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ERZ AUCUST MULEIiRwaved a bottie of olives in,
the air and talked to bis
conipatriot b)ehin<l the count-
cr. "My dreams hiaf beenl
of thc Vaterland these îuany
niglits," said hie. "Adi, yes!
Ulricli, I will these olifes
take, and marmalade, an(1
sardines, Ja. And shoco-
late, and podded hain that is

good with butterbread. And a bineappie. There is
no hleasure to-day in them, because 1 haf dreanîed
of the eadables of Shermiany. And a gream, cheese
and sweet bisquits. So»" Ilerr August looked
round -tie store sadly, and sigied heavily. "There is
no bleasure in bineabbies tior in podded haîn, but
one must exist."

"Jfa, mein Herr," said the compatriot, glancing
réspectfully frorn the order book and sucking his

"Bagon !" cried Herr August suddenly. "W bat
is breakfast witliout bagon ? Thrc pounds, ani 1
take it with me, Ulrich. I must nlot debart to tire
Art School to-morrow morning after insufficient
nourishment, no. Three pounds of bagon, Ulricli."

"ja, ' ieî Her-r," cred the coimpatriot, snatching
up the bacon knife and running off with it.

While it was being eut, Herr August sat in deep
thought upon a stool before tic couniter. It was
a revolving stool, and hie twiried himself soleirnly
arounid as he waited. I-lerr August felt hiniseif
loneiy and an alien., "The youing beobie at tie Art
School are fond of me," lie thought; "tire boys rit
the Grayon Glub are good boys. But 1 bif no one
belonging to me. There is no one at homne to share
the bineabble and the podded liam, for Maximilien
eats only ganary-seed and comnes niot out of bis
cage. It is very sorrowfui." Under tie influence
of these gloomy thouglits, Herr August twirled tie
faster, ccasing only whcn the bacon was laid in bis
hands. It was a large parcel, and greasy.

"Another paper, Ulrich," said hie with a sigli,
Ulricli placed a pile of papers on the counter and
held out bis liand for the parcel. But Herr August
was.looking at the palier. "Wliat is that?" said lie.

Ulrich spread the brown paper on the couniter,
respectfully awaiting the artist's pleasure. Hcrr
Aupst laid one fat, clever hand upon it. "Who did
it?" lie asked.

S"A liddle boy wlio lifs on my third floor," said
Ulricli. "Hie cornes always in the store when I am
oud, and always lie sgribbles on my wrapping-paper
mit cmn picce of pencil. lie is a bâd boy."

Herr, August grunted indescribably, staring at
the paper. Someone had been drawing upon it, and
the resuit was a very spirited horse. The lines,
though shaky, wcre placed apparently witliout doubt,
the .shading was excellent, thc pose masterly.

"It hias life 1" said Hcrr Muller with empiasis.
The boys of the Crayon Club could have told that
tliey neyer won higlier praise than that incisive "It
lias life 1" "What is tliat boy's name and lis age?"
as;ked Herr Muller, still staring at the paper and
breathing liard.

"Aboud ten," said the surprised Ulricli, "and bis
namne iL is Fiddle Lestrange. On the third floor-
up those stairs, Herr Muller-" and the astonisled
compatriot was watching Herr Muller's broadback
vanishing up thc stairs witli extraordinary rapidity.

Two niglits later, Herr August went to the
Crayon Club in a condition of unwonted gaiety. He
whistled as lie criticised the drawings, and bis
scathing tongue spared ail alike. The Club looked
ai each other. "It is that I liaf a new intercst."
said Herr Muller, noticing the look, "an interest
beyond the bad drawings of foolish boys, yes. I
have now a boy of my own, and bais name is Fidele
Lestrange. Frorn bis widowed mother and five
brothers 1 took him, and hie lifs witi nme and gleans
the halettes anid grinds the golours and waslies the
briashes and gris seed to Maximilien. is trame is

now I'ideîle Nlitille r, and s' tue day t hat naine c wil i
lic tic naine of a grcat art ist. greater titan Brituti
Riviere or Ian<lsecr or Rosa Bonheur, ves. 1 sawv
a (lrawitg of bis, wonterfui. It had life, it liveil.
I Look huxu front unworthy surroundings as wvlat-
dIvou-callunti took tire yoting Giotto. Giot to drew
sheep uponl a fiat stonie. Fidele drew borses upii
iîrown pliper. Long ago wlben 1 wvas yotung, 1
tbought inieseif to be fanious. Now I expcct to
rcach faîne in 'iny hubils. 1 hiaf lid inany dis-
appointîtîclts, yes. But thcre is soinething in iny
heart that tells me 1 shall have no disappoitituent
in mine Fidele. No. I wili teach i ni andi lie wxiii
bie great. lie is oniv twclf. lie is a child, witib
a chilti's iîrefereîîces. lie likes lietter to draw ladies
witb sinali waists anti outrageons bats than the
animais ie cari draw so wonterfuil. But ail tiat
wîll pass. lie wili grow wise. Now I say good-
efeîîing. Fidele bas a snîali golti. and I go to gif
hîii physie. T'ire xvork is gooti enougli. But in a
year or two nîy Fidele wiii put you iazy nues ail
te siaie."

