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 tifioats of merit

energetic

- mediocrity—it is their

plack oak table, now light-
china on the quaint
bringing into  sud-
old prints on  the
, but oftenest caressing  the
w of the singer's hair.
sat, clasping his knees, star-

‘ ilight.
out at the tw
."fBeauMlul » he murmured, as Es-

. The

ans-
«He makes the heart sing.

miled” into the fire-

I have work-
fortnight, and now

ished—think of it,

0 concelt—you know that, Estelle—
t be conscious of the
worth of his work, so why not de-
' glare it? This was an inspiration.”!
#jnd you will not let me see #2"

in Burlington
If it’s on

| the line—1 really don’t see why
| shouldn’t be if I have fair play—if
lu on the line and a success it will
to me.”” He turned
He had never
| gpoken plainly—he had little money,

and she had none beyond what she

amed as a fairly successful singer—

put had hinted so markedly that she

 was fully aware of his admiration.
4 is sure to be a success,’”” she

gang encourage
safeguard,’’
“But I have hopes. 1
\ want it to be a success, a big, un-
| mistakeble success, because’’—he did
' not finish his sentence. =As & mat-
L ter of fact there was no meed
b it. Betelle could easily supply the

for

followed the
mmmdumwuum

age, but Paul
the power of money

youth.
Even ‘might it weigh against  him
AMNI‘!niulmt.heeyea of
telle, '
‘McWhinnie smiled rather sadly as
Warden 'left. Of late, Estelle re-
momhemd with wond some '

ment

Es- '

“You mw that h- '15 l:l!m—ﬂn.t
was harsh, Gua.rdy ' She rebuked
him freely on many occasions, con-
scious of her power, and, womam-
like, eager to exercise it. ‘‘The his-
tory of Burlington House is not
without taint. You are slaves to,
tradition—oh, that is too sweeping,
I know, but there is some truth in '
it. And he is what you term a re-

. volutionary.  So were the Pre-Ra-

phaelite Brotherhood.”

“He shall have fair play,’”’ Mec-
Whinnie said soberly. He spoke with
more solemnity than his words seem-
ed to demand. It was possible that
hei thought of something beyond the
Judgment of art. ‘‘And now,”’” he
added, in lighter manmner, ‘““tell me
of your doings and your goings, your

sical smile.

“Ambition 'holds our friend 1n
thrall,”” he said. ‘‘A colossal
bition!
such palaces in Spain, why envy
me my little Burlington House ? But
rave and roar at us for mere foot-
rules of art as they will, sending-in
day sees all the revolutionaries re-
presented. Paul Warden has talent,
though.””

“More than that, Guardy,” she
said, enthusiastically. He winceda.:
little at her affectionate name. Two !
years ago, when he first buttonhol-<
ed acquaintances and insisted wupon
their helping HEstelle for the sake of |
his dead friend, her father, the p]uy—“
ful adoption of him as guardian was |
pleasant. Now it measured a chasm |
of years between them.

‘“Yes, more than that,”” he ac-
knowledged. ‘

‘““He is full of imagination,” she
continued eagerly. ‘‘“He has the im‘!
mortal fire of genius! He is !
trammelled by tradition’’—

““It really is remarkable how hero-
ically he discards all rules.”

The spirit of the classical school
showed in the acid tones.

“You will not see,’”’” she com-
plained. ““I think your judgment is
unduly harsh towards him. °Are not
rules made merely for the guidance
of mediocrity ?'* ¢

““The informing spirit of the Aca-
demy?’’ He smiled again with that

un-

ghost of sorrow lurking in it. “You
are an ardent disciple. That sen-
tence smacks of Warden. Ycung

spirits would plunge us into chaos
—surely above all others painting
should not be formivss? Besides,
when you are master of all  rules
you may venture to break them—not
before.’”” He was horribly conscious
that he was dogmatizing in & tho-
roughly middle aged way.

‘““He has youth and the eagerness
of youth,’’ she insisted.

‘“Yes.”” The fire flicker piayed on
her hair, her eyes shoue luminously,
in the twilight, her eager face was
now illuminated, now in the sha-

Estelle
Paul rose stiffly.
Hugh McWhinnie was the youngest

. Rather & sound paint-

@ than a brilliant one,
“‘able perseverence had been early re-
warded. He was now only a little
mlorla yunol.(t.t

u‘o
growing a little
L 4% at the templés. A year or 80
- belore Wuden,uultm had

Mc-

dow, a state of sweet tantalization.
And all its eagerness was for Paul
Warden.
“#] am so anxious for Paul to
succeed. It means so much to him,
90 very much.”
“¥es. But to no one else?’”’ The
sentencs was almost interrogatory.
“I don't know,” she answered. It
was truthful enough. She was not
sure herself. . Her small triumphs,

