
10 THE ORITIO.

A BAR RE N T IT LE. I amn ready at any tirne." Then it w:is her turn to be posedjind rranged. For a littie wvhiIe no onc spoke. Mien Cocilia said, IlAre bath
those pictures dcstincd for the academy, 'Mr. Fildew ?"<C'ontiinued.) IlTVat is their destination if the hanging cornrittee ivili, deign to find

As the resuit, Mr. Lirkir.s, senior, aniassed a very comfortablc fortune, room for them."l
wbich lie more than douibled by certain lucky speculations. Hlaving donc MTien, of course, they are intendcd for sale 1"
this, there was nothing left hirn to do but to die; so die hc did, and Orlriao < But whether they wîil find purchasers is anothér mattcr," answered
rcigned ini bis stead. Il le's a good-natured, sappy sort o' yoting gentle- Clement, Viith a sbrug.
mian -but somchow the su-el people about here don't sem to take to hirn, Cecilia said no more, und Mora, scoing that she was disinclined for
and even the lads shout after him, ' Hou- are you, young Pilîbox ?' when he talking, exerted lierseif for once, and kept up a desultory conversation with
gocs ridiîîg into ic lau-n."l Clem tilI the sitting came ta an end. Then the ladies ivent. There Ivas

IlVery rich and very good naturcd, nul not received into society," saîd r.o sign of lingering vexation or annoyance in Cecilia's way of bidding Clein
the carl ta himself. - Lt miglit, perhaps, answer niy purpose to cultivate good inoining, but she took caro not to lift her eycs tý his while she did so.
the acquaintance of INr. Orlando Lirkins." 'lhe-nx sitting was fixed for the following Monday.

One, two, thrce sittings followed in rapid succession. Cccilia's bright.
ness and gayety did not long desert her. Site chattercd wvith 01cm as

CHAPTER x. easily and as ligbtly as at first, only she neyer alluded ta the Acidcrny pic-
INS F AT U A T I N. turcs. When the third sitting wvas over, just as Cecilia was lcaving the

rmain, Clern slipped a brief note ino ber hand. lier fingers clôsed aver itAt a quarter past eleven on tîje morning of the Thuisdav fullowffng instinctively. She and &Mora ivere ta have called at several other placesClemnirt Fildewv's visit t0 Cadogan llace. MIrs. Percival's bruugharn stopped beforc going hume, but Cecilia plcad.ed a headache, and they drove backat the corrier of Elrn Strcet, Soho, and train it alighted Miss Collunmpton direct to Cadogan Place.
and àMiss Brow-n They werc not long in finding No. 19, and u-hen, in After tu-o hours spent in ber ou-n room, Cecilia went down-stairs. Butansu-er to their ring, the door apcned apparently af its ou-n accord, they she was reffless and uneasy, and seemed unable to settle to anything forniight have been puzzled wvhat to do next had not Clement corne rushinig many minutes at a dime. Skctching, rcading, needle-work were each trîeddowvn-stairs and piloted thema the way tbey werc ta go. in turn, and eccb in turn discarded. Several limes Mora looked at berTony Macer had gone out in deep dudgeon. He was dîsgusted with witb inquiring eyes, but said nothing. Twice ber auint said, IlCecilia, 1 doClm for liaving engagcd himsclf to paint a couple of portraits vwhen lie wisb you wotildn'î fidget so; you are as bad as any child of six."ougbt to be devoting the wvhole of lus attention ta putting the finrshing The ladies dined carly when tbey had no company. After dinner Mis.touches ta his Academly picture. Indeed, Tony, who had a great opinion Percival went out. The tivo girls sat by thcrnselves in the drawing-room.of Clern's abilities, did not like the idea of bis friend taking ta portrait- fly and by Mora went ta the piano and bergan ta play. Occilia sat andpainting at aIl. «IYoui wvll only spoil yourself for better u-nrk," he kcpt looked into the fire and listeneri, or, withont listcning, felt, haif uucoa.rcpeating. Il %Vhy sbould you fritter away 3'our lime in painting the coin- scioîssly, tbe su-cet influence of the miusic steal int ber senses. Then thenuonplace features of a couple of nobodies ? You biad better set up as a tu-ilight deepened, and Binks carne in and lighted the lamps. But stilphotographer at once." 'Mora went on playing, and still 0-cci1ia sat and gazed dreamily iuta the lire.IlOnly these tu-o," 0clm had pleaded. IlWhien I bave finisbcd tbese I By and by Mora looked round and saw tbat abe was alone. Cecilia badwori't try my band nt another portrait for a wbole year." jslipped through the curtains that shrouded one end of the room from the

