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vpon hix thoughts, an assembly of ali
the villagers, with & rtiange subpres-
Blon of volies

- Well,”
stoin his glass—th  weariness of over-
eXertion asierting itaclft—" | must leutc
i To-morrow I must make Mizo
lea  the wine tubs and give me un
hedi or teo, if no more.  Fine head
ke has! If the Passion Play were
given here he would be the Christe~
the long. pale, ascetic face, Nazarenn
heard, only too shori. Cropping the
hair so very cluse spolls him. To-
meorrow ho shall git for me. { must
8¢t tle head In before the design Is
ntales”

There was a tramp of feet coming
nearer—quite an unusual sound. The
~vening had losed In suddenly—it was
too dark to sex far dotn the road but
2 lurid iight touched the houses and
wrs reflected from the giass windows
ot the room opposite, throwing round
red spots of flame on to the white pa-
per with the rough sketoh.

Claude movel to the window to Jook
oiit.  Seme women below were ery-
ing: little children, clinging to their
siirts, seemed affected by a strange
fear. Torches In the distance awayed
wirth the m v nent of marching along.

© What an effect I said Claude to
himself, makins a mental note of the
Becre,

~* Here they come—Antonia ! Tonina !
Ninetta I shouted the women below.
“Your brother-in-law 1s at hand ! See,
the Miserlcordians are in the road—
Mazo will be here before the hed 1
1a1¢ cpen or a plllow ready ¥

There sgemed to be no reply, but
<Claude could se¢ by the faint light ot
an olive ol Iamp of classic shape that
the room opposite his own was being
made ready; he did not guess for what.

Rut the tramp came nearer—sixteen
men ull marching In one swinging
#tep made a sound that echoed agalnst
those houses and sent dread into the
‘heart.  With curlosity very like anx-
1ety Claude watched tiH they halled
Just beneath his window.

*'Too narrow-—the stalrcase "
the captain.

“Try the window,” proposed one of
th- men.

~ Nay," sald the captain; " the cage-
ment Is far too small.”

* He wlll not endure the agony of he-
ing touched.™

The hood of the litter was lifted off
and the crowd pressed as near as the
band of Misericordians around it
would permit them to come. Looking
down, Claude could ses over thelr
shoulders who It was that Iay suffering
in the litter.

It was the very man he had in Lis
“thougiws and wished to compel to give
him time and sympathy in his great
work.

Masc the merry, contented, active,

3 the

said

he said to himself. puttmg

e could mot endar; ts be varsed;
%3 In the podere, o the Vine bianches
tthe Jeuves were in heaps s the !
ground) they Iald him his poor blood

RLANINE them—thel Jeaves g0 green —
oh. 1t was pititul, pititut 1=

*1 wonder they did nut take him io
the hospital,” satd Claude; * there. at
any rate, he would get surgical atten-
tien,”

= He wanted 10 be left where he was
but that could not be. Sa the Mise-
rlcordians brought him home—bhe does
not know —he IR unconacious, tiay say—
and will never wike again in this
world —-*

Angela’s tears broke up her sent-
vnees,

The Misericordlans were gone; the
tramp of their feet was almost lost in
the distance, though the light of thelr
totchies appeared from time to thne as
they reached cornera of the descend-
ing. zigzag road.

Claude watched them for some time
from the wall of the garden under the
1ypresses. Then he went back to his
room.

The rosd was uulet now and dark,

The room opposite acemed full of
light. It was a poor place—so very
bare. Claude could see the bed and the
3sufferer, a table with a white cloth an
it, and some vine leaves and a crucifix
and candles in brass candlesticks.

Sounds of lamentation—in women’s
volceg—came from the window from
time to time.

Claude could not bear to listen nor

to watch; but @ territde fascination held

him. His soul seemed caught up into
the mysterious land where the experl-
ence of pain opens the way to thought
and emotlon hitherto unknown. He
wanted to tear himself away, and get
to bed, andl presently he passed into the
other roum, and tried to sleep ax usual,
but it was of no use.

It was a wonderful night. He never
quite understood or remembered what

¥ —whe ¥ and
or waking and watching. he witness-
ed certain events.

The stiliness of the night was broken
by the tinkiing of a iitle bell, and a
few men and woraen, half dressed, hur-
ried Into the street: all knew the mean-
Ing of the sound-——a priest on his way
to give the last sacraments to the dy-
ng.

Maso. then, was not dead.

Not dead, but dying; not utconsc-
ious, but in agony.

