^b1®/ RutasMertimer didn t somehow base imputation. He was not hrartaferior,

however, could not resist after awhile the jection to the -frank young sailor. Too that we have need too of hoot» of no. have things all his own way. If Kathleen rather if it came to that h* h» «aiim®
contagious kindliness of Arnold Willough- honest to doubt him, she missed the etry of picture», statues’ music, fio T Sal eame ^own luxuriously every morning in gentleman he was her smnerlor in PVptv“ Æ ^ mother’s dark hinta ^ ^“wh^ SSS^W. "Z
him to be in ladies society nowadays that Bo she walked home with Arnold oon- to either__to sail bv summer and notn*- horned to the Piazza on foot by devious by- could think who «mld «eiv ,, i. L-whe rose at once to the occasion and devel- science free, without the faintest idea kbe W wtatoTu oriv I hî ways with Arnold Willoughby. She liked tae mro wh’o cherish^
oped at one bound from a confirmed mis- was doing anything thatrould possibly mtotinn tolivèno^forT^ SÆJS 4hose walks ever so much. Ur. Willough- 5 ^ ££ ™ ™
ogynfet into an accomplished courtier. The displease Mrs. Hessfegrave. The/wSked Srtufetefe by was always such «delightful compan- I'slnal mdl;
feet x)fit was he had been taken by Kath- on,. side by side, through strange little ashamed of Mm«if if he can’t whi wam an^’ sa^or or ncT sailor, he had really He was her own sunprlnre°^Tn
leen a trank gratitude that day at the acad- lanes bounded high on either hand by lot- enough by hfe own exertions to keen him” Pl0ke4 ?? an astonishing amount of knowl- she said it He could think and dare and^o^hreridSMTe^?^ 2<ffi1?d1^hn,laed^elr^eW- ÆKKtad
emocm oy ncr evment recollection of him ed fronts and antique arched windows and practical tost of hfe usefulnees to his arc“ltect®^e- On one such day, to- could but blindly urooe after
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SSa-as. SB5H53 ===i==3S -===:=,As they entered the great hall—Cam- bridge dver a petty canal, where markrt “Yi^art drew me cm « Arnold WI. But Whefi her glance fell on Arnold-Wll-
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em pattern. “Buoff giorno, slot,” she I whai dae mve W—i
cried jq the liquid Venetian patois. And ln»-01 wn” tiae 8ave Natiüeen Hessle- 
Amold answered with a pleasant smile of 
friendly recognition, “Buon giorno, pio-

ST grave?
It waa a pretty enough window in its 

way, too, that leaded lattice on the high 
fourth floor in the Calle del Faradfeo, and 
as often happens in-Venetian side streets 
when you mount high enough in the sky
ward clambering houses it commanded * 
far more beautiful and extensive view 
than any stranger could imagine as he 
looked up from without at the

"V
m

cola.”...
“You know her?” Kathleen asked, half’ 

wondering to herself how her painter had- 
made the acquaintance of tiro little golden 
haired Venetian.

“Oh, dear, yes,” the young men an
swered, with a smile. “That’s Ceoca, that 
little one. She knows me very well. ” He 
hestitated a moment, then on purpose, as 
if to tary her, he went on very quietly, “In 
point of (Set I lodge there. ”

Kathleen was conscious of a distinct 
thrill Of surprise, not unmixed with some
thing like horror or disgust. She had 
grown accustomed by {this time to her 
companion’s rough clothes and to hfe sail
orlike demeanor, redeemed as it waa in her 
eyes by hfe artistic feeling and hfe cour
teous manners, which she always felt in 
her heart were those of a perfeo* — 
man. But it gave her a little start even 
now to find that the man who could talk 
so beautifully about Gentile Bellini and 
Vittore Carpaccio—the man who taught 
her to admire and understand for the first 
time the art of the very earliest Venetian 
painters, the man who so loved the great 
Romanesque arcades of the Fondaoo del 
Torch! and who gloated over the details of 
the mosaics in St. Mark’s—oonld consent 
to live in a petty Italian shop, reeking with 
fait cod and overhanging the noisome bank 
6f a side canal more picturesque than 
sweet smelling. She showed her conster
nation in her face, for Arnold, who was 
watching her close, went on with a alight 
shadow on hfe frank, sunburned forehead: 
“Yes, I live in there. I thought you’d 
think the worse of fee when yon came to 
know it.”

Thus oprafiy challenged, Kathleen turn
ed round to him with her fearless eyes and 
said perhaps a little more than she would 
ever have said had he not driven her to 
avow it. “Mr. Willoughby,” she answer
ed, gazing straight into his honest face, 
“it isn’t a pretty place, and I wouldn’t 
like to live in it myself, I confess, but I 
don’t think the worse of you. I respect 
you so much, I really don’t believe any
thing of that sort—of any sort perhaps— 
oonld ever make me think the worse of 
ÿou. So there! I’ve told you.”

“Thank yon,” Arnold answered low. 
And then he was silent. Neither spoke 
for some moments. Each was thinking 
to himself, “Have I said too much?” And 
Arnold Willoughby was also thinkin 
seriously in- his own mind, “Having gone 
ro fer, ought I not now to go farther?”

