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LADY TOMLINSON'S ART.

WHEN I first knew Gwendoline
Gilbert I very mnearly fell inlove
with her, Gwendoline Gilbert was
Hygeia herself. She was a parson’s
daughter ; she hadn't a penny in the
world. Sir John Tomlinson was the
member for Ratclif Highway and had
made pots of money by the adulteration
of the poor man's beer. . He came, he
saw, he conquered ; of course he did.
They were married, they started on their
honeymoon ; and I went to Herne Bay
for a fortnight in a huff.

In spite of Ner beauty and her hus-
band’s millions Gwendoline was not al-
together a social success.

“Look here, Lady Tomlinson,” said
Sir John (he always called her Lady
Tomlinson}), *‘you don't shine in society ;
you're not’y dancing woman, nor a
talking woman, nor a political woman,
and you ain'’t literary. 1 wish to heaven
you'd develop some sort of individuality
" of your awn, Lady Tomlinson.”

Lady Tomlinson retired instantly to
her boudoir and had a good cry. For
three whole days did Lady Tomlinson
brood and meditate, and then she sent
for Mr. Pargiter, the painter.

Mr. Pargiter hastened to present
himself at Palatial Crescent. e

“Mr. Pargiter,” said Lady Tomlioson,
“] want to paint—I want to paint in
oils.”

“Oh, certainly, Lady Tomlinson,”
said Mr. Pargiter, and he smiled and
rolled his eyes and rubbed his hands
and bowed. Mr. Pargiter wastoo much
of a gentleman ever to contradict a lady,
besides being a popular art teacher with
a highly aristocratic connection. There-
fore he would have said ‘‘Oh, certainly,”
if Lady Tomlinson had wanted to learn
to dance on the slack wire.

“I want you togive me lessons, Mr,
Pargiter,” said Lady Tomlinson. ‘I mean
to exhibit at the Royal Academy,” said
Lady Tomlinson. - “Ngnean to be a dis-
tinguished amateur and I want you to
show me how and give me lessons, Mr,
Pargiter.” .

*‘Oh, certsinly,” said Mr. Pargiter.

“Pray name your terms,” said Lady
Tomlinson. ‘‘Expensp is no object, but
I want the whole thing to be a secret
from my husband and my friends,”

Next day, at 10 precisely, a four-
wheeled cab containing Mr. Pargiter, a
large easel, several canvasses, numerous
brown paper parcels and a lay figure,
drew up at the Tomlinsons’ house in
Palatial Crescent. Mr. Pargiter was
shown at once into her ladyship’s boudoir,

“Now, Mr. Pargiter,” sasid Lady
Tomlinson when she had welcomed the
artist, *'I should like you to paint me an
ideal head.”

Mr. Pargiter stared at Lady Tomlinson
and suggested that the usual way was
to begin by drawing from what he called
“the round” in charcoal.

“Mr. Pargiter,” said Lady Tomlinson,
‘“you wouldn't refuse to oblige a lady.
I'm sure I shall learn much more easily
by seeing you work. My idea, you know,
was that you should paint and I should
look on—just at first, you know, till I
get my hand in.”

So Mr. Pargiter, began to paint the
head of a rustic. Mr. Pargiter was ac-
customed to dispose of heads of this
description to Wiggles, the framemaker
and picture dealer.

“] want you to leave the background
till the very last,” said Lady Tomlinson.

“Oh, certainly,”” replied the artist.

It took Mr. Pargiter four ‘‘sittings” to
finish that rustic head. When it was
quite done he remarked to Lady Tomlin-
son that there was nothing more to do
than to smudge in a background of burnt

sienna. )
““That's where I come in,” said Lady

Tomhason. *‘If you'll do the edge of the
background in all the little in-and-out
places round the edge, I'll finish it.”

They carried out that simple programme.

¢ Now there's nothing left bat to sign
it, I suppose 1" said her ladyship.

¢‘ Eactly so,” said Mr. Pargiter ; and he
took a little squeeze of ivory black on the
point of a small brush and was about to
affix the magic name of Pargiter.

*“ Let me try,” said her ladyship. She
took the brush from Mr. Pargiter’s hand
and in great sprawling letters she wrote in
the right hand corner of the picture,
* Gwen Tomlinson.’

‘““Madam,” said Mr. Pargiter, with a
low bow, when she had finished, *‘ you are
a genius.”

And then she placed an envelope in the
artist'’s haud. ‘I can trust you, Mr.

Pargiter 1"’ she said, in those sof*, purring |

tones of hers.

Mr. Pargiter laid his hand upon his
heart, gave Lady Tomlinson what looked
very like a wink and assured her, in
solemn accents, that she could.

Two days afterward, Lady Tomlinson
was ‘‘ at home,” I was there ; I am an
art critic by profession, you know. On »
green plush stood the rustic head in an
eight-inch gilt frame.

“What do you think of it, Mr.
Scorcher 7’ bleated that innocent lamb,
Lady Tomlinson, to me. *‘I've just got it
home from my framemakers and it's the
first of my effurts that I've had the hardi-
hood to show to my friends.”

I compared it to Greuze, I said it re-
minded me of Mme. Vigee l¢ Brun and
various other artists.  Next spring they
hung it at Burlington house ; they hung
that Pargiter, and we all went into
ecstasies at the private show.

Bir John Tomlinson is justly proud of
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