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tion, and presently, though he hardly 
expected her after the incident of the 
morning, she came to him by a dif­
ferent way. He looked at her with a 
sudden, swift attention as she ap­
proached. She was as dainty as any 
flower of the field, with a bloom which 
would be easily spoiled. In all her 
happy life she had known no sorrow, 
being shielded by the love of the 
father and mother, the light of whose 
life she was. But to-day her face 
seemed to wear a different look. It 
had grown harder, her flower-like 
mouth was set as Maitland had never 
seen it before. “If I had known you 
were coming so quickly, Nancy,” he 
said, as he raised his cap, “I should 
have asked you to walk with me.”

“I should not have accepted the in­
vitation. I am only here this morn-
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ing because I promised. Yes, the pic­
ture is very beautiful, but it is sad.” j

“But, these waste reaches are sad, 
Nancy ; they remind me of life.”

“They are not what life should be,” j 
she answered unexpectedly. “But it 
is waste sometimes. I suppose you 
will never come back to Wareham ?” I

“I should not like to say that. I j 
have been very happy here—too happy 
perhaps.”

“Is it possible for anybody to be 
too happy ?”

“Well, there is a lotus-land, Nancy. : 
You and I have often spoken of it.” J

“But it would never content any­
body for long, would it? It is very ' 
well just for a break or a rest ; but it 
is better to be out in the open, living 
the big life. I am sure of that.”

“What is the big life?” asked Mait­
land, because he loved to watch the 
play of her features, the light in her 
speaking eyes.

“The life among men striving, 
working, achieving. If I were a man 
I should be ashamed just to play at 
it. I should want to grow up.”

It was not intended as a rebuke, but 
Maitland took it as such. He realized 
in a moment that this child of nature, 
with her clear vision and her pure 
heart, had read the whole secret of his 
existence, and discovered the weak 
spot in his armour.

“You think I have never grown up, 
Nancy 1 I am going away soon. It 
might be very good for me to hear 
just for once what you really think.”

She laughed, but there was not the 
same spontaneous sweetness in the 
sound which had often rung in Mait­
land’s ears.

“When are you going to leave off 
playing at painting ?” she asked 
abruptly.

“Do you call this playing at it ?” j 
he asked, pointing to the great can­
vas, in which the lights and shadows 
played.

“It is unfinished, and it will share 
the fate of all the other pictures you 
have told me about, that stand with 
their faces to the wall at your London 
studio. Poor things, it is very cruel 
for them ; they must want to be taken 
out, and finished, and shown the 
light.”

“But they are not good enough, 
Nancy. Not one of them has passed 
the bar of their creator’s judgment.”

“That is not it, Mr. Maitland. The 
real truth is that you grow tired of 
them before they are finished. It will 
be the same with this. I knew a week 
ago that you would go soon, and that 
if you took the poor thing away it 
would only be to set it with its face to 
the wall.”

Maitland smiled, but a trifle un­
easily.

“You disapprove of me, Nancy 1 I 
have offended you,” he said humbly. 
“You think I am a poor creature of 
moods and fancies. ”

“You are a man, and you don’t 
realize what you might be—that is 
really what I think. Go home and 
paint a picture that will live, finish it, 
and give it to the world.”

“I will do that, if only you give me 
the theme, Nancy.”

“I cannot do that, but I can say put 
life and hope in it. Don’t paint any

more waste places. Let those who 
like them come and see them for 
themselves. Paint so that people, 
looking at what you have created, 
may desire to live. That is what I 
want to say.”

“It is a tremendous saying, Nancy 
—you have no idea how tremendous. 
Do you know that if I were to do what 
you say, I should alter the very course 
of my being? It would represent the 
Delugr=^notbing less.”

“Well, even in the Deluge, there is 
the supreme moment,” she answered 
with one of those unexpected flashes 
of original thought which had some­
times arrested him.

“Will you be sorry, when I go, 
Nancy ?”

“Yes.”
“And do you wish me to come 

back ?”
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“No.”
“Why not?”
“I do not choose to answer ; but I 

don’t wish you to come back any 
more to the waste places. They seem 
even more desolate because you have 
touched them.”

“That is the worst hearing I have 
had in the course of a useless life, 
my dear,” he said dejectedly.

When he looked at her again her 
eyes were full of tears, and not an­
other word passed between them. She 
turned slowly and left him, nor did 
he follow her or seek speech with her 
through the rest of the day. But in 
the afternoon he followed Bertram 
Power into the orchard and asked a 
moment’s speech with him.

“There is something I want to ask 
you, Mr. Power. I am leaving you 
to-morrow, and there is something I 
find it very hard to leave behind.”

The yeoman’s bright eyes fixed 
themselves inquiringly on Maitland’s 
face.

“What be that, Mister Maitland?”
“Nancy.”
“Nancy will be sorry, too,” an­

swered Bertram Power. “My wife 
says it has been a mistake—the worst 
we’ve ever made—to let you be to­
gether.”

“May I come back when—when I 
have the right? I have lived an idle 
life, Mr. Power. It is Nancy who 
has awakened my soul. Have I your 
permission to come back?”

“When you like, Mister Maitland,” 
said the yeoman simply. “Yes, sure, 
when ye like.”

“But you understand if I come it 
will be to rob you of Nancy.”

“If the lass be willin’, sir, so be it. 
It is the way of a man with a maid.”

Maitland returned to the cold studio 
on Campden Hill, and there began to 
work for a definite object, for the first 
time in his life.

He painted so that he might have 
a home.

And when the picture saw the light 
on the walls of the gallery that had 
persistently refused so much of his 
earlier work, it was sold at once at a 
long price. Maitland took the money, 
and was a better man for it. With its 
proceeds he built himself a home, and 
in fulness of time Flower of the Field 
came to share it with him.

And from that day he became a 
great painter. He remains a great 
painter to this day.—British Weekly.
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