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The -Artist
By MARGARET McLACHLAN

H E had loved er and she, adlaughed. at hîui , and married
sorneone else.

This was ten years ago. She was a
widow nvow and had written to ask him
to paint her portrait. lie had done it
scores of times front nemory. Hie
called the sketches "Lvory and Gold."
Ahl! those green eyes of hers!I-fiLshing,
haunting, elusive green eyes. lHe dreamt
Of kissing thie whiite lids into sleep....

And now lie held lier letter. She said
she biad board he was famous, and il
lie liadn'it forgotten hie old friend, would
lie paint lier? Forgotten ber!-he
5uiiled as lie read the words. The mem-
orY of lier made hlm shiver. No other
Woman bail corne into his life.

le wrote to say lie would be pleased
to paint lier. lie wrote coldly because
lie feit deeply. Whiat an inspiration
slie would be! Wliat a picture he would
paint!

Wlien the day came lie stood by the
fireplace on a Persian rug. The studio
was large and furnisled with pictures
and statues and draperies, and in one
corner a figure of' a Bacchante-white
and cold. liigli up on a sheif were
pewter pla~tes and mnugs. A large un-
llnislied portrait of a girl res.ted on the
easel. Slie was very dark, and lier blue-
black liair had the real shimmer of the
raven's wing. The painter looked at it
critically fromt wliere lie stood. Fre-
quently his eyes wandered to the door.
Woman-like, elie was going to lie lite!
lie glanced at tlie dlock. It was not yet
twelve. It was lie wlio was ready too
sOOn. &uddenly lie moved to the win-
dows and drew thp.liihn hlih,A. 1fn

as lie began to arrange lis easel.
"Just as you are," lie answered.
"But not witli a bat on?"'
"ýYes, just as you are."
"Ah! I ose, the liat's to bide the

wrinkles."
"But you liaven't any."
"Tlien eal thorn limesi-L is kinder!"
"Lines on a woman's face are like

lionourabie scars on a man's," lie said,
as lie sliarpened a clialk pencil.

Under the brim of lier big bat lier
tyts looked grey. lier white face wîtli
the aad moutli was oddly piquant.

"I wiIl begin now," and ne sketclied
rapidly in cbalk.

She watelied lis face. IL was quite
impassive. Did lie remember? She
wondered.

lie watclied lier, and desýite lier smil-
ing gaiety lie knew slie rememliered.

"I want you to tura more to the 1sf tj
lie said, and lie went up to lier. le re-
frained from touching lier face.

"CertaÙnly; it's mny best aide, isnýt
iL? Ail women have a better side, you
know," a gleam of Inischief alione in lier
eyes.

"But ail men don't perceive it," and
the man walked back to lis easel.

"But art.sts do," slie answered read-
ily.

":IL depends on- and lie stopped.
"On wliat Y" she asked.
"Oh, on the artiat, I suppose"-and

for the firat time lie smiled.
Tliere was a silence.>
"I've beeu in India since-since I saw

you." She could not.reaist an allusion
to the past.

"Did the climate suit you Y" lie asked
indifferently, as lie narrowed his eyes
and held up bis pencil to measure the

Feeling

Tliere's no reason wliy you should go
about witli a parclied palate and tbirsty
tliroat.

Just cail for a bottle of sparkling, invig.
orating, tbirst-quenching

IL is a most deliglitful beverage for this
sultry, suminter weatlier.

Keep a supply on ice in your own home-
iL is absolutely chili-proof, and peurs out
clear as crystal witliout sediment.

STERLING ALE bas just bit the Dubiic taite because of

and Pure.uterJized watoe is used in brein@ STERINGALE.

Inspection Invited,
Brewed and bottled at tlie Brewerv bv

yoti?" he


