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" demands from a potential Lady Bounti-

s

“fthem! What a picture it gives one of their
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[@ONTINUED:} .
A CASE OF CONSCIENCE,

But the .cup of Mrs. Hesslegrave's tm-
miliation was not yet full.: A ‘moment’s
pause lost all—and, lo, the floodgatesof an
undesirable acquaintance were -apened
upon her.

It was charity that did it—pure feminine
charity, not unmingled with a faint sense
of how noblesse oblige, and whatu dignity

ful. - For the inevitable ‘0old man, witha
ramshackled boathook in his 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
his hat out afterward for a few loose soldi,
bowed low to the ground in his 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
back 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
Eot any coppers, déar?’’ she inquired in
er 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 screenmed

On what small twists and turns of cir-
oumstance 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 forestieri
couldn’t decently produce in the end any
smaller coin than-half a lira, Rufus Mor-
timer perceiving the cause of thejr indeci-
sion stepped fofward in the gondola with
his own purse open. At the verysame in-
stant, 00, Arnold Willoughby, half forget-
ful of his 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 podsess, which chanced
to be a piece of 50 centesimi. Then, while
Mortimer was hunting among - his 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 his
purse to. repay on the spot his sailor ac-
guaintance.  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 his peace, and eyen
Mprs, Hesslegrave was constrained to ac-
guiescein the odd young man’s whim with
8 murmured, ‘‘Oh, thank you.’”” After
4hat she felt ‘she'oould no longer be frig-
id—till the next opportunity. Meanwhile,
when Kathleen snggested in her gentlest
and most enticing voice, ‘‘Why don’t you
two step out and looklat the Tintorettos
with us?”’ " Mrs. Hesslegrave recognized
that there was nothing for it now but to
smile and look pleased and pretend she
really liked the strange young man'’s so-
ciety.

8o they went intothe Scuola di San Roe-
eo together. ' But Rufus Mortimer, lauda-
bly anxious that his friend should expend
no more of his hard earned cash on such
unseasonable gallantries, took good careéto
go on a few paces ahead and fake tickets
for the whole party before Mrs. Hessle-
grave and Kathleen, by the un-*
suspecting Arnold, had: turned the corper
by the rearing red church of the Friari
The elder Jady arrived at the marble coat-
ed front of the Scuola nota 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-pinzzs,
which was one of the reasons indeed why
Kathileen, most patient 'and dutiful and
considerate of daughters, had chosen Ven-

' | here a new misfortune lay in wait for Mrs.

Arnold handed the money hastily to the
cringing old bystander. ¢
ice rather than any other Italian town as
the scene on which to: speeialize her artis-
tic talent, for nowhere on earth is locomo-
tion 8o cheap orso easyas in the City of
Canpals, where a gondola will convey you
fromend to end of the town, without"
noise or jolting, at the modest expense of
8 pence sterling.  Even Mrs. Hesslegraye,
however, could not resist after awhile the
contagious kindliness 6f Arnold Willongh-’
by’s demeanor. 'T'was such a novelty to
him to be in ladies’ society nowadays that
he rose at once' to the occasion and devel-
oped at one bound from a confirmed mis-
ogynist into an accomplished conrtier. The
fact of it was he had been taken'by Kath-
leen’s frank gratitude that day 4t the acad-
emy, and he was. really touched this aft-
ernoon by her evident recoliection of Him
and her anxiety toshow him ail the polite-
ness in her power. Never before since he
had ' practically ceased to be Earl of Ax-
minster had any woman ‘treated him with
half 80 much consideration. Arnold Wil-
loughby was ‘almost tempted
heart to try whether or not he had hit herk
by pure accident of fate upon that rare
soul which could accept him and love him
for the true gold that was in him, and not
for the guinea stamp of which he had pur-
posely divested himself, - - 9

