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AN ARTIST'S IDYL.

BY TUEOPRILE GAUTIXR.

“ My young friend, modesty is a worthy sontiment, but yon
need not blush in that way., “Thero is no harm in drawing if
ono does not neglect other duties. There is- o good deal of
morit in tho picturo—Ltho troes are truo to lifo and the shrubs
each havo the leaves that belong to them. You must huve
been a closo obsorver before you could have roproduced any-
thing from what you saw—Dow much more merit to be able
to ariginate unything.”

This was tho first encouragoment Potit Picrre over had;
it gavo him the first confidencoin his genius that was to be
g0 groat. *Go on, my son,” continued the good pastor,
* porhiaps you will bo anotlier Giotto. Ho, like you, was a
poor shapherd, bul acquired so much skill that one of his pie-
turcs was carried in procession by the enthusiastio citizens
of Florence."”

During tho long wintor evenings the good priest taught
Potit Picrre how to read and write, tho two keys of know-
ledgo. 'The shephord progressed rapidly, for ho learnt with
bhis heart as well ns with Ins head.

Another summo:r rolled around. Potit Piorre was once
more abrond with his sheep, but this summor be had de-
veloped wonderfully, physically and mentally. He had caten
of t?o tree of knowledgo under the wise tuition of the
priest,

Lhoe intoxication of ambition fired lus soul—fortunately
Pelit Pierre had no admiring friends—neither thio traes nor
the rocks could flattor him. The immensity of nature thatl
ke was constantly brought into contact witl showed him very
soon his own littleness. Furnished by the oure with
all the paper and crayons he wanted, he mnde n grest
numbor of studies. But Lo never sawthe beautifal lady
again savo in his dreams; then she always appeared radiant
and encouraging,saying : * That is well, my friend ; persevero,
and you will have your reward.”

An ovent, vary simple in itself, which wasdestined to affeot
tho whole of Peti’ Picrre’s lifo, suddenly came to. pass. “ 1t
is always thy unoxpected that happens,” and nothing could
"o tore s0 than the advent of a nuw picture for the little
church. The painter, o rising artist, carcful of his pictures,
sitended to tho transportation of this on¢ himself, and, after
tha proper placing of the picture, repaired to the curo's-home,
where tho latter showed the visitor some of Patit Pierre’s
drawin Tho boy, pale as death, leaned heavily against
the table, pressing his hand agaiast his heart, for it somed as
though it would burst, then waited in silence for the con-
domnation of all his dresms. Ho could not imsgine a man
g0 well-dressed, wall-gloved, and with a knot of red ribbon
in his butionhole, tho author of a picture surrounded with a
3old framo, could find any-merit 1n charcoal sketches on gray
paper.  Tho painter picked up and threw aswde several
skotches without saying o word, Then tho colour mounted to
Ius checks, and ho uttered short oxclamations in studio

phrases.

*Thisis glorious! And this, how naturali Aad this,
chic. Corot conld not do better. This charcoal aketch would
e{alze Delaberg. This sloeping lamb is in Psul Potter's
s 6|“

yWhen he bad finished ho rase, walked over to Petit Picrre
and shook lum cordially by tho hand. saying:

*Pardicu! though 1t is not considered very honourable
amnong arusts to say so, I must tell you, my dear boy, you
kunow more than all my scholars puttugether. Come to Paris
with mo: » six monthisi will teach you the dotails of manner
and stylo; then you will be able to walk alare. If nothing
uuforsoen happens, 1 can prodiot, without comprowising my-
self, you will be very successful.”

Petit Prerre, well warned of tho dangers of medorn Babylon,
lIolt with the pamnter, wahing Fidele with him. The paintor,
with that goodness of hoart that nsually accompanies talent,
thoughit a fawnihar figare would hiave a beneficial effoct on his
{mpxl smid sirange surrovndings.  Fidele would not allow

nmself 10 bo hfted 1uto the stage, bat followed on foot asfast

88 lus astenuslimont would sllow, resgsared from time to dime
‘by his mastor's face,

It would be impossible to follow Potit Pierro's progross.

