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THE ORITIC.

A 'BUNCH OF VIOLETS.

(Continued.)

1 woot Mr. Baxter there vory often—in fact, I may sy evory day, [ do
uot think ho can be working very hard—unless ho paints by Iamplight—he
is always with Juck Rolleston, smoking in his studio or challing to us in
the drawing-room. Ho oven stays to dinnoer somotimes—I kuow 1t because
thoy ideist upon my dining thore onco or twice, nud, when I dine thoroe, he
dines thero too. Thoy laugh st me about him—of course, girls laugh at
cach other for very little—and call him wy handsome sweetheart. But [
do not flirt with him, though he munuges somehow to bo always in my
neighborhood, and 1 caunot help knowing thyt ho is almost always looking
at me,

Lam going hume on the second of April, to come up to town again for
Poppy’s wedding, unless it is postponed on aceount of Ellinor's illueas.
Olive, who writes to me almost every day, says they are goivg to Brighton
u8 soon as Ellinor is strong enough to travel, and 1 should not be surprised
if Poppy's wedding took place from there,

The prospect of seeing Woodhay sv soon dues not il we with ununxed
delight. Something has thrown o glamor over Mr. Wauchopo's shubby
furnizhed lodgings, which my own Dieantiful Manor has never known --* a
light that was on land or sea” illumines these dusty rooms, a * glory and a
freshuess and a dream,” in which I walk like one who “on a mwountan
takes the dawn.” 1 am so happy, and vet 1 cannot say what has made me
happy.

l(l,))nu day the Rollestons take me to sce the studio of an artist of whose
pictures [ have heard—a man who very often comes to Borkeley Strest, and
who. gaunt and gray and disheveled as he is, is vne of the * hons” of the
day.  As wo go up the stairs leading to the studiv, we meot a girl coming
down—a youuyg wirl, pocily dressed, but with a face of such extranrdivary
beauty that it absolutely dazzles meo. I had never dremmed that a human
face could be so lovely, aud Mrs, Rolleston, who has also beeu struck by it,
makes the samo remark to the great painter himself.

" Oh, that,” ho says, laying down his palette and brushes, “ isa puor
child who sits to moe as a model—her nameois White ! Ior mother is a
wretched woman, always begging—sometimes drunk. Here ishor picture
—¥es, it is a lovely face.” )

Ho has turned a cauvas which had been standing with its face 1o the
wall, and we are looking again at tho girl we met on the stans. “There are
the pure Uircck outlines which Phidiss might have worshipped—the
tangled red-gold hatir tossed back from the white furehead, zhttering hke a
halo round the angelic head, the dark-blue velvety eyes, the exquisite
swiling lips  The great artist had painted her in rags, selling violets—she
is holding out a buuch in one small slender hand, as sho leans against the
pillar of some great portico, looking out of the canvas with those innycent
wistful eyes. 1stand before the picture for a Joug time, studying that
girl's face. 1 envy her, though she is in rags and [ am wearing a dress of
sleel-gray velvel with s bonnet of the same, whose cost T searcely caro to
remember.  How happy she ought to be with a fuco like that? What
matter about cold and hunger and rags, if oue could smilo on the heholder
with those ethereal eyes, with those exquisite childish lips! Sol think,
looking down ut the lifeless canvas.  And as I look a shiver ruus through my
veins, as though a door had upened soinewhore, letting in a breath of sowme
cold ou'erair. Itisa curivus sensation—1 have heard of peuple fecling
the like whon vne walked over tneir grave that was to be.  Yet why should
this girl's face make we shiver ¥ 11 is as beautiful as the face of an angel,
and as jupocent—it is not very likely that it should ever do me any harm.

* L 2 ) - * * * -

‘This evening the Rollestons insist upon aending their carringe to lake
mo back fo Berkeloy Street to dinner. 1 should have spent alonely ovoning
if T had not yone, and yet I go rather unwillingly, having had o pile of
letlers from Woodliay and Yattenden in the mormny, which 1 have not yet
bad time to read.  Bui the temptation to spend the evening in that pleasant
houso is too strong to resist—against w:y better Judgwent I allow myself to
bo persuzded, and seven o'clock huds me s the drawing-room at Berkeley
Streot ; and, as usual, I find Mr. Baxter thero before me,

* I don’t think you are working very hard,” 1say to lum in the course
of ths ovening. -

1 think we have both been rather idle lately,"
smile.

“I have heen here every duy—1 have no timo to practice.”

* And 1 have been heso every day—1 have no time to paint.”

“But how are you to make this great name for yourself if you do not
work "

“And you " he suggests, laughing, ’

“Uh, 1 am not in any great hurry to make @ name for myself

“I'm glad to hear it. 1 hope vou will never wmako a name for vourself
at all.”

“Thank you>"

“ I'uwean that I hope yon will uever mahe that voice of your+ public
property.”

“ What then is to beeomv of e 2 1 ask, with landable gravity.

* Let some man work for you,” he says hurriedly, his boyish faco
flushed like a girl's.  “ Give somn man the chance of making a namo for
himself—for your saho ™

I shake my head gmvely, luoking vat 1nto the twilight.  Wo are stand-
g at an vpen window at the upper end of the long musie-room. Al the
test of the party aro clustered round the pavo at the lower end, whero
somte muric-mad  fricnd  of Crauford’s is playing Berlioz’s » Symphenie

he retorts with a Voyish

—————
——

Fantaetique,”  These.aro all in o warm glow of candle-light from the lights
on the piauo, but we, standing at this distant window, are illuminated oyly
by the low glimmer from a faint clear apple-greon sky -againat which the
houses stund up pioturesquely dark aud indistinet, and in which, Just aboye
the shadowy chimnoy-tops, burns ono great lovely star.

