10 THE CRITIC.

P A T I E N O E her think she had been flattered, she turned away without giving a word of
. encouragement to the artist.
Thus the glarious autumn days passed away, and with wmany hopes ang

last wistful glauces, the picture was sent off to London for admission at the
forthcoming Iixhibition of the Society of British Artists.

‘The following wecks were fraught with auspense and anxiety to Harolg
and his sympathising friends,

With the increasing dreariness of the country, farming became more ang
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( Continued.)

‘T'he trusty bailiff, seeing that his master was Lecoming more and more
absent-minded, sent for Harold from London. more distasteful to the young man.
it was a sad home-coming for the young student. ‘T'he Squire moody in One morning, at the enu of November, he found a letter, already opened
his despair, and the house desolate from the absence of the brother, whose | lying by his plate on the breakiust table.
name was never mentioned. So, not liking to leave the old man alone, Harold, forgetting that the similarity of initials ight well excuse hs
Harold bravely determined to renounce his painting career, and remain as | father for making the mistoke o. openg 1, felt very angry and annoyed
companion to his father in the farming. The Squire was not naturally { more especially when he found it was a polite refusal of his picture.
selfish, but understanding nething about art, it never occurred to him what Montification and disappointment having destroyed any appetite the poor
a sacrifice his son was making in giving it up. In fact, if any one had asked | fellow might have had for breakfast, he hastily swallowed a cup of tea, and
him, he would have said that no doubt the lad preferred the fresh air and | went out to his work of secing to the ploughing of some fields. .
hillsides of the sweet country, to the fog and streets of smoky l.ondon. At dinncer that evening, Harold was unusually moody and silent, and hys
Often when Harold was dense and stupid in some farm matters, a sigh j father having looked at him once or twice with cunosity, filled his wineglass
would escape the old man, as he thought of the bright ways and ready help | with some 3.4 port, and opened the conversation by saying :—
of the absent son. But he never breathed a word of regret, for Davison “Ho I see you have been sending some baldertrash to a London L.xh.
having left the village at the same time as Chailes, the Squire had no doubt | bition which does not seem to see the value of 1t.  Well, I'm not sorry foryt,
but that both the young men were spending the spoils of the cash-box | for from what I know about such things, nt seems it takes money without
together. bringing it.  Why you know we can trace our family right back to the time
From this slight summary of earlier events, we can understand the drift of | of the Conqueror, but never an artist in the pedigree. We are waats
the thoughts of Harold, as he sat in his attic studio, after the interview with | called a true yeoman folk, and now you're all I've left, we mustn't desent
his father that moming. If it were only possible that this chance of paint- | our old farming, so stick to it, my boy, stick to it, and 1'll make it worth your
ing a picture might prove a success! How bright and different would his | while.”
lonely life become if he dared to pursue his art and win his love ! Poor Harold, who by assiduous attention to the paring of an apple, was
Here the meditations of the young mnan were interupted by the Squire | trying to curb his irritation, now looked across the shining mahogany table,
calling him to other occupations and interests. to where the old Squire sal, and said in a dull bitter tone, * Yes sir, 1 think you
Harold was touched to see how pleased his father seemed at the compact { are about right, nothing either beautiful or artistic will have anything to do
made that morning. Never thinking for an instant that his son’s effort in | with this family. I ought to have known better and just settled down to
painting might prove a success, the Squire was delighted at that part of the | grind, grind.”
agrecment which related to lns promise 10 learn farming. “Tut, tut,” said the old getleman, “ you are getting on very well. Those
The old man was nervously anxious that his son should see the best side [ lambs, they say, have as good a chance for the next cattle show as ever any
of everything, so as not to be disappointed with bis decision. The young | had. Just patience, my boy, patience.”
fellow found it difficult to attend to the manifold merits of the soilsand:  “Don't speak to me of Patience,” said the young man, woviug from the
pastures, as he pondered in his mind the effects he longed to obtain in the | t2ble to the fireplace and angrily kicking, with the heel of his boot, a log of
picture of his imagination. However, he successfully strove to put his | wood which lay mouldensg in ths grate. ** I can't stand that, if you vam
painting ideas out of his head as they approached Bloxom, the oldest and | to make me angry, just keep saying that word.”
most trustworthy bailiff on the estate. “ Hoity toity I” repeated the old man raising his eyes in astonishment at
The young man was pleased to see something of the old smile light upon | his son’s vehemeunce. Then, recollecting a previous similar outbreak of
his father's face, as he szid . My son is going to learn farming from you,, Harold's when the word Patience had been mentioned, he said kindly but
my man, so mind you look after him well. He bas been merely dabbling, firmly, ** you heard my reason, thisis just a fancy of your's, which comes from
in it 1ill now.” ! knowing so little of the world. You must sce that neither Patience Dacre's
® Ay ay, sir,” returned the bailiff ¢ we want a2 young head about the father nor I could think of such a thing as a marriage between you. With
place.” no money on her side, and you just at the comn *ncement of farming, it
“ But I am afraid you will find mine a very thick one,” said Harold with . would be simple madness. No, look 10 your lambs, and put all that
one of his bright, genial smiles, * for T hardly know a potato from a carrol‘nonscnsc out of your head.” larold stood silently,as if absorbed in
" counting the sparks flying upwards from the burning wood. Then pulling
“ Al right, young gentleman,” replied Bloxom, ** it will all come in time, | himself together with an cffort, he said: * AN right dad, that Patience
only Patience, that’s all, only Patieace.” Harold started, and glanced cagerly . was thinking of wasall a dream. I will just try and get some of the other
at bis father, as the word so precious to him was sounded in his cars. sort you are so anxious about.” Then adding with a little bitter laugh, «1
But the old gentleman had certainly not associated the vicar's daughter, shall not want any afternoons any more now, governor,” the young man lef
with the little homily of the bailiff, for he sai@ in his quiet measured tones : | the room 1o fight out his disappointment in the solitude of his ¢ studio.”
“ Yes, Bloxom, that is what I always say. Farming like our’s cannot be With the return of the packing case containing his picture, a dull dreary
learnt in the go-a-head fashion of the present d2y. It is a rcal putting the | winter commenced.
hand to the plough that docs it, and no looking back.” In his disappointed state of mind, the young man mistook the sympathy
‘“ Ay ay, sir, that be it,” was the honest man’s hearty reply, as he cast an | of Patience and her mother about the rejection of his picture, as mere pity
affectionate look at 2 rick which was being thatched. and partial scorn for his want of success. So as he knew in his own heant|