Mr. Macer hauîng ascertained at what bout the ladies wcre expected ta conservatory beyond. There was just enough liglit in the conservatory taarrive, set of growlingly for Hampstead in company with bis sketcb-book Ienable Mora ta sec Ceallia as she sat among the orange-trees at the foot ofand bis pipe. 'a statue af Silence, that loomcd white and ghosl-like above her. MoaIlAnd liais is a studio !" cxclimed Cecilia, as she halted for a moment tkaicît by ber firiend aud took one of Cocilia's hands in bers and pressed iton the tbresbold and looked round. IlWIhst a very strauge place!1" Ita hier lips. IlWhat is il, darling 1" she whispered. IlTell me wbat it is" I hope you did ual expect ta fiud any halls af dazzling light," said thal is troubling you ?" Cold and calculating in many ways as Mon1clm, witb a laugh. IlIf so, it is a pity ibat you should bc discnchanted. Brou-ne migbt be, there was at Ieast one su-cet, uusclfisb impulse in lierA poor l)aiutcr's worksbop is neccssarily a poar sort af place." beart, and that ivas ber love for Cecilia Collumnpton.
«'I think, il quite delightful, and I like it immensely. So tborougbly ICeallia responded ta ber friend's question by staoping and kissing her.uncouventinual, is il not 1" she added, turhing ta Miss Brou-ne. "For MY Then she wbispered-but il was a wbisper sa faint tbat if tbe statue beu!-part I am tired ai drau-ing-rooms and fine furniture. One can breathe aug over ber witb its white fiuger on its white lips bad been endou-ed %wirthere." lufe it could ual bave overbeard what she said-"l Hc bas wvritten ta M!~
Clcm bad nailcd down a square of green baize on anc part af the floor and tld me that be loves nme!"

and had bired a couple af clairs and a few Ilproperties" from WVardour Mora started, but Cecilia's amis held ber fast aud would nal let ber go.Street. Miss ]3rownc walked across the floo- in ber slow, statcly way, and I Who bas written ta you?l Not Mr. Fildcw ?
scatcd herself on anc of the chairs. To ber the studio vras nothirug but a: Yes-lir. Fildcw."
diigy, commouplace roorn. How ta arrange ber draperies most effectively "Holv sorry I ami t hear this 1"
for the forthcoming Biîting ivas the subject af paramount importance in ber; 1 arn not sorry."
thougbts just nowv. She wore a pcarl:gray saijai robe Ibis moruing. She. You don'î mean ta say hat-"?
hoped tbat Mr. Fildew ivas clever at painting satin. "Yes, I do. WVby notl' Mhen Cecilia's arms were Iooscncd, ani

IlAre bath these pictures yours, Mr. Fildew ?" asked Cecilia, painting Mora rose ta ber feet.
ta two covercd-up canvases standing an casels in the miiddle of the rooni. "lOh, Cecili; I cannot tell you hou- gricvcd 1 am that I ever was a

"No. Thiat anc is my friend Macer's; this one is mine." party ta this deception ?"
"IfIin vcry good and promise not ta make a noise or ssk 100 many "Wby sbould you bc gzieved Moral1"

questions, may 1 sec tbcm, Mr. Fildcw-botli af tcm ?" "Because if Mr. Fildcu- bad bccn tld frora the first who you were, th
«"Ccrtaiuly you may sec theni, Miss Brou-ne, aud that witbout makiug a terrible business would ncver bave bappened."

promise af any kind. Bl I nust %vainyou that neither af tbcm is finisbed, am an fot so sure af that. Meu are sainetirnes very sudaciaus. Buti
sud niust therefore deprecate any severe criticiani." is noa sucb terrible business, alter aIl."