AS they entered the great hall—Cam- |

‘1 “Ascension’’ in the large hall on the upper

1 shop in the Calle‘San Moise. ‘She wanted

£ Monymmpﬁhyhgh&.iandwwm-,
5. .| plete that‘morning’s mishaps
‘|'graye had the misery of seeing her daugh- |
'ter walk off through a narrow and -dark-

inhisown |

Ilntgle‘noewttha’,’little start of utonhid

ment. ‘Dear me,” he cried, turning round:
in his surprise to thl:':'ix and twis

his left hand in alock of hair behind his

ear—which was a trick he had whenever

he was deeply interested—'‘what amazing

people these superb old Venetians were, |
after alll’ Why, one’s never at the end of

magnificence and their wealth, thissump-
$uous council house of one unimportant
brotherhood!”’

‘*It is fine,”” -Mortimer interposed, with
a little smile of superiority, as .one who
knew ‘it well of old. “‘It's a marvel of
decoration. Then, I ‘suppose, from what
you say, this is the first time you’ve been
here?” “

“Yes, the very first time,”” Arnold ad-
mitted at once,with that perfect frank-
ness which was ‘his most charming char-
acteristic.  ‘‘Though I've lived here so
long, there are in Venice a great many in-
teriors I’ve never seen. Outside, T think
I know every nook and corner of the small-*
est side canalsand the remotest calli about
as well as anybody, for I’m given to me-
andering on foof round the town, and it’s
only on foot one can ever really get to know
the Whole of Venice. Perhaps you wouldn’t
believe it, but there isn’t a single house
on all the islands that make up the town
which can’t be reached on one’s own legs
from every other by some circuit of bridges,
without one’s ever having to trust to a fer-
ryboat-or a gondola. But of course you
must know the tortuous twists and turns
to get round to some of them. So, out-
side at least, I know my Venice thorough-
ly. But inside-—ah, there, if you except
8t. Mark’s and a few other churches—
with, of course, theé academy—I hardly’
know it at all. There are dozens of places
you could takeme to like this that I never
stepped inside yet.’’

' Kathleen was just going to ask, “ Why?”
when the answer came of itself to her. In
order to gain admittance to most of these
interiors you have to pay a franc, and she
remembered now with a sudden burst of
surprise that a franc was a ‘very apprecia-
ble sum indeed to their new acquaintance.
So she altered her phrase to, “Well, I'm
very glad at least we met you today and
have had the pleasure of bringing you for
the first time to San Rocco.””

And it was a treat. . Arnold couldn’t
deny that. He rogmed round those great
rooms-in a fever of delight and od with
the fullness of a painter’s soul at Tintoret-
to’s masterpieces. The gorgeous brilliancy
of Titian’s **Annunciation,?”’ the natural-
istic reality of the ‘‘Adoration of the Ma-
gi,”’ the beautiful penitent Magdalene be-
side the flery cloud flakes of her twilight
landscape—he gloated over them all with
cultivated appreciation. Kathleen mar-
veled to herself how a mere common sailor
eould ever have imbibed such an inthrall-
ing love for the highest art, and still more
how he could ever ‘have learned to speak
of its inner meaning “in such ‘well chosen
phrases. It fairly took her breath away
when the young man in the jersey and
blue woolen cap stood entranced before the
fresco of the ‘*Pool of Bethesda,” with its
grand faraway landscape, and mused ‘to
himself aloud, as it were: ‘*“What a careless
giant he was, to be sure, this Tintoretto!
Why, he seems just to fling his * paint
baphazard upon the wall; as if it cost him
no more trouble to paint an *Ascension’
than to sprawl his brush over the face of
the plaster, and yet—there ‘comes out in
the end a  dream of "soft color, a poem in
geutral tints, a trinmphant paean of virile
imagining.”