Thao works of the great masters, of whom lio mado frequent
copies, wero of the greatest sorvico to him. Iie passed from
tho sovore stylo of Poussin to the languishing of Claude Lor-
raino; from the bold hardihood of Salvator Rossa to the
mosaic-like detail of Ruysdnel ; but he did not adopt any
pactioular style. Originality was too much a part of himself.
Ho was no studio painter, whotook photographs or sketchos
from natare for six weeks in summer to enlargoe or finish them
in winter. Petit Piorro’s picturcs eeemed imprognated with
the aroma of tho woods; one felt looking at them, as if he
had passed into tho forest through tho canvas. Tho instruc-
tions of art had come soon enough to Yrevont his taking a
wrong routo in style, but too late to spoil his origiuality.

Aftor two years of hard study, Petit Pierro had a picture
at the salon that had obtained honurable mention, aund overy
day-he would lingor in the neighbourhood of his picture, and
leaning on the railiry pretend to attentively consider paintings
neer his canvas, hearing in this way the criticisms of the
spectators.

With tho delight of his first success came the thought,
“{he beautiful lady " would like this, and he prayed tLat sho
might see it—ag yot his wish to sco her had never beon grati-
fied ; ho had sought for hor on tho promenades, at the churches
aud the theatres. Te did not know her name, he only know
how sho looked, and ha tnought, as she drewherself, it would
be only natural she would visit the exhibitions. In faot,-one
morning before the crowd came Potit Pierro saw o young lady
in bluck coming toward his picture as if attracted irresistably
by the memory of something she hardly remembered. It
was the lady of his dream—the lady who at first inspired his
waking geniug. Ho recognized her, though ir deep mourn-
ing, with that unerring coty. d’ail liabitual to artists. But
her mourning troubled Potit Pierre. ¢ Whor has ghe lost ?
Hor father, or mother, or is she frec? ** he said to himself in
tho innermost recesses of his heart. The laudscape painted
by the young artist was an exact representation of the spot
drawn by the lady, where he himself, Fidelo, and the sheop
had posed as models. Petit Piorre, in the simple adoration
of his heart for tho spot and the inspirer of his genius, had
ochosen this for his first picture. The exquisite verdure, with
tho gray rooks arising here and there; the dismantled oak,
its trunk torn in twain by the lightning, wereall represented
with scrupulous exactness. Petit Pierre was leaniag on his
grook with a dreamy air, Fidele dream‘ug in reality at hig
eet. -

The young woman gared a long time at Petit Pierre's pic-

ture—examiniog attentively all the dotails, advancing .and

retrealing as if not only judging the offect, butas if weighing
something in her mind. In a preoccupied way she opened
tho catalogue and looked for tho number of the picture, the
subjcot and the artist’s name—but tho latter was upknown
to ber, and the pioctare had only the title, ** A Landscape,”
Suddenly, as if vecollocting: somothing, she said a few words
to-the compacion with her, andlcoking in an-absent fashion
at a few other pictures, sho left the gallory. Petit Piecrre
found himself following her, almost without knowing it, fear-
ing to loee this suddenly acquired clue. Mo saw her enter a
carrige, and to throw himself into-n cab and tell ‘the driver
not to loso sight of & blue carringe with chamois liveries,
took but, & moment, whilo the driver whipped up his horse
and started in pursnif. The carringo éntéred the courtyard,
and tho gaves closed bebind hor. Here, then, the beautiful
lady lived. To know thio number of the- street whero one's
ideal lived-was something.

Theze remamed for him now to kuow the aame of hijs lady
love, to- be received at ber house, and to make her love him
—three tnfling formalities that docidedly disturbed the artist.
Fortunately chance-camo to his aid, and the way opened it
sclf for him, Une moming a little oblong letter scented
with violets was brought to- him, containing the- foliqw-

Sm,—1 saw in the salon a charming picture painted by

ou. I-would bovesy glad to have it in my littfo gallery.

1 am not wo late. 1f 1t still-belongs Lo you, be good enough
to prorso mo you will not sell it to any one clss, and to gend
it aftor the oxposition is finished to Rae St. H—— , number
——. Your price shall be mine.

G. Dz L'Escazs,