‘The voice of the priest praying and
the responses of the people kneellng be-
low In the street sounded wild and
strange. Claude heard theni, and did
not understand.

But what Claude could see in that
bare room fit!2d his heart with such a
pity that if siricere desire—even though
too Incoheremt for worde—be prayer,
he prayed—prayed as he had never had

<rushed—dying.

Suddenly the cry of 4 child—terrified
—burst above the hubbub of volces
speaking fast and low, A woman held
4 little boy in her arms and litted him
80 that he might look down on the
prestrate man,

“Does thou sce, thou wicked, dis-
obedient one 7’ she shouted; ' dost
thou see our Maso—hurt, dylng—all
through thes 7—

At each polnt she gave the child a
shake that hurt him, and his cry rous-
d the wounded man, who just opened
his eyes and gave a low moan.

~Hist I said the doctor, *'keep the
<hild guiet, Do not add to his suffer-
ings by your reproaches.”

** Besides, it ‘s unjust,” sald & ta.
Misericordian; who held a torch that
showéd the woman’s angry face and
the child’s writhing figure; - * probab-
1y he did not know what he was do-
ing.” v

“Let him see now then, and never,
never forget t\he cost of his disobed-

. mnce .

*Out of the way there—back, back
with you I"

The crowd was forced to make &
larger ring that the Miserlcordians
might complete their mission and car-
ry poor Meso to his bed.

At the slght of the pale, agonized face
the women burst Into loud lamenta-
tions, and Claude witneased a aight that
affected his whole lfe.

And he heard explamations he never
torgot. * o good he was—so kind 1"
AN, it was a sweet end to a good
life—to die for a little child 1"

CHAPTER V.

 How did it happen 7" asked Claude,
sening Into the 10ad to inguire and
sympathize.

“It wes that plague of a child 1"
sald Angela.

*The chitd ran out to the slde of the
gateway In the stone wall of the Vii-
la Blanca just as the vx cart was go-
“Ing through, and the wheel would have
crushed him, but Maso was near, He
saw 1t, and reached over and ploked
him up,” sald a man,

» And waa cadght himeelt 7" asked
Claude,

“That wae it

It need not have been,” sald An.

gela, who haé been weeping, and now
was angry and sxcited, though she was
only & neightor. “It was that fool ef
& Tonino, who saw Masoand lurched
his oxen ke Wrong WAY—40, JuM aAs
Muso had ploked up the boy, the wheel
crushed himself wgainst the wall-his
ribe, his hip, his body.”

“Dio Santo! i makes me tremble
while I Naten !I” sald & man.

* Poor fellow—he seems to be terrid-
1y hurt”

“The brothers came out to fetch Rim
to the hospital” expinined Angela,

“and the ductor also came, and they
1sWd him In fee,

Just where ha was

to pra. before—for rellef from
pain for that unselfish sufferer.

He could see the priest’s hand mov-
Ing to bless. He could see the sicred
host held high before those dying eyes
—and then he could see mnother face,
80 full of Jight and sweet compassion
that he could not recognize it. What
were features of individuality to him?
It was & Aumasn soul he saw, mastering
the vell of common existence and shin-
Ing with tie passion of charity and de-
votion, ax taough already It had gain-
ed the gate of Heaven, and the dlvlne
light rested on It.

hsw ¥ Whan © Who shall say 7 Tdke
Casacelvate, you huve  painted  with
yont soik with yow heart, with the ge-
mus, isplration of gace i 1=I kKnow
nothing of the ert of painting. [ am a
poor ceaty e bt L oan feel. It s
Fublime t That *ife in death pointing
2 tha Crucifixion), that fortitudy, et
fear (painting to the Chiist of the pas-
slon), uh, me!  ah, me! T feel my
beart melting. . The lght of heaven it-
eIt I5 In that rorvowhul face. 1t 15 a
dream that only your good angel could
reveal: Buch & countenance—at once
f0 human and dlvinei Not of this
varih-ah, no ? caro signore. Wheo In
this sad world could ever be aignifled
with the light divine. #xcept our bless-
€d Lord himeeif 2+

 Surely wom- of His friends,” mur-
mured Claude, as though dreaming.

When Brother Paul had lett, Claude
was ¢onscious of extrem efatigue The
tenston of the last four daye relaxed,
und he Aeomed to be very ill, though 1t
veally was snly the exhaustion of the
Pudy, which had been so severely
treated by bis emutional soul

Marletta was alarmed, and fetehed
Brothet Paul in to see him as he lay on
hi= little bed In a darkened room

H. did not know what to think of
himself, he felt 8o ill, and all the world
reemed fo dlstant. so unimportant

“Shall 1 dle ?° he, asked Brother
Paul, who rame daily to see him.