““Yes, they’re. beautiful,’’ Kathleen an-
swered,‘‘exceedingly beautiful. And what
rou say of them isso true. They’re dashed
off with such princely ease.” Yon put into
words what one would liketo say oneself,
put doesn’t know how to.”%

And indeed even Mrs. Hesslegrave was
forced to admit in her own mind thas in
spite of his rough clothes and his weather
beaten. face the young man seemed to have
{deas and language above his station. Not
that Mrs. Hesslegrave thought any the bet-
ter of him on that account. A Why can’t
young men be content to remain.in the
rank in ‘life in which: circumstances and
the law of the 1and have placed them?. Of
course there were Burns and Shakespeare
and Keats, and so forth—not one of ‘them
born gentlemen, and Kathleen was always’
telling her how that famous Giotto, whose
angular angels she really couldn’t with
honesty pretend to admire, was at first
nothing more than a mere Tuscan shep-
herd boy. But, then, all these were ge-
niuses, and if a mah is a genius of course
that’s another matter, though, to be sure,
in our’'own day genius has no right to crop
up in a common sailer., It discomposes
‘one’s natural views of life and leads to
such nnpleasant and awkward positions.

< When they had looked atthe Tintorettos
through the whole history of the Testa-
ment, from the ‘““Annunciation” = down
stairs with the childlike’ Madonna to the

landing, they turned to go outand resnme
their places in theattentive gondola. And

Hesslegrave. *Twas a'day of evil chances,
For as she and Rufus Mortimer took their
seats in the stern on those neatly padded
cushions which rejoiced her soul, Kath-
leen, to her immense surprise and no small
internal annoyance, abruptly announced
her intention of walking home over the
bridge by herself, so ‘as to pass the color

some ultramarine, sha said, for the picture
she was going to paint in the corner of the
Giudecea. Of course.Arnold Willoughby in-'

ling Venetian street, accompanied on her
way by that awful man whom Mrs.
slegrave had beén doing all she knew to
shake off from the very first moment she
had th< ill luck to set eyes fipon him.

Not that Kathleen ' had the slightest in-
tention of dispheying or irritating or an-
noying .her mother. Nothing indeed,
could have been farther from her innocent
mind. It was merely that she didn’t un-
derstand or suspect. Mrs. Hesslegrave’s ob-
Lecﬁ_ ion to the.frank young sailor.. Too

onest - to donbt him, she missed the
whole point of her mother’s dark hinta.
Bo she walked home with Arnold con-
science free; without the faintest idea she .
was doin

3

withh Tintoretto’s -
-

pagna’s mutaerpieqeg its walls rl;ehly]% b

' Arnol@ *Willonghby smiled and showed

loughby drew back involuntarily at the | elo

and iron balconies overhung the green wa-
terway, Then, again, he would skirt for

awhile some ill scented Rio, where strings

of onions hung out in the sun from every

second door and cheap Madonnas in gilt

and painted wood sat enshrined in plaster.
niches behind burning oil lamps. On and

on' he led Kathleen by unknown side
streets, past wonderful little squares’ of
flag ‘paved campi, each adorned with its

ancient ¢church-and its slender belfry, over

the colossal curve of the Rialto with ita

glittering shops on _either side and home_
by queer byways, where few feet save

of native Venetians éver ventured to pene-_
trate. 'Now and again round thé corners

came the echoing cries: *‘Stali,” *“Preme,”

and some romantic gondola with its cover-

ed trappings, like a floating black hearse,
would glide past like lightning. Well'as
Kathléeen knew the town, it was still a
revelation to her.” She walked on entranc-

ed, with a painter’s eye, through that ever

varying, ever. moving, ever enchanting

panorama.

