st -

MY BULL-CALF. 289

which flowers grow on canvas as beautifully
as they grow in the fields and garden, and
where a large picture is steadily progress-
ing in which he figures as ‘‘The Coming
Monarch.” He would also see, far away
on the Pacific shore, another couple whom
he has helped to make happy ; and if he
could cast his eyes Bostonward he would
see, every now and then, Mr. Schemroth
writing to me to know when I could send
him other animal pictures, and assuring me
that he can find ready and profitable sale
for all that I can paint. And, best of all,
he could see, every day, Emma painting
daisies into my life,