Both men were conscious of Some- | her serious worship, could mot con-
thing approaching rivalry. «

innie had been o friend of Es-
blle's father, and when Estelle,
flushed with the possession of & cer-
from the - Royal|:
i Atademy of Music, commenced ' her
a8 a contralto, his friendship{
aid lmouund l-v

tinue if— These shadowy thoughts
framed her answer, although  she
n;wlnllcwumulwtmumlyc
ference to Paul's lack of relatives.
41 am 6n the hanging committes,”
McWhinnié said abruptly, -

““Then— Oh, Guardy, if Paul
could realize his dreams ? No, no,
I am not, trying to suborn you. You
| are adamant, I know. 'So are you

fall, all adamant men.' But—you

‘will cry out upon me again for dis-
cipleship—but he is so fearful of not
getting fair play. 'He ia quite sure
the merit of his picture.”’

“He would be,”” McWhinnie said

d Nationsl Io-
pany of Bdinburgh,

 one only."”
“On

We do not all
erogative, though,

When he sets it Iort.h I
|

it not mnnboiho-—mmr
to jndge my work—-nd‘h

and your engagements.’”’ It

ghost of sorrow lay hid in his whim- !was characteristic of him that he

was readily interested in her work
and welfare. He rarely spoke of
himself.

Going home to his studio—it was
a large one now, built out from a
handsome house in guite a fashion-

|
jable quarter of Kensington—he mus-
i
|

ed somewhat bitterly on the selfish-
ness of youth.

“God knows T want no thanks,”” |
ran his thoughts, ‘““but if she did

not take everything for granted—if
her smile of thanks were less per-
i functionary! I work for her—a sin-
cere pleasure—but—— Her glance has
rm warmth for me as it has for
Paul. Youth to youth—it is the na-
tural law, and T am too old to re-
bel. If—' He trailed off in vi-
sionary glories, iridescent but nebul-

ous, and alas! in the very moment
of their conceiving palpably unsub-

stantial.

Paul Warden came to Tstelle with
the news that his picture was
cepted. He was excited, full of an-
ticipatory triumphs, suggesting much
adopting proprietary airs which half
thrilled her but which also awoke
some slight feeling of resentment. He
had not spoken, she had consented
to nothing, he was too sure of her.
He might be right—catching fire at
his enthusiasm she felt her heart
traitorous to her and turning in
surrender to him—but her womanli-
ness demanded some concession of
distrust on his part.

“It may not be hung,”’ he sug-
gested suddenly. The idea had not
crossed him before. It came now as
a cold douche. She saw with a
pang that his fears were quick
egough over his picture.

“It will be hung,” she said quiet-
ly.

‘““You don’t understand, Estelle,”
he answered. ‘‘More pictures are
accepted than they ean hang. Some
must come back, mine may. It isa
large canvas. I—I am almost afraid
to hope. It means—shall I say that
I think you know what it means to
me ?”’ She held her head lower. “It
means freedom to me to choose my
own way. It means life, and ease
—and I dare not say—not yet. If
it should come back! The hanging
committee’’—He stopped and stared
at her with frightened eyes. ‘I for-
got—McWhinnie is on the hanging
committee!’’ t

‘“Yes,” Estelle smiled.

“It will not be hung,”” he said,
in rather a hushed voice.

‘““You were his pupil—he is kind,”
she protested.

““It will not be hung,”” he repeated,
dire conviction in his voice. ““He is
kind—to you.”

‘“You are wronging him, Paul.’”

“Don’t you know?’ He looked at
her wonderingly. ‘‘Estelle, you are
not so blind that you do mot see
that he loves you ?"*

‘““He ? Guardy ? Paul, you—you
have no right to say—"’

“Oh, there is no question of right
now. We are beyond  conventionali-
ties. I have been a fool. I forgot
that he was on that committee. He
is' in love with you. Do you see the
position ? If I am hung and make
a success—I shall if I get fair play
—it means— Oh, Estelle, what does
. He is
loves

ac-

I

1i

a

3

was dejected.
now.

There was a world of suggestion in
the title.
—it was curious that she had been
80 fully aware
and yet blind to McWhinnie's
Now there was to be a choice. Was
there ?
ing with feeling, with life, with pas-

er features of the elder man.

Choice,”
the astonishment of many. It s
not often that a young artist is
so distinguished.
were assigned, all wrong
was hinted at darkly.
loose a flood of jealousies.
heeded nothing,
was right for him. in the best of all
possible worlds.

the Private View, jostled by

well-dressed crowd, who were busi-
ly employed in taking an acute in-
terest in each other’s frocks and a

perfunctory one in the exhibits. Paul
would not go with her.

