L
B

3560

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

DecexBer 1sr, 1883.

could do. What sre you doing, Holford 7-f over the river, on which n light sparkled from

Keep the attitude.”

<1f you please, sir,” said the model, sudden.

boat. 1t wasna scene from fairy-land,

ly yripping the cudf of his leg with a hideous | rather bituminous head after Euty, ¢ why don’

grimace, ** T can't stand this more than ten m

¢ Ha, Mr. B.,” said Joddrell, tunning to a

Number Two.”

a | Friday, at six, il that will suit you all. 1t's ! Some day, I kuow, she will rise and leave me,

I thank the source of all good,” said the

Tollemache was ouly too hup‘)_\' ; be was over- | enthusiust, tears springing from his eyes, as he
t ] joyed. Rose stood lost in wonder at her uncie’s | elasped his hands, and looked solemnly up-

i- | vou exhibit this?  Why deprive the world of | invitation, She was rather glad there was no | wards,” for granting me power to create a form

nutes at 4 time. 1t gives me the pins and | such treat as this 17

necdles.”

Here the model coolly +at down on the edge | grily. ¢ No,"" he said, ‘“ never. I repay scorn

Mr. B. turned his big thumb ring round an

of the platform, and begin 10 chale coquettish- with scorn.  After my death, these picturos wil

1y his well-shaped leg.
The students, with many growls, groan
sighs, and violeut mutterings, laid down the

brushes and pushed back their casels, as the

go to the National Gallery to disgrace the igno
s, | rant academicians who have rejected my works.”
ir

- | be seen. Then there was a general hand-shaking,

1| was one so simple aud of such every-day accur-
- | rence,

two models relajsed into prosaic attitndes, and | when 1 finish my maguum opus, the dreamn of | fully up the street, and said,—
!

drank the beer brought for them with wmue
custo.  All heads erect turned now to see wh

the visitors were, and to discuss art in general, | calling it the accomy
Amung them, 1 the {rons row uearest the

b | my lite.  Now it is so nearly finished, 1 think,

*“That is n monstrous old humbuyg, and mad

o | my dear friend, I am justified—am { not ? — in { as a march hare on his vne topic.

she T drenmm of my life.

railing, sat a little previse old man, with rather | izingly.

a large bald head, He was a trimly dressed old

person, in a coat that wae rather short in th
arias ;o and he wias slso remrkable for high

They had again wandered into the hall, to
¢ | examine a study alter Jordeans, by Fity, a rosy
brown sketeh, hat beautiful in color as autumn

’

sharp shirt eollars, and a large squire gilt eye | fruit, when there cawe a Lttle quick koock at
¢lass hanging round his neck like an order, and | the door.

supporied by a broad black ribbou of watere

i Tellemache, who was next {t, instautly open-

siik. This old gentleman, who seemed rather | ed it. To hix delight, but rather to his coufu.
St TR '
a buty of the younzer sta teuts, to judee by va- | sion it proved to be Miss Rose Joddrell.

ricus whispers and titters, panctilisusly eollest

ed his pencils, charcoal, porte-crayon, and pen
knife from the vacant stoel next him, as he ros
and  foided tow ther the sketching blok o

which be had been drawing in pen and ink, | awld her eyes expr
and, tising to go, stepped over the low miling. § her uncle’s idleness
“What, are you off, Mr., Jobdrell?™ said

Brathwaite, ** That is uausy
is going to happen, sir,—an e

“hjuake 2

Why, what | born ¢wvalier manuer,

He bowed. She apolozized with a pretty
-1 confusion for troubling him, thongh no apology
- was requisite.  She look so gentle aud pretiy
11 ber cheeks, uaturdly pale, warm with walking,
ing surprise and anxiety at

¢ Miss Joddrel,” said My. B, in the high-
¢ atlow wme o introduce
to veu two distinvuished Associatesof the Roval

HNpe, Mr. Biathwaite)” said the gquiet old Arvademy,—Mr. Horace Garrod avd Mr. Hobest
b )

suthusiast @ “bur 1 don't feel very well; the | Tollemache! ) . )

heat is too much for me, 1 think ; so 'm going It Venus ever courtesied, she eertainly cour-

v

down to do seme anatomy in the gallery, or | tesied ke Miss Rose Joddretl, thought Tolle.
»at

3.

verhiaps Tl just throw off’ a sk

Ulvte.”

-+ Here ate two old frirnds of yours, Mr. Jud-

steh of the | mache, and he blushed slightly as the thought

entered hss mind.