And they talked as they went. The
young sailor painter talked on and.on,
frankly, delightfully, charmingly. He
talked of Kathleen and her art, of what
she would work at this winter, of where
he himself meant to pitch his easel, of the
chances of their both choosing some néigh
boring subject. Confidence begets confi
dence. He talked so much about Kath
leen and: drew her on so abqut her aims
an ofrations in art that Kathleen. in
turn felt compelled for very shame to re.
3 ipliment and to ask him mneh

and his mode of working

those exquisite teeth of his when shegnes
tioned him first. ‘‘It’s the one sabject.’
he answered—‘‘self—on which they say
all men are fluent and none agreeable.’
But he belied 'his own epigram, Kathleen
thought, as he continued, for he talked
about himself, and yet he talked delight-
fully. It was s0 novel to hear a man sc
discuss the question of his own place in
life, as though it mattered little whether
he remained a common sailor or rose to be
reckoned‘a painter and. a gentleman. He
never even -seemed: to feel the immense
gulf which in Kathleen’s- eyes separated
the two callings. It appeared to be to him
& mere matter of convenience which of the
two he followed. He talked of them so
calmly as alternative trades in the pursuit
of which 'a man might if he chosé earn
honest livelihood, P
‘‘But surely yon feel the artist’s desire
to create beautiful things?'’ Kathleen'eried
at last. - ‘“They’re not quite on thesame
level with you—fine art and sail reefing!’’
That curious restrained eurk was jnst:
visible for a second round. the delicate cor-
nersof Arnold Willoughby’s-honestmouth:

goodness being

The fact is, the sea didn’t |

‘satisfy all' the wants of my nature, and
since we men are men, not sheep or mon-
keys, T Holdwhe -are justified in indulging
to the full these higher and purely human
orci : 8, just as truly as thelow-
#r ones. So I determined, after all, to take
to art for half my livelihood—not, I hope,
without conscientions justification, for I
would never wish to do anything in life
which might not'pass the honest scrutiny
of an impartial jury of moral ingunisitors.
Why, here we are at the Piazzal I’d no
idea we’d got so far yet!’’

#Nor: I either!” een exclaimed.
“Pm sorry.for it, Mr. Willoughby, for this
is all so interesting. But at any rate
you’re. coming with ' Mr. Mortimer on
Wednesday.” - Sl :

Arnold Willoughby's face flushed, all
aglow with pleasure. The misogynist in
him was thoroughly over¢ome. Nothing
remained but the man, ch y grate-
ful to a beautiful woman for her undis-
guised interest. He raised  his hat, radi-
ant. “Thank you so much,’’ he answered
simply, like the gentleman that he was.
‘“You may be sure I won’t forget it. How
kind of you to ask me!”’ -

For he knew it was the common sail
in rough’ clothes she had invited, mot Al
bert Ogilvie Redburn. seventh earl of - Ax
minster. .

CHAPTER. VIL
MAKING THEIR u‘r:ns ur. Ll

‘Hesslegrave, Kathléen saw a great deal of
the interesting sailor who had taken to
painting. “ Hal? by accident, half by de:
sign, they had chosen their pitches very
close together. Both of them were paint-
ing on that guaint old quay, the Fonda-
menta delle Zattere, overlooking the broad
inlet, or Canal della Giudecca, where most
of the seagoing craft of Venice lie at an-
chor, unloading. Kathleen’s canvas was
turned inland, toward the crumbling old
church of San Trovaso and the thick group
of little bridges, curved high in the mid-
dle, that span the minor canals of that
half desérted quarter. She looked obligue-
ly down two of those untrodden streets at
once, 80 as to get a double.glimpse of two
sets of bridges at all possible angles and
afford herself a difficult lesson in the per
spective of arches.. Midway between the
two rose -the tapering campanile of the
quaint old church, with the acacias by its
side, that hang their drooping branches
and feathery foliage into the stagnant wa-
ter of the placid Rio. But Arnold Wil

loughby’s easel was turned in the opposite
direction, toward the seaward runlets and
the open channel where the big ships lay
moored. - He loved better to paint the sea-
going vessels he knew and understood so