“* Miss Scott, do you think the wan you marzy will ever allow you ty
sing on the stage 1"

His voico startles mo, low und quiotly as the words are spokon. 1 look
up ut tho tall dark figure, indistinet in the twilight ; and suddeuly this boy,
with his beautiful oyes, his desperate poverty, his passionnta pride, seoms {,
tako me by the hand and lead e into some * faory~land forlorn” of whigy
{ havo never drenmed 1n afl my lifo before.

“1 do not think about it,” 1 answer with truth.

“ Miss Scott, will you marty me?”

This question takes me so entirely by
to my wmind,

*“ Allie, will you marry me, and give me the right to work for you

Llook up iuto the esger durk oyes of the lad who is so eager to wirk
fur me, but who canuot or will not work for himself.

*You with a Wwife ™ [ exclaim, with » cruel smile,
to Lu as much as you con compass—"

“’I'o live myself.  Youare very bitter ;
hurting me—1 think you always did

“ Forgive me " I say, holding out my hand ; it looks very white ang
slim 1 tho half light, as I am suro 1look myself in my faint whito clingiy
gowlxé. “ It was kind of you to wish to help mo in the ouly way yu
could—’

“Kind!" he interrupts passionatoly, taking the hand I have offercd 1,
ham and danng to press his warn youny lips against it. *1amkind t,
you, Allio, if you eall it kind to love vou with all the strength of my heant
and soul I

** But you have only known me for so short a time,”
hand away coldly. ¢ You can know nothing about me.”

“ 1 know that 1 love you—I know that I have loved you sinco the vey
lirst ovening L m t you here. [ beliove I foll in love with'your voice befor:
I ever saw you, though Mr«. Wauchopo thought she nipped any danger of
that kind s cleverly in the bud ;" and he laughs a little—the old boyi:
lnugh. I think of the violots and am silent, looking at {hab great solitary
slar, at the houses standing up black agaiust the gold. greon sky. The quam
fautastic music of the Symphonie fills the room, the group about the piacs
listen to it cagerly, with the light full on their preoccupied faces ; only w
two are alone together in the twilight window, two tall shadows agast tle
faint clear sadness of the sky.

“We should be poor, Allie ; but, if we cared for cach other, that would
vot matter.  And I would work so hard for you—I would work day und

night to become fumous for vuur sake—~nothing would bo too hard for s
with such a hope as that.”

Ho looks as if he conld “ pile him
princess he loved,” as hio stands there,
and hope.

“ But what feols peoplo would think us ™ 1 say,
ing what ho will say when ho hears the truth about me.

“ Should we care for that 7" he exclaims, with scornful dark oyes. “If
we were happy, we should care very little what other poople said. Wo an
both poor, and, if we choose to be poor together, it will bo nobody’s busives
but our own."”

Perhaps my silence says “what 1 would never swear,” for he come
nearer to me, bondiug his dark head to look into my eyes, as he did e
beforo in this very roont, when we yuarreled about a bunch of withers
violels, .

** Allie, couldu’t you care for me enough to
mine and trust to me 1™

Could I? Canl? Ho takes me in his arms,
and I, Allie Somors Scoit of Woodhay,

surprieo thut it conveys h weaniyy

« It seoms ty g

I think you také a ploasurs g

I eay, drawing iy

a palace stmight, to ploasure il
8o young aud strong and full of life

which cuds in a sigh, I push him away from me.

confessed.

of ecarning her living you condemn .
“ My wife shall nover <ing for her board " the boy says, throwing ty1
his head.
“Then how do you propose to live "
“ 1 shall live by my art.”
“DBut you must practice your art bofore you can live Iy it.”
“And I intend to practico it.”
* Aud if you fail ¥ ’
* I shall not fail with such an incentive to work.”

as night under their black lashes.  * Buat suppose you should not =ucceel”
1 shall succeed.”

originality than to conquer Ly eobor work,” I say deliberatoly.

“ 1 caunot be conventional
my own ideas about choice of
ghall adopt the ideas of no other man living.”

“ But your idea may not ploaso the public.”

*If the public cannot understand me, it is their own logs."”

" ho exclaims, frowning a little.

* Aud, meanwhile, you snd those belonging to you may starve.”
e 1 sitent, looking down at me—at the girlin tho loug palegir:

smilingly, and wonder §

‘lay your sweol hsndsn |

he kisses mo passwouatels, |-
submit to it with anamazed deciliy |
which 1 could not have belioved possiblen fortnight ago. And so wo stard §;

o T

.

2

Lheic

AF i -
T + A

i

i 2t

o

for * une vast moment” of mtolerable happiness ; and then, with a laut
‘* Ob, this is folly ™ 1 exciaim, with rather tardy wisdom, 1t must i ¥

* We are mad to think of such a thing for a minute. You hare 3
vothing, and yet you want to burden yourself witﬁ a wife whose only mod .-

* You are very confident,” 1 say, gazing into the oyes which look dit.

“Lut you seew to me to be more nuxious to bewilder by andsiz. i

by
subject and mauner of dealing with it, sl };
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