V

corrmaMT, mm, by qua my alum. - -1. * ... -, . . .. narrow
chink of blue between the tall rows of op
posite stonework, for it gave upon a side 
canal full of life and bustle, and it looked 
out just beyond upon a quaint, round tow
er with a Romanesque staircase winding 
spirally outside it and disclosing gUmpoop 
In the farther distance of spires and domes 
and campanil! innumerable. But it wasn’t 
of the staircase, or the crowded canal, or 
the long, shallow bargee laden with eggs 
and fruit that Arnold Willoughby was 
just then thinking. Hfe mind was wholly 
taken up with Kathleen Hesslegrave and 
the new wide problems she laid open be
fore him.

He knew he was in love with her. He 
recognized he was in love with her. And 
what was more, from the way she had 
said those words, “I respect you so ranch 
I don’t believe anything on earth could 
ever make me think the worse of you,” 
he felt pretty sure in his own mind she 
loved him in return and had divined his 
love for her. Even his native modesty 
would not allow him to deceive himself 
on that score any longer, for he was a mod
est man, little given to fancying that wo
men'were “gone on him,” as Mr. Reginald 
Hesslegrave was wont to phrase it in his 
peculiar dialect.' Indeed Arnold Willough
by had had ample cause for modesty 
in that direction. Lady Sark had taught 
him by bitter experience to know his prop
er place, and he had never forgotten that 
one sharp lesson. She was a simple cler
gyman’s daughter near Oxford when first 
he met her, and he had fallen in love at 
once with her beauty, her innocence, her 
seeming simplicity. She rose quickly to 
an earl. He believed in her with all the 
depth and sincerity of hfe honest nature. 
There was nobody like Blanche, he 
thought—nobody so true, so simple mind
ed, so sweet, so trustworthy. A single Lon
don season made all the difference. 
Blanche Middleton found herself the belle 
ot the year, and being introduced to the 
great world through Lord Axminster’s 
friends as hfe affianced bride made the 
beet of her opportunities by throwing over 
toe of the poorest earls in England in fa
vor of one of the richest and most worth
less marquises. From that moment the 
man who had once been Albert Ogilvie 
Red bum, earl of Axminster, was never 
likely to overestimate the immediate effect 
produced by his mere personality on the 
heart of any woman.

Nevertheless Arnold Willoughby was not 
disinclined to believe that Kathleen Hes
slegrave really and truly loved him. Be
cause one woman had gone straight from 
hfe arms to another man’s bosom that did 
not prove that all women were incapable 
of loving. He believed Kathleen liked him 
very mnch, not only for his own sake, but 
also in spite of prejudices, deeply ingrain
ed prejudices, natural enough under the 
circumstances, ,^md which almost every 
good woman—as good women go—would 
have shared to the full with her. And he 
began to wonder now whether, having gone. 
bo far, it was not his duty to go a step far
ther and ask her to marry him. A ™*ti 
has no right to lead a woman’s heart tip to 
a certain point of expectation and then to 
draw back without giving her 
chance of accepting him.

tWSTINUBD.]

CHAPTER1 VL ■
* A CASK OF CONSCIENCE.

But the cup of Mrs. Heeslegrave’s hu
miliation was not yet fall. A moment’s 
pause lost all—and, lo, the flood gates of an 
undesirable acquaintance were -opened 
upon her.

It waa charity that did it—-pure feminine 
charity, not unmingled with a faint sense 
of how noblesse oblige, and what dignity 
demands from a potential Lady Bounti
ful For the inevitable -old man, with a 
ramshackled boathook in hfe wrinkled 
brown hand and no teeth to boast of, who 
Invariably moors your gondola to the shore 
while you alight from the prow and holds 
hfe hat out afterward fora few loose soldi, 
bowed low to the ground in hfe picturesque 
rags as Mrs. Hesslegrave passed him. 
Now, proper respect for her superior posi
tion always counted for much with Mrs. 
Hesslegrave. She paused for a moment at 
the top of the moldering steps in hopeless 
search for an elusive pocket. But the wis
dom and foresight of her London dress
maker had provided for this contingency 
well beforehand by concealing it so far 
hack among the recesses of her gown that 
she fumbled in vain, And found no soldi. 
In her difficulty she turned with an ap
pealing glance to Kathleen. “Have you 
got any coppers, dear?” she inquired in 
her most mellifluous voice. And Kathleen 
forthwith proceeded in like manner to pros
ecute her search for them in the labyrin
thine folds of her own deftly screened 
pocket.