Hie went, lcaving tic club stili starinig. Tbey
did îîot kîîow bow to express tlieir complex feelings.
Ami in trubli August Muller as a doinestic character
xvas a suiject for bobli tears andi laugliter. The Club
laurglict; but iL was very tender laugliter.

Wîb otiers, tirc Club grcw accustoinedi in tic
next few weeks to Fidele Muller. Among others,
iL was gradiraily borne in upon the inniers of tie
Club tint the chuld's ciaracter of budding artist
suiteti himi as badiy as bis new surname. Hie was
lioignantiy Frenchi; from bis eyes, clear and inex-
pressive as agates, to Iris agile feet tint coulti dance
s0 perfectly. Hie was a littie creature, matie for
dancing, for sunshinc, for ail swift movements and
sweet wortis. Hie visibly adoreti lerr August,' was
aiways visibly uneasy under bis praises and pride.
visibly troubieti and burdened by ail that was
expecteti of him. Sometimes Muller brouglit hini
to the Ciub's rooni on tiose evenings wien lie went
to, criticise the wcek's work Iliere, establislicd hr
witli exquisite pride in a corner, gave him paper
andi clarcoal, andi ever anti anion crept hack on tiptoe
to peep over thc roundeti childisi shoulder, expeet-
ing somte masterpiece of promise andi always dis-
appointed, thougli neyer cast tiown over wlat lic
titi not finti. "He wiil finti himself anti bis genius,
yes," said Muller paticntiy. "Fiticie. my littile cid,
art tbou not tiret of trawing ladies in feathers
andi frilis? Here is tic gast of a gow. Dry that."

Fidele woul 'd look up at liii, swiftly, uneasily.
The liglit of content bliat liad been in bis face wien
scratching away at wontierful imaginary ladies with
long liair andi feathers wouit give place to a sbadow.
Tic wouit obetiiently look at tbc cast of the cow.
Anti, presently, protuce a copy of it, no better blian
bliat by any otlier clever chitd witli keen eyes and
skillfui fingers. Or sÔ it seemedt the kcen-eyed
lads of the Club. But Hclrr August always founti
some promise in the work of bis Fidele. It was the
first time in bis life that lie liad net jutged justly,
thc first tume in bis life lic lad nlot seen clearly, andi
perliaps love iad blindeti bis keen cyes. As for tic
lads of tbc Crayon Club, tbey lovet liii. andi came.
to love Fitiele, far too wcli to put their tioubts into
words.

Tliey callet the lad Fiddie, as lic lad been calleti
by bis former comrpanions of the streets. Andi
playeti witb him andi petteti himn even to Muller's
content, tliough conscious always of a reserve, a
withtirawing, an uneasiness in hini. "Tic littie chap
is hitinLy something," was the opinion of the Crayon
Club. "Wondier wliat iL is? It won't do to say
anytbing, for oit Muller's just crazy about him.
It seenis to me;" someone was sure te atid, "«that bis
work's nothing mucli, if it wasn't for that horse on
the brown paper. That's wonterful. He's donc
notbing like tiat since. But be's a dear little ras-
cal." And it wotîld lie, "Hcrr Muller, will you let
Fitdile dance for us after we'vc donc this ?" Or,
"Fitdile, get up on the stand and do thc fat old lady

a rguiiig w it h thbe, SIreec j- c' *îî lu etor.'' Fid<111e
-ixttlti au\y lix. îti liglit grace aud sninuy
gaictv. But slicak of bis irisiîg and tie anighiîîg

cysgrew aitîXis, tie un glit face grew pttzzicd,
strained, tituciicd witli soiinetliiîg very like fear.
AIl tire anxicty. aIl tire fcar, \v as cx'ideîîtly for Herr
Augnust. For (1111r opinionîs thle eiiil cared iiot h
îng, lait lie ivatclict old MuIîller ceasclessiy with
tiose cicar, iniscrtttal, ioviîîg eyes. Mulhler feit
11o reserve iii hiitu, saxv no lack i ii uni, anid was
xviollv happy iii bis fair-reaiiîîig bopes, of xviich
1i(idle xvas alxvavs tire centre anîd tic source and
tire ultîmiate crown.