* Care mio, but you have dled--died
tu your old gelf. You have reached the
tand of the happy few who have oyes
to see, ears to hear, and a heart to un-
derstand.”

“1 am 8o tired 1" said Claude, wear
iy,

*You must come Into the alr and
sunshine, Comc Into the garden. You
have been too much alone. Come to the
convent. Oot back to your work and
but to good use the genlus with which
it has pleasad the good God to endow
vou.”

“Yes,” sald Claude, “T must go to
wark agein, 1f one could but put on
the cant ax what one knows ought to de
thete, it would not be 8o hard.”

* Pozlenza ! said Brother Paul, with
a Kkindly smil~ that reached the young
palnter'a tired soul it was %0 full of
cohfidence, hope, and sympathy,

CHAPTER VIL
Before many days had passed Claude
hal changs1 his quarters and waw
painting in the . at chapter-room.
Sympathatic comps -ionship was thus
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Young man! Dear friend of my heart,
that treasure has been given to you i
Tlaude looked up and again saw the
lght of enthusiasm In the worn, un-
selfish face of the poor Iay brother,

“If 1 have it he murmured low,
*it i from you I gained it

“No, 1o replled Brother Paul,
* not me; it is from the good God Him-
self. There ure many gifts, ‘Lut in wll
the same spirit !

When Claude returned to Rome to
complete his studles his career wae
virtually determined. A strange con-
tentment filled him. He went back
to England, and met with a moderate
success.  But life in ordinaty moclety
hindered his work, so he established
himeelf in a quiet suburb of Paris,
And set to work on things that suited

given him, and ltke the of old,
he lived In very great smplicity, and
earned s bread and lodging with his
brush. Fooh membor of the little com-
nunity had 4 speclal devotion or {dea,
uml was thankful to the phinter for
any sketch he could give them, If only
it embodied their aspiration.

In the early spring A hitter disap-
pointment and w great satisfaction
came to him smultensousiy, He sent
his great picture of the Passion to Lon.
don, together with the studies made In
the vineyirde and the streets.

“Ah, yes," said the great men (of the
Gethsemane plcture), ** 8 very promis-
ing picture, but there should have been
more attention to Getails. This is not
the IToly Land; fur too verdant! Stikt
it is rromising. But the studies—the
studies arq excellent 1"

That was che disappointment, and tie
verdlet came just when the painting of
the Crucliixion (not & copy df Casa-
cricste’s, bit his own rendering of the

Yet that
was only the homely face of the poor,
hard-working . lay brother—Brother
Paul.

The minutes passed on. The com-
mendatory prayer was over, the suf-
ferer’s face of agony and yet of faith,
inspiraion, hope, lost all expression
Sensation scemed to be ebbing. As far
a8 human eye could tell, mwu2!ful un-
consclousness had bridged the chasm of
raintul desth,

CHAPTER VL

For many days Clauie would sce no
one. Marfetta was concerned. * He will
not eat,” she said; * be will not steep, It
is true that he is voung, yet even the
young cennot Nve without food and
sleay

He lived with his paint-brushes in his
hand, labourirg away to realixe his

terrible subj had been formally in-
stalled In the large carved oak frame
where orice the old master's great work
kad been venerated.

In vain had Claude protested.

*It 15 not worthy, Xach day I see
#ome mew defect; it is bad. TI¢ I
could paint it again, it wowld be bet-
ter—~different 1"

“As It Lhe picture were the work
of & day and a rhaglo wishing-wand 1
®aid Brother Pawl, *The church Is
‘not & picture gallery or art school—
heaven forbid !

* A, It 18 not*the technioal part,” re.
pHed Clavde. *“The drawing Is ail
TigiR, I am pretty sure, and as for the
painting, one never doss get qulte
what one wants; but that doesn't
trouble me much. It is the whole plc-
ture! It lacks dignity, spirituality,
of boawty: it lecks every-

idea of the lie had sketched In
on that eventful day of his journey to
Florence.

Even when the lght falled, his big
lamp was called into requisition. A
consuming fever was upon hini. He
worked #s if in & trance which had
snatched him away from common
wants and made ordinary intercourse
impessible for him.