On what small twists and turns of cir
cumstance does our whole being hang! 
Kathleen’s fate hinged entirely on that 
momentary delay, coupled with the equal
ly accidental meeting at the doors of the 
academy, for while she paused and hunt
ed, as the old man stood bowing and 
scraping by the water’s edge and consid
ering to himself,with his obsequious smile, 
that after so long a search the forestier! 
couldn’t decently produce in the end any 
«mailer coin than half a lira, Rufus Mor
timer perceiving the cause of their indeci
sion stepped fofward in the gondola with 
hfe own purse open. At the very same in
stant, too, Arnold Willoughby, half forget- 
ful of hfe altered fortunes and conscious 
only of the fact that the incident was dis
composing at the second for a lady, pulled 
out loose his scanty stock of available cash 
and selected from it the smallest silver 
coin he happened to possess, which chanced 
to be a piece of 50 centesimi. Then, while 
Mortimer was hunting among hfe gold 
to find a franc, Arnold handed the money 
hastily to the cringing old bystander. The 
man in the picturesque rags closed his 
wrinkled brown hand on it with a satis
fied grin, and Mortimer tried to find an
other half franc among the folds of hfe 
purse to repay on the spot hfe sailor ac
quaintance. But Arnold answered with 
such a firm air Of quiet dignity, ‘‘No, 
thank you. Allow me to settle it,” that 
Mortimer, after a moment of ineffectual 
remonstrance—“But this is my gondola” 
—was fain to hold hfe peace, and even 
Mrs. Hesslegrave was constrained to ac
quiesce in the odd young man’s whim with 
a murmured, “Oh, thank you.” After 
that she felt she could no longer be frig
id—till the next opportunity. Meanwhile, 
when Kathleen suggested In her gentlest 
and most enticing voice, “Why don’t you 
two step out and look at the Tintorettos 
with ns?” Mrs. Hesslegrave recognized 
that there was nothing for it now but to 
smile and look pleased and protend she 
really liked the strange young man’s so
ciety.

So they went into the Scuoladi San Roe- 
co together. But Rufus Mortimer, lauda
bly anxious that hfe friend should expend 
no more of hfe hard earned cash on such 
unseasonable gallantries, took good care to 
go <m à few paces ahead and .take tickets 
for the whole party before Mrs. Heesle- 
grave and Kathleen, eecortqd by the un
suspecting Arnold, had turned the corner 
by the rearing red church of the Friari. 
The elder lady arrived at the marble coat
ed front of the Scnola not a little out of 
breath, for she was endowed with asthma, 
and she hated to walk even the few short 
steps from the gondola to the tiny piazza, ‘ 
which was one of the reasons indeed why 
Kathleen, most patient and dutiful and 
considerate of daughters, had chosen Ven-
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But how could he ask her? That was

ate determination and to daim once more 
the title and estates of the earldom of Ax
minster. .Having put hfe hand to the 
plow, as he so often said to himself, for 
very shame of hfe manhood, he must never 
look back again. Oneway alone shone 
clear before him. Every laborer in Eng
land could earn enough by hfe own exer
tions to support at need a wife and fami
ly. Arnold Willoughby would have felt 
himself a disgraceful faBnre if he could 
hot succeed in doing what the merest 
Breaker of stones on the road could do. 
He made up hfe mind at once. He must 
manage to earn such a living for hlmuBif 
as would enable him • without shame to 
ask Kathleen whether or not she liked him 
well enough to share it with him In future.

From that day forth, then, this aim was 
ever present in Arnold Willoughby’s mind. 
He would succeed in hfe art for the sake 
of asking the one woman on earth he oonld 
love to marry him. And oftener and of- 
tener as he paced the streets of Venice he 
twfeted hfe finger round the lock by hfe 
ear with that curious .gesture which was 
always in hfe case the surest sign of pro
found preoccupation.

[TO be continued ]
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Summer Slaughter 
of Innocents.

wft.

The slaughter of innocents uill soon 
begin. The hot, enervating weather of 
mid-summer will quickly lay low the 
young babes who are weak, puny and 
sickly.

At this time there is hope and sal
vation for every weak and sickly child. 
The saving of life is not accomplished by 
medicines; the work is effectually done 
by feeding the child on pure and life- 
giving Lactated Food.

When Lgctated Food is used as a diet 
at this season, babies escape all the 
dangers of diarrhoea, dysentery and 
cholera infantum. Babies when fed on 
Lactated Food, thrive and flourish as 
well m the hot weather as at any other 
season. Thousands of mothers have 
given testimony that their babes’ lives
were saved by Lactated Food. Mother,
see that you are fully supplied with Lac
tated Food for at least three months.

V.
X

MM A» mu.

hS I* ïïïînSfï srk^. ml
New Westminster, made the grand total of 
8»4 points, Geo. Turnbull with 96, and 
Henry Chamberlin and W. Miller, 94 each, 
heading the Met. Two higher score, were 
"P^®4 ,rom the Bast: 951 by Guelph, 
“l904 ** the 18th Battalion, Hamilton.
,.-the gymkhana note, which come off at 
the driving park Saturday afternoon, prom*' 
1*® 40 plenty of amusement. The
even» include cutting Turk’s head, tug-of- 
wjr on horseback, hurdle race, clear and 
umbrellas and thread needle race, Victoria 
oremwoe; there wilt alec be . tug-of-war. 
?.h* wlu be under the patronage of
Lieut. -Governor Dewdney and Admiral

Subscribe for The Wkzlkt Colonist. ,
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