A whim--you will understand
you see it.

this

tea with you.

even a whisper of it is good.
my day—and I want you to
it. I may come ?'’
eagerness in his question,

level voice,
for “The Choice.”

girl with red-gold hair stood look-
ing out of the frame.
knelt two men holding up gifts to
her upon velvet cushions.
a young man, the other was middle-
aged.
young man lay a single rose, blood
red,
of jewels, and his cushion was
perially purple.
held her as in a trance was the per-
sonal meaning
girl,
suggested her own self; the two men,
for all
were Paul
was the work dome that the
nesses were faint enough to escape
general remark. The elder man was
the nearest to portraiture—it
not
friends might even notice it—but the
others were hardly possible of
cognition.
nesses were real.
voung girl
though

“You may know
It is called ‘“The Choice.’ "
“*The Choice!’ ”” she whispered.

She caught at it quickly

of Paul's devotion
ITove.

Paul’s handsome face, glow-
fon, blotted out the stronger, plain-

‘““Paul  Warden's picture, “‘The

was hung on the line, to

A hundred reasons

Influence
Success let
But Paul
treading on air. All

Estello stood before the picture at
the

and fly-
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water, make

dirt comes off.

ISURPRISE

A PURE
HARD

costs

SOALQ kinds.

#)| CHILD 'can clean house
§| with “SURPRISE " Soap. It
loosens up the smoke and dirt |

paint so that no hard rubbing is
necessary.

Soap, and then rub the doors and win=
' dow-sash very lightly.
you to sce how quickly and euﬂy the

" SURPRISE" Soap is the best to clean
everything washable. Itnever injuresany.
thing or makes the hands sore or rough.

It is a pure, hard soap, and
no more

specks on woodwork and

e a cloth®and some hot
lather of ‘' SURPRISE”

It will surprise

than common

that McWhinnie did not see.

“l am glad that he has had fair

“I want you to see it alone. Why? |
when

I shall go away now—

I'enthusiasm."

play,” McWhinnie continued, with a
smile. “And I am glad that you
are glad.”

““One has natural sympathy with

‘““And youth.”” He spoke gravely.
‘““Now, take me to see your
ture,”’

pic-
she said hurriedly, anxious to
take him away before he recognized

must walk. I'm in a fever. And |
afternoon I will come to le
ttle black and silver room and have |

This afternoon, Es- |

telle ! It is my day—it must hw!
crowned.” ‘
day 2" ‘

“Your

ves. There are days when

ng goes right. To-day is |
my day. I am invulnerable to l“nh‘}
to-day. The secretary tells me of a
tentative offer from Lord Ferroll—
there are whispers of the Chantrey |
—too previous, too impossible—but |

It is |
crown 1
There was no |
he S]N)l\“‘
ssured of his answer. {
‘“You may come,”’ she said in ‘\!

and left him, to search |

It was a large canvas. A young

Before her
One was

On the white cushion of the

The elder man offered a casket

i of weariness in his voice.

the picture’s meaning.

“I am not exhibiting.”

““You said you were sending one?’’

“It was a landscape. At the last
moment I determined not to exhibit.
I—1 shall send it to one of the gal-

“To-morrow. It is sudden.”
“It is rather sudden.” With

new knowledge she detected a

her
note

“You will come to say goodby to
to me ?"’

“If you wish.”

““Of course, Guardy. T shall
quire a huge dose of good advice.
don't know that I shall follow it,
but it is always comforting to have
it.”

“I shall come this afternoon,” he
said. ““After tea—I am promised
to the Ferroll's for tea. About 7."”
He was claimed by an art critic be-
fore she could name another time.
She thought it did not matter—
Paul would come before tea. She

re-

-

im-
But that which
in forming it. The
although no portrait, subtly

their mediaeval costuming,
and Hugh. So deftly
like-

was

impossible that McWhinnie's
re-
But to her all three like-

One hand of the

unconsciously toward

rose. Estelle noticed

day, he had said.
in an impalpable net.

“It is a fine work, Estelle,” said
has made
strides. An allegorical subject—per-

a quiet voice. ‘‘Paul

haps a little trite.”
“Yes,” she assented,

was half stretched as
' the
that with
some stir of her old resentment. He
was so sure—and this was his day.
He was invulnerable to Fate thet
She felt caught

wondering

wondered what she would say to
McWhinnie.

