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THE MASTER

PROEM

Despite its long suctch of wintei, in whish May might wed
December in no incompatible union, 'twas a happy soil, this

Acadia, a country of good air and great spaces ; two-thirds of

the size of Scotland, with a population that could be packed
away in a corner of Glasgow ; a land of green forests aad ros;

cheeks; a land of milk and molasses; a land of little hills and

great harbors, of rich vallevs and lovely lakes, of overflowing

rivers and oversurging tides that, with al! their menace, did but

fertilize the meadows with red silt and alluvial mud ; a land over

which France and England might well bicker when first they

met oversea; a land which, if it never reached the restless

energy of the States, never retained the Old World atmosphere

that long lingered over New England villages ; save here and
there in some rare i^cadian settlement that dreamed out Its life

in peace and prayer among its willow-trees and in the shadows
of its orchards.

J. t Minudie, at Clare in Annapolis County, where the goodly

apples grew, lay such fragments of old France, simple com-

munities shutting out the world and time, marrying their ovn,

tilling their good dyke land, and picking up the shad that the

retreating tide left on the exposed flats ; listening to the An-
gelus, and baring their heads as some Church procession passed

through uhe drowsy streets. They had escaped the Gre<it Ex-

pulsion, nor had joined in the exodus of "Evangeline," ac',

v:v
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tad driftJh»"l '\° """."'?' "'" ^''"'P-Wot' of theirs whotad drifted back when the times grew more sedate; but for the

ZnScl "" * .^ 'T" *'" P™'''^^ by the labors of thepioneer Gaul, repairing the tnmble-down farms and the dilapi-

na?lrS p'^ ,r
°"'

f"*"
"" ^"'""^^ ""'^ predecessor had

thou and, ;f A
7°"."' ""' ®'**^^ ^'"»^' Britain sent

and''wt.h ft""r"
'"^"''"'^ "'"='''"8 .nto this "New Scot-land, which thus became a colony of " New England." Scots

toTkh1m!:,r' \l'T
-'< "-"-'^.-d the'oerman camto sink himself in the Briton, . a band of Irish adventurersunder he swashbuckling Colonel McNntt, arrived wHh a gS

^cadian repose had fled forever. The sparse Indian fastened

k thet! f "'Tl'
"™'"™^ '^''' ^'^ "" P'-'ee for himn the new order, and disappearing deliciously in hogsheads of

Ind ,b.^
"'rg'n greenwood rang with axes, startling the bear

and tll'T-
?"""

' P°""
"'"' P'°^ "»'» 'X'-'^ hemlock

CrashTthudrTr^' "'?' '''' '° '°* ""^ ^""'''' ""= fi^W^-crash .-thud The weasel grew warier, the astonished mus-quash vanished in eddying circles. Bridges began to span the

Th. K
tell eylmder that was about to crown civilisation.The caribou and the silver fox pressed inland to save theSkins. The snare was set in the wild-wood, and the crack ofhe mnsket followed the ring of the axe. The mtke™, anlthe herring sought destruction in shoals, and the seines brimmed

ttat tad bl d ''".l'"-r=
-d g-Pe-ux. The wild lidthat had bloomed with golden-rod and violets was tamed withcrops and p ump sheep and fat oxen pastured where the li d

tt aS "r ; d'™'''''
" "" '"'"'^"S had croaked under

ettlemen
•

I ^^'i 'T"'™' """ "'^ ^^'^"' "' 'he newsettlement, bv.ng work almost as much as they feared God •

;:,;:?r
"; ""'

': ^ytW"?. and opening I wide to tL'

ownfooi, 7.Tf ^"' """ l""'^e«.™d fashioned theirown ools, and shod their own horses, n.id later built their own

_„. ,..._^,^ „, ,,,^,, ^^^ fi-.J^ ^,^^ ^^^ J,.^J^^^ ^.^^^ ^^^^.^ ^^^

• Ji' lU-HJI



PROEM

saw -mills. There were women in this workaday paradise

—

shapely, gentle creatures, whose hands alone were rough with
field and house -work; women who span and sang when the
winter night-winds whistled round the settlement. The dramas
of love and grief began to play themselves out where the raccoon
and the chickadee had fleeted the golden hours in careless liv-

ing. Children came to make the rafters habitable, and Death
to sanctify them with memories. The air grew human with
the smoke of hearths, the forest with legends and histories.

And as houses grew into homes and villages into townships,

Church and State arose where only Faith and Freedom had been.

The sons and hoirs of the fathers did not always cling to the

tradition of piety and perseverance. The "Bluenose" grew
apathetic, content with the fatness of the day ; or, if he exerted

himself, it was too often to best a neighbor. The great mag-
E'its of New York and Boston drew ofiE or drew back all that

was iron in the race.

And amid these homely emotions of yeomen, amid the crude

pieties or impieties of homespun souls, amid this sane hearty

intercourse with realities or this torpor of sluggish spirits, was
born ever and ar.on a gleam of fantasy, of imagination : bizarre,

transfiguring, touching things with the glamour of dream.
Blind instincts—blinder still in their lonelint ss—yearned tow-
ards light ; beautiful emotions stirred in dumb souls, emotions
that mayhap turned to morbid passion in the silence and soli-

tude of the woods, where character may grow crabbed and
gnarled, as well as sound and straight. For whereas to most of

these human creatures, begirt by the glory of sea and forest,

the miracles of sunrise and sunset were only the familiar indi-

cations of a celestial timepiece, and the starry heaven was but

a leaky ceiling in their earthly habitation, there was here and
there an eye keen to note the play of light and shade and
color, the glint of wave and the sparkle of hoar-frost and the

spume of tossing .^"as ; the gracious fairness of cloud and bird

and blossom, the magic of sunlit sails in the ofRng, the witchery

of white winters, and all the changing wonder of the woods ; a
soul with scarry s«lf-consf.ionsness at best, y<

Nature, to give it back one day as Art.
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Ah, but tc see the world with other eyes than one's fellows
yet express the vision of one's race, its subconscious sense of
beauty, is not all a covetable dower.
The islands of Acadia are riddled with pits, where menhave burrowed for Captai-; Kidd's Treasure and found nothing

? A .^r.
^' "^'"P"' ^^'y ^"^^'^^ ^^« deeper holes they

found. Whoso with blood and tears would dig Art out of his
soul may lavish his golden prince in pursuit of emptiness, or,
striking treasure, find only fairy gold, so that when his eye ispurged of the spell of morning, he sees his hand is full ofwithered leaves.



3B00ft f -CHAPTER I

SOLITUDE

" Matt, Matt, what's thet thar noise ?'*

Matt opened his eyes vaguely, shaking off his younger
brother's frantic clutch.

" It's on'y the frost," he murmured, closing his eyes again.
" Go to sleep, Billy."

Since the sled accident that had crippled him for life, Billy

was full of nervous terrors, and the night had heen charged
with mysterious noises. Within the lonply wooden house
weather-boards and beams cracked ; without, twigs snapped and
branches crashed ; at times Billy heard reports as loud as pistol-

shots. One of these shots meant the bursting of the wash-
basin on the bedroom bench. Matt having forgotten to empty
its contents, which had expanded into ice.

Matt curled himself up more comfortably and almost covered
his face with th-? blanket, for the cold in the stoveless attic was
acute. In the gray half-light the rough beams and the quilts

glistened with frozen breaths. The little square \vindow-panes
were thickly frosted, and below the crumbling rime was a thin

layer of ice left from the day before, solid up to the eashes,

and leaving no infinitesimal dot of clear glass, for there was
nothing to thaw it except such heat as might radiate through
the bricks of the square chimney that came all the way from
the cellar through the centre of the flooring to pop its head
through tl«e shingled roof.

" Matt !" Billy was nudging his brother in the ribs again.
" Hullo !" grumbled the boy.

" Thet thar ain't the frost. Hark !"

"'Tis, I tell ye. Don't you hear the pop, pop, pop ?"
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"Notthet; t'other down-stairs."
" Oh, thet's the wind, I reckon."
" No

;
it's some 'un screamin' '"

Matt raised hiraseif on his elbow, and listened.
Why, you gooney, ifs on'y mother rowin' Harriet " he sa-M

tatln n : "^^ ^" 5'°""S- '>*'» "'""dy achieved a repn-tation Blustrons north winds had driven inland WliL th,trees hke lumbermen. I„ the Annapolis Basin myriad" "f hernngs, surprised by Jack Frost before their mig"arry in tt;awoke, had been found frozen in the weirs, and tl el a 11.des overflowing the high dykes had bee^ congealeT nto achocolate sea that, when the liquid water benefth ran bitthrough the sluices, lay solid on the marshes. By the shor!
L^l ^'"" "^ ^T "''^"'^' ''wed ghostlike^over arab;'

Snow had fallen heavily, whitening the " eversreen "hem1„.t<,

mn bv tb! in T*^'""" "' ''' f'^^B^
'
i"' the stage roadran hy the small clearing, in the centre of wi,i„i, .i, •

i

and barn had been built^a primidve gabled hi fliltTil'ark,nghness unadorned, and a cheap log barn of ihe "lefnl"type w, h .ts cracks corked with moi, fnd a roof o"slJack Irost might stop the mail, but he could not ston thegayeties of the season. " Wooden frolics " <,J u ^
and eandy.pnllings and infartfaVd'B^tisTttSe'eChad been as frequent as ever; and part of Matt's nToymefof his couch was a delicious sense of oversleeoin^ hfZlfogitimately, for even his mother could hardy expeet him t
S-' °.""n- ''- "•"" '" ""-^ ""y -turned fC dI^.I».lc. » -uiuddm- irolic" at two. He saw himself coasUng
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down the white slopes in his hand-sled, watching the wavering
radiance of the northern lights that paled the moon and the
stars, and wishing 'Ms mother would not spoil the afterglow
of the night's pleasure and the poetic silence of the woods by
grumbling about his grown-up sister Harriet, who had deserted
them for an earlier escort home. He felt himself well re-
warded for his afternoon's labor in loading marsh mud for
the top-dressing of Deacon Hailey's fields ; and a s.idden re-

membrance of how Lis mother had been rewarded for help-
ing Mrs. Hailey to prepare the feast made him nudge Billy
in his turn.

" Cheer up, Billy. We've brought back a basket o' goodies:
there's plum-cake, doughnuts—

"

" It's gettin' worst," said Billy. " Hark 1"

Matt mumbled impatiently and redirected his thoughts to
the " muddin' frolic." The images of the night swept before
him with almost the vividness of actuality ; he lost himself in
memories as though they were realities, and every now and
then a dash of sleep streaked tbeee waking visions with the
fantasy of dream.

'' My, how the fiddle shrieks !" runs the boy's reminiscence.
<-Why don't ole Jupe do his tunin' to home, the pesky
nigger ? We're all waitin' for the reel— the ' fours ' are all

made up
; Ruth Hailey and me hev took the floor. Ruth looks

jest great with thet white frock an' the pink sash, thet's a fact.
Hooray !~« The Devil among the Tailors !'—La, lalla, lalla,

lalla, lalla, flip-flop!" He hears the big winter top-boots
thwack the threshing-floor. Keep it up ! Whoop! Faster!
Ever faster ! Oh, the joy of life I

Now he is swinging Ruth in his arms. Oh, the merry-go-
round ! The long rows of candles pinned by forks to the
barn walls are guttering in the wind of the movement ; the
horses tied to their mangers neigh in excitement; from be-
tween their stanchions the mild-eyed cows gaze at the dancers
perking their naive noses and tranquilly chewing the cud. A
bat, thawed out of his winter nap by the heat of the temporary
stove, flutters drowsilv about thn f^amllec • and tho m''—" -* *^-

Stable and of the packed hay mingle with the scents of the ball-

£1
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head of swain or lass fs he shS of ,h^
."""^* '™''^''

the unthreshed kernel, in the motZefthA
'""' 1.'1°'^«''

even than the eye of hia ,.nlli„ « .
^ ^^™^' ''"'^' '«'«"»'•

from their ho e^s to 2Tm tT' T' '""' ™'"^ "'^' "^^
perhaps Sprat is only lazy for h! n

"P' "' ""'''" »"'
fortable sn'ngger, XTZ', '^I'.^ClTtsZTcarcass incessantly to escape the iets of tolT
«tantly sqnirted in his direction, t ves him rt ?n "lT
rtLrr;.fa;rtr' "°™j°-'

f
»»-""t ::

has mor'e H,httor;rL^™^.hrB:;^^"'1
rnd^^'t

far ian' rakL ItoTd her -h , ,.
''"' """ '" ""= ^^nnk,

when he was boss o- he'choo Tnd T
™' '^ ''"'^""«^^'' ™»

she don't seem to eai^a snap otil™ " """^ ''"'^'='-- ^ut
• fact. HeusedtoDnnT *^"'""'\'l"'""- ™«ers, thefs

f^ie. on toZiXZ. B t,V™hrai?;;f4™: ^^^ «=
when he pnlled little Ruth's ha r » He'd « L t "." ''""^

faew though he giV me two, aJmotr a„' SeT°;,d':" "Jme one „« ^ apiece, but there wam't no more let iM'l
t e::aTeeSywhrh ^' ^'^"'' »"\cTaW
the flV'eaf of Tyl^ L"L-.fok '^^27'> T' ^''^^ '"

glarin- at Harriet this moment Ponf ^ ^"^ """'" '^

lot o' ginger-beer an' spr^etb 'er De'aLr^Lr' ''""' *

Pop! pop! poni He don't „ V ^''^^ '^ opcnin'

I

bottles o''^„m'^Ho's'tarnalc.
-

""'"' ""'" "'"' "''""'^

talkin' to mothe. S; r;>/j^-
Seems like he's

He alius talks as if his mot-Th Zm o'ZZ'uu^ "?•

-^/;:^-up^-th-He7-ianTr^^^^^^^^^^

just es Pve heerd the iav« «n'T .
^^^ considerable,

u:„». ..„ ^^^ tne jays an the woodpecfepr« tij.,,^T. _i !kmt
.11 one from t'other, 1 vow, through"bdn' rl^srd at



SOLITUDE 9

Halifax. Thunderation I thet's never her dancin' with ole

Hey ! My stars, what'll her elders say ? Well, I wow ! She is

backslidin'. Ab, she recoUecks ! She pulls up, her face is like

a beet. Ole Hey is argufyin', but sbe hangs back in her
traces. I reckon she kinder thinks sbo's kicked over tbe dash-
board this time. Ah, he's gone and taken Harriet for a pard-
ner instead ; he'll like sister better, I guess. By gum ! He's
kickin' up his heels like a colt when it fust feels the crupper.
I do declare Marm Hailey is lookin' pesky ugly 'bout it. She's
a mighty handsome critter, anyways. Pity she kin't wear her
hat with the black feather indoors—she does look jest spliffin'

when she drives her horses through the snow. Whoop!
Keep it up! Sling it out, ole Jupe ! More rosin. Yankee
doodle, keep it up, Yankee doodle dandy ! Go it, you cripples;

I'll hold your crutches! Why, there's Billy dancin' with the
crutch I made him !" he tells himself as his vision merges in

dream. " Pop ! pop ! pop ! How his crutch thumps the floor!

Poor Billy
! Fancy hevin' to hop through life on thet thar

crutch, like a robin on one leg! Or shall I hev to make him
a longer one when he's growed up ? Mebbe he won't grow
up—mebbe he'll alius be the identical same size ; and when he's

an ole man he'll be the right size again, an' the crutch '11 on'y
be a sorter stick. I wish I bed a stick to make this durned
cow keep quiet— I kin't milk her ! So ! so ! Daisy ! Ole
Jupe's music ain't for four-legged critters to dance to ! My

!

what's thet nonsenste 'bout a cow? Why, I'm dreamin'.

Whoa, there ! Give her a tickler in the ribs, Billy. Hullo

!

look out ! here's father come back from sea ! Quick, Biily,

chuck your crutch in the hay-mow. Kin't you stand straighter

nor that? Unkink your leg, or father '11 never take you out
to be a pirate. Fancy a pirate on a crutch ! It was my fault,

father, for fixin' up thet thar fandango, but mother's lambasted
me a'ready, an' she wanted to shoot herself. But it don't

matter to you, father—you're alius away a'most, an' Billy's

crutch "kin't get into your eye like it does into mother's. Sue
was afeared to write to you 'bout it. Thet's on'y Billy in a
fit— you see, Daisy kicked him, and they couldn't tix his leg

back proper ; it don't fit, so he lies fits now an' then. He'U

I -I
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ChZ^' \'^'T u"°"- ^''^ ""^ ""t* <l«eP" into the ico

ska, you g,ris and fellers- Ro„„d with fhe pole- Whoopl

f wiglets! The rope's give! Don't jump off Billv I t»li

y^::,!!:^. gor;!:r't.J- »'"•' --'
'
-" .-^o^'

.Cif.j rL:rs ^thX^ot ;^r:i,:'-i -^rose clearly in hysterical vituperation
'"'""

homral/To„r"' ''%'^.''r"'
"' J"'™'^«'f' I do declare, goin-

0-Ti^ht, to;:;^
" « ^'^^'' -'" » ^°""g -n-i„ the lead

Pr:^'::;:^te~grr - '"» -^.- »C .««» Mner

i/;i"e^;\^:rdrdV;r;:,it\r.aTV ^^•'•'

h.B father's .leigb, not a wholesome ^ung ga ' ^ '""' "^ '"

^^;- But I was tar'd out with danciu' f'e^n a'uiost, and you

"Don't you talk about my dancin' vnn Kioi^r.- »

s ummix r T«of i.«
^ udncm

,
you bJabbm' younff

iegsT^UheifplgtZoT'' ^'^ "" ^°"^ ^'^^"^ "^* "- "-
"His legs is es straight es yourn, anyhow."

Ms rLXh-lirn'il^- -;^ H^a m" ^
tf f

I thJnt .« i,:^ » • ^^^ • ^ ^^» smell spruce everv tim.>
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" It's you that hcv hed too much spruce-beer, heyr
"You sassy minx! Folks hev no right to bring eyesores

into the world. I'd rather stab you than see you livin' with
Abner Preep. It's a squaw he wants, thet's a fact, not a
wife !"

" I'd rather stab myself than go on livin' with you."
For a moment or two Matt listened in silent torture. The

frequency of these episodes had made him resigned, but not
callous. Now Harriet's sobs were added to the horror of the
altercation, and Matt fancied he heard a sound of scuffling.
He jumped out of bed in an agony of alarm. He pulled on i h
trousers, caught up his coat, and slipped it on as he flew bare
foot down the rough wooden stairs, with his woollen braces
dangling behind him.

In the narrow icy passage at the foot of the stairs, in the
bleak light from the row of little crusted panes on either side
of the door, he found his mother and sister, their rubber-cased
shoes half-buried in snow that had drifted in under the door.
Mrs. Strang was fully dressed in her "frolickin"' costume, which
at that period included a crinoline; she wore an astrakhan
sacque, reaching to the knees, and a small poke-bonnet, plen-
tifully beribboned, blooming with artificial flowers within and
without, and tied under the chin by broad, black, watered bands.
Round her neck was a fringed afghan, or home-knit muffler'
She was a tall, dark, voluptuously - built woman, with blazing
black eyes and handsome features of a somewhat Gallic cast,
for she came of old Huguenot stock. She stood now drawing
on her mittens in terrible silence, her bosom heaving, her nostrils
quivering. Harriet was nearer the door, flushed and panting
and sobbing, a well-developed auburn blonde of sixteen, her
hair dishevelled, her bodice unhooked, a strange contrast to the
other's primness.

"Where you goin' ?" she said, tremulously, as she barred her
mother's way with her body.

" I'm goin' to drownd myself," answered her mother, care-
fully smoothing out her right mitten.

" Nonsense, mother," broke in Matt. " You kin't go out-
it's snowin'."
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He brushed past the pair and placed himself with his back
to the door, his heart beating painfully. His mother's mad
threats were familiar enough, yet they never ceased to terrify
Some day she might really do something desperate. Who
knew ?

"I'm goin' to drownd myself," repeated Mrs. Strang, care-
fully winding the muffler round her head.

She made a step towards the door, aweeping the limp Har-
riet roughly behind her.

"You kin't get out," Matt said, firmly. "Why, vou hevn't
hed breakfast yet."

^
^

" What do I want o' breakfus ? Your sister is breakfus
nough for me. Clear out o' the way."
" Don't you let her qo, Matt !" cried Harriet. « I'll quit in-

stead." ^

"You!" exclaimed her mother, turning fiercely upon ^er
while her eyes spat fire. » You are young and wholesome—the
world is afore you You were not brought from a great town
to be Duried in a wilderness. Marry your Preeps an' your Mic-
macs, and nurse your pappooses. God has cursed me with fro-
ward children an' a cripple, an' a husband that goes gallivantin'
onchristianly about the world with never a thought for his 'mor-
tal soul, an' the Lord has doomed me to worship Him in the
wrong church. Mother yourselves ; I throw up the position."

" Is it my fault if father hesn't wrote vou lately ?" cried Har-
riet. " Is it my fault if there's no Baptist church to Cobeauid
village?" ^

" Shut your mouth, you brazen hussy ! You've drove your
mother to her death

! Stand out o' my way, Matthew
; don't

you disobey my dyin' reques'."

" I sha'n't," said the boy, squaring his shoulders firmly against
the door. «' Where kin you drownd yourself ? The pond's froze
an' the tide's out."

He could think of no other argument for the moment, and
he had an incongruous vision of her sliding down to the river
on her stomach, as the boys often did, down the steep, reddish-
~'~

!-'i • - -1 5'^-^i°J mau, ui Siiiii-iiig x:iLo a squasii-iioJe like
an errant horse.
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" Why, there's on*y mud-flats," he j* Mod.
" I'll wait on the raud-flats fur the merciful tide." She fast*

ened her bonnet-strings firmly.

" The river is full of ice," he urged.

"T^'^^re will be room fjr me," she answered. Then, with a

sudden exclamation of dismay, •' My God ! you've got no shoes

and socks on ! You'll ketch your death. Go up-stairs d reckly.'*

" No," replied Matt, becoming conscious for the first time of

a cold wave creeping up his spinal marro>7. " I'll ketch my
death, then," and he sneezed vehemently.

"Put on your shoes an' socks d'reckly, yau \» "etched boy.

You know what a bother I bed with you last time.'

He shook his head, conscious of a trump card.

" D'ye near mo ! Put on your shoes and socks !'*

" Take off your bonnet an' sacque," retorted Matt, clinching

his . (Sts.

" Put on your shoes an' so^ks 1" repeated his mother.
" Take off your bonnet an' sacque, an' I'll put on my shoes

an' socks."

They stood glaring defiance at each other like a pair of duel-

lists, their breaths rising in the frosty air like the smoke of pis-

tols—these two gri'tesque figures in the gray light of the bleak
passage, the taM, fierce brunette, iu her flowery bonnet and
astrakhan sacque, and the small, shivering, sneezing boy, m his

patched hotrespun coat, with his trailing braces and bare feet.

They heard Harriet's teeth chatter in the silence.

''Go back to bed, you young varmint," said Matt, suddenly
catching sight of Billy's white face and gray night-gown on the
landing above. " You'll ketch your death."

There was a scurrying sound from above, a fleeting glimpse
of other little night-gowned figures. Matt and his mother still

confronted each other warily. And then the situation wae
broken up by the near approach of sleigh-bells. They stopped
slowly, mingling their jangling with the creak of runners slid-

ing over frosty snow, then the scrunch of heavy boots travelled

across the clearing. Harriet flushed in modest alarni and fled

up-stairs. Mrs. Strang hastily retreated into the kitchen, and
for one brief moment Matt breathed freely, till, hearing the

* :4
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"Harriet !" ho gasped, " the gu» ! the gun .•>

Ioad:dtu„trrett°;''::r^"''''rT'"^'''^™sMt. His

bean, in^he cZT^V:,^:iZZ^'''^' '"'""' '° '"'

tried to break opef the door but Co" d nT^The
\"'"'

'
:

getting round by the back war ZlT.T . u-
^° "'""""'^ "*

dismissed as qufctly. ThereLs no tiL?
'!'\"""'',' ™'^ '» ^e

he waited the report of the In cr,M "
a 'f'''''"'S""y

Ha/mad^^^Jre^enfatdtrrh^'S

rdrt:totL;ir:c^^^^
among the ruins of a ^h.ir . Ik "'^

,

"' "'"> *"' «" t^e floor

disarrfnged. Ind he ;«„' stUnfa 'e'd
1^"'' '"^ '°"''^' ^"^""^

What had happened wa,' T- '
'^"''"""''y <"> "s perch.

nice, taking advantaJ of t^"""!.' T' "* "" '"* Strang

frolic," had had a ?roHc o„M-
"'"'"'=' "' ""= """Jdin-

into ; sled, a^d bind 1.1.°" ""."r?'"'' """'"e ""e chair

the materna eye It IS,; ,

'P^'^^'^y^'"^'- 'og to deceive

Mrs. Strang's feet it haTf ' r .
'"P''"''"* " ^''""-i ""i^'

the gun. ^ *** °°"^P'"'' "''^ """^ hand could grasp

gri'ev™:e'"''Ti;:r™iIrh?h
''

'"

^'V-'"™^'!'
f"" of this new

-toariu- a„. a-ra^Tag" ' aV": u2 •' tT -,"\
"'^^ ^^'"''^»

together. It's 'noimt. .^ . f ' ' '""t keep two sticks

The s^und of th ttlenT f
'
""f-^ t''^''"

"P "-^ P°-«»"-"
brought her tol^Tf e^^ , fCZ'^^ , ^f'-^

the fronfdoor

self hastily with her hand.
'"^''" ''""« ">«'-

** Well, what 're vou o-awkln' at 2'» ^k • ,

go an' unbar the do'or 'sWo'UM"Kf " '^'"'' J'*"

Matt knew the symptol „f ,

° "'"' '*' " "-"'^ P'S'"
further n,,rley he ranfr, """"= ""'""tion; withoutpwiej „c .^u 10 the door and took down the beecheu
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bar. The visitor was " o!^ Hey," who drove the mail. The
deacon came in, powdered as from his own grist-mill, and add-
ed the snow of his top-boots to the drift in the hall. There were
leather-faced mittens on his hands, ear-laps on his cap, tied un-
der the chin, a black muffler, hoary with frost from his breath,
round his neck and mouth, and an outer coat of buffalo-skin
swathing his body down to his ankles, so that all that was visi-
ble of him was a little inner circle of red face with frosted eye-
brows.

Mrs. Strang stood ready in the hall with a genial smile, and
Matt, his heart grown lighter, returned to the kitchen, extracted
the family foot-gear from under the stove, where it had been
placed to thaw, and putting ou his own still-sodden top-boots,
he set about shaving whittlings and collecting kindlings to build
the fire.

«' Here we are again, hey !" cried the deacon, as heartily as
his perpetual, colossal quid would permit.

'*Do tell! is it really you?" replied Mrs. Strang, with her
pleasant smile.

" Yes—dooty is dooty, I alius thinks," he said, spitting into
the snow-drifi and flicking the snow over the tobacco-juice with
his whip. "Whatever Deacon Hailey's hand finds to do he
does fust -rate—thet's a fact. It don't seem so long a while
since you and me were shakin' our heels in the Sir Roger. Nay,
don't look so peaked—there's nuthin' to make such a tousc
about. You air a particHer Baptist, hey ? An' I gnc-ss you
kinder allowed Deacon Hailey would be late with the mail, hey ?

But^he's ec spry es if he'd gone to bed with the fowls. You
won't find the beat rf him among the young fellers nowadays
—thet's so. They're a lazy, slinky lot ; and es for doin' their
dooty t: their country or their neighbor—"

" Hev you brought me a letter ?" interrupted Mrs. Strang,
anxiously.

" I guess—but you're goin' out airly ?"

" I allowed I'd walk over to the village to see if it hed come."
• Oh, but it ain't the one you expec'."
** No «" she faltered.

" I guess not. Thet's why I brought it myself. I kinder

^ i

HH



ill

16 THE MASTER

n

scented it was suthin' special, and so I reckoned I'd save you
the trouble of trudgm' to the post-o^ce. Deacon Ilailey ain't
the man to spare himself trouble to obleege a fellow-crxtter Do
es you'd be done by, boy?" The deacon never lost an opportu-
nity of pointing the mural of a position. Perhaps his sermoniz-mg tendency was due to his habit of expounding the Sunday
texts at a weekly meeting, or perhaps his weekly exposition was
due to his sermonizing tendency.

" Thank you." Mrs. Strang extended her hand for the letterHe produced it slowly, apparently from up the sleeve of his top-
most coat, a wet, forlorn-looking epistle, addressed in a sprawl-mg hand. Mrs. Strang turned it about, puzzled
"P'raps it's from Uncle Matt," ejaculated Matt, appearing

suddenly at the kitchen door.
^

uZ^^'^'^lF^
^"'^' ^^" °" *^^ '^^^"^'" «aid Mrs. Strang.

It s a Halifax stamp." She could not understand it ; her own
family rarely wrote to her, and there was no hand of theirs in
the address. Deacon Ilailey lingered on, app.;r^ntly prepared
in his consideration for others, to listen to the contents of his
" fellow-critter's " letter.

"Ah, sonny," he said to Mat,\ " only jest turned out, and not
slicked up yet. When I was your age I hed done my day's
chores afore the day hed begun. No wonder the Province is so
'tarnally behindhand, hey ?"

" Thet's so," Matt murmured. Pop ! pop ! pop ! was all that
he heard, so that ole Hey's moral exhortations left him neither
a better nor a wiser boy.

Mrs. Strang still held the letter in her hand, apparently having
become indifferent to it. Ole Hey did not know she was wait-mg for him to go, so that she might put on her spectacles and
read it. She never wore her spectacles in public, any more than
she wore her nightcap. Both seemed to lier to belong to the
privac: « .f the inner life, and glasses in particular made an old
woman oi one before one's time. If she had worn out her eyes
wiOi needle-work and tears, that wa^. not her neighbors' business.
The deacon, with no sign of impatience, elaborately unbut-

toned his outer buffalo-skin, then the overcoat beneath that and
lae coat under that, and then, pulling up the edge of his cardi-
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gan that fitted tightly over his waistcoats, he toilsomely thrust
his horny paw into his breeches-pocket and hauled out a fig of
" black-jack." Then he slowly produced from the other pocket
a small tool-chest in the guise of a pocket-knife, and proceeded
to cut the tobacco with one of the instruments.

•' Come here, sonny !" he cried.

" The deacon wants you," said Mrs. Strang.
Matt moved forward into the passage, wonderihg. Ole

Iley solemnly held up the wedge of black-jack he had cut,
and when Matt's eye was well fixed on it he dislodged the old
" chaw " from his cheek with contortions of the mouth, and
blew it out with portentous gravity. Lastly, he replaced it by
the wedge of '« black-jack," mouthed and moulded the new quid
conscientiously between tongue and teeth, and passed the ball
into his right cheek.

" Thet's the way to succeed in life, sonny. Never throw away
dirty afore you got clean, hey ?"

Poor Matt, unconscious of the lesson, waited inquiringly and
deferentially, but the deacon was finished, and turned again to
his mother.

" I 'spect it '11 be from some of the folks to home, mebbe."
" Mebbe," replied Mrs. Strang, longing for solitude and spec-

tacles.
*^

•* When did you last hear from the boss ?"

" He was in the South Seas, the capt'n, sellin' beads to the
savages. He'd a done better to preach 'em the Word I do
allow."

'

'' Ah, you kin't expect godliness from sailors," said the dea-
con. " It's in the sea es the devil spreads his nets, thet's a
fact."

" The Apostles were fishermen," Mrs. Strang reminded him.
" Yes

;
but fishers ain't sailors, Mrs. Strang. It's in futrin

parts that the devil lurks, and the further a man goes from his
family the nearer he goes to the dpvil, hey ?"

Mrs. Strang winced. " But he's gittin' our way now," she
protested, unguardedly. «« He's comin' South with a freight."

J -•»'!•. iuiiucio, ucV ;

Mrs. Strang bit her lip and flushed. " I don't kear," the dea-
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con aaid, reassuringly. " I don't see why Nova Scotia should
go solid for the North. What's the North done for Nova
Scotia 'cept ruin us with their protection dooties, gol durn 'em.
They won't have slaves, hey ? Ain't we their slaves ? Don't
they skin us es clean es a bear does a sheep ? Ain't they alius
on the lookout to snap up the Province ? But I never talk
politics. If the North and South want to cut each other's
throats, that's not our consarn. Mind your own business, I
alius thinks, hey ? And if your boss kin make a good spec by
provisionin' the Southerners, you'll be a plaguy sight better off,

I vow. And so will I—for, you know, I shall hev to call in the
mortgage unless you fork out thet thar interest purty slick.

There's no nnderhandedress about Deacon Hailey. He gives
you fair warnin'."

" D'rectly the letter comes you shall have it—I've often told
you so."

" Mebbe thet '11 be his letter, after all—put his thumb out, I
guess, Md borrowed another feller's, hey ?"

« No—he'd be nowhere near Halifax," said Mrs. Strang, her
feverish curiosity mounting momently. "Don't them thar
sleigh-bells play i tune ! I guess your horses air gettin' kinder
restless."

" Well— thert s nuthin' I kin do for you to Cobtquid Vil-
lage ?" he said, lingeringly,

Mrs. Strang shook her head. " Thank you, I guess not."
" You wouldn't kear to write an answer now—I'd be tolerable

pleased to post it for you down thar- Alius study your fellow-
critters, I alius thinks."

" No, thank you."

Deacon Hailey spat deliberate!)- on the floor.

" Er—you got to home safe this mornin' ?"

" Yes, thank you. We all come together, me and Harriet
and Matt. 'Twere a lovely walk in the moonlight, with the
Aurora Boreali3 a-quiverin' and a-flushin' on the northern ho-
rizon."

*'A-h-h," said the deacon sl^^'v, and rather puzzled. "A
roarer ! Hey ?"

At this moment a sudden stampede of hoofs and a mad
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Harriet

'ith the

lern ho-

i. "A

a mad

jangling of belis were heard without. With a « Durn them
beasts I" the deacon breathlessly turned tail and fled in pursuit
of the mail-sleigh, mounting it over the luggage-rack. When
•10 » id turned the corner, Matt's grinning face emerged from
obL.. i the snow-capped stump of a juniper.
" I reckon I fetched him thet time," he said, throwing away

the remaining snowball, as he hastened gleefully inside to par-
take of the contents of the letter.

He found his mother sitting on the old settle in the kitchen,
her spectacled face gray as the sand on the floor, her head
bowed on her bosom. One limp hand held the crumpled letter.
She reminded him of a drooping foxglove. The room had a
heart of fire now, the stove in the centre glowed rosily with
rock - maple brands, but somehow it struck a colder chill to
Matt's blood than before.

" Father's drownded," his mother breathed.
"He'll never know 'bout Billy now," he thought, with a

gleam of relief.

Mrs. Strang began to wring her mittened hands silently, and
the letter fluttered from between her fingers. Matt made a
dart at it, and read as follows

:

Dear Harm,—Don't take on but ime sorrie to tell you that the Cap is a
gone goose we run the block kade onst slick but the 2 time we was took by
them allfird Yanks we reckkend to bluflf 'era in the fog but about six bells a
skwad of friggets bore down on us sudden like ole nick the cap he sees he
was hemd in on a lee shoar and he swears them lubberlv northers shan't
have his ship not if he goes to Davy Jones his loker he lufs her sharp up
nito the wmd and sings out lower the longbote boys and while the shot was
tearm and crashin through the riggin he springs to the hall-yards and hauls
down the cullers then jumps through the lazzaret into the store room kicks
the head of a carsk of ile in clinches a bit of oakem dips it in the ile and
touches a match to it and drops it on the deck into the runin ile and then runs
for it hisself jumps into the bote safe with the cullers and we sheer off into
the fog mnfflin our oars with our caps a-i afore that tarnation flame bust
out to show where we were we warnt there but we heard the everlastin fools
poundm away at the poor <>} innocent Sally Bell till your poor boss dear
marm he larfs and ses he sl.ipmets aes he look at good old Sally she's stickin
out her yellow tonene at em ai"! wrinnin at tv.^ a^, :._ i .

inarm but that was his way he never larfed no more for wed disremerabered
the cumpess and drifted outer the fog into a skwall and the night was comia
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on and we drov blind on a reef and capsized but we all struck out for shore
and allowed the cap was setting sale the same way as the rest on us but
when we reached the harbor the cap he warnt at the helm and a shipmet sed
ses he as how he would swim with that air bundle of cullers that was still

under his arm and they tangelled round his legs and sorter dragged him under
and kep him down like sea-weed and now dear marm he lays in the Gulf of
Mexlker kinder rapped in a shroud and gone aloft I was the fust mate und a
better officer I never wish to sine with for tho he did sware till all was bl'-

his hart was like an unborn babbys and wishing you a merry chriatmas and
God keep you and the young orfuns and giv you a happy new year dear
marm you deserve it.

ime yours to command,

HosKA Cuddy (Mate),

p s.—i would have writ erlier, but i couldn't get your address till i worked
my way to Halifax and saw the owners scuse me not puttin this in a black
onwellop i calclated to brake it eesy.

Matt hastily took in the gist of the letter, then stood folding
it carefully, at a loss what to say to the image of grief rocking
on the settle. From the barn behind r\me the lowing of Daisy—hal* protestation, half astonishment at the unpunctuality of
her breakfast. Matt found a momentary relief in pitying the
cow. Then his mother's voice burst out afresh.

" My poor Davie," she moaned. «« Cut off afore you could
repent, too deep down fur me to kiss your dead lips. I hevn't
even got a likeness o' you

;
you never would be took. I shall

never see your fivce again on airth, and I misdoubt if I'll meet
you in heaven."

" Of course you will—he saved his flag," said Matt, with shin-
ing eyes.

His mother shook her head, and set the roses on her bonnet
nodding gayly to the leaping flame. " Your father was born a
Sandemanian," she sighed.

" What is thet?" said Matt.

" Don't ask me ; there air things boys mustn't know. And
you've seen in the letter 'bout his profane langwidge. I never
would 've run off with him

; all my folks were agen it, and a sore
time I've hed in the wilderness 'way back from my beautiful—J- — &'• * pjivccu tiuc jLtiDie iur u vuxse,
an' it came : * An' they said unto her, Thou art mad. But she
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constantly affirmed it was even so. Then said they, It is his

She nodded and muttered, "An' I was his anffel," and the

7::^'T^t^ "^ '^' ^''^'^^'' " « y«« -«r« « good boy,

ffom " '
'

" ^''''''^ ^"'''' ''^''' *^'^ *^*' ^^^^^ ««^^

"Hedn't I better tell Harriet?" he asked.
" Acts, chapter eleven, verse fifteen," muttered his mother.

It was the finger of God. What's thet you say 'bout Harriet?Am t she finished oittivatin' herself yet—with her father layin'
dead, too r She got up and walked to the foot of the stairs.
" Harriet !" she shrieked.

Harriet dashed down the stairs, neat and pretty.
; You onchristian darter!" cried Mrs. Strang, revolted bv her

sprightlmess. " Don't you know father's drownded i"

Harriet fell half-fainting against the banister. Mrs. Strang
caught her and pulled her towards the kitchen.
"There there," she said, "don't freeze out here, ray poor

child. The Lord's will be done."
Harriet mutely dropped into the chair her mother drew for

her before the stove. Daisy's bellowing became more insistent.
An he never lived to take me back to Halifax, arter all

'"

moaned Mrs. Strang.

" Never mind mother," said Harriet, gently. « God will send
you back some day. You hev suffered enough."

Mrs. Strang burst into tears for the first time. "Ah you
don t know what my life hes been!" she cried, in a passion of
self-pity. '^

Harriet took her mother's mittened hand tenderly in hers.
Yes we do, mother-yes we do. We know how you hev

slaved and struggled."

As she spoke a panorama of the slow years was fleeting
through the minds of all three-the long blank weeks uiT-
colored by a letter, the fight with poverty, the outbursts of
temper; all the long-drawn pathos of lo.3ely lives Tears
gathered m the children's eyes^moro for themseives than for
their dead father, who for the moment seemed but gone on a
longer voyage. ^

*|
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"Harriet," said Mrs. Strang, choking back her sobs, "bring
down my poor little orphans, and wrap them up well. We'll
say a prayer."

Harriet gathered herself together and went weeping up the
stairs. Matt followed her with a sudden thought. He ran up
to his room and returned, carrying a square sheet of rough
paper. °

His mother had sunk into Harriet's chair. He lifted up her
head and showed her the paper.

" Davie !" she shrieked, and showered passionate kisses on
the crudely -colored sketch o* a sailor-a figure that had a
strange touch of vitality, a vivid suggestion of brine and breeze.
She arrested herself suddenly. «« You pesky varmint!" she
cried. "So this is what become o' the fly-leaf of the biff
Jsible

!

°

Matt hung his head. " It was empty," he murmured.
"Yes, but there's another page thet ain't—thet tells you to

obey your parents. This is how you waste your time 'stead o'
wood-choppin'."

" Uncle Matt earns his livin' at it," he urged.
"Uncle Matt's a villain. Don't you go by your Uncle Matt,

fur Ian s sake." She rolled up the drawing fiercely, and Matt
placed himself apprehensively between it and the stove.

" You said he wouldn't be took," he remonstrated.
Mrs. Strang sullenly placed the paper in her bosom, and the

action reminded her to remove her bonnet and sacque. Harriet
drooping and listless, descended the stairs, carryincr the two-
year-old and marshalling the other little ones—a blinking be-
wildered group of cherubs, with tousled hair and tumbled
clothes. &prat came down last, stretching himself sleepily He
had kept the same late hours as Matt, and, returning with him
from the » muddin' frolic," had crept under his bed.
The sight of the children moved Mrs. Strang to fresh weep-

ing. She almost tore the baby from Harriet's arms.
"He never saw you !" she cried, hysterically, ciosinf. the wee

yawning mouth with kisses. Her eyes fell on Billy limping
towards the icd-hot stove where the others were already clus-
tered.

"^

M the
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" An' he never saw your she cried to him, as she adjustod
the awed infant on the settle. " Or it would hev broke his
heart. Kneel down and say -i prayer for him, you miocheevious
little imp."

Billy, thus suddenly apostrophized, paled with nervous frieht
His big gray eyes grew moist, a lump rose ^.n his throat. But
he knelt dowh with the rest and began bravely

:

" Our Father, which art in heaven—"
-Well, what are you stoppin' about?" jerked his mother,

for the boy had paused suddenly with a strange light in his

"I never knowed what it meant afore," he said, simply.
His mother's eye caugrht the mystic gleam from his.
"A sign! a sign!" she cried, ecstatically, as she spranxr up

and clasped the little cripple passionately to her heaving bolom

CHAPTER II

M

THE '^AD MAN MAKES HIS FIRST AND LAKT APPEARANCE

The death of his father—of whom he had seen so little-
gave Matt a haunting sense of the unsubstantiality of things
What! that strong, wiry man, with the shrewd, weather-beaten
face and the great tanned hands and tattooed arms, was only a
log swirling in the currents of unknown waters! In vain he
strove to figure him as a nebulous spirit—the co'nceDvlon would
not stay. Nay, the incongruity seemed to him to touch blas-
phemy. His father belonged to the earth and the seas ; had no
kmship with clouds. How well he remembered the day, nearly
three years ago, when they had parted forever, and,' indeed
)t had been sufficiently stamped upon his memory without this
iinal blow.

It is a day of burning August—so torrid that they have left
their coats on the beach. They are out on the sand flats, wad-
ing for salmon among the giant saucers of salt water, the minia-
ture lakes left by the tide, for this is one of the rare spots in
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the Province where the flsh may be token thu, Wl.a. /„n i. i.

mgh jab each other's toes with their pitchforks, a^d compllt"tear each other's shirt-sleeves away in the fn.l,^U,TT. '^

darting monster, so that the heat blilters th i^", 1 "th litwhite blobs that stand out against the brown of tTe WsTn

heavier Xon At 1,^ T"" *' '^"^ "»'' 'he man the

in tir .?r .:? "^*' ^ """y *•« ""-"ing homeward latem the afternoon, Matt stands still suddenly rlnt b„ iL f
of the scene, the shimmering pools, the TtlTlf'C/:: ^Sue,

n with sea- weeds, the background of red h^Z uIT'crowned with scattered yellow fafms emboJmed in \ '

green spruces, and, broodfng over all, thrw^rAi "cieTth:honzon Its cold blue veiled and warmed and so en 'dty a pa,

wSear; '"""'",%'"'" "' P"'^ amethyst'tb^ed

tie beauty.
"' '"' ^"'^ '" """ ''^ -^»' ^^"niy ffels

"Come along, sonny," says his father, looking b.-'-But the boy lingers still till the man rejoins bin. puzzled

onZr '

'
'" '""' "'"" '" "^^ -i'^-

" I' ''-•"er -^ade.:'barn

"Everytbin's on faar," says tho bov waving b!.. „i, u. i.

eomprehensively. His dialect differs a whhTom b
^ !'"''

elled father's. In bis little God^l^kln' „Z o ATadTarvariouslyproportioned mixture of English and Amiif t- ^
with local variations of Lowland and H ghland Sc" cTv "^''i
Ireland brogue and French patois, loos!" 1' Hutt! N vl

rirC;r Srcy'ifru;^ - ^^"^" -"^-
David Strang smiles. - Why, you are like brnfh. rf^t » -

«ays, m amused astonishment. All day his son'«" "fi i"''mused the stranger, but this is a reveH'C
"

'

' '^



THE DEAD MAN MAKES HIS FIBST AND LAST APPEARANCE 26

"Like your wicked brother Matt?" queries the boy in.amaie.
David's smile gleams droller.

"i\vast there, you mustn't hearken to the mother. She
knows naught o' Matt 'cept what I told her. She is Halifax
bred, and we lived 'way up country. I ran away to sea, and left
him anchored on dad's farm. When I made port again dad
was gone to glory, and Matt to England with a petticoat in tow."

" But mother said he sold the farm, an' your share, too."
" And if he didn't it's a pity. He had improved the land,

hadn't he ? and 1 might have been sarved up at fish dinners for
all he knew. I don't hold with this Frenchy law that says all
the bairns must share and shf.re alike. The good old Scotch
fashion is good 'nough for me~Matt's the heir, and God bless
him."

"Then wh> die' n't you marry a Scotchwoman J" asked Matt,
with childish irrelevance.

" 'Twas your mother's fault," answers David, with a half-
whimsical, half-pathetic expression.

" And why didn't you take her to sea with you ?"

" Nay, nay
;
the mother has no stomach for it, nor I either.

And then there was Harriet— a little body in long clothes.
And the land was pretty nigh cleared," he adds, with a suspi-
cion of apology in his accent, " and we couldn't grow 'nough to
pay the mortgage if I hadn't shipped again."

" And why am I like uncle ?"

" Oh, he used to be alius lookin' at the sky—not to find out
whether to git the hay in, mind you, but to make little picturs
on the sly in the hay-mow on Sundays, and at last he sold the
farm and went to London to make 'em."

Matt's heart begins to throb—a strange new sense of kinship
stirs within him.

" Hev you got any of them thar picturs?" he inquires, eagerly.
"Not one," says David, shaking his head contemptuously.

" His clouds were all right, because clouds may be anything

;

but when he came to cows, their own dams wouldn't know 'em;
and as for his ships—why, he used to hoist every inch o' can'
vas in a hur'cane. I wouldn't trust him to tattoo a galley-boy.
But h§ bad a power of ind^strjr, dear old M^tt ; and I aeis he's
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larnt better now, for when I writ to him teJlin' him I was «live
and gom to get spliced, he writ back he wfts settled in London
'"

i?^.? ,"" ^"^' ^""^ '"*''^"' "'^"^y ^^ it' an<i good-luck to him."
Matt 8 heart swells. That one can actually make money bymaking pictures is a new idea. He has never imagined thatmoney can be made so easily. Why, he might help to pay off

the mortgage
!

He does not see the need of going to London
to make them-he can make them quite well here in his odd
moments, and one day he will send them all to this wonderful
kinsman of his and ask him to sell them. Five hundred at
sixpe.7ce each-why, it sounds like one of those faery calcula-
tions with which McTavit sometimes dazzles the school-rccmHe wonders vaguely whether pictures are equally vendible at
that other mighty city whence his mother came, and, if so
whether he may not perhaps help her to accomplish the dream
of her married life-the dream of going back there.
'An uncle's got the same name as me !" he cries, in ecstasy.
I should put It t'other way, sonny," says his father, dryly

;though when I give it you in his honor I didn't calc'late it 'udmake you take arter him. But don't you git it into your figure-
aead that you re goin' to London-you've jest got to stay right
here and look arter the farm for mother. See? The pieturs
that God s made are good 'nough for me-that's so "

il

v"
u j^'^nf' ^ f"" ,?""^ ^'^y °" ^^'•^'" ^«^e^s Matt, read-

Ue sa s_!„
^ ^ ''^'' ^""' "^^"^^ *« ^^ ^ pirate. Silly Billy !

His father silences him with a sudden " Damn '"

" What's the matter?" he asks, startled.
"I guess you're the silly Billy, standin' jabberin' when the

tide's a-rushin' in. We'll have to run for it

"

Matt gives a hasty glance to the left, then takes to his heels
straigh across the sands in pace with his father. The famous
.ore of the Bay of Fundy. in a northerly inlet of which theynave been fishing, is racing towards .hem from the left, and to

get to shore they must shoot straight across the -^allopin^ cur-
rent. They are at the head of the bay, where the tide reaches
a maximum snppfl nf +o« »>,n— ..„ i. i ,,— -r-"- - -" miica au ixuur, aua ine sailor, so rarely
at home, has forgotten its idiosyncrasy.
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" You might ha' kcp' your weather-eye open," he growls. " I
wonder you've never been drownded afore."

"We shall never do it, father," pants Matt, taking no notice
of the reproach, for the waves are already lapping the rim of
the little sand island (cut out by fresh-water rivulets) on which
they find themselves, and the pools in which they had waded
are filling up rapidly.

" Throw 'em away," jerks the father ; and Matt, with a sigh of
regret, unstrings his piscine treasures, and, economically putting
the string into his pocket, speeds on with renewed strength.
But the sun flares mercilessly through the fulgent haze; and
when they reach the end of their island they step into three
feet of water, with the safe shore a quarter of a mile off. David
Strang, a human revolver in oaths, goes off in a favorite saquence
of shots, but hangs fire in the middle, as if damped.

"Strikes ms the mother '11 quote Scripture," he says, grimly
instead.

^^

" I suppose you can't swim, sonny ?" he adds.
" Not so fur nor thet," says Matt, meekly.
David grunts in triumphant anger, and, shifting his pitchfork

to his left hand, he grasps Matt with his right, and lifts him
back on to the burning sand, already soddened by a thin frcihy

" Now th<.n, hi.n' us your fork," he says, crossly. He knocks
out the iron prongs of both the pitchforks, ties the wooden han-
dles securely together by the string from Matt's discarded fish,
and fixes the apparatus across the boy's breast and under his
arms. To finish the job easily he has to climb back on the
sand island

;
for, though ho stands in a little eddy, it is impos-

sible to keep his i '^et against the fierce swirl of the waters ; and
even on the island, w! ••e there are as yet only a few inches of
sea, Che less sturdy Matt is almost swept away to the right by
the mad cavalry charge of the tide on his left flank.
"Now then," cries David, "it's about time we were home to

supper. I'll swim ye for your' flapjacks."

"But, father," says Matt. " vou're not o-oinrr fn /^orrxr +h« «„!.

on your back ?"

"They won't ^arry me on theirs," David laughs, regaining

.1
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his good-humor as the critical moment arrives. " What would
the mother think if we came home without a prize in tow ?

mTack
"'' ^'''' ^""'^ ^'^^ ^'^ """^ °^ '^"^^''' ''"^ ^"^

And with a chuckle he launches himself into the eddy, and
shoots forward with a vigorous side-stroke. » This side up with
care, he cries cheerily. " Jump, sonny, straight for'ards."And in a moment the man and the boy are swimming hard for
the strip of shore directly opposite the sand island, the spot
where they had left their coats hours before ; but neither has
the slightest expectation of reaching it, for the tide is sweopinffthem with fearful velocity to the right of it, so that their course
IS diagonal

;
and if they make land at all, it will be very far ^rom

their original starting-point. David keeps the boy to pert, and
adjusts his stroke to his. After a while, feeling himself well
buoyed up by the handles. Matt breathes more easily, and
gradually becomes quite happy, for the water is calm on the
surface, and of the warmth and color of tepid cafe au laiL quite
a refreshing coolness after the tropical air, and he watches with
pleasure the ros, haze deepening into purple without losing its

rTr".7; . ^^^1- P*'' '"^-^""^ ^g^^^°^ «^«r the dead fish
which Matt left behind, and which have been carried ahead ofnim in their unresisting course.

_- We're drifting powerful from them thar coats," grumbles
David. " 'Twill be a tiresome walk back. If it warn't forthem we could cut across country when >-e make port

"

Matt strains his vision to the left, but sees only the purple
outline of Five Islands, and in the far background the faint
peaks of the Cobequid Hills.

"Waal, I'm darned!" exclaims his father, suddenly. "Ifthem thar coats ain't comin' to meet us, it's a pity."

^

And presently, sure enough. Matt catches sight of the coats
u^tening along near the shore.

"We must cut 'em off afore they pass by," cries his father,
hilariously. " Spurt, sonny, spurt. 'Tis a race 'twixt them and us ''

Sea-birds begin to circle low over their heads, scenting David's
..sh

;
uut ne pushes steadily on, animating his son with playful

WciDg cries,
' V )^^''
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em on

"If

ler.

<' We oughter back the coats," he observes. " They've backed
us many a time. Just a leetle quicker," he says, at last, " or

they'll git past yonder p'int, and then they're off to Truro."

Matt kicks out more lustily, then his heart almost stops as

he suddenly sees Death beneath the lovely purple haze. It is

the human swimmers who are in danger of being carried off to

Truro if they do not make the shore earlier than " yonder p'int,"

for Matt remembers all at once that it is the last point for miles,

the shore curving deeply inward. Even if they reach the

point in time, they will be thrown back by the centrifugal

swirl ; they must touch the shore earlier to get in safely. He
perceives his father has been aware of the danger from the start,

and has been disguising his anxiety under the pretext of racing

the coats. He feels proud of this strong, brave man, the cold
terror passes from his limbs, and he spurts bravely.

"That's a little man," says David; "we'll catch 'em yet.

Lucky it's sandstone yonder 'stead o' sand—no fear o' gettin'

sucked in."

Now it is the shore that seems racing to meet them—the red
reef sticks out a friendly finger, and m another five minutes
they are perched upon it, like Gulliver on the Brobdingnagian's
thumb

;
and what is more, they tie with their coats, meeting them

just at the landing-place.

David laughs a long Homeric laugh at the queerness of the
incident, quivering like a dog that shakes himself after a swim,
and Matt smiles too.

" Them thar sea-birds air a bit off their feed, that's a fact,"

chuckles David, as he surveys his fish ; and then the two cut

across the forest, drying and steaming in th^- sun, the elder

exhorting the younger to silence, and hiding the prongless pitch-

forks in the hay-mow before they enter the house, all smiles and
salmon.

At the early tea-supper they sit in dual isolation at one end
of the table, their chairs close. But lo ! Mrs. Strang, passing
the hot flapjacks, or " corn-dodgers," with the superfluous peram-
bulations of an excitable temperament, brushes the back of her

hand against Matt's shoulder «t *rts, pauses, and brushes it with
her palm.
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"Why, the boy's wringin' wet!" she cries.
" We went wadin'," David reminds her, meekly.
-' Yes, but you don't wade on your heads," she retorts.
'*I sorter tumbled," Matt puts in, anxious to exonerate his

father.

-ars. Strang passes her hand down her husband^s jacket.
" An father kinder stooped to pick me up," adds Matt.
"You re a nice Mobch to trust with one's children!" she

exclaims in terrible accents.

David shrinks before the blaze of her eyes, almost f-eling his
coat drying under it.

°

^

" An' when you kin't manage to drownd 'em you try to kill
^em with rheumatics, and then / hev all the responsibility. It's
nough to make a body throw up the position. Take off your
clothes, both o' you."

^

Both of them look at each other, feeling vaguely the indel-
icacy of stripping at table. They put their hands to their
jackets as if to compromise, then a simultaneous recollection
crimsons their faces— their shirt-sleeves are gone. So David
rises solemnly ,nd leads the way up-stairs, and Matt follows,
and Mrs. Strang's voice brings up the rear, and goes with then!
into the bedroom, stinging and excoriating. They shut the
door, b'lt it comes through the key-hole and winds itself about
their naked limbs (Mrs. Strang distributing flapjacks to her
brood a) ^he whi.e)

; and David, biting his lips to block the
muzzle ox his oath-repeater-for he never swears before mother
and the children except when he is not angry-suddenly re-
members that if he is to join his ship at St. John's by Thursday
he must take the packet from Partridge Island to-morrow His
iioney-moon is over

; he has this honey-moon every two or three
years, and his beautiful beloved is all amorousness a 1 amiabil-
ity, and the best room with the cane-bottomed chairs is thrown
open for occupation

; but after a few weeks Mrs. Strang is re-
possessed of her demon, and then it is David who throws up
he position, and goes down to the sea in a ship, and does more
business—of a mysterious sort—in the great waters. And so
on the morrow of the adventure he kisses his bairns anH h-
wife-aii amorousness and amiability again-and passes with
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wavings of his stick along the dusty road, under the red hem-
locks, over the brow of the hill, and so—into the great Beyond.
Passes, and with him all that, savor of strange, romantic seasj
all that flavor of bustling, foreign ports, that he brings to the
lonely farm, and that cling about it even in his absence, exhal-
ing from envelopes with picturesque stamps and letters with ex-
otic headings

;
passes, narrowing the universe for his little ones,

and making thei- own bit of soil sterner and their winter colder.
He is dead, this brawny, sun-tanned father, incredibly dead, and
the dead face haunts Matt—no vaporous mask, but stonily sub-
stantial, bobbing grewsomely in a green, sickly light, fathoms
down, with froth on its lips, and slimy things of the sea twining
in its hair. He looks questioningly at his own face in the frag-
ment of mirror, trying to realize that it, too, will undergo peV
rifaction, and wondering how and when. He looks at his moth-
er's face furtively, and wonders if the volcano beneath it will
ever really sleep

; he pictures her rigia underground, the long,
black eyelashes neatly drawn down, and is momentarily pleased
with the piquant contrast they make with the waxen skin. Is
it possible the freshness and beauty of Harriet's face can decay
too ? Can Billy sink to a painless rest, with his leg perhaps
growing straight again ? Ah ! mayhap in Billy's case Death

'

were no such grisly mystery.

Morbid thoughts enough for a boy who should be profiting
by the goodness of the northwester towards boykind. But
even before this greater tragedy last year's accident had taken
the zest out of Matt's enjoyment of the ice ; in former good
years he had hern the first to cut fancy figures on the ponds and
frozen marshes, or to coast down the slopes in a barrel-stave fit-

ted with an upright and a cross-piece—a machine of his own in-
vention worthy of he race of craftsmen from which he sprang
But this year the glow of the skater's blood became the heat of
remorse when he saw or remembered Billy's wistful eyes ; he
gave up skating and contented himself with modelling the' an-
.uial man of snow for the school at Cobequid Village.

In the whic^h far-straggling village (to take time a little by
the forelock) his father's death did iiol remain a wonder for the
proverbial nine days. For a week the young men chewing their

ll}.^
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craning quid round the glowing maple-wood of the store stove,
cr on milder nights tapping their toes under the verandas of the
cne village road as they gazed up vacantly at the female shad-
ows flitting across the gabled dormer-windows of the snow-
roofed wooden houses, spoke in their slightly nasal accent (with
an emphasis on the " r ") of the " pear'ls of the watter," and
calling for their night's IsUers held converse with the postmis-
tress on " the watter and its pear'ls," and expectorated copious-
ly, presumably in lieu of weeping. And the outlying farmers
who dashed up with a lively jingle of sleigh-bells to tether their
horses to the hitching-posts outside the stores, or to the picket-
fence sun-ounding the little wooden meeting-house (for the most
combined business with religion), were regaled with the news
ere they had finished swathing their beasts in their buffalo
robes and " boots "

; and it lent an added solemnity to the appeal
of the little snow-crusted spire standing out ghostly against the
indigo sky, and of the frosty windows glowing mystically with
blood in the gleam of the chandelier lamps, and, mayhap,
wrought more than the drawling exposition of the fusty, frock-
coated minister. And the old grannies, smoking their clay
pipes as they crouched nid-nodding over the winter hearth, their
tvizened faces ruddy with firelight, mumbled and grunted con-
tentedly over the tidbit, and sighed through snuff-clogged nos-
trils as they spread their gnarled, skinny hands to the dancing,
balsamic blaze. But after everybody had mourned and moral-
ized and expectorated for seven days a new death came to oust
David Strang's from popular favor ; a death which had not only
novelty, but equal sensationalism, combined with a more genu-
inely local tang, for it involved a funeral at home. Handsome
Susan Hailey, driving her horses recklessly, her black feather
waving gallantly in the wind, had dashed her sleigh upon a
trunk, uprooted by the storm and hidden by the snow. She
was flung forward, her head striking the tree, so that the brave
feather dribbled blood, while the horses bolted off to Cobequid
Village to bear the tragic news in the empty sleigh. And so
the young men, with the carbuncles of tobacco in their cheek,
expectorated more and spoke of t.h(^ << npar'ja «f t),o \»r,A » „„,i

walking home from the singing-clasa the sopranos discussed it
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with the basses and in the sewing-oircles, where the matrons

shakit of tL; T -r"''
'"' ""^ ''^''">™- ""^- "- "-h

pers ofditanf'
"'* ""™P-«'« F^Ph^^y-gs and whis-pers ot drink, and commiseratiou for " Ole Hev " and all th.

adjacent villages went to the sermon at the house, the dccased

^flf, ;?' V"' "'""'" (*<> "^°'' «-W she annualWontr,bu ed two kegs of rum) remarked in his nasal address •' un"versally respected." And everybody, including theSgs andthe.r colhe, went on io the lonesome graveyard-some on horseand some on foot and some in sleighs,^he coffin leading the wayin a pung, or long box-sleigh-a far-stretching, black nondescript procession, crawling dismally over the white mZin;andscape, between the zigzag ridges of snow marking Te bu>^ed ences, past the trailing disconsolate firs, and Lder thewhite funereal plumes of the pines.

CHAPTER III

THE THOUGHTS OF yoOTH

Other rumors, too, came by coach to the village-rumors ofbteard and shipwreck-each with its opportunitfes of eZ^
Tr w 'T'l°"''''"'-

^'" '" "«' '"-!/ fo«st home pt^which the dazzling mail-eoach rattled with only a uZon^thl
ness. i.or Death, when he smites the poor, often cuts off n„t
only the beloved, but the bread-winner fand thorgh in alterasense the Strangs made their own bread, yet it w!s DavidX
aft for ,

"""""'' """* "'"* ""^ g''™-"! ""do' their fletBu for his remittances the interest on the mortsa™ nndtrwhich they held the farm and the house, could n„fr;b en

ba t; L ?
'''""'"''' ""^ "'^"""g- ">e Wt of buckwheat and

ekt/'out tl J r"'"'"'V'f
°"'«''""^- ^o'h Harriet and Mattening out the resources of the familvbv p,r„i„„ , ii,,i. =_ ,..-. ,

sometimes even in money. Matt was a^skllfullo pmaLT dTeo":mating his bars with fanciful devices; and he Mghted
°



KM* "mmm

34 THE MASTER

[/•I I

" sugaring "—a poetic process involving a temporary residence

in a log-hut or a lumberman's cabin in the heart of the forest.

Now that the overdue mortgage money had gone to the

bottom of the sea, more money must be raised immediately.

That the dead man had any claim upon the consideration of

his employers did not occur to the bereaved family
;
rather, it

seemed, he owed the owners compensation for the lost Sally

Bell. A family council was held on the evening of the day so

blackly begun." Not even the baby was excluded—it sat before

the open-doored stove on its mother's lap and crowed at the great

burning logs that silhouetted the walls with leaping shadows.

Sprat, too, was present, crouched on " Matt's mat" (as the chil-

dren called the rag mat their brother had braided), thrusting

forward his black muzzle when the door rattled with special

violence, and by his side lay the boy staring into the tumbling

flames, yet taking the lead in the council with a new authorita-

tive ring in his voice.

Wherever the realities of life beleaguer the soul, there chil-

dren are born serious, and experience soon puts an old head on

young shoulders. The beady-eyed pappoose that the Indian

squaw carries sandwichwise 'twixt oack and board does not

cry Dump it down, and it stands stolid like a pawn on a chess-

board. Hang it on a projecting knot in the props of a wig-

wam, and it sways like a snared rabbit. Matt Strang, strenuous

little soul, had always a gravity beyond his years: his fathers

removal seemed to equal his years to his gravity. He knew

himself the head of the house. Harriet, despite her superior

summers, was of the wrong sex, and his mother, though she

had physical force to back her, was not a reasoning being.

For a time, no doubt, she would be quieted by the peace of the

grave which all but the crowing infant felt solemnizmg the

household, but Matt had no hope of more than a truce.

It was the boy's brain and the boy's voice that prevailed at

the council-fire. Daisy was to be killed and salted down and

sold—fortunately she was getting on in years, and, besides,

thPv could never have had the heart to eat their poor old friend

theiinselves, with her affectionate old nose and her taithtui

udders. The calves were to become veal, and all this m6at,
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together with the fodder thus set free, Deacon Haihy was to be
besought to take at a valuation, in lieu of the mortgage money,
for money itself coi Jd not be hoped for from Cobequid Vil-
lage. Though the « almighty dollar " ruled here as elsewhere it
was an unseen monarch, whose imperial court was at Halifax
There Matt might hr.ve got current coin, here barter was all the
vogue. Accounts were kept in English money

; it was not till a
few years later that the dollar became the standard coin. For
their own eating Matt calculated that he would catch more rab-
bits and shoot more partridges than in years of yore, and in the
summer he would work on neighboring farms. Harriet would
have to extend her sewing practice, and collaborate with Mattm making shad-nets for the fishermen, and Mrs. Strang would
get spinning jobs from the farmers' wives. Which bein^ setMed
with a definiteness that left even a balance of savings the
widow handed the infant in her arms to Harriet, and, re'plac
ing It by the big Bible, she slipped on her spectacles with a
nervous, involuntary glance round the kitchen, and asked the
six-ycar-old Teddy to stick a finger into the book. Opening
tho holy tome at that place, she began to read from the head to
the end of the chapter in a solemn, prophetic voice that suited
with her black cap pinched up at the edges. She had no choice
of texts; pricking was her invariable procedure when she felt a
call to prelection, and the issue was an unceuainty dubiously
dehghtfn

;
for one day there would be a story or a miracle to

stir the children's blood, and another day a bald genealogy, and
a third day a chapter of Revelation, all read with equal rever-
ence as equally inspiring parts of an equally inspired whole.

Matt breathed freely when his mother announced Ezra, chap
X., not because he had any interest in Ezra, but because heknew It was a pictureless portion. When the text was liable
to be interrupted by illustrations, the reading was liable to be
interrupted by remonstrances, for scarce a picture but bore the
marks of his illuminating brush, and his rude palette of ground
charcoal chalk, and berry - juice. He had been prompted to

---,„.., !.,. nana u..iied tu iniitaie, ana in later years these
episodes of the far East had found their way to planed boards
of Western pine, with the figures often in new experimental

i
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combinations, ?*nd these scenes were in their turn planed away

to make room for others equally unsatisfactory to the critical

artist. But his mother had never been able to forgive the in-

iquities of his prime, not even after she had executed vengeance

on the sinner. She had brought the sacred volume from her

home at Halifax, and a colored Bible she had never seen ;
color

made religion cheerful, destroyed its essential austerity— it

could no more be conceived apart from black and white than a

minister of the Gospel. An especial grievance hovered about

the early chapters of Exodus, for Matt had stained the Red Sea

with the reddish hue of the Bay of Fundy—a sacrilege to his

mother, to whose fervid imagination the Sea of Miracles loomed

lurid with sacred sanguineousness to which no profane water

offered any parallel.

But Ezra is far from Exodus, and to-night the reminder was

not likely. A gleam of exaltation illumined the reader's eyes

when she read the first verse ; at the second her face seemed to

flush as if the firelight had shot up suddenly.

" * Now when Ezra hed prayed an' when he bed confessed,

weepin' an' castin' himself down before the house of God, there

assembled unto him out of Israel a very great congregation of

men and women and children : fur the people wept very sore.

" * An' Shechaniah the son of Jehiel, one of the sons of

Elam, answered an' said unto Ezra, We hev trespassed against

our God, an' hev taken strange wives of the people of the

land. . .
.'"

She read on, pausing only at the ends of the verses. Harriet

knitted stockings over baby's head; the smaller children lis-

tened in awe. Matt's thoughts soon passed from Shechaniah,

the son of Jehiel, uninterested even by his relationship to Elam.

Usually when the subject-matter was dull, and when he was

tired of watching the wavering shadows on the gray-plastered

walls, he got up a factitious interest by noting the initial letter

of each verse and timing its length, in view of his Sunday-

school task of memorizing for each week a verse bei^inning

\yith sop.ie siuicified letter. His verbal memory being inuifferent,

he would spend hours in searching for the tiniest verse, wast-

ing thereby an amount of time in which he could have overcome
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the longest
;
though, as he indirectly scanned great tracts of the

Bible, It may be this ABC business was but the device of a
crafty deacon skilled in the young idea. However this be,
Matt's mind was deeplier moved to-night. The shriek of the
bhnd wind without contrasted with the cheerful crackle of the
logs within, and the woful contrast brought up that weird im-
age destined to haunt him for so ^_"ng.

He shuddered to think of it—down there in the cold ex-
cluded forever from the warm hearth of life. Was not that
Its voice m the wind—wailing, crying to be let in, shaking the
door? His eyes filled with tears. Vaguely he heard bis
mother's voice intoning solemnly.

" 'An' of the sons of Immer ; Hanani, and Zebadiah. An' of
the sons of Harim

; Maaseiah, an' Elijah, an' Shemaiah, an' Jehiel
an' Uzziah. An' of the sons of Pashur. . .

.'"

The baby was still smiling, and tangling Harriet's knitting,
but Billy had fallen asleep, and presently Matt found himself
studying the flicker of the firelight upon „he little cripple's
pinched face.

"'An' oi the sons of Zattu ; Elioenai, Eliashib, Mattaniah,
an Jeremoth, an' Zabad, an' Aziza. Of the sons also of Be-
bai. . .

.'"

The prophetic voice rose and fell unwaveringly, unweary-

"Don't you think I ought to write and tell Uncle Matt?" came
suddenly from the brooding boy's lips.

