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I wonid like, if it were possible, to put
into words.
Ic was Pierrepont who first introduced

me to the piclare-

the

natured ;
said that be was like Mahomet's Bridge
of Paradise
eross ; to which ancther added that
was
fact that be led to a region of beautiful

there

illusions which he never entered.
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hounse de-

the p'ctures which hang
['ney are its neighbor-
outlook., Trey counlerupon

and charac that
t 1we and bind friend-
house receive
Jandscape, the
o races it, the stream
and the shaded paths
nd from 1is Aoor.
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n I go out and in upon my

s0 piclure
ared to me

singuls

Pierrepont the good
one of his friends
because he was so bard to
a resemblance in the

also

is one of those enthusiastic souls who

are alw

whart
price.
his
nearly

the new Britiih femile novelists ?

will |
don’t
need,
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WArra
habit
Ameor

b
tain pictur

s discovering a new writer, a
new painter, a new view from some old

the river, a new place to ob-

jue dinvers at a grotesque

He swung out of his oflice, with

“long - legged,

easy stride, and

ran we down, as [ was plodding
up town through the languor of a late
spring afternoon, on one of those duty-
walks which conscience offers as a sacri
fice to digestion.

** Why,
you 2"’

what is the matter with

he cri d, as he linked bis arm
through mine, ** you look outdone, tired
all the way throngh to your backbone.
Have you been reading the ‘Anatomy
of Melauch

" or something by one of

You

i
L)

ve la grippe in your mind if you
]

patng,
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for seven ¢ it
cown on o of
ful Mexican che
to eradicate the tobacco-
draught of your South

1 sherbet that curcs all

pt which it cau 3
o things will help me. The
reuty toat they do not suit
Lot us go home to
have a shower-bath and a

herbs, with just a reminis
stalled ox—and a bout at

those

backgammon to wind up the ovening.
Tuat will be the most comfortable pre
seription.”

* Bug you mi-take me," said he ; * 1
am pot thinking of any creature com

forts for you.

mind.
you

I am preseribing for yoar

T'here is a picture that I want

to se

nor an ex-«

; not a colored photograph,
y in anatomical drawing ;

but a roal picture that will rest the
syes of your hoart. Come away with
me to Morgenstern's gallery, and bo
healed.”
As wo turned into the lower end of
Fitth Avonuos, it seemed ay if T were
boing genoly floated along botween the
modes apartment - houses  and old-
fashioned dwellings, and prim, respect
able churchos, on the smooth current
W Pie 70 g talk about his new
ound p 10 How often man ba
t ien thanks for the enthusi
AN t nds! Toeyarot il
oun ran down trom t il
met Al 1
I
Y iberl ¢ \
\ r, tha
proud ftell 10 ¢an
L ol outh a couple of your g
wnd ff the land  p it
i ' ¢ U yoar L hen dis
v o i 1ad n 1t friends
1€ 1 y ) wi ( ( y
\ w this p 1 )OA
0 | | boen d l
vola \ 3
¢ loa gsed
" r, o \ pre i
N A 1 ] i [ 1
n It d 1 ot evoery
no {0 SO many
It tells no y, but I know
¢ I'her 13 1 L flgur
ye is alive with
iughts which
{ Don't y
have that pow
wd s'ir z, like Homer
1 hounse' At the Cen
shelte bay heaving
he pallid onish sky of
Vi the calm, steadiast glow
| i brizhtening into readi
o perily of night and com
{ow much wmore powerful
b the conventional pie
u ! Wouses o
W | 1
ends ol a hoolboy's
I v gable of wind ! I tell
painters are the fellows
o nature because it is so
) | ion't need to exaggerate,
N 't dare to ba affected.
\ \ raid of the reality, snd
hamed of the sentiment.
“ nt overyth that they
v ~oo everything that they
yaiint i1 his picture makes me sure
| (s ono of them.”
13 s me we had arrived at the
door ol Lue house whers Morgenstera

lives and moves and makes his profits,
and were admitted to the shrine of the
Commercial Apollo and the Muses in
Trade,