It was soon after 6 that McWhin-
nie entered the little room under the
roof. He escaped from the Ferroll's
early.
“Paul has been here, Estelle?’’ he
said, quickly.
‘““Yes,”” she answered. He looked at
her—there was a new note in her
voice.
“Well 2"’
‘“He is pleased with his success—
he will be a big painter’’ She leaned
back in her chair and half closed

alone and

- This man was the

HEROIC BISHOP

When the Italian steamer Sirio

sank off Cape Palos, Spain, and at
least 400
when men who acted more like mani-
acs thannormal beings cut and slash-
ed women and children in their wild
efforts to secure lifeboats and

persons were drowned;

life
belts, there was one hero who stood
did everything in his
alleviate the conditions
and to extend spiritual comfort and
the last rites of the Church to the
drowning and dying,
trampled upon the deck,

Bishop of Sao

power to

who were

leries. By the way, I am going | Palo, Brazil, who was returning
abroad.” home from a pilgrimage to Rome.
“Soon 2" Although a powerful man and well
“To-morrow. I have one or two |able to care for himself, he devoted
commissions-—portraits, you know — | every one of the precious moments in
‘in Vienna.” comforting the helpless, giving ab-

solution and praying for the salva-
tion of the dying.

He remained on board until all
hope was abandoned and sank with

the ship. He was not seen again,

COULD SCARCELY WALK.

A Rheumatic Sufferer Qured by
Dr. William's Pink Pills.

Rheumatism is rooted in the blood
—that is a medical fact every poor
rheumatic sufferer should know.
Liniments and outward applications
cannot  possibly cure rheumatism.
They are a waste of money, and
while the sufferer is using them the
disease is steadily growing worse—
is slowly but surely taking a firmer
grasp upon the entire system. Rheu-
matism must be treated through
the blood. That is the only way
in which the poisonous acid can be
driven out, Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
actually make new blood and thus
always cure rheumatism.-- Every dose
of these pills helps to make new
rich red blood which sweeps the poi-
sonous acid from the system, loosens

her eyes. “‘I want to tell you
something of a story, Guardy. It
was told to me to-day, just after
you left. Bright told me. He was
on the hanging committee with you.
You know what he told me ? Paul's

able space. Yours was about the
same size. You withdrew yours.’

‘““Bright had no right to speak!”’
McWhinnie growled. -

“I am glad he did. You—you un-
derstood the picture ?”’

A ¥en.””

“And I thought you were blind.

CAUGHT COLD
ON THE CP.R.

A. E. Mumford tells how Psychine

cured him after the Doctors
gave him up

“It is twelve years since Psychine cured
of consumption.” The

| night sweats, s and fever -n;l. lre?me-

rs said there
hopo!ofme. Twmcmthitrut»
meawf;.l’cyehim-putmﬁghtonmyfm :

trouble , [.

% ‘bedllppwceﬂ ofmylnn
si

.nd;‘pvq had no return of lung

:M"g lGrogan. in Black and White.

It was magnanimous of you, Guar-

dy.”

“No. 1 wanted him to have fair
play. Success meunt so much to
him. After all, rwnglng doesn’t
mean to me what ft does to him.
I have established myself."”

“I am not thinking of the pic-

ture. It was something more.”

“Estelle!"’ McWhinnie spoke.
“Paul has been here ?"’

‘“Yes—and gone.”’

“What do you mean ?’’ he demand-
#d almost fiercely.

“I mean that—that a rose will
of chivalry, of true-heartedness, are
lasting. sAnd—and, my “friend and
my dear, the girl has chosen the
imperishable. She was a wise girl
~which is natural because she was
And you will postpone Vienna
until—-until—well, later.””—Walter E.

o me——

picture was too big for any avail-

fade, but jewels, the jewel of honor, |

indigestion,

the aching feints and muscles. and

gives the rheumatic new health free
from pain. Among those who can
bear witness to the truth of these

statements is Miss Dorsina Langlois,
of St. Jerome, Que., For weary
months she suffered - from rheuma~
tism and had begun to think she was
incurable. “I could not straighten
up,” says Miss Langlois, ‘‘My limbe
were almost useless, so stiff were
they. For many months: I endured
such pains as only rheumatic suf-
ferers can understand. Although
only 'thirty years of age the suffer-
ing I ‘endured actually made me
100k like an old woman. I used
liniments and tried several medigines
but got not the slightest help until
almost by chance my attention was
directed to Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.
I began taking them and in the
course of a few weeks I could see
they were helping me. Little by
|littla the pain began to go, and
the stiffness to leave my joints. I
continued taking the pills for seve-
ral months, when every symptom of
the trouble had disappeared. I have
inot felt a twinge of rheumatism
since, and I bless the day Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills came to my no-
tice.”
Dr. Williams® Pink. Pills never fail
to cure rheumatism because  they
go right to the root of the trouhk
in the blood. That is why
pills cure all the common ailments
due to poor wn.tary blood, such

3 dach:




