CANADIAN

The Artist

By MARGARET McLACHLAN

loved her and she had
him and married

E  had
laughed at
someone else.

This was ten years ago. She was a
widow now and had written to ask him
to paint her portrait. He had done it
Scores of times from memory. He
called the sketches “Ivory and Gold.”
Ah! those green eyes of hers!—flashing,
haunting, elusive green eyes. He dreamt
of kissing the white lids into sleep. . . .

And now he held her letter. She said
she had heard he was famous, and if
he hadn’t forgotten his old friend, would

he paint her? TForgotten her!—he
smiled as he read the words. The mem-
ory of her made him shiver. No other

woman had come into his life.

He wrote to say he would be pleased
to paint her. He wrote coldly because
he felt deeply. What an inspiration
she would be! What a picture he would
paint!

When the day came he stood by the
fireplace on a Persian rug. The studio
was large and furnished with pictures
and statues and draperies, and in one
corner a figure of a Bacchante—white
and cold. High up on a shelf were
pewter plates and mugs. A large un-
finished portrait of a girl rested on the
easel. She was very dark, and her blue-
black hair had the real shimmer of the
raven’s wing. The painter looked at it
critically from where he stood. Fre-
quently his eyes wandered to the door.
Woman-like, she was going to be late!
He glanced at the clock. It was not yet
twelve. It was he who was ready too
soon. Suddenly he moved to the win-
dows and drew the holland blinds to
temper the strong top-light—women
don’t like a blaze of light; besides, they
would both feel less shy in a subdued
light! The bell rang and the door.
opened. The artist hurried forward and
took the gloved hand of his visitor. She
was a beautiful woman—tall and slen-
der, perhaps a shade too slender. She
smiled cordially. He forgot  to smile,
but he quite agreed that it was a love-
ly day.

. Her colouring was just the same, but
there was a wistfulness in the green
eyes which had not been there before.
Had marriage disillusioned her? He
wondered. She looked at him. Of
course he was older, and his hair was
just touched with grey—but he was
extraordinarly good-looking and attrac-
tive. (What a little fool she had been!)

She walked about examining his pic-
tures and ornaments, chatting gaily all
the time. At the high mantelpiece she
paused, and her eyes ran over the photo-
graphs. She half expected to see an
old one of herself in a ridiculous hat or
balloon sleeves. But the photographs
were evidently all of portraits. E;

“I hate photographs, don’t you?” he
said, coming up to her.

“No—why ?” .

“Because they invariably smile.”

“But you paint portraits.”

“But I don’t paint smiles.”

“Who is this?” she asked, as she
pointed to a picture of a girl, strikingly
handsome,

“She was in last year’s Academy,” he
said, without answering her question.

She turned and faced him. “Are you
married ?”

“Very much,” he answered quietly.

“She reddened slightly. “Oh, I had
not heard. Where is your wife?”

“There,” he said, and he pointed to

e marble statue of the Bacchante.
“Isn’t she exquisite?”

_She laughed, because she was re-
lieved. “Ah, T see—‘married to your
art’ sort of thing.”
. “That’s it,” he said, and his
mgered on her face.

She looked away and began to un-

utton her gloves. . He watched her,
eager to see her hands again. Ah! they
Were just the same, almost transpar-
ently "white, with the long, nervous
fingers, But o wedding ring was on her

nger now!

“Shall T sit here?” she asked, as she
touched the model’s seat, an old oak
chajr,

“Please,” he said, as he placed a
“ushion at her back.

oW shall you paint me?” she asked,

eyes

as he began to arrange his easel.

“Just as you are,” he answered.

“But not with a hat on?”

“Yes, just as you are.”

“Ah! I see, the hat’s to hide the
wrinkles.”

“But you haven’t any.”

“Then call them lines—it is kinder!”

“Lines on a woman’s face are like
honourable scars on a man’s,” he said,
as he sharpened a chalk pencil.

Under the brim of her big hat her
eyes looked grey. Her white face with
the sad mouth was oddly piquant.

“I will begin now,” and he sketched
rapidly in chalk.

She watehed his face.
impassive. Did he remember?
wondered. :

He watched her, and despite her smil-
ing gaiety he knew she remembered.

“I want you to turn more to the left,’
he said, and he went up to her. He re-
frained from touching her face.

“Certainly; it’s my best side, isn’'t
it? All women have a better side, you
know,” a gleam of mischief shone in her
eyes.

“But all men don’t perceive it,” and
the man walked back to his easel.

“But artists do,” she answered read-
ily.

“It depends on——" and he stopped.

“On what?” she asked.

“Oh, on the artist, I suppose”—and
for the first time he smiled.

There was a silence.

“I’ve been in India since—since I saw
you.” She could not resist an allusion
to the past.

“Did the climate suit you?” he asked
indifferently, as he narrowed his eyes
and held up his pencil to measure the
depth of her chin.

“Fairly well. I got thin there—but
I was worried.”

No answer, but the
rapidly over the canvas.

She turned her eyes to him.

“Please look to the left,” he said, “at
my Bacchante.”

“I won’t look at her.
face.”

“I love it,” he said.

Something like a gleam of jealousy
came into the green eyes.

“She is so white and cold.”

“As all women should be,” he said
quietly.

His pencil was accentuating the curve
of her under-lip. She looked annoyed,
and with difficulty repressed the desire
to tell him he used to think otherwise.

“I was so pleased when I saw flatter-
ing notices of your pictures in the
papers.”

“Thank you,” he said warmly.

“I ought to be a little afraid of you
now you are such an important person,
but somehow I’m not. Do you like peo-
people to be frightened of you?”

“Certainly. One has so much more
influence over them. One can bend them
to one’s will.”

“Ah,” she said, “the old tyra}lny ?f
man! You ought to have lived in
Mediaeval ages.”

“But I should not have been so happy
as I am now.”

A faint colour came into her pale
— s sh idi1 low voice

“Why ?” she said, in a .

“Beczuse I should have had what I
wanted!” AR

“I don’t quite follow your reasoning,
and she turned impatiently from the
Bacchante to the man. !

“She knows”—and he jerked his pen-
cil in the direction of the hated statue.
His model shrugged her shouldgrs.

The artist obliterated every line he
had drawn. 3 £

“Am I so difficult?” she said.

“Terribly,” he answered.

“«But not ‘difficile’?” she said, almost

w her breath. 2
be!I(‘)-hen he slowly put down his cloth
and pencil and walked up to his sitter.

«Tt is no use,” he said, and his blue
eyes looked coldly into her_green onef.
They fluttered ~beneath his gaze. “I
can’t paint you:because—because I no

nger love you. 3 :
10Tghe Bacch);.nte’s smile seemed one of
triumph, . . . The woman drew her
cloak round her, and left the studio.

It was quite
She

pencil moved

I don’t like her
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There’s no reason why you should go
about with a parched palate and thirsty

o
Just call for a bottle of sparkling, invig- \
orating, thirst-quenching \\\

It is a most delightful beverage for this
‘“‘\\;\\ sultry, summer weather. \ \
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Keep a supply on ice in your own home— RN
it is absolutely chill-proof, and pours out \
clear as crystal without sediment.
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and pure sterilized water is used in brewing STERLING ALE.
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\\\ STERLING ALE has just hit the public taste because of
\\“‘“\\‘\\} its absolute purity thi ll::t the choicest hops, selected malt
\ 3

Inspection Invited,

Brewed and bottled

Reinhardts’

at the Brewery by
of Toronto ;

'SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all Branches

THE ROYAL BANK|

OF CANADA

—_—

Capital Paid Up ........ $7,500,000
Reserve Funds ......... $8,820,000
Total (Assefs .| ... ... $114,000,000

HEAD OFFICE: MONTREAL.

H. 8, HOLT - - - PaesioEnT
E. L. PEASE, VICE-PRESIDENT & GENERAL MANAGER
185 Branches in CANADA and NEW-
FOUNDLAND; 23 Branches in CUBA,
PORTO RICO and DOMINICAN RE-
PUBLIC.

BRITISH WEST INDIES

BAHAMAS 1 BARBADOS | JAMAICA
Nassau |  Bridgetown Kingston
TRINIDAD
Port of Spain
San Fernando

N, ENG. NEW YORK,
SIONDOR, - PG| ar ol
Princess St., E.C. and Cedar Sts,

SIGNIFICANT
ADVANCES

A few striking comparisons
made by Mr. E. P. Clement, K.C.,
President of the

Mutual Life

OF CANADA

in his address to Policyholders at
the 42nd Annual Meeting of the
Company held February 1st:

1886 1911 Increased
Income |$ 272,000($2.450,000 Nearly 10-fold
Interest 43, 75,000|Over 20-fold
s 905,000/18,131,000|Over 20-fold
Insurance|

in force|9,774,000|7 1,000,000/Ov. 7-fold
Surplus | 61,500( 3,312.000|Over 50 I

Head Office. - Waterloo, Ont.

The Delights Of The Grape

WILSON’S INVALIDS’

with Cinchona Bark extract,

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS,

were known and revelled in by our forefathers at the v q
world. They proved that it is not only the most luscious :Lyd%iﬁgigfwfh?
all fruits, but an invaluable agent for health, G

(4 la Quina du Pérou)

is the pure, undiluted juice of finest Oporto Grapescombined

It is a delight on 1}
blended with cold, sparking mineral water.g e d

PORT WINE

144 BIG BOTTLE,

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION ‘“THE OANADIAN OOURIER