It has often seemed to me as if that
little house were a silent epilome of
modern arh criticism, an antomatie in

dicator, or perhaps regulator, of the | value will never ris along the edge of the dark,
withetic taste of New York. On the He tarned the ideways to the | [ remember sharply. DBab after this,
first floor, SUPrOUNC by all the new- | light, and the 3 apparent. | all was confased and misty. The shore
ost fashions in antiquities and bric a It was a dim, oblong, white blot in | ol cons iousness receded. [ floxte
brae, you will see the art of to-day— the middle distance; & nebulous blur | again ou the ocean of forgotten d

the works of painters who are pre

aP in the focus of advertisement, | some che nical impurity in the pi nt | a8 il my ship had been made f:
and whose names call out an | causing it to fade, or rather as it a long ently yd suddenly, a% the wharl of
instant reund of applause in the | drop of some ac {, or perhaps a splash | veality, and the bell raug for me to

that the paintinz has a blemish, It is
not alwags visiblo, (ince youhave failed

to detect it; but it is more noticeabls | glimpses of the moon,"’
where, we mnight catch flesting sight,
as in a glass darkly, of the visions that
pa

in some Jights than in others; and, do l
what I will, I cannot remove it, Tois |
alone would prevent the painting frow

being a good in Ius mar

in the ll\l‘.',]ll,", as if there had been

passion had been woven.
where, they would ** Revisit the pale

Woea I woke it was with a qu

Iere, if any-

Hero if any-

od hafore them while they worked.
Tnis muzh of wy train of reasoniag

I
|
|
auction-room. On the floors above, in | of ;alt water, bad fallen ugon the canvas | stzp ashore,
degrees  of obseurity ~ deepening | while it was wet, and bleached it. I| Buat the vision of the white blot re
ard the attie, you will find|knew lit'le f the po lo causes of | mal ed cloar and distinet, Aund ‘!‘\-\
the art of yesterday — the pic- | such a blot, bat enough to see Lha | question that it had broughi 10 me,
tures which have passed out of the | could not ba era sd hout paintin ‘ the chain of thonghts that had lit
glare of popularity without ye arriving | over it, perhaps not even thep. And .emselves to it, lingered through the
tte mellow radiance of old masters. | yet it seened »: to enhange than to | morning, and made me feel sure that
Ia the basement, concealed in huge y attraction which the pie : here WwWas untold secret in l':\.'
packing - cases, and marked ** Paris | coner's 1 wnd that the clew to it
Fragile,'—yon will find the art of r does you eradit, M 15t be sought in the history ol i.n‘
morrow ; the palotings of the men in " I, * but n k e b . |
regard whoie names, styles, and pe be sure W 1a ho to trace tae connection 7 |
sonal traits, the foreign correspondel you ill hardly discoarage | ho had known r ;
and prophetic crities in the newspaper e, ver been an adm | Bo { |
are now diffusing in the public mind |of * cal fiaish ' in 8 of art. | 1 2% no clew t w. Hven the ‘
that twilight of familiarity and ignor | Nor have [ been in the habit of b | name ‘* Larmone '’ gave ms no help : ‘
amce which precedes the sunvize of | them, as a Cireassion father trains bis | for [ could mot fiad it on any map of
marketable fame. dauzhters, with an eye to the mark Long Island., It was pr bably the
Mhe affable and sagacions Morgen: | They came into my house for my own fanciful title of some old country-
storn was already well acguainted with pleasure, and when the time arrives place, lamiliar or to the peoplo who

the waywardness of Pierrepont’s admira
tion, and with my own persistent dis
regard of current quotations in the
valuation of works of art. Heregarded
us, I suppose, very much as Robin Ho d
wonld have looked upon a pair of plain
yeomen who had strayed into his lair.
The knights of eapital, and coal barons,
and ricn merchants were his natural
prey, but toward this poor but honest
couple it would be worthy only of a
Gienti'e robber to show anything bub
courteous and fair dealing.

He oxpressed no surprise when he
heard what we wanted to see, but smiled
tolerantly and led the way, not into the
well-defined realm of the past, the pres
ent, or the future, but into a region of
uncertain fortunes, a limbo of acknowl
edged bat uanrewarded merits, a large
back room devoted to the works of
American painters. Hers we found

Faleoner's picture; and the dealer,
with that instinctive tact which is the
b’ st part of his business eapital, leit us
alone to look at it.

It showed the moath of a littleriver :
a secluded lagoon, where the shallow
tides rose and fell with vagnelassitude,

that T can see them no longer, it will
not matter much to me what price they
bring in the anctior-ronm. This land-
se:po pleases me s thor yugh'y that, if
you will let us take it with us ti
evening, [ willsend you a check for the
amount in the morning.”’