Soinctinues Mudler ivonhi tlil tiec hiild to criticise
tic svork of te Crayon Club, lisbcuîiug with grave
cagcrness to bis opinions, correctinîg t hemn, changiîîg
ricin witlb a word, wbiie the lads stuiile<i. It seed
to tlîem tint Fiddle, înnnîîînrîîîg bis sliy, chuldisi
judgmcn.ts of "l doni't like tlus,'' or ''f tink that's
prctty." bis eves aixvays iincasilv on tice tuaster's
face, rcad thit face so sircwdly tiat lie couit fore-
tell wlîeîî and wiere approval or disapp>rovai were
due. But 11inîler saw nothing of tuis. *lie foîînd
great htîle en(l cifort iii these immnature judg-
tuents. "'fiat is just su, yes,' lie wotild Say. "Tic
critical faciltv is lvelo)pitng, voir viii observe."
Oniy lie sai<l 'ýgritîgal." le \votl( go ou, "WaiL a
iiddle andi vonr wiil sec. ILt is a great gift our Fitidie
lias." Andtirbi ('lui) ivonit glatice aI caci otier
uncasiiy, conscious tif tice trageilv of tue.master's
sel f deccîttitin, tnt daring to speak, anti stilI soule-
wiat beiti iii dottit by tiat first astonishing horse
on Lire brown îiper, 'uIn tic liglit of Fiddie's inter
efforts, there was mi accouliting for tiat horse.
Yct bie saiti lie iad drawn it, andi lie neyer liedl,
thougli thie ptîiiied look amId tic fear always in-
creaseti inIiis face Mien iL was sliownl te anyone.

At last even Muller begaln to pin buis faiti chiefiy
te tit horse. For Fitdile bati neyer apîtroaciet
tice promise of tiat equine on tire brown paper. Hle
struggled wîb bis dlrawing, patient, afraîid, uneasy,
anti advaniced iui it no more than any otier clever
chilti would have done. Sonie <of tic strain andi
anxicty of tic little bov's eycs siowed at iast iii
olti MuIler's, tiougi lie was still olustinately confi-
<lent. "Yon will sec," lie saiti. "His gift sleeps
for a uittle whule, lut bie will awaken iL, yes. It is
often so. For a liddtle wiile bbc brain an<l LIe in<
do not work togetier, no. Hie will regover it. Gif
iim Lime. Anti do not forget tiat horse, tiat won-
berful hiorse. Wlicn I saw it, I feit like a mari of
science wlio discovers a ncw star, yes. My star
will shine and make nie famionîs It is a great gift,"

So il went on ail througi tic fail. Fititle grew
sleek andi piump and more ratiantly cheerful than
ever, exccpt over bbe maLter of tic drawing. Hie
seemeti utterly t0 lave forgotten lis poor, iungry
homne, tIc ffve quarreliing lirotiers, tie worricd,
ieavy-lianted motier. "Tie artistie temiierament
neetis serenity, iL tiects peace, iL neetis sunshine, iL
neetis roorn for expansion," oid Muller saiti wiseiy.
"That Lie goot Ail Father lias aiiowed me to gif
tbc chîlti, yes. Anti soon niy star will liegin te
sline briglily in tits cicar wcather." To Lie Club),
Muller's star. appeareti a very meteor, a wîll-o'-tîe-
wisp dancing amont vapours,.anything ratier than
a stcaty pianet of genius.

"Tic littie kiti's hiding sonîething," repeateti tic
Club in conference. "IIe's growing defiatît under
iL as weli as uncasy. And 01(1 Mulcr's anxious.
Wonder liow it'll ail end,. you fellows ?"

One cvcning olti Muller appeareti lefore tirent,
a fiat parcel under bis arm, Fitdile holding bis baud.
Hie estailisieti Fitdile in tic corner liefore tic cast
of a iion's heati, anti then unfoldeti tic parcel. -"It is
our Fiddle's liorse," said lie geninily, 'niceiy frameti
in lirown oag. It is to liang upon tic wail bere."
The Club solemnly murmureti iLs tianks. "Fîitile,
my chilti, wliy go you not on witi tic drawiîîg of
tie lion ?"

Fitdile looket at tic lion witli intense distaste,
lie iookced at bis own copy, whici bore a strong