*“ Why, dear uncle,” Rase said, ranning and
3 1

dreil,” said Mr. Brathwaite, **who have just | taking the hand u{ the old ariist, “-.v_h_v ain’t
beem asking after you, and want to see vour [ you at work ? Why, U!!ul‘-- uever nisses the
wreat picxixrf'. of which they have heard so| [ull time, does be, Mr. Lriuh\\'axml aud it
wuch.” Oid B, as he spoke, waved his hand “‘nnteq ouly a quar!xr to nine as 1 cawe past
proudly towards Tollemache and Gurrod, and | the Princess Theater.

mentioned their rames and titles in a lould

voice, in order {» impress the students.

“1 don't feel very well, my dear. The heat

was 80 great, avd 1 fell rather giddy.  I've been

O1d Joddrell locked up threugh lis enormous | working too hard lately, Rose. My hewd is not
i - H N t Y . H
ailt eve glass, and slowiy came to a memory of | quite the thing ; tut Pm rather better sinece |
= b g [ . . A
the visitors” names. Then his fuce brivhteuned. | took some wine.”

“ Why, goodness gracious t'" he eried ; *¢it is

' You mustn't work se, uncle. Mr. Brath-

not — itis n't — ves, it is — what, Garrod and | waite, aou’t It him work so hard.  He never
Tollemache ? and how grown fo be sure! Did | comes and plays whist new with us in Gaildford
vau aver see stuch a study «f flesh ¥ Even Mr, | Street.”

B. is astonished snd delighted

¢ Miss Joddrell, you must know, i3 na mean

“ Will you allow me 1o see what you have | arti=t,” said Brathwaite, taking a portfslio from

done, Mr. Joddrell ¥ said Toilemache politely

for the uucle of such a niece demanded respect. | she will go near to equal Mi

““1 really hope, in time, that
Mutrie. Look,

an open press,

“ Certainly, sin,” said Jeddrell, opening his | bere are azaleas, fleshy and waxen; here are
little portfolio, and producing a coarse, off-hand, | Toses, soft as setib, you long to rutile them

but tolerably vigorous sl

* {t is in the maunerof my old friend Stothand

keteh in pen and iok.

opea ; they seem to expand as you loqk."
. “ Oh, vow you tlatter me, you spoil me, Mr,

T * M 3 1% . N
1 never remove the pen from the paper when I} Brathwaite,” said the blushiug artist.

once begin. I get four of these done at a sit
ting ; about half an hour each. It isa planeo
mine for getting a rapid coup d'wil.”

¢ Most spirited,” satd Tollemache.

. Buat Tollemrache gallantly csufirmed his old
£ | master's opinion, and so did Garrod, in his dry,
eynical way.

"By 2 most fortunate ceincidence, then the

“ Full of go,” said Garrod quietly, but with | two friends discovered that they eud Mr. Jod-
no especial epthusiasm ; for the sketches were | drell and his daughter went home in the same

careless, far too hasty, and, indeed, altogethe

r | direction, as old Joddrell had chambers in

wanting in indiviluality and detail, which Jod- | Gray's Inn Square, and Garrod and Tollemache

drell decmed unsuited to the *‘ grand and larg
style.”

¢ | were engaged to a call party in Lincoln’s Jun.
Garrod, with a wicked smile, conveyed old

““ My friend here improves every vear,” said | Joddrell, while Tolleinache followed with Rose,

Mr. Brathwaite grandly; ‘“ecvery year he at.

tains new power in his drawing, more ease,
more decided manner.”

Old Joddrell lovked up at his ypetron with
veneration aud gratitude that was touching i
its very humility.

a | of the march,

n

““You must all corme down and tuke a glass | field.

of wive with me; we'll talk shop,” zaid Mr.
Brathwaite, *‘ and look over some Turner draw-

ings I've had lent me by Mr. Munro: suc

h

gems—jewels, sir! jewels of the very first wa. | appositeness.

ter.”

As the party descended thestairs, old Joddrell
halted for a moment at a peculiarly ligunorice-
colored sketch. It was a mass of dusty brown,
from which emerged a coarse goggling face,
with a ruff round the neck as large as a cart-

wheel.

‘“ Rembrandt all over,” said the rnthusiast,

light.”

A vain smile passed over old B.'s face as he

rubbed his chin complacently. ¢ Yes,” sai

petus, sir, from ourart ; and if T can but hely

d

who seemed by no means displeased at the order

It was a clear moonlight night, and the stars | fused—that tapestried the walis. All
a | were out in all their wystic jewelry ; Orlou was
watching Holborn, ‘and  Charles driving  his | stwly of a female fizure almost as large as life,
stellar waiu through the blue air above Smith- | the head crowned, the boly semi-nude.