So we carried off the painting in
a 2ab ; and all the way home 1 was in
the pleasant excitemont of a man who
is about to ke an adlition to hisg
house ; while vierrepont was © useions
of the glow of virtue which comes of
having done a favor to a friend and
justified your own eritical judgment
at one stroke.

After dinner we hung the paintivg
over the chimney piece in the room
called the study (bescause it was con-

|

into the night, talking of the few times
when wo had met Falconer at the club,
and of his roticent manner, whizh was
broken by curious flashes of itapersonal
confidenco when he spoke not of kimsell

following the impulse of prevailing
winds more than the strong attraction

f the moon, But now the unsailed

narbor was guite still, in the pause of | of young epinses who had ne Indian, and kuoew every sh at
the evening; and the smooth undula ! reac t ; and of many ot hannel of the tortuous H
tions were caressed by a hundred opal : >4 light v fail | aske d nothi batter th
5 hues, : deeper vard the | lam 8 low and it was tine | on a VOy it i

st, whers y rive ame in. Con- | 5 1 night aimle st da L 1y
\ nes of tree od darkag | if. zh € 3« land

ca ce't i i 11 | Fox Ll con ) . lux e b
1 Vho ve 1 ! | ) 1 th )
n u bt al | [ \ f Lo | d 1

da 1y i1 1 of , wi i i wnd b ah e eV 3 in

( 1 18, 1 hi 1 X i 01 | 3 1€ was | ALy, ere

| 1 t I ( ) nde A ¢ D1 '
3 i | :

dep u | s BA. 3 oV 1 | cob pi nd medita

On the right was a reedy p t run | I had not yet penetrated. wd comfort of life, w 5 :
ring out into the bay, and behind it, Ons ni in Aug I found myself | through the meliow dusk to explore |
on a slight rise of gronad, an antique | pract ically alone, so far as human ia- | e creek and bend of the shore, in
house with tall white pillars. I¢ was | tercourse was © meerned, in the popu- t canoe.

dimly cutlined in the gathering lous, weary city. A couple of hoars of o was uothing to hasten our

shadows; yet one could imagine its | wr iting had produced nothing that | voyage. The three weeks' vacation
stately, formal aspect, its precise would beir the test of sunlight, so I| was all but gone, hen the Patience
garden with beds of old - fashioned anticipated judgment by tearing up the | groped her way through a narrcw,
flowers and straight paths bordered | spoiled gsheets of paper, and threw ccooked channel in a wide salt meadow,

nith box, and a tittle arbor overgrowsn
with honeysuckle. I know not by what
subtlety of delicate and indescribable
touches—a slight inelination in one of
the pillars, a broken line which might
indicate an unhinged gate, a drooping
resignation in the foliage of the yellow
ing trees, a tone of sadness in the blend
ing of subdued colors—the painter had
suggoested that the place was deserted.
But the truth was unmistakable. An
air of loneliness and pensive sorrow
breathed from the pictuve; a sigh of
longing and regrot. It was haunted by
sweet memories of some untold
story of human life,

sad,

In the corner Falconer had put his

but of his art. From this we drifted | ent, eraft, well named the Patience ;
into memories of good comrades who and my tuen for using it had come.
had walked baside us but a | Black Zokiel, the captain, crew, and
few days in the path ot life, | cook, ¥ the very man that I would
| and then disappeared, yot fecliog | have chosen for such an expedition.

as if we cared more for tham than for

s wo see every day ; and

the men wi

ssell npon the couch before the empty

a trouble of distant thunder rolling far
away on the rim of a cloudy sky—one
of those nighs of restless dullness,
when you wait and long for something
to happen, and yeb leel daspondently
that nothing ever will happen again, I
passed through a region of aimless
thoughts into one of migratory and un-
finished dreams, and dropped from that
into an empty gulf of sleep.