"Silence, you son of Belial!" cried his mother indignantly.
"How dare you interrupt the chapter, so near the end, too!
Uncle Matt, indeed ! What's the mortal use of writin' to him,
I should like to know ? Do you think he's likely to repent any'
to disgorge our land ? Why, he don't deserve to know his
brother's dead, the everlastin' Barabbas. If he'd hed to do o'
me he wouldn't hev found it so easy to make away with our in-
heritance, I do allow, and my poor David would hev been alive,
and to home here with us to-night, thet's a fact. Christ hev
mercy on ns all." Sho hnKot in*'^ +"^ - vi:_i. • ii

J . ...,,,,1, .fUv/ icais, uiisiviing wie precious
page. Harriet ceased to ply her needles ; they seemed to be
going through her bosom. The baby enjoyed a free hand with

i M
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the wool. Billy slept on. Presently Mrs. Strang choked back
her sobs, wiped her eyes, and resumed in a steady, reverential
voice

:

" ' Machnadebai, Shashai, Sharai, Azareel, an' Shelemiah
Shemariah, Shallum, Amariah, an' Joseph. Of the sons of
Nebo; Jeiel, xMattithiah, Zabad, Zebina, Jadau, an' Joel Bc-
naiah.

'

•"All these hed taken strange wives, an' some of them hed
wives by whom they hed children.' "

Her voice fell with the well-known droop that marked the
close. » Anyways," she added, «« I don't know your uncle's ad-
dress. London is a big place—considerable bigger nor Halifax •

an he'll allow we want to beg of him. Never !" She shut the
book with an emphatic bang, and Matt rose from Sprat's side
and put it away.

"Of course, I sha'n't go back to school any more," he said,
lightly, remembering the point had not come up.

" Oh yes, you will." His mother's first instinct was always
of contradiction.

" i may get a job an' raise a little money towards the mort-
gage."

** What job kin you get in the winter ?"

"Why, I kin winnow wheat some," he reminded her, "an'
chop the neighbors' wood, an' sort the vegetables in their
cellars."

" An' whatever you make by thet," she reminded him, " you'll
overbalance by what you'd be givin' away to the school-master.
You've paid Alic McTavit to the end o' the season."

" I guess you're ofF the tiack this load o' poles, mother," said
Matt, amused by her muddled finance.

Yet it was the less logical if even more specious argument of
completing the snow months (for only young and useless chil-
dren went to school in tLe summer) that appealed to him. The
human mind is strangely under the sway of times and seasons,
and the calendar is the stanchest ally of sloth and procrastina-
tion, and so Mrs. Strang settled in temporary triumph to her
task of making new black mourning dresses for the girls out of
her old merino, and a few days afterwards, when Matt had carried



THE THOUGHTS OP YOUTH 39

out h. financial programme satisfactorily (except that Deacon
IlHiley s valuation did not afford the estimated surplus), he joinedthe other children ,n their pilgrimage schookard. The youn^St.ang8 .mounted to a procession. At its head came Mattdrawing Billy on a little hand-sled by a breast-rope that camethrough the auger-holes in the peaks of the runners, and the endof Sprat who sneaked after the children, formed a literal tail
to It till arriving too far to be driven back, the animal ran tothe front m fearless gambollings. This morning the air waskeen and bright, the absence of wind preventing the real tern
perature from being felt, and the sun lit up thf white woodswith cold sparkle. Ere the children had covered the two milesmost of them conceived such a new appeti. that their fingers
Itched to undo their lunch packets. A halt was called, the
bread-and-mo'asses was unwrapped, and while the future wasbeing recklessly sacrificed to the present by the younger savages^ Matt edified them by drawing on the snow wfth the po nof Billys crutch They followed the development of Thesedesigns with vociferous anticipation, one shouting, " A cow " '

and another '« Ole Hey " before more than a curveL oJZk,Mat always amused himself by commencing at the most 1likely part of the figure, and working round gradually in unex-
pected ways, so as to keep the secret to the last possible mo-ment Sometimes, when it had been guessed too early,' hewould contrive to convert a fox into a moose, his enjoyment ofhis dexterity countervailing the twinge of his conscience. To-day all the animals were tamer than usual. The boy drew list-
essly, abstractedly unresentful when his secret was guessed inthe first stages. And at last, half of itself, the crutch began o

'biTL^rrnr ^'' ^'" '''' ^^^ ^^^^^^^^ ^^^^
^'^^«"

" Father !" cried Ted, in thic>, triumphant tones, exultationtempered by mastication. But the older children heldT'rbreath, and Teddy's exclamation was succeeded by an aweso 1
SI ence Suddenly a sagging bough snapped and fe'thlcom
howled, and Matt, roused from his reverie saw that «;,il^!!
iiad grown white as the dead sn w. The child was'mlXdwith terror; Matt feared one of his fits was coming on In a
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frenzy of remorse he blurred out the face with the crutch, and
hustled the sled forward, singing cheerily :

"Gentle Jeaus, meek and mild,

Look upon a little child

,

Pity my simplicity,

And suffer me to come to Thee."

The children took up the burden, sifting themselves instinc-

tively into trebles and seconds in a harmony loud enough to

rouse the hibernating bear. Billy's face returned to its normal
pallor, and Matt's to its abstraction.

In the scuool-room—a bare, plastered room, cold and unin-

viting, with a crowd of boys and girls at its notched pine desks

—he continued pensive. There was nothing to distract his

abstraction, for even Ruth Hailey was away. The geography
lesson roused him to a temporary attention. London flitted

across his dreams—the Halifax of England, that mighty city in

which pictures were saleable for actual coin, and a mighty pict-

ure-maker, the Matt Strang of England, was paid for play as if

for work. But the readinsr-book, with its menu of "olid stories

and essays, peppered wi..u religious texts, restored him to his

reveries. McTavit, who was shaping quills with his knife,

called upon him to commence the chapter ; but he stared at the

little pedagogue blankly, unaware of the call. Hs was noting

dreamily how his jagged teeth showed beneath the thin, snuffy

upper lip, and the trick the mouth had of remaining wide open

after it had ceased talking. He tried to analyze why McTavit

was not smiling. Months ago, seeking to make his figures

smile, the boy had discovered the rident effect of a wide mouth,

and now he essayed to analyze the subtle muscular movements
that separate the sublime from the ridiculous. Suddenly the

haunting thought recurred to him with a new application.

Even McTavit's freckled face would one day be frozen—those

twitching eyelids still, the thin wide lips shut forever. How
long more would he stride about his motley school-room, scat-

tering blows and information ? Would he come to a step in the

School-room as the clock sometimes did, grown suddenly silent,

its oil congealed by the intense cold ? Or would Death find
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him in bed, ready stretched ? And the restless boys and girls

around him—^good God !—they, too, would one day He very
peaceful—mere blocks—Carroty Kitty, who was pinching Amy
Warren's arm, and Peter Besant, who was th- wing those pel-

lets of bread, and even Simon the Sneak's wagging tongue
would be still a? a plummet. They would all grow rigid alike,

not all at once, nor in one way, but some very soon, perhaps,
and others when they were grown tdl, and yet others when they
were bent and grizzled ; some on sea and some on land, some in
this part of the map and soir - in that, some peacefully, some in

pain
;
petrified one by one, r- lessly, remorselessly, impartially

;

till at last all the busy hubbub was hushed, and of all that lively

crew of youngsters not one waa left to feel the sun and the rain.

The pity of it thrilled him , /en McTavit's freckled face grew
softer through the veil of mist. Then, as his vision cleared, he
saw the '\ce was really darker: strange emotions seemed to
agitate it.

" So ye're obstinate, are ye ?" i'l, screamed, wiih startling sud-
uCi'^ess. At the same i itfMt something shining flew through
the air, and, whizzing past Matt's ear, sent back a little thud
from behind. Matt turned his head in aotonishment, and saw
a penknife quivering u. the wall. He turned back in fresh sur-
prise, and saw that McTavit's face had changed, lobster - like,

from 'lack to red, as its owner realized how near had been
Matt's (and his ov;n) escape.

" Eh, awake at last, sleepy-head," he blustered. " There's na
gettin' your attention. Well, what are ye starin' at ? Are ye
na goin' to fetch me my knife ?"

" I'm not a dog," answered Matt, sullenly.

" Then dinna bark ! Ye think because ye've lost your father
ye're preevileged— to lose your manne'-s," he added, with an
epigrammatic afterthought that mollified him more than an
apology. » I'm vovra obleeged to you," he concluded, with
elaborate emphasis, as Simon the Sneak handed him the knife.

"Now, then, sleepyhead,' he said ag.un, "p'r'aps ye'U read
your paragraph—that's richt, Simon ; show him the place"

McTavit hailed from Cape Breton Isle, and was popularly
supposed to soliloquize in Gaelic. This hurt hira when he pro-
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posed to the postmistress, who had been to boarding-school in

Truro. She declared she would not have a man who did not
speak good English.

" I do speak guid English," he protested, passionately. " Mebbe
not in the school-room, when I'm talkin' only to my pupils, and it

dinna matter, but in private and in society I'm most p teecular."

McTavit was still a bachelor, and still spoke gn d English.
When the ieading-lesson had come to an end. Matt was left again
to his own thoughts, for while poor McTavit gave the juniors
an exercise in grammar which they alleviated by gnm-chewing,
Matt and a few other pupils were allotted the tranquillizing

task of multiplying in copy-books £3949 17s. llfrf. by 7958.
The sums were so colossal that Matt wondered whether they
existed in the world ; and if so, how many pictures it would be
necessary to make to obtain them. An awful silence brooded
over the room, for when written exercises were on, the pupils
took care to do their talking silently, lest they should be sus-

pected of copying, this being what they were doing. There
was a little museum se behind McTavit's desk, containing
stuffed skunks and < icr animals and local minerals lovingly

collected by him—stilbite and heulandite and quartz and ame-
thyst and spar and bits of jasper and curiously clouded agate,

picked up near Cape Blomidon amid the debris of crumbling
cliffs. At such times McTavit would stand absorbed in the
contemplation of his treasures^ his rod carelessly tucked under
his arm, as one "the world forgetting, by the world forgot."

Then the tension of silence became positively painful, for the
school-room had long since discovered that the museum case
was a reflector, and McTavit, though he prided himself on the
secret of his Argus eye, never caught any but novices not yet
inHiated into the traditions. Imagine, therefore, the shock both
to him and the room, when to-day the acute stillness was broken
by a loud cry of " Bang ! bang ! bang !" An irresistible guf-
faw swept over the school, and under cover of the laughter the
cu "e and ready collogued as to " answers."

" Silence !" thundered McTavit. " Who was that ?"

In the even more poicnant silence of reaction a small still

voice was heard.
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" Please, sir, it was me," said Matt, remorsefully.
" Oh, it was you, was it ? Then here's bang ! bang ! bang ! for

ye." And as he spoke the angry little man accentuated each
"bang" with a vicious thwack. Then his eye caught sight of
Matt's copy-book. In lieu of ranged columns of figures was a
rough pen-and-ink sketch of a line of great war-ships overhung
by smoke-clouds, and apparently converging all their batteries
against one little ship, on whose deck a stahvart man stood soli-

tary, wrapped in a flag.

McTavit choked with added rage.

«' D-defacin' your books agen. What—what d'ye call that ?"

he spluttered.

" Blockade," said Matt, sulkily.

" Blockhead !" echoed McTavit, and was so pleased with the
universal guffaw (whereof the cute and ready took advantage to
compare notes as before) that he contented himself with the
one slash that was necessary to drive the jest home. But it

was one slash too much. Matt's vocal cannonade had been
purely involuntary, but he was willing to suffer for his over-vivid
imagination. The last insult, however—subtly felt as an injury
to his dead father, too—set his blood on fire. He suddenly re-

membered that this blockhead was, at any rate, the " head " of a
family

;
that he could no longer afford to be degraded before the

httle ones, who were looking on with pain and awe. He rose
and walked towards the door.

" Where are ye goin' ?" cried McTavit.
" To find Captain Kidd's treasure. I've learned all I want to

know," said Matt.

" Ye'd better come back."

Matt turned, walked back to his seat, possessed himself of his
half-empty copy-book, and walked to the door.

" Good-bye, you fellers," he said, cheerfully, as he passed out.
The girls he ignored.

McTavit gave chase with raised rod, regardless of the pande-
monium that rose up in his wake. Matt was walking slowly
across the field, with Sprat leaping up to lick his face. The dog
had rejoined him. McTavit went back, his n d hanging down
behind.



unyi it i
imii

'"I

44 THE MASTER

Hi'

Matt walked on sadly, his blood cooled by the sharp air.

Another link with the past was broken forever. He looked
back at the simple wooden school-house, with the ensign of
smoke fluttering above its pitched roof ; kinder memories of
McTavit si^rged at^ his heart—his little jests at the expense of
the boys, his occasional reminiscences of his native Cape Breton
and of St. John, New Brunswick, with its mighty cathedral, the
Life of Napoleon he had lent him last year^ his prowess with
line and hook the summer he boarded with the Strangs in lieu
of school-fees, and then—with a sudden flash—came the crown-
ing recollection of his talent for cutting turreted castles, and
tigers, and anything you pleased, out of the close-grained bis-
cuits and the chunks of buckwheat-cake the children brought
for lunch. Matt's thoughts went back to the beginnings of his
school career, when McTavit had spurred him on to master the
alphabet by transforming his buckwheat-cake into any animal
from ass to zebra. He remembered the joy with which he had
ordered and eaten his fir-st elephant. Pausing a moment to cut
a stick and drive Sprat off with it, he walked back into the won-
dering school-room. ^

" Please, sir, Fm sorry I went away so rudely," he said, " and
I've cut you a new birch rod."

McTavit was touched.

" Thank you," he said, simply, is he took it. " What's the
matter «" he roared, seeing Simon the Sneak's hand go up.

" Please, sir, hedn't you better try if he hesn't split it and
put a hair in ?"

" Grand idea !" yelled McTavit, grimly. " How's that ?'*

And the new birch rod made its trial slash at the raised
hand.



CHAPTER IV

" MAN PROPOSES

"

Mrs. Strang was busy in Deacon Hailey's kitchen. The
providential death of Mrs. Hailey had given her chores to do at
the homestead

;
for female servants—or even male—were scarce

in the colony, and Ruth had been brought up by her mother
to play on the harpsichord.

When Mrs. Strang got home after a three-mile walk, some-
times through sleet and slush, she would walk up and down till

the small hours, spinning carded wool into yarn at her great un-
couth wheel, and weeping automatically at her loneliness, reft
even of the occasional husband for whom she had forsaken the
great naval city of her girlhood, the beautiful century-old capi-
tal. " It's 'nongh to make a body throw up the position," she
would cry hysterically to the deaf rafters when the children were
asleep and only the wind was awake. But the droning wheel
went round just the same, steady as the wheel of time (Mrs.
Strang moving to and fro like a shuttle), till the task was com-
pleted, and morning often found her ill-rested and fractious and
lachrymose. Matt would have pitied her more if she had pitied
herself less. In the outside world, however, she had no airs of
martyrdom, bearing herself genially and independently. At the
" revivals " held in private houses she was an important sinful
figure, though neither Harriet nor Matt had yet found grace or
membership. She smiled a pleasant response to-night when
Deacon Hailey came in from the tannery and said " Good-even-
inV' It was a large, low kitchen, heated by an American stove,
with a gleaming dresser and black wooden beams, from which
hams hung. The deacon felt more comfortable there tban in
the room in which Ruth was at that moment engaged in tink-
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ling the harpsichord, a room that contained other archaic heir-
looms : old china, a tapestry screen, scriptural mottoes worked
in ancestral hair, and a large colored lithograph of the Ark on
Mount Ararat, for refusing to come away from which Matt had
once been clouted by his mother before all the neighbors. The
house was, indeed, uncommonly luxurious, sheltered by double
doors and windows, and warmly wrapped in its winter cincture
of tan-bark.

*' An' how's Billy ?" asked the deacon. "Some folks 'ud say
how's Billy's mother, but thet I can see fur myself—rael bonny
and han'sum, thet's a fact. It's sick folk es a Christian should
inquire arter, hey ?"

" Billy's jest the same," replied Mrs. Strang, her handsome
face clouding.

" No more fits, hey ?"

"No; not for a long time, thank God. But he'll never be
straight again."

"Ah, Mrs. Strang, we're all crooked somehow. 'Tis the
Lord's will, you may depend. Since my poor Susan was took,
my heart's all torn and mangled ; my heartstrings kinder twist-
ed 'bout her grave. Ah ! never kin I forgit her. Love is love,
I alius thinks. My time was spent so happy, plannin' how to
make her happy—for 'tis only in makin' others happy that we
git happy ourselves, hey ? Now I hev no wife to devote myself
to my ban's are empty. I go 'bout lookin' everyways fur Sun-
day."

" Oh, but I'm sure you've never got a minute to spare."
" You may depend," said the deacon, proudly. " If I ain't

'tarnally busy what with the tannery an' the grist-mill an' the
farm an' the local mail, it's a pity. I don't believe in neglectin'
dooty because your heart's bustin' within." He spat sorrow-
fully under the stove. " My motto is, * Take kear o' the min-
utes, and the holidays '11 take kear o' themselves.' A man hes
no time to waste in this oncivilized Province, where stinkin' Ind-
ians, that never cleared an acre in their lazy lives, hev the right
to encamp on a man's land, an' cut down his best firs an' ashes
^ — I. Si!!.,, ,t.iLi >_aon.cia, Hiiu lucn iiuv tuu imperencc
to want to swop the identical same for your terbacco. It's
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thievin', I alius thinks; right-down breakin' o' the Command-
ments, hey ?"

"Well, what kin you cxpec' from Papists?" replied Mrs.
Strang. " Why, fur sixpence the holy fathers forgive 'em all

their sins."

" 'Tain't often they've got sixpence, hey ? When 'lection-day
comes round agen I won't vote fur no candidate that dou't
promise to coop all them greasy Micmacs up in a reservation,
same es they do to Newfoundland. They're not fit to mix with
hard-workin' Christian folk. Them thar kids o' yourn, now, I
hope they're proper industrious. A child kin't begin too airly
to larn field-work, hey ?"

" Ah, they're the best children in the world," said Mrs. Strang.
" They'll do anythin' an' eat anythin' e'en a'most, an' never a
crost word ; thet's a fact."

The deacon suppressed a smile of self-gratulation. Labor
was scarcer than ever that year, and in his idea of marrying
Harriet Strang, which he was now cautiously about to brach,
the possibility of securing the gratuitous services of the elder
children counted not a Httle, enhancing the beauty of his pro-
spective bride. He replied, feelingly :

" I'm everlastin' glad to hear it, Mrs. Strang, for I know you
kin't afford t' employ outside labor. They're goin' to arx three
shillin's a day this summer, the blood-suckers."

" The laborer is worthy of his hire," quoted Mrs. Stranff.
*' Yes; but he alius wants to be highered, hey ? A seasonable

joke ain't bad in its right place, I '''is thinks. You needn't
alius be pullin' a long face. Thet k.... of yourn, now, I've seen
him with a face like ole Jupe's fiddle, and walkin' along es slow
es a bark-mill turns a'most."

Mrs. Strang sighed.

» Ah, you're a good woman, Mrs. Strang. There's no call to
blush, fur it's true. D'ye think Deacon Ilailey hesn't got eyes
for what's under his nose ? The way you're bringing up them
thar kids is a credit to the Province. I only hopes they'll be
proper thankful fur it when they're growed up. It makes my
heart bleed a'inost, I do declare. Many a time I've said to my-
self, « Deacon Hailey, 'tis your dooty to do somethin' fur them
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thar orphans.' Many a time IVe thought I'd take the elder ones
off your han's. There's plenty o' room in the ole farm—'twere
built for children, but there's on'y Ruth left. An' she isn't my
own, though when you see a gal around from infancy you for-
gits you ain't the father, hey ? What a pity poor Sophia's two
boys were as delicate as herself."

" Sophia ?" murmured Mrs. Strang, interrogatively.
"Thet was my fust wife afore you came to these parts. She

died young, poor critter. Never shall I forgit her. Ah, there's
nothin' like fust love, I alius thinks. If I hedn't wanted to hev
children to work fur, I should never ha' married agen. But it's
a selfish business, workin' for one's own han', I alius thinks,
knowin' thet when you die all you've sweated fur '11 go to
strangers. An' now thet I've on'y got ons soul dependent on
me, I feels teetotally onswoggled. What do you say ? s'pose I
relieve you of Matt—dooty don't end with passin' the bag roundm church, hey?—it's on this airth that we're called upon to
sacrifice ourselves—or better still—s'pose I take Harriet off
your han's ?"

Mrs. Strang answered, hesitatingly : " It is rael kind o' you,
deacon. But, of course, Harriet couldn't live here with vou "

"Hey? Why 1. .t?"
^

"She's too ole."

"An' how ole might she be?"
" Gittin' on for seventeen."
" I guess thet's not too ole for me," he said, with a guffaw.
Mrs. Strang paused, startled. The idea took away her breath.

The deacon smiled on. In the embarrassing silence the tinkle
of Ruth's harpsichord sounded like an orchestra.
"You—would—raelly- like my Harriet?" Mrs. Strang said

at last. ° '

" You may depend—I've thought a good deal of her, a brisk
an' handy young critter with no boardin'-school nonsense 'bout
her." He worked his quid carefully into the other cheek, com-
placently enjoying Mrs. Strang's overwhelmed condition, pre-
sumably due to his condescension. '« Of course there's heaps of
han'sum ffals everv wavs hu*' boo*" '" '^»^>" -i-jn a^— t "
*!,• u ci_

""' "•''' '«.i,vj lo v/ijij nkin-aei;p, l auus
thinks. She s very young, too, but thet's rather in her favor.
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Vou can eddicato 'em if y„„ take -em young. Train „p a chili,

.=
'^

u"' 'c?
*''"""' ""'""' "°"'dn't give up Abner Preen"said Mrs. Strang, slowly " .Sh^'., tl,. ™ »

i- Jiuiier rrecp,

a fact."
"°^' obstinate gal, thet's

"Hey! Slie walks out with Abner Preep »"

would^l' *J!" ' ''™u
"" "'^ *"'"' "g'" ««'• But I know shewouWn t give hira up, thel's sartin."

"Doll' v'-Plhl'^"" """'"'''^ "=« silence, trilling forth

Stran^l^nt ^^TVZ:7ToJZ:ZlZT y 'T

Sbu-tstTore^trrt'h^^.
"'

'
-'"'^-^''"''' - «»

" Scendalous !" exclaimed the deacon

nant v"^'"Vh?
"''^''' '''"^'^'"' '" ^^P"^^ ^^^^ Strang, indig-nantly. The young man wants to marry her seimine 'PpJ«to me yo«r darter is more scendalous a'mo's

t, play n' Lymns^sthey were hornpipes. I didn't arx mv fnlt« if t u.

h^r-^st1a&rTLt:bV^'^^''' ^--^ "^^ '^--"^

z-iLrg^zirrta'd.''"'" "^^'^ "^^ <'—

•

" She'd stab herself sooner."
" Stab herself sooner'n give up Abner Preep !"

booner'n marry any one else."

turlablv'^'T?'"''^
'" '"' ^'""''^^ ' ^^^^^ «f ^^^bacco imper-

"Well who wants her to marry anybody else ?" he astporaising his eyebrows. " Foe. don't, do you ?"
'

"N-n-o," gasped Mrs. Strang, purpling.

grown tip'J o ,

"""' '" '" '^^' ^ ^^^- I^ ^-'t do to tie agrown np gal to her mammy's apron-8trino-« v^,, r— -V-norse to the water, but you kin't make her^drink hevT^No L'don't^you worry Harriet with forcin' husbands on her!" ' '

li
i i\
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««I— I— kinder—thought— " gasped Mrs. Strang, looking

handsomer than ever in the rosy glow of confusion.

"You kinder thought—" echoed Old Hey, spitting accu-

rately under the stove.

" Thet you wanted Harriet
—

"

" Thet's so. I guessed she could live here more comfortable

than to home. I don't ask no reward; 'the widder and the

orphan,' as Scripter says—hey ?"

" You didn't mean marriage ?"

"Hey?" .nouted the deacon. "Marriage? Me? Well, I

swow ! Me, whose Susan hes only been dead five months ! A
proper thing to suspec' me of! Why, all the neighbors 'ud

be sayin', ' Susan is hardly cold in her grave afore he's thinkin'

of another.'

"

" I beg your pardin," said the abashed woman.
" An' well you may, I do declare ! Five months arter the

funeral, indeed ! Why, ten months at least must elapse ! But

you teetotally mistook my meanin', Mrs. Strang ; it's a woman
/'d be wantin'— a woman with a heart an' a soul, not an un-

broken filly. All I was a-thinkin' of was, Could thet thar Abner

Preep clothe and feed your darter ? But I ain't the man to bear

malice ; and till you kin feel you kin trust her to him or some

other man, ray house is open to her. I don't draw back my
offer, and when I made it I was quite aware you would hev to

be on the spot, too, to look arter her—hey ?"

"Me?"
" Well, you're not too ole, anyways." And the deacon smiled

again. "A'ready you're here all day e'en a'most." Here he

half knelt down to attend to the stove, which was smoking very

slightly. " It wouldn't be much of a change to sleep here,

hey?"
" Oh, but you're forgittin' the other children, deacon."

" Deacon Hailey ain't the man to forgit anythin', I guess," he

said, over his shoulder. " Afore he talks he thinks. He puts

everythin' in the tan-pit an' lets it soak, hey? Is it likely I'd

take you over here an' leave the little uns motherless ? I never

did like this kind of stove." He fidgeted impatiently with the

mechanism at the back, making the iron rattle.
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" I -r-don't-iinderstand," faltered M.s. Strang, her heart
beginning to beat painfully.

"How you do go on ter-day, Mrs. Strang! When I ain't
talkm o marriage you jump at it, and when I am you hanff
back like a mare afore a six-foot dyke. Ah! thet's better''
and he adjusted the damper noisily, with a great sigh of sat-
isiaction.

"You want to marry me^ gasped Mrs. Strang. The dark
handsome features flushed yet deeper ; her bosom heaved

"You've struck i^t! I do want ter, thet's plain !" He rose to
his feet, and threw his head back and his chest forward " You'll
alius find me straightforward, Mrs. Strang. I don't beat about
the bush, hey \ But I shouldn't hev spoke so prematoor if you
hedn t druv me to it by your mistake 'bout Harriet. Es if I
could marry a giddy young gal with her head full o' worldly
thoughts

!
Surely you must hev seen how happv I've been to

hev you here, arnin' money to pay ofl^ your mortgage. Not that
I d a-called it in anyways ! What's thet thar little sum to me ?But I was thinkin' o' your feelin's ; how onhappy vou would be
to owe me the money. And then thinkin' how'to do some-
thin for your children, I saw it couldn't be done without takin'
you into account. A mother clings to her children. Nater is
nater, I alhis thinks. And the more I took you into account,
the more you figured up. There's a great mother, I thinks
there s a God-fearin' woman. An' a God-fearin' woman is acrown to her husban', hey ? If ever I do bring myself to marry
agen, thet s the woman for my money, I vow ! When I say
money, it's on'y speakin' in parables like, 'cause I'm not thet
sort o man There an men as 'ud come to you an' say, « See
here, Mrs. Strang, I've got fifty acres of fust-class interval-land
an a thousand acres of upland and forest-land, an' thirty head o'
cattle, an' a hundred sheep a'most, an' a tannery thet, with the
shoemaker s shop attached, brings me in two hundred pound a
year, an a grist-mill, an' I carry the local mail, an' I've shares
and mortgages thet would make you open your eyes, I tell you,
an I m free from encumbrances e'en a'most, whereas you've got
halt a dozen.' But what does Deacon Hailey say ? He says
jest put all thet outer your mind, Mrs. Strang, pd' think on'y

M-i

i:
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:

the man, with no one to devote him-
o* the man— think o'

self to."

He took her hand, and she did not withdraw it. Emotion

made her breathing difficult. In the new light in which he ap-

peared to her she saw that he was still a proper man—straight

and tall and sturdy and bright of eye, despite his grizzled beard

and hair.

" An' if you kin't give him devotion in return, jest you say

so plump; take a lesson fr/m his straightforwardness, hey?

Don't you think o' your mortgage, or his money-bags, 'cause

money ain't happiness, hey ? An' don't you go sacrificin' your-

self for your children, thinkin' o' poor little Billy's future, 'cause

I don't hold with folks sacrificin' themselves wholesale
;

self-

preservation is the fust law of nater, hey? an' it wouldn't be fair

to me. All ye hev to arx yourself is jest this :
Kin you make

Deacon Hailey happy in his declinin' years ?" He drew himself

up to his full height without letting go her hand, and his eyes

looked into hers. " Yes, I say declinin' years—there's no de-

ception, the 'taters air all up to sample. How ole might you

think me ?"

" Fifty," she sai(?
,
politely.

« Nearer sixty !" he replied, triumphantly. " But I hev my

cold bath every mornin'—I'm none o' your shaky boards that fly

into etarnal bits at the fust clout, hey ?"

" But you hev been married twice," she faltered.

" So will you be—when you marry me, hey ?" And the deacon

lifted her chin playfully. "We're neither on us rough timber—

we've both hed our wainy edges knocked off, hey ? My father

hed three wives—and he's still hale and hearty-a widower o'

ninety. Like father like son, hey ? He's a deacon, too, down

toDigby." .^^, ,

As Deacon Hailev spoke of his father he grew middle-aged

to Mrs. Strang's vision. But she found nothing to reply, and

her thoughts drifted off inconsequently on the rivulet of sacred

music.
" But Ruth won't like it," she murmured at last.

" Hey ? What's Ruth got to say in the matter i I guess

Ruth knows her fifth commandment, an' so do I. My father is
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the on'y person whose blessin' I shall arx on my 'spousals. I
alius make a pint o' thet, you may depend."
The pathetic picture of Deacon Hailey beseeching his father'i

blessing knocked off ten years more from his age, and it was a
young and : -dent wooer whose grf.sp tightened momently on
Mrs. Strang's hand.

" We might go to see him togeiher," he said. "It's an ever-
lastin' purty place, Digby."

" I'd rayther see Halifax," said Mrs. Strang, weakly. In the
whirl of her thoughts Ruth's tinkling tune seemed the only
steady thing in the universe. Oh, if Ruth would only play some-
thing bearing on the situation, so that Heaven might guide her
in this sudden and fateful crisis !

" Halifax, too, some day," said the deacon, encouragingly,
laying his disengaged hand caressingly on her hair. "We'll
go to the circus together."

She withdrew herself spasmodically from his touch.
" Don't ask me !" she cried ; " you're Presbyterian 1"

" Well, and what was your last husban' ?"

" Don't ask me. Harriet and Matt air ongodly 'nough as it

is ; they've neither on 'em found salvation."

" Well, I won't interfere with your doctrines, you bet. Free-
dom o' conscience, I alius thinks. We all sarve the same Maker,
hey ? I guess you're purty reg'lar at our church, though."

"Thet's God's punishment on me for runnin' away from
Halifax, where I hed a church of my own to go to, but he never
cared nuthin' 'bout the 'sential rite, my poor Davie. I ought
to ha' been expelled from membership there and then, thet's

a fact, but the elders were merciful. Sometimes I think 'tis

the old French nater that makes me backslide ; my grandfather
came from Paris in 1783, at the end o' the Amur'can war, and
settled to St. Margaret's Bay ; but then he married into a god-
feariL' German family that emigrated there the same time a'most,
and that ought to ha' made things straight agen."

Mrs. Strang talked on, glad to find herself floating away from

hauled her back.

<• There won't Ve no l>acksUdin' w Peacon ^^ikfa bous«-

iCl
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hold, you may depend," he said. " When a woman hes a godly
stay-to-home husband, Satan takes to his heels. It's widders
and grass-widders es he flirts with, hey ?"

Mrs. Strang colored up ajain, and prayed silently for help
from the harpsichord.

" I kin't give you an answer yet," she said, feebly.

Old Hey slowly squirted a stream of tobacco-juice into the
air as imperturbably as a stone fountain figure.

" I don't want your answer yet. Didn't I tell you I couldn't
dream of marryin' agen fo'- ages ? It don't matter your bein' in

a hurry 'cause your pardner left you three years back, but I hev
the morals o' the township to consider ; it's our dooty in life

to set a good example to the weaker brethren, I alius thinks.
Eight months at least must elapse ! I on'y spoke out now 'cause
o' your onfortunate mistake 'bout Harriet, and all I want is to
be sure thet when I do come to ask you in proper form and in
doo course, you won't say * no.' "

Mrs. Strang remained silent. And the harpsichord was silent
too. Even that had deserted her ; its sound might have been
tortured into some applicability, but its silence could be con-
strued into nothing, unless it was taken to give consent. And
then all at once Ruth struck a new chord. Mrs. Strang strained
her ears to catch the first bar. The deacon could not under-
stand the sudden gleam that lit up her face when the instru-
ment broke into the favorite Nova Scotian song, " The Vacant
Chair !" At last Heaven had sent her a sign

; there was a va-
cant chair, and it was her mission to fill it.

" Well, is thet a bargen ?" asked the deacon, losing patience.
" If you're sure you want me," breathed Mrs. Strang.
In a flash the deacon's arms were round her and his lips on

hers. She extricated herself almost as quickly by main force.
" 'Twarn't to be yet," she cried, indignantly.
" Of course not, Mrs. Strang," retorted the deacon, severely.

" On'y you asked if I was sure, and I allowed I'd show you
Deacon Hailey was genume. It's sorter sealin' the bargen, hey ?

I couldn't let you depart in onsartinty."

half molli-"til, LrtuaVc yuuiS!."if Hi future." she only
fied, as she readjusted her hair, " or I'll throw up the position
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I guess I'll be off now," and she took bonnet and mantle from
a peg.

" Not in anger, Mrs. Strang, I hope. Let all bitterness be
put away from you,' hey ? Thet thar han'sura face o' yourn
warn't meant for thunder-clouds."

He hastened to help her on with her things, and in the r--~
ess effected a reconciliation by speaking of new ones—" st.re
clothes"—that would set off her beauty better. Mrs. Strang
walked airily through the slushy forest road as on a ..rose
path. She was excited and radiant—her troubles were rolled
away, and her own and her children's future assured, and Heaven
Itself had nodded assent. Her lonely heart was to know a lov-
er's tenderness again; it was swelling now with gratitude that
might well bloss^m into affection. How gay her home should
be with festive companies, to be balanced by mammoth revival-
ist meetings I She would be the centre of hospitality and piety
for the country-side. ^

But as she neared the house^wh-ch seemed to have run half-
way to meet hei—the primroses changed back to slush, and her
face to its habitual gloom.

Matt and Harriet were alone in the kitchen. The girl was
crocheting, the boy daubing flowers on a bo ; whiVji ^g slid
under the table as he heard his mother sta oping ofi the wet
snow in the passage. Mrs. Strang detected v. lard, but she
contented hei^slf by ordering him to go to bed. Then she
warmed her frozen hands at the stove and relapsed into silence
Twenty times she opened her lips to address Harriet, but the
words held back. She grew angry with her daughter at last
"You're plaguy onsociable to-night, Harriet," she said

sharply. '

" Me, mother ?"

" Yes, you. You might tell a body the news."
"There's no news to Cobequid. Ole Jupe's come back from

maiw. at a colored ball way dovn Hants County. He says
two darkies hed a fight over the belle."

^Harriet Ct sed, and her needles clicked on irritatingly. Mrs.
Strang burst rorth :

" You might ask a body the news."
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"What news can there be down to Ole Hoy's?'"' Harriet

snapped.

" Deacon Hailey," began Mrs, Strang, curiously stung by the

familiar nickname, and pricked by resentment into courage

;

then her voice failed, and she concluded, almost in a murmur,
" is a-thinkin' of marryin' agen."

" The ole wretch 1" ejaculated Harriet, calmly continuing her

crocheting.

'- He's not so ole !" exp'^stulated Mrs. Strang, meekly.

" He's sixty ! Why, you mignt as well think o' marryin' ! The
idea !"

" Oh. but I'm on'y thirty-five, Harriet 1"

" Well, it's jest es ole. Love-makin' is on'y for the young."
" Thet's jest where you're wrong, Harriet. Youth is enjoy-

ment enough of itself. It is the ole folks that hev nothin' else

to look fur thet want to be loved. It's the on'y thing thet keeps

'em from throwin' up the position, an' they marry sensibly.

Young folks oughter wait till they've g "^t sense."

" The longer they wait the less sense they've got I If two

people love each other they ought to marry at once, thet's a

fact."

" Yes ; if they're two ole sensible people."

" I'm tar'd o' this talk o' waitin'," said Harriet, petulantly.

" How ole were you when you ran away with father ?"

' You ondecent minx !" ejaculated Mrs. Strang.

" You weren't no older nor me," persisted Harriet, unabashed.
" Yes, out I lived in a orreat city. I saw young men of all

shap 3 and sizes. I picked from the tree—I didn't take the

fust thet fell at my feet ; an' how you can look at an onsightly

critter like Abner Preep ! I'd rayther see you matched with

Roger Besant, for though his left shoulder is half an inch higher

than the right a'most, from carrying heavy timbers in the ship-

yard, he don't bend his legs like a couple o' broken candles."

" Don't talk to me o' Roger Besant—he's a toad. It's Abner
I love. I don't kear 'bout his legs; his heart's in the right

place !"

' You mean he's give it to you !"

" I reckon so
!"
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" An' you will fly in my face ?"

" I must," said Harriet, sullenly, " if you don't take your
face out o' the way."

" You imperent slummix
! An' you will leave your mother

alone ?"

" Es soon es Abner kin build a houso."
"Then if you marry Abner Preep," said Mrs. Strang, risingm all the majesty of righteou3 menace, 'Til marry Deacon

llailey.

" What HaTiet also rose, white and scared.
" You I

. depend
! Vm desprit ! You kin try me too far.

You know the wust, now. I will take my face out o' the way
you onnatural darter

! i will take it to one thet 'preciates it
"

There was a painful silence. Mrs. Strang eyed her dau^^hter
nervously. Harriet seemed dazed.

^

''• You'd marry Ole Hey ?" she breathed at last.

" You'd marry young Preep !" retorted the mother
" I'm a young gal

!"

" An' I'm an ole woman ! Two olo folks is es good a match
es two youug uns."

•' Ah but you don't allow Abner and me is a good match I

'

said Harriet, eagerly.

" If you allow the deacon and me is."

Their eyes met.

" You see, there's the young una to think or," said Mrs.
Strang. " If you were to ro away, how could I get alonff with
the mortgage ?"

" Thet's true," said Harriet, relenting a little.

" An' if we were all to go to the farm, thore'd be the house
ft 1 you and Abner."

Harriet flushed rosily.

"An' mebbe the deacon wouldn't be hard with +he mort-
gage I"

" Mebbe," murmured Harriet. Her heart went pit-a-pat. But
suddenly her face clouded.

" But what will Matt say ?" she half whispered, as if aJ^'raid
Le might be within hearing. » I guess he'll be riled some."

" Oh, he'll be all righv if you kinder break the news to hiw

11

r?sf!
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an' explain the thing proper. I reckon he won't take to the

deacon at first."

" The deacon ! It's Abner I'm thinkin' on !"

" Abner ! What does it matter what he thinks of Abner ?

'Tain't ts if Matt was older .lor you. He's got nothin' to say in

the matter, I do alL •."

" But he calls him Bully Preep, and says he used to wallop

him at McTavit's."

" And didn't he desarve it?" asked Mrs. Strang, indignantly.
" He says he won't hev hira foolin' aroun'. He calls him a

mean skunk."

" And who's Matt, I should like to know, to pass his opinions

on his elders an' betters ? ifou jest take no notice of his 'tar-

nation imperence and he'll dry up. It's hevin' a new father

he'll be peaked about. Thet's why you^d better do the talkin'

to Matt !"

" Then you^ll hev to tell him 'bout Abner," bargained Har-
riet.

But neither had the courage.

ii

CHAPTER V

PEGGY THE WATER-DRINKER

The old year had rolled off into the shadows, and the new
had spun round as far as April. Spring came to earth for a

few hours a day, and behind her Winter, whistling, clanged his

iron gates, refreczing the morass to which she had reduced the

roads. Even at noon there was no genial current in the air, un-

less you took the sheltered side of hills and trees, and found
Spring nestling shyly in windless coverts, though many a se'n-

night had still to pass ere, upon some more shaded hummock,
the harbinger Mayflower would timidly put forth a white bud
laden with delicate odor. Everywhere, down the hills and along

the track?, in every rut and hollow, the sun saw a thousand

dancing rivulets gleam and run, and great freshets stir up the
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sullen, ice-laden rivers to sweep away dams and mills, but the
moon looked down on a white country demurely asleep.

Early in the month, Matt having previously said farewell in
earnest to McTavit's sch.--i-roo-n, left home for the spring sugar-
ing. Billy, alas ! could not accompany him as of yore, so Sprat
was left behind, too, by way of compensation to Billy. For
company and co-operation, Matt took with him an Indian boy
whose Christian name (for he was a Roman Catholic) was
Tommy. '

Matt had picked up Tommy in the proximate woods, where
the noble savage ran wild in cast-off Christian clothes. Tommy
belonged to a tribe that had recently pitched its wigwams in
the backlands, a mile from Cobequid Village. To Mrs. Strang
who despatched the sugaring expedition and provisioned it he
was merely "a filthy brat who grinned like a Chessy cat," but
to Matt he incarnated the poetry of the primitive, and even
spoke It. Not that Matt had more than a few words of Algon-
quinese, but Tommy broke English quite unhesitatingly; and his
remarks, if terse and infrequent, were flowery and sometimes
intelligible. They generally ran backward, after the manner
of Micmac, which is as highly inflected as Greek or Hebrew.
For the admiring Matt there was an atmosphere of ron.ance
about the red man which extended even to the red boy, and he
had set hhnself to win Tommy's heart in exchange for tobacco,
which was itself obtained by another piece of barter. Tommy
smoked a clay pipe, being early indurated to hardship, after the
Spartan custom of his tribe. There were sketches of Tommy
colored like the Red Sea or the Bay of Fundy, in Matt's secret
gallery. Tommy was easy to do, owing to his other tribal habit
of sitting silent for hours without moving a muscle. It was only
rarely thai Matt could extract from him native legends about
Glooscap, the national hero, and Mundu, the devil.
The two boys set out together for a rock-maple district five

miles off, drawing their impedimenta heaped high on a large
sled. They were fortified for a three weeks' stay. Mrs. Strang
had baked them several batches of bread, and with unwonted
enthusiastu supplied them with corn-meal for porridge, and tea
and sugar, and butter and molasses, and salt pork and beef, all

i "f
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stowed into the barrel that would come home full of sugar.

Their kitchen paraphernalia embraced a teapot and a teakettle,

a frying-pan and a pot, while their manufacturing apparatus
comprised tin pails, Yankee buckets, dippers, and axes. Guns,
ammunition, and blankets completed their equipment. Matt's

painting materials were stowed away on his person unobtru-

sively.

They took possession of a disused log-cabin, formerly the

property of a woodsman, as the advertising agent would have
put it, had he penetrated to the backwoods. Possibly under
his roseate vision it might have expanded into a detached villa

without basement, or a bungalow standing in its own grounds,

but a non-professional eye would have seen nothing but four

walls and a pitched roof with a great square hole in it to let the

light in and the smoke out. These walls were built of unhewn
logs in their rough, natural bark. The floor was even more
primitive, being simply the soil. It was necessary to thaw it

by lighting the fire on it before the stakes could be driven in

to support the cross-pieces from which the sugar-pot depended.
Then the boys chopped down a vast store of hardwood for

fuel, and lanced the tall maples, catching their blood in birch-

bark troughs through pine spills. They emptied the troughs
into pails, and carried the sap to their cabin, and boiled it in

the big pot, and cooled it again to sugar. A halcyon fortnight

passed, full of work, yet leaving Matt leisure for daubing boy-

ish fancies on pieces of birch-bark to cover withal the wooden
walls of his home, which the aforesaid advertiser might not un-

warrantably have described as a studio with a novel top-light in

a quiet neighborhood. Possibly Matt's mural decorations would
have enhanced the description. They comprised a fantastic

medley of angels with faces more or less like Ruth Hailey, and
devils fashioned more or less after the similitude of Bully Preep,

and strange composite animals more or less like nothing on
earth, moving amid hills and ships and lurid lorizons. One
night Matt sat by the fire in the centre of the hut painting a

more realistic picture and meditating a weeding of his gallery.

There had been no sap running that day, a sudden return of

winter had congealed it, and so this extra artistic output during
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the comparatively idle hours had almost exhausted his hanging-
space. While he painted he gave an eye to the seething pot in
which the sap must change to molasses, and then thicken to ma-
pie syrup, and then to maple wax ere it was ladled into the birch-
bark dishes and set to cool outside the hut. A piece of fat pork
hanging from a hook in the cross-piece j-ist touched the surface
of the sap and prevented it from effervescing. Tommy was
asleep on a heap of fir boughs in a corner, for the boys took itm turn to watch the pot and replenish the fire. The soundness
of Tommy's sleep to-night astonished Matt, for usually the young
Micmac slept the sleep of the vigilant, a-quiver at the slightest
unwonted sound. Matt did not know that his ingenious part-
ner had just completed the distillation of a crude rum from a
portion of sap arrested at the molasses stage, and that he had
imbibed gloriously thereof.

Matt's painting-stool was n inverted bucket. He wore a fur
cap with pendent earlaps that gave him an elderly appearance

;

and his feet were cased in moccasins, made from the green shank
of a cow. For some time he painted steadily, trying to repro-
duce the picturesque interior of the cabin with his rude home-
made colors and brush. The air was warm and charged with
resinous odors. The camp-fire burned brightly, the hardwood
flaming without snapping or crackling, with only the soft hiss-
ing and spurting of liberated gases ; the fire purred as if enjoy-
ing the warmth. The yellow billows curled round the bulging
bottom of the three - legged pot, and sent up delicate spirals of
blue smoke, tinged below with flame, to mingle with the white
sappy steam that froze as soon as it got outside and disentan-
gled itself from the wood smoke by falling as hoar-frost. At
moments when all this smoke lifted Matt could see the stars
shining on him through the hole in the roof, stainless and far
away in a deep blue patch of heaven. Somehow they made him
dissatisfied with his work ; they seemed like calm, sovran eyes
watching his puny efforts to reproduce, with his pitiable palette,
the manifold hues and shades of the simple scene around him
the greasy copper of the Indian bov's faop. o-i:«topinnr or^ai^.^*-

the yellow blanket which covered him and the olive -green
boughs on which he lay ; the motley firewood, the dull brown
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tones of the spruce branches, the silver of birch, the yellow of
beech

;
the empty birch -bark troughs, silver -white outside and

dull salmon within, touched with tints of light gold or gray.
Why, there was a whole color-scheme of subdued rich tints in
the moss alone—the dead dry moss that filled up the uneven
rifts in the log -roof, and gleamed with a mottle of green and
olive and russet. He threw down his brush in despair, longing
for the rich, thick paints he vaguely imagined his uncle in Lon-
don must have—real paints that did not fade as his did, despite
the gums he mixed experimentally with them— pure reds and
blues and greens and yellows, capable of giving real skies and
real grass and real water, and of being mixed into every shade
of color the heart could desire. Then he slipped out through
the door, shutting it quickly to prevent the hut filling with
smoke. The ground was white under a brilliant moon, with
here and there patches of silver that wellnigh sparkled. Over-
head mystic pallid-gold rays of noi-'.hern light pali)itated across
the clear star-strewn heaven. The trees showed more sombre,
the birches and maples bare of leafage, the spruces and hem-
locks and all the tangled undergrowth reduced to a common
gray in the moonlight. Here and there a brown hummock
stood solemnly with bared head. And from all this sleeping
woodland rose a restless breathing, that incessant stir of a vast
alien, self-sufficient life, the rustle of creatures living and mov-
ing and having their being in another world than the human, in
that dim, remote, teeming underworld of animal life, with its

keen joys and transient pains. And every now and then a def-
inite sound disengaged itself from the immense murmur: a
chickadee chirped, a black-headed snow-bird twittered, a cat-
owl hooted, a rabbit ran from the underwood, as faintly distin-
guishable from the snow in his white winter coat as he had
been from the dead leaves over which he pattered in autumn in
his gray homespun.

Matt stood leaning against the door, absorbed into the multi-
farious night, and hardly conscious of the cold ; then he went
in, thrilling with vague, sweet emotion, and vast manful resolu-
tions that cast out despair. But he did not take up his brush
again. He sat down before the fire in dreamy bliss ; all the
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asperities of his existence softened by its leaping light, and
even that dea 1 fa. of his father thawed into the pleasant mo-
tions of life. The past shone through a mellow, rosy mist, and
the future was like the scarlet sunrise of the forest, flaming
from splendor to splendor— a future of artistic achievement
upon which Ruth Hailey's face smiled applause ; a future of
easy, unsought riches which banished the gloom upon his
mother's.

And then all of a sudden he caught sight of Tommy's clay
pipe, fallen from his mouth on to the blanket; and an unfore
seen desire to smoke it and put the seal on this hour of happi-
ness invaded the white boy's breast. He rose and picked it up
It was full of charred tobacco. The craving to light it and taste
Its mysterious joys grew stronger. His mother had sternly for-
bidden him to smoke, backing up her prohibition by the text in
Revelation—'«And he opened the bottomless pit, and there arose
a smoke out of the pit, as the smoke of a great furnace; and
the sun and air were darkened by reason of the smoke of the
pit." But now he remembered he had left school ; he was a
man. He put the stem into his mouth and plucked a brand
from the fire, then stood for a moment irresolute. He wondered
if any instinct warned his mother of what he was doing, and
from that thought it was an easy transition to wondering what
she was doing. His fancy saw her still running backward and
forward, working that great buzzing wheel with stern, joyless
face. He put down his pipe.

There was a fresh element in his dreamy bliss as he resumed
his seat before the fire, a sense of something high and tranquil-
izing like the clear stars, yet touching the spring of tears. His
head drooped in the drowsy warmth, he surrendered himself to
vo uptuous sadness, and the outside world grew faint and
fading.

When he looked up again his heart almost ceased to beat.
At his side loomed a strange female figure, her head covered
with a drab shawl that hid her face. She stood in great snow-
shoes as on a pair of oedestals. and ^^'^ l-o- "'"ll- «-^-a-^-J i

term m contorted shadow.
The gentle purring of the fire, the Indian boy's breathing,

'1
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sounded painfully in the weird stillness. From without came
the manifold rustle of the night.

" Who are you ?" he whispered.
" Give me a glass of water," she replied, sweetly.
"I hev'n'fany water," he breathed.
" I am afire with thirst," she cried. " Quench me ! quench

me !" Her shawl slipped back, revealing a face of wild, un-
canny beauty crowned with an aureola of golden hair. But
the awesome thrill that had permeated Matt's being passed
into one of aesthetic pleasure mingled with astonished recog-
nition.

" Why, it's Mad Peggy !" he murmured.
«* Aye, it's the Water-Drinker !" assented the beautiful visitor,

in soft, musical tones, thereupon crying out, "Water, water for
God's sake !"

'I

I hev'n't any water, I tell you. Not till I git some from the
spring in the mornin'. Hev some sap !"

And Matt, starting to his feet, plunged the dipper into the
barrel of raw sap that stood on the floor. Mad Peggy seized it

greedily and drained the great ladle to the dregs. Then she
filled it again with delicious fluid, and then again, and yet again,
leaving Matt aghast at her gigantic capacity. She was filling

the dipper a fourth time, but he pulled it out of her hand, fear-
ing she would do herself a misc'.Jef.

" I'm so thirsty !" she whispered, plaintively, in her musical
accents.

" What are you doin' in the woods at this hour ?" answered
Matt, sternly.

" Fm looking for Peter. What a bonny fire !" And she bent
over it, holding out her long, white hands to the flames.

Matt divined vaguely that Peter must be the sweetheart
whose desertion had crazed the poor creature. It was report-
ed in Cobequid Village that the handsome German immigrant
who had been betrothed to her had gone off forever on the
pretext of " sugaring " when he learned that she was one of the
Water -Drinkers—the unhappy family whose ancestor had re-
rllSfln a own nf r>r»lf1 nrotor to i ai--nnr\rm ^^A n.^». i, - j.i. ,— —r "* — ^'' " oi.'«"qv viu. TTuiuaii, wiiu Liicre-

upon put the curse upon him and his descendants that they
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might drink water and drink water and never quench their
thirst. Peggy was reputed quite harmless.

" You haven't seen Peter, have you ?" she cooed, suddenly.
" No," replied Matt, with a fresh, nervous thrill. " But this

is not a night for you to be out and about. It's bitter cold."
" It's bitter cold," she repeated, " bitter cold for an old man

like you, but not for a girl like me, loved by the handsomest,
young fellow in the Province ; the heart within me keeps me
warm, always warm and thirsty. Give me more water."

" No, you've hed 'nough," said Matt. " It's a shame your
folks don't look arter you better."

" Look after me
! They're all up at the ball, the heartless

creatures
;
but I saw the weddings, both of them, in spite of

them all, and I think it's high time Peter came back from the
sugaring to our wedding, and I've come to tell him so. This
is the spot he used to sugar at. Are you sure you haven't seen
him ? You are his partner ; confess, now," she wound up, ca-
jolingly, turning her lovely face towards his troubled gaze.

" Can't you see I'm only a boy ?" he replied.
" Nonsense. You're not a boy. Boys always call after me

and pull my shawl. I know all the boys."
Matt felt the moisture gathering afresh under his eyelids.
" What's your name, then «" she went on, sweetly.
" Matt," he murmured.
"Ah, mad!" she cried, in ecstasy. "We are cousins—

I

knew it ! That's what they call me."
Her wild eyes shone in the firelight. The boy shuddered.
" Not mad, but Matt !" he corrected her.

" Ah, yes, Mad Matt ! Cousins ! Mad Peggy—Mad Matt !"

" I'm not mad," he protested, feebly.

" Yes, yes, you are !" she cried, passionately. " I can see it

in your face. And yet you won't give me a cup of water."
" You've drunk 'nough," said the boy, soothingly.
" Oh, what lovely little devils," she exclaimed, catching sight

of the wall decorations. " Do you see devils, too ? Didn't I
say we were cousins ? Why, there's one of the bridegrooms—
ha! ha! ha! I guess he didn't show the cloven hoof thia
morning."
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(i Which is the bridegroom ?" asked Matt, piqued into curi-

osity.

" There—there he is ! There is the boy !" She pointed to
the best portrait of Bully Preep. " He always called after me,
the little devil."

Matt's heart beat excitedly, his face crimsoned. But his
strange visitor's next words threw him back into uneasy chaos.
"Oh, but everybody is saying how scandalous it is ! with his

wife only six months in her grave. Look how long Peter and
I have waited. Most of the girls in the village get engaged half
a dozen times ; they don't know whtt love is, they don't know
anything, they've got no education. But Pve only been engaged
once, and Pm so thirsty. And you'/e got her too, the little

angel
! Everybody is saying how hard it is for her ! And yet

they all go to the ball. May they dance till they drop, the
hypocrites 1"

"What are you sayin' ?" faltered Matt. "Hard for Ruth
Hailey ? Why, she's only a little girl."

" She isn't a little girl. Little girls run after me. I know all

the little girls. She's a little angel ! Just as you've pictured
her. Give me some more water."

This time Matt surrendered the dipper to her.

"Thank you. Cousin Matt," she said, and drank feverishly.
But seeing that she was about to dip again, he placed himself
between her and the barrel. She turned away with a marvel-
lously dexterous movement considering her cumbrous f Dot-gear,
and dipped the ladle into the seething caldron instead. But
Matt seized her arm and stayed her from extracting th( i;ID-

per.

" You'll scald yourself," he said.

" Let go my arm," she cried, threateningly. " Ho'v dare you
touch me—you are not Peter !"

" You mustn't drink any more."
" You ai-e very cruel !" she moaned. " Who is that sleeping

the^e ? Perhaps it is Peter. I will wake him up ; he will give
me water. I am so thirsty." She moaned and crooned over
the three-leffffed caldron. stirHncr t.lip Ban fooKlir wJfi, h^' i I'o

m her efforts to wrest herself free, and the white steam curied
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a^out ho face, and gave her the air of „ ,,,
.^ent ^ver a caldron. Matt forgot everyth
'>ulu -ke to make a picture of ber as si.o a,,....-,

en d best go to sleep," he said at last, awake

67

young, beautiful witch
except that he

appeared now.

" I want water," she crooned.
" You kin't get it," said Matt.

the wood s^oko rose in lenserToCftr^^'l ^ l^l Zth„st and thirst, and never be satisfied ! And that U Jil ^
fate. Cousin Matt I read it in your faee.l /our eye, 721to quench yr -jr thirst—never, never never I T„ ,l ! j ,

.

and thirst for everything, and ne^^'trb^Vatis^fi: ^ eT ot™'

I shall stay with him in his cabin " '

the":tn^h:\:t'dt;:s^^^^^^^ »^^'- '';^ ^'•'^ o*

her. spellbound She dr/;Tht tl^ci' du^n^ aX™leT'ht/aga,„ veiling the glory of the golden hair, and atoost broultthe edges together over her sad beautiful face so tW ,h.
^

alone shone out with unearthlv radiane/ TK t "^^^
slowly towards the door and thrustt open' and he

."""'''
in, and filled the entire cabin with leavv 'acridtlv Tt
got into Matfs eyes and throat, and wofc'Uenlh IndLtlwho sat „p choking and rubbing his black, b ady /e"

" ''
^Dam door shnttura !" he cried, with n„„=n.i ,.i!!:..

.

The words broke Matt's spell.
'

He n;;heH"L'r"r:'^!\._.
irting eyet^ could detect

his
gray-shawled figure gliding
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among the gray trunks. He closed the door, wondering if he

had been dreaming.

" 'Tain't your turn yet, Tommy," he said, waving away the

smoke with his hand, and Tommy fell back asleep, as if mes-

merized. Matt was as relieved at not having to explain as at

Tommy's momentary wakefulness, which had braced him agr.mst

the superstitious awe that had been invading him while the

mad beauty cursed him with that sweet voice of hers that no

anger could make harsh. He thought of the apparition with

pity, miugled with a thrill of solemn adoration ; she had for

him the beauty and wildness of the elemental, like the sky or

,he sea. And yet she had left in him other feelings -not only

the doubt of her reality, but an uneasy stirring of apprehensions.

Was there nothing but insane babble in this talk of Ruth Hai-

ley and Abner Preep ? A fear he could not define weighed at

his heart. Even if he had been dreaming, if he had drowsed

over the fire—aF> he must in -^ny case have done not to have

heard the scrape and clatter of snow-shoes entering—the dream

portended :;omething evil. But, no ! it was not a dream. As-

suredly the sap in the barrel had sunk to a lower level. "With

a new thought he lit a resinous bough and slipped out quickly

and examined the dry stiff snow. The double trail of departing

snow-shoes was manifest, meandering among the bark dishes

and irregularly intersecting the trail of arrival. The radiant

moonlight falling through the thin bare maple-boughs made his

torch superfluous, except in the fuscous glade of leafy ever-

greens, along which he followed the giant footmarks for some

little distance. lie paused, leaning against a tall hemlock.

Doubt was impossible. He had r :ally entertained a visitor.

Not seldom in former years had he entertained visitors who
came to camp out for the night, which they made uproarious.

But never had his hut sheltered so strange a guest. He was

moved at the thought of her drifting across the wastes of snow

like some fallen spirit. He looked up and abstractedly watched

a crow sleeping with its head under its wing on the top of the

hemlock, then his vision wandered to the flashing sLreamers of

northern light, and, higher still, to those keen depths of fnsty

sty- TruerC liUC obais
-A J l.^^.,4-

Liui, and lucy uiew his
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thoughts yearningly to the infinite spaces. Something cried
withm him for he knew not what—save that it was very great
and very majestic and very beautiful, mystically blending the
lummousness of light and color with the scent of flowers and
the troubled sweetness of music ; and at the back of hie dim,
dehcious craving for it was a haunting certainty that he would
never reach up to it, never, never. The prophecy of m d Pegffv
recurred to the boy like a cutting blast of wind. Was it true
then, that he would thirst and thirst, and nothing ever quench
his thirst ? He held up his torch yearningly to the stars, while
the night moaned around him, and the flaring pinewood cast a
grotesque shadow of him on the pure white snow, an uncouth
image that danced and leered as in mockery.

CHAPTER VI

DISILLUSIONS

As soon as he could get away next morning Matt drew on his
oversocks and started for home, racked by indefinite fears. He
had not troubled to rouse Tommy to take bis watch, for he knew
he himself would not sleep a wink, and it seemed a pity to dis-
turb so deep arl healthy a slumber; so he bustled about to
blur his thoughts, and had breakfast ready an hour after sunrise
which his anxiety did not prevent him from observing. To see
sky and forest take fire in gradual glory was an ecstasy tran-
scending the apprehensions of the moment.
Tommy had asked no questions during the morning meal

and made no complaints about Matt's failure to rouse him • but
on being apprised of his companion's intended journey, he' had
pointed to the scanty wood-pile—a reminder that had delayed
Matt by a couple of hours spent in felling and chopping up a
straddle or two. But at last he got away, Tommy undertaking
in a minimum of monosyllables, to attend to everything else
Matt felt afresh the strength and stability of Tommy. Tommy
wfts like Sprat—firm, faithful, and uninquisitive.

in !
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He had five miles of clogged walking before him, but he

made fairly good progress, for he was unencumbered by snow-

shoes, having a light step and an instinct for hollows and drifts,

and his oversocks, which reached beyond the knee, kept out the

snow when he trod deep. The freshness and buoyancy of the

morning dispelled his alarm ; dread was impossible under that

wonderful blue sky. But as he got deeper and deeper into

the recesses under thick boughs that shut out the living blue

with dead gray, and took the sparkle out of the snow, his gloom

returned, and lasted till he was nearly at his journey's end, when

the road caught the sunlight again just as the thought of home
flooded his soui. And soon a bend brought the goal in sight.

There it was, the dear old house, standing back from the road,

in the midst of its little clearing, the sun shining on, its bleached

clapboards, the black window-sashes standing out fantastically

against the white panes, opaque with frosty designs. The

smoke curled tranquilly from the chimney towards the over-

arching azure, making the home seem a living creature whose

breath was thus condensed to visibility. It seemed months since

he had left it, yet it was absolutely unchanged. And then he

heard the cock crow from the rear, and his last fears vanished

like evil spirits of the night, and a wave of pleasurable anticipa-

tion bore him to the porch.

He opened the door—no one ever fastened doors by day, for

burglars came only in the milder form of peddlers, and other

visitors were accustomed to stable their horses and take their

seats at the board without ceremony or warning. It was not

far from noon, but he heard no sounds about che house, except

the crowing of the cock, which continued, and brought up to

memory a grotesque and long-obliterated image of his mother

holding on io the leg of a soaring hawk th^t had picked up a

chicken. He listened for the lowing of Daisy ; then, remember-

ing she was dead and salted, he moved forward irto the passage.

But he found nobody in the living-room. There was not even

a fire. The clumsy spinning-wheel stood silent. The table was

bare and tidy ; the chairs were neatly ranged. He ran into the

kitchen—it radiated bleaker desolation. Matt fought against

the cold chill that was gathering at his heart. Of course there

urn;
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would be nobody at home. Harriet was sewing somewhere,
most of the children were at school; and his mother, instead of
leaving the baby in the kitchen with one of them, must have
taken it with her to her work. And yet .' /as all very de-
pressing and very disappointing. Then he remembered, with a
fresh shock, the smoke he had seen curling from the roof, and
for an instant he was oppressed by a sense of the uncanny. An
atmosphere of horror seemed to brood over the house. But
the recollection of a proverb of Deacon Hailey's, " There's no
smoke without fire, hey ?'' uttered in a moment of unusual ar-

ticulateness, brought back common-sense. He ran up to the
bedrooms, but there was not even a stove, except in his mother's
room—a room tapestried with texts worked in Berlin wool on
perforated card-board—where the bed had not been made, and
where there were traces of extinct logs. Immeasurably puzzled,
and wondering if the smoke had been an optical illusion, he
returned to the living-room. There was only one room he had
not gone into—the best room—and when he at last recollected

the existence of it he did not immediately entjer it. Only
visitors had the enjoyment of this room and the privilege of
sitting gingerly on its cane chairs and surveying its papered
walls ; and, in the absence of the family, thero could be no re-

ception in progress. When, for the sake of logical exhau^oive-
ness, he did approach the door, it was listlessly and with a cer-

tain constraint, amounting to awe. His nostrils already scented
the magnificent mustiness of its atmosphere. He or^ned the
door with noiseless reverence. Then he stood rigid, like one
turned to stone by the sight of Medusa's head. It v ; indeed
a head that petrified him—or, rather, two heads, one pressed
against the other. Though he had only a back "iev, of them,
i knew them both. The lank black hair wi^r "lally Preep's,
the long auburn-brown tresses were Harriet Strang's. A fire

had been lighted, regardless of the polish of the Franklin stove
and the severity of its fancy scroll - work r.ad ornamental
urn -, and before this fire his sister sat on Abner's knee, and
Abner sat on a cane chair, tilting it with a familiarity that
hovered on contempt. The treble shock vas too great. Matt
was dumb and sick and cokl, though r^d-hot thoughts hur-
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tied in his brain. What! The skunk had sneaked in during

his mother's absence, and it was thus that Harriet did the

honors I

He struggled to get his voice back. *' Harriet !" he cried, in

raucous remonstrance.

Harriet gave a little shriek and turned her head. The color

fled from her soft cheeks as she caught sight of her outraged

junior, then the blush returned in fuller crimson. Matt fixed

her with a stern, imperious eye.

" What are you doin' in the best room ?" was the phrase that

leaped to his angry lips.

Abner turned on him a face of smiling friendship.

" The best thing," he replied, gayly.

" How dare you kiss my sister ?" thundered Matt.

" Don't be a fool, Matt !" said Abner, amiably. " She isn't

on'y your sister—she's my wife."

" Your wife I" breathed Matt.

" Yes, don't be streaked, dear. We were married yesterday."

And Harriet disentangled herself from Abner and ran to throw

her arms round Matt, But the boy repulsed her with a com-

manding gesture.

"Don't come near me !" he cried, huskily. " Where's moth-

er ? Does she know ?"

" Oh, Matt !" cried Harriet, reproachfully, •' d'you think I'd

marry without her consent !"

" I call it rael mean, anyways," he cried, tears of vexation

getting into his eyes and his voice, " to take advantage of a

feller like that, jest because his back's turned !"

" Waal, we won't do it agen !" cried Abner, with unshakable

good -humor. "See here. Matt," and he rose, too, revealing

the slight tendency to crookedness of lower limb that offended

the exigent eye of his mother - in - law, " let's be pals. You
were alius a spunky little chap, and I liked you from the day

you stood up agin me and blacked ray eye, though you had to

jump up a'most to reach it. I was a beast in them thar days,

but I raelly ain't now, thanks to Harriet—God bless her ! I

know you don't 1'
. my legs," he added, with a flash of humor,

" but there's on'y two of 'em, anyways."
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" An' thet's two too many, you crawlin' reptile," retorted
Matt. Then, turning to Harriet, be went on in slow, measured
accents, '* And is this—chap—goin' to—live here ?"

" He is so," retorted Harriet.

" Then," said Matt, with ominous calm—" then you won't hev
me here, thet's all."

" Of course we won't," said Harriet, with a pleasant laugh.
" You'll live with mother."

" With mother ?" repeated Matt, staring.

" Yes ; down to Deacon Hailey's."

" Hes mother gone to live to Deacon Hailey's ?" he asked,
excitedly.

" You bet !" put in Abner, grinning genially.

<' What—altogether ?" exclaimed Matt. The world seemed
going round as it did in the geography books.

" I guess so."

"I won't hev it!" cried Matt, agitatedly. "I won't hev her
slavin' like a nigger. It was bad enough afore, when she bed to
go there every day. But now she's naught but a servant. It's

a shame, I do declare. An' you, Harriet !" he said, turning
fiercely on her again ;

" ain't you 'shamed o' yourself, drivin'
mother out of house and home ?"

" No," said Harriet, stoutly.

The laughter that lurked about her mouth dlled him with a
trembli- g presentiment of the truth.

" Don't you understand ?" said Abner, kindly. " Your moth-
er's been and gone and married the deacon, and a good thing
for all o' you, I do allow."

"You're a liar!" hissed the boy. The world spun round
more fiercely.

Abner shrugged his shoulders good-temperedly.
"You see, it was all arranged in a hurry, Matt," said Harriet,

deprecatingly. " An' mother thought we'd best get it all over,
an' so we were both married yesterday, an' we thought it a pity
to bother you to come all the way. But you hevn't finished,
hev you ? Where's the sugar?"

" An' a nice scandal, I vow !" he cried, furiously. " Every-
body is talkin' 'bout it."
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" Oh come, Matt, thet's a good un," laughed Abner. " Why,
you've heerd nuthin' 'bout it."

"Oh, hevn't I?" returned Matt, with sullen mysteriousness.

" I don't know thet everybody went there an' everybody said

it was a shame. Ot no ; I'm blind and deaf, thet's what

I am."
" Don't make such a touse. Matt," said Harriet, putting her

hair behind her ears with some calmness. " Don't you see things

air ever so much better ? I've got a man to support me," and

she put her arms lovingly round Abner's neck, as if supporting

him, " an' mother '11 be quite a lady, not a servant, as you were

silly 'nough to allow, an' you won't hev to work so hard. An'

I'll tell you what. Matt, you shall come here sometimes an'

draw your picters, an' mother won't know."

But Matt clinched his teeth. The bait was tempting, but

unfortunately it reminded him of his obedience to his mother

the night before, when in deference to her views he had denied

himself the joy of Tommy's pipe. Oh, how he had been duped

and bamboozled ! At the very hour his inner eye had seen her

toiling, sorrowful at her spinning-wheel, she was frolicking at

her wedding-ball in gay attire. A vast self-compassion softened

his indignation and raw misery. He turned his back on the

newly- married couple, and strode from tie house, lest they

should misinterpret his tears. But the tears did not come

—

anger rekindling evaporated them unshed. What right had the

deacon to steal his mother without even asking him? And
how ignoble of his mother to forget his father thus ! He fig-

ured Ruth Hailey replacing himself by another boy merely

because he was dead. It seemed sacrilege. And yet no doubt

Ruth was as bad as the rest of her sex. Had she not submitted

tamely to the supplanting of her dead mother—nay, was she

not a necessary accomplice in the conspiracy to keep him ig-

norant of the double marriage ? Then he had a vague remem-

brance that he had once heard she was not originally the dea-

con's daughter, but only the late Mrs. Hailey's, which somehow

seemed to exonerate her from the full burden of his doings.

