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Academy. After that 1 uscd to look for his
namne iu the Aeademy catalogue, but it seeomed
gradually to disappear, and whon 1 came ta,
Landon, seven ycars later, 1 only saw hiiin once.
Thon fortune seemed to have left him, and soon
after that 1 heard lie had gane abroad. What
ho has been doing since thon 1 cannot telli; ho
looks much older, and very delicate."

We found our way up to MLr. Sniith's lodg.
ing, whore we were warmly welcomed. Hia
largo, Iow-roofed studio had a square bnlcony
buit on ta the leads of the house, front %vhere,
on a clear day, one could have a glorious view
across the lagoon ta the outlying islands. There
wvas no viow this day, howevor, but a good fire
was burning in the stove, and we sat down
beside it to our coffee, and the two artists to
thoir cigars.

IlNow tell me about the folks at horne,"
said Smith-" the artists, I mean. It le ten
years since I was last in London-a flyirig
visit ; and since thon I've had littie news of
what wvas going ou in the Art world, except
from an occasional nowspaper, or meeting an
old friend as naw. I was haif broken.hearted
with disappointment when I ecame ta settie
here, for my pioture had been rejected ho
conseoutive years from the Academy, but .Ven-
ice, with her quiet and hor departed glory, ie
a very tender nurse ta a disappointed mani."
Ho said this without any bitterness, and when,
scon after, Ogilvie beae t» tal him abont th~e
London artists, and who were the rising mon,
and who were at the top of the troc, his face
lit Up with delight whenever ho board of the
success of an o]d frieud. Sa they sat talking,
until Ogilvie euddenly asked Smith what ho
%vas working at. Ho rose quietly and brought
forward a portfolio of %vater-color drawings, and
looking ovor it we saw sketches of Venice-
one of the fishermon's shrine near the railwvay
station, another of the island of St. Elena,
paintod from a gondola, the sun setting behind
it--and others-all dolicate and fe.l of feeling,
but wanting entirely in that 49something "
whieh attracts the public. Ogilvie stood before
them, not knoving what ta say, but quickly
reoovering himself spoke some words of praise
and made a few suggestions. Ho thon asked
if any of these drawings were to be, exhibited.
IlNo," said Smith, Ilthese drawinge are paut
of a commission I roceîved lately. It came
most unexpecedly, and I was desperately iu
need of it. For two yoars I had sold nothing,
and was quite at the end of my small savings.
1 had been ini the habit of going ta the pension,
where we met for dinner evory day ; but whZn
my funds -rau sa lw, lied been abligea ta, give
it up. One day I had a letter froma Frauloin

Mayer, to say that a frieud of hors lu Gerniany
wantod sorne water.color drawings of Venetian
subjoots-would 1 undertako the commission?1
I was thankful ta do so, and since thon the
paymont lias always beon coming in, in instal-
monts. The dm\wiugsair et eotmpleted. yet."

«'Surely," I said ta iny husband as we
wvalkod. home, Ilthat is a moat unusual kind
of commission Mr. Smnith hau got-tho payrnent
made in sucli a liberal way, and coming through
the landlady of an insignifleant Gorman pen-
sion "'I "Yos," ho answored, «l very unusual,"
but ho ovidently thought no more about it. I
lad my thoughts, however, aud day after day,
as wo sat opposite this gontlc-hoarted English.
mian-for we had beau moved ta the saine
table-and as 1 watchod his kind ways and
thoughtful, consideration for every o'ne-as I
saw how the landlady looked for lis cominq-
how her colour rose, aud the ]ight of hor eyes
deopened as hoe sat down beside her-those
thoughts taok shape. Bis health was very
firail, though-there seemed ta be au ahnost
daily decrease of vigor, and ho told. us hiniseif
that ho did nat expeet ta sea another spring.

Our timo of willing exile, however, was soon
at an end, and it was with sad hearts that we
bade farewell ta Venice. The sun waq shining
bright, and the ducal place glittering with alil
it get lit Up, as we lft, and Venice was the
Venice of aur drmaats!

MT. smaitli cme tD tae sation tn %et us off
and seemed sorry ta part with us, for we lad
boen much. together. Ho was looking very
white and dolicate, and the tears came to, xy
eyes as we bado him "11goodbye," for lis good.
ness lad taueled my hoart, and 1 know that
wo sdxauld meet no mare.

It was about six months later, that in open-
ing the nowspaper ane morning xny eyes feil
by chance on the announooment, "fDiod at
Venice, on the 2th ult., Arthur Smith, artist."

AUl that day, and for many days after, mýy
thaughts were back in Venice, living over again
aur happy dsys there with the gentle English-
man and tho German landlady. How would
she take hie death ? 1 wondered ; and where
were tho pictures her friend lied commissionod ?

It was nat until soute years later that we
vlsited Veulce again-this t'me in wlnter, ana
wo ]ived at the Hotel l3auer on the Grand
Canai. One afternoon 1 took a stroli along the
Riva Sehiavoni, and lu passing the lePension
Mayer " eaw the laudlady, who was just part.
iug fram, snme guests at the door. Turniug
frora her friendgà sbe saw mie, for I was waiting
aud watching f'or lier. She recognized me
immediateîy. IlYau wve a friend, of Mr.
Smnith," abe said ; f 'will yau iome up stairs il,