How late it was when I drifted back
tovard the shore of consciousness, I
cannot tell. But the student lamp on
the table had burned out, and the light

|
socrated to idieness,) and sat there far \

lived there.

lem, its lack of contast with the prac
t.cal world, fascinated me.
something that had drifted
foz, on a sea of unknown and fluctuat-
ing currends.
to find it was to commit yourself to the
same wandering tides and drift after
it, trusting to a propitious fortune that
yon might be carried in the same dir-
ection ;
hurrying chase, one day you might feel
a faint touch, a jir, a thrill along the

the fog, lay your hand at last, without
garprise, upon the object ol your very
quest.

quest were at my disposal,
owner of a boat which had been built

But the vory remoteness of the prob

It was like
way in the

The only possible way

and after a long, blind, un-

.ide of your boat, and, peering through

I
As it happeued, the means for such a
I was part

for hunting and fishi g eruises on the
shallow waters of the Great South Bay.
It was a deliberate, but not ineonveni-

ife combined the indolent good humor

built a house there like the one he used
There wers three things he

to live in.

in their cwn time and place,
A date told ol his chargo from Lap-

hated : slavery and war and society. | mone to the village, and this was
But he always loved the South more | written helow it : “ Too heavy g
than the North, aad lived liko a |sense of obligation destroys freed m,
foreigner, polite enough, but very re |and ly a free man can dare to love,”
ticed, His wife died aftor a few yenrs, A

and left h

Claire gre

up as pre

alone with a little girl,
ty as a picture, |

Then came a number of fragment
di ating trouble of mind and hesi
tho sonsitiveness of the artist, the ¢

bat v shy and delicate. About two | cate, self-torwenting seruples
years ago Mr. Falconer come down oly idealist, the morbid pride
from the city ; he stayed at Larcione | young poor man, contending w
first, and then he cams & Ul-!.m'n‘,ll»;,g»' impernons | sion and forci :
house, but he was over abt the Ledoux' | surrender, or at least t> compr
house almost all the time. He was a ** What vight bas a wan to
Southerner too, aud a relative of the | everything and offer nothing in r
family ; a real gentleman, and very | except an ambition and a hope ?
proud though he was poor. It peemed | must com 3 & giver, not as
gtrange that ne shou!d not live with ‘A Kk ! 1 not as
.bem, but perhips he felt more free 3 until he |
over here, Kveryone thought he muet |
he engaged to Claire, bat he was ;m,l  King '-,‘-;.'m na and t
the d of a man that you could ask | maid—very fine | bat the
: ) o sl

quesati about himself. A year 8go| 5
last W r he | e 'L.'nyi
and taken al! his th h t He |
had never stayed long before. [ :
In the spr had to from a woma
Earops ; O y geemed O ing me can give—I
iato 4 declin her sight ecemed to be spect is lese tha
failing, and » father mued | it is the trellis that holds i .
geo & famous doctor and have apgo | the ground ; break 10 10

air. flysers arve in the dust,

“ Mr. Faleoner came back ir May,” | spoile d."”
continued the good lady, ¢ as if he ¢ And yet ""—so0 the man's thought
expected to find them. But the house | shone through everywhere—*' 1 think
was shut up and nobhody knew Just | 810 musb ki ow that 1love her, hy
where they were. He seemc d to be | canrot speak.”

all taken aback ;
didn’t know about it, intimate
had becn ; but he never said any
and made no inquiries ;
be waiting, as il there was nothir
for him to do.
him in a minute, if we had anyth
toll. But all we could do was to

qua
and if there was,
about it himszlf.
+¢ All summer long he keph
in the garden. In the fall be b

paint a picture, bat it was ver

jist dwindling away ;
picture was almost done a feve
hold of him. Tho doctor said
malaria, but it seemed to me mo

of the negro with the taciturnity of the

and entered the last of the series ol

fire-place. It was a dense, sultry night | bays. A few houses straggled down a
with electricity thickening the air, and point of land ; the village of Quantock

lay a little farther bick. Beyond that
was a belt of woods reaching to the
water ; and from these the south coun-
try road emerged to cross the upper
end of the bay on a low causeway with
a narrow bridge of planks atthe central
point. Here was our Ultima Thule.
Not even the Patience could thread
eye of this needle, or float through the
shallow marsh-cana! ftarther to the
east.

Weo anchored just in front of the
bridge, aud as I pushed the canoe be
neath it, after supper, I felt thy inde-

was queer if he

just seemed to

We would have told | e

there must have been some kind of a
rel between him and the judge ;
he must know best

over to the house and wandering around

and when the

One entry was written in a clearer

as he | stronger hand : ** Anend of hesitat y,,'l
thing, | The longest way is the shortest. [am

going to the city to work o
1 else | Academy prize, to think of g

;e until I win it, and then con v
with it to Claire, to tell her that I have
a future, and thatit is hers. If1 spoke
of it now it would be like elaiming the

ing to
guess

reward before [ had done the wore, |
bave told her cnly that I am going to
prove myegelf an artist, and to | B
going | what I love best. She unders i, I

am sure, for she would not 1ift her eyes
to me, but her hand trembled ax she
gave me the blue flower from her belt,

gan to
y slow

printing ; he would go over in the The date of his return to Larmone
afternoon and come back leng after | was marked, but the pags was blank, as
dark, damp with the dew and fog. He | the day had been

kept growing paler and weaker and Some pages of du!l sell reproa nd
mora silent. Some days he did not questioning and bewildered rogret fol
speak more than a dozen words, bat | lowed.

