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wiil teaci lier yaurself, and get any-
one you like ta help.'

'WVben you are away,' 1 began, and
lie understood before I sald it.

"'You must have the girlie to keep
you campany. Wou'ld you like ta have
me alw*ays witli you, Magsie?'

'Il could not answer. Lt was aIl 1
couid do to keeýp from crying, with
joy, this time, at the mere thouglit
of Lt.

-rWell, perbaps you will some day,
soon,' lie said, taking my liead be-
tween lis liands and looking Into My
eyes. Then lie kissed me again and
went out, turning ta look back at the
door. Next day lie went off ta London,
and wlien lie returne-d lie brougbt tlie
picture back with hlm.

"'A peace affering, Magsie,' lie said.

'for you and tlie littie one.' He
stoaped and patted your curly liead
as hoe spoke. You were sitting on
the floor nursiug your doîl."

SFANCY I can remember," said
i Sybl softly, "that lie was ai-

ways very good ta me."
"He was good ta everyone, Sybil.

I remember be stood away ta let me
have a' goad loak at the picture. 'Is
it your own, Paul?' I asked. The face
was s0 like bis.

"'No, darling, thougli Lt will help
you ta remember me wlien I arn away.
The picture was painzed liundreds of
Years before I came fram nowhere
into the worid, and will be prlsed for
hundreds of years after 1 bave gone
out of the worid back ta uawhere
again.'

"'Don't talk like that, ýPau-l,' I said,
'it makes me shiver.'

"'Weli, 1 won't, little woman, it's flot
fair. Yau will keep the picture aiways,
Magsie, as a rernder of me.'

"Il want na reminder.'
"'Let Lt take my place and look

after you and the littie one wle i
arn away. If you ever want maney
the picture wiIl flnd Lt far you.'

I I t very valuable, Paul'?'
"'Very valuable, dariing,' lie said.

lt is Velasquez's greatest picture.
But,' he added witli a smile, 'tbe frame
le even mare valuable than the pic-
ture.'

"I thouglit lie was jestlug. 'Yau
surely don't mean thýat?'

"'But 1 do,' lie answered qulte %eri-
ously. Il must soon tell you a secret
that Is kuowu ouiy ta myself and tbat
oid-fas'hioned picture frame.'

"'Not IIow, Paul, 1 feel taa excited,
too frightened.'

"'Ta-morraw, tben. Lt le necessary
yau shauld know Lt, for Sybii's sake
P'ir your awn. Lt may make a great
difference ln aur lives, Magsle,' lie
went on; 'but I promise you before-
liand that tbe future shall be as you
wisli T.'

"«I was friglitened, Sybil, lie spake
so serlausly. 'Your choice shall be
mine, Paul, naw and aiways.' 'I wisli
the picture, wasn't 50 valuable,' I saili
later in the evening, lt may be stolen.'
Wasn't Lt strange, Sybil, that 1 sliauid
bave sald that; but lie only iaugbed
atImy faolish fancy.

"There Is fia fear,' lie said, 'noa one
bere knows Its value, and fia one boe.
knaws haw ta steai, even If tliey
wanted ta, whidli tbey dan't.'

"Next day, as lie was readiug the
paner after breakfast, he Jllmped up
suddeuly, laoking very excited. I
must go ta London,' lie said, 'but 1
will be back lu a few days.' He neyer
(caýme. 1 neyer saw hLm agaîn. I
have waited an'd boped ail thase years,
but bave 2lever had a word from hlm.
RIe la, surely dead. If lie wýere ailve
lie wauld corne or send ta me."

1er valce dled away ln sulent weep-
Lng, and Sybl, as she toak ber math-
er's thin, coild baud in bath of bers
and pressed Lt warmiy, ýcould flnd fia
wards to comforthLer, sa feli ta weep-
ing for campany. There was a long
sileuce,<then the moflier spake agaîn.

"I never know the secret af the
picature, but 1 have aîways iaved It, be-
cause Îhe was oo Droud of It, because
Lt was bis flrst glft ta me. It used to
look down ou mie> witb his eyes and
bis srnlle. I neyer really felt bhe was
dead till I Inst Lt. I fear Lt wIll neyer
be faund, ýSybil. 1 wauid give any-
tbLng ta get Lt back If 1 could auiy
find Who atole Lt."

