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IlHer aicceptanice," lie said, completing niy
sentence. "lHelen Rariden is a beautifuil
womnan, gifted, wea)thy and of excellent
faînily. At the turne 1 parted from lier, or
rather at the tinie she parted fromn me, she
loved this-fellow withi ail lier pure soul-
loved hin-i as a mi wvas neyer Ioved before;
and lie doubtless carcd for her-thien."

'l'le enîphasis of tlîis last word %vas de-
stroyed by a pitiful sob, and for a few
monments my friend was so nioved that lie
could flot speak. 1 waited ,Aitiently until hie
again began:

"lShortly after the engagement, which
naturally followed, Helen (I take the liberty
of so calling lier) wvas compelled to acconi-
pany her mother to Europe on a trip under-
taken in the hope of beneliting the lady's
hiealtlî. 'lhle parting of this Mr. Warrack
with lus promised bride ivas tender and touchi-
ing ; 1 was present at the time in the gentle-
mîan's left-hand coat pocket, and felt the beat-
ing of I-elen's heart witlî distinctness for
a few blissful -moments. I admit that it was
an en-ibarrassing position for nie tb occupy,
but I co'Iid flot well withdraw, as I wvas then
very rnuch attached to this letter, as I ain
Flow?)'

1 snuiled at tlîis littie bit of i)leasantry, but
niy neighbor pressed a convenient pen-wiper
to bis rnisty eyes and resumed lus narrative.

IlAfter Hlelen went abroad, Warrack wvas
morose and rnelancholy for a wvhile; lie be-
gan several pictures with which to occupy
his mind-gloomy conceptions to correspond
with his state of feeling. He first began
Nvhat lie called 'Arthur and Guinevere'-tlie
parting scene, you know. He sketehed and
daubed at it for a %veek or so, but kicked it
off the easel <..ne day in a fit of impatience.
When Helen's first letter camne to hinm (they
are in the next drawer below, embellished
with cold, haughty, foreign stamps) he replied
prornptly and at great length-tender, loving
messages. 0, how true he wvas?"

The starnp srniied bitterly.
"lBut he soon became neglectful and

would toss Helen's notes into a corner of the
desk and flot even open them. 0f course,
under these cîr'cunistances, Helen did flot
write so often, and I soon began to notice a
change in \Varracks% manner. He becanue

cheerful and plar1ned spme joyous pictures;
one ofîhem, a 'Spring' landscape, is on his
easel now, and he lias ordered the canvas
primed for a conteniplated wvork to be called,
"'lhe Lifting of the Clouds.'

"'And what is the cause of this sudclei
change î' I asked.

"He is iiiterested in anotlier direction,"
wvas the reply.

"And what of Helen ?' I inquired.
"She is stili truc," answered my friend in

a tone of conviction.
This ended our conversation for the turne

being. My fellow lodger drew back into a
dark corner and rernaincd sulent for several
days.

In the.- meîantime Mr. Warrack seemied
hîappy ; he spent much timie in singing and
whiistling snatches of tunes, chîefly fronu light
operas. He painted wlen in the riglit nîood
and I observed throughi the keyhole of the
drawer that the "Lifting of the Clouds" was
progrcssing linely. It ias with painu I tlîought
thuere might be sone corinection between the
titie of the picture and the growing coldness
in tie nuanner of thec young peIle towards
one another, judging from the dwvindling of
their correspondence.

A few days after mîy conversation with the
elderly stalîip, Mr. \Varrack opened our
drawver and thrcw in an unopened letter which
hie hiad just received. As soon as he went
out rniy friend snatched it ai-id exarnined it
eagerly. The envelope bore the card of a
Venetian hotel and a caîîcelled postage stanip
whose language we did not know.

"Froîîî Helen ?" I said, interrogatively.
Yesv as the nîournful reply.

Tinue wore on. It is a fashion tinie lias,
even in the life of lowly postage starnps.
Spring caine tripping down lier bright, flower
nîalled path, and in the darkness of our
habitation wc feit the stirring, of re-awakened
life. MNr. Warrack did flot enter his studio
for days at a tirne. When I spoke of these
long absences to miy chuni he only answered
in the language of Tennyson:
In the spring a livelier iris changes on the burnish-

ed dove;
lIn the spring a young mian's fancy liglitly turns to

thotughts of love.
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