always Lind and pleasant. ile was *Is it possible that she has gone

away, without a word, without a sign,
after what has passed between us ? 1t
is not fair. Surely [ had some cl .

¢ Bat what claim, afterall ?

v took
it was
ro like

a trouble in the throat, a kind of dumb | for nothing. And was it 1 e
misery. And one ni in the third | that kept me silens, i it for
quarter of the moon, just | grante 5! that if I aske 11d
turaed Lo ut, he yive ?
bed and to s It was & @ did 1 1
2 . derstand, nor care.”’
i We tried 1 ‘16 was 1 i I z
but d 1 £0 b . € ha 14 her tk [ loy
tl [ # they re { | she ecould not b
1 ) t pictu o It s to A
ul sin in ! yid whil vs fl
1 ugh to pay Mr. I i€ Hex
ward ar C i Y
Tl i hat | S d 1 Y
l o few | i to cal ) )
0ks ; perha ok |t 1 ed
t them if yon were d? I She moved like one in adrx rai
[ never saw any onc that I sesmed | on, and var d. Is there 1 )
to know so little and like so well, ':‘ who can tell her ? Mauast never
was a disappointment in love, of cour:e, | know that T loved her 27
and they all said that he died of 2 The last thing in the book was 0

broken heart ; but I think it w
cause his heart was too full
wouldn’; break.

week after he was gone there

had died suddenly, on the 1

Her father is still away travelling.

and will never be finished. W
look at the buoks 2"’
Nothing is more
mind, than to take up the books
who is dead.

D

marks on the pages that he like

¢ And oh !—I forgot to tell you; a
notice in the paper that Claire Ledoux I
August, at some place in Switzerland.

And so the whole story is broken off

pathetic, to my

Here is his name, with
perhaps a note of the place where the
volume was bought or read, and the

Here are the passages that gave him
pleasure, ard the thoughts that entered
into his life and formed it ; they be-

printed serap of paper that lay between
the leaves:

vas be

, and
IRREVOCABLE,

* Would the gods might give

Anotheor fleld for human strife §

Man must live one life

ire he learps to live

An, friend, in thy deep grave,

Wanat now can change; what now CAar

was a

ast of
Save! !

So there was a message after all, but
it could never be carried ; a task for a
friend, but it was impossible. Whoat
better thing could I do with the poor
little book than bury it in the garden
in the shadow of Larmone ? Tho story
«f a silent fault, hidden in silence.
How many of life's deepest tragedies
are only that; no great transgression,
no shoek of conflict, no sudden catas:
trophe with its answering thrill of cour-
age and resistance: only a nistake
made in the darkness, and under the

ill you

of one

d best.

nature, T. F., * Larmone,’’ 189 of the gibhous moon was creeping in finable geusation of having passed that | came part of him, but where has he | gunidance of what seemed a true and

{ on the border of the picture he had | through the open windows. Slowly the | way before. I knew betorehand what | carried them now ? noble motive ; a failure to see the right

intly tracod some words, which we pale illumination crept up the Kastern | the little boat would drift into. The Faleoner's little library was an un-| path at the right moment, and a long

nade out at last wall, like the tide rising as the moon broad saffcon light of evening fading | studied choice, and gave a hint of his | wandering beyond it ; a word lelt un

A spliit hannts the year's 1ast hours, !d. clined. Now it reached the mantle- | Over a 8 ,‘ill lagoon ; t,w.«,v couvorgiug character. There was a New Testa- | spoken until the mm'lhab should bave

s j 2w | sheli and overflhwed the bronzs heads | lines of pine tr.es running back into | ment in French, with his name written | heard it are sealed,ani the tongue that
Pierrepont took up the quotation and | of 1Tomer and the Indian Bacchus and | the sunset; a grassy point upon the | in a ¢lender, woman's hand ; thres or | shounld have spoken it is dumb

completed it the Kgyptian image of Isis with the | right ; and behind that a neglected | fcur volumes of stories, Cable's ** Old IThe soft sea fog clothed the

