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At last the posing came to an end, and
Stephen, fully recovered, succeeded in find-
lng work, again. Janet had laid. down hr
brushes feeling that she could do no more,
and that the portrait must now meet its
fate. She felt.at once proud and'humble
as she stood before her easel and knew that
for ber the work meant progress, éven if the
longed-for.success should .not follow, for it
was the best she had ever done. 'But I
don't deserve much cred:t,' she mused, 'for
If I'd had my own way I would. have worked
away at Amy's beautiful .color, and never
stopped to think that there wasn't much else
to admire in ber. 'Art for art's sake" is
ail very well, but I guess It pays to let con-
science help a little, too. "Paint what you
see, and count it crime to let one truth
slip," Browning says; and I should have let
a pretty big truth slip if I had let Stephen
go ;' and Janet went with a light heart to
order ber packing box.

The jury of award stood in a solemn group
In one of the galleries of the Art Institute.
The doors were closed and guarded, and
against the walls leaned a legion of can-
vasses, alike in size, but vastly different as to
color and treatment. Some displayed pathet-
ic ignorance, sonie made their bid for favor
with a brave show of color and knowing
brush work alone, while the majority rep-
resented sincere, studious effort, coupled with
various degrees of ability. The jury itseff
exhibited a certain variety, being composed
of a very great artist, a great artist, a few
lesser local lights, and a sprinliing of res-
pectable elderly citizens, some of whom wera
trustees of the institute, Four pictures had
finally been selected .from the number sub-
mitted, and now stood up against the end
wall. One of these was a lavishly-executed
study cf a pretty girl in a pretty, yellow
gown; next to it stood an interesting "por-
trait of an old, white-bearded man, while
Janet's head of Stephen was the third. The
fourth represented a p;nk and white infant
-its features were as expressionless as those
of a wax doll, and, it must be confessed,
even less symmetrical. The scrap-picture
smoothness of its style, however, endeared
it to a few mild and conservative members
of the jury, who begged that It might be
considered when the final vote was taken.

'That's a clever bit of work,' said a local
artist with an air of conviction, indicating
the girl in yellow.

' Ye-es, it is,' replied the great artist,
slowly. 'It's too clever, In fact. I don't
know who painted it, but I know who must
have taught the student; but it strikes me
that be or she bas managed to catch the
man's mannerisms without the knowledge
and feeling which should go with them. It's

all surface, and one thinks of the paint ra-
ther than.of the subject.'

'How about the old man next to it,' ask-
ed another member. 'That shows a good
deal of sincere feeling for character, I think.'
A murmur of assent went round, and then
the very great artist spoke

' Yes, it's good-very good,' he said ; 'but
just a bit crude in color and self-conscious
in manner, don't you think ? That model
is such a picturesque old fellow that even
an indifferent study of him is generally ra-
ther interesting. Now, I like this boy's
head. It shows straightforward ability, and
grasp of character, too ; and there's some-
thing more-something fine and, elusive,
which, I suppose, must be called ideality, for
want of a better word. That student has
taken a model whom nine people out of ten
might call commouplace and uninteresting,
and bas found and expressed the boy's soul.
That's a task worth undertaking ; and the
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Bishop's Schools, as they were called, this
devoted man had worked wonders with the
boys. Perhaps bis work .was not appreci-
ated as it ought te have been by.the ma-a-
gers of the school, who took little more than
a perfunctory Interest in lt; but he did net
care about that. He was above desiring the
praise of men who thought little and cared
less for him; still, it was a genuine pleasure
to him that Mr. Crouch, the clergyman,

mirers of showed hlm frlcndliness.
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