*Yes, Garrod,” said Joddrell, waving his
hand at the constellation of Orion, as if he was | mere study of a pose—it is worth nothiuy.
a personal enemy,—‘‘ yes. sir, 1 tell you, the| What you see, gentleman, aronnd the room are
time is come when the final laws of art will | my twenty venrs’ errors.”
soon be discovered, when we shall be able to
teach every boy the rules of the divine Raphael, | said Garrod, shrugzing his shoulders at Tolle-
and to discourse with even savagesin pictures,
the universa} language, sir, will be a pictorial | aunt.
tossing his hand vsguely over the treacly |one. Histary, religion, must be taught by pic-

ucface; *‘caverncus gloom: flashing torch. | tures; civilization will receive hislast great im- | said Mr. B., settling the questicn

“ But not without seme touch of genius,”

¢ Certainly, certainly,” said Mr. B., patron. | said Tollema-he ; *“and that dear little nicce

of his atoues for his fanlts. We 'll go”

¢ Gienius be hanged,  Tollemache, iU's a case
with vou, I ean see)”

¢ Oh, nonsence ! said Tollemache, but a
tell-tale red mounted to his very forehead.

THE MAGNUM urs,
L

The Friday arrived, and at six o’clock pre-
eisely ol B., Miss Joddrell and her anut, and
Messrs. Garroed and Tollemache passed through
the wateway of Gray's lnu, and entersd the
murky «* harrack square,” Towas a dall Novewm-
ber evening, and a chdi white fog tark-d about
the corpers of the enelosure and loomed in the
obseure doorways.  The moeon  shone with
a stekly hantern light, nuld yielded no omews of
good, )

Rose was in the highest spirits, aud tripped

whenever she turned and smiled, it ssemed to
the infatuated Tollemache that she smiled only
tor him, .

““ He has never shown any one the great
picture yet,” she sabl, ¢ has by anmy '—not
eveu to our dear friend here,  This ix (b door,
Mr. B.:oitis the thind thsor back, such a large
pice ronm,”

Namber Twa wasa honse in the snth-west
corner: it s emed tiving to hide itsedf in that
dismal corer, and its ohd dusty, cumbrous stair-
case Inoked very blea
weather.

They alt mounted to the third floar, Rose trip-
ping bhetors them, till they reached a large biack
door, which watajar, The moment Rose touched
it, open it flew, aud old Juddreell appeared in full
evening dress,—hige vollars, buneh of seals,
fritled shirt, light pantaloons,—the fashion of
forty vears ago.

* Welcome, welcome, gentlemen,” he said
“ How are you, my desr Rose? bringing sun-

Fanny, too: and all to celebrate my victosy.
Happy day for art, and for wme, happivess for a
futuze age.  To-might 1 teel rewarded for years
of toil and eare. Welome, gentlenen; and
last but not least weleome, you, my dear old
master."”

The old artist was in that state of nervous ex-
citement in which the feeling cannot ke re
strained.  His thin gray hair way tumbled, his
eyes sparkled, his face glowed with a feverish
color, his breath came in short quick gasps.
Rose’s eyes expanded with surprise at her uncle's
manner.

The thres avtists, silent, but full of curiosity,
were all this time foragiug aboeut the huye,
dusty, ill-lit roow, ex<muning the huge Ruben-
esque sketeheg—daring, but careless and con-
at ouce
Mr. Brathwaite stopped like a painter before a

Tt was
a {'leopatra, and the artis? had thrown a errtain

Joddrell grew enthusiastic upon art, while | cosrse, barbaric grandeur over the featares,
To!lrmache’s talk was more remarkable for ex-
pression and quiet fervor than depth or especial

* This is a fine thing, Joddrell ; but it wants
a something—"" Here he moved his hand gener.
ally over the picture.

““ Oh, don't stop to look at that—that is a

“I don't koow, 1 call them very fiae things,"”
mache, who was handing chairs to Rose and ber
“ Vigorous drawing, grin:d chiara-oscuro,”

{orever,
1| There's no two words about it, sir; you have

forward this great work by that one picture — | the making of a great painter in you, and so 1
the work of my life — 1shall feel, gir, on my | always said. Ha! young men, I tno might have

he, *“ my dear old master used to say 1 had the | death bed that I have notlived in ¢ain. But | done something if the Academy had but done

true Rembrandtic temperament,—~-sunshine an

4 | here, sir, is our turping; I must Jeave you

gloom. Bot come along, mes comrades ; once | Rose, my dear.”

more unto the breach, dear friends ; come an
taste the brown sherry my old friend Baron Be
Adler sent me last week.”