;v it haunts year last hou | intant Horus, Now it touched the | garden,a tangled bower of 1.mn:~y,sucl<lo, Creols Days,”” Allen’s '* Kentucky | with clinging d?\rlmua; the
b bhe | frame of the picture aud lapped over | a straight path borde red with box, | Cardinal,” Page’s ** In Old Virginia,” | leaves hung slack and motioniess from
o A i the e Now it rose to t hadowy | leading to a deseried house with a high, | and the like ; ** Henry Ksmond and | the trees, waiting for their fall; the
A JoRm ) zh, | house and the dim garden, in the midst white-pillared porch—yes, it was Lar- | Amiel's ** Joarral ”’ and Lawmartine's | tense notes of tho'r‘urlho:,'uud he sand-
y L : ] T | of which I saw the whi wre dis | mone s “ Raphael ;' and a fsw volumes of l dunes vibrated through the da air
”, i 2 | tinetiy than ever hefore In the l‘.",u}\lﬂ!lg I went up to the vil- poetry, 2wong them one of Sidoey | like chords from some hmighty olono 5
/) sPth §5 ol | It scemed now to have taken a new to see if 1 could find trace of my | Lanier's and one of Tennyson's earlier | large, warm drops wept from the arbour
H ¢ hang Kk { shape, 1ke tho slender form of a ist’s vi:it to the place. There was | poems. wl\ﬁo'l' sat in the garden, holding the
H gorlily I woman, robed in flowing white. And as | no difficulty in the scarch, for he had There was also a little moroeco-bound | poor liLLic book, and th'u’\kin‘-: of the
hat is very pretty poetry, gentle- | I watch it through half closed eyes, | been there ofte The peopls had | book of manuscript notes. This 1| white blot in t,l;:;, record of a life that

\or id M nstern, who had "“"~“l the figure appeared to move and | plenty of recollections of him, but no | begged permission to carry away with | was too proud to bend to the happiness

in behind us, **bat is it not a little | tremblo and wave to and fro, as if it | real memory, for it scc-m":'x as if none of | me, hoping to find in it something | that was meant for it. :

v You e it, but you cannot ! weroe a ghost. them had really known him. which would throw light upon my There aro men like that: not many
Il exactly what it means. I find H.«-' A haunted picture ! Why should it * Queer kinder fellow,” said a | picture, perhaps even some message to | perhaps, but a few ; and they are the
vme fault in the pie from my poir t :|..,L be so? A haunted ruin, a | wrinkled old baynan with whom I | be carried, some hint o suggestion of | ones wt'm suffer m'mt keenly in this
f vie here is nothing in it tomake | haunted foress, a haunted  ship walked up the sandy road ; * I seen | something which the writer would fain | world of half understanding and clou led

\ - vbout, no anecdote, no ex: | all these have been seen or | him a good deal round here, but t'wan’t | have had done for him, and which 1| knowledge. There is a ';n-'uln, honor*
eriment in technique. Itisimpos hl.‘% imagined, and reported, aund there are | like havin' any 'quantanee with him. | pronised myself faithiully to perform, | able ;\n(r sensitive, that imperils the

i« rsuad o public to admire a pic- | learned societies for investigating such | He allus kep' himself to himself, pooty | as a test of an imagived friendship— | realization of Jove ’l.ut,u it under a gpell

bure unless you can tell them precisel; | things. Why should not a picture much. Used ter stay round 'Squire | imagined not in the future, but in the | of silence and rnn(;rve makes it sterile

the points on whizh they must fix thair | have a ghost in it ? Ladoo's place mosto’ the time—keepin’ impossible past. of blossoms and im‘;otenh of fruits.

\dmiration. And that is why, although M¢ mind, in that curiously vivid eomp'ny with the gal I guess. Lar- 1 read the book in this spirit, search- | For what is it, after all, but a subtle,

the painting is a good one
willing to sell it at a low j

He named a sum of money in
ires, so small that Pierr
ten buys pictures by proxy, could no
Al his surprise.

 Certainly 1 should consider that
good bargain, simply for investment,’
I"alconer's name alone ongh
to be worth more than that, ten year
from now. He is a rising man."

No, Mr. Pierrepont,”
dealer, ““the picture is worth what
ask for it, for 1 would not commit th
impertinence of off ring a present toyo

1co.