Still, she had unquestionably been sly.

His feet had turned instinctively back towards the lonely
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forest. No, he would not go and live with the deacon, not even
though It brought Ruth within daily proximity. His attitude
towards the deacon had never been coidial~nay, the auditory
strain upon him when "Ole Hey" spoke to him had gone far
towards making him antipathetic. It seemed monstrous that
such an old mumbler should have been deemed fit to replace
the cheery sailor who had gone down wrapped in his flag. No,
Matt at least would have none of him. Life under his roof
would be a discord of jarring memories. He would go back to
his hut and live in the wood. He would shoot enough to live
upon, and there, alone and self-sufficient and free as its denizens,
he would pass his life painting and sketching. Or, if he wanted
society, he would seek that of the Indian, the simple, noble
Indian, and pitch his lot with his for a time or forever. Or
perhaps Tommy would stay with him—Tommy who was deep
without be^'-g wily, and restful without being dull. What a
pity Billy was disabled

; they might have seceded together, but
fate had separated them, not his will.

The five miles were longer now, and the sky had grown a
shade colder, but he trod the gloomiest paths unchilled. His
heart was hot with revolt. As he came to the little open space
round the hut a curious phenomenon arrested his attention.
There was no smoke curling above the chimney-hole. A prob-
lem—the exact reverse of that which had greeted him at the
other terminus of his journey—clamored for solution. Surely
Tommy had not let the fire go out! He hastened his steps,
and saw that the door stood wide open on its leather hinges,
projecting outwards into the forest. Outside, too, empty birch-
bark troughs were scattered about in lieu of being piled up
neatly. The air of desolation sobered him like a cold douche.
He was frightened. He had not even courage to dwell on the
thought of what foreboding whispered. But perhaps Tommy
had only gone to sleep again, and forgotten about the fire. With
a gleam of hope he ran to the entrance, then leaped back with
a wild thrili, and slammed the door to and put his back to it
and stood palpitating, restrained only by excitement from
breaking down in childish tears. The interior of the hut had
been transformed as by enchantment. Of barrels, axes, iron.
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ware, provender, even of his rude paints, there was not a trace,

though the birch-bark picture exhibition was undisturbed. The

birch-boughs were littered over the floor. There was no Tommy.

But in the centre of the cabin, where the fire had been, lay a

matted bear, voluptuously curled up on the warm ashes, and

licking the mellifluous soil, which was syrup-sodden by drops

that had fallen from the sap-pot. The beautiful sunshine had

lured the animal from its winter sleeping - chamber, famished

after its long fast.

It was a moment Matt never forgot ; one of those moments

that age and imbitter. As he stood with squared shoulders

against the rough, battened door, that was built of stout slabs,

he shook from head to foot with mingled emotions. Numb

misery alternated with burning flashes of righteous indignation

against humanity, red and white. And with it all was a stirring

of the hunter's instinct—an itching to shoot the creature on the

other side of the door—which aggravated his vexation by the

reminder that even his gun had been stolen. It eased him a

little to let his mind dwell on the prospect of potting such

glorious game ; but first of all he must run Tommy to earth.

Tommy could not have gone far, b^-dened as he would be with

the spoil

The broken-hearted boy moved stealthily from the door aud

pushed up a small trunk that he had cut down that morning,

but not yet chopped up. With some difficulty he raised this

and propped it against the door, which, being already latched,

could not easily be burst open by the bear. The creature was,

moreover, likely to resume its winter nap in the snug, sweet

quarters in which it found itself. Having thus trapped his

bear. Matt started ofE by a cross - cut in the direction of the

Indian encampment, to which he presumed Tommy would nat-

urally have returned fuh-handed. But he had not gone a hun-

dred yards before he called himself a fool, and ran back. In

his agitation he had forgotten to note the trail of the sled in

which Tommy must have drawn off the things. This he now

discovered ran quite in the opposite direction, and was com-

plicated not only by Tommy's footmarks, but by a man's.

Whither had Tommy decamped ? The day seemed made up of
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surprises and puzzles. However, there was everything to gain,

or rather regain, by following the dusky young impostor and
the accomplice who had helped him to draw the heavy sled.

Matt discovered that the trail led towards Long Village, two
and a half miles off, and instantly it flashed upon him that

Tommy had gone there to dispose of the things. He quickened
his pace, and in less than half an hour strode into a truer

solution of the mystery, for suddenly he found himself amid
dogs grubbing in the sunshine and swaddled pappooses swing-

ing on the poles of birch -bark wigwams, and perceived that

the vagrant Micmacs had shifted their encampment during the

fortnight. Tommy's knowledge of the migration argued secret

correspondence, unless a tribal tempter had visited him acci-

dentally during Matt's absence—which seemed rather improb-

able.

Matt's soul was aflame with wrath and resentment. He
rushed about among the wigwams, unceremoniously peering be-

hind the blankets that overhung the doorways, which were
partly blocked by spruce boughs arranged to spring back and
forth. Bow-legged, round-shouldered, dumpy men, with com-
plexions of grayish copper, squatting cross-legged on fir boughs
before the central fire, smoked on unresentful, a few ejaculat-

ing sullenly, " Kogwa pawotumun .^" (" What is your wish ?")

Their faces had nothing of the American hatchet-shape; they

would have been round but for the angularity of the jaw, and
Chinese but for the eyes, which did not slant upward, but

were beady and wide apart. The cheek-bones were high, the

nose was of a negro flatness, and the straight black hair was
long and matted. In attire the men had an air of shabby civil-

ization, which went ill with the blankets and skins overwrap-

ping the white men's leavings. Near the door—in the quarter

of less distinction—sitting with feet twisted round to one side,

one under the other, as befits the inferior sex—were women
good-looking but greasy, who wee shawls and blankets over

their kerchiefed heads, and necklaces of blue beads twinkling

against their olive throats, and smoked as gravely as their

lords. But Tonimy was invisible. Nor could Matt see any-

thing of the stoleu goods. But in one tent he found Tommy's

-

1
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father, and, discourteously omitting the«*Kwa"Gf greeting,

plied him with indignant questions in a mixture of bad English
and worse Indian.

Tommy's father understood little and knew nothing. He did
not invite the visitor into the tent, but smoked on peacefully
and whittled a shaving, and Matt's admiration of the red man's
taciturnity died a painful death. Had Tommy's father not even
seen Tommy ? No ; Tommy's father had not seen Tommy for
half a moon, and the smoke curled peacefully round Tommy's
father's grensy head. Never had the unspeakable uncleanliness
of the picturesque figure struck Matt as it did now. He moved
away with heavy heart and heavy footstep, and interviewed
other Indians, equally dingy and equally reticent; even the
squaws kept the secret.

Matt went back in despairing anger and poured out his pas-
sion in a flood of remonstrance upon the unwashed head of

Tommy's father ; he pointed to the trail of the sled that drew
up at Tommy's father's tent, he reasoned, he threatened, he
clinched his fist and stamped his foot; and Tommy's father
smoked the pipe of peace and whittled the shaving. The Indian
held the stick on his knee and drew the knife towards himself,

unlike the white man, who cuts away from himself. It was a
crooked knife, with a notch for the thumb in the handle. Matt's
spirit oozed away before its imperturbable movement to and
fro. He felt sick and faint ; he became vaguely conscious that
he had eaten nothing since breakfast. Then he remembered
the bear waiting in the cabin—waiting to be killed. With a
happy thought he informed Tommy's father that he had trapped
a bear and could conduct him to the spot, and Tommy's father
instantly began to understand him better ; and when Matt pro-
ceeded to offer him the beast in exchange for the stolen goods,
the Micmac betrayed a complete comprehension of the offer,

and with a courteous exclamation of " Up-chelase^''^ invited him
into the furthermost and most honorable portion of the tent.

He even rose and held colloquy with some of his brethren
gathered round. A bear was a valuable property—dead. His
snout alone was worth five dollars, when presented as a death
certificate to a grateful government, anxious to extinguish him.



DISILLUSIONS 79

These five dollars were a grcj.fc consideration to a tribe paidmainly m kind, and hard pushed to find coin for the annual re-
mission of sin at the hands of the priests. The bear's skinwould fetch four or five dollars more ; while its three or fourhundred pounds of flesh would set up the larder for the season

ML\w"i* I. "f*^'"
'"""'•'' '^«™°^y'« ^^ther informed

Matt that he had ju.t learned Tommy had been seen that morn-
ing, but that he had hauled the sled past the encampment on
his way to Long Village to sell the freight (which nobody had
suspected whs not his own property, the much dam thief). Hehad however, left a gun with a boy friend, and if Matt was con-
tent to swop the bear for this, he could have it. Matt, fumin..
at his own helplessness, consented. The gun was accordingly
produced

;
Matt recognized his old friend, but Tommy's fa4r

explained in easy pantomime that when bear was dead boywould get gun, and not before ; and he handed it to a blanket-
less bystander, who had evidently bartered external heat for

In r rTT\.
'^^'"' shouldering his own gun, he motioned

o Mat to lead the way. The little procession of three setfo th, the second Indian prudently providing himself with a
flat wide sledge. The afternoon was waning, the blue over-head had lost m luminousness, leaving the coloring of the earthmore vivid. But the shifting of nature's kaleidoscope had
ceased to interest Matt; humanity occupied him exclusively,
and the evil that was done under the sun. Man or woman
white or red, they were all alike-a skulking, shifty breed Itwas not only he that had been betrayed ; it was truth, it washonor. Were these things, then, merely lip-babble ?

On their arrival at the hut Matt explained the position Hewas about to remove the log that braced up the door, butTommy s father pulled him violently back, and gestured that itwas much more convenient to shoot the animal through the
chimney-hole. Matt felt a qualm of disgust and remorfe. Itseemed coward y to give the poor beast that had taken refuse
in his hut no chance. He leaned sullenly against the door,feelmg almost like one who had betrayed the laws of hospital-
ity, and conscious, moreover, of a strange savage sympathy with
the bear in its strife with humanity. His last respect for the 1 jii^i
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noble red man vanished when the two Micmacs clambered upon
the low-pitched roof. They uttered " ughs " of satisfaction as

they peeped over the great square hole and perceived their prey

asleep. After some amiable banter of the animal they began

to put their guns into position. But Tommy's father insisted

on having the glory of the deed, since he was paying for the

bear with Matt's gun, and his rival ungraciously yielded. In

his cocksureness, hov/ever. Tommy's father merely hit the bear's

shoulder. The creature started up with a fierce growl, and be-

gan biting savagely at the bleeding wound. Excited by his fail-

ure and the brute's leap up, Tommy's father leaned more over

the hole for his second shot ; but his companion, exclaiming that

it was his turn now, pushed him back, and strove to get his

body in front. Tommy's father, who was now effervescing with

excitement, thrust himself more forward still, and in his zeal

succeeded so well that he suddenly found himself flying head-

foremost into the hut, while the gun went off at random. The
bullet missed, but the man struck the obfuscated creature with

a thud, ricochctted off its back, and lay prostrate on the branch-

strewn floor.

The sound of the fall, the explosion, the cry of dismay from

the roof, informed Matt of what had happened. In a flash his

sympathy went back to man. He cried to the other Indian to

shoot, but the latter's arm was shaking, and the bear, after a

few seconds of bewilderment, had risen on its hind legs and

stood over the fallen man growling fiercely, so that the Micmac
was afraid of hitting his friend. Matt reached up impatiently

for his gun, which the Micmac readily handed to him in unfore-

seen violation of orders, and Matt, overthrowing the door-prop

with the butt end, lifted the latch and dashed in. Tommy's
father was already in the bear's grip, the infuriated animal's

elastic fore-paws beginning to press horribly upon his ribs.

Matt clapped the barrel of the gun to the bear's ear; then he

was overswept by a fearsome doubt lest the gun had been un-

loaded since it had left his handt. But his suspense was sho/t.

He pressed the trigger ; there was a ringing explosion, and the

creature bounded into the air, relaxing its hold of the Indian,

upon whom it fell again in its death-agony. Matt, aided by the

m
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Other Micmac, who harried in, grunting, disentangled Tommy's
father from the writhing heap, and found him bruised and
breathless, but practically uninjured. Tommy's father vowed
eternal gratitude to his rescuer, and said his life was hencefor-
ward at Matt'b disposal. The boy curtly asked for his property
mstead, whereupon the Indian shook his head and shrugged his
shoulders in token of impotence. Rolling the bear over with
a prod of his contemptuous foot, he produced his knife and
started scalping and skinning the dead enemy, while his brother-
in-arms lit some boughs,, and cut a juicy steak from the carcass
and set it to broil. The warmth was grateful, for the shadows
were fast gathering and the hyperborean hours returning. A
covey of bob-whites wb.irred past, and the weird note of a\oot-
owl was borne on the bleak air.

The Indians offered the boy "a cut from the joint," aud he
refused sulkily—a deadly insult in normal circumstances. But
the keen pangs of hunger and the delicious odor of the meat
weakened him, and a later invitation to join the squatting dmers
found him ravenously responsive, though he felt he had bartered
away his righteous indignation for a mess of pottage. During
the meal his guests or his hosts (he knew not which they were)
betrayed considerable interest in his mural decorations, which
they evidently regarded as symptoms of a relapse from Chris-
tianity, and they were astonished, too, at his refusal to quaff
more than a mouthful or two of their rum—the coarse con-
coction locally nicknamed " rot-gut." While Matt, who nad
started last, was still eating from the birch-bark dish he had
utilized for the purpose, Tommy's father lit his after-dinner
pipe, and, having taken a few whiffs, passed it on to his com-
panion, who in turn held out to Matt the long, reedy stem with
its feather ornaments.

The offer sent a thrill through the boy's whole being. All
his grievances ascended afresh from the red stone bowl and
mingled with the fragrant smoke. How good, how obedient
he had been! And all for what? A lump gathered in his
throat, so that he could not swallow his bit of bear. He
noddei^ assent, his heart throbbing with defiant manhood, and
motioned to the Mxmac to place the pipe beside his dish till he

6
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was ready for it. The two Indians then hauled the carcass

athwart the sledge hastily, for night had come on as though

shed from the starless sky, and they called to Matt to come

along, but Matt shouted back that he did not intend to accom-

pany them. He no longer craved to cast in his lot with the

red man. Yet he went to the door of his tent to watch his

fellow-hunters disappear among the sombre groves, and a deeper

dusk seemed to fall on the landscape when the very rustle of

their passage died away. But as he turned in again and fast-

ened up the door, his heart leaped up afresh with the leaping

flames. The sense of absolute solitude became exultation—

a

keen, bitter joy. Here was his home ; he had no other. He

had parted company with humanity forever.

He reseated himself on a little pile of fir boughs in his deserted

home, that was naked but for the wall-pictures—the least com-

forting of all possible salvage, since they were the only things

Tommy had not thought worth stealing. As Matt sat brooding,

darker patches on the soil, and spots upon some of those pict-

ures, caught his eye. He saw they were of blood. In one place

there was quite a little pool which had not yet sunk into the

earth or evaporated. He touched it curiously with his finger,

and wiped away the stain against a leaf. Then with a sudden

thought he curled a piece of bark and scooped up the blood

into his birchen dish, as a possible color, murmuring, gleefully

:

"•Who caught hia blood?'

' I,' said the fish,

•With ray little dish,

I caught his blood.'
"

In moving the "little dish" he laid bare Tommy's father's

calumet, forgotten. He took it up. How the universe had

changed since last he held a pipe in his hand— only last

night ! Again he heard the howl of a wild-cat, and he looked

round involuntarily, as if expecting to find Mad Peggy at his

elbow. But he had no sense of awe just now—though he had

barred his door inhospitably against further bears—only the

voluptuousness of liberty and loneliness, the healthy after-glow

of satisfied appetite, and the gayety born of flaming logs and a

IliU
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couple of mouthfuls of fire-water. The Water-Drinker's proDh-

hh hlT X.fr'^ r^' ^" '^'^ °^ '^' P^P^ h« held in
his hand With tremulous anticipation of more than mortal

hT^H ':^'!; ''' '^^^ '^"^^^^^'^ ^'' unexpectedly purentbut Matt puffed aw^ steadily in hope and trust thft ^this^^merely tho verdict of an unaccustomed palate, and he found avast compensatory pleasure in his ability to make the thin^rwork, to send the delicate wreaths into the air as ably as anyMicraac or deacon of them all.
^ ^

But soon even this pleasure began to be swamped by a waveof less agreeable sensation, and Matt, puzzled and chagrined

nto the cold air with palpitating heart and splitting head andthere m the maple wood, Bruin was avenged. That niltdespite his vigil of the night before. Matt Strang vlly^!
deavored to clo.e his eyes upon an unsatisfactory world

im- H;'

CHAPTER VII

THE APPRENTICE

The long, endless years, crowded with petty episodes and
uniformities, and moving like a cumbrous, 'creeping tran thatstops at every station flash like au express past^the eye o

mrth7;> y /'
-tb;«e unrecorded minuti/of monotonousmonths that color the fabric of our future lives, eating into our

vnnV. fi.'/r. ''t ^^^"'^" ^^''' years, Matt Strang'syouth defiled before him, the panorama seemed more vari^edthan when he was living the scenes in all their daily detail ofdull routme and when, whatever their superficial differences

iXTio" ' '" '^" '' ^'^ "'^'^^^^^"^ unity of tdUnd

First came his apprenticeship in Cattermole's saw-mill, at the
opposite outskirt of ihe forest, twenty miles from Cobequid.For though he early tired of savagery, as a blind-alley on theroad to picture-painting, he refused, in the dogged pride of his
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boyish heart, to return to his folks, contenting himself with in-

forming them of his whereabouts and of his intention to ap-

prentice himself (with or without their consent). Labor being

so scarce that year, Deacon Hailey drove over in great haste to

offer him a loving home. Matt, who happened to be in the

house, which was only p:*rtGd from the mill-stream by a large

vegetable -garden, saw through a window the deacon's buggy

arrive at the garden-path, and the deacon himself alight to open

the wooden gate. The boy's resentment flamed "fresh, and it

was supplemented by dread of the deacon's inarticulate conver-

sation. He fled to Mrs. Cattermole in the kitchen.

She was a shrewish, angular person, economical of everything

save angry breath. A black silk cap with prim bows and

ribbons sat severely on her head, and a thread-net confined her

hair. Cattermole, a simple, religious, hen-pecked creature, had

gone to the village store to trade off butter.

"There's Ole Hey coming I" cried Matt, breathlessly.

*» Kin't you speak quietly ?" thundered Mrs. Cattermole.

" You made my heart jump like a ^rog. You don't mean Ole

Hey from Cobequid, the man es you said married your mother?"

" Yes, thet's the skunk. I reckon he's come to take me
back."

Mrs, Catterraole's eyes flashed angrily. '= Well, I swan ! But

3'ou've promised to bide with us."

*• Thet's so. I wouldn't go back fu:* Captain Kidd's treasure

!

I won't see him,"

" I'll tell him you .e gone away."

" No," said Matt, sturdily. " I wrote that I was goin' to be

'prenticed here, and there ain't any call for lies. Tell him I'm

in the kitchen and I won't come out, and I don't want to hev

anythin' to do with him. See !"

" Well, set there and mind the cradle, and I'll jest give him

slockdologee. You uns allow you're considerable smart, Cobe-

quid way, but I reckon he's struck the wrong track this time."

Matt grinned joyously. " Spunk up to him, ma'am !" he

cried, with stirring reminiscences of fights at McTavit's.

« Walk into him full split
!"

" You mind the baby, young man. There won't be no touse
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at all.

of it."

He don't set foot in my kitchen, and there's an end

Mrs Cattermole greeted the deacon politely, and informed him
ttiat the lad he was inquiring after was sulking in the kitchen,
and that he refused to receive his visitor on any account. The
deacon sighed unctuously with an air of patient martyrdom.
Matt s obduracy heightened his estimate of the lad's value as a
gratuitous field-worker, and sha pened his sense of being robbed
of what small dowry Mrs. Strang had brought him.

" Ihe boy IS dreadful set agin me," he complained. "But.
es 1 told his poor mother, if you let a boy run wild, wild he
runs hey

? Anyways, it ain't fur me to fail in lovin'-kindness.
hye for eye, tooth for tooth, ain't the gospel we^re called upon
to practise. I alius thinks there's no sort o' use in bein' a Chris-
tian on Sundays and a heathen on week-days."

" No, thet thar ain't," Mrs. Cattermole assented, amiably.
Jiven to beasts a man kin be a Christian, hey ? I reckon I'd

better wait in your kitchen an' give the mare a rest. If /Ve

suffeVhey
?'''^'' '"'°^' '^'' '^"'' ' ''''''' "^^ ^^^ "^^ '^^^^^

Mrs. Cattermole, seeing the outworks taken, directed the
aeacon, by a flank movement, into the parlor, as alone befitting
his dignity. To Matt this parlor, far finer than the best room
at home, was a chamber of awe, but also of attraction, for its
walls were hung »vith sober Bible prints. Mrs. Cattermole stood
there among her splendors with her back to the door, partly for
defensive purposes, partly so as not to depreciate one of the
hair-cioth chairs by sitting down. It was enough for one day
that her guest sat solidly on the rocking-chair of honor.

We ve been hevin' too much soft weather, Mrs. Cattermole,
arter all thet heavy snow."

" Yes, I'm afeard the dam will go out," responded Mrs. Catter-
mole, gloomily.

They discussed the disastrous thaw of r few years I k, with
a vivid remembrance of the vegetables and dairy produce spoiled
in the flooded cellars.

" But it's the Lord's will," summed up the deacon. " It ain't
any use heapiu' up worldly treasure, I alius thinks,"
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" Thet's a fact." Mrs. Cattermole shook her head in sad

acquiescence.

" Heaven's the on'y safe place to lay up your goods, hey ?

So I guess Fm just goin' to forgive thjt durned boy all the

anxiety he's giv his poor mother an' me, an' take him back right

along."

" Oh, but I guess you ain't," said Mrs. Cattermole. *' We've
promised to take him on here."

" We'll let you off thet thar promise, Mrs. Cuttermole. We
ain't folks as alius wants to hold people tight to every onthink-

in' word. An' you won't be the loser hardly, fjr the lad dn't

worth a tin pint to mortal man. He's a dreamy do-nuthin', a
'

the worry he's been to his poor mother you've no idee—allup

wastin' the Lord's hours, unbeknown to her, in scrawlin' picters

an' smutchin' boards with colors."

" I reckon he'll come in handy in our paint-shop, then."

The deacon shook his head, as if pitying her bubble de-

lusions.

" He ain't smart, an' he ain't good-tempered. You see for

yourself how grouty he is to the best friend a boy ever hod."
" He ain't smart, I know. Thet's why we ain't goin' to pay

him no wages."

The deacon chawed his quid and swayed in silent discomfiture.

" Ah, it's his poor mother I'm thinkin' of,'' he said, after a

while. " She's thet delicate she'd kinder worry if he was to

—

a mother's heart, hey ? If 'twas my boy, I'd be proper glad to

see him in the ban's of sech a hard-workin', God-fearin' couple."
" You hedn't ought to talk to me," said Mrs. Cattermole,

softening. " Father 'd be terrible ugly if I was to settle any-

thin' while he was to the store."

"And if he wouldn't it's a pity. Wives, obey your husbands,

hey ? But there ain't no call for hurry. More haste less speed,

I alius thinks. But I don't want to keep you from your occu-

pations. There air some visitors who forgit folks kin't afford

to keep more 'n one Sunday a week, hey ? Sorter devil's darnin'-

needles flyin' into your ear—they worry you, and they don't do
themselves no good. So don't you take no notice of me. I'll

jest talk to Matt to fill up the time."
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Mrs Cattormole straightened herself against the door. " Hewon't listen ; he's too mad."
®

"I reckon I could tone him down some "
" Guess not. He's too sot-he won't come in."

I amt proud. I'll go to him. True pride is in doin»what's nght, I alius thinks. Son.e folks kin'tL hdffereneebe ween true pnde an' false pride. I'll go to the kitchen "
1 d raytber you didn't, deacon. It's all in a clutter "

The conversation drooped. The deacon's mouth moved inmere chawing Swallowing his quid in deference to trpalrhe cut himself a new chunk.
parior,

^^J
You've heerd about the doctor, Mrs. Cattermole ?" he began

" I dnnno es i hev."

" Oh, t'.e sorctror es lives on the ole wood-road. My brothervfuc drives the stage was tellin' me 'bout it. He seilTZ
Teri::^!^''

"^^
''' '"^"^^' ^'^' '"^'^'y '" ^« p-ttruse

"Ah, but the elders called on him last week," said the deacon"Of course we couldn't hev him in the vestry. An' he ex*-

tzvi^^"^'' ^'^^ '''-'''' - ^-^^« -'t got ::i
" Lan' sakes

! An' you believed him «"

"Waal, my motto is alius believe your fellow-critters An
evil mind sees a lookiV-glass everywajs, hey? L es^f^^^^^^^us how to make a table turn and answer questions UeZs
It's no more wonderful than turnin' a grindstone " ^

c
-'^

A?""!^
^''' P''"'^ *^^ ^^°^ ^^^r the eyes o' the Church "'

said Mrs. Cattermole, sceptically
'-nurcn,

witL^th?R-M^ '

^" '"'"'^ '^'' '^'' ''^^' ^'^ ^^oad daylight

look ir?''

'^'" "P"' ''' '' ^^°" ^^«* S^t^° didn't hev a

u
^he Bible on it

! 'Pears to me terrible ongodly.-'
"Ongodly

!
Why, you an' me kin do it-two pillars o' theChurcn

!
I guess the Evil One couldn't come nigh^«., hey rI dunno es it would turn if you an' me was to do t

''

?r
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" You bet
! It told me 'bout the future world, an' my poor

Susan's Christian name, an' how much to ast for my upland
hay." ^ ^

" Good Ian' !" cried Mrs. Cattermole. " An' would it tell me
whether my sister is through her sickness yet?*'

" You may depend !"

" My ! Thet's jest great !" And Mrs. Cattermole eagerly
inquired how one set about interrogating the oracle.

The deacon explained, adding that the parlor table would not
do. It must be a rough deal table.

" Ah, the kitchin table," said Mrs, Cattermole, walking into the
elaborately laid trap.

"I dunno," said the deacon, shaking Lis head, "Air you
sure it ain't too large for us to span around ?"

" We could let the flaps down."
The deacon chawed reflectively.

" Waal, it might," he said, cautiously, at last. " There ain't no
harm in tryin'. We hedn't ought to give up anythin' without
tryin', I alius thinks. One never knows, hey ?"

" I kinder think we ought to try," said Mrs. Cattermole.
The deacon rose ponderously, aud followed his guide into the

kitchen.

" Why, there's Matt !" he cried, in astonished accents. " Good-
day, sonny."

Matt strained his ears, but pursed his lips and rocked the
cradle in violent impassivity. The deacon was uneasy at the
boy's sullen resentment. He could not understand open ene-
mies.

" How's your health, hey ?" he asked, affectionately.

"Oh, I'm hunkydory," said Matt, in off-hand school-boy slang.
"I'm considerable glad you've found a good place with rael

Christians, Matt. I on'y hope you've made up your mind to
work hard an' turn over a new leaf. It's never too late to
mend, I alius thinks. You're growin' a young man, now ; no
more picter-makin', hey ? If it warn't that you air so moony
an' lay-abed I'd give you a chanst on my own land, with pocket-
money into the bargain, hey, an' p'raps a pair q' gtore shoes fur
a Chrismua-box,"
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A flame shot from Mrs. Catterraolo's now-opened eyes. She
shut the cellar door with a vicious bang, but ere she could speak
Matt cried out, " I wouldn't come, not fur five shillin's a week!"

" An' who wants you to come fur money ? What is money,
hey? Is it health? Is it happiness ? No, no, sonny. If money
was any use, my poor Susan would hev been alive to this day.
You'll know better when you're my age."
He spat out now, directing the stream into the sink under the

big wooden pump.
"Don't worry 'bout him," interposed Mrs. Cattermole.

" Here's the table."

Deacon Hailey waved a rebuking palm. " Dooty afore picas-
ure, Mrs. Cattermole. See here, sonny, I've been talkin' with
Mrs. Cattermole 'bout you. She's promised me to be a mother
to you, Heaven bless her I But I kin't forget you've got a moth-
er o' your own."

"She ain't my mother now, she's Ruth's mother," said Matt,
half divining the mumble of words.

"She's mother to both o' you. A large heart, thet's what
she's got. An' if she's Ruth's mother, then I'm your father,
hey? An' it ain't right of you to disobey your father and
mother. But young folks nowadays treats the commandments
like old boots,'' and the deacon sighed, as if in sympathy with
the sorrows of a neglected decalogue.

" I've got no father an' no mother," said Matt. " An' I'm go-
in' to be a picture-painter soon es I kin. 1 won't do anything
else, thet's flat. An' when I'm bigger I'm goin' to wr'*e to my
uncle Matt and see if he kin sell my pictures fur me. If you
was to drag me back by force, I'd escape into the i-roods. An'
I'd work my way to London to be handy my uncle Matt. I
reckon he takes in 'prentices same es the boss here. So you
jest tell my mother I'm done with her, see ! I don't want to
hear any more 'bout it."

His face resumed its set expression, and his rocking foot its
violence.

The deacon cast a reproachful, irate glance at Mrs. Catter-
mole.

'< Pi4 I tell you a lie when t said he waru't worth thet thar T'

^ -^e
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he vociferated, snatching the tin dipper from the water-bucket.
The aoise disturbed the baby, which began to whimper feebly.

Matt turned his chair's back on the deacon and gazed studious-
ly towards the woodhouso in the yard. The deacon's face grew
apoplectic. He seemed about to throw the dipper at the back
of Matt's head, but mastering himself he let it fall with a splash,

and said, quietly :
«' I guess you won't hev me to blame if he

turns out all belly an' no ban's. Some folks 'd say I'm offerin'

you a smart, likely young man, with his heart in the wood-pile.

But thet'p not Deacon Hai ley's way. He makes a oint of tellin'

the bad pints. He's a man you could swap a horse with, hey ?

I tell you, Mrs. Cattermole, thet durned boy is all moonshine an'

viciousness, stuffed with conceit from floor to ridge-piece. Pic-

ters, picters, picters, is all he thinks about ! Amoosin' himself
thet's his idee of life in thid vale of tears. I reckon be thiuks
he's goin' to strike Captain I^idd's treasure. But, aiier all, he
ain't your burden. I've giv his poor mother a hoLie, an' I ain't

the m?n to grudge bite an' sup to her boy. So even now I

don't mind lettin' you off. He's my crost, and I've got to bear
him. 'Tain't no use bein' a Christiau only in church, hey ?"

" I guess I'm a Christian, too," said Mrs. Cattermole. " So I

must bear with the poor lad an' train him up some in the way he
should go. An' then there's father. You're a rael saint, deacon,
but I sorter think where heaven is consarned father 'ud like a
look-in es well. So let's say no more 'bout it. Now, then,
deacon, the table's waitin' !"

He ignored the patient piece of furniture. " Waal, don't
blame me any if the buckwheat turns out bad," he shouted,
losing his self-controi again, and spurting out his nicotian fluid

at the etove like an angry cuttle-fish.

"Thet's so," acquiesced Mrs. Cattermole, quietly. "Now,
then, Deacon Hailey, jest you set there." She had taken a
chair and placed her hands on the table.

" Hush !" said the deacon. " Don't you see thet thar young
un wakin' up? The tarnation boy hes been shakin' him Uke an
earthquake. I didn't know es you kep' your baby in the
kitchin or I wouldn't hev troubled to come. When thet thar
table kinder began to dance and jump, you wouldn't thank m©
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ur rousm' the inrocent baby, hey ? Sleep, .leap, thet's what ababy wants
!
A baby kin't bev too much sleep an' a grown-up

person kin't Lev too little, hey ? They're a lazy slinky lot, theyoung men o' the Provmce, sleepin' with their mouths ope.,
expecMn' johnny-cakos to fall iuto 'em. I wonder this youn;man here don t get into a cradle hisself. He'd bo es much use

fhlnl ^"^'r'T^'".
"' "'*'''"' P^^^^^^' I ^« «"«^- This life's

a battle, I alius thmts, an' star-gazin' ain't the way to sight the

Th'?^''
^^

K
• '''^" ^'" ^'^ ^''^ "^"' ^''' Cattfr.ole.

Ihere s nough time.been wa«' ^ over thet limb of Satan. J^styou tell Cattermole what I B^, bout nim, an' if ever you gitdurned sick an' tired feedin' an onthankful Laybones, es you'rebound to git, su.e es skunks, ie.t you .emember Deacon Hailey
IS the Christian you're lookx.' fur. An' don't you forrri. it

«''

And very solemnly he strode without.
'^

Mrs. Cattermole lifted her handa and brought them '.
-i

again on the table with a thump. " The tarnation ole fox '"
she

"t ;/ r^i"'
*^ ^*^^^^J« ™« ^ith tales 'bout turnin' tables.

Taint hkely es a table is goin' to dance of itself, an' tell me
bout Maria s sickness. Jest you come here, Matt, an' lay your
hands alongside o' mine. What's thet you're doin'?"

For Matt had began pensively adorning the hood o' the
cradle by means of a burned stick he had pulled from the
stove.

" It's on'y Ole Hey," he said, reddening.
"Jest you kave oif makin'fun o' your elders an' betters," she

said, sharply. "There '11 be plenty of work fur you ii the
paint-shop."

There wcs plenty of work, Matt found, in numerous other di-
rectiong too. Many more tL'.ngs than mechanical wood-cutting
did the boy practise, at Cattermole's saw-mill. To beg.n with
Mrs. Cattermole's apprehensions were justified and the gpiinff
freshets swept away the dam, and so Matt was set to work haul-
ing brushwood and gravel and logs to build up a kind of breast-
wor... Cattermole was really a house-joiner and house-builder
so Matt acquired cabinet^making, decoration, and house build-
ing. His farming and oaitle-reaiing experience was also con-
Biderably enlarged. He milked the cows, looked after four

Iff'

> -*..
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stage-horses ^driven by Mrs. Cattermole's brother) and thirty-
six sheep, cu firewood, cleared out barns, turned churns, hoed
potatoes, mowed hay, fed fowls and pigs, and rocked the cradle,
and, in the interval of running the circular and up-and-down
saws in the mill, worked in the paint-shop at the back, graining
and scrolling the furniture and ornamenting it with roses and
other gorgeous flowers, sometimes even with landscapes. This
was his only opportunity of making pictures, for recreation
hours he had none. He rose at four in the morning and went
to bed at ten at night. His wages were his food and clothes,
both left off.

Mrs. Catterraole made his garments out of her husband's out-
worn wardrobe, itself of gray homespun.
But the hours in the paint-shop threw their aroma over all

the others and made them livable.

And Cattermole, though a hard was not a harsh taskmaster,
and had gentle flashes of jest when Mrs. Cattermole was out of
ear-shot. And, though winter was long, yet there were seasons
of delicious sunshine, when the blueberries ripened on the flats,

or the apples waxed rosy in the orchard ; when the air thrilled
with the song of birds, and the dawn was golden.

In one of these seasons of hope he wrote to his uncle of his
father's death and his own existence, and Cattermole paid the
postage

; an ingenuous letter full of the pathetic, almost incredi-
ble ignorance of obscure and sequestered yoath, and inquiring
what chances there would be for him to reap fortune by paint-
ing pictures in London. He addressed the letter—with vague
recollection of something in his school reading-book to Mr.
Matthew Strang, Painter, National Gallery, London.

It was not an ill-written letter nor an ill-spelt. Here and
there the orthography was original, but in the main McTavit
had been not ineffectual, and there were fewer traces of illiteracy

about the epistle than might have been imagined from Matt's
talk. But in Matt's mind the written and the spoken were
kept as distinct as printed type and the manuscript ah habet

;

they ran on parallel lines that never met, and that " Amur'can "

should be spelled ' American " seemed no more contradictory

\hm that " tbroo " should be spelled " through." The grammar
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he had used in scholastic exercises was not for everyday wear

;

it was of a ceremonious dignity that suited with the stateliness

of epistolary communication. Alas ! For all the carefulness

of the composition, his uncle of the National Gallery gave no
sign.

Matt's suspense and sorrow dwindled at last into resignation,

for he had come to a renewed sense of religion. As Mrs. Strang

would have put it, he had found grace. There were a few pious

books and tracts about the Cattermole establishment, to devour

in stolen snatches or by bartering sleep for reading, and among
these dusty treasures he lighted on The Pilgrims I^rogress,

with quaint wood-cuts. In the moral fervor with which the

dramatic allegory informed him Matt felt wickedness an impos-

sibility henceforward ; his future life stretched before him
white, fleckless, unstainable. Meanness or falsehood or vicious-

ness could never touch his soul. How curiously people must
be constituted who could knowingly prefer evil, when good
thrilled one with such rapture, bathed one in such peace ! Al-

ready he felt the beatitude of the New Jerusalem. The pictures

he painted should be good, please God. They should exhibit

the baseness of Mr. Worldly Wiseman, castigate the town of

Carnal Policy ; he would uplift the eyes of the wicked to the

contemplation of the Shining Ones. Though, after all, he began
to ask himself, could any picture equal Bunyan's book? Was
not a book immeasurably the better medium of expression?

The suspicion was strengthened by the reading of a, dime novel

which his mistress's brother, the stage-driver, had left lying

about. It was the first unadulterated no\t;l he had read, and the

sensational episodes stirred his blood, his new-born religious en-

thusiasm died. He loved Mike the Bush-ranger, who was the

hero of the novel. Action, strong, self-dependent action, a big

personality—there lay the admirable in life. The Christians

and Hopefuls were pale-blooded figures after all, and unreal at

that. In actual life one only came across mimics who used
their language : the Deacon Haileys or the Abn«r Preeps, to

whom ev^n thieving Tommy were preferable. No wonder Mike
hon noon ririvOTi t*^ Knoli_i»Q>ir»infv t WKo*

not remained in his forest hut, rebel against humanity, king of

JhI
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the woods ! Ah ! and how inadequate was paint to express the
fulness of life ; the medium was too childishly simple. At
most one could fix a single scene, a single incident, and that
only in its outside aspect. Books palpitated with motion and
emotion. He set to work to write a dime novel, stealing an
hour from his scanty night. He made but slow progress, ihough
he began with an exciting episode about a white boy besieged
in his log-hut by a party of Indians, and saved by the sudden
advent of a couple of bears. The words he wrote down seemed
a paltry rendition of his thought and inner vision, they were
tame and scant of syllable. He discovered that his literary

palette was even more pitiful than bis pictorial. Still he labored
on, ror the goal was grand. And, despite his mental divorce
between pronunciation aud orthography, his spoken English im-
proved imperceptibly through all this contact with literature.

Then one wonderful day—to be marked with a white stone
and yet also with a black—he received a letter from England.
All his artistic ambition flamed up furiously again as he broke
the seal:

London, Limners' Clab.

Dear Nephew,—Your letter gave me mingled pain and pleasur . I was
deeply grieved to hear of the sad death of your dear father. My poor
brother had not written to me nor had I seen him since his marriage', but I
knew I shoild somehow hear of it if anything went wrong with him. I am
shocked to have remained ignorant for so many months after his death. I
really think your mother should '.lave let me know, as she could have discov-
ered my address through my wife's relatives, who live in Halifax. However, I
hope God has given her strength to bear the blow. And now, my dear Mat-
thew, let me tell you your letter is very childish, and not what I should have
expected of a young man of fourteen as you describe yourself. It is very
nice to amuse yourself by painting pictures ; it keeps you out of mischief.
But how can you fancy that your pictures are worth any money? Why,
painting is the most diflScult of all the arts ; it requires years and years of
study under great masters, and it costs a heap of money to pay models—that
is, men or women who sit or stand in uncomfortable positions while you are
painting them. No picture is any good that is done without models ; if you
wanted to paint a horse you would have to hire a horse, and that is even
more expensive than hiring a man. Otherwise your horse would be all

wrong, Why, a friend of mine painted a picture of a forge, and he had
to have it all built up m his studio, and it cost a hundred and twenty pounds.
Studio

! The word reminds me that an artist must have a special room to
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work m, with wmdows on top, and these rooms are very expensive. London
18 crammed full of artists who have had all these advantages and yet thevare starv.ng The pictures that you do now everybody would laugh at Andwhere would you get the money for frames y a nice gold fram! might re-deem your pictures, but gold frames are dear. No, my dear Matthew voa

zi::i '
wh'""'

'^^'-

,?7
''''' '^'' ^ p°^^ -p^-' thLk'if^o;^^^^^^^

„ n^ . I r . !u
^""^ ''''"'^ ^'^ '" '^' '''''''• No

;
remain where you are,and thank God that you are earning your clothes and your keep with an hones

mo7h:: "lV "'
'r,'

^"' P'^"*^' ^"^ ^^« -^ ^ burden on your
p"

mothe
.

I hope you will listen to your uncle like a good boy, and grow up tobe grateful to him for saving you fron starvation. Believe me.
Your affectionate uncle,

Matthew Strano.

Matt's tears blistered the final sheet of this discouradn^
document His roseate visions of the future faded to cold
gray his heart ached with a sudden sense of the emptiness of
existence. But when he had come to the last word his hand
clinched the letter fiercely. A great glow of resolution per-
vaded his being, like the heat that returns after a cold douche.
I will be a painter. 1 will, I will, I will !" he hissed. And he

tore up the embryo of the dime novel and wrote again to his

Mr DKAR UNcr.E,-How good you are to write to me and tell me everv-thmg
1 want to know. Don't be afraid that I will starve in LonTon deTr

but r wl". ^^?nT? "^ "^'"^ *^^" '" *^« ««'<^« -<! P-"t late aunghtbut I won't come till I have enough money for lessons and models and astudio the .:gh I think I could draw horses without hiring them. I have aUways been very good at animals. Besides, what do they do when they wantbears, as the geography book says there aren't any bears in England" 1could hvem che altic, and knock a hole in the roof. My mother do! nH needanything from me, thank God, as she is married again and belTtL blowwe, and my sister Harriet is married too, so you se'e it will be easy for meto save up money As soon as my apprenticeship is over I shall go on^othe States, where the greatest fools make heaps of money, and so in a fewye..rs, please God I shall be able to come over like you did, and be a grea^artist hke you. Good-bye, dear uncle, God bless you.
^

From your loving nephew, Matthew Strang.
P S.-When I come over I will change mv name if you like so as not tr.r:;*=. '

-"°" ^°" -'' - "^» - " p4.« i»:::i:;::z

.11

''^'ii

1



06 THB MASTBr.

pj
IIW!!'

This letter evoked no answer.

When Matt's apprenticeship was at an end, the first item of his

programme broke down, for he lacked the money to carry him

to the StateiS, so he had to stay on at Cattermole's farm at a

petty wage, though a larger than Mrs. Cattermole was aware of,

till he had scraped a little together. And then an accident oc-

curred that bade fair to dispose of all the other items. He was

at work in the saw-mill, when his leg got jammed between the

log he was operating upon and the carriage that was heaving it

towards the gang of up-and-down saws. There would not be

room for his body to pass between the gang of saws and the

framework that held them. It was an awful instant. He cried

out, but his voice was lost in the roar of the water and the clat-

ter of the machinery. Round went the water-wheel, the carriage

glided along, offering inch after inch of the log to the cruel teeth,

and Matt was drawn steadily with it towards the fatal point.

With an inspiration he drew out the stout string he always car-

ried in his pocket, and, making a noose, threw it towards a lever.

It caught, and Matt was saved, for he had only to pull this lever

to close the gate in the flume and shut out the water. When
the machinery stopped the racket ceased, too, and Matt's voice

could be heard, and Cattermole rushed in from the adjoining

furniture manufactory, and, knocking away the dogs at the end

of the log, lifted it and released the prisoner, and then made

him kneel down and offer a prayer for his salvation. Matt's

awakening sense of logic dimly insinuated that this was thank-

ing Providence for having failed to mutilate him, but the atmos-

phere of Puritan acceptance in which he moved and had his

being asphyxiated the nascent scepticism.

Shortly after. Matt bade farewell to Cattermole farm, with its

complex appurtenances— a proceeding which Mrs. Cattermole

christened *' onchristian ingratitood." She declared that he

ought to strip off the clothes she had made him, and depart

naked as he had come. From a dim corner of the kitchen Cat-

termole's face signalled, *' Don't mind her. God bless you."

Softened by the saw-mill accident. Matt tramped to Cobequid

to see his mother before departing for Boston, and thence ulti-

mately for England. He felt guilty, a sort of Prodigal Son,

I" r
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»nJ kept assuring himself ot hia innocence and economv The

Ln 1 ,
} '»Sed hiin to lier bosom with sobs andold h„„ her gnevances. These were manifold, but seemedanalyzable mto four categories

: one, the remissne s of Harrietwhose v,s,ts were rare, and whose baby had oowlgs two henanghtmess o' the children, of whom Matt had alZs bjen the

°n chaSZ'T"'^." '
'"'" ''" "™"^ °* their'step. ^the

contl? ® , " "• "" '"""=
•

^'""-' ""= deacon's breach ofcontrar
,
m refusing to n.igrate to Halifax, or to permit her to

dereiSi! s aL H
'^''''" "' ^"^ "'" ''"^^""d'" crimes and

thr™ f rr .?"'' '""' *'"' °" dreaded hysteria in herthreats to throw up the position. Evidently remarriase hid notmade her happy, he thought with added tenderness Prhapsnothing could. He shuddered at his own deeper perception ^

:JyCnditZ'""'' '" """--'-' -' «n4 Slnl
In eonelusion, she besought her boy-the only person in theworld who loved her, the only person to whom^shc could telher troubles-to go to Halifax instead of the States It was

"ed^HaTf "°"7 ?•"" ''^™^<' '"'' - easiir Her fXved at Halifax, and though he must nst dream of seekingh..r assistance for they had been very bad to her, mew ng hef

Uavie, still It would be a consolation to know that he was near.er own people, likewise not far from herself, in case of anyth

W

husband to move there, after all-who knew J Or she miditcome there herself and stay with him, for a week or tvvo a" fnyrate and meantime he should write to her about the dea oUtown Moved by her lack of reproaches and by her miservand ^pressed into his olden subjugation to the hlndsomrr^S

. e comoarat' \

"''''""^'- ^''""P^ ""^ »-» motives' were

ion of hiH iM-t'"''""'
"^ *''" J°"'"»y ""d "« reiniiamma.tion of his^ childish curiosity concerning the ffav city.

mor'al tat mlmb^'d "' '^"" '"f
™<' ^'"='' 'ort.res under themoral but mumbled exordiums of " Ole Hey," of which his un-
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accustomed ear took in less than ever, that he determined to

depart on the Monday. The deacon seemed to have aged con-

siderably, his beard was matted and thick, and his dicky was

stained with tobacco-juice. For the rest, Matt discovered that

most of the children were employed about the farm or the works,

and that they had ceased to go to school, the deacon having

converted Ruth into a school- mistress when she could be spared

from keeping the books of his tannery and grist-mill. Ruth

heiself he met with indifference that the stateliness of her un-

expectedly tall presence did nothing to thaw, lie was surprised

to hear from Billy, whose bed he shared that night, and who

was more greedy to hear Matt's adventures thaa to talk, that

they were all very fond of her, and that she could still romp

heartily. But Ruth had gradually grown shadowy to his imag-

ination beside his burning dreams of Art, and the sight of her

seemed to add the last touch of insubstantiality to her image.

And yet, in the boredom of the Sunday services, with his eye

roving restlessly about the severe, unlovely meeting-house in

search of distractions, he could not but be conscious that she

was the sweetest and sedatest figure in the village choir that

sang and flirted in the rising tiers of the gallery over the vesti-

bule ; and when Deacon Hailey, tapping his tuning-fork on the

rails, imitated its note with a rasping croak, Matt had a flash of

sympathy with the divined inner life of the girl in this discord-

ant environment. He told her briefly of his plans—to save up

enough money to get to his uncle in London, who would doubt-

less put him in the way of studying Art seriously. She said she

wished she had something as fine to live and work for ;
still she

was busy enough, what with book-keeping and teaching school,

as she put it smilingly. Their parting, like their meeting, was

awkward. Self-consciousness and shyness had come into their

simple relation. Neither dared take the initiative of a kiss,

which for the rest was a rare caress in Cobequid save between

children and lovers. Relatives shook hands ; even women were

not free of one another's lips. And for the lad's part, timidity

was all he felt in the presence of this sweet graceful stranger.

Only at the last momciit, when she hanu.evt aim a .ceepsaKs in

the shape of a prize copy of the Arabian Nights her music-

il :
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mistress had given her,

it was more the young
touched by the earnest

rose across the delicate

sketch of her in return.

When he was on his

and read on the fly-leaf

did their looks meet as of yore, and then
painter than the old playmate who was
radiance of her eyes and the flicker of
fairness of her cheek. He made a little
and sent it her from Halifax,
way he opened the gilt-bound volume

To Matt

From Ruth.

God make you a great artist.

CHAPTER VIII

A WANDER-YEAR

Halifax exceeded Matt's expectations, and gave him a higheropimor of his mother. For the first time his soul received theshock of a great town, or what was a great town to him The
picturesque bustle enchanted him. The harbor, with its im-mense basin and fiords, swarming with ships and boats, was an
inexhaustible pageant, and sometimes across the green watercame softened music from a giant iron-clad. High in the back-
ground of the steep city that sat throned between its waters
rose forests of spruce and fir. From the citadel on the hillblack cannon saluted the sunrise, and Sambro Head and Sher-
brooKe Tower shot rays of warning across the night. The
streets throbbed with traffic, and were vivid with the blues and
reds of artillery and infantry ; and the nigger and the sailor
contributed exotic romance. On the wharves of Water Street,which were hned with old shanties and dancing-houses, the
black men sawed cord-wood, huge piles of which mounted sky-
ward, surrounded by boxes of smoked herrings. On one of
the wharves endless quintals of codfish lay a-drying in the sunAnd when the great tide, receding, exposed the t^ll wo^d^n
posts, like the long legs of some many-legged marine monster,
covered with black and white barnacles and slime of abeautifu

At it 'Sai
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arsenic green, the embryonic artist found fresh enchantment in

this briny, fishy, muddy water-side. Then, too, the Government
House was the biggest and most wonderful building Matt had
ever seen, and the fish, fruit, and meat markets were a confusion
of pleasant noises.

In the newly opened park on the "Point" the wives of the

English oflScials and officers—grand dames, who set the tone of

the city—strolled and rode in beautiful costumes. Matt thought
that the detached villas in which they lived, with imposing
knockers and circumscribing hedges instead of fences, were the

characteristic features of great American cities. lie loved to

watch the young ladies riding into the cricket-ground on their

well-groomed horses ; beautiful, far-away princesses, whose ex-

quisite figures, revealed by thoir riding-habits, fascinated rather

than shocked his eye, accustomed though it was to the Puritan
modesty of ill-fitting dresses, the bulky wrappings of a village

where to go out " in your shape " was to betray impure instincts.

He would peer into the enclosure with a strange, wistful long-

.ng, eager to catch stray music of their speech, silver ripples of

their laughter. He wondered if he would ever talk to such celes-

tial creatures, for whom life went so smooth and so fair. What
charming pictures they made in the lovely summer days, when
the officers played against the club, and they sat on the sward
drinking tea under the shady trees, in white dresses, with white
lace parasols held over their softly glinting hair to shield the

shining purity of their complexions—a refreshing contrast of

cool color with the scarlet of the officers' uniforms. Some-
times the wistful eyes of the boy grew dim with sad, delicious

tears. How inaccessible was all this beautiful life whose gra-

cious harmonies, whose sweet refinements, some subtle instinct

divined and responded to ! At moments he felt he could almost
barter his dreams of Art to move in these heavenly spheres,

among these dainty creatures whose every gesture was grace,

whose every tone was ravishment. There was one girl, the most
bewitching of all, whom he only saw ir. the saddle, so that in hia

image of her, as in his sketches of her, she was always on a
beautiful chestnut horse, which she sat with n"«itchless case

and decision ; a tall, slender girl, with yellow-brown hair that

il'Ai^M
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lay soft and fluffy about the forehead of her lovely English
face. Her favorite canter was along the beach-road ; and here,
before he had found work, he would loiter in the hope of see-
ing her. How he longed—yet dreaded-that she might some
day perceive his presence

; sometimes so high flew his secret
audacious dream that in imagination he patted her horde's
glossy neck.

Ih such an exhilarating atmosphere the boy felt great im-
pulses surge within him. But, alas ! the seamy side of great
cities was borne in on him also. He had a le lodging in
the central slums, near the roof of a tall tenem. .t-house that
tottered between two groggeries, and here drunken wharfingers
and sailors and negro wenches and Irishmen ree . d and swore
To a lad brought up in godly Cobequid, where drunkenness
was spoken of with bated breath, this unquestionable «uprera.
acy of Satan was both shocking and unsettling. Nevertheless,
Matt spent the first days in a trance of delight, for—apart
from and above all other wonders— there were picture -shops
in the town

;
and the works of O'Donovan, the local celeb-

rity, were marked at twenty, or thirty, and even fifty dol-
ars apiece. They were sea - paintings of considerable merit,
thut excited Mutt's admiration without quite overwhelming
him. On the strength of O'Donovan's colossal prices. Matt
invested some of his scanty stock of dollars in a kit of paint
at a fairy shop, where shone collapsible tubes of oil-color
such as he had never seen before, and delightful brushes and
undreamed-of easels and canvases. He also bought two
yellow-covered books, one entitled Artistic Anatomy, and the
other Practical House Decoration, which combined to oppress
him with his ignorance of the human form divine and the
house beautiful, and became his bed-fellows, serving to raise
his pillow. His conceit fell to zero when he saw a portrait
by Sir Joshua Reynolds among the collection in the Session
Hall.

After a depressing delay, mitigated only by the sight of his
fair horsewoman, he found work in a fnmifnro «!.«« « +1,^ *^_
ot an old rambling warehouse that was congested with broken
litter and old pianos. The proprietor not only dealt in debris,

i.
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but bought new furniture and had it painted in the loft.

Matt received six dollars a week, half of which he saved for
his English campaign. At first he had the atelier to himself,
but as the proprietor's business increased he was given a sub-
ordinate— a full-grown Frenchman, rather shorter than him-
self, vho swore incomprehensibly and was restive under Matt's
surveyorsh'p. By this time Matt had learned something of the
wisdom of the serpent, so he treated his man to liquor. After
the Frenchman had got drunk several times at the expense of
his sober superior, he discovered that Matt was his long-lost

brother, and peace reigned in the paint-shop.

But Matt did not remain xong in Halifax. The Frenchman's
jabber of the mushroom millionaires of the States (though ho
failed to explain his own distance from these golden regions)
fired Matt's imagination, and he resolved to go to Boston in
accordance with his original programme. He considered he
had sufficiently studied his mother's wishes, and her letters had
become too incoherent for attention. It was a pain, not a pleas-

ure, to receive them. He was not surprised to learn from Billy's

letters that domestic broils were frequent, and that the deacon's
proverbial wisdom did not avail to cope with Mrs. Strang's
threats of suicide. It was only poor Ruth's girlish sweetness
that could bring calm into these household cyclones.

And so one fine evening Matt set sail for the city of culture
and " Crcesuses." Everything seemed of good augury. Though
the expense of the trip bad wellnigh eaten up his savings, his
heart was as light as his pocket. He was going only to the
States, but he felt that, in quitting his native soil, the voyage to
London, the temple of Art, and to his uncle, its high-priest, had
begun. The moon shone over the twinkling harbor like a great
gold coin, and as the vessel spread its canvas wings and glided
out of the confusion of shipping. Matt felt that its name was
not the least happy omen in this auspicious moment. The ship
was named The Enterprise.

w
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That night, finding some confusion about the distribution of
bunks. Matt, lav Hnwn nn r\acV wi*h Avtioti^ A^„t^^^„. „_j

J*ractical House I)€cor^tion for his pillows, and slept the
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sleep of the weary, tempered by a farrago of inconseauent
dreams.

When he woke up next morning he rubbed his eyes from
more than sleepiness. Halifax seemed still to confront his
vision—its hills, its forts, its wharves, George Island, the Point,
and the great harbor in which The Enterprise rocked gently!
What was this hallucination ?

He soon discovered that it was reality. There had been a
head-wind in tne night, and the ship had dropped her anchor
in the harbor for safety.

The incident was typical. In the course of the voyage Matt
learned to know the captain—a grizzled old sea-dog with the
heart of a bitch. The ship was his own, and he sailed it him-
self to save expense and check dishonesty. There is a proverb
about saving a pennyworth of tar, and Captain Bludgeon illus-
trated it. No man was ever so unfitted to walk the quarter-
deck. His idea of navigation was to Lug the coast, a^d he
seized every pretext for putting in at creeks or ports and
anchoring for the night, when the ere , ivould go ashore and
come back Incapable. The schooner itself was an old tub, a
cumbrous, dingey-like craft, but sound in timber. Matt had a
rough time, though the reading of the Arabian Mghts made
the voyage enchanted. The passengers were a plebeian crowd—
a score of women, mostly servant - girls and single, fifteen men
emigrating to the States, and a few children. There were only
six bunks. The mate had given up his state-room which Matt
was to have shared—to some of the women. Those -Jvho could
not secure bunks herded dressed in a big field bed, which also
accommodated some of the men, likewise sleeping in their
clothes. For toilet operations all the women resorted to the
state-room, which held a mirror and washing apparatus. Eti-
quette was free-and-easy. The food was horrible, the cook's
menus being almost ingenious in their unpalatableness. Fort-
unately most of the passengers were sick already. Matt had
no immunity. All the pangB of his first pipe were repeated,
without the moral qualms which rationalized those. He con-
I,.,. !.,_,.» v-^

!3.----l-
v^ii ^ci,E. aa Oitcii aa uu uyuiu, masing iriettds

with the stars ; when the night was too chilly he couched on
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the wood-pile near tho stove. Thus was he spared licentious
spectacles, and his innocence was granted a little longer term.
They passed the signals and flag-staflf of Sable Point safely,
Captain Bludgeon's face as waite as .he breakers that girdled its

barren rock; then, insteaa of making a bee-line for Boston, the
captain fetched a semicircle, following the New Engla..d coast
line, and holding on to the apron-strings of his mother earth.
Such voyaging he conceived to be sure, if slow ; mistakenly
enough, considering the iron-bound character of the coast.
The passengers—once they had got over their sickness did

not complain, for they had the leisure of poverty, and the pros-
pect of indefinite board and lodging was not unpleasing, and
their frequent stopping-places diversified the monotony of the
voyage with little excursions. One night, having been driven
into harbor by a capful of wind, they witnessed the torch-light
fishing. It was a scene that set Matt's fingers itching for the
brush—waving torches glittering on the water from dozens of
boats, and lighting up the tanned faces of the fishers, who we'-e
L<cooping up tho herrings with nets. Every detail gave him the
keenest joy—the wavering refractions in the water, the leaping
silver of the fish touched with gold flara.% the sombre mystery
of sea and sky above and around. The night was made even
more memorable, for some of the girls who had landed brought
back in giggling triumph many bundles of cured herrings, which
they had pilfered from an unguarded smoke-house, and these
they generous'y distributed, so that the whole ship supped de-
liciously in defiance of the cook.

On another occasion—in the afternoon at high-water—Matt
and about a score of the passengers, the majority/ females, *-. ent
on shore to pick ';sy-beards, ns they called the gray cranber-
ries that grew i.i Vue >>wamps. And they tarries so long that
when they came back to the boat they found the tide turned,
and two hundred yards of mud between them and the water!
One of the men tried the mud, and sank to the knees in slimy
batter. In the end there was nothing for it but to launch the
empty boat, and then wade to it. The launching was easy, the
boao slipping along as on grease, but the sequel was boisterour.
Jack Floss, a strapping Anglo-Saxon with a blond mustache and

M¥
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a devil-may-care humor, «ct the example of glvin,. a woman a
pick-a-back to save her skirts, and tho few other men followed
suit, returnins: again and again for fresh freight. The air re-
sounued widi hysie.l.Hi giggling and screaming as the women
frantically clutched their bearers, some nf whom extorted un-
reluctant kisses under jocose threats of uimblitig their burdens
over into the mud. One or two actually carried out their threats,
by involuntarily stepping suddenly into a gutter worn by the
rains and sinking up to the waist, but the mishaps abated no
jot of the madcap merriment --it .athei augmented the row-
dincss as the women were hauled from their mud-baths. For
bis part Matt waded warily, more conscious of the responsi.
bility than of the fun, for he was doing his duty manfully, as
became a lad stout, sturdy, and sixteen. His second burden
was a shm, pretty servant-girl named Prisciila, and when he
was depositing- her, speckless, in the boat, she took the oppor-
tunity of the embrace to k ss him in hearty gratitude. Matt
dropped her like a hot coal. He felt scorched and flustered,
and had a oewildered moment of burning blushes ere he
ploughed his w,-y back to rescue another of the distressed
damsols. That sudden kiss was an epoch iu his growth A
discomfort at the time, the after-taste of it lent new warmth
to his interest in the royal amours of the Arabian JSTights. In
his dreams he bore delectable Eastern princesses across perilous
magic marshes, and their gratitude found him stockish no longer,

xhe next episode in this curious creeping voyage was super
ficially more critical for Matt. A sudden gaie upset all poor
Captam Bludgeon's calculations. He was near shore as usual
and tried to beat into harbor almost under bare poles ; but the
haven was of a dangerous entrance, narrow and choked in the
throat by a rock, and no one on board had sufficient seaman-
ship to get the schooner in. The mate advised abandoning
the hope of harbor, and setting the ^'ib and the jib-foresail to
make leeway. The captain swore by everythir/g unholy he
would not go a cable farther out to sea. The night was closing
in, but, the wind dyins awav. The Enterprise anchored outside
the ha'-bor. But in the niffht the wind s

opposite quarter fiercer than ever, ?nd the

iprang u

vessel dragged

rom the
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anchors and drove towards the rock that squatted on guard at

the mouth of the harbor, pitching helplessly in the shifting

troughs. In the inky blackness great swamping vaves carried

off her boats, her top-sails, and both houses. Her anchors were

left behind her, and part of the bulwarks was likewise torn

away. Fortunately her cables held out as she drove bumping

along, though they did not moderate her pace sufficiently to

prevent her keel being partially torn away when she bumped

upon a reef. Yet she jolted over the reef and drifted blindly

on and on, none knew whither.

Within the schooner the scene was almost as wild as with-

out. The women's screams rivalled those of the wind
; the

distracted creatures ran up and down the companion-ladder,

getting in the way of the crew ; the captain went below to

quiet them—and did not return. Apparently he preferred the

society of his own sex. The mate, thus left in command,

boarded up the companion-way to stop the aimless scurrying,

and told off some of the crew to help him unload the cargo,

which consisted of plaster, and to pitch it overboard. Matt

and the cook bore a hand in the work. Not daring to anhatch

for fear of being water-logged, they had to pass the plaster

through the lazaret.

J.ick Floss did his best to comfort the females by profanities.

He laughed, and hoped the Lord would damn the old hulk,

whose fleas were big enough to swim ashore on. His cool

blasphemies calmed some, but others plainly regarded him as a

Jonah. Matt was half perturbed, half fascinated by this uncon-

ventional vagabond ; of the real danger his own buoyancy made

light.

When the morning light came at last, it showed that they

had providentially skirted the grim rock and were drifting into

harbor. The dock was covered with debri. and with sand, which

the ship had stirred and raked up in her dragf/-ing progress

along the shallow waters. Piles of grit bad accumulated in the

corners, and the waves on which she tossed were discolored

with dirt. Very soon she passed a little island where a brig lay

moored; and with great difficulty—for the sea wa,? p,till running

high—the brig sent her a hawser and made her fast. Then they
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were enabled to realize further the extent of their luck, for the
harbor was strewn with wreckage. No fewer than seven schoon-
ers had gone down, and only two men had been saved. The
harbor was alive with boats looking for the dead. Captain
Bludgeon, bestriding his desolate quarter-deck, congratulated
himself on his seamanship. He arranged with a tug to draw
Th'^ Enter-prise back to St. John, New Brunswick, for repairs.
The few impatient passengers who could afford to pay an extra
fee went on to Boston by the rescuing brig, but the majority
stuck to The Enterprise and Captain Bludgeon, who was com-
pelled to board and lodge them at a cheap water-side hotel while
the schooner was laid up. Thus were the fates kind to these
waifs on the ocean of life, who enjoyed the holiday after their
manner—plain living and high jinks—and had no need of
Satan, or even Jack Floss, to find mischief for their idle hands
to do.

Matt, however, was not of the roysterers. He had remained
with The Enterprise, of course, not having the money to ex-
change

;
but the scenery of a new town—and that a hill-girt

town like St. John, with a cathedral, a silver water, and a forest
afire with flowers—was always sufficient business for him. The
cathedral was not so colossal as it had loomed to his childish
fancy through McTavit's reminiscences. After a day or two
Matt found an even more delightful occupation. He happened
to remark to Jack Floss that the ceiling of che hotel sittim/-
room would be all the better for a little ornamentation, and that
worthy straightway sought out the proprietor, a gentleman of
Scotch descent, and expressed himself so picturesquely that
Matt was offered a dollar to make the ceiling worthy of being
sat under by artistic souls like Jack Floss. Thereupon Jack
Floss and everybody else, except Matt, were turned out of the
sitting-room, and the boy, guided by his Practical House Deco-
ration in the mixing of colors and the preparation of plaster
stood on the ladder and stencilled one of his imaginative med-
leys. His fellow-passengers were not permitted to see it till
it was ready, but speculation was rife, and the rumor of its
glories had spread about the water-side, and on show-day the
room was packed with motley spectators, gazing reverently heav-



•9
I

iplmm

lflppff

108 THE MASTER

enward as at fireworks, some breaking out into rapturous ex-
clamations that made the boy more hot and uncomfortable than
even the dam I's kiss had done. He was glad he was almost
invisible, squeezed into a corner by the crowd. And despite
his discomfort, aggravated by a crick in the back of the neck,
due to painting with his hand over his head, there was a subtle
pleasure for him in his fellow-passengers' facile recognition of
the torch-light fishing scene which formed the centre of the
decorations. The hotel bar did good business that day.

Just before The Enterprise started again for Boston a man
came to see the ceiling, and immediately offered the artist a com-
mission. There was a paint-shop in the railway-carriage works,
and Matt could have a situation just v^acant there at ten dollars
a week. Dazzled by these fabulous terms, which seemed almost
to realize his ambition at a bound. Matt accepted; and The
Enterprise, patched up and refitted, sailea without him. A few
hours later he discovered that it had also sailed without Pris-
cilla, that seductive young person having found a berth as cham-
ber-maid in the hottl She came into Matt's room to tidy up,
and expressed her joy at the prospect of looking after his com-
fort. But the boy told her he must seek less comfortable quar-
ters, and, despite her protests and her offers to help him tem-
porarily, he departed for cheaper lodgings, leaving behind him
a perfunctory promise to call and see her soon. Jack Foss,
whom Matt gratefully regarded as th,) architect of his fortunes,'
had -lalf a mind to stay behind, too. He said he wanted to go
under, and The Enterprise didn't seem to have any luck. But
at the last moment he found that he could not desert the ladies.

Matt was more sorry to part from him than from Priscilla

;

there was something in the young man's devil-may-.are man-
ner that appealed to the germs of Bohemianism in the artistic
' mperament. The young artist had, however, an unpleasant
reminder of the defects of the Bohemian temperament, for
Jack Floss was forced to oonf^ss that he had lost the copy of
the Arabian Nights which he had persuaded Matt to lend him
to beguile the tedium of the days of waiting. The boy was
grievously distressed by the loss; it seemed an insult to' Ruth
Hailey fuid a misprision of her kindly wishes. However it
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was no use crying over spilled milk, and Jack Floss slightly as-
suaged his chagrin by fishing out from among his miscellaneous
effects a volume of Shelley in small type, and another—with an
even more microscopic text—containing the complete wovks of
Lord Byron. Both books opened as by long usage at their most
erotic pages. Through these ivory gates the boy passed into the
great world of romantic poetry. Whole stanzas remained in his
memory. The brain that had refused to retain Bible verses,
spending hours in quest of the tiniest, absorbed the sensuous
images of the poets without effort; he fell asleep with them on
his lips.

In the railway-carriage shop— a spacious saloon as full of
painters as an atelier in the Quartier Latin—Matt was allowed
a free hand on great canvases that, when filled with flowers and
landscapes, were nailed to the roofs of the carriages by electro-
plated pins. He also decora^gd the wooden panels with scroll-
work and foliage, and gilded the lettering outside the doors.
Thus was the citizen fed on art at every turn, standing under
his ceiling, or sitting on his chair, or lying on his sofa, or travel-
ling on his railway. Art is notoriously elevating ; but as the
depraved quarters of the town continued to flourish, the art
must have been bad.

Matt's career in the paint -shop was neither so long nor so
pleasant as he had anticipated. His pictures did not please his
fellow-artists as much as his employers, and he became the butt
of the place. A series of impalpable irritations almost too
slight for analysis, subtle with that devilish refinement of which
coarseness is only capable when it is cruel, rendered his life in-
tolerable. Matt's vocabulary was too mincing for his fellow-
craftsmen

;
they resented his absence of expletives, though im-

perceptibly he succumbed to the polluted atmosphere which had
surrounded him ever since he set foot in Halifax ; and the boy,
whose mind was stored with lovely images and ethereal lyrics,
began to bespatter his talk with meaningless oaths. Nor was
this his only coquetry with corruption, for the daily taunt of
*' milksop " conspired with the ferment of youth.

" Varnishing-day '"' was his day of danger. It was pay-day,
and Matt had boundless money. It was also the hardest day
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of the six, the wind-up, when all the work of the week was var-

nished in an atmosphere of sixty degrees ; and the poor lad,

drunk with the fumes of turpentine, sticky from head to foot,

his face besplashed, his eyes stinging, his nose red, and his

brain dizzy, threw off his apron and overaiis, and reeled to the

door, and groped his way into the streets to breathe in the

glorious fresh air, and revel like the rest of his fellows in the

joy of life—aye, and the joy of license, the saturnalia of Satur-

day night. For the glorious fresh air soon palled, and in the

evening Matt was dragged by his mates to a species of music-

hall in a hotel near the harbor, where, in a festive reek of bad

tobacco and wo -e whiskey, he repeated the choruses of wink-

ing soubrettes, dubious refrains whose inner meaning the brag

and badinage of the workshop had made obscurely clear. But

disgust invariably supervened; Byron and Shelley were his

Sunday reading, and under the spell of their romantic song,

which chimed with his soul's awakening melodies, he revolted

against his low-minded companions, hating himself for almost

sinking to their level.

lie ;lt that he inhabited a rarer ether ; he was conscious

of a cu ous aloofness, not only from them, but from humanity

at larg , and yet here he was joining ir» their coarse con-

viviality. To such a mood the accidental turning up of an

old sketch of his Halifax divinity on her horse appealed as

decisively as an accidental text was wont to appeal to his

mother. The beautiful c^^'ves of her figure, the purity of her

complexion, rebuked him. Perhaps it was because he was an

artist that his soul was touched through the concrete. In a

spasm of acuter disgust, and in a confidence of higher destinies,

he threw up his berth.

