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viomen. Ohi if ridowhood be the
dloom ci women, Who rwoula not ho a
Maqo-'s widow? Who would fot be
a k 'tEBoi'8 nifé, mother, daughter or
ilister in the hour of peril and need 2

THE FACE OF TUE MOON.

We lad ail observe& for some tirne -that
Toum Eatou land beenunilike Iiiseif. Origi-
naily a good-uatured sort of chap, without
inueli facility in paiuting, te be sure, but
with auy «imount of ambition, lie lad pleas-
ed us aIl. The ont,> or tw"- sharp criticisrns,
on lis pietiures thiat liad been accepted by
the liargiiiî coinmittees and the lunuinra-
ble re ections lie liad sustained at tiùeir
hauds, ;eemed at las-t te hiave realiy turued
lis temper. Hle grewv blue, sornber, uow
anidagain gruif, and singuiarly loquaclous
on the subject of bis art. H1e would orate
by the hiour u theories of painîting, aud ivas
Sornetirnes ingenlous if obscure. I '.as taik-
iug te Gleasoni Tower about hlm oue day,
aud Gieusoxi, w'vie deals ln caustic speeches,
ýsaid: '"Suin up Tom Eatou, and hoe is a good
example ef a liiniited man with an uulimited
ambition. 11e Nvas supposed te have grèat
talent, and. started eut in life uudcr the fin-
pression tlîat lie %viL3 a geuius. Ho lived in
this dreain for a whiiie; uow lie is waking te,
fiud lie is only an ordiuary sort of man like
the lest ef us. It niakes hlmi mad, or if lie
Is 'flot mad lie soon wiil be,' if hegees about
witlî lis notions and talk."1

A Nveek or se later, Eaton xuonopolized an
evcning at the Kit-Rat club by giving us lis
nejw -iewson ait Aitmeaut only portrait,
nie. Evvr3-tliing else, frein still lite up t
landscape, wvas a mere accessory. lie really
dawdled on %, ith lbis thougît tlxougli lus
words flou' fast enouglu, and I feit as if hoe
,were killing his trieudships as 1 glaneed
about thc rooni and saw nuniereus indica-
tions of suppressed yawns.

It waýs se. Gleason Towncr said: -Eaton
bas rurig lus owu deatix-kueli. He belougs
lu an insane asyluin, net in an artcb"

-I really tlîink lus bralu is cracked,"1 sug-
gcsted Bob Langley. -They say lie las an
Uncle wluo-"1

But soune eue broke in with tidings ef a
new model, and wev dropped Tom Eaton.

1 do net believe Igave tle fellow athought
a,=ain until ho clanccd upon me the uuc'xt
summer w'hile 1 wvas staying in an out-of-
the-way village iu Naino, on a skctchiug ex-
cursion. Onue day, in July, I stumbled ulpon
Eaton sittiîig eut under lis umbrelia, paiiît-

"n.Hello, old m.uni givon up portraitqi I'
eailcd, ~ ý: reebru y the association ot

Ideas l1h; tal the lat Uie 1 saw him.
«'No, this is a portrait," and hoe turncd lis

easel toward mie to display a miost iîîdiffer-
eut figure ef u Irish wouxanw~ith a basket
in hier hand.

Ho held his brush ldly for a moment andi
then looked up at me quickly.

111 have corne here to see you,"1 ho said ab-
ruptly. 'II heard you were hetre. IVII1 yeu
go rowing with, me to-night? I have some-
tlxing te say to yeu-ft secret. I have coma
ail this distance to, fibd you, for say it 1
MUSLI"

1 will confcss te, a vague remembrance of
Eaton's queer ways, but I ar rot hiait a bati
fellow, and Nvas, moreover, a trifle flattered
at tilis proof of confidence and friendsbip,
so I conseutcd.

"At S?"1 lie askcd.
"At 8,"1 1 answered.
"Meet me lîcre at thig point if you wilI. I

shall be busy until thon, and do not cure to
see y ou and idly chat over uotling while
my secret chokes In my throat."1

Ho laughied uue-asily.
"In Io% e," thouglht 1; "and I shall lie in a

boat aud listen to descriptions of lier beau-
tics and lier clarmis ail niglit. Hello-ho 1"

At S o'clock precisely 1 had reached the
Point but Eaton was thorebeforo me sitting
In the boat, oars in baud, paddling about un-
easily. H'- had pulled off his coat, and as
ho was, a fine, brawvny fellow, I lookeil at
lm -%'itl somoe admiration.

«'What a Hercules you are!1" 1 cricd.
«"And Nvhat a crab, a turtie, are you 1 Get

[n.")
As I jumped into the boat, annoyed by

his toue, whichl was almost savage, I stuni-
bled against bis paint-box and a big bit of
canvas.

"What are theso things doing here?" 1
qucricd, as I sat down in the storn of the
boat

"They go whcre Igo,"lhe replied. "lThey
are nxy tools."1

We did flot speak for sorne time. Eatorz
pulled bard and fast, and 1 lay back witbh
my hands under my head and lookcd up at
the sk-y. It was just before uioonrise, anti
the heaveus wvero in their golden glorlous
expectancy. I did not care te break the si-
lence. The secret of the nighit was grander
and more interesting than any pretty human
confidence couki. be- Eaton spoire frst

"You are not curieus?"J
"I beg your pardon; I amn rcady."1
R1e was sileut again for a feu' moments.
«'I arn goiîîg te be a great painter," hesaidl

abruptly.
Alil It 'was flot a love secret then I
"But te accomplisli îy end I must take

terrible mens. I miust coudemu, myscîf to
ycars of agouy. 1 muust condemn aise an-
other being te a briefer but vcry horrible
torture."1

Then it inust bo a love story, atter ail!
"Yes?" 1 ieplied, us lie pawsed, putting

as uxucli expression as I could into the
wvords.