Old B. literally flourished the baron with the

Jewish name over the heads of his auditors.

d
n | can't paint a bit."”’

‘The little spare raom—old B.'s special den— | between himsell and Rose had been.

where the party now sat wasa quecr little pluce,

¢ T shail never forget this evening, Miss Jod

with a barnt brown ceiling, and was hung with | drell,” he said, lookiug up starward, ' never

drawings of persons half flayed, and osteota-

tris, the arm of Thurtell, the hand of Lucrezi

Borgia, were among the disjointed casts hanging

« | quaintance of my old friend's fairest pupil !’
“ [ am happy, tvo, that—"" began Miss Jod

round the walls ; old dusty costumes, dry ses- | drell, somewhat hesitating ir the words.

weeds, shells, and stuffed birds, crowded every

corner, and lumbered the very mantel-picce.

The Turner drawings were exhibited ; one of
the Lorelei Rock attrscked specinl attoution.
The sky wore the pure, crystalline primrose

color of an autumn evening; while a purpl

¢ Roge,”
¢ Yes, uncle dear '’

¢ | opua to him, my dear old muster, and Mr. Tolle

mist diffused itself round the Syren Rock and mache, if e will honor me with a visit nex

Tollemache's last remark before they reached
Theobald's Road, where they separated, may | said Rose.
perhaps serve to show what the conversation

Garrod, Rose, as an old friend, to waive my
long-standing objections, and show my magoum

e jostice. Dear old Etty used to say 1 shoulid
be a sccond Velasquez, with a dash of Rem-

¢ The old duffer,” thought Garrod, ** why he | brandt.  Now then, Joddrell, for the great pic-

ture.”
** Yes, the picture—the picture, dear uncle,”

01d Jondrell atood before a huge mahogany
casel, which hal a wheel'to raise and lower its
- | rack. s held in vne hand the corner of o long
; | green serge curtain, that covered a large picturs

it shall be a red.letter day forever—forever in | which stood npon it.
tiously displaying the muscular anatomy of | my calendar. How grateful I am for the good
their Jegsand arma. The foot of Madame Ves-

bination of eolor and drawing. They have been
- | too long divorced. We see the skeleton severe
in its mathematical laws., We see, nlso, the

atmosphere, my figure floats na fish do in water,

gaviy befure the rest, happy as a child ¢ aud

, sordidy and oten to the

shine with you as usual; and my dear sister !

‘1 have aimed, gentleman, in this picture of
fortune that has enabled me to make the ac- | *Venus Riging from the 8ez,” at a perfect com.

beauty of the fiesh that covers it.  Iu its rosy

lamp where they stood, and that her face could | of such perfeet beauty.”

As he said this, Mr. Joddrell slowly drew

Rose was rather nervous, considering the form | aside the curtain that hid his picture. To the

sarprise, astonishment, and almoest harror of the
speetators, there was nothing to be seen but a

When Joddrel and his charming niece were | chaos of mingling colors, blending tones, slurred
“ Bravo ! bravo 1" siid old Joddrell, clapping | well out of hearing, Gavrod stopped, hit the tip
his hands ; “aud 1, too, shall have my revenge | off his cigar, spit it ont spitefully, losked seorn-

tintx, with a dreamy form here and there loom.
ing as froma fog.  Hern and there, grotesque
lines shut in this prismatic mist, lu one corner
there peeped forth from a gray mezzotint “a
delicious foot—-a living fout-—the torse of
Venus in Parisian warble, 1t seem energityg
fram the dedris of & burnt city, )
Roese and her mother sat tremUling, and with
eves fixed with dismay on the insane pictur.,
that some slow aml progressive destruction bad
Veffced and twmed to Bedlam eonfusion, ay the
'[ artist’s brain had slowly become impaired,
i Mr. DBrathwaite <tood before the etiire sih‘n:,
his right band covering his moutir, his hat
drawn over hix eves. A< for Garred and Tolle.
mache, ﬂp}' coulid h.lx‘\il}' believy their SONSeS,
They had fallen on their knees, and were ex.
aming the cauvas 1t various elevation and from
various angles, to see 1 the light hul not iy
Csomme way pentratised the effects,
g Joddrell wiutehed their movements with de.
Chights “Yes ™ sabd he, “exumine it It is
Puew Boaman eanvas 3 ook at the nails and the
Pstreteher s foel the texture at the back, 1t s
Pnot a red womnan 5 it s only paint.”
£ Then the erazed man chueklead with delight at
Pthe astonishunent bis work hol produced.
*CHe s poking fan at u,” whispere § Garend
1 but there is « wowman buried sonewhere under-
sneath,” pointing 1o the inmenerable coats of
feolor that Jay hike a perfect lide npon the ean.
Ly