“You ¢ompel ‘mé to spenk of myself, he | well—the thick forest of masts, the russet

said, ‘“when I would mhuch rather  be
speaking of somebody or something else,
but if I must I will gell youn.’" 3
“Do,” Kathleen said;, drawing close,
with 1nore eagerness 'in her manner than
‘Mrs., Hesslegrave would have considered
entirely ladylike. ‘*It’s somuch more in-
teresting.”” ‘And then, fearing she had"
perhaps’ gone a- little too far, she blush
to her ear tips. !
Arnold ‘noticed - that dainty ‘blush—it
hecame her wonderfully—and was con-
firmed by it in his good opinion of Kath-
leen’s disinterestedness. Could this indeed
be the one woman on earth to whom he
counld really give himnself—the one woman’
who could’take a man for what he was in
himuelf ‘net for what the outside world
chosé to “¢all "him?" He was hall Inclined
tothink so. *‘Well,’* he ‘continued; with
a reflective dir, ““there’s muich to besaid’
for art, and much also for the common
sailor. I may be right, or I may be'wrong.
Idon’t want to force anybody else into
swallowing my opinions wholesale. I’'m
far too uncertain about them myself for
that, but as far as my own conduct goes—
which is all I have to answer for—why, I
maust base it upon them. I must act as
seems most just and right to'my own con-
science.”” Now, I feel a sailor’s life is one
of undoubted usefulness to the communi-
ty. He’s employed in ; commodi
‘ties of universally acknowledged value
from the places where they’re produced to
the places where they’re needed. ' Nobody
can deny that that’s a useful funetion. '
Theé man who does that can justify his life
and his livelihood to hisfellows. No cav:
fler can ever accuse him ‘of eating his’

brown sails of the market boats from Mes
tre, the bright reds and greens of the Chi
oggia fisher craft, the solemn gray of the
barges that bring fresh water from Fusi-
na. It was maritime Venice'he could best
reproduce, while Kathleen’s lighter brush
réflgcted rather the varying moods and tes:
sellated floor of the narrcw canals which
are t0.the seagirt city what streets and al
i:y: are to more solid towns of ‘the main-
d.

Thus painting side by side they saw
much of one another.” - Rufus Mortimer:
who ¢hierished a real liking for Kathleén.
grew jealous at times of the penniless sail
orman, It seemed to him a pity inde
that Kathleén shotld get entangled with

gienty of humanity 'and generous feeling,

didn’t doubt that in the end, when it

came to settling down, Kathleen would
prefer the solid advantages of starting in
life as a' rich Philadelphian’s wife to the
sentimental idea of love in a cottage, and
& poor one at: that, with a destitute sailor
who dabbled like an amateur in marine
painting. However, being a prudent man
and knowing. that proximity in these af-
fairs is ‘balf the battle, Mortimer deter-
mined to pitch his bwn canvas in the same
part of the town and to paint a picture
elose by to Kathleen and Willonghby.
This involved on his part no small depar-
ture from his usual practice, for Mortimer
was by choire a confirmed figure painter,

bread urearnéd, an idle drone, at'the table | who worked. in a 'studio from the living

8f the commonalty. 'That’s why I deter
mined to bé & common sailor. Tt was work"
I could do, work that suited me well, work'
Ifelt my conscience could wholly approve
of.” g b,

“I see,”” Kathleen answered, very manch’
taken aback. It had never even occurred
to her that a man could o0 choose his call-
ing in life on conscientigus rather than en*
personal - grounds, could attach more im-
portance to the usefulness and lawfulness
of the trade he took up than to the money
to be inade at it, The earnést looking sail-
orman in the 'rough woolen clothes was
opening ‘up to her new perspectives of
moral possibility. . i

‘‘But didn’t “you long for art, t00?’’ ghe
went on after a brief pause.
have so distinct, a natural vocation, so

keen a taste for form and color?”
Arnold Willoughby looked hard a¢ her.
‘“Yes,”’ he answered frankly, with a scrn- :
tinizing gldnce. “I did. I longed for it.
But at first I kept the ing’ sternly-

give way, I saw t differ
ently. -I was as anxious as ever then to do
‘some work, in the world that should justi-

model, but he managed to choose an out-
@oor subject - combining figure with land-
-8cape and, dashed away vigorously at a
 background of brown warehouses and mol-
dering arches, with: a laughing group of
gay Venetian models picturesquely posed
as a merry christening party by the big
doors.of Ban Trovaso.

