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& swe stood in the cornfield the gold in the west died to grey."
HARI)LY know how jock 13 y A . B C 0 0 P E R pleasures and my usefulI crep.t ii and begani to duties.

domtiiate mny picture. But Drawing by Franik johuston. Pelrsonally I hold that a
he (lid. ht seemed to woman ought to bie a bouse-

me that there was sorte sort of compulsion wvife wbvatever eise she may be, even if she be de-
about it, as thouglh somte unseent power took nie by larred fromi being any other kind of wife to hier
the wrist and made my brush-.strokes come other life's end. Moreover, 1 believe in the young help-
than 1 myself willed. No, I am neither superstitious ing and, if niecessary, keeping the old onles. There
nor fanciful. In fact 1 pride myself on being rather ils a frightful amnount of ingratitude in the world.
practical, even if 1 am an artist. I can bake There seemns to be a disposition nowadays on the
bread, pickle walnuts, or make an omielette with part of thic rising generation to take all they cari
anybody. Do not imagine for a moment that I arn and defer repaymient uintil the Greek calends. That
a "Burne-Jonies girl," who looks as if she would is itust where Joc and 1 differed. 1 would have
slip out of bier frock if ghe didn't clutch it pretty- gone to the Argentine with him like a shot, if 1
tight, even if my hair bas a tinge of bronze in it. hiad hiad only miyself to think about. But you can't
Nevertheless, 1 believe that soute thîngs have got play fast and lo-ose with yuur duity to God and man
to bc commnincated, and that somte favoured bie- Îi that style.
inig's hand or eye or brain is made the chaninel of Yet, thoutghi be didn't know it-I took good
things beyond our ken. care hie shud'- nearIy broke miy heart to let

Do you know how Tennyson, Wordsworth and Jock go wvithouit mie. He was greatly set oni going
Blake wrote their lyries? Well. if you do, you tu thic Argentine. H-e hiad got it into his head
know more than they did. They jus Iaead that there %vas mioney to be made there, and even
that's aIl about it. & e day they were flot; and if I wouild, not go out with flint and help hlint in
flic next day they, were! Nothing that gripis the thec process of miaking it lie weould go aIl the
s;oul with two hands ever came byv effort. It camesae
by inspiration. So( you may, lauigh at mie if you
like, but 1 shall still maintain that I could do no ýTHO)uGHý bis unticomproi sinig attitude and some
other thian put miyseif and jock Tremloe into my of the things hie said necarly broke my hca'rt, 1
pictuire. cuuild have done the Tragedy Quien to perfection

1 had been painting at it for weeks before Jock and have told himi to bis face that 1 was a thousauid
came into it. Yiou know that exquisite serenity iles too good for imii. Hfe was a trifle mny senior
wbhich lasts about -sevenl minutes after tlic sunt bas in years, but I was miuch more mature. I knew
sunk out of sight below thec rinu of the earth ? There things that hie hiad neyer dreamed of. Hfe hiad flot
is nothing to match it this side of hieaven, It is begun to uniidcrstanid life's best mecanings. Bless
unique. Up, tip, Ill, into the zenlith go thec gold- youi ! Some mien neyer do begin-but Jock was not
tipped clouidlets ; tbecy float in shimmeinring greenl a dot-not a miere dlay image of a mian-not a hu-
ether which transforins every stick and stonle it miari vegetable, a sort of biftircated carrot !-he
touches into a thing of uneiarthly beauty. It was had thle stuff lthi bu out of whichi mreu are made,
thiat light I set ont tu paint. but it was a bit ilnchoate as yet.

BEGý(AN tlice picture In thre cornfield julst wlren it
was becginning to tuirn to) gold at the Midas touch

of autumn.ii 1 knlew wbeni 1 coirnmen!iced the pic-
ture that by tire timie 1 reached flhc corn-painting
stage it wouild be jus.t perfectly ripe. And it was.
1 set nîiy easel just below tire crest of the earth
wave over whicbi the( cornifleld rolled, and 1 prescrnt-
ly nrie yseif thiat 1 had cauight and transferred
to nlly canivas tbe exquLisite effect of the low, corn-
clad ridge-a field uf the cloth of gold-itgainst the
serene glowV uf thec siln's -last good niigbit." I had
originaLllý initended( to) Stop) at that, and senld mly
picture, under somne suich title as "At Evnie"to
the winter exhibition at Lonigwortb, where I kniew
it was suire of a hecarty 6vclcomel and a place ',on
thec line, but I cbangcd myv mmld ai conludl(edl tu
iake it a sort of lover's idyhl of tire cornifield.