A sbarp kuock at the door cut tbe
sentence short.

The erl of Steruboit came into

the room. His eyes as lie entered
fell on the vacant space over the
mantelpiece, and turned to meet
Sybii'sgaze with genuine sympatby.

"'You will pardon me," he said softly.
'Il leave to-day. j could not go with-
out saying good-bye, wlthout telling
you once again how sorry I amn for
your loss, how mucli I feel 1 arn ry-
self to blame."

'He spoke to the mother, but lis
eyes were on the daughter's face as
lie spoke, as if something lie saw there
troubled hlm. The kindness of lis
voice moved them both, and the eider
woman answered eagerly-

"Indeed, you are nat to blame, Lord
Sternbolt; you have done ail yau could
to help us."

"I sliould neyer have brouglit tbat
man here," he answered.

"You stili tbink lie stale the pic-
ture?" asked Sybil quickiy.

'Il don't know wbat to think. He
seems to have cleared himself of ail
suspicion, and yet-who else was
there who knew its value?"

"lWhat matters who took Lt, since
it is gone?" said iMrs. Darley despond-
ent13'.

'Il don't belleve It is gone for ever,"
cried Sybil. "I have a feeling It will
be found some day and the thief ex-
posed"

Lord Sternholt's bold eyes applaud-
ed ber.

"'You are riglit," lie answered, witli
a sudden smille thet liglted up his
face. "Always hope for tbe best.
Hope belps on Its own fulfilment. 1,
too, have a stranz feelinr that i will
see the pfeture again, and soon."

CHAPTDR IV.

Before and After.

T HE widow was flot aMaue in ber
sorrow for the stoien picture.
Sybil and Hugli missed Lt almost

as much as sbe did, thougli in quite
a different wav. She hadl ioved It
because her husband lad given Lt to
ber, because it' was so lke hlm. Its
artistic beauty made very littie appeai
ta lier. But to the boy and girl, to
the boy even more than the girl, It
liad beea a source af endless dellglit.

Tt Is a curious thing this artlstlc
fPMDerament that is sa muc1 taiked
P bout and sa littie understood. Most
oeopie are musie-deaf and colaur-
blind. Peoffle may flnd pleasure In
the sang of a birdl or the uit of a
tune. but the mysterlous rapture of
music, rapture beyond the reacli of
wards, is oniy for the chosen few.
Even so ta fIle R'tist's eye aione Is
the beauty of nature, the radiance of
llgbt and the giory of colour, freely
revealed. The many are not consciaus
of wbat they lose. Pictures please
tliem, fia doubt, by tlieir subject, but
they cannat distinguisli between the
masterniece and the daub. The rap-
ture of an artist ln a great picture
thev neither share nor understand.

Hugli Limner from bis boyliood saw
bepauty witli tbe artist's eye. and ioved
it with thbe artist's soul. Eartb, sea,
and sky, ail minLstered ta fh15 dellght.
'Tlie cbanging Ilglit and shade on the
bosom of tbe -mountalin, the soft élear
curve of the h1gb buis, the wide ex-
Danse of ithe sea, flecked with foarn
or srnooth as a mirror or flamine
9,larlously at sunrise and at sunset;
the green radianre of a summer woad
wlien tbýe mossy floor is sulashed wlth
gold; the network of liglit fihat sways
and dances on tbe bottom of a pebbly
stream wltb 'the play of the swiftly
runnlng waters: even the deilcate out-
line of a leaf, the soft pure tînts of a
flawer Ltoxlcated blm with delight
as a lover La Lntoxtt'ated by the Infinite
cbaruis of bis mistress.,

Wlth the love of nature was Insep-
arably blended the love and kcPP1
appreciatiofi of art. It was ta hlm
a labour of love to study tbe wrltlnzs
of great crtÈcýS, and the works of the
great paînters In the art librarY and
nortfnilaa whIch Its vanlsbed master
bad collected ait Clonard, tili he
had learned ai they bad ta teach hlma

Above ail and beyond ail he bad
been fascinated with the matchless
Velasqilez, revelliflg ln lits truth and
in the geuluis that had revealed Its
treasures of ýbeaut3r ta appreclative
eyes. From one plctiire as froin one
book the true wlll Iearn more than
the common herd from a library or
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