At the end of & week or 80 Cwhich
had been passed almost fasting, mere
bread and winc of the red, sour, thin
sort, the only sustenance he had besn
Inclined to take) he was perceptibly
th..ner, his face all eycs. Marlette
was seriously anxlous about him, espe-
clalty a5 he, who had nlways been
chearful and courtecus, would 1ot talk
or listen, but was almast rough in bis
demand to be let alone until one day,
when Brother Paul was coming slowly
down the street, starting for the city
on his usual round, Claude saw him and
called to him.

“Come up,” he said. “I want to
mpeak to You. I have something for
your eves."

The young man threw himself on the
rush-seated settce, near the window, to
‘watoh the faoe of his critic as the old

brother wtood bafnre  those two
ETeAt CAnvasses, the central figures of
which were (n, though the surround-
Ings had yet to be worked out.

Tt s=red ages before the brother
spoke, but his face betruyed the emo-

ticn awakened, which at langth made

thing—and yet in one way it has ity
merits.  But it I8 not what 1 hoped
for, what T mieant, what it might be,
it oniy I had the powdr to de what 1
mean 1"

“But who has seen, can see, your
dream ? Happy you to have an ideal
#0 much greater than that with which
we are so content I"

All the villagers flocked to see it,
and froni the coudbtry round and the
city Wself men of all classes came to
look and admire.

*'Wel,” suid Brother Paul, who was
with Claude in the sucristy one day
when quite & crowd of visitors had
flocked into the usually desolate
church, “now mee for yourself. Was
it devotion you wished to luspire—love
to God and our blessed Lord, or ad-
miration for your own skill and ge-
nive 7 AR, they wil not forget the
young paiatir, never fear! But see
for yourseif 12 your obpect is not gain-
ed. Kvery look of sorrow In those
faces, every tear that faslls stowly
from those eyes, is & witness to your
success.  What more do you need 7

Claude, though still diweatisfied, was
consoled,

" That Is your vocation,” sald Bro-
ther Paul, rejolcing In the youug
valnter's trilumph.  “Any one who
can palnt at all can paint s cup, a flask,
& pretty woman orf & tree, but & is
Very special gift of the great God Him-
zelf to be able to touch the hoart and
awaken &  Qlvine sympathy. Dear

him—piot for which, as Brother
Paul hed phrased it, Re had = voca~
tion,

And the great public responded to
Lis touch, 3o that In ' few years he
was known as the best modern painter
of religious subjects. Students flocked
to him, and a little community sprang
up round him. But Claude could not
bé & mere professor. He would give
any help he could, but he must be
free to devote his time and energy to
his own work,

“1 thought the time wams past for
this sort of thing,” sald an American,
Wwho had see the sights of the art world.
"'Are for art's seke,’ Is the doutrine
of the day, not art for dogma, his-
try or ation, I mee you leen
to the traditions of the past, not the
teallsm of the day.”

“ Do I7" sald Claude, amused ai his
visitor's arrogauce, "1 have alweys
tried to do my best to represent with
absotute ﬂdemy whatever comes .to
my brush.

“You do? Well, you're not singular.
I once bought the most Lostly religious

many & year, bought R and paid xix
-housand ddilars for it. That was
realistic, If you please—sa fine Cruci-
fixion, with a body that you could
awear you could lft from the cross.
Yes, I bought that, and gave it to a
church that had been robbed—yes, sir,
Tobbed of its art treasures. You may
lave heard of it; it's down by Flor-
efice, and the story is given in Murray.
That's my card. It was I who gave the
picture, Joshua B. Montgomery. It
ever you're down that way you might
100k at it and see what realom can do
tor religion.”

"1 am much interested to see you,”
said Claude.

“ I like your heads,” vol My,
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Montgomery, *and I like your brush ;
it's neat, but It & rather niggl ng., 1 like
& broad effect. But, I say, what made
you take to religlous painting at this
time of day 7"

* Becuse it suits me.”

“ Inaugurating a new school 7

“ Rather reviving an old one.”

“It's to be hoped you will have stu-
dents who will do as well as vourself,
You have something in your work, just
a something, 1 can't vxactly explain it,
but I see jt—ethiereal, you know—lofty.
I wonder how you got it ? It's not so
realistic as some painters are, but—but
1 lke lt—yes, 1 like it, but how you get
it pasees me 1"

"I W . face transfigured once,”

seid Claude slowly, as t
;:;: of heox:'«:mr.y;g .w :wh i
brightly w!
cirity, ‘compassion, (iat it mndo me
feel of how Hmo lmpoﬂ = the
hysical brm compared wm: the spirit
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