1 know what youi are goinig to say again "As-
sociation of ideas une uf the courimonest sources
of mental and spirituial suggestion." But tell mie
tins : why did 1 put jock irito it wlicn my aunit's
j obbînig ga-rdeneir-a;s muitci like Jock as 1 atit like
a hazel nut-pused--quite wnconsciouisly as far as
lie was concerned-for tlice mani? Yet, wben the
figure was sketcbed iii, there stood Jock, in the
patir betweeni the grow,\ini, corn, with the shadowy
tunfinishied forni of a girl strained to bis becart,
and hie looking don into bier face, aIl radiant
withi the ethereal light of the suinset, wlth sncb a
look uf rapt love as sutrely nieyer man exceeded.
Waàs nut that wond(erfuil And that girl was me !
1 know I oughit to say 1,." but youi canl't be, gram-
miatical over these miatters. They are too vital for
synitax.

1 repcat, thiat girl was me. Thiat is not so mutch
a mnatter for wondcr, because 1 was su accustonrrd

As we walkecl honiewardoune autumn everinrg-
could it be fiye years ago ?-with our baclca to the
setting sun, hie reasonied with mie in his <lownright
style, as tbough with mnain strength hie worild pushi
every obstacle aside. And there are obstacles
whichi it is thic proud prerogative of a rnan's muscle
and brawni and domninatiurg to deal with, But this
\vas flot one such, 1 remnember, sonme years ago,
hecaring of, and seeîng pictures of a little woman
who, by sorie secret of - stanice," as the golfers say,
was able to defy the strength of the strongest mari
to miove lier. Sorte wontien have that secret
on tbe moral side, but it takes sorie meun longer
thani others to find it out. jock was one of the
slow unes. Ife thotught that bie couild over-per-
sulade mie, Ife strove for bis wilI during that walk,
and when we camie to thre top of the cornfield hie
realised for tire firet and fast tinie that I was im-
mnovable, and hie lost bis temper very badly anrd then
and there went ont of mny life.

Oh, gold of the suinset, gold of thre corn., how
miucir hetter are you than thre gold ment strive for
and whiclb su often crushes al] the golden dreans
of higir purpose, yea, and tIre golden treasure of
love, too, out of their livea ! But 1 aur an artist,
niot a puet, anrd 1 ni~ust not rhapsodise. Let me to
miy plain tale. 1 dIo not wkut to particularise too
mutcir with regard to the cause of orir final 1partirig.

of the brush seemed a fresh inspiration.
grew under my hand it sometimes affecte,
tears. 1 put more of miyseif into that picti
I lhad put into any dozen of my earlier canv
seemed part and parcel of myseif. I could i
to satisfy myseif that it was finished, and I
at it every day-or nearly every day-ail
the winter ; then, in the spring it was a
beauty. Self praise ? Ail right ! So be i
it was, ail the same.

I had known for three weeks where
send it-to the Royal Academy, and nowhe
1 had heard and read of the Selection Cor
the Royal Academy having so many picturc
amine that they had to accept or reject
the rate of one a minute. But I did not
looked at myself in the picture-myself
mind you, and, fot with '«the light of settin

=only, but with the inward light of a great j
anI looked at Jock-jock the same and

the same, Jock spiritualised, idealised, but

every inch of hlm-and I knew they could
ject it. I knew, indeed, that Jock had ne,
me so tight as that, and-ah me !-had nev
ed down into my eyes with such a look of
able love, and I knew, too, that neyer had
ed, nor could look so lovely and worth the'
-but-these things were in the picture, 1
they camne there-and thoýe haîf-dozen big-
Burlington'House could flot say no to it.

I knew that Aunt Eliza was no more tin
iîu my new picture than she would have lx
new novel by Thomas Hardy, so I took th4
tunity of her absence for a few days fr,
Croft to get the village carpenter to pack
I superintended its departure on its travels
don, and said nothinz about it to hier on lier
I dare say she wondered why 1 was se, lik
that bas lost ber caîf during the nlext few
could settie to nothing and my studio b(
place of horror to me. Moreover, to adè,
untrest and glootm I was just as sure novy
could no longer see the picture, that it A
rete= as I had been aforetime that it v
accete. I made up my mind, when I shot
notice of its rejection, to waylay the carri
having carefully provided myself with a
and an axe, get hlm to, dump duown the biatel
on the commiion three miles f romt The Cr
wheni he should have passed on, smash th
thing to chips!

SUPPOSE better counsels would have eN
prevailed, but I was spared tbe choice of

the receipt of the formial acceptance of my
Then how I longed for somte kindred s%
would take me by the hands and play rini
with mie round somte tree in our orchard, or
in the doing of any other mnad thing just
vent to my delirious joy.

But I had only Aunt Eliza to tell, and 5
soul, said " Just fancy that now ! " Nevc
the early days of May were one long -' che
arranged with a press-cutting bureau to s
notices, and the catalogue, and the sigh1
title of my pictuire, with my naine opposi
in the latter, was pure delight to mie, Iti
this

THE KISS Margaret

As thro' the land at eve we went
And pluck'd the ripened ears,

We fell out, mly love and I,
0 wve fell ont, I know not why,

And kiss'd again with tears.

Then the notices came tuimb
sorte of then were evidently
superior persons who love to
auxd roses cabbages, and cari se(
ttre which tells a story, yet