He had saved twenty dollars—twenty stout planks between

him and the deep. But the luck that had been his hitherto

deserted him. In six weeks he had only one fortunate fort-

night, when he carried the hod for a house-joiner, and wa."^

nearly choked by th( ring round of a little ladder, through

which he had popped iiis head in mounting a bigger.

One by one his twenty planks slipped from under him, and

then he found himself struggling in the lowest depthe. The

l"i
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few dollars he had squandered on the music-hall haunted him
with added reproach.

Too proud to beg or to go back to the paint-shop or to write

to his mother, his only possessions his clothes and a box of

cheap water-colors he carried with his slim library in his jacket

pockets, he searched the streets for an odd job, or stood about
the wharves amid the stevedores and negroes to earn a cop-
per by unasked assistance in rolling casks into warehouses,
till at last, when the cathedral lawn was carpeted with autumn
leaves, the streets became his only lodging. Hungry and
homeless, he was beginning to regret his hut in the woods, and
to meditate a retreat from civilization, for in the frosty nights

that shadowed the genial autumn days this unsheltered life

was not pleasant, when, by one of those strokes of fortune
which fall to the most unfortunate, he found a night-refuge.

A fellow-lodger of his at the Hotel of the Beautiful Star, a
glass-blower out of work with whom he had once halved his

evening bread, fell into employment, and gratefully offered him
the nocturnal hospitality of the factory. Here, voluptuously
couched on warm white sand, piles and barrels of which lay all

about, the boy forgot the gnawing emptiness of his stomach
and the forlornness of his situation in the endless fascination

of the weird effects of light and shade. It was a vast place,

dim despite its gas-jets, mysterious with shadowy black corners.

The red flannel shirts of the men struck a flamboyant note of
color in the duskiness ; the stokers were outlined in red before
the roaring furnaces, the blowers were bathed in a dazzling

white glow from the glass at the end of their blow-pipes, so
that their brawny bare arms and the sweat on their brows stood
out luridly. With every movement, with every flickering and
waning light, there was a changing play of color. Matt wou.i
lie awake in his corner, taking mental notes, or recording the
action of muscles by the pencilled silhouette of some pictu-

resque figure rolling the pliant glass. Great painters, he thought,

in his boyish ignorance, worked from imagination on a basis of

memory ; but he was not strong enough yet to dispense with
observation, though observation always brought despair of hid

power to catch the ever-shifting subtleties of living nature. In

VM
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the enthralment of these studies, and in his sensuous delight

in the Dantcsque effects, Matt often omitted to sleep altogether.

And sometimes, on that background of ruddy gloom, other

visions opened out to the boy dreaming on his bed of sinuous

sand ; the real merged into the imaginative, and this again into

the fantasies of delicious drowsihead. The walls fell away,
the factory blossomed into exotic realms of romance

; peerless

houris, ripe in womanhood, passed over moon-silvered waters

in gliding caiques
;
prisoned princesses, pining for love, showed

dark starry eyes behind the lattice-work of verandas; pensive

maidens, divinely beautiful, wandered at twilight under crescent

moons rising fflint and ghostly behind groves of cedars.

London, too, figured in the pageantry of his dreams, glitter-

ing like a city of the Arabian Nights, ablaze with palaces,

athrob with music ; and perched on the top of the tallest

cupola, on the loftiest hill, stood his uncle Matthew, holding

his paint-brush like a sceptre, king of the realm of Art.

Hark! was that not the king's trumpeters calling, calling him
to the great city, calling him to climb up and take his place

beside the sovereign? Oh, the call to his youth, the clarion

call, summoning him forth to toils and triumphs in some en-

chanted land ! Oh, the seething of the young blood that

thronged the halls of dream with loveliness, and set seductive

faces at the casements of sleep, and sanctified his waking
reveries with prescient glimpses of a sweet spirit-woman wait-

ing in some veiled recess of space and time to partake and
inspire his consecration to Art ! The narrow teachings of his

childhood—the conception of a vale of tears and temptation

—

shrivelled away like clouds melting into the illimitable blue,

merging in a ast sense of the miracle of a beautiful world,

a world of infinitely notable form and color. And this ex-

pansion of his horizon accomplished itself almost impercep-

tibly because the oppression of that ancient low-hanging heaven

overbrooding earth, of that sombre heaven lying over Cobe-
quid Village like a pall, was not upon him, and he w^as free

to move and breathe in an independence that made existence

its harslieKt, S'.^ tlsat, tliriDgh he walked in

hunger and cold, he walked UTidcr triumphal arches of rainbows.



CHAPTER IX

ARTIST AND PURITAN

But the dauntless, practical youth lay beneath the dreamer,
even as the Puritan lay beneath the artist. Matt could not
consent to live on his host, the glass-blower, who shared his
lunch with him -in the middle of the night -and he was
almost reduced to applying again at the paint-shop, when the
captain of a schooner gave him -.. chance to work his way to
Economy, on the basin of Minas, twenty-five miles below Cube-
quid Village. Matt had to make up his mind in a hurry for
this was the last ship bound north before the bay was frozen
for the winter, and ships bound south for the States seemed
always to have a plethora of crew. The mental conflict added
to the pains of the situation ; to go north again was to con-
fess defeat. But was it not a severer defeat to lessen a
poor man's lunch, even although he accepted only a minimum
on the pretext of not being hungry? This reflection decided
him; though he had no prospects in Economy, and nothing
to gam but a few days' food and shelter, he agreed informally
to ship and to help load the schooner at nightfall. He
would have preferred to go on board at once, were it only
to dine off a ship's biscuit; but no one suspected his straits,
and so he had an afternoon of sauntering.
On the hilly outskirts of the city h'e was stopped by a

stylish young lady, so dazzling in dress and beauty that for
a moment he did not recognize Priscilla. A fashionable
crinoline, and a full-sleeved astrakhan sacque, together with an
afghan muffler round her throat, had given the ^slim chamber-
mai.. an imposing portliness. An asLrakhan toque, with a
waving red feather, was set daintily on her head, and below the
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sacque her gown showed magnificent with bows and airy

flounces. Evidently her afternoon out.

<• Good land 1" she cried. «' What have you been up to
«"

" Nothing. I'm in a hurry," ho said, flushing shamefacedly as

he passed hastily on.

But Priscilla caught him by the hem of his jacket.

" Don't look so skairt 1 Why haven't you been to see me all

this time ?"

" Too busy," he murmured.
" Too proud, I reckon. I thought you'd come for to look at

your decorations, tnyways ; let's go right Jong there
;
you ain't

lookin' as smart as a cricket, that's a fact ; I'll make you a glass

o' real nice grog to pick you up some."

He shook his head. " I'm going away—I'm off to Economy."

" Scat ! You want to give me the mitten. Why don't you

speak straight? You don't like me."

She looked at him, half provoked, half provokingly.

He looked at her with his frank, boyish gaze ; he noted the

red curve of her pouting lips, the subtle light in her eyes, the

warm coloring of the skin, shadowed at the neck by waves of

soft brown hair, in which the beads of a chenille net glistened

blulishly ; he was ple&sured by the brave note of the red feather

against the shining black of the toque, the piquant relation of

the toque to the face, and he thought how delightful it would be

to transfer all these tones and shades to canvas. He forgot to

answer her; he tried to store up the complex image in his

memory.
" I'm glad you don't deny it," she said, her angry face bely-

ing her words.

He started. " Oh yes, I like you well enough," he said,

awkwardly.

Her fpce softened archly. " Then why don't you come an'

see me ? I won't bite you !"

" I'm sorry ! I'm sailing to-night."

"I guess you ain't!" She saiiled imperious solicitation.

"What are you goin' to do in Economy? Why don't you

ofinV fn t.Vio r»ai nt-sVinn 9"

" I've left there way back in the summer."

if

'f,'
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" What made you leave ?"

"Oh, well!"

in ZTonir
"'"'' '"' "" ""™^ '" "^""^- '-J" concern

" Not hardly."

"How many meals have yon had to-day ?"

square meal."
' ^ " '" ''''' "'""^ «°d have a good

" No, I'm not. I'm not hungry any "
"Oh, Matt

!
Where do you expect to go to ?"

said Pn«Pni«with a roguish, disarming smile.
said Pnscilla,

"Not with you,'' rejoined Matt, smiling in response
Pnscilla laughed heartily. The white tPr^th Ta i

ishly against the full red lips.
^^'^"'^ '^S"'

"Come along," she said, with good-humored conclusivenessHe shook a smihng head. " Pm going to Economy""You're comin' with me ; the boss '11 stand you Td nnpr fnrrepairin' your decorations."
^ ^'°"®^ ^°'

"Why, what's wrong with them?" he asked, anxiously

dec!;.
'"^ '"" '^^ '^^^ ^^- "^^^^ -»^ thin^tre to

"Oh the centre of the ceilin' is a bit off color That sillvold owlof a Cynthia spilt a pail of water on the floor! e''"^You don't say !" he cried, in concern
" Honest Injun

! I was jest mad. You could get lots to doif you would stay at our shanty."
^ ^^

"I'll come and put the ceiling riffht " hp »on • j • • ,

and, giving he. his hand with fhvfwkwa dness ^af""^ ^ '

naded in trin.ph through the dignifiedTt'et"^e Mta'So romance j th,s dazzling person clasped his hand c gi^g ylie wondered how she dared b= seen with so shabby a beitthe j„x^pos>hon had a touch of the Arabian m<,ht,fonbZtorons adventures of his day-dreams : it was liV.! "! ..
_*"

ag a pauper. They passed other couples bette'r'nlatled-somt
.n the first stage of courtship, some in the second ttheZ
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Stage the female and the male walked apart-she near the wall

talking glibly, he at the edge of the sidewalk, silent, gazing

straight ahead in apparent disconnection. In the second stage

the lovers walked clo-^er together, but now both gazed straight

ahead, and both were silent ; only if one looked between them

one saw two red hands clasped together, like the antennae of

two insect? in conversation. When Priscilk and Matt met

pairs in this advanced stage, her hand tightened on his, and she

sidled nearer. It was like a third stage, and Matt's sense of ro-

.-nance was modified by a blushing shamefacedness.

As they entered the hotel Matt made instinctively towards

the sitting-room to see his damaged decorations; but Priscilla,

protesting that he must feed first, steered him hurriedly up-stairs

into his old apartment. He was too faint with hunger to resist

her stronger will.
«. . ^ i j •*•

"There you silly boy!" she said, affectionately, depositing

him in a chair before the stove, which she lighted. » Now you

iest set there while I tell" the boss." She lingered a moment to

caress his dark hair ; then, stooping down suddenly, she kissed

him and fled.
, , , , . i-

Matt's heart beat violently, the blood hustled in his ears.

The sense of romance grew stronger, but mingled therewith was

now an uneasy, indefinable apprehension of the unknown. The

magnetism of Priscilla repelled as mu'^> as it arew hira
;
his

romance was touched with vague tei. -. Yet as the fire vivified

the bleak bedroom, with its text-ornamented walls, the warm

curves of the girl's face painted themselves on the air, subtly

*
PrTsSlla herself was back soon, bearing some cold victual and

some hot grog, and watched with tender satisfaction the boy s

mntroubled appetite. She drank a little, too, when he was done,

and they clinked glasses, and Matt felt it was all very wicked

and charming. Stanzas of Shelley and Byron pulsed in his

memory, tropical flowers of speech blossomed in his brain

But only weeds sprouted out. "It was real good of you,

Priscilla, to speak to the boss. I'd l-tter see to the ceiling at

once.

"

niisnnrTTijr

,

" Ch, don't: it can ^ait till to-moi.
>»
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" But I promised to go aboard to-night."

" You nasty feller, you'r goin' to fibake me, after all."

" Don't say that, Priscilla," he said, shyly. " I only wish I
could do something to show my gratitude to you."

" No, you don't." Priscilla's bosom heaved, and tears were in
her eyes.

" Yes, I do."

" You don't like me."
" I do."

" You don't think I'm pretty."

She had removed her things now, revealing the natural grace-
fulness of her figure.

" Oh, Priscilla !" said Matt, looking at her. » Why, I'd give
anythin;; if I could—" He paused, timidly.

" Well, why can't you ?" interrupted Priscilla, her face very
close to hi?.

" I'm not good enough yet. And the light's failing."
" Why

! What do you want of the light ?"

" I can't paint so well by night. The color looks different in
the day. But I'd give anything to be able to paint something
as pretty as you."

Priscilla swept her glass aside, pettishly.

" Lan' sakes, what a boy ! Pictures, pictures, pictures I If it

ain't the ceilin', it's me ! There are better things on this earth
than pictures. Matt."

Matt shook his head, with a sceptical smile.

Priscilla looked disconcerted. " Why, didn't you say I was
prettier than a picture. Matt?"

" Oh, that's different," he parried, feebly ; then, feeling her
fascination lulling him to forgetfulness of the price to be
paid for his dinner, as well ps of the mute appeal of his dam-
aged designs, he jumped up. "I'd best see to the ceiling
before it's too hte. I wonder if they've kept the materials
handy."

" Set down. Matt."
<• Oh, but I mustn't cheat the boss."
" Who's talkin' o' cheatin' ? This is my treat."

« Oh, but it ain't right o' j^ou, r. igcilla," he protested,
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" Never mind ; when I'm down on my luck you shall do as

much for me."
" I'll send you half a dollar from Economy," he said, reso-

lutely. Then, smiling to temper his ungraciousness, he added,

" Short reckonings make long friends, hey ?—as an old deacon

I knew used to say. I guess I'll go down - stairs nov, Pris-

cilla."

" What for ? You haven't got to go aboard till nightfall ?"

" You're forgetting the cei'ing. I kind o' want to touch it up

all the same."
" You silly boy," she said, with a fond smile " that was only

my fun."

" Priscilla !" He stared at her in reproachful amazement.

Was his incurable trust in humanity always to be shaken

thus ?

" Don't look so solemn."

" But you told me a fib !"

" Scat ! D' you think I was goin' to let you fool around on

an empty stomach ?"

" But you told me a lie." The boy towered o^er her like an

irate judgment-angel.

Priscilla had a happy thought. " But you told me a lie. You
said you warn't hungry."

Matt looked startled.

" Oh, but that—that was different," he stammered again.

" Can't see it. Tit for cat."

Matt pondered in silence.

Priscilla rose. " Set down," she said, soothingly, and the boy,

feeling confusedly f^uilty, let himself be pressed down into his

seat.

Priscilla nestled to him, sharing his chair, and pref:sing her

soft cheek to his.

" Was he mad with h's poor little Priscilla?" she cooed. " No,

he mustn't be angry, bless his handsome face."

Matt was not angry any longer, >ut he was uncomfortable.

He tried to whip up his sense of romance, to feel what he felt

in reading iove-poetry, to fancy that he was sitting with a pen-

sive princetis in a cedar grove under a crescent moon. But he
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could only feci that PrisciHa was a real terrestrial person, and
mendacious at that.

Priscilla's lips sought bis in a hug kiss. " You are fond o'
me, Matt, aren't you ?" she murmured, coaxingly.

Matt's conscience checked conventional response. He faltered,
slowly

;
" I guess you're real good to me."

A moraont later the door opened. Priscilla M-ang up hur-
ried y, and, to be doing something, noisily pulled down the roll-
er- blind.

"That you, Cynthia?" she said, carelessly.
" Yes, it's me," grumbled the old woman. " You're wanted

down-stairs."

-In a jiffy. I'm just lighting Mr. Strang's candles," she said,
fumbling about for them in the darkness she had herself pro!

'• Rayther early," croaked Cynthia.
"Yes Mr. Strang wants to paint ; there ain't enough light to

see by,'' replied Priscilla, glibly, while Matt felt his cheeks must
surely be visible by the light of their own glow
The candles were lit, and Priscilla, ostentatiously running into

the next room, returned with a sheet of white paper. "There
'
n,T'i?'\^'""^

•';

^'V^^^^^'
^^-^^"'-y' -Iding in a whisper,

1
11 be back presently. You won't go to-night, will you ?" Andher eyes pleaded amorously.
No sooner had Priscilla disappeared than Matt's perception

of romance m the position began to return ; but it was an im-
personal, artistic perception ; he was but a spectator of the
situation He could not under.Land his own apathetic aloofness.He walked restlessly about the room, trying to pump up By-
-^nic emotion but finding the well of sentiment strangely dry

K T' \T 't ^l
^^'' ^"'^^' ^"'^ ^^^^"^« censoriously ab*sorbed m the crude flowers and figures stamped upon the ar-

senic-green background
; he studied the effects of the candle-

ight on the glaring coloration, noting ' ow the yellow roseshad turned pink. Then Priscilla's iJe flew up am'id the fl eof flowers, and Matt, seizing? the she^t nf n.ngr 0^4 .„,.:__
out his paint-box forgot everything else, even the artificial
light, IP the task of expressing Priscilla in water-color.

ii

7 HI'

It

I'
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He had nearly finished the sk( loh, which glowed with dainty

vitality, though the figure came out too lady-like. Suddenly the

sound of voices broke upon his ear. Priscilla and Cynthia wers

talking outside his door.

His critical situation recurred to him in a flash, his broken

promise to the captain if he yielded to the pertinacious Pris-

cilla. The artist's imagination might enflame ; the crude actual-

ity chilled, curiosity alone persisting. And the latent Puritan

leaped up at bay ; far-away reminiscences of whispered refer-

ences to the flesh and the devil resurged, with all that mystic

flavor of chill, unspeakable godlessness that attaches to sins

dimly apprehended in childhood. " Remember thy Creator in

the days of thy youth," seen suddenly in red letters on one of

the wall - texts, was like the voice of a minatory Providence.

Poor Priscilla became an advancing serpent, dragging insidious

coils.

He shut up his paint-box hastily, and scribbling beneath the

sketch, " For Priscilla—with Matt's thanks," he puffed at the

candles. Only one went out. Priscilla was still talking out-

side. His heart was thumping with excitement as he added in

a corner :
" I promised the captain. Good-bye." Then, blow-

ing out the other candle, he waited, striving to draw serener

breath as Priscilla still dallied without.

Only a blurred glimmer showed through the isinglass of the

stove door; the room was quite dark. He began to hope she

would ascend with Cynthia, and leave the coast temporarily

clear; but at last only Cynthia's step receded, and he heard

Priscilla turning the door-handle. It was an anxious moment.

He heard her exclamation of surprise.

*' Have you gone to bed ?" she cried.

He held his breath as she grazed his sleeve in the darkness.

Then he glided out, and slid boyishly down the banisters like

a flash. There was a gay hubbub of voices in the saloon ; he

walked unquestioned into the street, then ran (ae. if pursued by a

horde of Amazons) till he reached the docks, and saw the friend-

ly vessel moored against the wharf.

Remorse for his balked romance set in severely as soon as

the bustle of loading was over and the anchor weighed ; Prig-
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cilia took on the halo of Byronism and the Arabian Nights
which had steadily absented itself in practice. Often during

that miserable voyage he called himself a fool and a milksop

;

for the passage was a nightmare of new duties, complicated by
sea-sickness and the weakness of a half-starved constitution, and
on that swinf^ing schooner, with its foul-mouthed captain, the

mean bedroom he had deserted showed like a stable paradise.

But blustrous as the caf'^in was by the side of the blubbering

Bludgeon, he had his compensations, for he made the voyage

before the few passengers had found their sea-legs. Arrived in

Economy, Matt was again face to face with starvation. But
here Fortune smiled—with a suspicion of humor in her smile

;

and having already climbed masts and ladders for his dinner,

her protege was easily tempted to seek it at the top of a steeple.

The steeple, after tapering to a point two hundred feet high,

was crowned by a ball, which for years had needed regilding.

Unfortunately the architect had made the ball almost inaccessi-

ble, but Matt, being desperate, undertook the job. The breath

of winter was already on the town ; a week more and the whole

steeple would be decorated for the season with snow, so Matt's

offer was accepted, and, his boots equipped with creepers, the

young steeple-jack, begirt with ropes, made the ascent safely in

the eye of the admiring populace, lowered the great ball and

then himself, and being thereupon given board and lodging and

materials, he gilded it in the privacy of his garret. Thus be-

come a public hero. Matt easily got through the winter. He
decorated the ceiling of the Freemasons' Hall, and painted a

portrait of the member of the House of Assembly, a burly

farmer. This was his first professional experience of an actual

sitter, and he found himseii uiore hampered than helped by too

close contact with reality. However, a touch of imagination

does no harm to a portrait, and Matt had by this time acquired

suflicient experience of humanity to lean to beauty's side even

apart from his youthful tendency to idealization, which made it

impossible for him at this period to paint anything that was not

superficially beautiful or picturesque. The member pronounced

the portrait life-like, and gave Matt a bushel of home-grown

potatoes over au4 above the stipulated price, which was board

'I il
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and lodging during the period of painting, and an order on a
store for two dollars. With the order Matt purchased a pair of
Congress or side-spring boots ; the potatoes he swopped for a
box of paper collars. From Economy he ^vrote home to his
mother, and received an incoherent letter, in which she de-
nounced the deacon by the aid of fulminant texts. Matt sighed
impotently, pitying her from his deeper experience of life, but
hoping she got on better with " Ole Hey " than she imagined.
He had half a mind to look up his folks, especially poor Billy

;

but just then he got an order from the farmer-deputy's brother,'
who wrote that he was so pleased with his brother's portrait
that he wished Matt to paint his sign-board. He added that,
although he had not seen any specimen of Matt's sign-writing, he
felt confident the painter of that portrait would be a competent
person. Matt accepted the nevf task with mixed feelings, and got
so many other commissions from the shopkeep./s (for every shop
had its movable sign- board) that he soon saved fifty dollars,
and seemed on the high sea to England and his uncle. He had
fixed three hundred dollars as the minimum with which he might
safely go to London to study art. The steerage pascnge would
cost only twenty. Unfortunately he was persuaded to invest his
savings in a partnership with a Yankee jewel-peddler, and to travel
the country with him. The peddler did not swindle his partner,
]i 'jrely hi„ clients

; but Matt was so disgusted that he refused to
remain in the business. Thereupon the peddler, freed from the
obligations of partnership, treated him as an outsider, and re-
fused to return his principal. Matt thought himself lucky to
escape in the end with twenty-five dollars and a cleansed con-
science. He went back to sign-painting, but, taking a hint from
the Yankee, continued his travels, and becai ; a peddler-painter.
He hated the work, was out of sympathy with his prosaic sittersj
wondering by virtue of what grace or lovehness they sought
survival on canvas

; but the road to Art, by way of his uncle in
London, lay over their painted bodies, so he drudged along. And
yet when the sitter was dissatisfied with the picture—it was gen-
erally the sitter's friends who persuaded him that he was dissat-
isfied—and when Matt had to listen to the fatuous criticisms of
farmers and store-keepers, the artist flared up, and more than
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once the hot-blooded boy sacrificed dollars to dignity. He was
astonished to find that in many quarters his fame had preceded
him, and more as<:onished to discover finally that the advance
advertiser was his late partner. Whether the Yankee com-
pounded thus for the use of Matt's dollars Matt never knew,
but in his kinder thought of the cute peddler the boy came to
th^nk himself the debtor. For the dollars mounted, one on the
head of another, and the heap rose higher and higher, day by
day and week by week, till at last the magic three hundred be-
gan lo loom in the eye of hope. Three hundred dollars ! saved
by the sweat of the brow and semi-starvation, and sanctified by
the blood and tears of youth ; sweet to count over and to dream
over, and to pile up like a tower to scale the skies.

And so the great day drew near when Matt Strang would sail

across the Atlantic.

CHAPTER X

EXODUS

Billy Strang was dreaming happy dreams— dreams of
action and adventure, in which he figured not as the morbid
cripple, but as the straight-limbed hero. Matt was generally
with him in these happy hunting-grounds of sleep— dear old
Mdtt, who had become a creature of dream to his waking life.

But absorbed as Billy was in this phantasmagoric happiness,
he was still the sport of every unwonted sound from the real

world. His tremulous nerves quivered at the first shock, ready
to flash back to his brain the bleaker universe of aches and
regrets and rancorous household quarrels.

To-night he sat up suddenly, with a premonition of some-
thing strange, and gazed into the darkness of the bedroom,
seeing only the dim outline of the other bed in which his two
younger brothers slept. After a long uioineiit of mysterious
rustling, a thin ray of light crept in under the door, Ijhen the
handle turned very softly, and his mother glided in swiftly,
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:is bearing a candle that made a monstrous shadow follow and
bend over her. She was fully dressed in out- door attire,

wearing her bonnet and sacque and muffler.

Her eyes were wide vvith excitement and shone weirdly, and
the whole face wore an uncanny look.

Billy trenbled in cold terror. His mouth opened gaspingly.
" Sh-h-h-h !" whispered his mother, putting a forefinger to

her lips. Then, in hurried accents, she breathed, " Quick, get
up and dress to oncet !"

Magnetized by her face, he slipped hastily from the bed, too
awed to question.

" Sh-h-h-h !" she breathed again, " or you'll wake Ruth."
Then, moving with the same noiseless precipitancy, her shadow
now growing to giant, now dwindling to dwarf, " Quick, quick,

children !" she whispered, shaking them. The two younger boys
sat up, dazed by sleep and the candle, and were silently bundled
out of bed, yawning and bUnking, and automatically commenc-
ing to draw on the socks they found thru«t into their hands.

" Your best clothes," she whispered to Billy, throwing open
the cupboard in which they hung.

The action seemed to loosen his tongue.

" But it ain't Sunday," he breathed.

" Sh-h-h-h ! To-day is a holiday. Put them on quick,

quick !" she replied, in the same awful whisper. " We are

goin' out of the land of bondage in haste with our loins

girded. And lo I in the mornin' in every house there was one
dead."

She set down the candle on the little bare wooden table,

where it gleamed solemnly in the gaunt room. Then she fell to

feverishly helping the children to dress, darting violently from
one to another, and half paralyzing Billy, whose fumbling,

freezing fingers could not keep pace with her frantic impa-

tience. He dropped a boot, and the sound seemed to echo
through the silent house like a diabolical thunder-clap. He
cowered before her blazing eyes as she picked up the boot and
violentlv dumi^ed his fcot into IL

"Are we goin' out, mother?" he said, so as not to scream.

His words sounded ctinister and terrible W himself.
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"Yes; I'll go an' see if the girls are finished dressin'."

She tock up the candle, and her whisper grew sterner. " Don't
make a sound !"

" But where are \.'e goin', mother ?" he said, to detain her for

an instant.

"Goin' home. We're throwin' up the position!" And for

the first time the exultation in her voice raised it above a

whisper. Then, putting her forefinger to her lip again, " Not
a sound !" she breathed, menacingly, and moved on tiptoe to the

door, her face set and shining, her shadow tumbling grotesquely

on the walls and ceilings.

" A-a-a-h !" Billy fell back on the bed, screaming. Like a

flash his mother turned ; her hand was clapped fiercely over his

mouth.

" You little devil !" she LiSsed. " What do you mean by
disobeyin' ?"

" The light ! The light 1" he gurgled.

She withdrew her hand. "What are you shakln' 'bout?

There's light 'nough." She drew up the blind, and a faint

moonlight blurred itself through the frosty glass. "You're
growed up now, you big booby. An' your brothers are with

you."

" I'll go with you," he gasped, clutching at her skirt.

" With that crutch o' yours, you pesky eyesore !" she whis-

pered, angrily. "Yon'll stay with the little uns, bless their

brave little hearts." And she clasped the dazed children to

her breast. "The Lord hes punished him for his cruelty to

you. . . . Finish your dressin', quick." She released the two
little boys and glided cautiously from the room, holding the

candle low, so that her great wavering shadow darkened the

room even before the thicker horror of blackness fell when she

was gone. The three children pressed tojpfether, their heart-

beats alone audible in the awful stillness. They were too

bewildered and terrified to exchange even a whisper. An
impalpable oppression brooded over the icy room, and a dull

torpor possessed their brain, so that they made no effort to

understand. They only felt that something unreal was happen-

ing, something preternaturally solemn. After a dream-like

3-1
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interval of darkness, the mysterious rustling was repeated with-

out, a thin line of light crept again under the door, and their

mother's face reappeared, gleaming lurid in the circle of the
candle-rays. The two girls loomed in her wake, a big and a
little, both wrapped up for a journey, but shivering and yawn-
ing and rubbing their eyes, still glued together by sleep. The
yruiiger boys, who had remained numb, guiltily gave the last

hasty touches to their costume under the irate gaze of their

mother. But Billy's face had grown convulsed.

His mother advanced towards him, dazzling his eyes with the

candle and her face, and bending down so that her eyes lay

almost on his.

** Don't you dare to have a fit now," she hissed, her features

almost as agitated as his own, " or I'll cut your throat like

I've cut his."

The intensity of her will mastered him, oversweeping even
the added horror of her words, and combined with the return

of the light to ward ofE the threatened paroxysm. He dragged
on his top-coat. Only a few minutes had elapsed since he had
sat up in bed, yet it seemed hours. The mother stealthily led

the way through the hushed house, down the creaking stairs,

blowing out the light in the hall. When she opened the outer

door the cold air smote their faces like a whip. As she was
cautiously closing the door a dark thing ran out through the

aperture.

" There goes his soul !" she whispered, in grim exultation.

But it was only Sprat.

The creature, now old and infirm, quietly took his familiar

place in the rear of the procession, which now set forth over the

frozen moonlit snow under the solemn stars ir the direction

of Cobequid Village. The farm-hands, asleep in the attic built

over the kitchen, in an " ell," or annex, to the main house,

heard nothing. Ruth, sleeping the sleep of virginal health and
innocence in her dainty chamber, was deep in kindly dreams.

The woman led the way noiselessly but rapidly, so that the

little children had to run to keep pace with her, and Billy

dragged himself along by clinging to her skirt, dreading to be
left behind in the great lonely night. The road led downhill
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towards a little valley, in which stood the deacon's grist-mill,

hidden by trees, but, as they drew near it, showing dark against

the white hill that rose again beyond it. They descended
towards it through a cutting in the hill lined with overhanging
snow-drifts, curled like crystallized waves. Everything seemed
dead; the mill-pond was frozen and snow -covered; frozen

bundles of green hides stood in piles against the front of the

mill ; there were icicles round the edges of the sullen cascade

that fell over the dam. The mill-stream was a sheet of ice,

spotted ermine-wise with black dots, where air-holes showed
the gloomy 'vater below. The procession crossed the little

wooden bridge, bordered by bare willows, whose branches
glittered with frost, and then the snow-path rose again. Every
sound \^a8 heard intensely in the keen air—the rumbling of

the little water-fall, the gurgling of the stream under the ice, the

frost fusillade of the zigzag pole fences snapping along the

route, the crunch of crisp snow under their feet. They
mounted the hill, and reached the broad, flat fields that

stretched on white and bare to Cobequid. The last inch of
Deacon Hailey's possessions was left behind. Then the leader

of the procession slackened her pace, and lifted up her voice in

raucous thanksgiving

:

"
' When Israel, of the Lord beloved,

Out from the knd of bondage came,

Her fathers' God before her moved,

An awful guide in smoke and flame.'

" Now, then, sing up, children !" she cried.

Bewildered and still half asleep, they obeyed— in bleating,

quavering torses that came through chattering teeth to an ac-

companiment of cloudy breath.

The woman and her children passed on into the night, sing-

ing. Amid the stretches of sky and space they seemed a group
of black insects crawling across a great white plain.

Abner Preep, coming down before dawn, found a bunch of

children on the great kitchen settee, asleep in their clothes.

The mother sat on the floor before the open stove, smiling

hm
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happily and muttering to herself. They had quietly taken pos-

session of the old familiar room and stirred up the slumbering fire.

For the first few seconds Abner wondered if he was dream-

ing, for the next if he were mad. But another look at the

crouching woman convinced him that it was not he that was

mad ; while a phrase from her babbling lips sent something

of tlie truth home to his beating heart. He roused Harriet and

broke the news as gently as time permitted. The brave girl

bade him drive at once to Deacon Hailey's while she kept

guard over her mother. Abner thereupon mounted his horse

bare-back, to save time, and galloped to the farm.

To his relief he found the deacon little injured. The neglect

of his beard had been " Ole Hey's " salvation. It had sprouted

thick and tangled about his throat, and the mad woman, armed

with a blunt knife, had only inflicted a flesh-wound, leaving the

trachea unsevered. The sleeping man, suddenly awakening to

the strange spectacle of his wife in out-door attire brandishing

a knife, had fainted from horror and loss of blood. But pres-

ently recovering consciousness, he had clamored for Ruth, and

with her help bound up the wound, already half stanched by

the clogging beard.

The matter was kept in the family, but the deacon swore he

would have no more to do with the woman or her unmannerly

brood beyond paying the minimum for her incarceration where

she could do no more mischief ; and so Abner took her forth-

with by sleigh and train to the capital, and placed her in a

private asylum.

In this manner Mrs. Strang went back to Halifax.

When Matt heard the awful tidings his air-castles crashed

and fell as at the crack of doom. Abner Preep was the

messenger of evil, for Matt's painting tour had brought him

near Halifax, and Abner thought it best to look up his boyish

enemy ere he went back home.

Beneath all the tumult of consternation in Matt's breast

there throbbed an undertone of reraorc;—a vague feeling that

tiiis vyouiu never have uappened liau nc oeen on the spot. His

boyish wilfulness had received its death-blow.



EXODUS 129

But It served h.m right," he cried, with irresistible bitter-
ness, when he heard the deacon had not only washed his hands
ot the family, but was now vindictively pressing Abner forthe arrears of the mortgage interest which had been allowed
to lapse while Abner was building up his position. Abnerhad always understood that Mrs. Strang had exacted the free-

whUe
' ^'"""^^'^y- But there was nothing in black and

"There's no gettin' out of it," said Abner, gloomily. -Butyour poor father must hev made an evorlastin' mess of it furhow there comes to be so much to pay arter all ^hese years fur

m-fke^'ouT"'
^'''''''^ "*"' ^ ^'"^^^^^^ «^*«ty' darned if I can

*' He cheated father, you may depend," said Matt, hotly.
I wouldn t go as fur nor thet," said Abner. - It ain't right

to call a man a thief without proof. Anyway, I've got totump up I shouldn't ha' minded it in an ornery way, though
I hev got two babies, bless *heir souls. But it comes hard jestnow, with five extra mouths to feed."

" Oh, but you are not going to feed them I"
"Who. then?"
" Me, of course."

"Nonsense, nonsense. Matt!" said Abner. "You've got togo to London an' larn paintin'. Harriet's told me all 'bout you.
an she s got some o' your picters, an' they're rael beautiful
Ihere s one m our bedroom. Besides, they're all growed upnow a most, an' they'll soon be feedin' theirselves. An' then
you see, the house itself is your sister's, not mine "

'

^
J It's mighty good of you," said Matt, hoarsely, "but it isn't

"No more it was o' me fighiln' you thet thar time," said
Abner, smiling. " This evens things up."

There was a great lump in Matt's throat so that he could not
speak. He held out his hand mutely, and Abner took it, and
they gripped each other so heartily that the tears started to the
eyes of both.

"Then thet's settled," said Abner, with husky cheeriness.
" No, that's only to beg your pardon," said Matt, recovering

ti
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his voice. " I've been a skunk to you, that's a fact. But I'm

not going to behave badly again. I'm just raking in the dollars

now hand over fist, and learning painiing all the time into the

bargain. I don't want a bit to go to London, and I've put by

two hundred and eighty dollars that aren't the least use to

me, and that '11 just come in handy to pay the old scoundrel.

And I can easily send you five dollars a week till I earn moiu.

Billy alone '11 cost you near that, I guess, and it's my fault he

can't earn anything hardly."

In the end the imppvious Matt had his way, and^ while the

boy went on to see his mother, Abner returned home with the

situation considerably lightened, the bearer of money for Dea-

con Hailey, and loving messages for all Matt's brothers and

sisters, even Harriet being now restored to grace.

Matt found his mother in a small padded room in a house

that stood on the hill overlooking the harbor. She was gazing

yearningly seaward, and tears trickled down her doleful cheeks.

Matt stood silently near the door, surveying her atkance with

aching heart. Abner had told him that her life with Deacon

Hailey had grown a blank to her, and he wondered if she

would recognize him; in the last two years he had shot up

from a hobbledehoy into a tall, stalwart youth.

When she turned her head at last and espied him she leaped

up with a wild cry of joy, ar i folded him in her arms.

" Davie !" she cried, rapturously. " My own Davie ! At last

!

I didn't see your ship come in."

A nervous thrill ran down Matt's spine as he submitted to

her embrace. The separate tragedies of his parents' lives

seemed poignantly knit together in this supreme moment.
" They're so strict with me here, Davie," she said. " Take

me away from my folks, anywhere, where we can be happy and

free. I don't care what they say any more—I am so tired of

all this humdrum life."

Matt pacified her as best he could, and, promising to arrange

it all soon, left her, his heart nigh breaking. He walked about

the bustling streets like one in a dream, resenting the sunshine,

and wondering why all these people should be so happy.

Again that ancient image of his father's dead face was tossed
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Xl!;rTr ""jJ^'^^^'y^^^ ^eep company henceforth withthe death-in-life of his mother's face. The breakdown of his

hut^L" ^ '-''' ''''''
'^^''r^^^^ vaster ironies of

-life;.,
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IN LONDON

On a dull February day a respectably clad steerage passen-

cer disembarked at Southampton with little luggage and great

hopes. He was only twenty, but he looked several years older.

There were deep traces of thought and suffering in the face,

bronzed though it was ; and despite the vigorous set of the

mouth and the jaw, the dark eyes were soft and dreamy. He

was clean-shaven except for a dark-brown mustache, which

combined with the little tangle of locks on his forehead to

sujrgest the artistic temperament, and to repel the insinup on

of T ,:. open-air labor radiating from his sturdy frame and

""S'strang's foot had touched England at last. Two long,

monotonous years of steadfast endurance, self -sacrifice, and

sordid economies-two years of portrait and sign painting, in-

terrupted by spells of wagon-striping at two and a half dol-

lars a day, had again given him the mastery of three hundred

dollars, despite his despatch of five dollars a week to Abner

Preep, and of a final subsidy of one hundred dollars to bridge

over the time till he should have a footing in England. Gradu-

allv the cloud of despondency had rolled off, the spring-time of

lif; and aspiration would not be denied, and though the pity

and terror of his mother's tragedy had tamed his high spirit

and snapped the springs of buoyancy, the passion for painting

returned with an intensity that dulled him to every appeal of

the blood in his veins; and with it a haunting fear that he

could never live to see London or his artist uncle, that he would

die in the flower of his vouth, all his possibii.lies latent, bo

impatient was he to giv^ this fear the lie that he suffered a
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vexatious loss through his hurry to reahze the bills and the

goods in which his art had too often found payment. When
the stjanier floundered into a hold of ice off Newfoundland,
his semi-siiperstitious Reeling wellnigh amounted to a quiei

conviction that he wc aid be shipwrecked in sight of port, the

three hundred dollars serving but to sink him df eper.

Without stopping in Southampton to tempt Providence, he
went straight on to London, every vein in him pulsiie: with fever-

ish anticipations of mysterious splendors. The ehjl e panted
in answering exultation, and the rattle of the carriages was a

rhyt' '• c song of triumph. At last he was approaching the

city ui his dreams—the mighty capital of culture and civiliza-

tion, where Art was loved and taught and honored. For some
day 'ow his whole being had been set in this key.

He sat at the window, gazing eagerly at the sunless iund-

scapes that raced past him. Gradually he became aware of the

approc'ch of the monstrous city. Fields were interrupted by
houses ; later, houses were interrupted by fields ; then the rural

t'^'iches grew fewer and fewer, and at last he sped under a

leaden sky amid appalling, endless, everlasting perspectives of

chimney-pots and pooty tiles, and dingy houses and dead wallw

and vomiting colnmnu and gasworks and blank-faced factories

reeking with oppressive odors—on and on and on, as amid the

infinities of a mean Inferno, whirring past geometrical rows of

murky backyards with dust-bins and clothes-lines, and fleeting

glimpses of grimy women and shock-headed children and slouch-

ing men, thundering over bridges that spanned gray stre' ' •

relieved by motley traffic and advertisement hoardings, '

flashing past gaunt mansions of poverty—bald structures wi. •

peeling fronts and bleared windows. There was a sombre im-

pressiveness in the manifold frowziness, the squalid monotony

;

it was the sublime of the sordid. Fresh as Matt was from the

iminensities of sea and sky, the shabbiness of the spectacle

caught at his throat ; he thought chokingly of the unnumbered,

Unnoticed existences dragging dismally along within those bleak,

congested barracks.

What had all this to do with Art? The glow of his blood

died away, to be rekindled only by the seething streets into

. 'fit.
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'V. '

which he emerged from the clangorous maze of Waterloo Sta-

tion ; the throb of tumultuous life that beat as a drum and stirred

the blood as a trumpet. Yet he had not come up to conquer
London, but to sit at its feet. His bitter experience of life had
destroyed every vestige of cocksurene'^s, almost of confidence,

leaving him shy and sometimes appal' d at his own daring, as

he realized the possibilities of self- iclusion. He knew that

fame and money were the guerdons of Art, but these were only

indirectly in his mind. If th3y sometimes flashed to his heart

in intoxicating instants of secret hope, he was too full of the

consciousness of his disadvantages and imperfections to think

much of anything beyond getting the necessary training. Far

down the vista of thought and years lay this rosy rim of splen-

dor, a faint haze dimly discerned, but the joy of learning and
practising his art was the essence of his yearning. And yet

there were moments, like this of feeling London under his foot

for the first time, when a consciousness of power welled up in

his soul—a sense of overflowing energy and immovable purpose

that lift him high above the crowd of shadows.

Esca^ ig the touts and cabmen, he carried his valise across

a great noiseful bridge to the nearest inexpensive-looking hotel,

intending to secure a base of operations from which to recon-

noitre London before looking up his uncle. But though he
was at once booked for a room, the genteel air of the place, with

its well-dressed sustomers and white-tied waiters, terrified him
with the prevision of a portentous bill. He would have backed
out at once had he dared, but, he thought, now that he was in

for it, he would give it a week's trial. He took only his break-

fasts there, however, though the unnatural hour at which he
took them made him an object of suspicion. He seemed al-

ways on the point of catching an early train. His other meals
were taken at those modest restaurants where twopence is not

a tip, but the price of a dish, and the menu is cut up into slips

and pasted across the shop-window.

His first visit on the day of his arrival was to the National

Gallery, not only to fulfil a cherished dream, but to see his

uncle's pictures, to talk of which might smooth the meeting.

But he could nowhere come across the works of Matthew Strang,
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and a catalogue he could not afford ; and he soon forgot the

unseen pictures in the emotions excited by the seen, which
plunged him into alternate heats of delight and chills of despair.

Despair alone possessed him at first in his passage through
the Florentine and Sienese rooms. The symbolic figures of

Catholicism had scant appeal for a soul which in its emergence
from Puritan swaddlings had not opened out to mediscvalism,

and the strange draughtsmanship blinded him to everything

else. If Margaritone or even Botticelli was Art, then his ideas

must be even cruder than he had feared. He was relieved to

find, as he continued his progress, that it must be the Madonnas
that were crude, for he was apparently following the evolution

of Art. But the sense of his own superior technique was brief

—

despair came back by another route. Before the later masters

he was reduced to a worshipper, thrilled to tears. And, some-
what to his own astonishment, it was not only the poetic and
imaginative that compelled this religious ecstasy ; his soul was
astrain for high vision, yet it was seized at once by Moroni's
" Portrait of a Tailor," and by the exquisite modelling—though
he did not know the word for it— of the head in his " Portrait

of an Ecclesiastic." To the young Nova Scotian, who had so

chafed at having to paint uncouth farmers, it was an illumina-

tion to see how in the hands of a Teniers, or, above all, a Rem-
brandt, the commonplace could be transfigured by force of

technique and sympathy. And yet le surrendered more will-

ingly to the romantic, held by the later ' Philip the Fourth

"

of Velasquez, as much for its truculent kingly theme as for the

triumphantly subtle coloring, which got the effects of model
ling almost without the aid of shadows. And the fever of in-

spiration and mastery, the sense of flov/ing paint which per-

vaded and animated the portrait of tho Admiral, was the more
entrancing because of the romantic figure of the Spanish sailor;

while beside Rembrandt's *' Jewish Merchant," with its haunting
suggestion of suffering and the East, even the fine Vandyke, its

neighbor, seemed to lose in poetry.

The brilliant and seizing qualities had his first vote ; lumi-

nosity of color, richness of handling, grip of composition—all

that leaped to the eye. Being alone, he had the courage of
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his first impressions ; and having always been alone, he had the
broadness that is clipped by school. The beautiful sense of form
and landscape in Titian's " Christ Appearing to Mary Magda-
len" captivated him, though for subject he preferred the "Bac-
chus and Ariadne." He was equally for Murillo's " St. John
and the Lamb," and for Andrea del Sarto's portrait of himself

;

for Pal ma's Christ-like " Portrait of a Painter." lie wondered
wistfully whence Bassauo's "Good Samaritan" took the glow
of its color, or Greuze's " Head of a Girl " its pathetic grace, and
he was as struck by the fine personal, if sometimes unsure,
touch of Gainsborough as by the vigorous handling and extraor-

dinary painting force of Sir Joshua Reynolds, whose children

alone he found unreservedly delicious.

Amid many sound if superficial judgments were many crude
admirations and condemnations, destined to undergo almost
annual revision. At the present stage of his growth, for ex-

ample, the charming Correggio was his ideal of an artist—to
wit, a skilful painter, suffusing poetical themes with poetical

feeling.

Subject counted for him: a sympathetic theme seemed to

him of the essence of Art.

But the craftsman ih him was not to be suppressed.

When he was absorbed in Raphael's " Pope Julius H.," his

practical self suggested that the reds needed varnishing to

bring up the head from the background ; and though the fine

feeling of Joseph Ribera's "Dead Christ" awoke long-dormant

chords of religious emotion, what moved him most was the

modelling of the foot caressed by the Magdalen's hair. His
emotion subsided in the study of the painter's mannerisms,

his heavy blacks and shadows. His delight in the luminous
quality of Bordone's " Portrait of a Lady " was modified by an
uneasy conviction that the left hand was unnatural. Even in

Moroni's portraits the hands seemed slightly too small. Though
he was astonished at the triviality of subject in Gerard Dow's
" Fish and Poultry Shop," he must fain admire the exquisite

quality of the still-life passages and the loving i)aticnce of the

infinite touches ; in Van Mieris' treatment of the same subject

he found a resentful pleasure in the discovery that, despite the
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marvellous accuracy of the dish of fish and the vegetables, the

woman's head was too little, her left arm too heavy and too big

for the right, her flesh more like fish, and her very cat purring

in contented ignorance of its wrong proportions.

In the landscape galleries he was puzzled by the old classic land-

scape ; the occasional fineness of line, the masterly distribution of

masses, did not counterbalance his sense of unreality before these

brown trees and sombre backgrounds. Where were the sunlight

and atmosphere of Nature as he had known her, the sky over

all, subtly interfused with all the living hues, the fresh, opeu-air

feeling which he had tried to put into his own humble sketches

of Nova-Scotian forest, and by virtue of which he found more
of the great mother in Peter de Hoogh's pictures of the courts

of Dutch houses than in all the templed woodlands of the pre-

Gainsborough period ? But Constable revealed to him the soul of

loveliness of rural England, setting in his heart a pensive yearn-

ing for those restful woods and waters ; Crome touched his im-

agination with the sweep of his lonely heaths ,' and Turner daz-

zled him with irisations of splendid dream, and subdued him
with the mystery and poetry of sea and sky.

And the total effect of this first look round was inspiration.

Over all the whirling confusion of the appeal of so many
schools and ages, over all his bewilderment before early Italian

pictures that seemed to him badly drawn and modern English

that seemed banal, over all his dispiriting diffidence before the

masterpieces, was an exultant sense of brotherhood, as of a soul

come home at last. There were pictures to which he returned

again and again with a feeling of reverential kinship, a secret

audacious voice whispering tliat ho understood those who had
painted them— that he too was of their blood and race, though
come from very far, and lonely and unknown ; that he too had
thrilled with the beauty and mystery of things; that he too

had seen visions and heard voices. Quitting the gallery with

regret tempered by the prospect of many magic hours in the

society of its treasures, he found out the whereabouts of the

Limners' Club, and took his way towards Bond Street, every

sense thrilling with vivid perceptions, receiving pleasant impres-

sions from the shop-windows, exhilarated by the pretty women
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that brushed by him with a perfume of fashion, and keenly en-

joying the roar of the town.

On the threshold of the club he inquired for Mr. Matthew
Strang. The door-keeper eyed him surlily, and said there was
no such member. The world grew suddenly dark and bleak

again. He stammered in piteous apology that Mr. Strang had
given him that address ; and the janitor, a whit softened by his

evident distress, admitted that Mr. Strang was sometimes about
the club, and volunteered to send the boy to see—an offer which
Matt gratefully accepted with a sense of taking alms. But Mr.

Strang was not on the premises, and Matt was further driven to

inquire where he could be found. The door-keeper, tired of

him, replied to the effect that he was not Mr. Strang's keeper,

and that it was not unusual to look for gentlemen in their own
homes; whereupon Matt turned miserably away, too disheart-

ened to ask where his uncle's own home was situate, and feel-

ing that there was nothing for it but to keep watch over the
club door till the great painter should appear. He lingered

about at a safe distance (for to be seen by the door-keeper were
terrible), scanning with eager glances the faces of the few men
who passed through the swinging glass doors, his imagination
glorifying them, and seeing rather halos than silk hats on their

heads. But at last the futility of his sentinelship dawned upon
him ; he could not be sure of recognizing his uncle ; he could
not accost the celestials and question them ; he must come again
and again till he found his uncle at the club. The thought
of facing the door-keeper made him flinch, but he knew the
road to Art was thorny and precipitous.

It was three o'clock, but he had forgotten to lunch. Now
that his emotions had been chilled, he remembered he was
hungry. He looked around in vain for a mean eating-house,

then reluctantly slipped into a public-house and ordered a glass
of ale and something brown and dumpy which he saw under a
glass cover. The wench who served him smiled so amiably
that he was emboldened to ask if by chance she knew M'liere

Matthew Strang lived. Her smile died away, and nothing suc-

ceeded it.

*' Matthew Strang, the painter," said Matt, with a ghastly sus-

I



IN LONDON 139

picion that the girl did not even know the name. London to

fw f^^t^VT'^.^^^*^"'^ ^^'^"^5 it was to Matthew Strang
that he had taken his ticket and booked his passage, it was to
get to Matthew Strang that he had starved and pinched him-
self, and It depressed him to discover the limitations of fame-
to find that Matthew Strang was not hung in the air like Moham-med s coffin, 'twixt earth and heaven, for all to see

"There's the Directory," said the girl, lugging it down when
she perceived that the good-looking young man with the curl-
ous drawhng accent was not quizzing her. " You'll find paint-
ers m the Trade Directory."

^

The barmaid's satire was unconscious. Understanding the
bulky red volume but dimly, Matt hunted up " Strang "

in the
general section. He was surprised to see there was more thanone person of that name. But fortunately there was only oneMattnew Strang and he lived in a side street off Cavendish
Square. ;^armly thanking the girl. Matt gulped down his aleand hurried out to inquire the way, munching the relics of the
cake as he hastened towards the long-elusive goal. Very soon
scanning the numbers, bis eye flashed and his heari leaped up'
i here It was-the magic name-actually 'twixt earth and heaven
painted above a shop-window. Surprised, he came to a stand-still'
Ihe window was one which would have arrested him in any

case, for it was illumined with paintings and engravings, and
through the doorway Matt saw enchanting stacks of pictures
mounting from floor to ceiling, and the side wall was a gallery
of oils and water- ' ,rs, and an aroma of art and refinement and
riches seemed ovei everything, from the gold of the frames of
the oil-colors to the chaste creamy margins of the engravingsHe entered the shop with beating heart. His eyes lit first on a
sweet-faced matron in a cap standing at the far end of the shoo
reverentially surveying a faded " Holy Family," and while hewas wondering whether she was the artist's wife, a dapper
young gentleman, installed behind a broad desk near the door
startled him by asking his business.

*

He COUffhfid nnfiaeili'
? - - 'v>Y •" '^® "^y ^''^^ticn diffidence. The

series of barriers between him and his uncle gave the great
painter an appalling aloofness.

m
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" I want to see Mr. Matthew Strang," he stammered.
The dapper young gentleman looked inquiringly towards the

sweet-faced matron. " Can this gentleman see Mr. Strang, Ma-
dame ?" he said. Matt noticed that he wore a pearl horseshoe

in his cravat.

'* Certainly, sir. Be seated," said the lady, with grave cour-

tesy and a pleasant touch of foreign accent, such as Matt had
heard in the French families of Acadia. She disappeared for a

moment, and returned in the wake of a saturnine-looking elderly

gentleman, with interrogative eyebrows, a pointed beard, and a
velvet jacket, the first sight of whom gave Matt the heart-sick-

ness of yet another disappointment. But though his keen eye
soon snipped off the pointed beard and wiped off the sallowness

of civilization, revealing the David Strang interblent with the

Matthew, his heart-sicknass remained. The gap between him
and this fine gentleman and great artist seemed too great to be
bridged over thus suddenly. He became acutely conscious of

his homely clothes, of his coarse, unlettered speech, of the

low, menial occupations he had followed; he saw himself furl-

ing the sail and carrying the hod and sawing the wood; he
felt himself far below the dapper young shopman with the

ptarl horsG-shoe, and his throat grew parched and his eyes

misty.

" Good - afternoon, sir," said his uncle, rubbing his hands
with chilling geniality. "What can I have the pleasure of do-

ing for you ?"

In that instant Matt perceived all the perversity of which he
had been guilty, he remembered he had flown in the face of his

uncle's kind advice, and had not even apprised him of his de-

parture f x*ora America.

" I want to buy some colors," he faltered.

Ilis uncle's eyebrows mounted. " We do not sell colors,

young man," he said, frigidly.

" I thought—" Matt stammered.

Matthew Strang contemptuously turned on his heel and with-

drew. His nephew lingered desperately in the shop, without
the strength either to go or to stay.

The lady, who had half followed her husband, turned back lies-
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itatingly, and with reassuring sweetness said :
" You will get

colors near at hand, in Oxford Street. We only sell pictures."

Under her penetrating sympathy Matt found courage to say

:

" I'm sorry Mr. Strang got streaked."

" Streaked ?" echoed Madame, opening hpr eyes, as with a

vision of broadcloth brushing against wet canvases.

"I mean angry," said Matt, confusion streaking his own
face with red.

* Yes, I remember now," said madam, sweetly. " It's an

American word."
'* Yes ; it was in America that I heard of Mr. Strang," he re-

plied, slowly, striving to accentuate his words, as though he

were reading them from a school-book.

" Indeed ?" iJadame flushed now.
" Yes, I heard of his fame as a painter."

" Ah." Her eyes sparkled. Roses leaped into her blond

cheeks. " I always told him his work was admirable," she

cried, in exultant excitement, " but he is so easily discour-

aged."

Matt thrilled with a sense of the man's greatness.

" So you see," he said, with a quaver of emotion in his voice,

" I was just wild to see him."
" I am so glad," cried Madame, with a charming smile. " I

will go and tell my husband. He really must see you. Mat-

thew," she called out, tremulously, fluttering towards the pas-

sage.

The saturnine figure in the velvet coat descended again.

" You must talk to the young gentleman, dear. He has

heard of your fame in America."

Matthew Strang's interrogative eyebrows reached their high-

est point, and Matt's face got more streaked than evr- lie f jlt

he was in a false position.

" I heard of you from my father," he said, hurriedly. " What
is the price of this ?" he asked in his confusion, half turning

towards the shopman.

"This etchinor of Mijlot's * Ano-eliiH ' ? Three orninfias. sir."

He added, gauging his man, " We have a photogravure of the

same subject—a little smaller—for half a guinea."

1 1-
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"Your father!" repeated Mr. Strang, gruffly,

brother artist, I presume,"
He was a

Matt would have given much to say he was not an artist, but
a brother. But he replied instead : « No, not exactly. He was
a captain." He felt somehow as if the whole guilt of his fa-
ther's calling rested upon himself, and it was mean of him to
cross the Atlantic to impose some of it on the dignified figure
before him.

• Oh, I love soldiers," mnrmured Madame Strang.
Matt felt things were now entangled beyond the possibility of

even future extrication, so he desperately consented to purchase
the photogravure, threw down a sovereign, and, snatching up the
change and the picture-roll, hurried from the establishment.

" What a charming young man !" said Madame Strang.
But Matthew Strang tapped his forehead significantly.

"You always will ran yourself down, dear," murmured
Madame.

"Josephine," replied Matthew Strang, in low, solemn tones,
" the fellow is either a fool or a rogue."

" He's left sixpence on the desk," broke in the voice of the
shopman.

" Ha
!
a fool

! It is enough for me to live in my son. He
has advantages which I was denied."

" The dear boy," breathed Madame.
The extravagant purchaser of the "Angelus" divided the

rest of his week between the National Gallery, where he con-
cluded his uncle had not yet been canonized, and the streets of
London, which he explored fearlessly. In a few days of indus-
trious investigation he saw more than many a Londoner sees in
a lifetime. He had experience of the features and cook-shops
of Peckham, Rotherhithe, Clapton, Westminster, Covent Gar-
den, the East India Docks, the Tower, wandering wherever the
shapeless city stretched its lubber limbs, and seeing things and
places that made him glad of the protection of the pistol he
carried in his hip-pocket. The very formlessness of the city
fascinated even while it dazed him. He ceased to wonder that
artists found inspiration in this atmosphere, in which the fog
itself seemed but the visible symbol of the innumerable myste-
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rious existences swarming in its obscure vastness. The unex-

pected was every wheivi , green closes in tlie heart of commerce,
quiet quadrangles in the byways of Fleet Street, quaint old

churches by the river-side, bawling market-places behind stately

mansions, great parks set in deserts of arid poverty, bustling

docks hidden away in back streets, and elegant villas at the end
of drab, dismal, long -trailing East -end thoroughfares, redolent

of slush and cabbage -leaves and public-houses and fried fish.

Miles were of light account to one who had lived in a land of

great spaces, yet Matt was wearied by the lengthy sweep of

the great arteries and the multiplicity of their ramifications, by
this vastness that was but reiterated narrowness in its lack of the

free open horizons to which his eye was used.

But the Titanic city awoke strange responses in his soul ; some-
thing in him vibrated to the impulse of the endless panorama.
Often his fingers itched for the brush, as if to translate into color

and line all this huge pageant of life ; for the spell of youthful

poesy was still on his eyes, and if he could not see London as he
had seen his native fields and sky and ocean, all fresh and pure
and beautiful, if in the crude day its sordid streets seemed laby-

rinths in an underworld, unlovely, intolerable, there were atmos-

pheres and lights in which it still loomed upon his vision through
the glamour of fantasy, and chiefly at night, when the migbty
city brooded in sombre majesty, magnificently transfigured by
the darkness, and the solemn river stretched in twinkling splen-

dor between enchanted warehouses, or shadowed itself with the

inverted architecture of historic piles, or lapped against the

gray old Tower dreaming of ancient battle. But he could only

take rough pencil or mental notes of the romance of it all,

and it was almost always the fantastic that torched his imagi-

nation and found expression in the pictorial short-hand of his

sketch-book— lurid splotches of sunset against tall, grimy
chimneys; tawny barges gliding over black canal -waters shot

with quivering trails of liquid gold from the morning sun

;

ragged Rembrandtesoue figures asleep under glooming railway

arches, over which trains flew with shining windows ; street

perspectives at twilight, with strange, livid skies ; filmy evening
rain blurring the lights of the town to a tender haze ; late om-

;

fi
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nibiises tearing by glistering, moonlit pavcn.cnt8, and casting
the shadows of the outside passengers on the sleeping houses

;

foggy forenoons, with the eye of day inflamed and swollen in
the yellow heaven. With his purchase of the " Angelus," on
the other hand, he was not greatly taken, despite its sentiment.
He had seen too much of peasants ; he had himself stooped over
the furrows when his heart was elsewhere; his soul turned from
the mean drudgeries and miseries of the human lot, yearning
for the flash of poetry, the glow of romance, the light of dream.

In sp'te of his boarding out, his bill for the week's bed, break-
fast, and attendance reached as far as £1 19s. 3d—a terrifying
total that drove him headlong into the frowsiest coflfee-house
to be found in the slums round Holborn. Here he spent a
wretched, interminable night, provoked by insects and mysteri-
ous noises into dressing again and keeping his hand on his pis-
tol as he sat shivering on a chair. The staircases resounded
with the incessant tramp of feet mounting and descending, and
there were bursts of rowdy laughter and blows and tipsy jeers,
and once his locked door was shaken, and Matt thought he had
fallen into a thieves' den, and trembled for his savings. In the
morning he called for his account and left, not without having
discovered the real character of the place into which he had
strayed. After some trouble he chanced upon a clean furnished
room in the same neighborhood for four shillings and sixpence
a week, aitendance included. It was a back room on the third
floor, and it gave on a perspective of tiles and shabby plaster,
and the evidences of jerry-building in the doors and windows
discomforted the whilom joiner's apprentice ; but he calculated
that for less than twenty of his pounds he would have a foot-
hold in London for a year. He wellnigh cried to think of the
weeks he had lost in that week of hotel luxury. On sixpence
a day he could sustain life. On ninepence he could live in
clover. Why, even making lavish allowance for the technical
expenses of which his uncle had warned him, he would easil;,

be able to stay on for a whole year. In a year—a year of
ceaseless painting— what might he not achieve?

Ah, what hopes harbored, what dreams hovered m that bleak
little room 1 The vague, troubled rumor of the great city rolled
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up in inspiring mystery ; the light played with instructive fas-

cination upon the sooty tiles ; high over the congested chaos of

house-tops he saw the evening mists rifted with sunset, and on

starry nights he touched the infinite through his rickety casement.

CHAPTER II

orainoer's

Only, where to learn ? There was the rub. He had looked

to his uncle to put him in the way of instantly acquiring art,

and here had he wasted a week without acquiring even infor-

mation. But in the British Museum he lighted upon y^ung

men and women drawing from the antique, and entering into

conversation with the shabbiest of the men, who was working at

the head of a Roman emperor in chalk, pecking at it with a

pointed pellet of bread, he learned that the Roman emperor's

head was intended, in alliance with the torso of a Greek river-

god, to force the doors of the Royal Academy Schools, the

privileges of which gratuitous establishment the aspirant duly

recounted. But the examination would not take place for some

time, and Matt, though he felt it hard to have to pay fees else-

where in the meantime, was secretly pleased at being able to

shelve temporarily the thought of partaking in this examination,

for the Roman emperor's head was appallingly stippled, and

the student said he had been at work on it for four months, and

evidently meditated touching and retouching it till the very eve

of the examination. Matt did not think he could ever muster

sufficient interest in Roman emperors to live with the head of

one for more than a week. His heart sank at the thought of

what he might have to go through to please professors and ex-

aminers, but he would have willingly tried his hand at copying

a bust had not the student informed him he must apply for per-

mission and give a reference to a reputable householder. With

the exception of his unclaimed uncle, Matt knew no one, repu-

table or disreputable, houocholder or vagrant. But he obtained

from the shabby delineator of the Roman emperor the address
10

i(-
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i

of a cheap, good art-school, though he found, to his dismay,
that even at the cheapest he could only afford to take the night
class, from seven to ten, three times a week. lie saw he would
have to study form apart from natural color, and apply during
the days the preachings of the three nights. Impatient, and
holding his paint-box tight against his palpitating heart, lie set

out that very night to join the class, but losing himself in a
labyrinth of squares exactly alike, did not find the school till

half-past seven. Passing through an open door marked •' Grain-
ger's Academy of Art " in ugly and faded lettering, he found
himself in a long, gloomy passage tLat led away from the rest

of the house; and, following the indication of a dirty finger

painted on the wall, he stole cautiously along the deserted cor-

ridor, which grew momentarily drearier as it receded from the

naked jet of gas in the doorway, till it reached its duskiest at

the point where it was bordered by a pair of cloak-rooms. Matt
peered eagerly into their shadowy depths, which seemed to con-

tain coals and a bicycle and litter, as well as clothing, and to ex-

hale a flavor of ancient stuffiness ; but he could detect no move-
ment among the congested overcoats. At last, at the end of the

passage, he stumbled against a boy in buttons kneeling with his

eye to the key-hole of a door. Apologetically he asked the boy
if this was Grainger's, and the boy, jumping up quickly, told

him to walk in, and retreated in haste.

Matt opened the door. A wave of insufferably hot air, reek-

ing of tobacco, smote his face and his nostrils ; a glare of light

dazzled his eyes. He was vaguely aware of a great square room
crowded with young men in uncouth straw hats sitting or stand-

ing at work in their shirt-sleeves before easels ; but the whole
scene was a blur compared with the central point that stood

out in disconcerting clearness. Immediately facing him, on a
platform at the other end of the room, a nude woman was stand-

ing. He started back shocked, and was meditating flight, when
a student near him growled to him to shut the door. He
obeyed, and had an instant of awful loneliness and embarrass-

ment amid this crowd of gifted strangers, in the roar of which
he stood, paint-box under arm, wondering why nobody chal-

lenged his entry, and where Grainger was. Turning to look for
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hira, he upset a rickety easel and a disengaged stoo', both of
which seemed to topple over at the slightest vouch. But his
awkwardness saved the situation ; the owner of the easel was
good-natured and, perceiving he was a new-comer, bade hira
seat himself on the stool and fix up an easel next to him, the
number painted on the oilcloth of the floor being unappropri-
ated. As Matt had no canvas, he ev -nt outside to buy him
one for two-and-ninepence from tht boy in buttons. Matt
handed him the money with a feeing of eternal gratitude

While his amiable fellow was as busied in his behalf, the
new student's keen eye absorbed the scene in detail. A great
square dusty room, rimmed as to the roof by skylights, and
lighted to-night from above by a great circular gas -flare-
round two of the walls, patched here and there by the crum-
bling away of the plaster, ran a rack on whic.'i innumerable
canvases and drawing-boards were stacked, and underneath the
rack a streak of wood permeated the plaster to hold the nins by
which crude sketches were fastened up, evidently fo criticism •

here and th.re hung notices of the meetings of Grainger's
Sketching Club, .nixed up with photographs and advertisements
of studio

5, and of a drawing competition instituted by the
proprietors of a soap, and the mural ornamentat;on was com-
pleted by Clever nude s' ndkr, ^aoid tours de force of tl^- visiting
artists, as Matt discovered later: everywhere about the floor were
canvases, boards, and a., uustable assortment of three-' -o-ed
easels, donkeys, quaintly carved chairs, and stools, high a -H 'w
upon which last students of all figures and complexions, some of
them smoking, sat perched, crowned with the uncouth straw
bats to keep the glare out of their eyes, and reduced to the shirt-
sleeves by the heat from so many lights and breaths , the pen-
dent gas-jets being supplemented by the paraffine lamp that
ighted a shadowy corner where a skull grinned on a shelf and
by the big fire that was needed to keep the model from shiver-
ing on the throne, where she stood statuesque against the white
backgroun<! of a dirty sheet, her head resting against her arm
And from everything breathed an immemorial dust—from

the fire in the centre of the right-hand wall au Impalpable
ash seem, d to drift

; dust covered the mantel-piece and coated

:*
'4
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the bottles of linsced-oil .and fixati -e and the boxes of charcoal

that stood upon it, dust draped in gray the dilapidated squash-

nosed lay-figure that leaned drunkenly against the right side

of the throne. In the corners of the room the dust had an air

of legal possession, as if the statute of limitations had secured

it against the broom. There were dusty mysteries doubled

up on shelves, a visible leopard's f.kin suggesting infinite ro-

mantic possibilities for the others, and within a dusty barrel in

a corner near bim Matt saw dusty bits of velvet and of strange,

splendid stuffs which he divined were for costume models,

and the floor seemed a land of lost drawing-pins and forgot-

ten fragments of charcoal. And then his heart gave a great

leap, for his eye, returning timidly to the throne where it

had scarcely dared as yet to rest, encountered a man's head

bending over a writing-desk in the compartment of the floor

to the left of it. Surely it could be no other than Grainger

himself, that thin, austere man with the big bald forehead and

the air of WellingtcM, and Matt thrilled with proportionate rev-

erence, and turned his eye away, as if dazzled, to ropose it on

the inchoate paintings of the students who were squinting sci-

entifically at the ruodei, and measuring the number of heads

with sticks of charcoal or their brush-handles. Some had her

large, some small ; some turned her head this way, some that

;

some were painting her, some drawing her— each from his

point of sight.

As soon as his own canvas arrived, altogether forgetting his

startler" modesty in the delightful interest of the work, ht rell

to touching in the head with rapid strokes ^f a flowing brush.

Tiie woman vanished in the woman's form : what a privilege to

enjoy and reproduce those beautiful curves, those subtle flesb-

tones, those half-tints of cream and roce, seen under gaslight 1

" What are you about ?" said his mentor, presently.

"Painting her portrait," he replied, pausing, with painful

fore,boding.

" But Where's the charcoal outline ?"

" The charcoal outline
!"

'' Yijs. You cati't paiiit her without skstcliing tier nrst m
charecal."
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" Can't I ?" asked Matt, with a sudden remorseful recollection
of his first sitter, the Acadian legislator whose portrait had
paved his way to sign -painting. He hastened to efface his ig-

norance with a palette-knife, and to obliterate it \vlth a rag
i> uistened with turpentine

; but he was frightened and nervous
and denuded of confidence in himself, and when he attempted
to outline the figure the charcoal boggled at the greasy surface
of the canvas; and while he was wrestling with his medium he
became conscious that the great Grainger was behind him, and
a nervousness that he had not felt when be pointed his gun at
the bear in his forest home paralyzed his hand. Grainger stood
for some moments watching his fumbling strokes, then he
said

:

" You want to join the Life class ?"

Matt, flushing furiously, stammered an aflSrmative.

"Don't you think you'd better begin with the Antique?"
asked Grainger.

Matt murmured that he didn't care about the Antique any-
how, and Grainger shook his austere head.

" Ah ! there's no getting on without slogging away ; it's no
good shirking the ground-work. The l.-'ing figure is all subtle
lines. You can't expect to be equal to them without years of
practice at the Antique an'^' Still-life."