Money gives. a man a- pull, and.Arnold
Willoughby felt it when every morning
Kathleen floated - up to her work in Rufus
Mortimer’s private gondola, ;with :Mrs;
Hesslegrave leaning back—in her capac
of . chaperon—on those well padded cush-
fons, and the two handsome gondoliers
‘waiting obseguious ‘and attentive by the
marble steps ‘for their employer’s orders.
But ‘it was just what he wanted, for he

“You, who | oon1d see with his own ‘eyes that/Mortimer

was paying.very marked court to the pret-
ty English girl artist, and indeed Morti-
mer, after his country’s wont, made no
attempt to disgnise that patent fact in any
:way:; On the other hand, Arnold perceived

- that Kathleen seemed to pay quite as much

attention to the: penniless sgilor as to the

o Bamen ook DAk actly what Aruold gvmoughbrwm’ﬁ
ny. healt! find ou e could- number -
hings somewhat differ- women : to . flutter eagange:y%

round «Lord Axminster’s chair, but he

Sy Be. 50 10 SHERE: 15 by TaTls rwould never care to: take any ene of them

creatures—anxious to feel I didn’tsita
mere idle mouth at the banquet of human-
ity. But I began to perceive that man can-
not live by bread alone, that the useful
trades, though they are, after all, at bot-
tom the noblest and most ennobling, do
not fill up the sum of human 2

all for better, ' for worse, unless she was-
ready to give up ‘money and position and -
more offers for the sake of Arnold

Wille: the penniless sailor and strug-

" And indeed, in spite of his well ey

gondbla; Rufus Mertimer didn’t somehow |

that we bave Deed, 100, of books, of DO | sate dores Tartien, oy It Kathleen

_etry, of pictures, statues, musie. . 8o 1 de-
termined to give up my life, half and half,
to either—to sail by summer and paint
by winter, if only I.could earn enough by |

g 10 live mpon, for my first moral
postulate is that every man. ought to be |

‘and his "usefulness to his |

- | fellow creatures—whether or not  they are-{

came y évery m in
o ety ey vl ts
turned t6 the Piazza on foot by devious by--
ways with' Amnold Willoughby. She liked
tbh;u w:l&s everso much. . Mr. Willough-

‘was always such a-delightful compan-.
ion, and, satlor or nd'sailor; he had really

| ashamed of himself if he m*;mmifﬁmwnmmgmmtotho-wb
| enough by Bis own exertions 0 keep him. | Lo apbe o onishl
selt golng, That is, in tact, the.ane solid | L8 ebiseqtane: - O oo Vo abeties

¢ : ﬂ_!ane such day, to-
i 8pring, ‘as they walked togeth--
‘through : Y

 mighty cornices, where one could touch. |
e houses-en either hand asone went, a{;

 little-Ttalian girl about 5- years old

. %

&b ¢ ¢id ‘song in the Venetian

2 .
yebn

loughby answered, “‘and though I had my Hm,

eriay BTN

¥ (" Vust ohe mi te insegna » navegar?

#1i - iVateatar una baros o uns batels."

g

{friendly recognition, “Buon. giorno, -pic-

+ | ootild not pay some
-} & Hitle later to hissingle room overl

{men, and the  feelings of class: are more

‘fone’s equal and ‘most people’s superior.

s —

& ‘: 'i'.',, m’
Ve mm‘ o And

cried in the lignid Venetian pat«
3 ‘answered with a pleasant smile of

‘cola.”