0

con

said he.

name will not
The catalogue of his works i

Falconer's
value.

of it ; and this is the last.
hear of his death

Did you no
last fall? 1do no

in the newspapers.'’

I should be

three
pont, who

replied the

or your friend ; but it is worth no more.
inerense in

too short for fame to take much notice

wonder, for it happened at sowe place

d>wn on Long Island — a name that I
never saw before, and have forgotter
now. There was not even an obituary

“ And besides,’’ he continued, after a
pause, **I must not conceal from you

gtate which lies between waking and
sleeping, went through the form of
careful reasoning over the question.
If there may be some subtle connection
t | between a house and the spirits of the
people who have once lived in it —and

mone ? Yaas, that's what they called
it, bus; we don't go much on fancy
names down here. No, the painter
didn' 'zactly live there, but it 'mounted
to the same thing. Las' summer they
was all away, house shet up, painter

a | wise men have believed this—why hangin' round all the time, ’s if he
v | should there be any impassible gulf be- looked fur 'em to come back any

mine Parfessed to be paintin', but
I don' see's he did much. Lived up to
Mort Halsey's ; died there too ; year
ago this fall. Guess Mis' Halsey can
tell ye most of any one 'bout him.””

At the boarding house (with wide,
low verandas, now forsaken by the sum-
mer boarders), which did duty for a
village inn, I found Mrs. Halsey ; a
notable housewife, with a strong taste
for ancestry, and an uncultivated world
of romance still brightening her soft
brown eyes. She knew all the threads
in the story that I was following ; and
the interest with which she spoko made
it evident tha’ she bad often woven
them together in the winter evenings
on patterns of her own.

Judge Ledoux had come to Quantock
from the South during the war, and

¢ | tween a picture and the vanished lives
« | out ot which it has grown ? All the
human thought and feeling which have
passed into it through the patient toil
1| of art, remain forever embodied there.
o | A picture is the most living and per
a | sonal thing that a man can leave be-
hind him. When we look at it we see
what he saw, hour after hour, day after
< | day, and we see it through his mood
and impressicn, col ured by his emo-
¢t | tion, tinged with his personality.
t | Sarely, if the spirits of the dead are
not extinguished, but only veiled and
hidden, and if it were possible by any
\ | means that their presence could flash
for a moment through the veil, it
would be most natural that they should
come back again to hover around the
work into which their experience and

ing its pages carefully, through the
long afternoon, in the solitary cabin of
my boat. There was nothing at first
but an ordinary diary ; a record of the
work and self-denial of a poor student
of art. Then came the date of his first
visit to Larmone, and an expression of
the pleasure of being with his own
people again after a lonely life, and
soms chronicle of hisoccupations there,
studies for pictures, and idle days that
were summed up in a phrase: * On
the bay,”” or *‘ In the woods."

After this the regular succession of
dates was broken, and there followed a
few scraps of verse, irregular and un-
finit hed, bound together by the thread
of a name—** Claire among her Roses,’’
‘* A Ride . through the Pines with
Claire,”” An Old Song of Claire's,”’
‘‘ The Blue Flower in Claire's Eyes.'
It was not poetry, but such an uncon-
scious tribute to the power and beauty
of poetry as unfolds itself almost in-
evitably from youthful love, as natur-
ally as the blossoms unfold from the
apple trees in May. If you pick them
they are worthless, They charm only

spiritual worship of self?
was Falconer's resolve nob to
girl that he loved her until he
fame and position, but
scious setsing of himself

lend it worth and dignity.

fossion of one life as depend
another for its fulfilment.

stronz in ils very weakness.
prison bars and set the heart
slaves it. Love's first duty
true to itself, in word and dee

it may call on honor to keep it
steadfast.

helped him? It
dependence, the passion of sel
that drew him away from

It is

And what

tell this
had won

a secret, uncon®
abo

ove her?

For surely, if love is sapreme, it does
not need to wait for anything else
The very
sweotness and power of it lie in the con=

to

ent, upon
made
It is the

only thiag, after all, that can break the

free from

itself. The pride that hinders i, en

ig to be
d, Then

having spoken trath and acted verity,

pure anrd

If Falconer had trusted Claire, and
showed her his heart without rqservei
would she not have understood him anc
was the pride of in-

f relianc?

her and di-
vided his heart from hers in & du“""
isolation, But Claire—was not she also
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