Matt plucked up couraf to guess that he would have another
try at the figure, and Gra..iger, having pocketed a quarter's fees,

mo^ed off, leaving Matt amazed at his own temerity.
' Do you think he'll be annoyed if I stay on here ?" he asked

his mentor, as he resumed his work with the determinatioh to
prove himself not unworthy of the privilege.

" If you want to chuck your money away, it's your lookout,"
said his mentor, candidly. " You don't hurt him."
"Then he won't say anything?"
" It doesn't matter what he says. lie's not up to much."
" No?" queried Matt, astonished. " Isn't he a great painter?"
The student laugned silently. "A great painter keep a

school !" ho said. " No ; it's only the failures that do that
!"

"Then how can one learn?" asked Matt, in dismay.
** Olif well, we have a visitor once a week—he's rather a good

ft
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man. Tarmigan ! He's not an R.A., but he can knock off a

head in twenty minutes."

"But the R.A.'s—what arc they for?" inquired Matt, only

partially reasF'i/ed.

^F'/^r show," said the young man, smartly. "You are a

green un,'to think that you're going to get Academicians for

thirty bob a month. You've got to go to the Academy Schools

if you want them. And then the chaps say they're not much
use. Most of them are out of date, and ycu cret a different

man every month who contradicts all the others. A fellow I

know says the best of the visitors is Marmor, but he's awfully

noisy and facetious, and claps you on the back, and tells you a

story, and forgets to criticise. And then there's Peters—he

sighs and says ' Very tender,' and you think you've improved,

till you hear him say 'Very tender' to the next man too. The
chief advantage of going to a school is that you get a model

which you couldn't afford to hire for yourself, and you learn

from the other fellows. And then, of course, there's composi-

tion—Tarmigan's jolly good for that."

By this time Matt had sketched his outline, and he was

about to resume the brush when the clock struck eight. The
model stretched herself and retired behind the dirty sheet, which

now operated as a screen, and there was a rising, a putting

down of palettes (each with its brushes stuck idly in its thumb-

hole), an outburst of exclamations, a striking of matches, a me-

chanical rolling of cigarettes, a sudden lowering of the lights,

and a general air of breaking up.

•' School over already ?" he asked, in a disappomted tone.

" No, they're only turning the gas down for coolness while

the model has a rest. You see, she can't stand two hours

straight off the reel."

" No, I guess not," said Matt, and then repented of having

said "guess," for he was trying to prune away his humble ex-

pressions and to remember the idioms of the educated people

with whom his new life was bringing him into contact. " It

must be awful hard," he added.

" Yes ; especially in a school where a lot of chaps are work-

ing at once, and she can't rest a limb because somebody might
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just be painting it. One woman told me she'd rather scrub
floors so as to feel her limbs moving about. But posing pays
better. This is a new model—first time she's been here. Pity
woiutsix with such fine figures haven't got prettier faces. Have
a cigarette ?"

" No, thanks," said Matt.

" Don't smoke ?"

«' I did smoke once, but I gave it up." Matt did not like to
confess it was because he could not afford the luxury.

" You can't be an artist without tobacco," said his mentor,
laughingly. «'Ah, here's the model. I'll just go and get her
address."

He went up to the model, who had re -emerged and seated
herself at ease upon the throne, where a group of students,
with pipes or cigarettes in their mouths, was in conversation
with her.

Matt followed his mentor, interested in this new specimen
of humanity, and thinking that he would prefer to paint her
as she was sitting then, nude in that dim, mysterious light, sur-
rounded by smoke-wreathed figures in tropic headgear, her face
alive, her feet crossed gracefully, playing a part in a real scene,
yet withal unreal to the point of grotesqueness.

** Oh, I've sat a lot for Am," she was saying when Matt
came up. "I stand every morning for the portrait of Letty
Gray, the skirt-dancer ; it's for the Academy. She can't come
much, and she's awfully unpunctual. Of course I'm only for
the figure."

"Weren't you in the Grosvenor Gallery last summer?" asked
a bald middle-aged man.

"Yes; I was Setter's 'Moonbeam,'" began the model, proudly.
" I thought I recognized you," said the middle - aged man,

with an air of ancient friendship.

"And I was also on the line in the big room," she added
" Colin Campbell's « Return of the Herring-Boats.' And I got
into the Royal Institute as well—Saxou's « Woman Wailing for
Her Demon Lover.'

"

"Ah, here you are, then!" said a red-haired young man,
producing an illustrated catalogue.

!i

ill
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"Yes," said she, turning over a few pages. "And there's
ray husband—Sardanapahis, 223. They often have him at the
Academy Schools," she wound up, with conscious pride.

" Ah, perhaps we siiall get him here one week," said the
middle-aged man.

While his mentor was taking down her address, Matt looked
round the room. The austere Grainger, with a cigarette in his
mouth, was reading a yellowish paper embellished with comic
cuts. Most of the students were moving about, looking at one
another's easels, the work on which, with few exceptions, Matt
was surprised to find mediocre ; a few sat stolidly humped on
their stools, feet on rail and pipe in mouth ; one group was
examining photographs which its central figure had taken, and
which he loudly declared knocked the painting of the Fishtown
School to fits. From all sides the buzz of voices came through
tue stifling, smoky, darkened atmosphere.

" Have you seen Piverton's new picture ?"

" Rather I Another S," contemptuously replied a very young
man, seated, smoking a very long pipe before a very indifferent
canvas.

*' What do you mean. Bubbles ?" asked a by-stander.
" What, haven't you noticed," he answered, with ineffable

disdain, swinging his arm in illustration, " that the lines of his
compositions are all curly—they always make S ?"

" I thought they always made £ s. rf.," interjected a curly-
headed wag. And all except the very young man laughed.

" Bubbles is gone on Whistler," observed a freckle - faced
student, compassionately.

" I admire him," admitted the very young man, candidly,
" but I don't say he's the end of art."

'

" No
;
that's reserved for Bubbles," laughed the freckle-faced

student.

" What is the end of art. Bubbles?" said another man.
" T, of course," put in the c. -ly-headed wag. <' Five o'clock

and fashionable."

" I say, Grainger says Miss Hennery used to work in his da^r

class," said a handsome young Irishman, strolling up with a
bag of cakes, from which the model had just help^^d |ierself in
the pervasive spirit of camaraderie.
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" Well, I don't see anything to boast of in that," pronounced
Bubbles, puffing at his long hookah. "She's only a feeble
female imitation of Tarmigan. Her color's muddy, and her
brother comes into all her men's heads."

"I suppose she can't afford models," said the Irishman,
charitably. '* Have a banbury."

Bubbles accepted, and the by-standers helped to empty the
bag. Matt moved back towards his easel, passing a little dark
man with a mane, who was explaining to a derisive audience
that the reason he went to music-halls was to study charac-
ter, and brushing by a weedy giant, who was boasting that he
hardly ever went to bed, so tied was he to his anatomy. Dur-
ing his progress a meagre, wrinkled old man, with pepper-and-
salt hair and a stoop, approached him, and said, in a husky
whisper

:

"Excu 3 me introducin' myself, but I do admire your feet
so!"

Matt flushed, startled.

"My name's Gregson—William Gregson—-and I've made a
speciality of fe^^t. The 'uman foi-m divine is beautiful every-
where, sir, but ihe foot—ah ! there you have the combination
of graces, all the beautiful curves in a small compass

; the arch
of the foot, the ankle, instep, the beautiful proportions of it

all when you do get a really beautiful foot such as yours. I

come here, sir, every night to study the beautiful—for in daily
life the foot is 'idden, distorted by boots and shoes that ignore
the subtleties and delicacies of nature—and the foot is the first

thing I look at ; but how rarely does a model, man or woman,
ex'ibit a truly beautiful foot ! Oh, how I wish I could paint
your foot, or take a cast of it— a study from the nude, of
course ! But no—you will not allow me, I know. May I at

least be allowed to measure it, to take the proportions, to add
to my knowledge of the laws of the beautiful foot ?"

Matt faltered that he didn't know he had anything extraor-

dinary in the way of feet.

" My dear sir! protested William Gregson, showing the whites
of his eyes.

Just tl^eq the light was turned up, and William Gregson re-

ill

^'4-

ill itti
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treated abruptly to his easel. The model's court scattered, and
she herself resumed her inglorious occupation of the throne,

placing her feet within a chalked-out line, and her arm against

a mark in the sheet.

Matt, returning to his canvas, worked enthusiastically to

finish the figure by closing-time, and laid down his brush with
some minutes to spare, thereby drawing upon himself the at-

tention of his mentor, who exclaimed :

•'By Jove ! What made you rush along like that?"
" There was no time," said Matt.

" Time ! Why, there's four more evenings. Every model sits

a fortnight—six nights, you know."

"Well, she's done, anyhow," said Matt, in rueful amuse-
ment.

"Yes, she IS done anyhow." And his mentor laughed. "Why,
that '11 never do. You can't show work like that."

"Why not ^ It's like her."

" Yes, but there's no finish in it. It's only a sketch. You're
supposed to make a careful study of it. Tarmigan insists on
the exact character of the model. He always says even Velas-

quez's early things were tight and careful."

But Matt felt he could not take the thing any further—at any
rate, not that night ; the fury of inspiration was over. He sat

abstractedly watching the quivering of the model's tired limbs
and her shadows on the screen, a dusky silhouette with lighter

penumbras, till the hour was up.

On Matt's homeward journey he was overtaken by old Gregson,
who discovered that their routes coincided, and renewed his ad-

miration of Matt's foot and his request to gauge its beauties, till

at last, unwilling to disoblige a brother artist, but feeling rather

ridiculous, the young man slipped off his boot in the shelter of

a doorway, under the light of a street-lamp, and the wrinkled
old man, producing a tape-measure, ecstatically recorded, on a

crumpled envelope, the varied perfections of its form.

At the next lesson Matt set to work and painted away all the

force of his study in the effort to reach the standard prevailing

at Grainger's. But he worked dispirited and joyless, like a

war-horse !. tween the shafts of an omnibus, or a savage in a
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stiff shirt and a frock-coat ; suppressing himself with the same
sense of drear duty as when he had sawn logs or drilled potar
toes. During the " rest," while Matt was listening in amaze-
ment to some secret information concerning royal personages,
who seemed to have confided all their intrigues to Bubbles'
William Gregson drew him mysteriously into the anteroom.
"Do you know, I couldn't sleep the other night?" said the

meagre, wrinkled old man with the pathetic stoop.
" Were you ill ?" said Matt, sympathetically.
" No. Your foot kept me awake."

Matt cast a furtive look at it, as if to read marks of guilt
thereon.

" Yes
;
you must know I'm a shoemaker by trade, and love

art, but I can't devote myself to it like you young fellows. I
work 'ard all day 'ammerin' and stitchin' ; it's only in the even-
ings that I can spare an hour for paintin'."

Matt's eyes moistened sympathetically. » I'm so sorry," he
murmured.

" I knew you would be. I knew you had a beautiful nature.
It always goes with beautiful feet. Ah, you smile ! I'm an
enthusiast, I admit, and you will smile more when you 'ear I sat
up half the last two nights to create an artistic boot with your
beautiful lines. You had given me the inspiration. I had to
create there and then. I was tired of my day's work I was
poor, and my time was valuable ; but before all I am an artist.

Sir, I have brought the boots with me "—here he produced a
brown-paper parcel from under his arm—" and I sJiall be proud
if you will accept them as a 'umble tribute from a lover of the
beautiful."

" No, no ; I couldn't think of taking them," said Matt, blush-
ing furiously.

"Oh, but you will vex me, sir, if you do not. It pains me
enough already to think of you wearin' the cumbrous, inartistic

pair I see."

" I won't take them unless I pay you for them."
XIV?, ifj, •• a«t- ic « guinea uctwccu ciriXBi/S r And ilQ

pressed the parcel into Matt's hand.

Matt shook his head. He was appalled at the price, but he
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felt it wouldn't be fair to take the poor old man's work for
nothing. A vague suspicion that he was being tricked flitted

beneath his troubled mind, but his worldly experiences had not
yet robbed him of his guilelessness, and there was such a fire of
abnegation in the homely face that Matt felt ashamed of his
doubt, and drew out the money with a feeling that he was, at
any rate, helping a worthy artistic soul.

" Here is the price of them," he said.

The artist took the money and looked at it.

"A guinea would give me nearly another month's lessons,"
he said, wistfully^

*' Put it in your pocket, then," insisted Matt, his last doubt
dissolving in fellow-feeling.

But the cobbler shook his head. " No, no, sir, you mustn't
rob me of my impulse. I cannot charge you full price. Take
back the shilling. Concede something to my feelings."

" There—if that '11 satisfy you," said Matt, reaccepting it.

" You won't tell the chaps," besought the shoemaker, pathet-
ically. " They wouldn't understand us. They would laugh at
our innocent enthusiasm."

As Matt shared this distrust of the sympathy of the studio,
he was not backward with assurances of secrecy, while he was
laboriously bu'hing his overcoat-pocket with the parcel.

At the end Df the four lessons, when Matt's painting seemed
to him to be getting almost as smooth as a wax figure, and as
dead,Tarmigan came—a stern, ill-dressed man, prematurely gray—at whose approach Matt's heart was in his mouth. The famous
artist moved leisurely but inevitably towards him, shedding crit-

icism by grunts and phrases and gestures ; expressing the inef-
fable by an upward snap of the fingers, accompanied by a Rus-
sian-sounding sibilation , inquiring sarcastically whether one
student was drawing the model or the lay-figure, and sneering-
ly recommending another to move his drawing " if the model
moved." Every now and again he sat down at an easel to get
the man's point of view, and, taking np his brush, suggested tone
and color, or, if it was a draughtsman's easel, borrowed h's char-
coal, and showed him how to put the head on the shoulders or
fit on an extremity. When at length Matt felt the great man's
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breath on his neck a cold shiver ran down his spine, the brush

clove to his paralyzed hand.

" Ah, a new man !" said the visitor. " Not bad."

All the blood in Matt's body seemed to be rushing to his face.

His hand began to tremble.

The visitor did not pass on immediately. He said : " Where
do you come from ? There's a want of sharpness in the shad-

ows."

" From America," breathed Matt.

" I mean from what school ?"

" I haven't been to school since I was a boy."
" Not been to an art school ?" queried the visitor, in surprise.

" Nonsense ! Impossible ! The face is very well, but the rest

is not taken far enough. A little too clever ! Search ! search !

Even Velasquez's early things were— But you must have had
a deal of practice."

" I have painted quite a little," admitted Matt, " but not right-

ly, though I did study artistic anatomy out of a book. I've

painted hundreds of portraits and signs and ceilings."

The artist was examining the work more minutely. " Don't

you call that practice ?" he said, a little triumphant smile flitting

across his wintry face. *' Hundreds of portraits—why, that means
hundreds of models ! Why, however did you get all those com-
missions? It's more than I can boast of. Try and keep that

lower in tone, and don't use that color at all," he added, his fin-

gers tattooing kindly on Matt's shoulder. The class had pricked

up its ears, for the artist spoke by habit in a loud tone, so that

all might benefit by his criticism of the individual, and his re-

marks to the new-comer were quite out of the ordinary run.

" It was only in the country places in Nova Scotia," said Matt,

apologetically, *' and people didn't know anything about it. So
long as I made a handsome likeness, it was all they cared for.

And then, of course, they were never—never naked."
" No?" said the celebrity, with a little laugh.

" No ; they always wore their best clothes," said Matt, smil-

ing, too. " So this is the first time I've done one like this."

" You haven't done it yet," said Tarmigan, moving on,

" There's that foot yet to be studied. Search ! Finish !"

I

i
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" If you please, sir," said Matt, with an unconscious rever-
sion to the idiom of McTavit's school-room, " I have finished the
loot."

" Nonsense," said Tarmigan. " You've got another toe to
paint in."

" I thought I had to copy the model exactly," said Matt,
meekly.

" Well, sir?" said Tarmigan, puzzled.
" Well, I only see four toes on that foot."
The artist was startled ; he cast a rapid glance at the model.

J'
Good Lord ! the man's right," he murmured, for the model was

indeed minus a toe.

" I say, you men," he said, " where are your eyes ? You've
given the model an extra toe. How often have I told you to
look before you paint ?"

All eyes were bent on the foot ; the model reddened. Those
whose work had not yet been examined hastened to amputate
the toe

; the others took on an air of injury.
'• You might have told a chap," whispered his mentor.
" I thought you knew," said Matt. " I saw it as soon as I

began to paint, but I didn't take any notice of it in my first
rough sketch. It was only when you told me I must copy the
model exactly that I put it in, or, rather, left it out."

For some time longer the fusillade of Tarmigan's criticisms
rang out intermittently :

" Not bad." " Humph ! I wouldn't
make too much of those little things! Keep it broader!"
" That's very well I" " Psch !" " That's better !" » Don't
get your shadows too hot !" " That's a good bit !" " That
leg's too long from the knee down!" "Don't lick it too
much !" " Not bad !" " No, no ; that won't do at all

!"

" You'll never get her feet into that canvas !" " Look at the
model with your eyes nearly closed and compare the tones

!"

Then Tarmigan set a composition to be done at home in illus-
tration of "Charity," and stalked through the door amid a
chorus of " Go( 1-nights " in incongruous keys, and then there
was a silence so tense that the creak of his departing boots
could be heard dying away in the long passage ; but it was not
till the " rest " arrived, and the model, wrapping a cloak round
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her, li'id left the room, and Grainger had silently disappeared

after his wont, that the storm burst.

Bubbles led off.

" Who ever saw a picture of a woman with four toes ?" he

cried, disgustedly.

"Yes. How could he expect us to examine her blooming

toes ?" said the freckle-faced student.

"Oh, I saw she had four toes right enough," said Bubbles.
" But a painter hasn't got to paint accidents—he's got to paint

pictures."

" It '11 be an accident if you paint pictures," put in the curly-

headed wag.

"/ saw the missing toe," asserted the handsome young Irish-

man, " when I set her for the class. But I wasn't going to spoil

the study. One can easily imagine a toe. He's got no sense of

poetry."

" I saw a scratch on her wrist," volunteered the middle-aged

man. " I wonder he didn't want us to paint that."

" I suppose he'll put a background to it, and send it to the

Academy," cackled the red-headed young man.
" They've got blue noses in Nova Scotia, I believe. I wonder

if he put them into his portraits ?" the weedy giant remarked in

a loud whisper to the little man with the mane.

Though the last two remarks were so impersonal. Matt knew
well enough they were aimed at him, and he seemed to feel an

undercurrent of resentment against himself beneath the animad-

versions on Tarmigan, whom he knew the studio revered. He
sat uneasily on his stool, poring mechanically over his unhappy
study fiom the nude, and morbidly misreading animosity into

this good-humored badinage. Before his mother's living death

he might have replied violently with word or even fist, but life

had broken him in. Seeing the new man spiritless, another stu-

dent took up the parable :

" He's going to leave it to the nation."

" Then he'll have to leave it on the door-step when nobody's

looking," replied the weedy giant.

Then the stream of wit ran dry, and comparative silence fell

upon the room.
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Abruptly the voice of the curly-headed wag shot acn-ss the

Bileuce: *' Four-toes, P, A."

The cry was taken up in a great shout of laughter, ev u t1i<

uninterested joining in from sheer joy in a rpt^chword. It sec. • u
to Matt he had not a friend in the lonin. But he mistook, ^^ci

grizzled old shoemaker sidled up to him.

"You've licked nie, sir," he said, in emotional accents.

" You've shamed me ; me, whose speciality is feet. I never no-

ticed there was a toe missin'. No, sir ; not even me. Your hand,

sir. I bear you no malice."

Gratefull_/ Matt gripped the cobbler's extended hand, and he
took occasion to apologize for not enduing the artistic boots, ex-

plaining that he was res'^rving them for high days and holidays.

He let the bantering cry die away unanswered, but at heart he
was sick with the the .>-ht he was to repeat the experience of the

St. John paint-shop, and he had a fierce impulse to shake the dust

of the studio off his feet, even as he had thrown up his position

in New Brunswick, and in his resentful bitterness he allowed his

sense of the inferiority of the jeer 3rs' work to well up into clear

consciousness. And thus he brought himself round to the re-

membrance of the great Tarmigan's words, and to a softening

sense of gratitude for the strange way in which he had been ac-

quiring art in his own land, even while he was yearning and plan-

ning to get it across the seas. And so, though the nickname
stuck to him— for, indeed, Grainger's scarcely knew his real

name—he remained at the stadio, learning to take its humors
more genially, and even to partake in them, and drawn to its

habitues by the discovery that thf}, to'^, were fighting their way
to art from the shop, the school, or the office, but never losing

altogether the shyness aud sensitiveness of a lonely alien and
high-spirited soul.

From Tarmigan, whose executive faculty and technical knowl-

edge were remarkable, and who, despite surface revolts behind

his back, was worshipped by the whole school, Matt got many
" pointers," as he called them in his transatlantic idiom—tradi-

tions of the craft which he might never have hit out for himself

;

*i
n, xjii tiiu VI

1 nand. HI l/HU iC SiadiuS hi; uiadc at home
and sometimes showed to Tarmigan, he produced effects instinc-
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tively, the technique of which he was puzzled to explain to the
master craftsman, who for the rest did not approve of the strange
warm luminosities Matt professed to see on London tiles, or the
misty coruscations that glorified his chimney-pots. Grainger
himself never offered criticisms to his pupils except casually,
and mainly by way of conversation, when he was bored with his
own thoughts.

To the science of art which Tarraigan taught, and which was
based upon inductions from great pictures. Matt in his turn did
not always take kindly; the reduction of aesthetics to rule chafed
him

;
he was distressed by Tarmigan's symmetrical formula)

against symmetry, and though some of the canons of composi-
tion seemed to him self-evident when once pointed out, and oth-
ers not unreasonable, he could not always relish the mechanical
application of the general law to iiis particular case ; but he sup-
pressed his untutored instincts, much as in her day his mother
had wrestled with Satan, and in faith, hope, and self-distrust sub-
mitted himself duteously to law and Tarmigan. He worked flu-

ently for the most part, but every now and then came a sudden
impotency not always due to lack of sympathy with the model

;

an inability to get the exact effect he wanted, which tortured
him even more than Tarmigan's strait-waistcoat of dogma.
Very soon Grainger's grew half boastful, half jealous of its

American prodigy, whom all later arrivals, catching up the nick-
name without the history of its origin, imagined to bt likewise
abnormal in the number of his toes. Some recalled Byron's club-

foot, and wondered if Matt Strang's pedal defei-t had any con-
nection with the genius of " Four-toes, R.A."

CHAPTER III

THE ELDER BRANCH

In the heated discussions at Grainger's of the demerits of
the painters of tne day, no one ever mentioned the name of
Strang except once; and then the (Christian name was not
Matthew. Matt did not like to bring up the name himself as

%-^
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it was his own, but he soon understood that artists do not deal

in other people's pictures, and, recalling Madame Strang's re-

mark about her husband, he gradually came to the conviction

that his namesake was the dethroned god of an earlier day,

discouraged into sterility and comme/ce by the indifference of

the younger generation. And as the deity loomed less terrible,

and as Matt felt himself more at home in the art atmosphere of

England, so the idea of making himself known to liis uncle began

to be shorn of its terrors, and even to be tinged with the gener-

ous thought of inspiring the neglected artist to fresh work—an

inversion of attitude, the humor of which did not occur to him.

But when one afternoon he did betake himself again to the

elegant emporium off Cavendish Square, and found himself

face to face with the dapper young gentleman and his horse-

shoe cravat-pearl, the old awe of the refinement radiating from

every quarter of the compass overwhelmed him, and his tongue

refused to ask for Mr. Strang, compronjising by a happy

thought in the demand for Madame. Madame appeared forth-

with, flashing upon him a sense of matronl}' sweetness and

silk, and snatching him from the embarrassment of openings

by exclaiming in her charming accent

:

" Ah, you've come for your change."

» What change ?" asked Matt.

" You left sixpence on the desk. I noted it down."
•• It is very kind of you," said Matt. " I had no idea you

would remember me all this time."

" I never forget clever people," said Madame, with a bewitch-

ing smile.

" How do ycu know Tra clever ?" Matt smiled back.

Madame waved away the question with her plump white

hand in silent smiling reaffirmation. " I've alwcys lived with

clever people," she said, simply. " Talent is tb'' only thing I

admire in this world."

Matt said lamely that he was glad to hear it. The phrase

was a poor expression of his pleasure in at last meeting a soul

with his own ideals.

"Where w»s it you raw rnv husband's pictures?" asked

Madame, eagerly.

g
HI
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Where did your father see them «"

vv Hat
!

They were school-fellows ?"

too^ttt-s Cfin W? "^ °' '-''^'^'^ -'»--ent. and

" My dear sir, mv dear sir i" oi^^ • j i , .

tnew you were clever cL -f
'''''^'

'^^^^"S" ^^''^'^ " I
;-

^
wtie cjcvei. Oome inside—come insulp wu j-j ,.you say who you were last time ? YouTe t fh

^^^^'^'^<^

to Matthew from Nova Scotia years aJ WI 7 " T^'
o"t

!
lie will be so charmed!"

^ ''^ ' P'^^' ^' ''

And, still holding his hands shp ]«.? j,- .. ,

stairs into a daintly furSed h
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Matt's eyes kmdled. . I shall like to know him," he cried,

as a child. We're so ;,. A ^T'^ ''^'''^ ^'^ ^« ^^edient
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" We don't know. They must be some day, if they are not

destroyed, for they are so clever. But the fact is—though, of

course, I wouldn't tell it to a stranger—we had to—to—pawn

them, and they were never redeemed, and poor Matthew never

woulcl paint again, he was so embittered. Oh, it was such a

slow, sad struggle, those early days of our married life ! For

years no one would buy poor Matthew's work, and when the

money he had brought from Nova Scotia gave out we should

have starved if I had not started a little dress-maker's shop.

They still call me Madame," she interpolated, with a melancholy

smile.

" But you are French, aren't you ?" said Matt, thrilling with

the pathos of those far-away struggles.

" Yes, my parents were French, but I have spoken English

almost from girlhood."

" There is French blood in our family, too," murmured Matt,

with a sad recollection of his mother. He wondered what she

was doing at the moment.
" Indeed ! Perhaps that was what drew me to Matthew—that

and his artistic genius. Poor Matthew !"

"But you are well off now?" said Matt, dubiously. He did

not trouble to correct her mistake, to explain that the French

blood was on the spindle side.

" Oh, we are rich. We have all we want. When my dress-

maker's business grew prosperous—in fact, quite a fashionable

resort—Matthew, who conld not bear to be out of touch with

art, though he had sworn never to paint again, saw his way to

dealing in pictures. Of course, he makes far more than any of

his artist friends who succeeded, but that does not consol? m^
for the pictures the world has lost."

" But why doesn't he paint now that he has money V in-

quired Matt.

" He says he's too old," said Madame, sighing. ' And be-

sides, he thinks he'd only be eclipsed by Herbert. Of couisc,

Herbert is exceptionally gifted ; he took the medal at the Royal

Academy Schools, you know, for the best copy of in Old Mas-

ter, and he has had advantages which were denied to his poor

father. But still it often makes me cry to think of how he
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sinks himself in the dear boy, not caring a jot about his own
reputation. Oh, there are few such fathers, I can tell you. I
don't know what I '. 3 done to deserve such a husband, I who
have no cleverness or talent of any kind."
And here, as at his cue, Matthew Strang entered, in a soft

hat and a black cloak vastly more impressive than the staid
shabbiness of Tarmigan, than whom his Vandyke beard alone
gave hin. the greater artistic distinction. He leaned slighL'y
upon a gnarled walking-stick.

Madame sprang up to meet him in the doorway. " Oh, Mat-
thew !" she cried, ecstatically, " the young man who wanted to
see you is your own nephew. And he is come tc study art.

And won't it be delightful for Herbert to have a companion ?

I made him wait for you— I knew you wouldn't be long."
And radiant beneath her cap, Madame stepped aside, as if to
leave the stage free for the rapturous embrace between the
uncle and his long-lost nephew. But Matthew Strang stood
rigid with astonishment, only his eyes moving in startled ex-
amination of the young man, who had risen respectfully.

For an interval of seconds that seemed numerable in minutes
he looked at Matt without speaking, leaning on his stick, his
saturnine face growing momentlj darker.

" Davie's son, I suppose," he said, slowly, at last.

" Yes, sir," said Matt.

" H'm ! I might have seen it. So you have come to England,
after all

«"

" Yes, sir. But not till I l.-d the money for my studies."
Matthew Strang's face lightened a little. *« Sit down ! Sit

down ! No need to stnrd," ae said, with uner
._^ graciousness,

placing his disengage- ,nd on Matt's shoulder. "And how
are all your folks ?"

" Oh, they're pretty spry, thank you," said Matt, resuming
his chair.

«' Let me see—your mother married again, didn't she ?"

Matt nodded.

" She's still aUvTj I suppose ?"

" Ye-es," faitei .^d Matt.

"And how's the Province?"

imSKM
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" It's about the same," said Matt, vaguely.
" Ha !" said Mr. Strang, with an all-comprehending air.

He allowed Madame to divest him lovingly of his cloak.
Then he said :

" You're settled in London, then?"
" I shall stay here some time."

" Humph ! You're not like your father. He could never
stay in one place. Well, well, I'm sure I wish you success, but
you know it's not an easy line you've gone into."

" So you wrote to me, sir."

" Ha ! Well, I wrote the truth."

^

" I was much obliged to you, sir, for you, advice," said Matt,
sincerely.

But the elder man, suspecting sarcasm, replied half defiantly:
" There's not one man in a thousand that makes his bread-and-
butter by it. Why, I've just bought a picture from an A.R.A.
for fifty pounds; it's worth treble. You would liave done
better at your farm—or was it a saw-mill?"

" It isn't the money I was thinking of, sir ; it's the joy of
painting."

"Hum! I talked like that once." Matthew Strang sat
down rather peevishly and crossed his legs.

"And you talk like that now, too," said Madame, with gentle
reproach. " Not for yourself," she corrected, hastily, as his
eyebrows took their interrogative altitude. '< But you know
you don't care if Herbert doesn't make money for years, so
long as he makes a reputation eventually."

" Herbert is in a different position. He doesn't need to earn
anything."

" Nor does your nephew," said Madame. " He has ample
resources, he tells me."

Matt blushed at Madame's unconscious magnification of his
curt statement on the point, but he did not think it worth
while contradicting her. Matthew uncrossed his legs restlessly.
" I suppose your mother married a well-to-do man ?"

" Yes, pretty well-to-do," Matt stammered.
' Why didn't you say who you were at first ?"

"I didn't like to. I—I remembered you had advised me
pot to come to Ene-land."
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"Well, the mischief was done; you might just as well hve
spoken. I might have given you some advice. ... You could
have had the engraving at trade price If you are looking
for etchings, or any little things for your rooms, I couldn't
dream of treating you like a stranger."

" Thank you," said Matt, with feeble fervency.
"Don't mention it," said his uncle, holding up his right

palm deprecatingly. -By-the-way, what made you address
your letter to the National Gallery ?"

Matt colored. " I thought all the London painters lived
there," he said, with an uneasy smile.

Madame laughed heartily. *'Why, Matthew only got it
through an official inquiring among the people copying pictures
there. One of them happened to be a customer of ours, and
suggested trying us."

" Yes, it was all boyish foolishness," said Matt.
"And where are you living, now that you have come?" said

his uncle.

"Not far from here—in Holborn." He added, hastily, for
fear his uncle might be meditating a visit: " I can bring you
some of my work if you like."

" Oh yes, do ! Won't that be charming !" interjected Madame
clapping her hands.

'

Matthew checked her with a stern glance. " I don't think
I should be able to do anything with an unknown man," he
said, shaking his head.

" No, I don't mean that," said Matt, getting hot. " I thought
you might like to see that I wasn't quite a duffer. I don't ex-
pect to sell my work yet, but they think I'm rather promising
at the school."

^

" What school ? Who thinks »"

"Tarmigan."
" Tarmigan !" echoed Matthew Strang. « Why, I could have

picked up one of his water-colors for a fiver last week. Tar-
migan has been going down steadily for the last four years.
He took the gold medal at the Academy, and at first promised
well. Ten years ago I even meditated a corner in him, but
luckily 1 had the sense to sell out in time, before it was quite

' I'.
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certain he would never even be an Associate. No wonder he's

reduced to visiting."

" Oh, but he does that for nothing, they say," protested Matt,

hotly. " He's a jolly fine chap !"

" Ila ! No wonder he doesn't get on. Who ever heard of a

really good man wasting his time in that way ?"

"Then don't you think I'm doing any good studying under
him V asked Matt, in affright.

" Oh, he's all right for teaching ; I haven't a word against

him. He's one of the few men in England who are supposed

to know their trade. But he's too stilted and classical ; there's

no sentiment in him; he don't touch the heart of the buying
public. It's all science and draughtsmanship, and he won't do
anything to meet the market half way."

" It's spunky of him to stick to his convictions, anyhow,"
said Matt, in low tones, provoked by his uncle's disparagement

into a recrudescent enthusiasm for Tarmigan, who had recently

been weighing upon him like a nightmare.

"Bah! and how does he know his convictions are riarht?

The public's the best judge of art."

" Oh !" said Matt, deprecatingly. " Should you really think

that's so ?"

"Of course I think so. Would the public have me? No,

And the public was right." He looked at Matt half fiercely, as

if defying him to deny it. Madame was smiling and shaking

her head. "The public's always right," he went on, emphati-

cally. " It's the critics that throw the market into perpetual

confusion. Such a babel of voices, all laying down what is

right and what is wrong, what is art and what is not art, that

it's enough to drive a dealer crazy. For my part, I steer by the

Academy ; that's my polestar, and I'm rarely out, for that's

what the public take their reckoning by. And it's an R.A.

that my boy is going to be, please God, for theories may como
and theories may go, but the Academy goes on forever."

" Dear Herbert !" murmured Madame.
" I suppose he's awfully advanced," said Matt, wistfully.

" Years ago he took the medal for the best copy of an Old

Master at the Royal Academy Schools, where he is now just
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finishing his course," explained his uncle. *' And you know
you can't even begin the course without being clever."

" No, I know," said Matt, with a sinking of heart, for he had
by this time studied the prospectus of the national art-schools

and been dismayed, not so much by the anatomical information

and technical expertness demanded at the entrance competition

as by the slow-dragging septennial course, the drudgery of still-

life and perspective and the antique, and all the tedious grind

of convention. " I thought of trying to get in myself, but I'm

afraid I shall have to give up the idea."

•' Oh, Herbert only drops in there now and then," said

Matthew, loftily. " He works mostly at home with his own
models."

Matt hr.u a pang of envy.

" And then he has always had the benefit of your experience,"

he said.

*' Oh, I can'L pretend to have done more than encourage
him."

*' Now, Matthew," said Madame, shaking her finger fondly,
" you know it was at your knee that he m«de his first studies."

Matthew smiled faintly, not displeased. *' I'm like Tarmigan:
I can teach better than I car. paint," he said, and poured him-
self out a glass of wine, fascinating Matt's eye by the play of

light in the diamond on his forefinger. " If I listened to my
wife, I should give up business and set up an easel again, a.- in

my young and foolish days. Thank God," he said, pausing to

gulp down the claret, '* I had sense to stop in time ! What could

be expected of a young man who'd lived on a farm in a God-
forsaken country ? Ah, your father was right ! He never would
allow any merit to my ships or cows."

Red sands flitted before Matt's vision, with lambent pools, and
overhead a diaphanous rosy vapor, beyond which brooded the

vast cloudless circle of the sky. Ah, God ! why was the sky so

blue and depthless in those days ? As from dim, far-away cav-

erns, the acrid voice of the picture -dealer reached his ears in

complacent exposition :
*' It's all training, and if you don't get

trained young, you might as well attempt to fly."

Becoming conscious of a silence, Matt answered, " That's so."
cA i&il



170 THE MASTER

" It's the same with music," went on his nncic, tapping im-
pressively on his wineglass with his glittering forefinger. " You
can't expect a grown-up man to sit down and practise scales like

a little girl in a pinafore ; and even if he would, his fingers have
lost their suppleness, his joints are set. I saw this clearly, and
was determined my boy shouldn't suffer as I'd done. Why,
Herbert had a brush put into his hand before he could write !"

Matt's heart sank lower.

•' I should like to see his work," he said, anxiously.

" Ha!" said Matthew, a complacent smile hovering about his

lips.

*' Oh yes, let him see Herbert's work," pleaded Madame.
" I don't think we ought to disturb him," said Matthew, yield-

ingly. " Won't you take another glass of wine ?"

" No, thank you, sir," said Matt, who was quite faint, for his

dinner had been of the slightest ; and feeling the request a sig-

nal to take his leave, he rose.

" Oh yes, do let him see them," said Madame, hurriedly. " It's

only for once."

<' Oh, well, : .i you're a sort of relation," said the father, im-
posingly. " But I make it a point not to interrupt him. These
hours are precious ; there's not too much light at the best of

timer,." And, as if following Matt's impulse, he rose and turned
doorward.

"There's no need for you to trouble, Josephine," he said,

waving her back.

As they mounted the soft -carpeted staircase, on which un-

draped marble statues looked down from their niches, he ex-

plained, gravely, " There's a male model up there, you see."

Matt nodded, awed to silence by the splendor of tlie staircase,

up which he toiled side by side with the Vandyke beard and
the velvet coat.

" Herbert, of course, uses the side door," vouchsafed his com-
panion, graciously, to relieve the monotony of the long ascent.
" I couldn't have his models coming through the shop."

Matt murmured something negative, but his reply was lost in

a dull thud from above. The elder man cleared the remaining
stairs in alarm, and threw onen the door.
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" Give us a hand up, you beggar," a piping girlish voice was
saying.

On the rich carpet of the vast, elegant studio, whose glories

dazzled Matt's vision, a slim young man was sprawling on his

back. Over him stood a stalwart figure, clad only in boxing-

gloves.

The saturnine picture -dealer rushed forward and helped his

boy up.

" It's all right, dad," said Herbert, in unembarrassed amuse-
ment as he was scrambling to his feet. " I just wanted to give

the model's arms a little movement during the rest. The posi-

tion's so dilHcult for him, I haven't been able to get the tiling

right all day. Look ! there's nothing at all on the canvas ; I've

had to paint it out."

The model had somewhat shamefacedly taken off his gloves

and struck an attitude upon the throne.

" Ila !" said Matthew Strang, in vague accents. " You ought
to be getting on faster with those gold-medal studies, now that

you have put aside your picture for this year's Academy. You
will need all your time, you know. I've brought you a visitor."

Herbert turned his face towards the door—the handsome,

glowing face of a boy, beardless and clean-shaven, with candid

blue eyes and tumbled flaxen hair, and the flash of white teeth

accustomed to display themselves in laughter. There was his

father's interrogative mark about the arched eyebrows as he

caught sight of Matt, hanging back timidly on the threshold.

The young Nova-Scotian's heait was leaden, his soul wrapped
in a gloom which had been gathering blackness ever since he
had set foot in his uncle's shop, and which the sight of the

commodious studio, with its rich properties and luxurious appli-

ances, its crimson lounges and silk drapings and fleecy rugs and
gleaming marbles and bronzes, had darkened into despair. The
penurious past surged back to him through a suffusion of unshed
tears— tears that were salt with the sense of injustice and of

sorrows unforgettable, all the creeping, irremediable years con-

tributing their quintessence to the bitterness of this supreme
moment : the chances he had missed, the lessons he had not re-

ceived, the obstacles that had rather sprung up to boat him back,
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whose infant fingers no loving hand had ever guided, whoso
boyish yearnings no word of encouragement had ever sweet-
ened, wliosc youth liad been all distasteful labors and mean trage-

dies and burdens too great to boar, and whose very triumph
would find none to sympathize with it, if it came, as it never
could come to one so untrained, so alien from the world of art

and elegant studios and all the soft things of life; driven to the
scum of the streets for models at a few pence an hour, and rc-

<luced to studying attitudes from his own contortions before a

bleared stri[) of mirror in a dingy back room ; unregarded, un-
cared-for, unknown, an atom in that vast maffic-irleami u<r London
which had so cruelly disillusioned him, and in which even the
one heart in which his own blood ran was cold and far away

;

his poor pre-eminence at Grainger's, liis primacy among a set of

dutfers, no augury of success in that fierce struggle in which
Tarmigan himself had gone to the wall. Was it worth while to

vex himself endlessly, swirled to and fro like a bubble on an
ocean ? Were it not sweeter to break, and to be resolved into

the vastness and the silence?

His right hand wandered towards his hip-pocket, where his

pistol lay. How good to be done with life ! Then he became
aware, through a semi-transparent mist, that the gracious blond
boy was holding out his hand with a frank smile, and instinct

drew out his own riglit hand in amicable response, and so the

temptation was over. The poor children dependent upon him
came up to memory, and he wondered at his spasm of selfish

despair.

His uncle must have said words to which he had been deaf,

for Herbert seemed to know who he was and why he had
come.

•' Welcome, fair coz," he said, gripping Matt's hand heartily.

" I feel as if I were in Shakespeare. A moment ago I scarcely

remembered I had a relation in the world. Confound it ! why
weren't you a girl cousin while you were about it?"

'* Herbert, don't be rude," said his father.

Herbert elevated his blond eyebrows. " I wish you would
cultivate a sense of humor, dad," he observed, wearily. Matt,

who was responding to his grip, fascinated instantly by the boy-
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ish, sunny charm, loosed his clasp in sheer astonishment at the

transition.

Matthew Strang disregarded his son's observation, but gruffly

told the model, whose attitudinizing immobility was irritating,

that he need not pose for a moment or two, whereupon Herbert

bade him begone altogether. " I've been off color all day," ho

observed, explanatorily, as he counted out the model's silver,

"but the excitement of discovering I am not alone in the weld
is the finishing touch."

Matthew threw a rather reproachful look at Matt, whose eyes

drooped guiltily. IJe raised them immediately, however, in

accordance with his uncle's instructions, to admire a study of a

draped figure which was hung on a wall. The coloring struck

him agreeably, though he found a certain feebleness in the draw-

ing which was equally agreeable to his jealous mood. This not

displeasing impression was borne out by the other pictures and

sketches for which his uncle besought his admiration : always

this facile poetic coloring and this indifferent (^'aughtsmanship,

this suggestion of difficulties shirked rather than of difficulties

overcome ; at last seen to be due to the conventional composi-

tion, most of the works, whcthc" in chalk or water-color or oil,

being pretty landscapes or single-figure studies in simple atti-

tudes, or, when complicated by other figures, embracing episodes

which seemed to have been transferred direct from other pict-

ures, some of which, indeed. Matt had seen either in the origi-

nals or in engravings. To his astonishment, Herbert, who had

been yawning widely, drew his attention to one such little bit.

" Don't you recognize that ?" he said. " Dad did at once.

It's a quotation from Millais."

Matt looked puzzled at the phrase.

" 'Cribbing,' the unwise it call," expounded Herbert, "and so

did dad, till I explained to him it was only quoting. When a

great writer hits off a phrase it passes into the language, and
when a great painter hits off a new effect of technique, or gets

a happy grouping, I contend it belongs to the craft, as much as

the primitive tricks of scumbling or glazing. We praise the

mellow Virgilisms in Tennyson, but we are down upon the paint-

er who repeats another'-s lines. The Old Masters borrowed un-
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blushmgly, but we arc such sticklers for originality, which afteraJ, only means plagiarizing nature. Didn't Raphael cr^h,composaiou from Orcagua, and Michael Angclo copy MZcd^
Wliy, in the Academy at Venice I saw—"

;;

Have you been to Venice ?" cried Matt, eagerly.
Herbert has been to all the galleries of Europe "

said hisfather, impressively
«« We travel abroad every yea^r

'

It' pa

and TlLrTtf"f"
''

!, 'T''''
«^^" ^^^ ^^ ^' know Bell „and lintoretto if you don't go to Venice ? Velaqnnp^ ur.A t-!-

cannot be fully studied by a'„y one whrhU^bri^Ma^'rM"
and the man who is ignorant of the treasures of th„ i„

*"""•

of the Ufflzi at Florence, where "-he Tnterpoldlth'
"

ated facetiousness laying his hand on Serb'eSlm"ahope^to see my boy's portrait painted by his own hand one

" Look at this queer stone scarab," interrupted Herbert an

^i:t;
''"''"" " "P '" ^^^-P" =-- f-» inside a mul

Egypt
!

The word fell like music on Matt's ears. The rose

o'e hlu hf"::,
'™""''''^"""°""' ^^^"^- Il-berlhastrnedto exhibit his o her cunos

: coins, medals, cameos, scarves vataghans, pottery, ivories, with a cursive autobiograpWcalcommtn
tary, passing rapidly to another object wiilever his Zh""threatened to take up the thread of aJtobiof^rrhy
And as Matt handled these picturesque trof 1, es of travel thatwafted into the studio the aroma of foreign bazaars, the wave o

«end ?ed t: TT'' ^^-'f^ -» '>>! fresh hopefulness en-gendered by the discovery that his cousin's craftsmanship wasnot so far beyond his hand, after all ; all those marvellous far offold-world places that had disengaged themselves from h lonelyreadings, fair mirages thrown upon a phantasmal sky, not vaguehfbut with the sensuous deflnitencss of a painter's vision iosSone another like the images in a shaken kaleidoscoTen an 'fmosphere of romantic poetry
: Venice, dreaming on i't wa^rstan enchanted moonlight; Paris, all life and light; 12 wi hca hedrals and gypsies and cavaliers tinkling\u tars Sidlywith gray ohve-treea and sombre cypresses fnd ter a ed g^-'
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dens and black-eyed peasant women with red snoods; the Rhine
haunted by nixies and robber-chiefs, meandering 'twixt crum-
bling castles perched on wooded crags

; Egypt, with its glow and
color, all lotus-blossoms and bulrushes and crocodiles and jasper
Idols, and bernoused Arabs galloping on silken chargers in a land
of sand and sphinxes and violet shadows ; the Indies, east of the
sun and west of the moon, full of palm-trees and nautch-girls
and bayaderes-a shifting panorama of strange exotic cities,
steeped in romance and history and sunshine and semi-barbarian
splendors, where the long desolation of his native winter never
came, nor the clammy vapors of Britain; cities of splendid
dream, where anything might happen and nothing could soem
unreal

;
where Adventure waited masked at every street corner

and Love waved a white hand from every lattice. And in a
flood of sadness, that had yet something delicious in it, he pitied
himself for having been cut off from all these delectable expe-
riences, which the happier Herbert had so facilely enjoyed

- I know you are bored, father," said Herbert, pausing amid
his exposition. « You w^nt to get back to business, and Matt
and I v/ant to yarn."

Matt's bitterness was soothed. It thrilled him to be called
Matt by this rich, refined, travelled young gentleman
"Well, good-bye, my young friend," said his uncle, holding out

his V-^nd for the first time. - 1 dare say I shall see you again.Ha
!

Drop in any time you're passing. I think your mother
will be wanting you presently, Herbert."
He moved to the door, then paused, and, turning his head un-

easily, said
: - And if you ever want any advice, you know, don't

hesitate to ask me." And with a faint friendly nod of his Van-
dyke beard he went out, closing the door carefully behind him
"Awful bore, the governor," said Herbert, stretching his arms'He never knows when he's de trop.'"

Matt did not know what de trap was, except when he saw it
printed, but the disrespectful tone jarred upon him

" You owe him a good deal, it seems to me,"' he replied
simply. *^ '

« Hullo hullo, my young Methodist parson !» and Herbert
threw back his head in a ringing laugh which made his white

it

"ft.
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teeth gleam gayly. ..Why, do you think we owe anything to
our parents ? They didn't marry to oblige us. I am only a tool
for his ambitions."

" What do you mean ?" murmured Matt.
" Oh, well, I oughtn't to talk about it, perhaps, but youV my

first cousin—the first cousin I've ever had "—Matt smiled fas-
cinated afj-esh—'« and, after all, it's an open secret that he wants
the name of Strang to live in the annals of painting— if it
couldn't be Matthew Strang, it must be Herbert Strang, and so
he belongs to the minor artists' clubs. Of course, he can't get
into the Lminers', though he contrives to be there on business
pretty often, and consoles himself by using their note-paper-
but at the Gillray and the Reynolds' they dare not blackball
him, because the committee always owe him money, or want to
sell him pictures; but J dare say they laugh at him behind his
back when he jaws to them about art in general, and my talentsm particular. It's confoundedly annoying. Oh, I've been for-
getting to smoke. What can be the matter with me ?" And he
pulled out a lizard-skin case, from which Matt, not liking to re-
fuse, drew forth a cigarette.

"But what good does he do by belonging to those clubs?"
he asked.

' Oh, he likes it, for one thing," replied Herbert, striking a
match and holding it to Matt's cigarette. " My belief is, he
only went into the picture business to rub shoulders with artists,
though where the charm comes in I have never been able to find
out, for a duller, a more illiterate set of fellows I never wish to
meet. Shop is all they can talk. And then, of course, it's good
for business. But in the background lurks, I feel sure, the idea
of advancing my interests, of accumulating back-stairs influence
of pulling the ropes that shall at last lift me into the proud po^
sition of R.A. Nay, who knows ?" he said, puffing out his first
wreath of smoke—" President of the Royal Academy !" And he
laughed melodiously.

" Well, but—" began Matt, inhaling the delicious scent of the
tobacco.

" Well, but;' echoed Herbert. " That's just it. My tastes are
notconsideredinthematteratalh Art! Art! Art! Nothing
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canvt Tr ' ^^ '^'?''' '^" ^'™ '''^ «f the sight of a

ZlLtlTV ^°°"7«««"r fn my cradle, and sucked a maulstick instead of a monkey-on-a-stick, and I live in the midst ofArt and out of the nrnfif.* nf ,t t+» • . •

™icist ot

whero anH rirl ^^^\ ' ^^^ pictures, pictures every.

Do:Vl^dlo\Tas^'yt\^ert^^^^^^^^^
dropped upon a lounge thJt yielded dSislyl^is^r r^^The fragrant smoke curled about his face, while his cousin madepleasant p ay with popping corks and gurgling^^ids

"^'^
^^^But don t you really like painting?" he asked, in astonish-

"I like sonie things in it well enough," replied Herbert"but It's such beastly drudgery. All this wretch^erlpyW of

rltthin" ^?J ^^- Ph«t^g-Phy. And a camerfwo'ulddo the th ng m a thousandth part of the time. I always workfiom photograj: .. when I can."
^

"But is that artistic?" said Matt, slightly shocked.

bulk of tf —^ '"^ ^"'^^^ "^ '^' «^*i«t'« dignity. Thebulk of art IS journeyman's work. Besides, lots of 'em do itnowadays-.with magic-lanterns to boot ! Be'cause one man by

h he' o beTof t . .'
' '^"" drawing-machine than another^s he to be coun ed the greater artist ?" Matt felt small beforethis answer to his secret criticism. «' Did you evTsee thecamera-obscura at the Crystal Palanp a Th , I i /

a iiffv f'.«^ «,n 1, M
^y^^^^ ^^^^^6 ^ That does landscapes in

th nk oft ? ?
^''^^,^' "^'^'^"^ ""^^ ^«r °^««^i^s- And then

ms I' 1 b ^k :Tf" ' '''^^ ^^'^ '' ^^^^-'^dt -d Franz

R «nrf r/ • •
^^' '^ ^''™® P»'ocess were invented--a sort of magic mirror to fix the image, living and colored inhe glass-here's luck !"-he clinked his glass ^ins Si!

" tne governor would have to shut up «hop " ^

Mait «lin''^^^''
mirror hasn't got any imagination," urgedMatt set ing down his glass refreshed, the glow of brand v in

" Or/dontk' ^^r;r^"-^-^
'^h-- to'the discussion'Uhl don tk^ow! There are distorting mirrors." reioined

oature a /ra..r. d^un temperament. Art is autobioffraohvBut painting, which somehow monopolizes the name of^Tt''^

fit I

m
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really the lowest form of Art. Nature is full of scenes quite as

good as Art. Doesn't Ruskin say an artist has got to copy

Nature ? But is there anything in Nature so closely akin to a

poem, or to Ruskin's own prose, or to a symphony of Beethoven,

as a moonlit sea or a beautiful woman is to a picture ? What
18 the skylark's song compared to Shelley's, or the music of the

sea to Mozart's? The real creation is in the other arts, which

are called literature and music. They are an addition to Nattvic

—something extra. Painting and acting—these are mere redu-

plications of Nature. Perhaps I was unfair to painting. That,

at least, fixes the beauty of Nature, but acting is merely an

evanescent imitation of the temporary."

The younger man sat half bewildered beneath this torrent of

words and quotations ; the respect Herbert had lost in his eyes

by his draughtsmanship (a trifling matter under Herbert's dis-

dainful analysis) returning, multiplied to reverence, and with a

fresh undercurrent of humility and envy How much there

was to know in the world, how many languages and books and

arts ! How could he mix with Herbert and his set without

being found out ?

*' That's why I prefer literature and music," said Herbert.

" But then Pm not my own master, like you—you lucky beggar.

If 1 had my way, pictures would be nothing but color-schemes,

sheer imagination, with no relation to truth of Nature. What do

I care how her shadows fall, if ^hey don't fall gracefully ? And
then why must my lines imit„te Nature's? That's where the

Japanese are so great. Don't smoke that fag-end ! Have an-

other !" And he threw his cigarette-case across to his magnet-

ized listener. It was the first time in his hard, busy existence

Matt had ever heard any one talk like a book, discussing ab-

stract relations of Art and Life.

** I wish I knew as much as you," he said, naively.

" I wish I was as free as you," retorted Herbert, laughingly

;

"though I certainly wouldn't employ my liberty as you do.

What in Heaven's name made you want to study Art? I did

laugh when the governor told the mater of your letter. I was

just in the roughest grind, and felt like writing you on the sly

to warn you."
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"I don't think I should have taken your advice "
said Mattwith an embarrassed laugh.

' '

"But what made you come to London, anyhow? Whvdidn't yon go to Paris?"
'*"yifowi wny

•• To Paris !"

" No ?
' Matt turned pale.

"No At least, that's what everybody says in EndandPans alone has the tradition. Once it was UnuLT . ^^
ence and now it's Paris. Why, in pl^rany™^^ ^togetner can get the biggest men to visit them fre?Jat^fornothing. Here the big pots prefer the society of the^sw U^ "

;;

Then why are you not in Paris ?" asked m' tt, rallying

pretends to'^tl^trrirnreU^^^^^^^^^

in Paris by myllf.'"
"'' ""^° '' ^^^^ ^^'« ^^^^ ^^ trust me'

"
No r

'
said Matt, in sympathetic incredulity.

for le^'it at
"''' '' '/' ''" ^^^" ^"^^^^^ -*« a studioror me—it always reminds me of a nursprv ..f th^ * r .1!

house and even selects my female LdeTs Tiots hj^^^^^^^^^and tha sort of thing. It's all sheer selfishness, I te 1 y^u and

le" i:t ftf/".^^"^P-petual fussing andVor^'oTer
Zl V n .

P'"'" P'^ ^' * race-horse. A man of twentythr e no allowed to have a studio or chambers of hi ow/
ic

1 a ch.ick up the governor to-morrow. But I'm dependenton him for every farthing. And all he allows me for noctrmoney is-well, you'd never guess-" ^ ^^^"

thi^k mpt^l "1
"'^' '^' '"''"^P*' ^^ i"^g«d Herbert might

hi aT^^^^^^^

^^^'^ ^ P^""^ ^ -^^' ^^^ ^e did not daret

"Three hundred a year ! And out of that I've ^ot to oM m.clothes and pay my models, confound 'em I"
^ ^ ' ""^

Matt stared in startled, reverential envy
" Yes, you may well stare. Why, you know yourself if vonbuy a woman a bracelet it rnn« aw/v Luu „ ZLrJ,, '^ >^"
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But, talking of clothes, you'll have to get better than those things,

if you ever want me to be seen with you."

"These are quite new," murmured Matt, in alarm.

" Jnd original," added Herbert. "I'll have to introduce you

to my tailor."

«» Is—is he dear ?" Matt stammered.

" If you pay him," said Herbert, dryly.

" Oh, I always pay," protested Matt.

" You're lucky. / have to economize."

Matt thought suddenly of William Gregson with a throb of

gratitude. At least his wardrobe boasted of unimpeachable

boots. Then he suddenly espied a small battalion of foot-gear

ranged against a wall—black boots, brown boots, patent shoes,

brown shoes, boots with laces, boots with beautiful buttons

—

and he relapsed into his primitive humility. Uneasy lest Her-

bert should insist on equipping him similarly, he was glad to re-

member that Herbert's mother was expecting her boy, and with

a murmur to that effect rose to go.

"Nonsense!" said Herbert, "I'm not due till dinner-time;

but if you must be going, I think I'll just stroll a little. You

go towards Oxford Street, don't you ?"

" Ye-es," faltered Matt, who was a little frightened at the

idea that his dainty cousin might accompany him to his lodging.

" All right. I'll just go to the club to see if there are any

letters. There's another of your privileges, confound you
!

I

can't have any letters come to my own place."

" Why not
«"

" Why not? Do you think I'd have the governor nosing my

correspondence? He'd be always asking questions. It's a

jolly little club—I'll put you up for it if you like. Take an-

other cigarette ; take half a dozen
;
put 'em in your pocket."

As they were going down-stairs. Matt said he would like to

say good-bye to Madame, so they passed into the sitting-room.

^^ Au revoir, my dear nephew, au revoirT said Madame,

shaking both his hands. " I said you and Herbert would love

each other. You will find your sixpence awaiting you on the

desk."
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" 1 jiwY T've npver been to see your place. I must look you
Up one day." Thus Herbert at uncertain intervals, but he
nevi i' jarrjed out his threat. His life was too full, and he had
been ac<vjoto*T^eu fiora eh MJ hood to have the mountain come to

IMohainraed, /ini 30, (;'.;dual!y. Matt, who had pfc first lived half

aprrshen'ive of an cxf osJire, half wishful that Herbert should

become rudely aware of his real position, surrendered himself

to the magnetism ox his cousin's manner, and weakly tried to

live up to that young gentleman's misconception of him when-

ever they were together ; even submitting to a morning suit

and an evening dress from Herbert's tailor for an undefined

sum at an unnr^ ntioned date. For if the disadvantages of Her-

bert's society were m.any, if he had co starve for days to return

Herbert's club hospitality at a restaurant, still he was satisfied

the game was worth the candle. From Herbert he felt himself

acquiring polish and refinement and impeccable English and
social lore ; Herbert was an intellectual stimulus, with thoughts

to give away and the newest poets to lend ; Herbert was bright

and gay, charming away the vapors of youthful despondency.

But, above all, Herbert sometimes allowed him to work in his

studio, amid the sensuous beauty of draping and decoration and

statuary that lapped his artistic nature like a soft summer sea

—

a privilege inestimable, but, in view of the mere model, worth

at least all the extra money this friendship cost him. It befell

thus

:

On Matt's second visit Herbert said, good-naturedly :

" I've just laid my palette, You sit dowa, tret's see what

yott oau dQ,"

J-

1^
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"May I?" cried Mfitt, eagerly. There was a costunT^-Tnodel

on the fchrone—a dark-eyed beauty in Oriental drapery.

Herbert relinquished the brush and threw himself upon his

back on the couch, puffing lazily at his cigarette.

" By Jove !" he said, after ten minutes, " you've put that in

all right. But what a juicy style you've got ! Where did you
get that from ?"

" I can't do it any other way," said Matt, apologetically.

"The governor told ine you're under Tarmigan. He never
taught you that ?"

" No
; but that's the way I've always worked. I did a lot of

portraits in Nova Scotia."

" The devil you did ! No wonder you've made money, con-
found you! I thought you were a blooming ignoramus just

come over to learn your pictorial pothooks and hangers."
" I thc'ight so, too," said Matt, flushing with pleasure and

modesty.

"None of your sarcasm, you beggar. You can finish the
head if you like."

" Thank you," said Matt, flutteringly. He fell as if Herbert
were heaping coals of fire upon his own head, repaying his first

secret depreciation by over-generous praise. He painted away
bravely, soon losing himself in the happy travail of execution.

" I must come down to your place and see your work," said
Herbert, looking up from the volume of Swinburne in which he
had immersed himself.

" Oh, there isn't much !" said Matt, hastily. " I'll bring you
some little things next time. Only I don't want your father to

see them—they're not for sale."

" You're quite right," said Herbert. " Don't show 'em to
him. Hush !"

" What's the matter ?" asked Matt, turning his head.
" Talk of the—Old Gentleman," said Herbert.

The brush dropped from the painter's palsied fingers. He
felt like one caught red-handed. He had already come in,

somewhat surreptitiously, through the side door, in obedience
to Herbert's recommendation, and to be found using Herbert's

appliances and model would be the acme of guiltiness.



THE PICTURE-MAKERS 183

The alarm was false, but thenceforward «* The Old Gentle-
man " indicated Matthew Strang the elder. For they had fre-
quent occasion to fear his advent, since Matt came often, tempt-
ed from his gloomy back room to the beautiful light studio,
where he was allowed not only to do bits of Herbert's work
while Herbert read or gossiped with the model, but occasion-
ally to set up another easel and use the same model. But they
were only detected together twice by the Vandyke beard and
the velvet coat, and on one occasion Herbert had had time to
resume the brush, and on another to pose Matt as a model.

" The Old Gentleman's rather grumpy about you," he ad-
mitted, with his customary candor. " I've had to tell the ser-
vant not to mention your coming so often. The mater's
mashed on you, and I suppose he's a bit jealous. She wanted to
ask you to our dinner-party last night—we had two Associates,
and a Scotch Academician, and an American millionaire who
buys any rot, and an art critic who praises it—but he said one
didn't give dinner-parties for one's relations, but for strangers."
As Matt had already dined once enfamtlle, with Madame's guile-

less homage at his side to put him at ease, he did not feel himself
hardly used.

His position with " The Old Gentleman " was not improved
by his demeanor on an occasion when, meeting him in the
doorway, Herbert's father, instead of raising remonstrant eye-
brows, astonished him by asking if he would like to see the master-
pieces he had in stock. Matt did not know that this generous
offer was due to the death of a member of the Institute whose
water-colors had been accumulating on Matthew Strang's hands,
and who now, even before his funeral, was showing signs of a
posthumous " boom ;" he replied eagerly that nothing could be
a greater favor. The picture-dealer waved his jewelled hand
with pompous geniality, and, mounting one flight of stairs, with
the hand on Matt's shoulder, ushered him into the holy of holies,
a chamber religious with purple curtains and hushed with soft
carpets, where the more precious pictures reposed behind baize
veils that for possible purchasers were lifted with a reverent
silence bespeaking a hundred extra guineas. Long habit of ritual
awQ made Matthew Strang's hands pious even before his nephew.

*>•,

^\
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But his nephew's expected ec3t<asies were tempered by unex-
pected criticism. In an eminent Academician's portrait of a
lady, Matt pointed out that the eyes were wrong, that pupilg

should be round, not squashy, and that the hot shad-ows made
by the Indian reds under the nose wore inspired by Komney.
He questioned the veracity of a landscape by a costly name, de-

murring to the light on the under sides of the leaves as impos-
sible under the conditions depicted ; and in a historical com-
position by an old English roaster he found a lack of subtlety

in the legs, and a stringy feeling throughout.

All this wanton depreciation of goods by one who was not
even an interested bargainer galled the picture-dealer, conscious

of overflowing good-nature, and prepared for a natural return in

breathless adoration. So when Matt suggested that in a cele-

brated picture of a sea-beach the sea had no duidity and wai
falling on the fishermen's heads, he lost his temper and cried,

sarcastically :
" I think you had better open a school for R. A.'s,

young man !"

Matt flushed, feeling he had been impertinent ; then his sense
of justice repudiated the rebuke. It was of no use pretending
a thing was right when it wasn't, he protested. He didn't pro-

fess to get things right himself, and he only wished he could
do anything half as good as ihe worst of these pictures. But
he did know when he was wrong, even if it wouldn't come right

for all his sweating and fuming.

" A young man oughtn't to talk till he can paint," interrupted

bJT uncle, severely.

"But you know what Dr. Johnson says, sir.'' Matt remon-
strated. " If you can't make a plum-pudding, it's no sign you
can't judge one."

" Pium-puddings and pictures are very different things," said

Matthew Strang, stiffly, as though insulted by an implicit asso-

ciation with a pastry-cook.

" My, that's ripping !" cried Matt, abandoning the argument
at the sudden sight of a fine mellow piece of portrait-painting.

" How the Old Masters got the grays ( Oh, why don't people
wear wigs nowadays ?"
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more ?)uspicio.usly tlmn had aeemed prcl)ablp, but Matt was never

again invited to inspect the sacred treasures. His relalions with

his relatives came to be limited to morning visits to Herbert,

whose stairs he ascended half secretly, to watch the progress of

his co'jsin's studies for an ambitious picture of "Daniel bofore

Nebuchadnezzar," the models for which he also used himself.

He left his own studies behind at Herbert's request— though
veluctan'Jy, for he was not at all satisfied with them—as a spe-

cies of payment for the privilege. Wl through his interest

in this coming masterpiece of Ilcrbct's, ,v^d under the fascinar

tion of this delightful and flfittering friendship, he forgot his

pride and fell into the habit of rogula" morning work in Her-

bert's company, lunch somehow came cd regularly for three,

though Madame was not supposed to be aware of his presence.

Those were joyous lunches, full of laughter and levity, made
picturesque by the romantic dress or undress of the third party,

and extra palatable for Matt—when his first reluctance wore oflE

—by the fact that they saved dinners.

"Daniel before Nebuchadnezzar" was intended for next

year's Acad^^ray, Herbert told him, and he gathered from his

cousin's casual observations that it had also to be submitted

beforehand to the professors at the schools, for there were
strange cramping conditions as to the size of the canvas and
the principal figure. But he was less interested in its destina-

tion than in its draughtsmanship. He saw the tableau in his

mind^s eye the moment Herbert tcld him he was engaged upon
it, for the scene had often figured itself to his fanev in those

far-ofi days when his mother read the Bible to her helpless

children by random prickings. NeL'Uchadnezzar's dream was
one of the lucky chapters, to which Matt listened without dis-

traction as the narrative unrolled itself pictorially before his

inner vision. He rapidly sketched his conception, then found

he disliked it, and ultimately remembered he had unconscious-

ly reproduced the grouping of figures in the illustration in his

mother's Bible, one of those be had colored in his childish

naughtiness. Herbert protested this was no drawback, but Matt

went away brooding over a more artistic arr?,ngement, and

4reaTP9d th»t be by li* Br?t in Xh9

-!

4
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morning he brought a new grouping for Herbert's considera-
tion. This Herbert picked to pieces as being against the canons

" Don't forget it's for the Academy," he said. " We mustn't
make mistakes in grammar. Some of the old buffers are worse
than Tannigan."

" Damn Tarmigan !" cried Matt, but he had to admit rue-
fully that his scheme was full of solecisms. He had by this
time as full an acquaintance with the rules as his senior, but
with Herbert they had become instinctive. It was with a re-
newed sense of inferiority to his cousin, paradoxically com-
bmed with an inward raging against the Lindley Murrays of
art, that Matt abandoned point after point under Herbert's
searching criticism. Herbert's gift of pulling other people's
ideas to pieces amounted to genius. But he abandoned his
original^ sketch also, dismissed his projected models, and de-
voted himself to arguing out the composition afresh.
Under the banter of the art-critic smoking cynically on tlio

sofa. Matt was pui upon his mettle to group all the figures and
dispose the lines so as to escape the pitfalls lurking on every
side, and likewise satisfy the conditions of the pedantic pro-
fessors.

"We must get as much subject as possible into it," explained
Herbert. " They give you such a small space—only fifty by
forty—that you must crowd all you know into it."

^

Gradually the composition took shape, with infinite discus-
sion, daily renewed. Matt was for pillars with curious effects
of architecture. Herbert objected that pillars would make the
perspective too difficult, and only consented on the laughing
stipulation that Matt should work out the angles. And Her-
bert was very averse from Matt's suggestions of strange origi-
nal attitudes for the figures.

" That '11 make some awfully stiff foreshortening," he grum-
bled.

•'What does it matter? You'll have models," Matt would
reply.

" It's all very well. You haven't got to do the work." Her-
bert would retort.

And when the grouping was settled, ihe color and the dra
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pcry brought fresh argumentation, the young men working as at

a chess problem till the puzzle of arriving at the original with-

out deserting the Academic was solved. And as, in the solution

of a chess problem by a pair of heads, the suggestion of the

winning moves has been so obscured by the indefinite suggest-

ion of abortive moves by both, that neither remembers to

which the final discovery of the right track was due, so Matt

would have been surprised to be told that the ideas that had
been retained were all his, and the ideas that had been rejected

were uW Herbert's. The thought of apportioning their shares

in the final scheme never crossed his mind, even though it was

his hand that always held the experimentative pencil. Indeed,

the technical interest of the task had absorbed every other

thought, and the details of the tentative were lost in the tri-

umph of the achieved, and obscured as by a cigarette cloud of

happy mornings.

And then Herbert told his father he must have new models

fresh to studios.

" I don't want 'em from Haverstock Hill or Lillie Road," he

said—"women who've been hung in every gallery. I don't

want your Italians from Hatton Garden, or professionals that

any of the other fellows might get hold of and extract my
ideas from. Besides, new faces will give me a better chance."

And Matthew Strang the Elder recognized there was some
reason in his son's request ; but he pointed out it was not so

easy to go outside the stock families, especially for figure

models, and that old hands often helped the painter. Bat Her-

bert easily overrode his objections. It was only the conven-

tional attitudinizings and foreshortenings which they under-

stood, the quotations of art, which he was now about to abandon

in deference to paternal prejudice ; and so Matthew Strang, mor-

bidly solicitous, obedieniiy brought picturesque Orientals for

Daniel and the King and the satraps and the counsellors, and

blushing brunettes for the beauties of the Court ; and Herbert set

to work to reproduce in large on the canvas Matt's rough char-

coal scheme of the whole, and his own or Matt's studios of the

parts ; and when Herbert blundered, Matt suggested with pastel

a change of tone or color or outline, sometimes even taking up



188 THE MASTER

|.

(

HI

the brush when Herbert was lazy -as Herbert often was
Matt w^s nev.r surprised to find the work no more advanced
than when he had gone away the morning before, for Herbert'smind was on many and more important things. The Acndemv
students were rehearsing a burlesque which he had written for
their dramatic society, and he sometimes slipped out to the
rehearsals, lamenting to Matt that, through his father's insist-
ence on steady work, he could not even play in his own piece.Ihe only recreation allowed him was a ride in the Park on ahired hack, and even that, he grumbled, was to enable him to
salute cantering R.A.'s. Sometimes he went to tea with the
girl students at restaurants. Sometimes he went to balls and

them They were always painters' dances; "The Old Gentle-man blocks others," he said. On one occasion the host was

Zn'^^Thln^A r"V^"
a fellow-student at the schools, andthen Ihe Old Gentleman chortled."

Then there was the students' ball, to which he convoyedMat
,
who was quite dazzled by the elegance and refinement

of the ladies, and almost afraid to speak to his partners, andtorn afresh with envy of the beautiful life from which he had

tr:fT\T' ^'"^ ^'' '^^"' '"'' '^^^ ^^^^"g ^i« discomfort
till after the supper (at which he tasted champagne for the
first time), Herbert's special circle danced the Lancers with azest '^nd entratn that horrified some of the matrons, andbrought back to xMatt the dear old nights when he took thebarn floor with little Ruth Hailey, under the placid gaze ofthe cows and amid the odors of the stable and the hay-mow

J^or other memorable experiences, too. Matt was indebted tohis easy-going cousin. There was Herbert's club, the Bohe-
mian, a cosey little place favored by actors and journalists, cari-
caiures of whose sensuous faces lined the wails in company
with oil-paintings and sketches more sensuous still. Matt felt
measureless reverence for the men he brushed against here.He had seen some of them before in the illustrated paperswhich he read m shop - windows or penny news-rooms or
i-einert g studio, and ho trembled lest they should detect, fromha mhmmment amid the Yarie4 l^nives sod fof.\^ au4
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glasses, that ho was only a boor with less education than the

waiters. He wondered what the clever, cultured people —
scraps of whose conversation floated across to him amid the

popping of soda-water corks—-would think if they knew he

had planted potatoes, chopped logs, made sugar in the woods,

and climbed masts and steeples. In the new snobbishness

with which their society had infected him he could not see

that these things were education, not humiliation, and h*^ was

glad that even Herbert knew little of his history, and asked less.

Of other people's histories, on the other hand, Matt heard a

great deal. "Bubbles" had robbed him of his belief in roval

virtue ; in the smoking-room of the Bohemians society fell to

pieces like a house of cards, in building Avhich, as Herbert

once said, the knaves alone had been used. It was a racing,

dicing, drinking, swindling, fornicating fraternity, worm-eaten

with hypocrisy. Sincerity or simplicity was '* all my eye ;"

there was always money or a woman or position in the back-

ground.

" They talk a lot of scandal," Matt once complained.

" My dear Matt," remonstrated Herbert, " it's not scandal

;

it's gossip. Brixton gossips about who marries whom, Bohemia

about who lives with whom. Scandal implies censure."

Despite the scandal (or the gossip), Matt was full of curi-

osity to see this stmige new life of clubs and restaurants and

theatres (to which Herbert sometimes got paper admissions),

this feverish realm of intellect and gayety, where nobody seemed

to want for anything ; but it sometimes came over him with an

odd flash of surprise and bitterness, as he caught the gleam of

white scented shoulders, or saw heavy-jowled satyrs swilling

champagne, that all this settled luxury had been going on while

he was tramping the snowy roads of what might have been

another planet.

The feeling wore off as the London season advanced, and

the tide of luxurious life roiled along the great sunny thor-

oughfares, or flecked the midnight strei < with darting points

of fire. His Puritan conscience, curiously persisting beneath

all the sopniiciRni encendered bv his mother's trasredv- had at

first acquiesced but uneasily in the unscriptural view of life

K
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that seemed to prevail around him. But fainter and fainter
grew Its prickings, the sensuous in him ripened in this liberal
atmosphere, and that Greek conception cf a beautiful world
which, budding for him in solitude, had been almost nipped by
the same cruel tragedy, flowered now in the heats of an ardent
city.

" The Old Gentleman " was in such good-humor at the sur-
prising progress of Herbert's "Daniel before Nebuchadnezzar"
that Madame's gentle remonstrance that he ought to do some-
thing for Matt touched a responsive chord, and before the Acad-
emy sending -in day Matt had the privilege of being escorted
by his uncle, in company with Herbert, to a conversazione at the
Reynolds Club, of which the dealer was a member. Herbert
was soon lost in the crush of second-rate painters and engravers
and obscurely famous visitors who gathered before the mem-
bers' would-be Academy pictures that lined the walls, or the
second-rate entertainers who struck attitudes on the dais ; but
Matt was too nervous amid this congestion of celebrities to de-
tach himself from his uncle, who did the honors grandly, point-
ing out the lions of the club with a proprietorial air.' Matt
could not but feel that his uncle (who was of the swallow-tailed
minority) was himself one of the lions of the club, and in very
truth he was its most distinguished -looking member. "The
refreshments are not gratis," he told Matt, "but of course you
can have anything you like at my expense. Will you have a
cup of coffee, or are you one of those degenerate young men
who can't live without whiskey-and-water ?" But Matt had no
appetite for anything; he was too fluttered by this close con-
tact with the giants of the brush. He listened eagerly to mor-
sels of their dialogue, strained his vision to see them through
the smoky, lamplit air ; critical as he might have been, and
was, before their work, the men themselves were shrouded in
a vague splendor of achievement. They had all been hung.

There seemed a good deal of talk about a virulent article of
comprehensive condemnation in the art columns of the Satur-
day Spectator ; everybody seemed to have read it and nobody
to have written it. For the rest, compliments crossed like smil-
ing couples in ths quadrille.
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" What a stunning landscape that is of yours, Rapper !" said

Wilfred Smith, a jou- 'ilist so ignorant of painting that he was
suspected of art criticism. " Quite like a Corot."

" Oh, it's nothing
;

just knocked off for a cclor-blind old

Johnny who admires me," replied Rapper, aeprecatingly. He
was a moon-faced man with a double eyeglass on a gold cord.

" It's rotten, really ; I'.ti awfully ashamed of it." And he el-

bowed his way towards it.

" So he ought to be, and so ought you to be ashamed, Wil-

fred," said Mor Ison, the poet of pessimism and music-halls.

" It's just like those splashes of silvery gray they sell for Corots

on the Boulevards."

" That's what I meant," said Wilfred. " Didn't you see I was

guying him ? Hullo, Clinch, I've been admiring that water-color

of yours. What an exquisite face the girl has !"

" It isn't a water-color, you fool ; it's a pastel," said

Clinch, gruiBy.

'* That's what I meant—not an oil-color," replied Wilfred,

unabashed.

Matt stared with interest at the picture, which was just be-

side him. The face was indeed exquisite with the peculiar

delicacy of pastel. He looked at th-i painter's own face, coarse

and splotched, the teeth fouled by endless tobacco. It was as

though Pan should paint Psyche.

" I see the Saturday Spectator doesn't understand your ' Car-

olina,' Clinch," said the poet, smiling.

Clinch damned the Saturday Spectator in a string of unlovely

oaths, which were drowned by the music of a violin and a piano.

He did not care a twopenny damn what people scribbled about

him ; his pictures were there, just the same.

" But what does * Carolina ' mean, old man ?" said the poet

appealingly.

Clinch replied that literary fellows were invariably sangui-

nary fools who fancied that painting meant things and could be

explained in words. He had just been reading about the sig-

nificance of Leonardo's backgrounds in some rotten book on the

Renaissance. In realitv those bits of landscane must have been
i ... -

put in and painted out a dozen times before Leonardo had struck

|i

i
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the color-harmony he tried after. Morrison retorted that if the

art-critic could pairit he would become a partisan, tied to his

own talent. As it was, he could approach other men's pictures

without piejudice.

*' But also without knowledge," Clinch replied, goaded. He
pointed out urutajjy that to learn painting meant to learn a new
set of symbols. " If you wanted to paint that lamp," he said,

"you'd probably put down a line to get that edge, and so
lose aii the softness. A real line wouldn't look a bit

like the real thing. Same with color ; real red wouldn't give

red. Painting is all subterfuge, optical illusion. Color and form
are only an affair of relations."

He went on to explain, with punctilious profanities, that to

study the relation of that lamp to the piano-lid was enough for

a picture ; treated perfectly, there would be a poetry and mys-
tery about it. Beauty, too, was only an affair of relations, and
in "Carolina" he had been trying to get a beautiful relation be-

tween two ugly things, and an early Georgian feeling into a

nineteenth-century interior, with a scientific accuracy of tones
known only to modern French art.

Matt listened eagerly, wincing a little at the livelier oaths,

but conscious of piquant perspectives, of novel artistic vision,

which, if not quite intelligible, was in refreshing contrast with

Tarmigan's old-fashioned orthodoxy.

" But you had the same woman in your picture of the * Salva-

tion Lass,' " persisted the poet.

Clinch explained that if writing chaps knew what it was to

hunt for a satisfactory model, they'd thank their stars they
didn't know a palette from a planchetl^e. A •' swell woman "

that really expressed your idea you couldn't get to sit for yon,

and if you could get her you couldn't swear at her. Besides, it

was his ambition to create a new type of feminine beauty, and
impose her on his period— une femme de Clinch ! Wilfred
Smith took mental notes, prepared henceforward to expound
Clinch to an ignorant world.

" It's about time he got a new model, anyway," he said, when

" Or painted her,'* added Morrison, dryly.
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Matt had a flash of resentment. The picture was to him a

dainty dream of cool color and graceful form. Despite his as-

sociation with Herbert, he did not yet understand the tempera-
ment that strides to Wit over Truth's body.

*' Isn't it funny a man like that should draw such refined

women ?" he could not help remarking to his cicerone.

Matthew Strang assumed an oracular expression. "Art's
just a knack," he said. " You've got to be born with it. I

wasn't, more's the pity ; but Herbert makes up for it, thank
Heaven ! Art's got nothing to do with character. I've paid

many a man to do me so many easel-pictures a year, and do
you suppose I ever got them ? The rogues get drunk or die or

something, but they never come up to time."

Matt was puzzled. If Art demanded anything, it seemed to

him it was steadfastness and sobriety. The truth about it

seemed to lie in those lines he had read in a volume of Matthew
Arnold, borrowed from Herbert

:

" Young, gay,

Radiant, adorned outside; a hidden grouDd

Of thought and of austerity within."

A sudden fear that he was not a genius himself was like a vivi-

sector's knife through his heart, laying bare with painful incision

its secret hope.

"Do you think Clinch gets his effects without bothering?"

he asked, with anxiety.

" heavens ! no," said Matthew Strang, authoritatively. " I

.^nce watched him at work. He was squatted on a tiny stool,

looking up at his picture, and painting upward. He had a

cigarette in his mouth, which he was always relighting. Every
now and then he would sigh heavily, or swear at himself or his

model, and sometimes he would go and lie on the hearth-rug

and stare solemnly at the canvas ; then jump up, give one touch,

swear if it went wrong, paint it out, and then go and stand in

the corner with his face to the wall, probably in meditation,

but looking exactly like a naughty little boy at school."

Matt smiled, half at the picture of Clinch in the corner, half

from relief at finding that even men who swore and drank far
13
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more than he did suffered quite as acutely in the parturition

of the Beautiful. He fell back on the theory of an essential

inne"- delicacy behind the occasionally coarse envelope of artis-

tic genius, just as grossness could lurk beneath a gentlemanly

refinement.

They ultimately found Herbert in the billiard-room, with a cue

in one hand and a " soda-and-whiskey " in the other. " I don't

want to look at the pictures," he protested. " If they're decent

I'll see them in the Academy, and if they're rot it's waste of time

seeing them at all. As for the entertainment, you can get a bet-

ter at any music-hall—at least, so I've been told." Neverthe-

less, he himself took Matt to another conversazione the same

week, the far more homely gathering of tne St. George's Sketch-

ing Club, where the,refreshments were gratis and evening dress

was taboo, and really famous people scrambled for the bread-

and-cheese and beer, of which there was not enough, and mem-

bers dispr ted themselves in their models' costumes for the

edification of a company which had turned its back on their

pictures. For the Academy itself Matt paid his shilling, into

such extravagant habits had he slipped since the days of his

arrival in London, when a National Gallery catalogue was be-

yond his far fatter purse. But he came away ranch less inspired

than from that momentous visit, his imagination untouched,

save once or twice, as by Erie-Smith's personalized projections

of mediieval romance, in which the absence of real atmos-

phere seemed only natural. There were so many smooth por-

traits of uninteresting people that he was reminded drearily of

his Nova - Scotian drudgery, when his heaven-scaling spirit had

to stoop to portray and please some tedious farmer who was

sometimes not even picturesque. It did not occur to him how

unfair was the latent comparison with the National Gallery
;
he

forgot that Art is short and the Academy long, that one can no

more expect a batch of great pictures every year than a batch

of great novels or of great symphonies.

Tarmigan had a picture of " The Rape of the Sabines." It

^»no iMirirr r^n tUa ]\wa •»»>(! Gva^^fe'"''' WHS vf'fv^ nrniid of it. In

the discussion on the Academy (which supplied the class with

the materials for a fortnight's carping) it was the only picture



It

In

THB PICTURE-MAKERS

that escaped even " Bubbles's" depreciation, though he declared
he would never himself paint like that, which the curly-l-eaded
wag eagerly admitted. One of the students had secured a place
in the " skies," and his success made Matt regret he himself had
not dared to send in.

Grainger's own contribution had been rejected, which made
his pupils think more highly of themselves.

Matt was more interested in the Azure Art Gallery, a little
exhibition (mainly of landscapes with violet shadows) held b,
some young men about whom Herbert was enthusiastic; foi
they did not attempt, said he, to vie either with the camera or
the conte. » If painting be an art at all," he contended, "

it cai
only be so by virtue of ignoring Nature. As Goethe said, « We
call art Art because it is not Nature.' The musician works up
notes, the poet syllables into a music unlike anything in Nature,
and so must the painter work up Nature's colors and forms un-
der the sole guidance of his artistic instinct. And whatever
can be better expressed in words has no place in painting.
These young men's pictures tell no stories, and no truths either.
They are merely concerned with color and line."

Matt afterwarJs found that, with the exception of a couple of
Scotchmen, these young men by no means accepted Herbert's
account of their aims

; indeed, they rather regarded it as satiri-
cal, for to give truer impressions of Nature was precisely their
boast and glory. Although Matt could not always credit them
with success in this, still he found a note of life and fantasy in
their work. He was especially struck by Cornpepper's " Chim-
ney on Fire in Fitzroy Street "—a flight of sparks falling and
curvmg vn a golden rain, in vivid contrast with the dark, starlit
sky above and the black mass of spectators below, faintly illu-
mined by street-lamps, and broken at the extreme end by the
brassy gleam of the fire-engine tearing up the street. There
were inaccuracies of detail, but Matt was immensely impressed
Dy the originality of the subject and the touch of weirdness,
and it was with joy that he nccepted Herbert's offer to take him

"" - -».i^^, „iic.c L/uriip;;ppur ana nis clique mostly
forgathered. Since Herbert had misinterpreted them to his
cousin. Matt had read a good deal about them in the papers, and

i;
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they hiid held forth brilliantly to interviewers on the veracity

of their rendering of Nature, Cornpepper going so far as to

claim that you could not look at his landscapes without feeling

—from the color of stone and sea, from the tints of the sky and

the disposition of the clouds-what o'clock it was. Whereupon

the Interviewer had consulted a study of poppies on a cliff, and

reported that it was luilf-past eleven, Cornpepper crying "Cor-

rect
'" All of which did not fail to provoke counterblasts from

the Academic camp and from the irresponsible concocters of

facetious paragraphs. _ . . , , .. r ,,

It was all very small—the feeble British refraction of the

great Gallic battle then waging, of the campaign of plein air

and modern subject against bituminous landscapes and classic

conventions, the expurgated English edition of the eternal bat-

tle of youth and age. spiritless as the bouts of boxers in a

Quaker land, sans prize-rings or hcro-worshippeis ;
the shadowy

-varfare of art in a Puritan country vibrating only to politics

and religion, indifferent to style, gauging literature merely by

its message and art by its idea.

But Matt was not a true-born Briton, and his own aversion

from an unreal Nature doctored and tricked up, in which an

artificial chiaroscuro took the place of observation and atmos-

phere, led him into instant sympathy with this pamting of " real

moments," with this presentation of " Nature caught in the fact,

as Cornpepper brilliantly defined the Impressionism he had

smuggled over from Paris. Even if Nature was not so violet

as she was painted, Matt felt the mistake was on the right side.

And who but Cornpepper had revealed and interpreted the

mystery and poetry of the night? True, he was rather stag-

cered to remember, it was impossible to paint the night wuh

your eye on the object. The night side of Nature might be

caught in the fact ; it could not be arrested in the fact.

Herbert was not a member of the Azure Art Club
;
they had

to call on a man in Kensington to get him to take them there.

He proved to be no other than the moon-faced Rapper, whom

Herbert had invited to invite them to dinner.

" He's an awful duffer," he said, enviously, "but he has aflat

of his own and an income of his own, and he's had the run of

7
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Copenhagen, Taris, and An*,werp. They say Copenhagen is

worse than Paris."

Rapper made them stay to admire his rooms. " Don't look

at my pictuicr," he said ;
" that's only a portrait I'm doing of

Riggs, the bucket-shop keeper. I'm an awful duffer; why I

shoulc! get so many commissions at a hundred and fifty guineas

when there's lots of geniuses starving, I 'lever can make out.

I suppose it's because 1 don't want the money—I shall only

blue it at Monte Carlo. I've only just come back from the

country—a J. P., an awful screw. He made me do him and his

wife for two-fifty. Still, they're only half-lengths. Do try

some of this Burgundy ; it's genuine. I import it direct from a

small grower. I get a huge barrel for five pounds, and pay

three pounds duty, and get hundreds of bottles out of it. Peo-

ple don't know how to get wine in England. Oh, do please

look at that Limoges enamel over the mantel-piece, Mr. Strang

;

it's far better worth looking at than that daub of a library."

" I always prefer to look at pictures," said Matt < lologeti-

cally.

'* It is rather a strong bit of color," admitted Rapper.

" Yes. Do you think the light is accounted for ?" asked Matt.

" That red glow—"
" Don't you see the library lamp ?" rejoined Rapper.

" Yes, but the shade's off , and even then, isn't it more like

firelight?"

" Not a bit of it!" replied Rapper, hotly. " Do you suppose

I didn't study the effects with a lighted lamp ? That's a good

bit of action in the old scholar's arm, reaching for the book."

Matt examined it carefully.

" The forearm is a little out of drawing, isn't it—a little too

long ?" he asked, timidly.

" My dear fellow, the model had an unusually long forearm.

You don't suppose everybody is alike. Of course it isn't near

finished yet. But really I was trying for color more than for

line ; and, after all, it's the careless draughtsmanship of a man

who can draw. It attracted quite a lot of notice at the Azure Art

Gallery last year, but 1 put a big price on it, so that it shouldn't

sell, and Pd nave time to work it up. That's a little bust of

I
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myself ; it's only plaster of Paris bronzed over. I model ever
so much better than I paint, but nobody will give me a "ora-

mission. Isn't it funny ? Do have some more rf the Bur-
gundy. I'm not much of an artist, but I flatter myself I do
know a good wine."

Before they loft he presented them with photographs of his li-

brary picture, apparently forgetting that he hadn't near finished it.

" I say, I can't go about with you if you go on like this,"

whispered Herbert to Matt, as Rapper lingered to extinguish

his gas and lock his door. " Fancy tilling a chap his faults.

You mustn't go by me and my Nebuchadnezzar. I rather like

to be pitched into. It keeps a fellow from getting conceited."
" I didn't know," Matt murmured, with a new admiration for

Herbert, who had already become a hero to him, movmg so

brilliantly amid all tli6se shining circles. The thi-oe young men
got into a -lansom and smoked Rapper's cigars. At the lit-

tle club, whic^ was only ten minutes oflf, they dined in a long,

narrow, drab-painted room, with a billiard-table near the door.

Severr^l men, vhose work Matt had studied with interest, were
dining in their vicinity. Matt strained his ears to catch their

conversation, but it seemed to be all about the billiard-table, an
apparently recent acquisition. At last, to his joy, he was intro-

duced to some of the most famous—to Butler, tall, dark, muscu-
lar, and frock-coated, most erratic of etchers, most slap-dash of

painters ; to the foul-mouthed, dainty-fingered Clinch ; to Gur-
ney,slim, youthful, and old-faced, habited in t'^eeds, the latest re-

cruit, an earnest disciple of every master in turn, old or new,
always in superlatives of eulogy or nbuse, and untaught by his

own gyrations to respect a past adoration c • to tone down a
present; to Greme, more Octreiacediy boyish than even Her-

bert, a blonde youth credited by his admirers v.-ith a charming
new blond vision of Nature, though the Philistines contended
that all he did was to get water-color efiEects with oils ; to Simp-
son, who ground his own colors, and had mysterious glazes and
varnishes, and wns consumed by an unshared anxiety as to the

permanence of his pictures ; and—oh, awful joy !—to the great

Cornpepper, the vaost brilliant and the youngest of them all, a

squat, juvenile figure, with a supercilious eye-glass in the right
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eye, a beak like nose, and a habit of rasping the middle of his

seat with his hands, like an owl on a perch. Matt was dying

to ta,\y to them—and especially to Cornpepper—of their art; as

to men who had already done something m the world through

which they moved, burdened with aspirations and hulocd with

dreams. But the talk would not veer round to painting, and

the evening was entirely devoted to a general game of shell-

out with halfpenny points. Matt was drawn into taking a cue,

and lost one and threepence halfpenny in the C-at game, his

inexperience being aggravated by Herbert's whispered caution

not to cut the cloth. However, his skilled eye and hand, prac-

tised witli gun and brush, soon told, and he won his monov back

in the second, much to his relief, for his funds were running

awa ' at an appalling rate. The strenuous leaders of the new-

est ait movement relaxed ov"* the green table, highly hilarious

as the white ball ran among the red tails like a sheep-dog,

to drive them into the pockets, and stamping and contorting

themselves in mock applause after a Tailure to score.

"That's a fluke!" Herbprt yvould say when the failure was

his, and the jest boca-ne a catchword provocative of perpetual

cachinnation.

There were so many hands in the game that Matt had plenty

of time for occasional remarks between his turns, but nobody

would speak of art except a venerable graybeard named Brink-

side, who talked to him enthusiastically of the Azure Art

campaign. He told him of the heroism of its leaders : of how

Cornpepper had lived on dates and water while doing black-

and-white illustrations for the Christian Home, salvation sub-

jects at starvation prices ; of how the even sturdier Butler had

slept in a stable-loft, refusing to compromise with his genius or

to modify the great dabs of paint that the world mistook for

daubs. In answer to Matt's inquiries, the old man explained

to him how Cornpepper painted his night scenes, by putting

down at fever heat in the morning some beautiful effect noted

and absorbed the night before. In the evening Cornpepper

would return to the spot, Brinkside said ; but if, despite all his

waiting, he could not see the same effect, he would wilfully for-

get the second impression, and return again and again till the

i^
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first conditions were repeated. Matt, relieved to find th.t

Cornpepper's method was similar to his own, and that genius

had no esoteric prerogatives of method, pointed out that in

Nature's infinite permutations an effect never recurred exactly

as before, and that, therefore, he, for his part, contented himself

with storing up in his mind the main values and color-planes,

relying on deduction for the minutiae. But, of course, it aii

dependci on holding the total effect, the original sensation,

vividly in the memory. On leaving he thanked Brinkside

with touching humility for the instructive interest of his con-

versation.

" Funny to find an old man in a new movement," he observed,

suddenly, to Herbert, in their homeward hansom.
«
"Why not ? Old men often creep in. It's their last chance.

But if it's Brinkside you're thinking of, he's not an artist at all.

He's an artists' colorman, who supplied 'em with their materials

on tick before they caught on. Brinkside's like a dress-maker

I used to know at Brighton, who financed lovely woman till she

married wealthy flats. He foresaw they would get on, and, by

Jove, they are blazing away like a house on fire, or, perhaps I

ought to say, lihe a chimney on fire."

"Then the opposition to the Academy is flourishing!" cried

Matt, joyfully. His vague, youthful sympathy with all that

was fresh and young was strengthened and made concrete by

the revelations of struggle and starvation in the lives of those

that had preceded him, martyred for the faith that was in them.

" Yes, it is flourishing," said Herbert ;
" so much so that in

ten years' time most of 'em will be Academicians or Associates.

If I were the governor I'd buy 'em up now ; but he's got no in-

sight."

" Oh," said Matt, disappointed. " Do you mean the Academy

will win, after all ?"

" Six of one and half a dozen of t'other. They'll be half

accepted and half toned down. Already Greme and Butler are

married—and that's the beginning of the end. Lucky beggars !

supplied with enthusiasm in their youth, ana couitort m tucir

old age. I wish I was young myself."

" What nonsense
!"
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" I never was young," said Herbert, shaking his head. " I

always saw through everything. Heigho ! Give us a light

from your cigar. I've sighed mine out."

" I suppose they're very grateful to Brinkside," said Matt,

when the fire of Herbert's cigar was rekindled.

" They play billiards with him, but I don't suppose they've

squared up yet."

" But they're making money now," urged Matt, horrified.

Years of bitter slavery to domestic liabilities had unfitted him

to understand this laxity of financial fibre.

" And then ? Why be rash ? One can't foresee the future."

Before the magnificence of this rebuke Matt shrank abashed

;

he had a sneaking tv.'inge of shame and concern for his own

homely honesty, as for something inauspiciously inartistic.

" Talking of money," went on Herbert, " I'm devilish hard up

myself for a day or two— bills to meet at once, and my al-

lowance don't come due for a few days. You couldn't advance

me a trifle, I suppose ?"

" Of course I could," said Matt, eagerly.

" Do you think you could let me have a pony ?"

" A pony ?" repeated Matt, mystified.

"Twenty-five pounds. Don't do it if it will at all inconven-

ience you."

Matt was glad that it was too dark for Herbert to read his

face. The sum was by far the greater portion of hi? worldly

possessions. But he did not hesitate. Herbert would refund

it in a day or two.

" I will brin.: it to the studio to-morrow," he said.

"Th-.t's a good chap," said Herbert. " By-the-way, we've

got to go to Cornpepper's studio next Sunday week."

" Really ?" cried Matt, in delighted excitement.

» Yes ; he told me he didn't like to ask you direct, because

you looked so serious and strait-laced."

** Oh !" protested Matt, with a vague sense of insult.

» Well, you do, there's no denying it. Remember how you

preached to me about the governor the first time you saw me.

Perhaps you'll go lecturing Cornpepper because he economizes

by domesticating his model when he has a big picture on the
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easel. Personally, I like Cornpepper; be is the orily Tellow

who has the courage of ^is want of principles in this white-

washed sepulchre of a country. But be careful that you don't
talk to him as you did to Rapper, for he lives up to his name.
He is awfully peppery when you tread on his corns, though he
has no objection to stamping on yours. Not that I believe

there's any real malice in him, but they say his master at the
Beaux-Arts was a very quarrelsome fellow, and my opinion is

that he models himself on him, and thinks that to quarrel with
everybody is to be a great artist."

" Oh, but don't you think he will be a great artist ?" said Matt.
' He is a great artist, but he won't be," said Herbert. " He'll

be an R.A. By Jove ! we nearly ran over that Guardsman.
Mary Ann has been standing him too many drinks. Do you
know the price of a Guardsman, Matt ?"

" The price ?"

" Yes ; a nurse-maid who wishes to be seen walking out with
a swagger soldier has to give him half a crown and his beer."

Herbert never lost an opportun'ty of showing off to Matt his
knowledge of the inner working of the great social machine.
Madame, passing her white hand lovingly over her boy's hair,

had no idea of the serpentine wisdom garnered in the brain
beneath.

At the Marble Arch, Matt, carefully bearing the photograph
of Rapper's ** Library," got out of the hansom to exchange to a
'bus which passed near his street. He offered to pay his share
of the hansom, but Herbert waved the silver aside with princely
magnificence.

\f- ii

CHAPTER V

A SYMPOSIUM

Matt's desire to hear the brotherhood of the brush on Art
was gratified ad nauseam at Corn pepper's, for a batch of artists

of all ages, together with a couple of journalists, assembled in

the big, bare, picture-littered studio to smoke their own pipes
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and to say " when " to the neat-handed noodel who dispensed

the host's whiskey. Some declared they wanted it neat, to take

off the effects of a grewsome tale with which Rapper had
started the evening. It was about the time when he had stud-

ied art in Berlin and attended Ringschneider's anatomy class.

('* I'm not much of an artist, but I do know anatomy," he inter-

polated.) One day when the corpse upon which the professor

was about to demonstrate was uncovered, the students recog-

nized, to their horror, a favorite fellow -pupil, who had been

away for a few days. He had been taken ill in his garret, con-

veyed to the hospital, and, being alone in the world, had been

sold to the lecture-room. The startled class immediately sub-

scribed for another corpse, and buried the unfortunate boy with

due honors. Greme tried to counteract this tale by another one

about a model, an old fellow named "William Tell, who, after

vainly applying at the Slade and Lambeth schools for work, had

been taken up by the St. George's Sketching Club for the sake

of his picturesque corded breeches. When, at the end of the

two hours' spell, the men were criticising one another's work,

one said to another, "There doesn't seem any leg under those

breeches." Overhearing which, William Tell fell to indignantly

unbuttoning his gaiters.

The arrival of a twinkling-eyed caricaturist, joyously greeted

by all as ** Jimmy," dispelled the last flavors of the mortuary.

"Aren't you in China?" everybody asked. Jimmy explained

he had thrown up the commission, but was off to the West In-

dies next month, though he expected to find himself in Paris

instead. He was a genius, with an infinite capacity for taking

pains and making friends, and, being forced to rise in the small

hours to get through his work before the countless callers ar-

rived to distract him, was popularly supposed to be an idle

scapegrace, who produced sketches as rapidly and copiously as

the conjurer produces oranges from his coat -sleeve. Matt's

breath was almost taken away in a rush of reverence and rapt-

ure at the unexpected privilege of seeing him ; for, despite his

own craving for the Sublime and the Beautiful, Jimmy Raven's

sketches of low London life had for him a magnetic appeal

who£ie strength surprised himself. Sometimes he fancied it

;
1'

;

if
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was the humor and the fun that held him, as being the quali-

ties in which he himself was most deficient ; sometimes it flashed

upon him obscurely—as in a light thrown through a fog—that

Jimmy Raven was teaching him to see the spectacle of life more

deeply and truthfully through the medium of his humorous vis-

ion ; at such instants he almost thought one of Jimmy's loafers

worth a whole Academy of poetic myths, but he suppressed the

suspicion as absurd and perturbing to his own ideals and vision,

telling himself it was only the truth and subtlety of the draughts-

manship that he admired. He listened to him now as eagerly

and deferentially as to Corm -^pper, his eyes fixed mainly on

these two famous faces, as if to seize the secret of their gifts in

some contour of nose or chin; but he had ample curiosily and

respect to spend even on the other men, though below all his

real modesty and diffidence was a curious bed-rock of yelf-con-

scious strength, as of a talent that might hope one day to be

recognized even of these.

But there was little art-talk to be got out of Jimmy. Hav-

ing likewise said " v hen," he launched into an account of an

East End girl he ha^ sketched that morning in the Park, and

quoted her idea of a oster gentleman. " My brother's a toff,"

he had overheard her boasting, *' He wears three rows of but-

tons down his trousers, and sixteen wentilation 'oles in 'is 'at."

' And who do you think I saw in the Park ?" he went on.

"Egyptian Bill."

" No ?" cried various voices. " What was he preaching I"

" Buddhism," said Jimmy. " He's sitting to Winkelman,

that old chap who became a Buddhist when he was painting

those Eastern things the critics made such a fuss about."

There was a laugh at the expense of the Mohammedan model,

who always suited his religion to his employer's.

" When I did him," said Jimmy, •' I pretended to be a Jew,

and it was great fun after he became a Jew to tell him I was a

Christian. ... I don't know which - -xi the biggest lie," he add-

ed, with his droll twinkle.

" Did you hear about the Hindoo who went to see Winkel-

raan's things at Dowdeswell's ?" said Butler. " He spat out.

You see, he knew the real thing." He smiled with grim satis'
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faction, for the things were licked and stippled into a meretri.

cio'- -^oetry, and his own bold blobs of Oriental color had been

lat^h at. „
" J)on t you wish they supplied spittoons at the Academy 1

asked Jimmy.
i. i, j*

It was the red rag. For the next ten minutes the absurdi-

ties of the Academy and the transcendent merits of the Salon

(which most of them had run over to Paris to see) occupied ihe

tapis, and then a spectacled Scotchman, who answered to the

name of Mack, dilated upon the decadence of the grisette and

the degeneracy of the students' orgies.

" Ah, but still Paris stands for the joy of life," said Corn-

pepper. " They are not ashamed of living."

" They ought to be," said Matt, and the company laughed, as

at a good joke.
i » • j

» Our young friend thinks the artist should be moral, said

Herbert, paternally.

" He'll say art should be moral next," said Mack.

"It isn't immoral, is it?" said Matt, feebly. As usual, he

was half fascinated, half shocked by the freedom of the ar-

tistic standpoint, for which his intellect was ready, but not his

deeper organization. He wondered again why he was so un-

comfortably constructed, and he envied these others for whom

their art seemed to flow in happy irrelation to conduct and char-

acter, or at least to the moral ideals of the bourgeois. He mar-

velled at them, too, not understanding how talents more sub-

conscious than his own could lie in closed compartments, as it

were, of the artists' minds, apparently unaffected by the experi-

ences of their temporary owners.

" Art's neither moral nor immoral," pronounced the little host,

magisterially, as he grasped his perch more tightly, •' any more

than it's lunar or calendar. The .rtist thinks and feels in line

and color. He sees Nature green or gray, according to his tem-

perament. There are as many views from Richmond Hill as

there are artists. If two views are alike, one is a plagiarism.

Nature will never be exhausted, for every man sees her differ-

And so long as he doeiin't see her double—" put in Jimmy.(i

W
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" Quite so," said Cornpepper. « So long as he isn't too drunk
to keep his brush steady, we ask no more of hira. In fact, it's
always best to be in love with your sitter— that's what dves
chic"

^

"Rot!" said a granite-facerl, white-bearded septuagenarian
who had been smoking in silent amusement. «' Ckfc comes
merely from painting with brushes too large for the work."
"Avast there, Rocks!" said Jimmy. "We don't want any

of your revolutionary notions here. What would you say if we
denounced jammy shadows at the Academy dinner ?"

"Avast yourself !" cried Cornpepper, rather angrily. «' This
is Liberty Hall. I won't be classed with the new school, or with
any school." Cornpepper's success had already made him feel
the dead-weight of an extravagant school with which one is

confounded. " Because I exhibit with you chaps, people credit
me with all your views. You might as well say I agree with
the president because I'm on the line ir the Academy."

" Have you got a picture in the Academy, Teddy ? I didn't
notice it,'' said Wilfred Smith, the journalist, thereby express-
ing what was in Matt's mind too.

" There you are !" laughed Rocks. " When you come among
as you're lost. It's only by our rejecting you that ve make
you famous. When you exhibit by yourselves, you stand out."

" I allow Rocks to talk," said little Cornpepper, with a good-
natured smile. " He was the first to detect my talent, and I
am really sorry to be the last to detect his. I think his big
nudes are shocking. He and Tarmigan are a pair. Where is

the point of painting heathen mythology ?"

"I only paint the nude br-.ause I can't paint clothes," said
Rocks, smiling. " You are all so versatile nowadays."

" Ah, Teddy '11 come round to the classic, too, one day," said
Butler, with a weary expression on his strong, stern face. " You
should have seen his joy when he got the invitation for varnish-
ing-day."

"Nothing of the sort," cried little Cornpepper, glaring
through his eye-glass and humping himself into a more owl-
like curve. "I didn't even accept the invitation. 1 wasn't
going to help the R.A.'s to correct their draughtsmanship."
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The glare relaxed under his pleasure at the laugh, and he add-

ed, more quietly: ' Do let us drop shop, for Heaven's sake. I'm

not one of a school—I'm myself. And I don't say salvation

lies with any sect. Give me style ; that's all I ask for."

" Will you have it neat ?" murmured Jimmy.
" Style, not school," pursued Cornpepper, pleased with the

phrase. " Take literature ! There's style in Boccaccio, and

style in Flaubert, and style in Wycherley. Even a moral work

may pass if it has style—Pope's satires, for instance. So, too,

in painting. I don't find style in Bouguereau or Fred Walker,

in Rocks or Tarmigan, who are only fit for chromos, but I do

find it in Mantegna, in Fortuny, in Degas, in
—

"

" Good-bye !" said Jimmy, getting up. " I have to meet my
wife at ten."

" Oh, there's lots of time," said Cornpepper. " Carrie, pass

Jimmy the whiskey. Sit down, there's a good chap." And
Jimmy sat down.

• otyie's going to be a square touch and a feathery outline,"

said Greme, sarcastically.

" Style's merely a decorative appearance," said Mack. " A
picture is primarily a wall-decoration ; it has no right to exist

for itself."

" Hear, hear !" cried Herbert. Mack lived up to his princi-

ples, for he always saw Nature as a pretty pattern.

" Style's an accident ; look at the blottesque effects you get

in water-color," said Rooks.

" The last and greatest art—the art to blot," quoted Levison,

t.he second journalist, who also posed as a war-artist in times of

peace.

"When I was in Antwerp, under Villat," said Rapper—"a
fierce little man he was—he used to come and correct our can-

vases with big blotches of burnt sienna and lamp-black on the

last day of a model. Rocks would call that a blottesque effect.

Now I flatter myself / can tell you what style is, though I don't

profess to get it myself. Style is
—

"

'* The art of leaving in—or leaving out—accidents," finished

Rocks. " You see that so well in Fortuny's work,"

" Jimmy gets his effects by leaving out all the dead lines of

•4 ...
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bis first sketch," said Wilfred Smith, the journalist ;
" don't

yell, Jimmy ?"

" So I'm told," said Jimmy.
" Style is the art of leaving out," said Herbert. *' They don't

leave out the R.A.'s pictures in the Academy. Hence the ab-

sence of style in the show."

" Tut, tut, tut ! Shop again !" cried Cornpepper, despair-

ingly. "The only chance of progress for art is in neglecting

values—not from ignorance, like the Germans, but from inten-

tion ; not viewing Nature through a bit of black glass, like Mil-

let, or toning down the violets of her shadows, but painting real

sunlight."

" But you can't really paint sunlight," put in Matt, timidly.

" Paint's only mud,"
" Quite so," said' Cornpepper. " But Delacroix said, * Give

mc mud, and I'll paint you the skin of Venus.' It depen'l«

on what you put round your mud."
' Or how you put it on," added Gurney. ** The only way is

to get optics to help you, and mix your primaries on the can-

vas, not on the palette, with a Bright's brush.'''

"I reckon you'll be breaking out in 'spots' next," laughed

Rocks. " That Vibriste nonsense has been the ruin of young

Dircks. He used to be quite second-rate, but since he crossed

the Channel he squeezes his tubes on to his canvas, and it's all

streaks like a clown's face."

"Paint is neither mud nor sunlight," interposed Butler, au-

thoritatively. " It's pviint. Glory in it. Don't pretend it's

silk or wood. According to the Academy, the highest art is to

conceal paint."

" Shop again !" groaned Cornpepper. *' We're an awfully

narrow set, we artiste—always girding at each other's methods,

though we're all trying for the same thing." Then, recalled

by Butler's frowning face to a sense of his position as chef

cfecole, i. position he was not yet prepared to abdio-'te, he add-

ed, in more conciliatory accents :
'* All I object to in the Acad-

emy is its existence. No body of men has the right to say to

the public, L^art, r^est moi. I don't for a moment claim our

work's better than theirs, only—

"
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"That theirs is worse than ours," suggested Jimmy
"It's all very well, but their ideal is smooth things," "persisted

Butler, vehemently. " Sn.ooth things in paint, ,n life, and in
nftcr-dinncr speeches. I shouhl hav3 taken the Gold Medal m
•ny year, and been spared years of grinding misery, if I had
scraped out the life with a fish-shcll or a razor-blade."

Matt's eyes flashed sympathetic admiration at him
" Bother the Acad ,my !" said Herbert, hastily. " Pass me

the jug.

" Schools of Arts are barracks," went on Butler, his resentment
unexhausted. -They would fuse all talents in one mould and
put together what God has put asunder. You may teach craft •

but Art—never!"

"The idea of setting a subject, too," said Greme, who was
very proud of his private color-vision. "They go on a false
analogy. Art can't be got at by a competitive examination. It
isn t like Latin or Greek, or the use of the globes; it's the ex-
pression of individual temperament. And it's always such a
rotten, stilted subject they set for the Gold Medal. I wonder
what it is this year?"

" S' .ng's at the Academy," said Rapper. " He'll tell you "
" Oh, confound the Academy !" said Herbert, crossly.
•' Something Biblical, you bet your boots," said Jimmy " It

makes the fellows read the Bible, anyhow. But I must really
go and meet my wife."

"^

*' I heard it was about Nebu—" Greme beo-an.

^
"Here, shut up, Greme!" interrupted Herb^'ert." "Isn't it time

to sing songs ?"

He glanced anxiously at his cousin
; but that enthusiastic

young man was gazing at Butler with a hypnotized stare, lost in
an inward vision of the youthful rebel painting in his stable-loft

^

"Its time to drop shop," responded Cornpepper, sharply.
" I ve been trying to get the talk off art for the last half-hour.
I want to di3cuEs v iskey, woman, and song. What's the dif-
ference who wins the Gold Medal, or even the Prix de Rome?
That's the \r~t one ever hears of them."
"Oh no," said Rapper; ''all the professors at the Beaux-

Arts took the Prix de Rome."
14
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" Did the men with guts ?" inquired Corupepper, scathiugly,

as he glared through his monocle at his contradictor. " Did

the biggest of all, Puvis de Chavannes ? Now, you fellows do-

fine style, but it never occurs to you that it is simply the perfect

handling of your medium, whatever it be. What makes the

decorations of Puvis de Chavannes so great? Merely that, the

gray, cool color scheme just suits the stone of the Pantheon.

The deco'ations of Laurens would be finer as easel pictures.

They makt the building look smaller. Those of Chavannes

ennoble it, gi»o the sense of space and atmosphere. The me-

dium forced to yield its best—that is style. There is one glory

of silver-point and another of chalk or pencil. Fritz's pictures

are damn bad because they are in the wrong medium. To pre-

serve a chronicle of the time is the function of black and white.

Only by—"
"i really must go," said Jimmy, starting up again. "As a

black-and-white man I preserve a chronicle of the time, and it

tells me it's a quarter-past ten, and I have got to meet m^y wife

at the Monico at ten."

"OL, rot! There's lots of time." And a dozen hands

pushed Jimmy into his seat, and Carrie brought him more

whii^key.

" 1 never could see how you square that with your princi-

ples, Cornpepper," argued Gurney, the gyrator, v^ i. thought-

ful wrinkle of his elderly face. " Every painter's got to do his

own time. Posterity won't want Erie-Smith's Greek gods with

ginger-bread flesh, and sickly sea-nymphs with wooden limbs.

A cod's head, well painted, is better than i Madonna." Erie-

Smith had been his last idolized Master before he came to wor-

ship at the shrine of Cornpepper.

" But there's imagination in Erie-Smith," Matt protested, def-

erentially.

Gurney st^crted out quintessence of contempt in an indeco-

rous moaosyllable. " 'Bus- drivers and ballet-girls—^
that's the

modern artist's duty to posterity. And his duty to his contem-

poraries is to find the poetry and beauty around ' -md teach

'em to see it. That's why your Chimney on Fi. i Fitzroy

Street ' is the pictui ' of the year."
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"Oh yes!" Matt burst forth, in the idio ^ of Granger's

jolly stunning !" ' '

Cornpepper made a moue of disgust. " Are we never going
to get away from shop ?" he asked, desperately. " What h^
my chimney to do with the chronicles of the time ? You chaps
have always misunderstood me. You all go by what O'Brien
writes of me in the Saturday Spectator. I do wish he wouldn't
interpret me. I wish he'd leave me alone. It's bad enough to
ha>"^ the papers writing about one's sayings and doings, it'a bad
enough to be afraid of your own friends when, like Levison and
Wilfred Smith, they happen to be journalists ; but to be inter-
preted in leading articles by O'Brien is the crowning blow.
What right has he to meddle with art? Why the hell doesn't
he stick to Ha last ? ir I painted that chimney—"

" Instead of sweeping it." murmured Jimmy. " Do let me
go and meet my wife."

"—it was because I saw ^n opportunity for style, and for giv-
ing an epic sense of London," little Cornpepper went on, fixing
Jimmy with his basilisk glare. «' I don't care a twopenny damn
about posterity or my contemporaries. I paint as I do every-
thing else—to please myself."

" We know you don't please anybody else," retorted Jimmy.
" I must be off."

" Well, black and white is going to be the art of the future
anyhow," said Butler. " Art is dead in England. Nobody dis-
putes that."

" Of course not," said Cornpepper. " Painting's a lost art.
Not one of us can touch the old men—Watts, Millais, Whistler.
No ; we none of us can paint."

"But English art '11 revive through black and white," Butler
maintained. " It's the art of the people. I wish I had dis-
covered that in the days when I refused to do it."

"Black and white is not the ai. of the future, but the future
of Art," said Herbert. «' Nothing else pays."

"It's surer than anythmg else," admitted Gurney.
paper gives you a far wider appeal than a gallery,
only way of elevating the people." His eye°lit i p. He was
meditating a new departure.

And a
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Matt pricked up his cars ; Herbert had not yet repaid him

the twenty-five pounds, borrowed *or a day or two, and in any

case he felt he must soon be earning money. In the stagnation

of the picture market, of which he heard on every side, and on

which the talk fell now, it was at once comforting and distress-

ing to hear of another source of income. Black and white had

scarcely entered into his thoughts before ; he looked upon it as

a degraded commercial form of art—a thing manufactured for

the moment in obedience to editorial instructions. Perhaps if

times had changed, if editors allowed the artist to express him-

self through their pages, one might think of it ; otherwise it

was too horrible. Art to order ! The spirit whose essence was

freedom chained to a cash-box ! It were as well—and honester

to be a cobbler like William Gregson. He shuddered vio-

lently, remembering his sufferings as a portraitrpainter in Nova

Scotia, and very resolved to starve sooner than repeat those de-

grading efforts to please customers.

" I don't talk about it," said Cornpepper, after ten minutes of

general tragic anecdotage, from which he gathered there was

quite a rush into black and white—a subject concerning which

both the journalists seemed fully posted. " I just go on work-

ing ; I don't care whether I sell or not. The dealers I hate and

despise ; they have no measure of Art but .. jat it '11 fetch. I

will have nothing to do with them. The world will come to me

sooner or later. You never hear me grui bling about the market."

'* The more I hear of the troubles of you chaps," said Rappe'-,

" the more surprised I am that I, with nothing like your talents,

should be the one to get the commissions, as if I had any need

of the shiners. I'm going to Birmingham again next week to

do a municipal duffer in his robes. Even when I studied art in

Brussels
—

"

" The real reason we're coming to black and white," broke in

the spectacled Scotchman, " is thao we're all born color-blind.

The dulness of our surroundings, the long cent 'Tries of homes

without decorations, with uubeautiful furniture and crockery,

have told, r.nd now—

"

There was a roar of laughter. "Stow that, Mack!" ckied

Rapper.

I
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" You can't keep Mack off shop," cried Cornpepper. " I'm
sick of this talk about principles. Art, life, nature, realism,
the decorative

! The decorative indeed ! For what is Art ? It
isn't studio-pictures, it's

—

"

•' It's half-past ten," groaned Jimmy, trying to shake off the
detaining hands of his friends. " Where's Sandstone ? Wh .

hasn't he turned up? He goes my way."
''I don't know," said Cornpepper. "He's been quarrelling

with the man who published his lithographs. What a quarrel-
some beggar he is

! I believe he's quarrelled with Clinch now
By-the-way, where is Clinch ? He said he was coming."

Everybody supposed simultaneously that Clinch was drunk,
and their light-hearted acceptance of the idea jarred upon Matt,'
who again became conscious of a curious aloofness from the
company, from which he seemed as cut off on the moral side
as from the despised bourgeoisie on the artistic side. What a
strange isolation

! The f »:ought made him feel lonely, and
then—by reaction—strong.
Even Rocks laughed. "I prefer Philip drunk to Philip

sober," he said. "It's the only time he uses drawing-room
English." ^

"Ho^v can I sup with my wife at the Monico?" persisted
Jimmy, plaintively. "The beastly place closes at eleven on
Sundays."

"Ch, the English Sunday !" said Herbert. "How can you
have art and the English Sunday together? You talk of the
art of the people, Curtis. The real national art of England is
oratorio, and Elijah may not appear on the stage except in even-
ing dress."

"Don't talk to me of the middle classes," groaned Corn-
pepper. " They will never be saved till Boccaccio is read aloud
in every parlor on Sunday afternoons."

" Don't be an ass, Teddy," said Butler. " You'll t moral
some day."

" I can get my stockings darned without marrying," retorted
Cornpepper, with an irritating laugh, and Butlei reddened an-
grily. He iiad marr'ed a slipshod, artistic creature who neg-
lected his shirt-luttons, and the thrust rankled.

niu

IV'
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" My wife's waiting at the Monico," complained Jimmy, in a

droll sing-song.

" Ob, bother ! Carrie's just making the coffee," replied the

host.

" I won't have coffee," said Jimmy ;
" I never mix drinks."

The coffee came round, and with it sandwiches, and broke up

the talk into duets and trios. Cornpepper planned a house-

boat party for the summer to pick up nautical models and paint

the river. Matt's envious consciousness that he was too poor

and too obscure to share in these delightful artistic experi-

ences gave him a new and more disagreeable sense of aloof-

ness. Then the proceedings became musical and re.nained so

till the next morning, their refusal to depart before the advent

of which the guests melodiously declared.

As the party was breaking up, Cornpepper cried: "Oh, I

was nearly forgetting."

" What ?" said Jimmy. " To offer a prayer ?"

"No, to take up a collection," retorted Cornpepper, his

eye-glass gleaming with joy of the mot. " Lily's broken her

leg."

" Our Lily ?" asked Greme. " But she doesn't sit now—
she's on the stage."

" I know ; she's dislocated her ankle, and can't dance."

"She never could dance," observed Herbert. "How ever

did she get an engagement ?"

" Browney put her into his types of English beauty," replied

Cornpepper. "But she's a good girl all the same, and she

hasn't got any money. I'll lead off with five bob."

In a few minutes two guineas were collected. Matt giving

half a crown, which he could ill spare. As the men left, Corn-

pcDper stood at the door exchanging a confidential word with

each. " By Jove, you didn't say a word during the whole dis-

cussion, Mossop," he said, as he shook hands with a brown-

bearded, middle-aged Scotchman, whose cranium bulged curi-

ously at the side.

"HTfvo.o^rx /^i-s'b- \\\a T\ino "lit '^f l>ia mmif.li anrJ Inoked inedlta-

tively at the stem. " If art could be talked, it wouldn't want

to be painted," he said, gravely. " Good-night."
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"Good-night, old chap. Ah, good-night, Wilfred!" said
Cornpepper to the journalist. " Understand, this evening is
private. I don't object to your quoting what I or anybody else
said—my opinions are common property—but, damn it, if you
mention who were here in any of your papers you'll never cross
my door-step again. You don't mind my frankness? Good-
night, old man."

"Good -night, Cornpepper," said Herbert. "I'll let the
governor know about those things of yours," he added, in a
low tone.

"That's a good fellow. He won't regret taking me up
Mind you mention I'm not unreasonable—I'm open to an offer.
I'm awfully glad to have made your acquaintance. Good-night
old chap. Ah, good-night, Levison !" he said, shaking hands
with the other journalist. " Now, please do understand that
what passes at my gatherings is strictly confidential. If you
can earn half a dollar by mentioning who were here—Rocks is
rather a lion just now—I'm not the man to stand in your light.
But I won't have what one says in private reported, and that's
straight. Good-night, old fellow."

Two o'clock boomed from a neighboring steeple. " Good-
night, Teddy," said Jimmy, the last man to go. He added
lugubriously

: " I've still got to meet my wife." Then, as he
.caught sight of himself in the hall-rack mirror, the gleam in
his eye grew droller. "I'm going home in my own hat and
coat," he grumbled. " I'm sober."

It was delicious to breathe the balmy night air after the
smoky, alcoholic atmosphere of the studies Rocks walked a
little way with Herbert and Matt under the silent stars before
they came upon a hansom.

" Are you also an artist ?" he asked Matt.
"I hope to be," said Matt, gravely, "but it's awfully confus-

ing to know what's right. They all talk so cleverly, and they
all seem to be right." He was still worried about formulae,
not having discovered that there are only men.

Rocks emitted a short iau-h. « Don't you bother your head
with theories, my boy," he said, laying his hand kindly on
Matt

,3 shoulder. "You just paint. Every man does what he

it
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can, and runs down what he can't. After all, Art is very old;

there are no great sensational reforms left, like West's discard-

ing the *oga, for the clothes of the period. The plein air school

is this century's contribution ; after that there can only be per-

mutations and combinations of the old. What is new in the

Azure Art Gallery is not good, and what is good is not new."
" Cest JiniP^ said Herbert. "That's what people always say

till genius comes along. My belief is, going by literature and
music, that painting hasn't said its last word."

" It may come back to its first," admitted Rocks, laughing.

"Things go in cycles. At present the last word of Art is

azure."

*' But there are azure shadows ?" said Matt.

"Yes; sunshine on a yellow sand gives a suspicion of blue

and violet where the yellow light is cut off. But y yd ex-

aggerate it and call that a revolution."

" Yes, but this intensified violet, made on your canvas out of

light pigments, does produce the illusion of sunlight," argued

Matt. " And, to my mind, it doesn't falsify nature or values

one bit, because in bright sunlight the eye really sees the

dazzle, no* the values."

"Perhaps you young men see the new ultra-shades at the

end of the s; ectrum, " said Rocks, a little annoyed to find Matt

restive under his patronizing geniality. " Apelles had only four

colors, but his reputation has survived. It is the craze for

novelty that makes these fads catch on."

"On the contrary," retorted Matt, hotly, "people are so

accustomed to the false they have no eye? for the true. It's

the old fable of the roan with the pig under his oak. I

read somewhere that in Sir Joshua's day it was the convention

to paint portraits with hats under their arm, and that Sir

Joshua, having to paint a man with his hat on, automatically

put a second hat under his arm. If he hadn't found it out, I

don't believe the pul)lic would have. And weren't the 1830
men laughed at in France, though now they're thrown in the

teeth of the Impressionists ? It's always the same tale—the

revolutionary is always wrong till he's right. Treason never

prospers. What's the reason? When 'tis successful, 'tig no



mm.

A SYMPOSIUM 217

longer treason.' Truth and light—that's the right formula of
landscape-painting."

Herbert laughed. "My stars, Matt!" he cried, gayly,
"that's the longest speech I've ever heard you make! Is
Cornpepper's whiskey so much better than mine ?"

It was, perhaps, not so much the whiskey as the reaction after
the long, respectful self-repression of the evening. But Rocks
caugbt fire in his tur'<.

" Revolution !" he cried, scornfully. " Doing things literally

by halves— there's a revolution, there's a revelation for yoii.

The new art
! If the modern young man can't draw, color's the

thing
; and if he's got no sense of color, color is vulgar. And

even if he doesn't offend my sense of line by figures that
couldn't stand and limbs that don't fit on he won't finish his
work. He leaves it half-cooked tc show his chic ; to take it

further would be Academic. It's mere notes for pictures, not
pictures. And even at that half the ideas come from Paris,
like our ladies' gowns ; if you ran over there as often as I do
you could put your finger on most of these azure fellows' in-

spirations. If they would only search like the French ! If

they would only really imitate their Monet! That's a real

worker for you—how he slaves at his hay-stacks ! More science
than art to my thinking ; but how he searches ! These chaps
are such dwarfs. Think of Leonardo, think of Raphael, think
of Millet—real men, with big brains and big souls. No; this

Azure Art Cub's a set of bounders and bad draughtsmen.
There's too much mutual admiration ; it prevents men getting
on; they'll find themselves stranded with a half-talent."

"And hasn't Butler got a big soul ?" cried Matt, boiling over.
" And hasn't Cornpepper got a big brain ?"

"Cornpepper?— oh, but this is shop again. He's a good
little chap at bottom, but he's succeeding too young." And
in Rooks's hearty guffaw the storm-clouds rolled away.
"You mustn't fancy I agree with him altogether, Mr.

Rocks," said Matt, simmering down in his turn. " About the
morality of Art, now, isn't there

—

"

" Ah, there's the Methodist parson again," interrupted Her-
bert, laughing. " Hang it all, man, you're not a virgin, are you ?"
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" No, of course not," faltered Matt, mendaciously. He went
oa in haste : " There's a cab !"

" No, I hate four-wheelers !" said Herbert. " Then why the

devil do you always talk such rot? Hansom !"

"They don't seem as united as the papers make out, any-

way," said Matt, in shame faced evasion. He was ashamed of

the lie, and ashamed of its not being true.

" No, there's no esprit de corps among artists," returned

Rocks. " People always imagine there are schools. But in

London there's only the camaraderie of success and the camara-

derie of unsuccess. Good-night."
'* Can't we give you a lift ?" said Herbert.
" No, thanks ; I'm successful," rejoined Rocks, and went oflE

chuckling.

" I wish / was," Herbert grumbled to Matt. " Fancy not
being able to join that house-boat party, but to be stuck down
in town by the Old Gentleman to paint Nebuchadnezzar, I

wish I was you. Matt."

Matt was on the point o^^ consoling him by confessing he was
on the brink of ruin, but that would have seemed like dunning
a friend, to whom he owed so much, for the twenty-five pounds,
so he postponed the inevitable explanation.

CHAPTER VI

THE OUTCAST

It was midsummer, and everybody who was anybody was
pent in the sweltering city.

"The sort of weather to make one want to be a figure-

model," Herbert said, wearily, as he flicked finically at " Daniel
before Nebuchadnezzar," now well on its way to completion.
" But it seems to suit the Old Gentleman. You might laugh,

Matt. I'm too languid myself."

Matt did not reply; he was leaning against the marble
mantel-piece, pale and perspiring.
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" What do yon think is his latest move ?" pursued Herbert.
" Though that's rather a bull, for the mischief is that he refuses
to go on our a.:nual autumn jaunt abroad, lest it should inter-
fere with Daniel and Nebby. However, I am to have a horse
of my own, and that's some consolation. Talking of horses,
how do you like Nebby's left leg ? You see I've repainted it as
you marked it." He got up, walked backward, and surveyed
the picture approvingly, brush in hand. " By Jovo, it's coming
on splendidly

! I could imagine I was in the palace. Thsre is

something in following Nature, after all. The creative part lies

in the invention and color. . . . What's the matter with you
this morning. Matt ? You don't say a word. Are you sun-
struck ? or moonstruck ?"

" Both," said Matt, with a ghastly smue.
"Why, what's up?" Herbert scrutinized his cousin's face

for the first time.

Matt looked towards the model.

" 7ou know his English is limited," Herbert remarked, reas-
surimjly. " Unless you are bent on talking Arabic." But Matt
still hesitated. At last, as in desperation, he extracted a letter
from his breast-pocket and tendered it to Herbert, who took it

wonderingly, cast a glance at it, and frowned.
" The scoundrel !" he said. " How dare he send it in so soon ?

I bhall never recommend him to aLyl^ndy again."
""It isn't soon," corrected Matt; "it's more than three
months."

" You're not going to take any notice of him yet ?"

" Oh, I must."

" Oh, nonsense ! Why, the shock would drive him silly. He
only sends it in as a matter of form."

" I don't like not to pay."

" All right," said Herbert, sulkily ; « only you'll spoil the
market for us poor devils who're not' Croesuses, that's all. But
don't give him the fiftten guineas at once

;
give him five on

account."

Matt st»*"'>"'»''od "'ifVi fi'inof^lf «' T -— 'f -1- *i 4. ?? u

faltered at last, " unless you can manage to pay me some-
thing."
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"Oh, by Jove!" said Herbert, whistling higubriously. "I'd
forgotten you were among iriy creditors. But I'm stony-broke
just now. So the old scoundrel will have to wait, after all.

Ha ! ha ! ha ! When do you expect to be flush again ? I

suppose you draw interest on bonds or something. All
Americans do."

" I—I don't," said Matt, his head drooping shame-stricken.

Then, with the courage of despair, he burst out, " I've only got
tenpence in the world ; that's a fact."

Herbert gave a shrill whii^tle of surprise and dismay, and let

himself drop upon his painting-stool. •' Here, go and play a
little, Haroun al Raschid," he called over to the model ; and
Nebuchadnezzar, shedding his purpureal splendors, cantered
joyously down-stairs.

" Now then," he said, sternly. " What in the devil have you
been up to, my Methodist parson? Gambling, horse-racing,

women ?"

Matt shook his head, a wan smile struggling with his shame-
faced expression He already felt happier— the false atmos-
phere in which he had moved was uissipated forever. <* I've

never had any money to lose," he confessed. " I only saved
up fifty or sixty pounds to study in London for a year, and now
it's all gone—unless you can manage to repay me the twenty-
five pounds."

" Well, of all the—" cried Herbert, and did not finish the
mysterious phrase. He leaned his elbows on his knees, and
supporting his face upon his palms, stared severely at his

cousin. " So this is the man who thinks Art should be moral,"

he said, half musingly, half indignantly. " To go and let us all

think you were a capitalist I And to let me in for borrowing
money of a man who was practically a pauper ! Why, I must
have taken almost your last penny !"

Matt, flushing afresh under his reproachful gaze, did not at-

tempt to deny it.

" Well, if that's your idea of cousinly behavior, or even
c, Q,y,

" I—I didn't mean to deceive you," Matt stammered, apolo-

getically. " You all took it for granted T was well-to-do. All
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I said was I had money enough to go along with, and so I

thought I had."

" Yes, but whe ; I asked you for the pony, you consented at

once. I gave you an opportunity to explain, but instead of

that you intensified the original false impression."

Matt was silent.

"And now you've put me into the wretched position of

owing money, which T can't pay, to a poor relation from whom
I never would have borrowed it, had he been frank and truthful."

Now both were silent, meditating the painful situation.

" Then you've got no money at all ?" said Herbert at last,

in stern accents, in which a note of astonishment still lingered.

Matt shook his head. His throat felt parched. "Unless

you can pay me," he murmured.

Herbert's face softened, his tones became sympathetic.

" Then what are you going to do ?" he asked, anxiously.

Matt was touched by the transition from reproach to solici-

tude.

" Oh, I shall manage somehow," he said, huskily. " I don't

want to worry you—you've always been very good to me."
" Yes, that's all very well, but suppose you starve ?" said

Herbert, sharply.

" Oh, I shall find something to do," said Matt. " In fact, I've

already done some illustrations for the ChHstian Home, though

they haven't paid yet. I wouldn't have told you if it hadn't

teen for this tailor's bill."

" Confound him !" cried Herbert, savagely. " I'll never

recommend him another customer as long as I live." He
started promenading the studio angrily, muttering maledictions

against the snip as the source of all the mischief.

" What a pity the governor won't touch a new man's work !"

be said, pausing.

" Oh, I'd rather not trouble him," said Matt, shrinking from

a supplementary explanation with the Vandyke beard.

Herbert resumed his promenade with knitted brow. " I

wonder if Driicker would take them. If you did sea-pieces
—

"

"Oh, please don't worry," pleaded Matt, concerned at his

cousin's anxiety. " I dare say I shall fall on my feet."

41
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"Yes, but while falling? Tenpence isn't enough to fall

with. You don't owe any money into the bargain, I hope."
Matt turned red. '« Three weeks' rent," he murmured.
" How much is that ?"

Matt shrank weakly from shredding his last rag of dignity.

"Not much," he said. "She hasn't said anything yet; I

always paid her so regularly. But I don't see any reason to

despair ; it looks as if I can make ray bread and cheese by black
and white. They were all agreed that that was the most paying
kind of Art. You remember that night at Cornpepper's ?"

" Yes, I remember," said Herbert, curtly. " But I can't let

you go away with tenpence in your pocket. I wonder if I've

got anything." He drew a handful of silver and copper coins

out of his trousers-pocket. " Eight and fourpence halfpenny,"
he announced, dolefully. " And I shall want seven for Haroun
al Raschid this evening. I told you I was stony-broke. I

suppose it's no use offering you one and fourpence half-

penny."

" No
; then you^d have nothing," said Matt. " Don't bother."

" Oh, but I must bother. I wish I knew how to raise a little

cash for you to keep you going till you get work."
The grave anxiety of his tones troubled Matt sympathetically.

He was pained to see Herbert so distressed. Suddenly his eyes
fell on Herbert's battalion of boots ranged against the wall

—

brown boots, black boots, patent boots, riding boots, shoes, slip-

pers— and a wild, impish idea flew into his brain, breathing

malicious suggestion, and even kindling a flash of resentment

:

" Why should not Herbert sell some of those serried boots if

he was really in earnest ?" But the impish idea was extruded
in a moment. It savored of ungenerous cynicism, and, in so far

as it meditated diminishing Herbert's wardrobe, touched inde-

cency
; it was impossible to imagine Herbert with only a single

pair of breeches or without sub-varieties of ornamental shoes.

He moved in a large atmosphere of discriminate waistcoats and
superfluous neckties.

" I'll give you an introduction to Driicker, if you like," said
" I dare say you have some little things hj you."

I've already been to Driicker," Matt ddmitted. " A fel-

H„«i—I.
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low at Grainger's told me about him. But he won't look at my
work."

There was another embarrassing pause. Matt's eyes wandered
distractedly towards Herbert's boots. The spotless battalion

fascinated him ; the buttons winked maliciously.

" How about portraits ?" said Herbert, suddenly. " I thought

you did portraits in Nova Scotia. Was that also

—

was that,

er—true ?"

Matt did not at once answer ; it had suddenly occurred to

him that there was probably another battalion of boots in Her-

bert's dressing-room. When Herbert's question at laot pene-

trated to his consciousness, Le replied with a start

:

" Oh yes. Perhaps I may get sitters here, too. The only

thing that really worries me is that bill."

" Oh, well, if that's all, you can make your mind easy. He
can't touch you

;
you've no money." Herbert laughed glee-

fully. ** It '11 serve him right, the scoundrel !"

" But he can put me in prison," said Matt, blanching at the

mere idea ; " and that I could never survive."

Hei irt's laugh became more boisterous.

" Oh, you innocent !" he gasped. " We're not living in the

dark ages. A man without a farthing is the king of creation.

Nothing can touch him."

" Oh, but they put people in prison for debt in Nova Scotia,"

said Matt, surprised.

" Really ?" ejaculated Herbert, surprised in his turn. " Well,

I had no idea the country was so uncivilized as that. No, don't

funk. And even suppose you were put into quod for debt?

What then ? Why, debt is the breath of the artistic nostril.

Read your Bankruptcy Court daily in your paper, and cheer

up, d'ye hear? Why should you take othci* people's worries

on your shoulders ?"

" Other people's ?" quoth Matt, puzzled.

" Yes ; the worry is for the tailor who can't g(>t his money,
not for you," explained Herbert, with the gay smile that showed
his white teeth.

*- 1 must pay him," Matt repeat <";d, stolidly, and, lunch comiiig

up, he took himself ofE in spite ol every protest. Now that Her-
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hort kiunv hitn in his truo colors, his pride wouM not. ondiiro

sitting Hs a pHiipoi' lit the niid-dtty huncpirt, though I •> h:id vttlou

tiothinu; nil diiy oxcopt »i ludfpciiny r()ll. lie snw IIhiohii hI

Rnschid in tho strcot Inxiirintin^ in the snltry siinshi?H', nnd sent

him up to Inncht'on, thon dniujijod hiinstdf alonjj; tlui hot piivc-

nuMits \o his huck rooin, hrijjjhtvnod now with unsnlonhic vkotch-

OR, and throw himself upon the little iron hed, and ahandoiied

himself to hitter retlection. Why, indeed, eould lu; not take

life as lightly as tiie artistic temperam'.nt demanded?

Ho had already tried other dealers than Dri^ckor, with as lit-

tle sneress. The Irishman at (Jrainfj^er's was wont to hoast

that he always sold his work hy pawninijf it. Matt had essayed

to imitate him, speeulatinjjf the outlay for a ^old frame ; hut

cither his face hetrayed hitn to the pawnbrokers, or his picture,

and it eventually tvcnt for less than the price of the frame.

And—O vanity of resolutions and ideals !—his horror at doincf

Art to order had dwindled daily. In the actual imminence of

jf.tarvation, in the impossibility oi sendinuf any further subsidies

to his family, ho had broached to other students his desire to

got on this or that paper, but could gain no sympathetic infor-

mation from them, except that they had already refus"d the

positions he coveted. On the strength of some specimens sent

by post he had been permitted to illustrate five short stories for

the Chrintiixn ffome, but only two had yet been published, and

none had yet been paid for. And so the dregs of his savings

had dripped away, slowly, slowly, like honey from an inverted

pot, more and more slowly the less there remained, till only

twenty drops (for he had come down to counting in halfpennies)

divided him from starvation. The arrears of rent had been an

agony more gnawing than that at his stomach, and now this

tailor's bill had come as the crowning catastrophe.

Yet none of hiL. bitterness was for Herbert, despite the imp-

ish susfirestions of the buttons : he did not even blame himself

much. In a sense he had had value for his money, he hau

bought experience, if not quite of the hind for which he had

saved up his dollars. But for those frightful fifteen guineas he

might have weathered starvation - point, even though by the

practice of a form of art he had not contemplated. To pawn
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or sell the unforiiiriHto rlothoH would b«j but to out liirriHolf oil
from^rontility without Hunnountii.g tlu; «;nHiH. His ho|M)l.!HS
r.vurie whh interrupted hy a tup at the door, and the hiridhtdy
entere(i, bearin^r ,i letter. He jumped up from the bed in excite-
Mient— it inuHt be hiH check for the drawing-;. Hut the letter
bore an American Htamp, and was in Jiiiiy's writinjf, and he tore
it open, fearful of new evils.

Dear MiTT,— I write not because thuro in anything frcHh, but bccauHO
tUcro iHii t. Life i.cro \h ho <Jioii.y and inonotonouH I can no longer endure
It. It iHn't my iiealtli, for tinit Ih better, and tlio HtH are very rare now,
tliank (}od

;
but HonietiineH i tiiinit I Hliall | -nad or cut my tiiroat if Home!

tlung (loeHn't bapp.,n. Don't you tliinit I coi A come over and stay witb you ?
You've Heen ho muei. of tiio world, and always enjoyed yourHcIf, and I liavo al-
ways lK.n tied down to one wietclicd little village. The people are ho diHmally
rt-hgiouH, and between you and me I am losing faith in everything, the more I
thmk of it, and how bad the good people are. Deacon Ilailey and Ruth have
(piarr.>,led, a-.d Hlie has gone away to the States. She came to see uh before
Hhe left—she is jUBt lovely—1 like to picture her before me. I should not bo
much extra expense, dear Matt, because you could deduct something from
the amount you are soon going to send us monthly. I have mentioned this
to Abner, and ho is willing. I am very little use here in the fields, and in
London I might perhaps earn money by writing. I feel I have it in me to
write tales

;
I have already written one called " The Whale IlunterH," and an-

other called " In the Burning Desert." I do so long to be famoub We should
be a pair, dear Matt. Do you think you could get these tales printed in a
pape"? I should not want money at first. I did not like to send them to
you without asking, as the postage would be heavy, and the winter has been

^
80 unusually protracted we are delayed with the crops. Do please send me
some books if you can

; I have read everything in the school library twice
over. Novels and books of travel a>e what I like best. The last we heard
from Halifax was that mother was less violent. Do write and say I may
come, and if you can let m( have the fare I will ^epay you out of my tales.
Abner and Harriet send their love, and so do all the boys and girls (Amy is
gettmg quite podgy), and with the same from me, I remain,

Your affectionate brother, BiLr.Y.

P.S.—Don't you think «' William Strang " would look fine ou he cover of
a book i

Matt suddenly felt fair and dizzy. Raising his eyes, he
perceived that the landlady had not gone, that she was effer-
vescing with uuuttered speech.

IS
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" I am very sorry, Mrs. Lipchild," he said, ** I tliouglit that

your rent would have been in this letter."

The lank, elderly woman looked grieved.

" Lor' bless you, sir," said she, " I'm not worryin' about the

rent. Don't I know an honest face when I see it? Us landladies

arc always made out so bad. We're always stealin' the lodgers'

provisions and what not, and we can't speak proper. I should

like to sec a book written on the other side. Why, last year I

had an old maid in this very room—she took her meals here,

and said I wasn't to charge for attendance because she'd be

always out; but bless me if the bell didn't go tinkely-tinkely

every minute, like an alarm-clock gone wrong in its inside.

Believe me, Mr. Strang, it isn't the lodgers as is always taken

in. I've often wished my son was a writer instead of an artist;

I'd get him to write the book."

" Your son is an artist ?" said Matt, in astonishment.

" Yes, Mr. Strang, though not near so clever as you. I could

show you some of his work if you didn't mind."
" Oh, I should like to see it," said Matt, half amused at this

unexpected interlud-B. tl^ough his temples throb' t-d with a shoot-

ing pain.

»' Would you mind comin' down into the parlor, sir?"

•* W^ith pleasure," said Matt.

lie followed his landlady down the narrow stairs into the

musty little room, resplendent with oleographs and a gilt mirror

and two fruit-shades.

" There," said Mrs. Lipchild, proudly. " Me and my husband

in uniform."

Matt surveyed the large colored presentments of Mr. and Mrs.

Lipchild in their oval mounts, further astonished to discover

that his landlord was a policeman.

" What did he do them with ?" asked Matt, rather puzzled.

"With his own hand," replied the proud mother. "Thty
were taken quite plain, but he colored them lifelike, as you

see. They would have chai'ged half a crown more each, but for

a shilling he bought a book telling him how to do it himself.

My cousin Bob, who is in the Post -office, said he ought to be

an artist, but I wouldn't let him give up bis place at Brown
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Brothers. He's in the grocery department, and carnin' good
money, and IVe seen such a heap ci artists sittin' on the pave-
ment, with the risk any moment of the rain washin' all the pict-
ures out

; don't you think I was right, sir ?"

" Quite right," said Matt, heartily.

Mrs. Lipchild thereupon produced a bottle of brandy and what
she called a " seedy-cake" from a cupboard under a sideboard,
and insisted on Matt's partaking of the same. To refuse would
pain her, to accept would refresh him, so he accepted. In the
conversation which ensued it transpired that Mrs. Lipchild's
daughter was about to marry a young man from Brown Broth-
ers (haberdashery department), that the young couple were now
furnishing, and that it had occurred to Mrs. Lipchild that they
might get their parlor pictures from Matt instead of from a
shop, if they could get ^hem any cheaper.

So Matt and his art patroness remounted again to the bed-room
studio and haggled over prices, Mrs. Lipchild pointing out that his
pictures were far inferior to shop pictures, not only by their un-
sympathetic subjects, but by their absence of frames and glass, and
that she could get much bigger sizes than any of his for five shill-
mgs apiece. But as it came to be understood that ready money
would not be required, and that the price was to be reckoned oflE
the rent, Mrs. Lipchild ultimately departed in possession of a
month^s worth of pictures—six of the prettiest landscapes and

' ladies in the collection, with Rapper's " Library " thrown in. The
poetic street-scenes she scorned, much to Matt's relief, for he set
no value on the earlier Nova Scotian work she had carried ofif.

This was Matt's first sale of pictures in the great Metropoiis
oi x\.rt.

Considerably exhilarated by the change in his fortunes, and
revived by the brandy and the «' seedy-cake," he reviewed the
situation again, proof even against Billy's letter, which he put
by for later consideration. He found himself actually smiling,
for a phrase of Cornpeppcr's kept vibrating in his brain—
"Art's neither moral nor immoral, any more than it's lunar or
calendar," Mr;?. Lipchild'^ last v/ords had been: "Very well,
we'll reckon it a month," and he wondered whimsically whether
the month was t,o be lunar or calendar.

m
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Under the impulse of these gayer sentiments, he resolved to
raise ftioney by pawning whatever he could part with, and by
persisting in the search for an adventurous dealer ; and reflect-
ing that, after all, the tailor would be satisfied with an instal-
ment, he wound himself up to the pitch of applying to Herbert
by letter, though he could not bring himself to a verbal request.

My dear Herbert,—I am sorry to bother you again, but if you could
let me have only five guineas to offer the tailor I should be very grateful.
I hope soon to find work, or sell some things ; and you will be pleased to
hear that I have got over the difficulty with the rent— at least for the
moment. Youra sincerely,

Matt Strang.

P.S.—Don't put yourself out if you cannot. You have been very kind
to me, and I shall never forget it. I dare say I shall pull through some-
how."

Matt carried this request to the pillar-box through the stuffy
splendor of a summer night in Holborn back streets. As he
heard the slight thud of the letter in the box he had a sense of
something achieved, and had no compunction in spending one
of his nine remaining pennies on his supper of " baked fagot

"

in a muggy pork-butcher's shop. Nightmare, followed by a
giddy uprising with furred tongue and aching forehead, was
the sequel of this devil-may-care diet, and early in the after-
noon the nightmare seemed to resume its riot in the guise of a
reply from Herbert.

Dear Matt,—What in the name of all that is unholy made you send
that letter to my house instead of to the club ? There's been a devil of a
row. The Old Gentleman opened the letter. He pretends he did so with-
out noticing, as it came mixed up with his, and so few come for me to the
house. When I got down to breakfast the mater was in tears and the
Old Gentleman in blazes. Of course, he'd misread it altogether—imagined
you wanted to borrow money instead of to get it back (isn't it comical ? It's

almost an idea for a farce for our diamatic society), and insisted you had
been draining me all along (you did write you were sorry to bother me again,
you old duffer). Of course I did my best to dispel the misconception, but
it was no use my swearing till all was blue that this was the first applica-
tion, he wouldn't believe a word of it. He said he had had his suspicions all

along, and he called the mater to witness that the first time he saw you in
the shop he said you were a rogue. And at last the mater, who'd been stand-
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iiig up for you—I never thought she had so much backbone of her own-
was converted, and confessed with tears that you had been here pretty nigh
every day and swore you should never set foot here again, and the Old Gen-
tleman dilated on the pretty return you had made for his kindness (sucking
his boy's blood, he called it, in an unusual burst of poetry), and he likewise
offered some general observations on the comparative keenness of a ser-
pent's tooth and ingratitude. And that's how it stands. There's notiiing
to be done, I fear, but to let the thing blow over—he'll cool down after
a time. Meanwhile, you will have to write to me at the club if you want
to meet me. I am awfully sorry, as I enjoyed your visits immensely. Do
let me know if I can do anything for you. I'm in a frightful financial mess,
but I might give you introductions here or there. I know chaps on papers
and that sort of thing. I am sure you have sufficient talent to get along
—and you can snap your fingers at creditors, as you haven't got anything
they can seize, and can flit any day you like. I wish I was you. With every
good wish, Yours always,

Herbert Strano.

Matt took this letter more stoically than he would have pre-
dicted. He even grinned like a Red Indian at the stake. In
truth he was already so prostrated by illness, hunger, and above
all by the heat, that there was nothing left in him to be pros-
trated. He crawled out soon after the receipt of the letter, and
recklessly bought a halfpenny currant loaf, which he washed
down with water.

CHAPTER VII

TOWARDS THE DEEPS

The summer rolled heavily along, bringing strange new ex-
periences to Matt Strang, and strange glimpses of other art-

worlds than Herbert's. For he did not starve, though Herbert
had gone quite out of his life, and he had none with whom to

exchange the thoughts of youth.

Two pounds ten shillings lent on his dress-suit staved off

hunger and his tailor (who got the pounds), till, by the aid of
the landlady's son's book, he found out how to tint nhntntrranliH

and earned sixpences and shillings by coloring cartes-de-visite
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and cabinets for cheap touting photographers, censoriously
critical and given to refusing the work of hours. By-and-by
the Christian Home took him to its hearth, situate at the sum-
mit of a cobwebbed ramshackle staircase in Bolt Court, and
paid him seven and sixpence for a half-page illustration of an
unworldly serial. " Pay-day " was a delightful weekly emotion,
the staff adjourning to a public-house in Fleet Street to drink
one another's health and their own damnation. Matt was
forced to join them because Dick Gattel, the pu%-faced author
of the spiritual romance he was illustrating ('« A Godly Atone-
ment "), insisted on standing treat, declaring with odd oaths
that he'd never been so well interpreted before by any bloom-
ing paper-smudger. He also initiated Matt into the secrets of
his craft, summing up in a formula the experience of a quarter
of a century of story-writing. " Emotion for the penny papers,
excitement for the halfpenny, self-sacrifice for the religious."'
Strange impecunious beings gathered in this public-house or
outside it, uncouth, unclean, unshaven

; many had drifted down
from society, from the universities, from the army, from the
navy, with reserve forces from India and America, the flotsam
of life's wreckage, and they consoled themselves by babbling
of the seamy side of the successful, rolling under their tongues
the money these others were making, and parading a confident
familiarity with their doings ai.d their pass-books. Matt shud-
dered at the thought that he might one day become even as
these—the damned-before-death. There was another artist on
the staff—a thick-set German, whose wife was wont to waylay
him on " pay-day," and who always wrote on professional paper
girdled with his own designs in proof of his prowess, and ex-
pressive of his willingness to undertake wash-drawings, line-
drawings, color -work, or lithography, at reasonable rates and
with prompt deliveries.

Through this German, who was good-natured after his sec-
ond glass, Matt procured extra employment in a comic - picture
factory managed by a solemn, snuffy Scotchman, who selected
from old comic papers the jokes that were to be illustrated by
his ''hands," and, signing the sketches with his own name,
peddled them in the offices of new comic papers. Matt was
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paid half a crown per sketch, and his employer from four to
five shillings

; but when the young man tried to send original
jokes and sketches direct to these papers, he got only the same
two and sixpence for the few things they accepted. One editor,
whose pages bristled with ballet-girls, took the trouble to ex-
plain to him that the presence of a clergyman in a sketch was
a disqualification, as any attack on the Church would be dis-

tasteful to his public. From another, the Merry Miracle, whose
proprietor was a philanthropist, a member of the school board,
and a candidate for Parliament, he received a prospectus in-

structing him to eschew cross-hatching, solid black, line-work,

and society figures, in favor of rough-and-tumble farce in bold
outline. The more sober of the comic papers had settled staffs

and settled jokes, and new-comers were not welcomed. Not
that Matt's jokes were very good : labored verbal oddities ^or
the most part, intellectual quips and cranks which, he was quite
aware, lacked the true humorous insight of Jimmy Raven, upon
whom he modelled himself, feeling no first -hind impulse.
Humor, indeed, was not his vocation ; when he saw the world
through Jimmy's eyes he was tickled yet fortified, as one set

face to face with the prose of the real, and finding it genial

;

but he could not see it like this himself. His was a world of
beauty set over a strange, disquieting substratum of ugliness,
from which it were best to avert one's eyes, and which, per-
haps, existed only as something to aspire away from.
Jimmy Raven had published A Sketch-Book of Beggars which

Matt Strang had found ^ntly entertaining; and yet Matt
Strang saw rather the tra^^-ay of beggars than their humor,
and this tragedy seemed to him outside the realm of Art. It

was only their occasional picturesqueness that attracted his
artistic interest at this period of his development, and all the
figures of his so-called comic sketches were either pretty or
picturesque. He studied extensively in the streets, note-book
in hand, fearful of losing the subtleties of nature through his
inability to afford even the cheap, casual models of his first

days in London, and training himself to catch the salient points
of character or movement at first glance. Probablv no .arti.qt

ever made comic pictures so seriously as Matt Strang, with such

ii

n
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scrupulous backgrounds, in the which, when they were done
in wash, he strove with entirely unappreciated thoroughness,
by careful adjustment of values, to make his black and white
yield veracious color - effects. When the drawings were ac-

cepted, they came out so reduced and so badly reproduced that
the subtleties were blurred away, and the values quite trans-

muted. Wood - engraving falsified the lines or photography
the color, and thus their appearance in print was as much a
pain as a pleasure.

Matt's redemption from comic journalism was partly due to
the prosperity of the proprietor of the comic-picture factory,
who started a serious -art department, where Matt found less

uncongenial work in painting figures into the landscapes of his
less competent fellow-workmen. This gradually opened up to
his astonished eyes a new section of the trade. He saw one of
these landscapes near King's Cross, resplendent in a gorgeous
gold frame, and marked " Original oil-painting— two guineas
only," and another in a poor neighborhood marked "Water-
color, hand-painted—a bargain !" and he perceived that he had
been flying too high in his early attempts to approach dealers
of the type of Driicker. Henceforward he haunted furniture
dealers, picture "rame makers, and artists' colormen, and thus
he occasionally obtained half a sovereign to despatch to his

tailor. His drawings in the Christian Home attracted the at-

tention of the editor of the Working Man, and Matt was com-
missioned to accompany a journalist through the East End to
expose the evils of sweating. The Working Man was owned by
a syndicate, and Matt had to settle terms with the manager, a
truculent gentleman with a double chin and a double watch-chain,
who agreed to give hisr nve shillings a sketch. Matt did sev-

eral sketches for each article, and the pathetic series caused a
great stir and much correspondence ; but at the end of the
month—when poor Matt, who had already nearly starved himself
for his tailor's sake, was expecting a goodly check to send to
Abner Preep— he received only a quarter of what he had bar-

gained for. He went to the editor, who referred him to the
manager, who insisted the terms were five shillings for the illus-

tration of a single article. '' You nmst remember, too, what a
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lift we are giving you, with our big circulatiop," concluded the
manager, his double watch-chain heaving pompously on his ab-
domen. " It is not every young man who gets such a chance of
showing what he can do."

" You're a set of damned scoundrels !" cried Matt, with an
access of ancient rage, and had wellnigh torn up the check
and thrown it in the manager's face, when his later chastened
self plucked at his coat-tails and bade him begone with it.Who so helpless as the black-and-white artist, his work poorly
paid, and reproduced again and again without his control ; his
very originals taken from him and sometimes sold at a profit ?

It was not a happy time for Matt, this period of spiritless
work by day and spiritless study by night, his soul chafing
alike against the degradations of life and the routine of school.
For what an actuality had he exchanged his dreams ! Yet he
had no option

;
the tailor must be paid, his family must be

helped, and to these two end3, moreover, he himself must exist.
But the friction of ideals and realities left him irritable and
high-strung

;
and even when, towards the autumn, he won his

way into the Ladies' Weekly, at a guinea an illustration, he lost
his work by not concealing his contempt for the art editor, a
pragmatic person, absolutely dead to art, but excessively fas-
tidious about the drawings, which he refused whenever there
was time for alterations.

" This is feeble, but we're pressed for time," was his en-
couraging apology to the artist for accepting his work, "and
I'll put it into the hands of a competent engraver." His first
self -revelation to Matt was his complaint about some rough
shadows on the borders of a sketch : " I wish you would bear
in mind, TJr. Strang, that we have to pay as much per inch for
the reproduction of those blotches as for the most finished
work." But it was not till the " old lady "

(at. the other artists
called the art editor of the Ladies' Weekly behind his back)
had insisted on his dressing his figures better that Matt lost
control of his tongue and retorted, "I draw pictures, not
fashion-plates." In after-remorse, he would have been glad
to get fashion-plates to do. Tie replaced the lost work by re-
turning to photo-tinting, though he now obtained more impor-

;
•'?•
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tant work on enlarged photographs, which he colored in oil
at three and six apiece, managing to do two or three a day while
the light held, without interfering with his black and white,
which could be done at night; by which means he scraped
together enough to pay off the tailor in full, and to send his
promised contribution home, together with seven fourpenny
halfpenny '« Notable Novels " to reconcile Billy to his narrow
existence. And then, with these burdens thrown off, his ideal-
ism resurged again, for beneath the placid everyday exterior of
this homely young man, who trudged up foul staircases, port-
folio under arm, or danced attendance on smug h-less pho-
tographers smoking twopenny cigars, a volcanic fire burned, and
the thought of his precious youth wasted and abraded in this
inartistic art-drudgery, under the yoke of vulgar souls, was a
dull haunting torment. His qualms of self-distrust vanished un-
der the pressure of obstacles, and the measure of his aversion from
joyless commercial art became to him the measure of his genius.
One gray windy forenoon of late autumn he had stopped to
take a mental sketch of a strangely attired woman, who was
listening to a Salvation Army exhortation, a woman who was a
dab of color upon the dreary day. Below an enormous white
hat with a recumbent ostrich feather and a broad brim with an
upward slant, tied under the chin with black bands, shone
through a black veil a glorious oval-shaped dark face with flash-
ing eyes, full red lips, large shapely ears, and raven hair curling
low over the forehead. She wore a black, half-masculine jacket
with big mother-of-pearl buttons and a yellow bow that was
awry, and by a shapely hand cased in a white glove with three
black stripes she held the skirts of a slaty gown clear of the mud.

While Matt was whimsically wondering what the editor of
the Christian Home would say to a sketch of her in his staid
organ, he instinctively noted the other romantic touches about
the scene, ineffably grimy though the roadway was to the in-
artistic eye, flanked on one side by a coal office, with a blear-
eyed old man at the window, and on the other by a canal run-
ning lengthwise. There were fresh country faces among the
girl-soIdiers, and among the men was an ex-heathen in a turban,
a flaring Paisley shawl, flowing robes, and sandals, bearing aloft
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a red flag with a b' le border and a central yellow star, around
which ran the words " Blood and Fire." And while his eye
selected the picturesque points, the whole scene passed half
insensibly into his sub - consciousness as into a camera, to be
developed in after-years—the grotesque snag.toothed hags in
the crowd, the collarless men with the air of being connected
with the canal, one of them with a Mephistophelian red tuft on
his chin

;
the ice-cream stall at the corner, where a postman, a

baby of three, and an urchin with his collar paradoxically up
against the cold were licking green glasses. And then a
buxom work-girl with a tambourine began to hold forth, pour-
ing out breathless sentences all running into one another,
clutching her inspiration tight lest it should escape her, and re-
peating herself endlessly rather than pause for a moment.

'* Only the blood of Christ can save only the blood of Christ
has saved only the blood of Christ will save."
And her fellow-soldiers, quivering with unction, punctuated

her shapeless periods with soul-wrung ejaculations.
« Ah, yes."

" Bless her."

" Glory to God."
" You may try earthly pleasures you may go to the theaytre,"

she gasped, " but it brings no peace nothing brings peace but
the Rock but the- Lamb—"

" Hallelujah !"

" But the oldest of all religions proved over and over again
Christianity tried in the furnace any day you may die no one
knows the end now's the time don't put it off come are you
prepared once I had bad companions "

" A—a—ah !" groaned a melodramatic brother, with folded
arms.

** But I gave them up—

"

"Glory!" in a great sob of relief from all the palpitating
figures.

Matt began to forget the visual aspects of the scene ; the
infectious emotion of the girl and her comrades gained upon
him. What she was saying left no dint on his mind—to her
dogmas he was become indifferent. But her earnestness thrilled

i!!^
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him, her impassioned ignorance flashed upon him a clearer
sense of baseness, hollowness, insincere falling away from the
ideals that had sailed with him to England, glorifying th^
noisome steerage. Turning his head, he saw tears rollingdown the dark passionate face of hk dashing neighbor, and
he hurried away, shaken and troubled, pursued by the cacoph-
onous melody into which the street congregation had broken
What was the point of his life ? What had he become ?

At Grainger's there were fellows who looked to Art as an
escape from some worpj-paid calling. That was not, had never
been. h,s idea. To him Art was an end in itself; he was of
those who live to paint, not paint to live. Even in his boyish
days, when the vendibility of pictures first came within his
ken the money had always seemed to him a pleasant by-
product, not a motive. And now, instead of pouring out on
canvas all that effervescence of youthful poetry that flood-
ed his soul, he was coloring photographs and illustrating
foolish stories for foolish editors in contravention of aU
his own ideas of what illustrations should be. Why even inNova Scotia he had painted from the life ; in his lowest days
he had decorated furniture at his own pleasure. Oh it was
sordid, unworthy, humiliating ! He would give it all' up •

if
he could not pursue Art, at least he would not degrade' it.

1 hanks to his Nova-Scotian training, his good right hand could
do more than wield the b.'ush. Better to earn bread and water
for himself and his family by some honest craft, till such time
as honest Art came within his means. Rather an honest artisan
than a dishonest artist. And while he was still Iiot with the
impui.se he looked through the advertisement columns of the
Clerkemvell Chronicle, and answered three demands one for a
"joiner," another for a "sugar -boiler," and the third for a" harness-cleaner."

The sugar-boiling firm alone answered, and he was asked to
call. He stated that he had had considerable experience of the
manufacture in Nova Scotia, but a brief conversation convinced
the manager that the applicant knew nothing of scientific sugar-
boiling, with its elaborate engines and differentiation of labor-
but Matt's sober, respectable appearance and his conviction of
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his capacity stood him in good stead, and he was given a fort-
night s trial at eighteen shillings a week, with a prospect of
rising to forty. In his confidence of mastering the easy detail,
and to clinch his resolution, he wrote to his art patrons throw-mg up his position in each establishment with due form and
superfluous sarcasm, and one happy morning, soon after sunrise,
repaired to the factor> wiLh a more buoyant tread than had
been his since the memorable day when he crossed the great
bridge which led to the heart of all the splendors.

T?^i''l"u^^*'^
^""^ ^''''''^ ^'™ spiritually seared and physically

scalded. The depressing society of the British working-man, the
ever-present contrast of the blank building with the free forest
in which he had made sugar in his boyhood (how happy his boy-
hood seemed now !), and the overflowing contents of the seething
boilers, denionstrated to him daily that he had made a mistake. ,

lie might have stayed on nevertheless, but the dread that an
accidental scald on the hand might permanently injure his
power with the brush made the trial fortnight his last He
scanned the advertisement columns again, with no suspicion of
what .low awaited him.
He had been misled by the comparative facility with which he

had found work hitherto
; he was now destined to re-experience

—far more poignantly than in New Brunswick—the long-drawn
agony of unemployment, the sickness of hope deferred ; to
bruise himself against the ruthless indifference of an overstaffed
nation

;
to see and hear the blind, deaf forces of the social ma-

chine grind out happiness for all but him. At first he did not
mind getting no replies, except for the waste of stamps, for he
took feverish advantage of the hours of daylight thus left free
for Art. But as day followed day, and week followed week the
perturbation of his soul and the weakness of his body, enfeebled
by hunger and cold, made painting difficult; and he had not
even the capital to expend on canvas. Broken in health and
pride, he applied again for his old work, prepared even to tint
cartes-de-visite. But his place had been filled up. The stream
of human life had flowed on as if he had never been. The
work he had grot was the onlv wnrk Jn T.r^riAr.r^ ^^e,^ *

m his position, and this work he had thrown away. One of
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the papers he had so imprudently quarrelled with was willing
to take hnn on again, but at half the price. Subdued as he was,
a pride he afterwards felt to have been insane spurred h'm to
refuse. lie fancied he could get such terms from a score of
other papers, but he w« ^ mistaken. In truth, black and white
was no more his metier than humor. The rush into black and
white, of which he had first heard at Cornpepper's, had filled
the ranks with abler men or of older standing, with a better ap-
preciation of the market, and of how to draw for reproduction
by the new processes just coming up. And he had yet to learn,
also that the world w^nt very well without him; that it had no
need for him either as artist or artisan, craftsman or clerk; that
every hole had its peg, round or square ; and that he wa^, of no
more account in the surging life of London than the fallen
leaves blown about the bleak squares.
He earned a few odd shillings now and then for his old pict-

ures by persuading some small skinflint dealer to cheat him •

and that was all. Once he was cruelly tantalized—a five-pound
commission to copy a National Gallery picture being dangled
before him, only to be withdrawn. lie parted with all but the
barest necessities-with the fashionable morning suit, with his
pistol with the Gregson boots ; his only luxury was the engrav-
ing of the - Angelus," which he had retained because nobody
otfered more than eighteenpence for it. The bulk of the money
thus raised was remitted to Abner Preep, as promised ; the rest
went to pay Mrs. Lipchild. Himself he so stinted that often
when he went to Grainger's (which he had fortunately prepaid)
he took care to arrive first, not only bee use of the warmth, but
because the girl students, whose uass preceded his, left stale
crusts lying about, whose crumb had been used up on their
charcoal drawings. To such straits may a man sink in a few
weeks, though he sinks slowly, for each week is a year to him.
J3ut outwardly he preserved dignity, brushing his one suit
scrupulously, and glad that, owing to his interlude of fashion-
able tailoring, it was still in good condition; for the vision
of the lost mortals was ever before his eyes, and be foresaw
that without a decent appearance he would not be able to grasp
an opportunity ever when it camR. hnt wAnU b'^ .u;.,p^ a.aown
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to the deeps to join the damned souls outside that Fleet Street
pnbiic-house, within which the happier staff of the Christm^
Home ushered in the Sabbath with beer.
And the more London refused him the more his conscious-

ness of power grew. As he tramped the teeming streets in
quest of a job or a customer, a thousand ideas for great pict-
ures jostled in his sick brain, a thousand fine imwiinags took
form and shape in beautiful color-harmonies and majestic group-
ings. In the ecstatic frenzy of moments o^ '

-terical revolt
agamst the blind forces closing mi upon him like a tomb to shut
him out forever from the sunlight, he grew Titanic to his own
thought, capable of masterpieces in any and every kind of art-
great heroic frescos like Michael Angelo's, great homely pict-
ures like those of the Dutch, great classic canvases like Raphael's
great n.-rtraits like Rembrandt's, great landscapes like Tur-.er's'
great modern street -pieces like Cornpepper's, great mediaeval
romances like Erie-Smith's, not to say great new pictures that
should found the school of Strang, combining all the best points
of all the schools, the anci.nt poetry with the modern realism.
Way, '.ven literary impulses minjled with artistic in thsse spasms
of nebaions emotion, hi. immature genius not having yet grasped
the limitations of the printable. Good God ! v;hat did he ask ?
Not the voluptuous round of the youn. ...,;, ,••,- ose elegant silhou-
ettes standing out against the black, .Heut ni^rht from the warm
lighted windows of great houses athrub with joyous music filled
him with a mad bitterness

; not the soft rose-leaf languors of the
beautiful white women who passed in shimmering silks and laces
from gleaming spick-and-span carriages under canvas awnircrg over
purple carpets amid spruce, obsequious footmen; not thelselfish
joys of these radiant shadows dancing their way to dusty oblivion
to be trodden under foot by the generations over which he would
shine as a star, serene, immortal ; but bread and water and a lit-
tle nioney for models and properties, and a top-light straight in
touch with heaven, and a few pounds to send home to his kith
and kin

;
but to paint, .j paint, to joy in conception and to

glcvv in difficult execution, to express the poetry of the ideal
thro, orh real flesh and real sliadows r.nd real foliage, and find a
rapturous agony in the iearcii for perfection

; to paint, to paint

•1 : \i
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" Yes, sir—at least, I don't quite know, sir," he replied, like

one awaking from a dream.
" You're usually at Grainger's at this hour. I'm on my way

there. If you are going to-night we had better keep together."

"Thank you, sir," sail Matt.

He went lato ^he chemist's to inquire their whereabouts, and
feeling a little stiff, had the sudden idea of laying out his last

coppers in arnica; then he began to pilot his master with a
sense of lofty responsibility. But they walked in silence, mut-
ually embarrassed.

Tarmigan coughed lengthily.

•* Ought you to be out on a night like this, sir ?" Matt ventured
to say.

" Duty, my boy, duty," rejoined Tarmigan, gruffly.

"But you are not bound to go, are you, sir?" Matt remon-
strated, remembering that Tarmigan's services were a voluntary
sacrifice at the shrine of Art.

" I am not forced by an outsider, if that's what you mean,"
said Tarmigan. "But that wouldn't be duty, that would be
necessity—at least, in my definition."

" Then duty is only what you feel you ought to do," said
Matt.

" Decidedly. Any man who knows what true Art is is bound
to hand it down to the next generation, especially in an age when
there is so much false doctrino in the air."

"But can't each generation find out its own Art?" Matt
asked, timidly.

" Can each generation find out its own science ?" Tarmigan
retorted, sharply. " In all things there is a great human tradi-

tion, and the torch is handed down from generation to genera-
tion

;
otherwise we should be in a nice ^og," he added, grimly,

and coughed again. " And a nice fog the young men are in

who reject the light of the past, with their azure Art, and their

violet nonsense, and their slapdash sketchiness."
" But they seem to be gaining the public ear," Matt mur-

mured, liking neither to contradict his master nor to agree with
him.

"The public earl" TLrmigan laughed scornfully. "Yes,
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they gain that, but not the public eve thanl- Pn.i ti
««;: telUlipshod botcher, J„, honr.'flHht.ltk..?^""

""

minded hL"™"""'" " '" '"' ^'^^^""^ ">'^ y-^" MHtt re.

"I Wish you were," said iMatt, fervently,
larmigan coughed.
*'

I
didn't mean what you mean," he said, gruffly.

Oh, but they ought to elect you, sir '" said mL r. w •

don't say so, for I'n, „„k„ow„ to their wivef. But i J^ItLe „. drop the snbjeet. After all, a man's worl sta^d ™'
If he IS passed over in his lifetime " '

eoive that posterity would careZlZZn^M, """

P.ctures. Indeed, now that he had Lsimi aZfr*tewas r„d
of Z""^T, '''r*"?^'

"" °»'^ "^>' '° *« studio ft t,erke

kcpfhinTltt:""
'"" ""''""' '^»°"- »<» en,barras™f„:

i.. IfLZlidM":
"""' """""' ''''™'^*" -ko'-.P-ently,

;; No," said Matt; "they are in America."

^_

Oh, ah, yes
;
so you told me. You're not married ?"

" Nor engaged, I hope ?"

" No," said Matt, wouderingly

*;'.'
™vr to ^:,;rhttt t'x- pif

"'^^
'^ -^ -

Fine feathers anri «n« i

pleasures and wants,itamers and fane houses are ru n no- Eiio-li«Ii 4rf t

1'
i^T TJ'Z ^'"^' '^''^ '^^•^ ^*«^t' touched.
JNot at all. You have a fine natural talent, still undisciplined.
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So long as you keep yourself free from matrimonial complies*

tions you may hope to achieve something. A single man can

live on bread and water, I am heartily glad to hear you have

nobody to keep but yourself."

Matt smiled grimly under the imagined cover of the fog.

•' Ah, I know what you're sniiling at," said Tarmigan, more
genially than he had yet spoken. " You're wondering whether

the preacher is a bachelor. Well, I am proud to say I'm still

single, though I can't boast of living on bread and water. You
see, it isn't only the expense ; marriage spoils the silent incuba-

tion of ideas ; the wife wants her husband, not his Art."

" But suppose an artist falls in love—isn't it hard on him ?"

asked Matt.

" No man can serve two masters. Every artist has got to ask

himself. Does he want Happiness, or does he want Art ? That

choice will face you one day, Mr. Strang."

" 1 hope not," said Matt. " But I guess Art's enough for

me." He spoke in a tone of quiet conviction, and his bosom
swelled. Happiness, forsooth ! How could there be Happiness

apart from Art ? Or how could Art be apart from Happi-

ness?

Their talk fell to a lower level. Matt casually expressed an

ardent wish to see sundry R.A.'s, especially the president. He
had only come across the second-rate painters or the young men.

He felt vaguely that he was at one with Butler and Greme and

Herbert, and apparently Tarmigan also, in despising them,

though he had only seen one of their exhibitions; they were in

power and popular, and therefore time-serving mediocrities. Yet

beneath all this prejudice was a keen curiosity about them, and

a latent respect for these oldsters who had arrived. Tarmigan

promised to get him a ticket for the prize distribution of the

Academy Schools next month, when he would see most of them.

The suggestion of suicide slunk into the rear ; the spectacle of

the Academicians was something to live foi Then the old man
and the young relapsed into silent thoughts of their art, project-

ing visions of ideal beauty on the background of yellow, grimy
kVk^v** ^Vi, €\^ r^ 1^ w*j^«

treat uicaiV cilj.

But when Matt sat down to paint that night he found himself
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incapacitated, a mass of aches and bruises. He went home to

anoint himself with his arnica ; in the unconscious optimism of

sickness the suggestion of suicide had vanished altogether.

CHAPTER VIII

"gold medal night"

With a step that faltered from nervousness even more than

from the weakness due to a diet of one meal per diem, Matt
Strang passed across the clangorous court-yard of Burlington

House, nigh turned back by the imposing bustle of broughams
and cabs, whose shadows were thrown sharply on the stones

under the keen, 'rosty starshine of the December night. In

the warm-lighted hall he shrank back, even more timidly, blink-

ing at the radiance of the company, the white shirt-fronta of the

men, the dazzling shoulders of the women. Before a counter a

block of black figures struggled to get rid of their hats and
coats in exchange for numbers. Matt hid his hat, fortunately

flexible, in the pocket of his overcoat, which, being the least

shabby of his vestments by reason of its summer vacation, he

did not dare to take off; otherwise he would not have dared

to keep it on. There were spots of discoloration on the con-

cealed garments, for they had suffered from the week's job,

which, together with the expectation of this gala-night, had
kept him alive since he had met Tarmigan in the fog three

weeks before. As a house-painter and distemperer Matt had

still hovered on the verge of Art, and if Butler was right in his

interpretation of the Academy of his day, and the highest art

was indeed to conceal paint, then was the young Nova Scotian

strictly Academic in retaining his overcoat on this most Aca-

demic of occasions. He marched with the courage of desper-

ation up a broad crimson staircase, keenly conscious of the

frayed edges of his trousers, and mistily aware of overarching

palms and bordering flower-pots and fashionable companions,

^nd surrendered the ticket Tarmigan had given him to a sumpt-.

nu

a? I
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U0U8 official wlio seemed a part of the ornamental avenue to
the Academic salons. Once safely past this point the haze
cleared, and he saw, to his joy, less fashionable figures in frock-
coats and ladies in hats and jackets, and though he wished they
had been more numerous and more dowdy, he felt a morsel more
at ease. There seemed to be pictures on view, and he eagerly
joined the sparse groups of spectators that promenaded the
rooms, in curious contrast with the crush of the populace the
last time he had walked, at the price of a shilling, within these
historic walls. The exhibition was curious : in one room dozens
of semi-detached heads, some evidently from the same model;
in another, cartoons of draped figures ; in a third, sculptures. He
saw from a placard that they had been done in competition for
the prizes that were to be adjudged to-night. He heard scraps
uf foolish criticism ^from the people about him, but his commerce
with art-editors had blunted his once sensitive nerves, and he
was only amused. From the pictures his eyes strayed to the
spectators, and he wondered which were celebrities. It occurred
to him, with a pang of dismay, that in the absence of any cice-
rone he might go away no wiser than he had come, and he remem-
bered with regret the personally conducted tour he had made
through the Reynolds Club. Would his uncle be here to-night?
he thought, with apprehensive shrinking. As he moved aim-
lessly about, thinking of the Old Gentleman, his heart leaped to
see—not Matthew Strang, but " Daniel before Nebuchadnezzar,"
and not the " Daniel before Nebuchadnezzar " he knew, but other
Daniels and other Nebuchadnezzars—a veritable vision of Dan-
iels and Nebuchadnezzars, a gallery of Daniels and Nebuchadnez-
zars, perspectives of Daniels and Nebuchadnezzars, stretching
away on both sides of the room

;
young clean-shaven Daniels

and old gray-bearded Daniels and middle-aged Daniels with mus-
taches, Daniels with uplifted arms and Daniels with downcast
eyes, Daniels dressed and Daniels undressed, Daniels with flash-
ing faces and Daniels with turned backs, and Nebuchadnezzais
analogously assorted, and palaces of equal variety and back-
grounds of similar dirv-imilarity, each tableau differing in proper-
-les am. snpernumcrar'cs, out ail appearing only the more alike
because of their differfcLc; :. so conventional were the variations.



"GOLD MEDAL NIGHT "
247

Matt divined instantly that the picture Herbert had painted
must be among them, and he looked about ardently for the
painted palace in which he had spent so many happy hours.
Ah

!
there it was, the dear old canvas, though it had an un-

dreamed - of grandeur in its broad gold frame ; there was
L>aniel and there was " Nebby," more finished than when he
had last seen Herbert at work on them that fatal midsummer
day, but essentially unchanged. He felt quite a small pro-
pnetary interest in it, unconscious how much it really owed
to him; his touches on the actual final canvas had been but
few, and these mainly suggestions in pastel, and his remem-
brance of the scaffolding work that preceded was hopelessly
blurred by the countless discussions. He was shaken by a re-
surgence of pleasant memories of these artistic talks and merry
lunches, with the bright sunshine streaming down on the skin
rugs and the gleaming busts. He became absorbed in the
painting, seeing episodes of the past in it, like a magician look-
ing into a pool of ink. And then he was pierced to the marrow
as by an icy wind

;
he heard an ecstatic voice ejaculating "Isn't

It beautiful? The dear boy !" in charming foreign accents, and
he divined the Vandyke beard hovering haughtily in his rearHe felt the couple had come to see their son's work, and he
tried to sidle away unperceived, but an advancing group forced
him to turn round, and he found himself eye to eye with Ma-
dame, whose radiant face of praise was exchanged for one of
smiling astonished welcome when she caught sight of him

" My dear young-" she began, in accents of lively affection.
Then Matt saw her face freeze suddenly, and he quailed beneath
the glooming eyebrows of her dignified consort, who swept
round the other way with the frozen lady on one arm and Her-
bert on the other, turning three backs to his nephew in a sort
of triple insult. The semicircular sweep which veered Madame
off brought Herbert near, and Matt's heart beat more rapidly as
his whilom chum's dress-coat, with its silk facings, brushed
against his tightly buttoned overcoat. The glimpse he had of
Herbert s face showed it severe, impassive, and devoid of rec
ognition; but ere the young gentleman had'quite swept' past hemanaged to give his homely cousin a droll dig in the ribs, which
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was as balm in Gilead to the lonely youth, and brought back in
a great wave all his fondness for his dashing relative, with
whom he now felt himself a fellow conspirator in a facetious
imbroglio. The last lees of his bitterness were extruded by the
dig; he gazed with affectionate admiration after the solemn
swallow-tails of his cousin, receding staidly and decorously up
the avenue of Daniels, at one or other of which his disengaged
hand pointed with no faintest suggestion of droll digs in its

immaculate cuff and delicately tapering fingers. Presently
there was a marked move in a particular direction, and Matt,
joining the current, was floated towards a great room filled with
chairs, and already half full of gentlefolks. He made instinc-
tively for the rear, but finding himself amid a mob of young
fellows in evening dress, some of them sporting the ivory medal
of studentship, he retreated farther towards the front, ultimately
taking up a position on the last chair of the left extremity of
the fourth row from the back, out of view of the incomers
streaming through the oaken panels. It was a broad oblong
room, with skylights in the handsome ceiling, and large water-
colors hanging on the walls. A temporary dais covered by a
crimson baize and ascended by a crimson step faced the audi-
ence, and at its central point stood a reading-desk lighted from
the right by ^ lamp. Matt beard whispered comments on the
new-comers from his neighbors ; now it was a knighted brewer
who rolled his corporeal cask into a front seat, now it was a
musical conductor with an air of exile from the central desk.
A few painters of eminence with neither handles nor tails to
their iv.mes dotted Art about the audience, while wives and
daughters of the Academically distinguished exhaled an aroma
of fashion, striving to banish all reminiscences of paint from
everything but their complexions ; here and there was an actor
out of employment or a strayed nondescript celebrity, and on a
plush couch to the right of the platform a popn.lar author chat-
ted noisily with a pretty, vivacious lady journalist ; the mixture
was completed by a few favored relatives of the students, like

Mr. and Madame Strang, whose anxious faces were clearly visi-

ble to Matt in a diagonal direction a few rows ahead. Herbert
himself herded with his fellow - students, who had taken excln-
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sive possession of the back rows, where they stood in evening

dress, a serried gallery of black-and-white figures, prophesying
" all the winners."

A great round of appla;i8e from their ranks set everybody

peering towards the door, only to encounter the stern gaze of

the magnificent beadle, whose entry had prompted the salvoes,

and who, arrayed in what appeared to be a rich red dressing-

gown, showed like a Venetian color-study amid a collection of

engravings.

A more general outburst of clapping, accompanied by a buzz

of interest, greeted the arrival of the less picturesque " train
"

of Academicians, headed by the president. The procession,

bowing and smiling, defiled slowly towards the dais, especial

enthusiasm being reserved for the more popular or the newest
Academicians and Associates, the students having a ruling hand
or hands in the distribution of the noise. Matt craned forward

eage'ly to see these pillars of English Art, whose names flew

from lip to lip. As they only looked like men, he had a flash

of self-confidence.

The president takes his seat on the central chair, flanked and
backed by the faithful forty and the trusty thirty, minus the ab-

sentees. The R.A.'s dispose themselves along the front bench,

the A.R.A.'s occupy the rear—a younger set, on the whole, with

more hair on their heads and less on their chins. The beadle

solemnly slides the oak par els to, cloistering the scene from the

world, and a religious silence spreads from him till it infects

even the excited back rows. The president rises bland and
stately. There is a roar of welcome, succeeded by a deeper

hush. It is seen that he has papers on his desk, and is about

to declare the results of the competitions, and to determine the

destiny of dozens, if not the future of English Art. There is

no vulgar sensationalism. With a simple dignity befitting the

venerable self - suflScient institution, which still excludes great

newspapers—and great painters—from its banquets, he disdains

working up to a climax, and starts with the tidbit of the evening,

"the gold medal and travelling studentship for £200," award-

ed every two years for the best historical painting, the subject

this year being " Daniel before Nebuchadnezzar," The presiT

i
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iikmmt^ji^-.i.

dent pauses for a breathless instant. The ranks of hlaok-and-
white hgures standing in the background have grown ri-id with

Zlr'T, ^''^P'«l^-' imperturbaMj. announces "Ilerberthtung. Tlierc is a brief pause for mental digestion, then .great crash of aj.plause_ the harmonious cacophony of clapping hands generons lungs, and tr,.nzied feet. Matt, thrillingthrough anJ through with joy and excitement, shouting fran-
c .ilj-, and applauding with all his limbs, turns to look forHerbert amid the students, but sees only rows of heaving shirt-

fronts and ani.nated black arms. Then he becomes aire ofhis cousm strolling leisurely along the near side of the room

d'T^' !"T "-"Pf of cl'ooring, towards the president'sdesk a faint smile playmg about his beautiful boyish lips«hieh yet tremble a little. Matt feels proud of being leconsm of the hero of the moment, whose course he follows whteai-dimmcd eyes. He sees him reach the presidential deskand receive a medal and an envelope from the great man, who

I'tt" He f T, ' 'r
""' "•'""'"^ "^"^ "'^^ "' -"St-ation, lie follows his passage back to his fellow - studentsthrough the undiminished tempest. Then his eye lights suddenly on Matthew Strang's face, and sees great teafs roling

StrILT't *'"
J'''^'^'

'"'"'' "'''' ^-'''^ '"" Madam!btrang her face radiating sunshine, her eyes dancing, throws
kisses towards the cynosure of all eyes, who, carryin/kis honors, and studiously avoiding the weakness of a glan'ee fn thedirection of his parents, ploughs his way amid fLrnal back!thumpings to his place among his cronies. There is a rapidexehange of criticism and gossip among t^ie students, ejacidl-tions of commiseration for Flinders, whose friends had con-vineed him that he would win, and for Hands, a poor devil of
talent, the only hope of a desperately genteel family in DalstonBut comment must be hushed, for other prizes, some of themimportant enough, have to be announced Th;re is a ste7dv
snecession of individual students, more or less blushig^n v

''

to and from the president's c ugratulatory hand, some stuZbhng nervously against the crimson step placed in front of hisdesk, probably bv the beadle to ,1i«n„p„™; ,i,. .1,.. „
unate prize-winners come up three times, and stumble three
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times. Sometimes they arc girls. One wears spectaclea and a

yellow sash, and has the curved back of the student ; another

is pretty and petite, and causes a furore by her multiplex suc-

cesses and her engaging charm ; a third is handsome, but gawky,

with bare red arms. A young man who wins two events attracts

special attention by his poetical head and his rapt air of mystic

reverie, and goes back winking. Then the president commences
his biennial address to an audience of students throbbing with

excitement, afire with the after-glow of all that applause, anxious

to canvass the awards, and dying to run out into the other rooms
to look at the winning pictures, which have, in some instances,

been dark horses which nobody remembers to have noticed.

His theme is the Evolution of Ecclesiastical Art. For half

an hour the audience, always with the exception of the stu-

dents he is addressing, listens patiently to the procession of

ornate periods, classically chiselled, hoping to enrierge from

the dulness and gloom of obscure epochs into the light of

familiar names. Then the seats begin to feel hard. By the

aid of copious shufflings, wrigglings, and whisperings, they

drag through another bad quarter of an hour, relieved only

by the mention of Albrecht Diirer, whose name is unaccount-

ably received with rapturous cheers, as if he were a political

allusion. The next quarter of an hour is lightened by the feel-

ing that it is to be the last. But, as the second hour arrives

without a harbinger sentence, three brave men arise and pass

through the beadle-guarded portal. There is tremendous cheering

from the back, which is taken up and re-echoed from all parts of

the room, and the president beams and turns over a new page.

The seats become granite, the presidential eloquence flows

on as if it would wear them away ; an endlessly trickling

stream. He enters into painful analyses of vanished frescos,

painted in churches long since swept away, and elaborates punc-

tilious appreciations of artists and architects known only to

biographical dictionaries. Some have fancy without imagina-

tion, some imagination without fancy, a few both fancy and

imagination, and the rest neither imagination nor fancy. The
stream strewn with dead names flows on slow and stately,

with never a playful eddy, and another man, greatly daring.

^h

m

'^
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fortified by the example of his gaUant predecessors, steals from
the room, and blushes to find it fane. Amid the plaudits thatring around this nmnful deed, Matt suddenly finds Herbert at
his side 11,8 cousin slips a note into his Land and r.t-^.ts
hastily to his place. Excited and glad of the relief, he opens
t and reads: "Meet me outside after this rot is over. Don't
et the Old Gentleman see you." Matt smiles, proud and happy
to resume his old relations with the hero of the evening, and
pleased to find the ancient password of '' the Old Gentleman "
supplementing the droll dig in the ribs in re-setting their cama-
raderte on its ancient footing. In his eagerness to talk to Her-
bert again and to congratulate him personally, the presidential
oration seoms to him duller and the s<^at more adamlntine than
ever. He strains his ears to catch instead the babble of the

mpHf" l"^^' ^r ^T^'y
^^''" "1 '""y P''''^^'^ «f interest in

medieval F emish cathedrals. His eye, long since satiate withthe sight of the celebrities, roves again over the faces of theAcademicians on their platform, aus-re in their striving to ap-pear absorbed, and again he draws confidence from their merelyhuman aspect He watches the popular novelist gossiping withthe vivacious lady journalist. He examines for ^t eighth timethe water-colors on the walls, which he gathers, from one of themany conversations going on in his neighborhood, are by the
competitors for the Turner prize. He see's that the hard-worked
newspaper artist in the row in front of }Jm has given upsketching and gone to sleep, despairing of escape. The pun^^sof his own stomach keep him awake; he look, forward wis!
fully to the hour of release, resolved to treat 'aim o/ to two-pennyworth of supper in honor of Herbert's triumph. But the
interminable voice goes on, discoursing learnedly and elegant-
ly of apses and groins and gargoyles. The wriggli, :.s haveceased All around, but especially in the quiet front rowsunder the presidential eye, apathetic listless beings droop on
their chairs Matt steals a glance towards his uncle, and findshim the only member of the audience genuinely alert and in-
terested, his head perked up, his eyes gazing admiringly tow-
ards the rostrum, where Dernhamp Jrj i-o^ip^.; l_ f ,

eees bis son carrymg oii the time-honored tradition of tl^e gre/i
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Sir Joshua. At his side Madame siistaina herself by furtive

looks in the direction of the same young gentleman. Then
Matt turns his attention to the speaker, watching his mouth
open and shtit, and his shapely hand turning the perpetual

pages. lie expects that every moment will be the orator's

last. But the great man is just warming to his work. IIis

silver;, 'oicc, rising a'oove the buzz and the murmur, descants

dreamily on the spiritual aspirations of uncouthly christened

architects, who had mouldered in their graves long centuries be-

fore his Gracious Majesty George III., patron of arts and letters,

gave the Academy house-room. After an hour and a half he

launches liglitly into a treatise on glass-staining. The audience

has now given up all hope. It has the sense of condemnation

to an earthly inferno, in which the suave voice of a fiend of tort-

ure, himself everlastingly damned, shall forever amble on, un-

winding endless erudition. A reference to " my young ar-

chitectural friends," greeted with suspicious thunders by all

the students, affords a momentary break in the monotony. The
end comes suddenly, after a " Lastly," forgotten ten minutes

before. There is a brief interval of incredulity. People awa-

kened by the silence look up sleepily. Yes, there is no doubt.

The president is actually down. Then a great roar of joy

bursts out from all sides. The back benches go delirious,

and then the meeting dissolves in a stampede towards the

oaken panels, at last open in three places. The discharged

prisoners swarm down the grand staircase and besiege the

cloak-rooms; some parade the rooms to inspect the winning

pictures, now ticketed, and to express their surprise at tue

judges' decisions.

Outside in the cold air, which immediately began to make
him sneeze through the compulsory imprudence of having worn

his overcoat throughout. Matt lurked about looking for Herbert,

and at last the hero appeared, carefully muffled and wrapped

up, and with a murmur of " Wasn't it awful ? Wait by the

Arcade till my people's cab rolls off," dashed back. When he

reappeared, smiling sunnily, he explained that he had told his

Students' Club in order not to

appear caddish. " I've been slobbered over enough," he add*

ill

i'
6 '
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Ma-t?"l'k„oV;™ Tfr 'r"
"""P'" "" <lel,g,,tcd," said

),» «t,Ll,\ ?•
,

•""""' ^ngra'ulatcd you vot " AndHe shook his cousin's band heartiiy
" Thank you, old fellow

; it's very mod of v„„ Ol, I ,1,

To^'kr^-TL'^r; iTK;; fr/'
-r ^«"' ""''•*

Gold Medal." ^ ' ""^ ''"'"S '' for the

"l^mt'^s'a l°d''!l,'
"'"!'"" ' '"'" "^'^"•^ """• 'oassuringlv.

over :^:;x^s-;^:c:z^xi '""
' '^r

'"

especially now that it has won " ' ^ ' '" '° •'''"''""''

iow. there's thre^rth:"I'e y"
t

'^^'""^ f'"'"^' "'^ ''^'-

:-:S4^t^d:-S;'^"'?---»^^^
insignificance'.

'""""™' *'"""^l^<' '<> " P't'f"i sense of his real

" Rather," replied Herbert " Whv I tl.„nl- , .
weren't a competitor. I .hou.d nevert/e X'Zdt if ^0°:

w.r^c:xtt;::sti!-?S'n'^t :rr -r^ -

the old bua rs'fi^" "^T^ ''" ^"'""^"""g """ >"0"l'i takeouucrs fancy, and t.en, once ycu got a sho, i„ the

<^^.,
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Academy, the Old Gentleman would take up your work and run

you."
" I don't think they'd take what I wanted to do."

<* Ob, but you mustn't want to do it," said Herbert. " At

least, not till you can aflEord it. Besides, I'm not so sure that

there isn't something in the Academy's ideas, after all. Can-

didly, I don't quite see how Daniel and Nebuchadnezzar could

have been treated any better."

" I don't want to treat them at all," said Matt.

"Well, anyway, do something, you old dufler. You don't

want to go grubbing along at ten bob a week— or was it

tenpence a day ? I forget. Promise me to do a picture

for the next show, or I sha'n't feel easy in my mind about

you."
" I promise," Matt murmured.
" That's right," said Herbert, considerably relieved. He went

on heartily : " The Academy is the stepping-stone. It's no good

kicking it out of the way. Put a picture in the Academy, by

fair means if thou canst, but—put a picture in the Academy.

You see, even Cornpepper had to come to ns. And even if you

will do new-fangled stuff, you can always get in if you make

the picture a certain queer size—just to fit an awkward corner.

I forget the exact measurements, but the Old Gentleman knows

;

he took care to find out in case I couldn't get in legitimately.

I'll make a point of asking him. Poor old governor! I don't

suppose he'll sleep to-night. Why, he was quite blubbery when

the cab drove off. Do you know, there's a certain pathos about

the Old Gentleman."

" He's been very good to you," said Matt.

" Well, and now he is happy. Virtue rewarded. The cream

of the joke is that now I've got to go abroad in spite of him

—

travelling studentship, you see— and he can't possibly chuck

business for a year to come with me."

" Was the money in that envelope ?" Matt asked.

"Only the first quarterly instalment. Wbat a shame I can't

pay you out of that! Only I must study abroad with the

money. It wouldn't be honest to use it for any other purpose,
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"Don't talk of it," said Matt, flushing from a sense of the
misconstruction of his thougjjtless query.

" Oh, don't be so shocked. You look as if I had already mis-
appropriated it. I can't tell you how glad I was to see your
dear old phiz to-night. What have you been doing with your-
self

? I often wondered why you didn't look me up at the club
J5y-the-way, here .ve are at the club."

" Here ?" echoed Matt, interrogatively. They had been walk-
ing automatically as they conversed, and had come to a stand-
still before a blank, cheerless building in Golden Square

" Yes, this is the shanty. Not my club, you duffer. This is
only the students' little ken. I told my people the truth, you
know. It would be snobbish not to drop in to-night. Thevmake rather a night of it, though I hadn't intended to go othe;.
wise. Hang it all, I had an appointment to sup with a girl at
half-past ten

! I forgot all about her-she'll be mad." He took
out his watch. - Ten past eleven. Why, Ecclesiastical Art must
have evolved till close on eleven ! It isn't my fault, anyhow
1)0 you mind trotting round to the Imperial? She's in the firsi
ballet. We d better have a hansom."
The young men drove round to the stage door, but the fair

one had departed after a few impatient instants. " I think I
heard her tell the cabby 'Rule's,'" was the sixpennyworth of
information obtained from the janitor.

" Let's go there," said Matt, who was now quite faint with
hunger, and who had a lurking wish that Herbert would stand
a supper --one of the olden heroic suppers tha. he had not
tasted for ha:^ a year-a wild riot of a supper, with real meatand wholesome vegetables and goodly sauces -nay, even red
wine, and a crowning cup of coffee made of real beans, not the
charred crust of over- baked loaves, uit of which he had been
making his own lately

;
getting the burned bread cheaper with

a double economy; a supper fit for weL-fed gods, which a
starving man having eaten might be well content to die. But
Herbert, unaware of what was going on in Matt's inner man
replied cruelly, - No, it's too late to look for her at the restau!
rant. I know her address, but she won't be th^re yet. Besides
1 ought to show up at the club."

'
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So they strolled back to the bleak building (Matt suddenly
bethinking himself that even here supper might lie in wait), and
passing through a dark hall, mounte-' a stone corkscrew stair-
case that led to a hubbub of voices aud a piano jingling music-
hall tunes. The doorway of the first room was congested by
black backs over- circled with clouds of smoke. Herbert and
Matt peered in unseen for a few moments. The little room,
decorated only by a few sketches from the hands of members,'
and separated from the second room by the primitive partition
oi a screen, was crowded with young men in evening dress sit-
ting round on chairs or knees or coal-scuttles, with glasses in
their hands and cigars in their mouths, and new men were
squeezing in from the inner room, the advent of each being greet-
ed by facetious cheers. Plaudits more genuine in their ring
welcomed Flinders, who, it was understood, had been in the
hnal running, lie came in, trying to make his naturally long
face look short, and exclaiming with punctilious carelessness''
" Where's my whiskey ?" Rands, who, it was whispered, had
lost by only a few votes, was not present; he had, apparently,
gone home to the heart-broken gentility at Dalston. Matt
caught slrht of Cornpepper on the right of the doorway, and
his heart rejoiced as at the sight of a laid supppv. The little
painter was clutching the middle of his chair with his most
owl-like expression. Uis single eye-glass glittered in the -.ras-

light.
"

"Why, there's Cornpepper!" Matt whisp„i'ed, in awed ac-
cents.

" Oh, has he come in ?" yawned Herbert. i saw him march-
ing Greme about among the Daniels, and g

" . ing them hell in
emulation of Clinch—looking round aff ; *, -ery swear, as if half
hoping the ladies hadn't heard him, a •. aaif hoping they had."
But Matt had only half heard Her]«crt. He was listening to
the oracles of Cornpepper. But listener., rarely hear any good
of themselves.

" Strang's not in it with yon," Cornpepper was saying to
Flinders. ''There's no blooming style in his technique. It
might have been done by an R.A.''

"They do my the result would have been very different if

II
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more R.A.'s had como down," said the scini-eonsoled Flinders,
somowhiit illogically. "But B.arhuuld had the jrout, und I'latt

is in Morocco, and—

"

At tliis point slionts of "Strann^!" made tlie cousins start, but
it was only the playfulness of the room greeting a ncw-eonier as
the victor. The youth ac(juiesced Immorously in the make-be-
lieve, slouching round the room with a comical shutHe and a
bow to each chair. Then a man got up and began a burlesque
lecture on Ecclesiastical Art "to my young architectural friends."
Every reference to apses, groins, or gargoyles was received with
yells of delight, a demoniac shriek being reserved f jr Albrccht
Durcr.

"I'm awfully glad I escaped it," said a youth in front of
Matt. " I got there five minutes late, and the man wouldn't let

mo in. At least he said, ' I'm not supposed to let you in after
nine-fifteen.' But I didn't take the tij)—or <rivc it."

In the middle of the address on Art, Ourney, coming up the
staircase in the wake of a student friend (to whom he had been
descanting on the absurdities of Cornpopperism, from which he
had now revolted), perceived Herbert, and pushed him boister-
ously into the room, which straiglitway became a pandemonium

;

the pianist banging " See, the Conquering Hero Comes," the
boys stamping, singing, liuzzahing, rattling their glasses, and
shouting, " Cigars !" " Drinks !" " Strang !"

Herbert beamingly ordered boxes of Havanas and "soda-
and-whiskies," and soon Matt, still in his overcoat, found himself
drinking and smoking and shouting with the rest, exalted by
the whiskey into forgctfulness of his clothes an<' his fortunes,
and partaking in all the rollicking humors of the evening, in all

the devil-may-care gayety of the et'rnal undergraduate, roaring
with his boon companions over the improper stories of the as-

cetic-looking young man with the poetic head, bawling street
choruses, dancing madly in grotesque congested waltzes, where-
in he had the felicity to secure Cornpepper for a partner, and
distinguishing himself in the high-kicking pas seul, not depart-
ing till tho final "Auld Lang Syne" had been sung with joined
hands in wildly whirling ring. Herbert had left some time
before.
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" Good-night, Matt ; I want to get .^way. I don't often get
such an excuse for being out late. There's no need for you to
go yet, you hicky beggar," he whispered, confidentially, as he
sallied forth, radiantly sober, weaving joyous dreams of his trav-
elling studentship future.

When the party broke up in the small hours. Matt Strang,
saturated with wliiskey and empty of victual, staggered alo^'
the frosty pavements, singing to the stars, that reeled round,
blinking and winking like the buttons on Herbert's boots.

CHAPTER IX

the

DEFEAT

His own boots preoccupied Matt's attention ere the New
Year dawned. Had "Four-toes" continued going to Grain-
ger's, instead of letting his subscription lapse perforce with the
Christmas quarter, he mii;ht have convinced the class that his
toes were normal, for they had begun to peep out despite all his
efforts to botch up the seams. The state of his wardrobe pre-
vented him from looking up Herbert at his club, especially
as he was doubtful whether the travelling studentship had not
already carried his cousin off; and thus tliat mad night, which
was a hot shame to sober memory, grew to seem an unreal
nightmare, and Herbert a3 distant as e.ar.

A vagrant atom of the scum of the city, he tasted all the
bitterness of a million-peopled solitude. His quest for work
was the more hopeless the shabbier his appearance grew. In
optimistic after-dinner moods he had thought the spectacle of
the streets sufficient, and to feast one's eyes on the pageant of
life a cloyless ecstasy ; and, indeed, in the first days of his
wanderings, the merest artistic touch in the wintry streets
could still give him a pleasurable sensation that was a tempo-
rary anodyne—the yellow sand scattered on slippery days along
the tram lines, and showing like a spilth of summer sunshine

;

the warm front of a public-house, making the only spot of color
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in the long suburban street ; strange faces seen for an instant in

fog and lost forever ; snow-flakes tumbling over one anotlier in

their haste, or fluttering lingeringly to earth ; red suns, gray-

ringed, like school-boys' taws—but, as the slow days unfolded

their sordid un>.lianging coils, he found himself shrinking more
and more into himself. He sought warmth and refuge from
reality in the National Gallery or the British Museum, dreaming
away the hours before the more imaginative pictures or the

Elgin marbles. But even these failed him at last, their beauty an

intolerable irony. Sometimes he realized with a miserable start

the real tragedy of being " out of work," how it narrowed the

horizon down to the prospect of meals, so that the great move-
ment of the world from which he was shut out left him equally

exclusive, and the announcements on the newspaper posters

—

wars and international football and the opening of parks and
new plays and the deaths of great men and the rise of minis-

tries—struck no responsive chord in his imagination, were all

shadowy emanations from some unreal mockery of a universe.

The real universe had his own navel for centre. Sometimes a

faint perception of the humor of the position distorted his lips

in a melancholy smile; he wondered how he would come out

under Jimmy Raven's pencil. At other times he lay huddled

up in his bed, his fading clothes heaped over the one blanket,

passing the day in an apathetic trance, interrupted only by the

intermittent working of his imf.gination, or by observation of

optical effects that accidentally arrested liis gaze ; and the next

day, in remorse for lost possibilities, he would rise before dawn,

and recommence his search for employment.

From such a long day's tramp he was shufiling homeward
late one dark, dismal night, when, pausing to warm his feet and

hands at the cellar-grating of a baker's shop, he was accosted

by William Gregson, striding along with a frown on his fore-

head and a brown-paper parcel in his hand.

" Hullo, Fourt—Strang !" he cried, pausing. " Don't see you

any more."
'* No," said Matt, wishing Gregson wouldn't see him now,

and edging a little away from a street-lamp.

" You don't want any boots ?"
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" No," said Matt, sticking his toes downward to hide the gaps
as far as possible.

" You won't forget I am at your service whatever you want,"
said the little stooping old man, with shining enthusiastic eyes.

" It is a pleasure to work for a man with feet like yours. I

was only thinkin' of you to-night at the studio—a scurvy wretch
has been servin' me a shabby trick, and I was thinkin' to my-
self ,: Ah, Four—ah, Strang, there's a difference now ! Strang's

a mfin and a brother artist. This bloke's a 'artless biped."
" Why, what did he do ?"

" There's no need to go into details," said William Gregson,
pathetically. "Suffice it to say he refuses the boots. And
here they are. A beautiful pair ! Left on my hands ! After

I sat up half the nigiit to finish 'era for him, trade's so brisk

just now."

He unwrapped the package to expose their perfections.

"And what will you do with them?" said Matt.

"I'd like to put 'em on and kick him with 'em," replied

Gregson, gloomily. " Only they're too small." Gregson's own
feet were decidedly not beautiful.

" Yes, they seem more my size," agreed Matt.

" Will you have them ?" cried the old man, eagerly. " Name
your own price ! Don't be afraid. I sha'n't ask more than

last time."

But Matt shook his head. " I'm hard up," he confessed,

blushing in the lamplight.

" I'll trust you," was the fervid response.

"I'd never pay you," Matt protested, "unless I could do
something for you in return. If you want," he hesitated,

" your shop painted, or any wall-papering, or—or I could build

you a counter, or—"
But the shoemaker was shaking his head. " I don't want

my shop painted—but 'ow if you painted me ?" he cried, with

an inspiration. •- I've often tried to do it myself, but some'ow

an angelic expression gets into it, and the missus don't recognize

it. Have you ever tried doin' your own portrait, Strang?"
" No—not seriously," said Matt.

" Well, you try, and see if you don't find it as I say. It's
4 -3



^'

! I

262 THE MASTER

a curious thing how that angelic expression will creep in when
a man's paintin' his own portrait. Besides, you can paint better
than me

;
I don't say it behind your back, but "

"Then it's a bargain ?" interrupted Matt, anxiously.
" Yes

;
I can give you an hour every mornin'. Trade's so

slack, unfortunately."

" May i take the boots with me ?" inquired Matt.
"Yes, the moment the portrait's done," said Gregson, in

generous accents.

"Are you afraid J'll walk off in 'em?" Matt cried, angrily
" And suppose they don't fit ?"

" Ah, well
;
you may try them on," conceded Gregson. And,

with a curious repetition of a former episode. Matt slipped off
his boot under a street-lamp. The boots were a little tight
especially after the yawning laxness of the old ; but it was
heavenly to stamp on the wet pavement and to feel a solid
sole under one's foot, even though an oozy, sloppy stocking in-
tervened. ^

Gregson perceived the ruin of the vacant boot, and his face
grew stern.

" Keep it on, keep it on," he said, harshly. " You're an old
customer."

" Oh, thank you !" ejaculated Matt
" You can give me the old pair," he rejoined, gruffly.
" Oh, but they're past mending," said Matt.
" But they can help to mend other boots. They're like clergy-

men," said the little shoemaker, laughing grimly. " Nothing
is ever wasted in this world."

_

Matt was thinking so too, though from a different point of
view. He was grateful to the economical order of the universe.
The boots reiTU'igorated the pilgrim on his way to the ever-

receding Mecca of employment, and each day he sallied forth
further refreshed by the bread and butter and tea which Will-
iam Gregson's spouse dispensed after the sittings. All over
London he tramped. One day he wandered in hopes of a job
among the docks of Rotherhithe, feeling a vague romance in
the great gray perspectives of towering wood-stacks with their
.ar-away flavor of exotic forests, and in the sombre canals and
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locks along which men with cordwain faces were tugging dis-

colored barges. The desolation of the scene and of the district

was akin to his mood—his eyes were full of delicious hopeless
tears; he rambled on, forgetting to ask for the job, through the
forlorn streets, all ship-chandler shops and one-story cottages,
and threading a narrow passage strewn with lounging louts,

found himself on a little floating pier on the bank of the river,

and lost himself again in contemplating the grimy picturesque
traffic, the bleak wharves and warehouses.

" You see that air barge with the brick-dust sails ?"

Matt started ; an aged gentleman with a rusty silk hat was
addressing him.

«' Well, t'other day I see one just like that capsize in calm
weather under my very eyes. I come here every day after din-
ner to watch the water, and I do get something worth seein'

sometimes. The pier-master he told me it was loaded with
road-slop, and road-slop's alive—shifts the weight on the lurchin'

side, you see, and that's 'ow it occurred. There was two men
drowned—oh ! it's worth while coming here sometimes, I can
tell you. You see that green flag off the buoy ?—that's where
she lays, right in the fairway of the river."

Here the aged gentleman snuffed himself with tremulous
fingers that spilled half, and offered Matt the box. The young
man took a pinch for exhilaration.

A strayed sparrow hopped dolefully amid the grains of snuff
on the floating platform in futile quest of seeds.

" It would be 'appier stuffed," the aged gentleman declared.
" I mean with tow, not toke." And he laughed wheezingly.

Matt contesting this, the aged gentleman maintained, with an
air of deep philosophy, that all birds would be 'appier stuffed—
that thei" life in a state of nature was a harrowing competition
for crumbs and worms, while to keep them alive in cages was
the climax of cruelty.

It subsequently transpired that he was a retired bird-stuffer,

and the conversation ended in Matt's accompanying him home
to lep.rn the process, as the bird-stuffer's son and heir in far-off

Stepney was in need of a trustworthy hand in the shop.
*• There isn*t a honest 'art in the trade," he said, gloomily,

7
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"and tho boys are wuss than the men. They oudit to ho
sU.ffed What I ,i.ce about you is that you've ,^t rcLlcter
1 he better the character the wuss the man. They takes advan-
lage Or it.

Arrived at his house-which was more pretentious than mosto Its one-story neighbors-for it had a basement sublet to ablind woman whose insignia read, " Chairs neatly cnined on
reasonable terms," and its parlor window was gay witli wax^v.ts and stulfed birds-the aged gentleman, who gave the nanle
ot Ground discovered that he had no skin to operate on, an<l,being spent from the walk, directed Matt to buy a dead eanar;
tor sixpence from a bird-fancier " in the Eye lio-id

"

"There's the tanner," he said. "Now if you don't comeback with the bird you may stuff me for a old goose "

Matt came b^ick witii the bird, but the aged gentleman put it
to Ins nose and contorted his aged snuff-colored nostrils

" I want a bird, not manure," he said. " A bird fresh from

ould drop out. lou've been took in, but you haven't took me
in, so Jiere's another tanner."