£You know:her?”’ Kathleen asked, half"
wondering to herself how her painter had-
made the acquaintance of the little golden
haired Venetian. : Frhind

**Oh, dear, yes,’’ the young man an-
swered, with a smile. ‘“That’s Cececa, that
little one. She knows me very well.” He
hestitated a moment, then” on purpose, as
if to try her, he went on very quietly, **In
point of fict I'lodge there.””

Kathleen'"was ‘conscious of a distinet
thrill of surprise, not unmixed with some-.
thing ‘like  horror or disgust. She' had
grown accustomed by his time to her
companion’s rough clothés and to his sail-
orlike demeanor, redeemed as it was in her
eyes by his artistic feeling and 'his conr-
teous manners, which she always felt in
her heart were.those of a perfers ——*-
man, But it gave her a Httle atart even
now to find that the man who could talk
80 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 Fondaco dei
Turchi and who gloated over the details of
the mosaics in, St, Mark’s—could consent
to livein a petty Italian shop, reeking with
salt cod and overhanging the noisome bank
of a side canal more picturesque than
sweet smelling. She showed her conster-
nation  in her face, for Arnold, who was
watching her clogse, went on with a slight
shadow on his frank, sunburned forehead:
‘“Yes, I live in there. I thought you’d:
think the worse of me when you came to
know it.”

Thus opernily challenged, Kathleen turn-
ed round $o him with ber 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—
could ever make me think the worse of
you. So there! I've told you.”

“Thank you,” Arnold answered low.
And then he was silent.. Neither spoke
for some moments. -Each was thinking
to himself, ‘ Have I said too jnuch?’’ And
Arnold Willoughby was also thinking very
seriously in. his own mind, *‘Having gone
so far, ought I not now to go farther?”

“You know hert” Kathleen

°Haovvre’vex-, being a pirtu%e:t n, he reflect-
d to : 0 rdly
g oLt Pyl sy omif il e

his tongue for the moment and went home

ooking
the side canal torumindte at his leisure
over this new face to his circumstances.
And Kathleen, too, went-home to think
much - about Arnold Wil]ougaby. Both
young people, in fact, spent
of that day in thinking of nothing else:
save ope another, which was a: tolerably

they. were falling in love, whether they |
knew it or knew it not. S :

For when  Kathleen got hama she shut
herself up by herself in her own pretty
room with thedainty wall paper and lean- |
ed out.of the window.- ' It was a beautiful
window, on 'the Grand canal, quite close
to the Piazza, and the. doges’ palace, and.
the' Riva degli Schiavagpi, and itlooked
across - the inlet toward the Dogana di
Mare and the dome of Santa: ‘with

mud island ' in the middle distance. ' Be-
yond lay a spacious field of burnished gold
the shallow. water of the.lagoon in the tull
flood-of  sunshine. - But. Kathleen had no
eyes that lovely afternoon for the creeping.
ships that- glided in and  out with stately
motion through the tortuous channel which
leads between ' islets of .gray slime to the
mouth of the Lido and the épen sea. Great.
red lateen sails swerved and luffed unno-.
ticed. 'All she could think of now was Ar-
nold Willoughby and his lodgings at the
salt fish shop. . Her wholesoul was deeply
stirred by that strange disclosure. ;
Bhe might have guessed it befors, yet
now she knew it it frightened her. , Was
it right of her, she asked herself over and
over again, to let herself fall in loveas she
felt she wag doing with a: common sailor,
- who could live contentedly in a small Ttal-
ian magazen, whose doors she herself would
hardly consent to show Her face inside? .
llt Was it ladylike? Was it womanly of
ler? - 52 : g Bahas %
" She had her genuine doubts. Few wom- |
en would have felt otherwise, forto wom- "
| én the conventions count for more than to

deeply seated and more persistent, especial-:
rlnge, A man con readlly enengh - iy
A man can : marry
beneath him,”’ but tos woman it is a deg- -
radation'to give herself away to what she-
‘thinks an inferior. . An fnferior? Even as
she ‘thonght it Kathleen Hesslegrave's:
mind revolted with a rush against the
base imputation. He was not her inferior,
rather if ‘it came to that, be he sailor or
gentleman, he was her superior. in every |
way! The man who counld paint,  who
could think, who could talk, as he could,
the man who cherished such high ideals
of life, of conduct, of duty, was every