as,

Old B.osaid nothing, He was pained at the
i diselecure of the derav of mind i Kis old pupil,
Pht the youmger men tamed to Joddrell to try
Pand understand what produced his apparently
z msane veslasies,

{2 This ixin ool faith 7 sadd Gorred in lios
gueer way,

i “Faitht Yes,  Oae must bave fiith in art,
i Ve mast live vears fn imprisoiment with one's
1

i

pwork before one can produce sach a ereation ;
und all done with these brushes that | am shows
Ping von.  Some of these shadows have cost me
Pyears of work.  Look at thissolt gray light un.
Pder theeyes. Ohserve it in nature: it seem,
i alwost untranslatable.  Can you not imugine
{ the ineredible labor such an efeet has taken
fie to produce 7 Remark, my dear Brathwaite
@ how 1{1.- coutonr is lost and Hund by turns.

That tlea I tock from Raphael, but 1 kave ear-
tied 1t further than he ever did. The bosom,
too, is A chef Lanrre, You see 've loaded
the high lights with empasto till | have cauwht
the real light, as the tlesh would in nature, By
incessant work Lhave totally eifaced the pain
and texture of the paint; and bathing the
contour in half tiut, T have removed all traces
of art, und given it the very roundness of na-
ture.  Look eloser, Mr, Tollemache ; it does not
da at a distance.  There, loak, look, inok ; it
is most remarkahle”

Joddrell printed as he spoke with the end of
his maul- tick to a vein of pure, unbroken color,
that stood ant like au oaxis in the midst of the
prismatic descrr,

Braithwait« stdl remained silent. Tollemache
nudged Garroed nuobserved, and replied, froa
VEFY COmpassion, —

< Mr. Joddrell s g poet ax well aso painter,
This work must revolutinniza art,  What hours
of enjovment vou must have speut, sir, over this
dream of yours! No wonder the picture has
grown dear to you.”

The old nian was so absorbial in the contem-
i plation of his pletare, and o lightiag two more
wmnderator lamps to throw fresh lustre on the
chet ' manre, that he could not hear Tollemache's
remarks.

““ What's the use, Tollemache 1° s1id (Garrad,
rubbing the picture with a wettened fiuger ;
* gooner or later he must perceive there is
nothing ou the canvas.”

The old man's senses sud-lenly awoke. '

“ What do [ hear? Nothing on my canvas 7
he raid, looking steadily at the two artists and
then at his picture. *° What did you come here
for 1 Do youdare to tell me | am stark staring
mad T Can't I see it there ! Queen of all pos-
sible beauty—mnothing?  Whar, after ten years
of work, von come here, then, to make a fool of
me § You mean, | suppose, that | have in parts
oversorked the picture, that | have spoiled it 1
Come, Mr. Gurrod, tell me in what way you
think I have injured the towt ensemble 1**

Garrod's cynieal face screwed up to a perfect,
knot as he rubbed his peaked beard in a puzzled
sort of way. The anxiety visible on the white
face of the old mun was so cruel and so agoniz-
ing, und he dared not reply for a moment., Then
he lifted the green curtain that had again fallen
over the picture, and said,—

* Look ; judge foy yoursalf."

The oid man looked, and a smile of ccstasy
passed over his features ns he frowned at Garrod
and turned eutreatingly to Me, Braithwaite,

* My dear old muaster,” he said, takivg his
handi with almost piteous entreaty, * it iy for

ou to disprove these envions slanders, anild not

¢ We must turn here, 1 have just promised | The contour, yon will say, is perfect. It is | let themn mock me. Yonare my old tried friend,

finished, but 1 canlook at it now with pride. For | the friend who taught me 0 many of the seerets
t«n yeors I have studicd the effocts of light, The | that led me to this chef d'ouere. Speak, I im-
- | hair is sunshine fixed and rendered eterual. The | plors you ; speak, and tell e what you ses on
t ' flest sometimes seerus to me almost to breathe,

this canvas.” ~—( 7’0 be continued.)




