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8 MR. TEDDY
^recent were the last fervent splashes of paint ontt«r unfinished surfaces. Miss Daisy Macdonald,™tt her snule that showed the edge of healthy reig^s, would stand before one-perhaps the riverbelow LambtonHtwilight sketch, ™th a big yeUow
star as a hint of the mysterious noctunialST
ri '"*: =" "f^^d ^"y and reflected waveringly« an unfinished stream) and say how wonderfjly
poetic was its quahty. There was another iTj.

ZTZT^f"r '" "•'"' ^°™« *' NoiSanwest front of Lambton chm^h, which M.^. Vickary

IT 7 '"!!*'"' *^* ""' Victory should beT

artuaUy stood m broad sunlight for that black figurethat showed up so well in front of the yeUow^d

was the sketch for a portrait of Miss Daisy Mac-donald he^lf, mifinished as to the face, but whh aoharmmg background of varnished leaf and Tu^le

IdThi 'b f"'^^-«* «^- -t-de the:X,
to hve at all, and so much subsequent severe treat-ment to prevent it strangling every other plant toWhich Its encroaching tendrils could reach Therewas another sketch of Miss Daisy (this belonged t"he c^ass of the dusty ones) beg^J some tenorsago, and ton years ago lef, in its present state ThisMrs. Vickary openly and Miss Daisy secretly con-dered to be a far better likeness of'the sitle^ than