He was her own superior. In cold blood
she said it. ; He could think and dare and

‘could but-blindly grope after.

write down her inmost .

his art be certainly |
eron‘e’fstghehald

@ best part |

good sign to the experienced Gbserver that |

the campanile of San Giorgio on its.lonely | §

attain’ to things sheherself at her best.|

, and she even ended with the di- |
ral to herself: ‘T love him! Ilove ¢

ing—of what else save EKathleen Hessle-
grave? ?

It was & pretty enough window in its
way, too, that leaded Iattice on the high
fourth floor in the Calle del Paradiso, and
a8 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 narrow
chink of blue between the tall rows of o
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 a2’ Rot ue staircase winding
spirally outside it and disclosing glimpses
in the farther distanceof spires and domes
and campanili innumerable. But it wasn’t
of the staircase, or the crowded canal, or
the long, shallow barges laden with eggs
and fruit that Arnold Willoughby was

then thinking. His mind was wholly

en 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 80 much
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-
ést man, little given to fancying that wo-
men ‘were ‘‘gone on him,”’ as Mr. Reginald
Hesslegraweé was wont to phrase it in his

ar dialect.” Indeed Arnold Willough-

y 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 his honest nature.
There was nobody like Blanche, he
thought—nobody so true, so simple mind-
ed, sosweet, 80 trustworthy. A single Lon-
don season made all the difference.
Blanche Middleton found herself the belle
of the year, and being introduced to the

t world through  Lord Axminster’s

ds as his affianced bride made the
best of her opportunities by throwing over
bne 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
Redburn, 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 gohe straight from
his arms to another man’s bosom that did
not prove that all women were incapable
of loving. He bélieved Kathleen liked him
very much, not only for kis own sake, but
also in spite of prejudices, deeply ingrain-
ed  prejudices, natural enough under the
circumstances, .and which almost every
good woman—as good women go—would
have shared to the fall with her. And he
began to wonder now whether, having gone.
80 far, it was not his duty togo a step far-
ther and ask her.to marry him. A man
has no right to lead a woman’s heart up to
& certain point of expectation and then to
draw back without giving her at least the
chance of accepting him. :

Bn;thhow could guk her? M"m
A2 40 Ch¥i Bs Back tipon Hisowr Gelfber.
ate determination and to i once more
the title and estates of the earldom of Ax-
minster.  Having put his hand to the
plow, as he :
.

ask Kathleen whether ornotshe liked him
well enough to share it with him in future.
- From that day forth, then, this aim was
er present in Arnold Willoughby’s mind.
e would succeed in his art for the sake
of asking theonewoman on earth he could
ove to. marry him. And oftener and of-
tener as he paced the streets of Venice he
twisted his finger round the lock by his
ear with that curious gesture which was
always in his case the surest sign of pro-
Jound preoccupation.
[To BE coNTINUED ]

- Summer . Slaughter
of Innocents.

]

The slaughter of innocents will soon
besm The hot, engrvating weather of
mid-summer will quickly lay low the
young babes who are weak, puny and

sickly. . :
A;. this time there is hope and sal-
Wm"ﬁ'ﬂ@d sickly child.
"The saving of life is not accomplished by
1edici mvotku efoctnnll‘{d dlone
feeding the child on pure a ife-

e ol

B ‘ : as a diet:
langers of diarrlices, * dysentery and
cholera infantum.  Babies ‘when  fed on
Lactated  Food, thrive and flourish as.
well in the hot weather as at any other
season, :.l‘hqqnndq of mothers have
. that  their babes’ lives.
; ~ood. Mother, -

. yo il lied with Lac-
tated Food for stim% ‘three months. £
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