«II don't wvant ta criticise tbcm, but simply to sec them," said Occilia, #I "To me it certainly sers so, and 1 shall never forgive myscîf for h!ý
as 0clm flung back the covcriugs. ing ta bring lt-about."

She looked at Tony's picture farst. Afier contcrnplatiug it in silence for "And 1 cin ncver bc sufficieutly grateful ta you for the share you hi
a little n-bile, sbe said.softly, and more as if talking ta berseli tbaii ta Clem, bsd in il."

Clem's picture. But she bad not lookcd at it more than balf a minute bc- bave any tbougbî ai cncouraging Mr. Fildeu-'s attentions."
fore site discovercd that one uf the two faces depicted in it was an exact "Encouragiag bis attentions 1 hVlnt phrases are these, Moral D.aireprotductionoai er own Sly: Master 0clm had painicd ber portraitfroni not tceIl you jusî now that-that Mr. Fildewlbas told me thathbeloves= nmcmory, aud bad sîuck it intobis picture. Tbevrarm color motîuted ta and did 1 not give you ta undcrstaud that I care for bim in return 1"Cecilia's face, bier cycs dropped, aud she turned ausy witbout a word. 1Il "Hou- wretcbod youi make me feel I But you bave not told hlm t1z

0Clm rcsdjusîed the cavcrings, and wbcai bc turued Cecihia was sittiug you relurn bis love ?"
in the chair nexî ta Miss flrownc's, apparcntly ammersed in the pages et "Not anc syllable bas lic heard from nîy lapa."
"Puncl'." "Then it is ual tao late ta undo aIl this."

0Clm gcot bis colors, brushes, and palette, witb the vicu- of immcdiatcly "I don't uuderstand yoas, deax-."
scttiDg ta work. Hc hadl already plantcd bis casel ou the spot wbcrc lic "You have nover spoken ta birn-you have given bim, fia ccour*inten ded at ta stand. The cause of Cccilia's blush bad beeu patent ta him ment-bie knows uotbing ai your infatuation. Such being the csblu s moment, and, wbile sorry ta thiuk, that bis audacity migbî bave pas- nover know. %'Jc will go ta bis studio no marc. Saine othor artistsibly annoyed ber, yeî be could not hclp being flatîcrcd by the fact ai ber Ipaint your portrait Mx-. Fildon- shali bc quîeîly dropped, and in aihiving sa quickly recognized ber ou-n likeîaess. "'I bave scarcd bier a jwcckls you ivill have fargoîten that any such persan bad an cxistcn*
litte,' laci said ta bimself. Sa for the prescrit bc addrcs.-cd himschi exclu- your thoughtr:."
sivcly ta 'Miss flrowue, af course under the mistaken beliof tbat she was 1 Cecilia laughcd, but tbere was a ring af bitterncss in ber mirtb.Miss Cnllump«.ou, pasing ber and arrariging ber so as ta suit best bis idoas aigbt bo listcning ta the maxims ai Lady Laughton or my aunt Pcrciriai artistic cffcî. she said. IlBut you have nover lovcd, Iberciore 1 caunot cxpcc,. yc'

Tlarec quarters of au laour passed quickly, and thon Miss Brou-no sympathize with nie."
dcclarcd that she ivas tircd. AUl this lime Cecilia had scarcely spoken. "But you ccrtainly would ual niarry Ibis man, Cecilia ?""Now, Mors, doar, iî's your turu," said Miss Brou-ne ta Cecilia. 1I have novcr îhoughî af xnarrying cither « Ibis man;' as you calI hirt