— that he had staked and lost on this effort all his chances of winning the gitl,
CHAPTER II. he kept away from the vicarage and nursed in solitude his wounded pride

and feclings.
From that day, Harold's time wax more than fully occupied. The rising The Hall during the winter seemed duller than ever, 25 since the disap-
sun found nim giving his whole mind 1o learning farming. Truc to his com-

nd n ¢ L pearanceor the clder son, the Squire dechned having any visitors to the
pact with his father, be devoted the morning to mastering the valuc of wool, | house.

the time of the sowing of sced, and the proper price to give for cattle.  But These dreary months were very cmpty to Patience.  With the absence of
cach day the business became more uncongenial to him With what a sighof | her artist frisnd, she began to realize how much of her life he had filled,
relief did he turn 10 his painting, when mid-day bad ..sed. Hardly waiting | His conversation had Jed her to read books af which previously she bad
to take the luncheon which old Bricget prepared for him, he started off with | barely known the names, the sight of his painting had induced her t0
a step’firm and swift, and a face bright and hopeful, 28 his thoughts fled to | cultivate her tastc for drawing, which before had been hidden. She stll
the prosecution of his picture. The work was made still more attractive by { read, and she still drew, but books loose half their interest, if you cannct
the fact of the beautiful girl consenting to be the model for it.  The young | talk them over with the one wao recommended them, and drawing becomes
man had taken the vicar's wifc into his confidence, and cxplained how he! dreary if you have no one to show you where you have failed in obtaining
hoped to g»° » his father’s consent to a painting carcer, by producing a suc- | the requisite cffect.
cessful picture. The old lady, interested in the young man's ardour and Tho Vicar's wife also discovered the sad cxpression on the hitherto
cnthusiasm, could not refusc his carnest request that her daughter Patience | happy face of Patience. When sometimes the sound of distant horses
should sit for him.  The plan was a solemn sccret between Harold, the young | hoofs was heard, the tender lady looked pitifully at the bright cager ex-
girl, and the mother. Not even the vicar was to know, least perchance he | pression which would overspread the young girl's countenance, as she
might reveal it in his chats to the old Squire. thought it might announce the coming of the hoped-for visitor. And whea
Very sweet and pleasant to Harold were the alternoons spent in the 0ak- | the retreating steps told the disappointment of her daughter's expectatios,
panclled parlour of the rose-covered vicarage. The old lady knitted quictly, | the mother could scarcely repress a sigh, as she saw the girl's face bead
as ghe listened to the young man's accounts of his London life. Patience | over her work again with that expression of pathetic paticnce which oftes
found the time passing quickly as she felt increasing pleasure in the bright | comes with hopo deferred.
descriptive conversation of the artist, which was only interrupted by his All these carly winter days Harold was unremitting in his attentioa 10
having to coax his dog Pat to keep his paw placed on her white dress. | the Jambs, which he intended should take their place at the large Londoo
Then when the rays of the settiug sun falling on his model's head warned | cattle show.
Harold that time was up ; he sometimes tuined the picture to Patience with The more mottified he felt at the non-success of his painting, the wo
a ggnirmg sigh at feeling so unable to make it beautiful cnough.  But the | he tried, with the dogged determination peculiar 10 the family, to proveibat
blood mountiog 1o ber cheeks, as the speakiog loveliness of the face made | he was not quite so ignorant of farming as his father thought.




