
14ZTHB CA NADL< N CRAFTSMAN

For the life of me, and ln spite of the trie notice 0f the baImaglsndi exhibition.threatened death 80 near at hand, 1 could Coupled with it was an announcement ofbut feel an interesti n tise freak. tise death of poor Tom Eaton, who lhad died"I must do it in grays or browns. Itxnust in a miad-houise the week before. "An un-bie a monochrome, or we shall ruin it." I succssfuI but painstakin.g artist,"l the re.spoke impatiently. So I (lsd it in grays. view went o11 to say, 'lit is soinewhiat sur-The jut of black rock, the waves. the mioon 1prising tha te only work hie bas left orresting on tise waves, and littie Anjta's face, aystrength should now be hung at thewith the hialf-solemn, half-smiling look up- black aiîd white exhibition. This sketchon it. was made after lus mnadncsswias fairlyuponThe strange scenie, the maniac beside me, hins. This picture is ii grays, oddlycolored,rny own former fear and present excite- but in composition ami drawing quite fuliment and the stirrinig of iny fancy gave nie of a certain weird power. Not to be tooa certain fictitiosis strenigth. In iess tlsan funniiy at a (lead inan's expense, this givesan Ijour, as 1 should think, I had finishied the poor fellow a good send-off at any rate,rny sketch. It was certaiîsly weird and, as as a friend of his rernarked the other day.it sceme(l to mie, strong. In the distance, I l'le picture, taken iii coîsuection with thehalf suggcsted the boat, and two mtin in it, tragie death of the artist, lias created somneone gaziuîg eagerlyto-ard the moon and the littie stir. miore particularly as the face inface, and the otlier Iying mn the sterni, bis the sketch i strikingly like that of a younganus over his head, bis eyes toward tile Boston besnity wlio is înakiiig lier debut iheavens. Tise boat and the nienwere small New York"'and well in the shadow. So poor aton xvas dead, and bis picture-'Bravo!1 bravo Il' cried Eaton. "Doî-'t my picture -vas a success, and-Anita hadtonds it agaiui! Give nie the brush 1 Herc,"1 lived in Boston wbcn slie wvas i12!and snatclsiîi it frons my fiîsgers bie wrote Iluedt ie black ami whiite that verybis naine, "l'Tomias Eaton,"l lu bold black afternioii and found qsîite a group collectedletters under the boat. "This is my work, about ny pictlre-Eatoii's l)ietire. I laugh-.remember-mine, flot yours. lt will be a cd soîîîewhiat ncrvously as 1 stood hefore it.great success, and you"-îe paused and Soîne one behid me spoke. It was Gleason.Iooked at me-"you have saved your life."' ",You neeýdn't 'Laugh, mnan, I am glad to, seeSayingvwliichi ho jumped inito his boat witb you hack, by the way. Tiiere i some forcemny sketch, lauglsed a harsi, bleak sort of lu thît ad( 1 arn glaà for poor Tom's sakeiaugh, and rowed away around tise ledge of tliat lie lias left this sketch beiîind him. 1[rock. gîeys î o( ad îîo idea lie could doFor a few moments I sat stili thinking it as well.1 Heý' vol(lfl' hav Ilileleover-tiie strange, ridiculous, yet alnîost sane. Every one is surprised. How are you?tragie scenes. "I am not sure that little You look pale. Have you corne hack to~Anita didn't save mny life after aIl,"l 1 Stay?" etc., etc. I lingcred around fortbought to myseif. awliiie and found myscif back again, an4JIt did not take me long to get out of my again before my picture (Eaton's picture>,cls uarters but tise walk home over the the picture neyer to be claiîned as mine now.dr)eryI roug ros' wslngqn'i a It clianced 1 had told tie story to no one.lae befr I reached tihe village. WlîataTerbahenno 
poruît Nw,!strange, eerie waik it was, with the sca course, 1 neyer must. As I stood lookingcbarging the moist air, and tise mloon at it, and somewliat movcd, perhaps, mosrecontracting and expanding before my eyes; by tise remembrance of tlîat niglît thanl bytb'rouglî tihe mist that had risen. Anîita anytlîing aetuaily before mny eyes, two girlssbared the walk witis me. and an elderly woman approaclîed and stop.1 found a telegram telling me of my fatis- ped.er's very serions illness at Baden Baden, "ItIcertainly is like hier, mammna; I wo.and I was busy packing and driving througb der if she will sec it herseif. It is quite timietise chili, early morning toward tise nearest she were bîore, by-tisc-by. She promiscd torailway station, s0 tiîat 1 had no chance to meet us at il, you know."llook up Eaton. 1 remember that 1 told my "I don't tiîink it (tocs bier justice," replieddriver sornething about ais artist, a friend of the eider lady, looking tbrough lier glassesmine wbo had turnedup, wlio seemed wrong critically. "She Is a very beautifui crea-in bis mind, and ouglit to be looked aftcr. I turc, and this face is less so,"l she addedbelles-e J wrote a hune to tise sainse effect to ratdier iîsdefinitely, and with soie besitatiojiGleason. 1 know 1 meant to do so. But iliber voice, s0 that 1 fancied the picturethe anxions voyage and more aixionss weeks grew on as she looked, and that she mighti Europe put ail other thossgbts from my yet reverse bier decision.mind. The other girl spoke now. She bah a di.->* * * * * * ccrniîîg face, as 1 could see, and that longIt wau after my father's deatîs late in tise upper hip tisat goes witi speech-facuity. "Ittait that 1 sailed for hsome. Taking Up a is like, " she said, "more hike lier 80111 thisa,vaper tisat came out on thse piot-boat I sa bier body. It is like tise way she wilI look teherguardian augel--or her lover."1 She turneil