In great anxiety Matt stood outside the bird-fancier's shon-
^vindow, staring wistfully at the frowsy-looking birds roostin. mthe cages, and hoping that some kindly canary would drop'off
to eternal sleep under his very nose so that he might be sure of
Its freshness. But the poor little creatures all cluno- to exist-
ence and their perches. Suddenly he began to laug^i. Therewas an owl in a cage, and it looked like Cornpepper. On its
head was an erectile tuft like Cornpepper's hair after argument,
and, though dev-oid of an eye-glass, the creature regarded himfrom Its great feather-fringed eyes with the same large pro-found gaze. fo > h""

- Give me style," he lieard it saying, '« give me style "
And then he thought of Cornpepper's theories, of which hehad heard more on that glad mad night when the juvenile

celebrity had been his partner in the waltz
-Erle-Sm|th is all wrong," Cornpepper had pronounced, test-

ily. l>ut 1 don t want to talk shop to-night. Imagination isshown in treatment, not in subject. There may be more imag-
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ination in the paintlngr of a dressing-gown tlian of an allegory.
Painters are called poets when they can't paint. And the
Saturdinj Spectator is quite at sea when it claims me as the
champion of modern subject against ancient, mediaeval, or imagi-
nary. Subject, indeed ! What I demand is modern ireatment.
1 do wish O'Brien would leave off interpreting me."
And Matt Strang fell into a reverie, wondering what he

should paint for the Acadeniy, and gazing into the owl's eyes.
Wliat if he were destined to waltz to fame in company witli
Cornpepper

!
And then he remembered Gurney's enthusiastic

talk during the pauses of the wild waltz in denunciation of the
"real moments" of Cornpepperism, and in acclamation of the
simpler harmonies of Outamaro, the great Japanese master, from
whose work Cornpepper's was a rotten retrogression rather than
a legitimate evolution. Matt speculatively surrendered h.s fancy
to Japanese images. A gallery of beautiful dream-pictures
passed before his eyes like a panorama. A brusque tap or the
shoulder roused him from his day-dream, and turning, he saw
the animated face of the aged gentleman beneath the rusty silk
hat.

"Where's the bloomin' bird?" cried Mr. Ground, relieved
to find Matt not run off, for during the suspense of waiting it

had struck him that even the first bird might have been picked
up in the gutter.

" The bird," Matt murmured, dazedly. " Oh ! Ah ! I was
waiting for one to die. I wanted to be sure it was new."

» With my little eye, I sore 'ira die," quoted the aged gentle-
man, mockingly. " 'Ere, give us the cash—you're a juggiu..
But I suppose folks can't be honest and clever too."
He took the sixpence and went inside, and re-emerged with

what he called a " new-laid " linnet, and returning to his parlor,
skinned it, and smeared the skin with arsenical soap, which he
manufactured on the spot out of common yellow soap beaten
up into a batter with water, white arsenic, and some drops of
toothache mixture he had in a vial. He stuffed the skin with
the cotton-wool in which the vial was embedded, and ran a wire
right through from mouth to tail, with half a hair-pin for eaclj
lag and each wing.
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" I'm out of eyes," he said, pausing. " But in them sockets
you sticks glass eyes—they're so much a dozen, according to
8Jze. See ?"

Matt's aptitude as a pupil regained him the aged gentleman's
esteem, and a day or so after the oddly assorted couple sailed

down the Thames on a penny steamboat, and walked from
Blackwall to Stepney, where Matt was introduced to the bird-

stulfer's son, a fat, greasy, hilarious man, who told his father
that he was *' a old iunercent," and facetiously argnsd out the
probabilities of Matt's honesty in Matt's presence. Ultimately,
Ground Junior took the young man on a week's trial. The
trial going in Matt's favor, he was installed permanently in the
establishment at eighteen shillings a week, fulfilling miscella-

neous functions, the most troublesome of which was the super-
intendence of a snub-nosed errand-boy, who played excruciat-

ingly on a penny whistle. This boy, whose name was Tommy,
and who reminded Matt queerly of his ancient Indian chum by
his dishonesty as well as by his name, would calmly return with
bare pedestals where there had been birds and shades, and as-

sert that he had smashed ihe glass, and that thieves in the
crowd had torn off the birds. He did not flinch from smash-
ing whole nests of glass shades, two dozen inside one another,
a veritable Napoleon among errand-boys. Sometimes, when
he had been out with the barrow delivering orders, he would
wheel it home laden with mysterious coats and boots, whicL he
vainly offered Matt on easy terms. At irregular intervals, too,

he fell ill, a note from his mother arriving in his handwriting
differently sloped, and then Matt was reduced to trundling the
barrow himself, while the fat facetious man, summoned from
the workroom over the shop, or from his other establishment
in the New Cut, where his wiry vixen of a wife had her head-
quarters, replaced him behind the counter. Matt had also spells

of mechanical occupation in the workshop. He not only stuffed

the skins (which came from abroad), but arranged baskets of
wax-fruit (which *vere bought ready-made) and paper flowers
and cases of shells with moss and sea-weeds and pyramids of
pebbles. And he made mock red coral out of balls of brown
paper, dipped into a hot composition of beeswax and rosin,
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and stuck it on wooden stands with many-hued shells variegat-
ing it, and preserved insects creeping prettily over it ; likewise
he manufactured wax -flowers to replace breakages; hollow
frauds, mere wax shells pounced with dry colors, or mixed
originally with coloring matter, yellow ochre making apples,
and lake lending transparency to cherries, or uniting with Prus-
sian blue to furnish the florid richness of purple grapes.

But thongh—as ever—his taskwork hovered oddly about
the purlieus of Art, or the vaults of its Temple, and though
his eighteen shillings a week enabled him to send nine shillino-s

a week home, in monthly instalments, to Abner Preep, still ho
H^as not happy. The difficulties with the errand-boy ; the fat
facetiousness of Ground Junior; the menial trundling of the bar-
row, with the dread of some day mseting " Bubbles," or other
fellows from Grainger's, to say nothing of Cornpepper, Gurney,
Rapper, or the Old Gentleman

; the retail trade ovc the counter,
the biweekly task of cleaning all the shades with a chamois
leather—all this, combined with the sense of wasted months
galled and fretted him. He was working at his Academy pict-
ure now—in accordance with his promise to Herbert but his
hours being from eight to eight, Sunday was his only leisure
time, and he was paradoxically grateful for the ancient Oriental
ordinance which made the godless British bird-stuffer close his
shop once a week and thus enable him to work. He was able
to do some of the preliminary sketching-out in the early morn-
ing and at night; but there was no light for the real work,
nor was there much light in his back bedroom, even at noon on
Sundays.

He had not changed his address, though he had to walk
three miles to and f.om his work; kept to his old lodging by
habit and the trust that his landlady—an artist's mother would
not hastily throw him upon the streets. The subject of his
picture had grown upon him from his daily occupation; the
simulated bird -life around him moved him at moments to
thoughts of the joyous winged creatures butchered to make a
parlor ornament. He could not agree with Ground Senior
that they were happier stuffed. And then, too, the pathos of
prisoned birds would overwhelm him, exiled from their natural

i I
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woodland home, and set to peck endlessly at wires. His own
Jot and theirs became subtly interlinked, and his imagination,
turning from the sordid prose of the actual world in which he
found himself, brooded on visions of poetry and idyllic happi-
ness, and so, instead of selecting from n ility that which was
beautiful in it, instead of fo'jwing Cornpepper's theories, or
his own theories, or anybody's thaories, he found himself irre-

sistibly and instinctively seized and possessed by a subject and a
mode of treatment uncompromisingly imaginative—" The Para-
dise of the Birds," a beautiful wood, suffused with a magic
sunlight, in which freed birds of many species should flutter

blithely around a divine female figure with a wondrous radiance
of love and joy upon her welcoming face, and at her feet a
beautiful boy playing upon an oaten pipe. There should be
an undertone of tender pathos—the pathos of birds—but light

and joy were to be the essence of this harmony of lovely forms
and colors ; all the painter's semi-unconscious yearning for hap-
piness, all his revolt against his narrow, squalid lot, his secret,

resentful sense of the high place denied him at the banquet of
life, reflecting themselves, inverted, in the mirror of his art.

And though the sunlight and atmosphere should be real enough
to satisfy the Cornpepper faction, yet over all he would put
something of Erie-Smith's glamour :

—

"The gleam,

The light that never was on sea or land,

The consecration and the poet's dream."

For the paradise Matt drew on his recollections and old
sketches of Acadia, supplemented by a few water-color studies
made in Epping Forest, which was within difficult walking dis-

tance of the bird-shop, from which, of course, he got his birds

;

the divine female figure was based upon his first study from
the nude at Grainger's, which he still possessed, though he
now gave the woman the normal allowance of toes ; while by
the aid of coppers he bribed the snub-nosed apprentice with his
penny whistle to sit for the cherub with the oaten reed. And
thus was Nature transfigured to Art. But as Eden to Epping,
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60 was Matt's mental conception of the picture to the real

picture.

From datvn to sunset Matt painted tirelessly, and with mflny

patient effacements and substitutions of passages, during his one
working - day, convinced that the Academy was now his only

avenue to recognition ; and as sending-in day drew nearer, and
the precious light was born earlier, he was able to snatch an
hour or two every morning before setting out for Stepney.

Towards the end the need of time drove him to the omnibus.
Nor was it only the need of time. Of late a strange languor

had grown upon him, against which he was incessantly bat-

tling. The image in his strip of glass frightened him ; his face

was white, his once sturdy frame thin, and so feeble was he
become that the three-mile walk, which had been rather a pleas-

ure than an inconvenience, was now a weary, endless drag.

He had bilious headaches. But he toiled on at his picture,

finding in the fairyland of imagination consolation for exist-

ence, and in the ahxieties and agonies of artistic travail an
antidote to the agonies and anxieties of the daily grind. «' The
Paradise of the Birds," though he was conscious it did not

equal his conception, still seemed to him far superior to the

ordinary Academy picture ; it could not fail to redeem him
from his own Inferno, reveal him to the world, make him an
honored guest in artistic coteries, and give him all the day for

Art. Through the sordid life of Stepney and Whitechapel he
moved, sustained by an inner vision of beauty and victory, and
it was not till he had Surreptitiously wheeled his picture to

Burlington House in the bird-stuffer's barrow, at the price of

a reprimand for idling about, that his will-power gave way, and
he realized that he was but a limp shadow. Hope kept him on
his feet a little longer, but the terrifying symptoms developed

rapidly, and at last even Ground Junior perceived his condition,

and allowed him a morning's leave to attend a hospital. For
two hours and a half he waited on one of the bare benches of

a cheerless, dim-lit anteroom amid a grimy crowd of invalids,

ranging from decrepit, bandaged old men to wan -faced chil-

dren, all coughing and groaning and conversing fatuously, and
ostentatiously comparing complaints, and finally fading away

1
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tediously two by two into the presence of the physician. At
last his own turn came, announced by the sharp ting of a hand-
bell

;
and, preceded by a rheumy- eyed stone-mason, he passed

through the polished, awo-inspiring portal, and found binitelf
in the presence of an austere gentleman with frosty side-
whiskers.

^

" V/hat's the matter with you, my man ?" the doctor inquired
in low tones of the stone-mason.

" All outer sorts," replied the stone-mason.
"Ah! Any special pain anywhere?" he went on, in the

same dulcet accents.

" Eh ?" asked the stone - mason, hearing imperfectly in his
fluster.

The doctor shouted in a mighty yell: "Any special pain any-
where ?" " ' r j

The appalled stone-mason admitted to a stitch in the side,
and the doctor continued his interrogative thunders. He had
only two conversational methods—the piano and the fortissimo.

Matt, trembling, awaited his succession to the criminal dock,
and, straining his < .irs when the trying moment came, was fort-
unate enough to secure the piano treatment.
"Your blood is poisoned," was the great man's verdict.

" Ihis IS the third case I have had from bird-stuffing establish-
ments. When you clean the glass shades and breathe on the
msides you imbibe the arsenical and other foul gases that are
given off by the skins and collect inside the air-tight glasses.
Yo will take the medicine three times a day, but it won't do
you any good if you go on living in that atmosphere. You
want sea-air. You ought to try and get into the country, and
have a little holiday."

And Matt Strang, dazed, but smiling grimly, crawled down
into the dispensary and handed in his prescription, and tot-
tered back to the bird-shop with a big bottle of yellow fluid in
his hand. He would not let himself think; there was only one
point 01 light—his Academy picture—and he kept his eyes fixed
on that as on a star.

A few days later the notice of rejection arrived, and the thin
sickly faced young man, being out with orders, surreptitiously
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wheeled " The Paradise of the Birds " home on his barrow, and
discounted the renewed wrath of his employer by giving a

week's notice. He did his work as usual that afternoon, smil-

ing in uneasy defiance at the oddly intrusive thought that the

Cobequid folks would have said it was all through his painting

on Sundays, yet not without a shred of their superstition. But
when he got home he fell helplessly on his little iron bed, and

wept like a child.

He was eaten, broken, shattered in body and soul. He had

fought and lost.

And as an ailing child turns yearningly to its mother, so

his heart yearned to his native land in a great surge of home-

sickness. Here the narrow labyrinthine streets were muddy
with spring rains, but there the snow would still be on the

fields and forests, white and pure and beautiful under the daz-

zling blue sky. Oh, the keen, tingling cold, the large embrace

of the salt breezes, the joy of skating over the frozen flats ! His

poor poisoned blood glowed at the thought. Here he was ill

and lonely, there he would be among loving faces. Poor

Billy ! How the boy must long for him ! It would be humili-

ating to return a failure, but there would be none to reproach

him, and his own pride was gone, vanished with his physical

strength. But bow to get back ? He was too ill to go before

the mast, too impoverished to command even the steerage.

He had unfortunately sent thirty-six shillings home just before

the rejection of his picture, and he was again in arrears of rent,

through the extra expense of the canvas and the compulsory

gilt frame. Mrs. Lipchild was induced by the splendor of the

frame to take " The Paradise of the Birds " in payment for the

three weeks (lunar), f\nd the •' carver and gilder, over - mantel

and picture-frame maker " in Red Lion Street, who had made
the frame, purchased all his remaining pictures and school-

studies for a sovereign down.

There was nothing for it but to borrow. So feeble was his

whole being that the first suggesti n of this ignominy carried no

sting. He thought first of Herbt. it, and brushing his garments

to a threadbare specklessness, inquired of his cluo door-keeper,

who informed him curtly that Mr. Strang was abroad. This
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was as he expected, but he was disappointed. Tarra.Van was
his only other friend, but him he had lost sight of since Cl.rist-
mas and thougli he had in these hours of weakness abandoned
the hope of Art, he had still a vn-ue paradoxical aversion from
applying to a man v^hose artistic ideas he did not share, andwho might hereafter have a sort of right to resent his departure
from them. Besides, Tarraigan was poor, was unsuccessful.
In his desperation he thoujht of Madame Strang, and though
in the course of their chat tl at night at the Students' Club'
Herbert had told him the Old Gentleman had given her an
awful wigging, and she had renewed her promise to close
her door in the culprit's face, ye*. Matt ne- ved liir^self to -'sk
insult. So, spying the shop from a shcliered i.oorway -cr-.ss
the street, he hung about till the Vandyke be.ird ard J.e v 1-

vet jacket had issued and disappeared round a comer then ho
rang the bell of the side door, and to his jov Madam'-^ hi -e'f
opened it.

" My poor boy
! What is the matter with you ?" s.e .; lo.'

The unexpected sympathy of her words clouded t':e Jonelv
young man's gaze with hot tears; he staggered into the pas-
sage, and Madame, growing pale herself, t^ok him by the arm
and helped him into the sitting-room, and in her agitation
poured him out a whole tumblerful of brandy, which fortunately
he only sipped. *'

A little recovered, he explained—improving h. -lallid com-
plexion with blushes when he came to the point—that he was
returning to Nova Scotia, as the doctor had ordered him a sea-
voyage, and he wanted four or five pounds till he got to the
other side, when he would easily be able to repay the loan

"Certainly, my poor boy, certainly," said Madame. ''The
Idea of clever people having no money, and people like me
having plenty."

She ran up-stairs, and returned with ten of the sovereigns
that she hoarded—literally—in her stocking.

'

But Matt would not take more than five.* He felt it foolish
to ourden himself with superfluous temptations.
"I knew you weren't a rogue," cried Madame, in thoughtless

triumph. The sentiment reminding her of the interrogative
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eyebrows, she added, hastily, " Of course, you won't tell ray
husband. Not that he would mind, of course, for I am hel{)-

ing you to leave the country. But oh, how I wish you had
come to me instead of to Herbert 1 The dear boy has such hard
work and so few pleasures, and his allowance is so small that
his father was naturally annoyed to think of your makmg the
poor boy stint himself. Of course, I made it up to Herbert
unbeknown to his father, who would only return him a little

of the money you had borrowed. Promise me you will not apply
to Herbert again. You know it is so expensive living in Paris !"

*' I promise," Matt murmured, hardly conscious of what Ma-
dame was saying, his soul already in Nova Scotia, and dis-

solved in tenderness and gratitude. The prospect of leaving

London was as delightful aa the prospect of coming to it had
been not fifteen months ago.

Ere he bade her farewell Madame made him promise to come
s.nd see her when he was back in London again, hoped the voy-

age would do him good, and scolded him for never having
shown her his pictures.

" I am sure you will be a gieat artist," she said, smiling win-
Romely. " You have the artistic hand. God bless you."
The young man listened unmoved; he was hoping the ice

would bear till he arrived in Cobequid Village.

And so, with all his worldly goods, including the unsaleable

"Angelus," packed in the smallest of satchels. Matt Strang
sailed back across the Atlantic, the blood clogged in his veins,

an unregarded unit of the countless myriads that London has
allured and scorched.

CHAPTER X

MATT RECEIVES SUNDRY HOSPITALITIES

But the prodigal son was not fated to see any of his relatives

immediately upon his return to his native land except his moth-
er, and this was scarcely his mother, this pale creature with eyes
vacant of all save tears, who babbled to him, with heart-rending

18

ft



274 TUB MASTER

i !

verbal repetitions, of Revelation and the Beast, not even mistak-
ing him for his dead father. She had survived her life.

From Halifax Matt did not proceed forthwith to Cobequid
Village, joining, instead, a crew of mackerel-fishcrs, in the hope
ot earning enough to repay Madame Strang immediate'y ; for
his soul, reinvigorated by the sea-breezes of the voyage and the
skies of his childhood, had returned to its healthy repugnance
to debt, and was ashamed of its lapse.

It was a mixed company that he sailed away with—the bulk
decent Nova Scotians, of old fisher stock, but some rougher and
more casual, and a few—though these were harmless enough-
despised " Portigees." The fishing was not devoid of danger.
The men had to row out from the schooner in twos or threes to
tend the nets spread on the mackerel banks, and sometime?} a
fog would come on and ingulf the ship, and the fishers with
their mocking freight would row for hours and hours, and at
times for days and days, on the ghostly sea in search of their
floating home. And sometimes they, too, would be swallowed
up in the mystery of sea and fog, and wives and mothers, run-
ning anxiously to the wharf to meet them, would learn that an
older fisher had netted his prey.

To Matt the hard work and the peril were alike welcome ; the
very mists were poetry after the yellow charnel-house vapors of
London, which now lay behind him like a nightmare, and with
it his dream of Art. His soul had swung round violently. In
the strain of hauling up the nets in the misty moonlight, in the
silence of sea and sky and night, he found repose from his mor-
bid craving to reproduce this mighty Nature, which stretched
away all around him in large, sane serenity, as indifferent to the
puny images of Art as the waste of waters to the little dory
rocking on its bosom. And the rugged simplicity of his briny,
horny-handed mates was equally restful after the garish brilliance
of the young artists about town ; after all, his heart was with
homely folk, went out to sea-folk ; he was his father's son and
the brother of all those who go down to the sea in ships and do
business in the great waters. How like a child's cackle Corn-
pepper's epigrams sounded across the silence of the lonely deep I

.

Under the hushed stars, touching the infinite spaces with awful
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beauty, all these feverish figures of the smoking-room .showed
like fretful midges.

When the cruise was over, and the spoil had been unloaded
and sold on the fishy wharf, or steeped in brine and packed in
the vats. Matt was able to send ten dollars to England, besides
keeping up his usual allowance to Cobequid Village and main-
taining himself—a triple task which weighed heavily upon his
brain, and gave him frequent moments of corroding, nervous ap-
prehension. For his health was only partially re-established, and
his correspondence with Cobequid Village was not reassuring.
His brothers and sisters were growing up without finding much
to do

;
Billy moped a great deal, and though he thanked his

brother for the engraving of the " Angelus," which Matt sent
him, he intimated that he would have been better pleased had
Matt spent his money on books of travel and adventure for him.
And Abner wrote, with pathetic facetiousness, that he was « tol-
erable pleased'' that his brother-in-law had nr^ come home, as
they would have been « mighty squeezed" to put him up, for,
what with the increase of Abner's own progeny and the growth
of the Strangs, even the best room with the cane chairs had long
since been turned into a bedroom, though it could still be re-
stored to its pristine magnificence on state occasions.
From the neighboring fishing-ground Matt gravitated back to

Halifax. His thoughts, divorced from Art, centred on money.
His artistic fibre was coarser now than in those days of almost
religious enthusiasm for Art. He had an idea of opening a
drawing-school and becoming the local ' Grainger," but the ini-
tial funds were to seek. He C- " a few drawing-lessons, but the
stupidity of his pupils was maduening, and his communion with
their parents fretted him after the larger mind of London. He
feared he would have to take to the road again in search of sit-
ters, and the prospect of weary tramps in quest of patronizing
store-keepers and farmers was not alluring, even though that fine
squeamish horror at the idea of Art to order had been knocked
out of him. He was saved from the tramping by becoming as-
sistant in a photographic caravan, which toured the country,
leaving in each village a trail of attitudinizing inhabitants
mounted and framed

; in the course of which campaign, by a
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pleasanter stroke of fortune, he painted the portraits of a minis-

tor of fisheries and of the cook he had married, and so gained

enough money to qnit the caravan and start a carriage-painting

shop in the village where the happy couplft had their country

home. As the poorest inhabitants were carriage - folk — for

horses and oats and hay were cheap, and carriage taxes ui>-

known—Matt Stnvng, with a commercial instinct sharpewed and

an artistic interest hhinted by miseries, calculated to do well.

His sign-board, executed by his own hand, ra.i

:

CARRIAGES PAINTED,

ALSO StKIOIIS.

House Ducoratinq, Portraits, and

Drawino-lk! tons.

The sliop was a success. Ere the summer waned many of

the villagers had thei-r idle sleighs brilliantly illumined, and when

winter came their faded carriages were handed over to Matt to

be berougcd or otherwise beautified. Each man had hi*: equipage

decorated after his own taste or whim, though he always began

by leaving it entirely to the artist. One would order lemon-

yellow underworks, with vermiUon stripes and an olive -green

body, for another the ideal of beauty lay in lake and russet-and-

green, while the fancy of a third would turn lightly to Prussian

blue and gold stripes ; and Matt, devoid now of artistic interest

and thus of artistic irritability, faithfully obeyed the behests of

his employers, and filled the leafy streets with a riotous motley

of perambulating color. The little village was pranked and re-

juvenated. Jt wore a sempiternally festive air. The sign-boards

were spick-and-span, the house frorts fresh and bright, the ve-

hicles gayly a-glitter, the glass windows of the stores black with

self-laudatory lettering by day, while at night the buff store-

blinds repeated the brag ; and over all the village was a sense

of " wet paint." Thus did the artist throw a glamour over life,

and touch the sleeping souls of h's fellows to livelier issues,
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though his cwii interest in Art was nm.ib. But prices were
small, and paid mainly in kind, and when once the place was
transmo^'rified there was nothing further to be done, the lattor

items of his sign-board evoking no response. So Matt shifted
his ensign to Starsborough, a ship-building village on the coast,
where he found new scope for his versatile craftsujanship, as
witness two new items added to his painted prospectus:

—

FracRK-.UADs Cartkd.

Ship Dkccutino.

He got lortve to set up in the ship-yr.rd, speculated in a set of
carving-tools, and supplied the prows of the ships with thoB8
pict- -esque wooden persons whose useiessness is of the essence
of Ar'^ He occupied a corner in +1 e calker's shop, reeking
with tarry odors, and worked hemmr:i i

; b; the oakum-pickers,
who relieved the tedium of toil 'r,j- smoking and singing lewd
songs. One of his works, a Turkish lady eight feet high, to
get which done in time cost him much sweat and sacrifice of
other work, pleased the ship-builder so vastly that he gave Matt
the contract—in prefererce to all the other candidates who bent
in estimates—for painting his next ship within and witaout.
The delighted young man sr.w .. 5 way to speedy co; petence,
the long-torpid thought of Art began to stir drowsily, only it

was Paris that now gleamed fitfully In the background of his
day-dreams. He talked over the decorations with the ship-
builder, and agreed to pay the men from week co week, and to
supply the tools, paints, and gold-leaf till the job was completed,
when his employer undertook to pay him the su^a agreed upon
in actual coin. As Matt was able to get the materials from a
store on three months' credit, and to pay his men with orders
on the same all-embracing store on the same terms, and the job
would be finished in less than three months, tha arrangement
promised to be very profitable. Alas ! it proved the crasii and
break-down of all his new prosperity. In the middle of tho
work the ship-builder failed heavily, and Matt foun-l himrelf on
the point of bankruptcy too, i r, though he sent m his claim
against the estate, there seemed sc^nt cbaace of his obtainiofc

m
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anything. Sven the Turkish woman had not been paid for,

Matt having consented to receive her price with the resi of the

money, for the sake of getting silver in lieu of goods. His ac-

count with the store-keeper had run up to $250. He could not

see how to meet his bills , the weeks without other work had
exhausted his savings; there was even about a fourth of his

debt still to be sent to Madame Strang. He got other little jobs,

but the great shipwright's failure had reduced Starsborough to

stagnation. The time of payment drew nigh. After sleepless

nights of anguish he went to the store-keeper and told him he

could not pay. The man received him sympathetically, said he

had been expecting the confession, and consented to give him a

little time ; so Matt broke up his establishment, and journeyed

by train and packet to another village nearer Halifax, and set

up his sign-board afresh. A job took him to the capital, ar.d in

the streets he ran across his Starsborough creditor, who was

come up to order hardware, and who, apparently delighted to see

him, invited him to breakfast with him at his hotel next morning.

Always glad to save a meal, and rejoiced to find his creditor so

genial and debonair, Matt tramped into town the first thing in

the morning and repaired to the hotel. But there was no break-

fast for him. A sheriff's officer awaited him instead, and ar-

rested him for debt. He had been the victim of a subterfuge,

his creditor fearing from his migratory movements that he was

about to run off to the States.

And so Matt was clapped into the prison to await his trial,

and became one of the broken-down band that inhabited its

spacious ward, promenaded the long whitewashed corridor on

which the lavatory gave, and slept on the iron beds ranged

against the wall. Every morning the bedclothes were stripped

off and piled in the empty cells to give the ward a more habi-

table air. In this dreary bed and sitting room Matt spent days

of mental agony, though physically he fared better than under

his own parsimonious regime. But the sense of degradation

outweighed all else. He felt he could never look his fellow-men

in the face again. His character was ^one ; his ambitions had

1 it il IC5

native land was at an end. The stigma would always soil his
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future. All the long travail and aspiration had ended at what a
goal

!
He could not understand the careless Lnerriment of his

fellow-prisoners, who fleeted the time with cards, which they
played for love. There was a negro among them who was the
whetstone of their wit, and a Frenchman who varied his tearful
narrative of the misfortune that had brought him low, with ven-
triloquial performances and anecdotes of self-made Yankee mill-
ionaires. In this gesticulating little man Matt recognized with
surprise and shamefacedness his ancient fractious subordinate
in the Halifax furniture shop, who had taken him to his bosom
after due alcohol, but he was glad to find his unconscious fellow
made no advances. At moments he forced himself to look for
the comic Bohemian side of the situation, to imagine Cornpep-
per's superiority to a debtors' prison, the artist sublime amid
the ruins of his credit, snorting disdain for the absurd institu-
tions of the bourgeois

; but neither this nor philosophy availed
to shake his sense of shame. He summoned the infinite to his
aid, saw himself again rocking on the little dory between sea
and sky, and asked himself what anything mattered in this vast
of space and time. But these excursions of the intellect left in-
stinct unmoved; from childhood the word "jail" had been
fraught with shudcering associations; they could not be argued
away. Strang's aloofness from his companions, even when an out-
side friend had sent in liquor or dainties to one of them, attracted
the notice of the jailer, a kindly man in a cutaway coat, with
only an oflPicial cap to mark his calling. He talked to the sullen,
brooding prisoner, conceived a liking for him, and commissioned
him to paint his portrait for ten dollars, supplying the materials
himself and providing a temporary easel. The darkness that
had threatened Matt's reason, if not his life, fled before this
kindness

;
the days before the trial flew by almost joyously, and

the nights were rendered more tolerable by being passed alone
on a plank bed in one of the criminal cells, whose stout doors,
studded with iron nails and furnished with little gratings, rarely
held anybody, so that the painter easily persuaded his patron to
allow him to occupy it.

He liad scarcely set up his easel when his companions clus-
tered round, and the Frenchman burst into tears of emotion, and
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professed that he, too—he who spoke to you—was an artist. If

only some one could see the creditor who had thrown him into

prison, and explain to him that his victim was guiltless of all

save genius. As Matt had heard all this before, he pursued his

work unmoved, affording a new distrpction to his mates, so that
the negro's life became endurable, and less love was lost at
cards. But ere the second sitting was over the Frenchman, who
had studied alternately the artist's face and his canvas, uttered
an exclamation of joyous recollection and fell upon his neck,
crying that he had at last found again the comrade of his soul.

When Matt had shaken him off, he drew a romantic picture of
their early affection and collaboration for the edification of the
salon, and henceforth took a proud fraternal interest in the
progress of the portrait.

The picture turned out better than Matt had expected ; to his
own surprise lie found himself painting more vigorously than
ever ; his hand, instead of having lost its cunning, seemed to
have gained by the rest. The jailer was well content, and prom-
ised two and a half dollars over and above the price ; but as
Matt had expressed his intention of sending the money to his

creditor, his new friend held over che surplus till he should
need it for himself. When at the end of the third week the
trial came on, and Matt " swore out," solemnly asserting abso-
lute impecuniosity, his creditor, mollified by the ten dollars, and
further assuaged by the sale of Matt's effects, from his tools to

hie sign-board, did not press the counter-proof of competency,
and so the prisoner was set at liberty. Sundry other bankrupts
"swore out" at the same time, one or two, who had boasted
privily of their means, perjuring themselves back to freedom
and prosperity.

Before Matt Strang bade farewell to the jail, the Frenchman
broke off a ventriloquial performance to beseech him with tears

in the name of the camaraderie of Art, and for the sake of their

ancient affection, now that he was going forth into the free sun-
shine, to expostulate with that cruel creditor and plead for un-
happy genius. The persecutor— Coble by name— would not
listen to his own appeals

; but if a brother-artist would speak for

him, Coble's better nature

—

and every man had ^^ better nature
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—might be touched, and the skylark might soar freely again

towards the blue empyrean. He was quite honest—oh, Heaven,

yes ! He did not really possess two hundred dollars, as Coble

imagined, but he could not account for them before the court

—

one would see why—though privately he could account for them
in a way that would satisfy every honest man. Some emissary

of Satan had put a bill into his hand which said, " For a hun-

dred dollars v/e will give you a thousand dollars of our goods."

He had hankered, as any man might, after those thousand dol-

lars, and sought out the coiners (for all the world knew that was

their formula), and paid his hundred dollars. But the bag of

coin they had given hiin was snatched from him on his road

back by one of their agents. Determined not to be outwitted,

he had gone again and invested another hundred dollars, and

posted the parcel to himself at a neighboring post-oflSce, but when
it arrived he had found only a brick-bat inside. He had been

afraid to " swear out " lest Coble should maintain he had the

money, and thus get him indicted for perjury.

If the friend of his youth would lay these facts before the

cruel Coble, he would no longer languish in a dungeon. Would
not the great artist promise him ?

The story seemed too strange to be false, and Matt promised,

at the risk of a kiss, to recount it to the cruel Coble, though he

failed to see how it proved the Frenchman's honesty. He was,

indeed, not sorry to have something definite to do, for with the

completion of the jailer's portrait had come a reaction, and he

had lapsed, ir not into his first agony, into a listless apathy that

was worse— the nerveless, purposeless inertia of a crushed spirit.

He had been in jail ! Not even a miracle could erase that blot

upon his name. How could he take up the burden of life

afresh ? Unless, perhaps, temporarily, with the sole object of

wiping off the debt which he owed morally, though no longer

legally. Anyway, he would see this Mr. Coble ; the Frenchman

seemed—curiously enough—to attach value to life, and 'A a little

bit f his own life could be of any use to the poor weak creat-

ure, it was at his disposal. Mr. Coble, too, must be a strange

person to derive any satisfaction from keeping the pygmy in

prison \\i revenge for the loss of a few hundred dollars.
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Money I Money ! Money ! How it had cramped and crip-

pled and defiled his life

!

He washed himself in the lavatory before leaving, and brushed
his clothes, which were in a very fair condition. He was startled
to find how many gray hairs streaked the curly locks he combed.
" It won't be a monochrome much longer," he thought, survey-
ing his mane with bitter merriment.

Outside it was May, but he was not brightened by the great
blue sky that roofed him once more. The bustle of life sounded
pleasantly about him, but he slunk through the busy quarters of
the town with hanging head, as if every passer-by could read his
shame in his face. The horrible thought struck him suddenly
that Coble would know whence he came, but on top of it came
the happy idea of explaining he had only gone to the jail to
paint the portrait of an officiah

The journey was not very long, though the road was muddy
and steep. Mr. Coble lived beyond Citadel Hill, amid whose
grassy expanse a path wound towards the more scattered por-
tions of the town. The ice was quite off the sunny fields, except
in the shaded parts under the fences, and men were ploughing
with yokes of oxen, though here and there heaped -up piles of
snow still bordered the route, which they flooded with slush in
their gradual deliquescence. Mr. Coble's suburban residence was
a detached, double-fronted wooden cottage, barred from the road
by a aeat, white-painted picket-fence. There were attics in the
roof, which, like its neighbors, was pitched, with broad eaves, for
the sliding down of the snow. Tho front garden had been
newly dug up and laid out to receive seed ; there was a dirty
line round the house, showing where the winter embanking had
recently been removed.

Matt pushed open the white picket garden-gate and walked up
the gravel path towards the pillared porch ; three wooden steps
led to the little platform, and then the door was raised one step
higher to prevent snow drifting in from without.

Matt knocked. He heard the inner door open, the patter of
light footsteps; then the outer door swung back, and a girl

passably pretty—appeared in the little entry between the doors,
which were thus duplicated against the frost.
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Matt lifted his hat and inquired for Mr. Coble. He had
reverted to the drawling accents of the colony, though not
altogether to its locutions.

" Oh, pa's down at the store," answered the girl, staring at

the visitor.

" When will he be in ?" Matt asked, disappointed.
" Oh, not for hours," said Miss Coble. " Is it anything I

can tell hira ?"

" No, no ; I don't think so," Matt replied, hesitatingly. " I

had better call again this evening."

The girl lingered silently without closing the door. There
was a perceptible pf<use.

" Yes," she answered, at last. " I guess you had."

He raised his hat again and went down the gravel path. At
the garden-gate it struck him that he ought to have inquired

the address of the store in town, and so saved a second journey.

He turned his head, and saw the girl still at the door looking

after him. Then it seemed funny to go back.

He shut the gate hastily and pursued his way to town down
the muddy road, wondering what he would do next, ana how
he could cope with life. The thought of the Frenchman
brought up the memory of that furriture warehouse in which
they had worked together in the days of his boyish dreams.

He bant his steps towards it with a vague thought of seeking

work there again, but found it had been converted into an

emporium for sewing-machines. As he sauntered aimlessly

down the street, his eye was caught by a lurid picture in a

store windov/. It represented a shark snapping savagely at a

diver upon the bed of the ocean. He smiled at the crude

composition, which reminded him of his own early works;

then, as he perceived its relation to the stock-in-trade, his smile

became broader. Sponge was the staple, and a gigantic deli-

cate sponge, with ornamental spout -holes and fragments of

rock adhering realistically to it, was a conspicuous object

amid dandy-brushes and spoke-brushes and chamois-leather

and glass cases covering rock-work. There were little sponges
on a card, and Matt started violently as he read, " Coble's

five-cent sponges." The mountain had come to Mahomet I
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He walked in, crunching over a debris of shells, grit, and sand,
and inhaling a pungent saline odor. A veritable mountain of a
man towered over him with beetling brows and snowy hair and
beard. His paucch protruded imposingly, and his eyes glittered.

" Mr. Coble?" said Matt, inquiringly.

" That's me," cried the mountain of flesh, in fierce accents,
as if defying contradiction.

Matt felt the business would not be easy.
" I've taken the liberty of coming to you—on behalf of "

" Not that tarnation Frenchman ?" shrieked Mr. Coble.
Matt reddened uncomfortably.

" That's the fifth man he'd sent me. When did you come
out of prison ?"

"I've been painting the jailer's portrait," Matt stammered,
with burning cheeks. " And I used to know the poor little

man years ago, and he says—

"

"I can't listen now. Does he thiak I've no business to
attend to ?"

"He didn't send me here, he sent me to your house."
" Ho, that's a new dodge . But I reckon he told you the

old things, eh ?—that I'm a stony-hearted cuss, that I'd sneak
the coppers off a corpse's eyes or squeeze a cent till the eagle
squeaked."

"No, really, he didn't tell me that," said Matt.
"Oh, you needn't spare the old man's feelings. I know

what a man says when he finds you won't be swindled. He's
the everlastingest old dodger that ever drumn}ed for me. His
tricks 'ould puzzle a Philadelphia lawyer. The only honest bit
of work he ever did in his life was that thar pictur' of a shark.
That's stunnin', I admit, and I'd willingly let the poor devil
out of the cage if my darter warn't so bitter agen him. There,
that's the truth. I never told it to any of the other fellows,
they all looked such mouHy jail- birds. Say now, you said you
were a painter, ain't that i good pict'ir' I"

Although Mr. Coble's words were now more amiable, his
accent was still fierce, and it required some courage on Matt's
part to reply that the picture was pretty good in a manner
that betolfuned that it was pretty bad,
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•« Ho, two of a trade !" quoth the mountain of a man.

"The shark couldn't be like that/' Matt explained, mildly.

" He has to turn on his back before biting. It isn't true to

life."

" Waal," said Mr. Coble, in irate tones, " as the shark's got

nothing at all to do with the sponge business, and the divers

ain't in no sort o' danger whatev«;»' from it, I don't see where

truth to life comes in, anyhow."
" Oh, but the less lies you tell in Art the better," urged Matt

' I'll do you another if you like."

" Ho, that's your dodge, is it ?"

" I'm not asking anything for it," the young man retorted,

indignantly. "It '11 be a return for your listening to my
appeal."

Mr. Coble was startled.

" Thunderation !" he cried, sharply. " You're a Christian.

Step outside, and we'll liquor up."

The invitation was uttered so fiercely that it sounded like a

command, especially as the Titan stamped three times with his

foot.—only his way of signalling to his subordinate, Matt found.

In the nearest bar, which happened to be an illicit one, ap-

proached through a porch at the back of a temperance hotel

for the convenience of avowed teetotalers, the man-mountain

imparted to Matt the information that it was the Frenchman's

amorous advances that had imbittered his daughter. " For my
part," he said, " so far from wautin' to keep him in there in

clover, I'd like to lift him out on the point of my toe, and I'd

make him vamoose from the town that smart you couldn't see

his heels for the dust. I'll mention it to Rosina that you've

been putting in a good word for the skunk, but I don't think

she'll listen, that's a fact."

" Oh, but I'm sure she will," said Matt. " She looks a kind-

hearted young lady."

" You haven't seen her !" exclaimed Mr. Coble, fiercely.

" Yes ; I saw her this afternoon," said Matt.

"Then you've seen the purtiest gal you'll see this year. Set

'em up again. This old rye's whopping good. Always rely on

a temperance hotel for good whiskey. And as my gal has a
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goodish bit of money," pursued the old man, smacking his lips
and growing communicative without losing any of the sternness
of his accent, *« you can understand what made the wretched
little froggy roll his eyes and twist his mustache at her Ho«r
he found it out will be a mystery to my dyin' day, for Vm care-
ful never to breathe a whisper of it to a single soul, but he
ferreted out somehow or t'other that when she's twenty-onemy Rosie will step into an income of eight hundred dollars "
He shouted the statement so loudly that the whole bar

pricked up its ears. Matt quite believed that Coble was inca-
pable of whispering anything .o anybody. He had a vague envy
of the fortunate girl.

"^

"Not to mention three thousand dollars I've put aside myself
to hand her on her wedding-day," continued Coble. "Yoiinff
folks are lucky nowadays. When I married I had to lend

diurch
"^'''''''*'^ *''" '^''"*''^ ^"^ "^ ^'™^^^^ "P respectable for

Before they parted the mountain of flesh had consented
thunderously to Matt's supplying another picture of the dangers
of sponge-fishing, but would not bind himself, although in his
third glass, to do more in return than lay the matter before his
daughter. Once alone in the streets again. Matt felt he had
made a bad bargain. The two and a half dollars the jailer
had given him were all his funds, and even the few nickels that
would have to be expended on common water-colors and the
double-royal card-board were a consideration. But he loyally
executed the work in the bedroom he had ventured to take
fanding rather a relief in this further postponement of the
problem of his future. By the following afternoon he was back
at Coble 8 with a brilliant sketch far more arrestive than the
frenchman s. The shark was more formidable, the nude diver
more graceful, his netted bag more accurate, and the ocean-bed
was a veritable fairy-land of sea-lichens and polyps. Coble glared
long at the sketch as Matt held it up, but he said nothing

" What do you think of it ?" asked Matt, apprehensively, at
last.

--What do I think of it r* roared old Coble, and rushing
tc the window he grabbed the old, inaccurate shark, tore it
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savagely in two, snatched the new picture from the hands of
the astonished Matt, filled up the vacancy with it, dashed out-
side to survey it from the sidewalk, and reappearing at the
door, bellowed, "Step this way, young man," and stamped three
times on the threshold.

Over the old rye he reported to the artist that he had found
liis Rosie more placable than usual; that she was even willing
to listen to the young man's plea, though she seemed to want
to hear it from his own mouth before decid'.ig. Matt gladly
consented to sup that evening with the mountain and his
daughter. Free drinks n r"' surprised him, but a free square
meal was like having lar^d flying into one's mouth ready
roasted.

It was the happiest evu.iing he had spent for many a long
day. There was a spotless cloth on the round table, and the
food was good, if solid. Miss Coble made herself agreeable,
and if she was not so pretty as her father saw her, her plump
cheek was sufficiently rosy and her figure sufficiently comely
and her frock sufficiently nice to be grateful to the eye of an
artist and a young man just emerged from prison society, and
starving for the amenities of life. Her light-blue eyes lit up
pleasantly when he addressed her, or when she helped iiim to
more griddle-cakes. Some stuffed birds over a low bookcase
that contained a few brightly bound volumes reminded him
pleasurably of past miseries. The stentorian voice of old Coble
almost monopolized the conversation. He had much to say
that was not worth listening to—on the bad crops of the year
before last, the scarcity of helps, and the failure of the colony
to go ahead, which was apparently connected with the uncleanli-
ness of the inhabitants, as manifest from the small sales of
bath-sponges. After dinner the mountain smoked, and after
smoking the volcano slept.

" I'm afraid you think pa's got a bad temper," said Miss
Coble, abruptly. She had hastily cleared away the supper
dishes, and had seated herself, half recumbent amid a litter of
sewing, upon a couch opposite the easy-chair which Matt now
occupied. The young man instinctively glanced towards her
trumpeting parent.
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" Oh, he's sound enough ; can't you hear?" she said, laughing
gayly. « I only hope he doesn't disturb you. I'm used to it."

" I only hope I sha'n't disturb him,'' answered Matt.
" I guess he's making more noise than us," laughed Miss

Coble. " He can't even be quiet when he's asleep. I was going
to explain to you that he can't help it ; there's something wrong
with his throat. It happened when his voice broke in his
boyhood, and it always sounds as if he was angry it always
frightens off strangers, but he is really the best-tempered papa
in the township."

Matt smiled. "I did think he was rather a fire-eater at
first," h-. admitted. "But I've found him real jolly, and
couldn't quite make it out all this time." He continued to
smile at the drollness of Coble's disability, and the girl's eyes
met his in an answering gleam of merriment.

" Pa says you're a powerful painter, Mr. Strang," she said
after a silence, filled up by ruttUng sounds from pa's larynx.

" Oh, your pa's only seen a rough thing I did for him," he
protested, diffidently.

"Never mind." She shook her head sagely. "I'm going
down town to see it to-morrow," and she flashed a sunny
smile at him that showed her teeth were white.

Matt m.urmured, uneasily :
" Oh, it's not worth the trouble."

" It '11 do me good, anyway. I'm getting fat, pa says.
Wouldn't it be awful if I was to take after him ? You know
he lives away from town so as to have exercise up and down
Citadel Hill, but he might as well have lived over the store."
And she giggled, not unmusically.

" You can't tell what he would have been," Matt reminded
her with a smile.

" Gracious
! you frighten me. He might Have come through

the walls I Do you think there is really any danger of my
growing like him '\ Do tell

!"

" There's no danger of your losing your good looks," replied
Matt, gallantly.

" You mean I never had any," she said, with a roguish gleam
~""

2 i'
•'•'-•. I'luUrailL.

"Oh, you know what I mean," he protested, lamely.

It
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Miss Coble meditatively picked up a piece of tape from the
litter of sewing and put it round her waist. Then she measured
her bust.

" Is that the proper proportion ?" she said, holding it up,
'« Artists are supposed to know, aren't they ?"

"The figure couldn't be better," said Matt.
I'he girl shook her head in laughing reproof.
" I g less I'd better measure yon and prove it, then," said

Matt, rising.

"My, how that lamp flares!" cried Miss Coble, rushing
towards the table, and carefully fumbling with the regulator
Matt resumed his seat, feeling rather foolish ; but soon, when
the girl turned the talk on himself, the reserved, solitary young
man found himself telling her of adventures by sea and land,
which he had not told anybody, perhaps beciuse nobody had
ever asked him. He gave Halifax prison a wide berth, warding
oflf her casual questions about his position and prospects by
general statements about his artistic aspirations. Concerning
aspects of Londor fe Miss Coble's curiosity was at its keenest
her own experience of existence having been limited, she said!
to Halifax and its environs, with faint, childish reminiscences
of Greencastle, Pennsylvania, where her mother had died
thirteen years before, when she was six years old.

" Oh, but I didn't mean to tell you my age," she said, pout-
ing. " In ten years' time you will know I am nearly thirty."

Matt was about to reassure her by declaring 'that in ten
years' time he would have forgotten all about her, when the
fall of the sleeper's pipe checked the unchivalrous statement.
He rose to go as soon as the mountain awoke, for he had a

goodish tramp before him.
Miss Coble accompanied him to the outer door. His eye

was caught by the beauty of the moon, gleaming irregularly
from a lurid rack of clouds. He stood in ^narraed silence gaz-
ing upward.

" Whiit are you staring at? Aren't you going to say good-
night?" asked Miss Coble, rather tartly.

His spirit returned to earth.

" Oh, good-night," he said, holding out his hand.
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She put her fingers—rougher, but warmer—into his for the

first time.

"Gc-flnight." she said, softly

II.: did not let her hand go immediately. At the last instant

he was invadea by an indefinite conviction that somothing—

he knew not what—had still to oe done or said. He stood

silent on the little platform.

As if echoing his thought, " Haven't you forgot something ?"

she asked.

His heart leaped violently with a thrilling suggestion. He

looke.l into her quizzing eyes. They were on a level with his

own, her shorter figure having the advantage of the raised

threshold.

" I thought you came to speak to me about a Frenchman ?

she went on. '

He was relieved and disappointed.

" Of course ; what a fool I am ! I haven't said a vord about

him."
" Well, it's too late now. I can't stand talking here

,
the

neighbors might see us."

" I'm so sorry," said Matt, in a woe-begone tone.

» Well, you'll have to come again to-morrow evening, then,

if you want to go on with it, that's certain. Good-night again.'

" Till to-morrow, then," said Matt, raising his hat.

He walked briskly down the gravel - path, glowing with the

pleasure of the evening, and looking forward to another pleas-

ant fieu meal on the m'orrow. Then his eye sought the moon

again, but the cloud-rack had covered it up entirely.

[E"
111

CHAPTER XI

A HOSxAGE TO FORTUNE

Lying awake next morning after a night of troubled dreams,

it flashed upon him that he ought scarcely to go and see Miss

Coble again upon the mere mipulsive invitation given on the

door-step without her father's hnowledge. He was angry with

y- -'
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himself for having so curiously let himself drift away from the

very purpose of his visit. He concluded he had best call on

old Coble again at the store, and walked thither with hangdog

mien, unable even now to shake off the jail. Old Coble was

sorting out a bale of sponge into three baskets—one for bests,

one for seconds, and one for thirds.

" Hello, young man !" he roared. Matt felt a momentary

trepidation before he remembered that the old man meant his

tones to be inviting. He crunched his way towards the moun-

tain over the gritty debris, sniffing in the pungent aroma of the

place. The old giant straightened himself, brushed the sand

off each hand with the other, and, running his fingers through

his white beard by way of combing that, held out his hairy paw

to Matt. He gripped the young man's long fingers heartily,

then waved him to a seat on an empty inverted sponge-box.

*' I hope I'm not interrupting you," said Matt.

" Not at all," said Coble, in angry accents.

There was a pause.

" I made a fool of myself last night," Matt commenced, ab-

ruptly.

Coble looked down inquiringly at him.

"I didn't yay one word to your daughter about the French-

man," he continued, ruefully.

The mountain shook with explosive laughter.

*' Ho, I suppose you were too taken up sayin' 'em about

yourself."

Matt reddened uncomfortably, but was silent.

" The gal seems to know a powerful deal about you, any-

way," said old Coble, with a Homeric chuckle.

" We had to talk about somethiug," Matt explained, apolo-

getically.

'* Well, Rosie doesn't 'pear to went to talk about anything

else, that's a fact. I reckon she was glad enough not to be re-

minded of the snivellin' Frenchy."
*' Oh, but I've got to tell her," the young man urged, un-

easily.

" Oh yes, she knows you've got to tell her. You're coming

to-night, aren'i you !"
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if I"I thought of It," Matt stammered, taken aback,

might!" ^,^ .
,

» Ho, don't you be afraid of us ; we don't bite. We am t

sharks.''' He spat out. "This gritty atmosphere makes one

powerful dry."
, .

Matt had an instant of intense mental conflict, impecuniosity

contending with his instinct of what was due to the situation

and Coble's past hospitalities.

"Will you liquor with me?" he said.

" I was just about to ask you that," and the mountain stamp-

ed his foot three times.

The moment Ihe tVv-o glasses were set on the counter of the

little secret bar Matt threw down a ringing dollar with careless

magnificence.; Coble put his paw on it and pushed it back to

him, throwing dov n a rival dollar. There was a playful scuf-

fle of shoving lingers, accompanied by expostulatory murmurs.

Then M«tt, rejoicing in defeat, resignedly pocketed his van-

quished piece.
^

" What do you make out of that there paintin' business ?

suddenly asiced Coble, as he set down his half-emptied glass and

lounged reposefully against the counter.

Matt took another sip of whiskey. " Oh, there are ups and

downs," he said.

" Well, whrt's the uppiest up ?"

" It uepends," said Matt, vaguely. " If I could succeed in

London there's no end to the money I might make. It isn't

unusual to get three or four thousand dollars for a picture."

" Three or four thousand dollars !" roared the Titan. " Where

do you tliluk I was raised ?"

" Why, my uncle in London has often paid five thousand

dollars for a'picture. Yes, and even ten, though that's usually

after the painter's dead."

"Thm why don't you go to London?"

« I can't afford it," said Matt, frankly. " I've been there, but

it's a great job to get on without money, so I had to come back."

"Rut couldn't your uncle buy your pictures?"

"They weren't'good enough yet," Matt explained, anxious to

deftad the family honor. " I want to study a lot more yet."
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" Nonsense ! what do you want to study for ? Why, that

thar shark of yours licks creation."

Matt shook his head. " I've got to go to Paris," he said,

" and to Italy, and see all the great pictures. That's the only

way a man can learn after a certain point." He added, proud-

ly, " My cousin was sent to Paris by the Royal Academy of

London. He won the Gold Medal."

" Why doesn't your uncle send you there, then ? He 'pears

to have made his pile."

Matt had to take another sip of whiskey before he could

reply. " He knows I wouldn't take anything from anybody."
" Don't be a goney. / began life with high notions. Them

thar sponges you saw me sortin' out just now—they're Florida

cup grasses, but the fine-shaped ones in the first basket are

goin' to be Levantine sponges soon as they are bleached with

permanganate. Time was when Pd 'a thought that dishonest;

now I see it's only the outsides o' things that Ihe world wants.

When you're a boss painter nobody '11 ask who bleached you."

" I hope I can get on without bleaching," Matt retorted.

" Ho, don't get mad ! I don't mean to insinuate you're not

gennine. But the world ain't a soft place to get on in. They

don't bath you with rose-water and Turkey firsts. I kinder

fancy," he added, with a roguish twinkle, *'you must have

found that out of late. Now, what you want, Mr. Strang, is to

marry a purty, level-headed, healthy gal, with two or three

thousand dollars to tide over the time till you can make your

five thousand a pictur."

Matt shot a startled glance at Coble's beaming face. What
he read there supplemented the sensational suggestion of the

Titan's words. A nervous thrill ran through all his body. The

thought was like a lightning -flash, at once swift, dazzling, and

terrifying. But without waiting to analyze his state of mind,

he felt immediately that there was one thing which at the out-

set rendered the idea impossible. Honesty required that he

should instantly put a stop to the parent's overtures, by inform-

ing him that he was a dishonored man—that he imd been in

prison. But still he shrank from self-exposure. The uniuu was

80 impossible that it seemed superfluous to humiliate himself.
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" Maybe," he replied ;
«' but five thousand's only the uppicst

up, as you call it. If I didn't get there, I might be thought a
humbug."

"Oh! any smart man who saw that shark ^
' take the

risk of that
; and, even if you didn't get to tne uppiest up,

there 'd be no fear of your coming down again to the downiest
down."

Matt turned his eyes away, and his fingers tattooed nervously
on the stem of his glass.

«' That Frenchy friend of yours now, he had the sense and
the sarse to want my gal, but, of course, no proper parent would
trust his darter to a man like that. So there he lays in the
downiest down—good name for jail, eh ? Ho ! ho !"

Matt wished his companion could moderate his accents ; he
did not relish this thunderous talk of jail.

" Well, I must be ^oing now," he said.

" I'm with you ; I'm with you," genially thundered Coble,
sauntering after him into the sunny street. "You just thirk
that pointer o' mine over ; it lets you keep your independence
and your high notions, and you ain't indebted to anybody. All
you've got to do is to find a purty gal who's got money and
'Aho won't fool it away, i gal who's been raised simply and can
do her own cookin' and make her own dresses, and don't play
the planner; you find a gal like that, with a sensible father
that don't think wuss of a young man because he's been in the
downiest down."

" You know ?" Matt faltered. He came to a halt.

" Of course I know. Warn't it in the paper ?"

" But I did paint the portrait of the jailer," he protested,
his cheeks fiery.

" I knew you'd been in chokey all the same." Coble clapped
his paw on the last button of his waistcoat. " A stomach that
size warn't born yesterday. But I've kept it from Rosie ; she
don't understand business, nor how credit'ss a fair wind to-day,
an^ ^o-morrow a tornado tearin' around and layin' everything
low. You find a good father," pursued Coble, in accents as
impersonal as thov woro nno-ru er^ f>>Qf TV/fotf fors'-J'^rl 1- 1 1

njistaken the Titan's import, " and cc nvince him your folks are
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respectable, and there's no wife foolin' around in London or
New York City, and," here he resumed his walk, " if he don't
jump at you—I'll—waal, I'm blamed if I don't give you my own
darter. There!"

What he would have replied to this wager Matt never knew,
for with a sudden cry of «' Thunderation ! The shark's stolen,''
the mountain bounded forward with incredible wlacrity and
dashed into the store.

But it was his own child who was the temporary thief.
Matt, following Mr. Coble back into the store to see if his
picture had been really paid the compliment of appropriation,
found father and daughter bending admiringly over it as it

stood on the counter, propped up against some large coarse grass-
sponges. His heart beat faster with surprise and excitement.

"Hullo
!

You hore ?" said Eosina, raising a face that seemed
radiant amid the dull browns and grays of the store.

" I didn't know you would be here," he answered, awkwardly,
not knowing what to reply.

" Why, didn't I tell you yesterday I was coming?"
She looked roguishly at him from beneath the broad brim of

her flower-wreathed hat, whose narrow black-velvet strings were
tied coquettishly under her left ear.

" So you did. I forgot," he said.

" You seem to forget everything," she responded, pertly.
" Yes, he's lost his head altoj-ether," roared old Coble.
" Thank you for reminding me," said Matv , eagerly. " Now

you are here I can tell you what the Frenchman says."
* Bother the Frenchman !" said Miss Coble, pouting.
" Yes, but he's languishing in prison this fine, bright day "

"Mr. Strang painted the jailer's nortrait. That's how he
met the rogue," old Coble interrupted.

" And he often cries," went on Matt.

Miss Coble laughed.

" Gracious, you make me feel like a princess, keeping men in
dungeons."

" Well, that's how you ought to fee^" said Matt.
" Then I guess FU take the privilege of a princess," said Miss

Coble. *' I'll let him out on my wedding-morn."
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Coble roared with l&ughter.

"There, that's a fair offer for you, my boy."

Matt felt very embarrassed, but he vent'^red to hope, " for

the poor devil's sake," that Miss Coble would get married sooq,

" I hope not," said Coble, to Matt's relief. " You're forget-

tin' this poor devil. What : . I to do without my Rosie ?"

" Oh, you'll get along all right," said Miss Coble, with a

playful tug at his drooping white beard. *' You cap send for

Aunt Clara."

" I wish you'd be serious about the poor man in the prison,"

Matt pleaded.

" I am serious," Miss Coble insisted, indignantly.

*'0h yes, she's serious," interposed the parent. "She's

solid, is Rosie. T^ou can't squeeze her like this 'ere sponge.

'Pears to me the only way to help your man is to hurry on the

marriage
»

The advent of a customer here removed him, chuckling, from

the conversation ; and while he was talking ang.lly Lo the new-

comer, Matt, who had been itching to slip away, found himself

compelled to linger on and entertain the young lady, a task

which he ended by finding pleasant enough. When she at last

said she must go about her marketing, he even asked if there

was anything he could carry for her.

" Gracious, no ! we get the things sent. But you can walk

along, if you have nothing better to do."

So Matt threaded his way with her among the busy stores,

feeling her a part of the sunny freshness of the day, to which

he was now alive again ; and walking with head erect, for he

felt himself rehabilitated by the companionship of so genteel a

member of society. He was amused by the keen bargains she

drove, and acquired a new interest in prices. Evidently Coble

was right—she would make a provident house-keeper. But

she would only let him see her part of the way home, though

gha told him papa expected him to join their evening meal.

" He's taken quite a fancy to you," she said. " I don't

know why, I'm sure."

" I don't know why, cither," said Matt, simply.

Perhaps that's why," Miss Coble answered, enigmatically.((
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Then she lent him her gloved fingers for a moment, and gave
him a pleasant smile, and tripped away, and he went back and
down to the water-side, and lounged about aimlessly in the sun,
sky and sea and shipping and the glimpses of hill and forest

across the harbor and the white sea-gulls and the bronzed
Scandinavian sailors thrilling him with the old sense of the
beauty and romance of life. But the open air gave him an
appetite, too, and the appetite brought him back to the sordid-
ness of things, to his nigh-bare pockets and the insistent sphinx
of his future. He laid out a few cents to stave off hunger till

evening should bring better fare at Coble's ; then, in the strong-
er mood induced by even this minimum of nutriment, a tiresome
inner voice began asking by what right he meditated foisting

himself upon strangers. He had no longer the excuse of the
Frenchman, He had heard Miss Coble's ultimatum on that
matter. And the tiresome voice persisted in dragging up other
troublesome thoughts from the depths of consciousness. As he
walked about the lively quays it kept repeating Mr. Coble's obser-
vations, though less loudly. Despite some dub.ous remarks, de-
spite the a priori improbability and unexpectedness of the whole
thing, was it possible for Matt to doubt that the old man would
be willing to give him his daughter? With whatever timidity
he shrank from facing the possibility, wilfully closing his eyes
as before a great glare, he could not but feel that Coble's idea
was both rash and generous. Of course his future would
instify the old man's trust and repay it a hundred-fold, but such
confidence was none the less touching. Coble did not know

—

the sun and sea had made the young man drunk again—that
he was entertaining a genius. And Miss Coble, too ; how kind
of her to be so nice to a penniless young man ! Her pleasant

smiles had been mediciual sunshine to his despairing apathy.
If he had not met the Cobles, what would have become of him ?

But was the girl quite of her father's mind towards him ? Her
attitude was certainly not repellent. He allowed himself to

dally n.ndisguisedly with the idea, and it made him giddy. The
hope of Art flamed again so fiercely that he wondered how it

could have lain smoulderiiig so long in his boaoni. He was like

a pedestrian toiling foot-sore and heart-broken towards a great
r\
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Uglit that shone celestially on the verge of the horizon. For

years he had followed the sacred gleam, over lonely deserts and

waste places, with hunger and thirst and pain; and now as,

with bleeding feet that could drag along no longer, he was fain

to drop down on the way-side, lo ! a sound of wheels and a sud-

den carriage at his side, and he had but to step in to be driven

luxuriously to the long-tantalizing goal.

And in this fairy carriage, moreover, sat a pretty maiden, on

whose ripe breast he could pillow his tired head, and in whose

arms he could find consolation for the blank years. Oh ! it was

bewildering^ dazzling, intoxicating. But did he love the maiden

of this enchanting vision ? Well, what was love ? It would

certainly be sweet to hold her warm hand in his, to see her blue

eyes soften with tenderness as they gazed into his own. It was so

long since a wopian had kissed him—such weary, crawling, barreu

years ! That ancient episc de with Priscilla came up, as it had not

seldom done before, trausfigi:r9d by the haze of time and the

after-glamour of romance ; he had long since forgotten how little

the girl had really appealed to him in the flesh, and to remember
that he had spurned her caresses did not always give him
a glow of moral satisfaction. In the delicious sunshine that

danced to-day in a myriad gleams on the green waters, ^nd made
the air like wine, lurked a subtle appeal to his mere manhood.

Were not all women equally lovable for their sex? In the

novels and poems he had read love was glorified and woman
was a spirit ; in his own soul lay divine conceptions of woman-
hood that inspired his art and sanctified his dreams : a woman-
hood whose bodily incarnation—imagined now in this gracious

shape, now in that—was the outer symbol of an inner loveli-

ness of thought and emotion. But he had not met this Ideal

Womanhood ; nor did he even expect to meet it in tha crude

common day. Once or twice in his London life, as in hig boy-

hood in this very city of Halifax, when he had worshipped the

beautiful horsewoman, he had seemed to catch a glimpse of it, but

it was always far f^^l—as far as the star from the moth. And
so, whether seen or divined, it belonged almost equally to that

world of imagination in which his true life had been livt, , in

which he had always taken refuge from the real. He had
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scarcely known before a girl so refined as Miss Coble, unless,

perhaps, it was the adolescent Ruth Hailey, whose shy stateli-

ness had made her so alien from the little girl he dimly re-

membered taking for a sweetheart in those days of childish

mimicry when one drives broomsticks for horses. Why should
he not marry this pleasant, plump young woman, if she would
condescend to him ? Though her position was so much better

than his, he did not feel her too remote from him for comfort-
able companionship, especially as she woulrJ never know that he
had been in jail. If he did not love her, in the vague tran-

scendental sense, at least he did not love any other woman, and
was never likely to. lie was not as other men : his life was
not in their world ; it was centred on Art, it was occupied with
visions, its goal was not happiness or a home. But if these
offered themselves to him by the way, even while they made
his real goal possible, it were mere insane self-martyrdom to re-

fuse them. A wife would save him from his lower self, and in

his moments of artistic despair she would always be there to

comfort and console. Nay—and he smiled at the consideration

—even in his moments of artistic achievement, she could be
there as a model. Models ran away with a great deal of money,
and for an artist a wife was really an economy. And if in bis

artistic aspiration she could have no share, neither could any one
else, woman or man. An artist could not really have a mate

—

at most a mistress or a house-keeper. His Art was a holy of
holies, in which he must ever be the sole priest, and in this holy
of holies Ideal Womanhood could still have its place as before.

Such are the pitfalls of the artistic temperament, moving
amid unrer.Iliies, spinning its own cosmos.

Three thousand dollars down ! He could pay off the store-

keeper and cleanse away the prison stain. He could send Ma-
dame Strang her little balance, and, best of all—and the thought
moved him almost to tears— his poor brothers and sisters

would henceforth be certain of their allowance. For himself

the prospects were equally tempting—a honey-moon in Europe,
in the cities of romantic dream, amid the masterpieces of Art.

And then when, after a couple of years of study and work, his

own masterpiece should be completed, a settled income of eight

1
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hundred dollars— bread and cheese always sure, putting him
for life beyond the vulgar necessity of pandering to the market,
rescuing him from that sordid internal conflict which imbit-
tered even when it failed to degrade. Oh, the rapture of a
life so consecrated to Art

!

But would Miss Coble or her parent consent to this expendi-
ture of the money ? Of course it would all have to be distinct-
ly understood ere he could agree to marry the girl. He flushed,
finding how mercenary motive predominated in his reverie. Mr.
Coble had indeed hinted acquiescence in some cuch scheme.
But an instinct kept the young man from concluding to ac-
quiesce in it himself. A vague shame and repugnance struggled
with his sense of the advantages of the mutch; waxing so
strong in the reaction that followed the glow of temptation
that he determined not to go to the Cobles' that evening. This
visit, he felt, would be fatal.

He went home to his little room in the central slums, deter-
mined not to stir out. He had meant to go to bed, broad day
though it was, and sleep away the temptation. But he only
threw himself upon the pallet, in his clothes, and was more
conscious of hunger than of the heaviness necessary for sleep.
Yet he would not break into his last two dollars to-day. He
tried to divert his mind from Miss Coble's dowry by alternative
projects for continuing his life, but they only served to show
the length of

. bleak, arid, solitary road that lay before his
bruised feet if he let the carriage go by. Money I Money

!

Money! What had he not suffered from the struggle for it?
Degrading to live on another person's money? It was life

without money that was degrading, humiliating, full of petty
considerations, consumed in irrelevant labors. In the novel's

that made such a fuss about love troubles, tlie fine-sounding
sorrows seemed to him infinitely smaller than the carks and
worries of prosaic existence.

He dozed a little and dreamed of his mother. He was back in
childhood, standing with bare feet in an icy passage, and she was
screaming at Harriet for refusing to marry Mr. Coble. He went
through all the agony of these frequent domestic tragedies.
But he did noi ;1 cold so much as hungry, and breakfast
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This

was being delayed by the squabble. He heard Daisy, equally

aggr, ved, lowing in the barn. In the face of the advantages
of the Coble marriage it did seem unreasonable of Harriet to

stick to Bully Prcep, who would probably beat her. He awoke
with a sensation of relief, which was instantly exchanged for a
new worry. Ought he to tell the Cobles about his mother,
supposing he really thought of— But no ; he did not think

of— And, in any case, there was no use in raking up unpleas-

ant matters. He had not inherited her dementia ; it was not in

her blood ; it had grown up gradually from the sad, narrow
circumstances of her lot ; it was his father that he took after.

He was not mad ; he wac more lively to go mad if he con-

tinued his terrible solitary struggle. iJnless, indeed—and here

came a sudden vision of a scene that had lain forgotten for

long years—unless, indeed. Mad Peggy had been right ! Mad
Matt ! Oh no, it was madness to attach any meaning to the

Water-Drinker's words. Never had he felt so sane. He got up
and looked into the dusty glass on the wash-stand. That was
not the face of a madman. She had prophesied he would
never be happy—never, never ! He would thirst and thirst for

happiness, but never would he quench his thirst. Ah, the crazy

creature was right there, anyhow. He watched with curious

interest the tears rolling down the face in the mirror. Well, bo
it 80 ! He was strong, he could dispense with happiness. He
would not go to the Cobles' that evening. To-morrow he would
leave Halifax, and join his folks in Cobequid at last. They
would all live out their lives together—poor victims of a com-
mon destiny. He would work on the farm, he would rent

more land, he would make it pay. His uncle had been right

all along. Why had he not. taken his advice and stayed on at

Cattermole's farm ? Ah, well, his dream of Art was ovjr now.
He was getting on in years ; the energy had been buffeted out
of him. One could not always be young and ambitious. He
would never be famous now; he would toil obscjrely like his

brothers and sisters, and his bones would lie with theirs in the

little lonesome church-yard among the pines. It did not mat-
^*< • *ir\4-Vl«n. ^v^rt + f^w/^^l "Pifinfl^ ...«,,1^ ,>!,»..»1 4-U»»« -*11 «-,-„-,

l/Ci , siviiiiiij^ luattcicu. JL/catll >Tuuiu oufvci ijiiciii ail uvvay

soon enougr.



I I

302 THE MASTER

lie lay down on tlie ocd again. Near ii stood a wasli-stand
with a piece of ragged sponge upon it. His eye noted a patcli of
ligl't on the sponge, and he wondered how the sunshine had
got there. Then he perceived the yellow patch was only a re-
flection from the water-bottle, and his thoughts turned to the
problem of painting sunlight by optical illusion. lie thought
of Cornpepper and the fellows and all the ha^py discussions
he had had in London. The afternoon waned into'cvening ; the
patch of mock sunshine faded; the shadows gathered, shrouding
the walls with mystery.

He grew faint with hunger ; in the dusk there opened out a
picture of a lamp -lit .oom with a snowy cloth on its round
table, and a plump figure with soft blue eyes presiding over
the savory dishes.

The vision drew him. He rose, washed himself carefully,
and went out.

/•

A month later, a week before his marriage, Matt Strang
journeyed to Cobcquid to see his folks, and bid them farewell
before leaving for his artistic honey-moon in Europe. He had
written th«^ news home, but they could not afford to come to
Halifax for the wedding, and so he had promised to run down
before starting on his second voyage in s arch of Art. He
alighter' -om the coach at Cobequid Village ovcrwhpl.ned with
emotion, resolved to walk the rest of the way towards tho joy-
OUP reunion with his brothers and sisters ; he wished to note
each familiar landmark—the fields, the farms, the stores, the
little meeting-house, all the beloved features of the spacious,
scattered wooden metropolis of his childhood. It was almost
noon, and the landscape, seen through the waves of ho air

rising from the soil, quivered in the heat. The white farm-

houses glittered; the paint of the verandas bulged out; the
wooden spire of the meeting-house pointed piously to a heaven
f f stainless blue. In the farm-yards the fowls lolled prostrate
on their sidrs with open mouths and drooping wings, their
tongues protruding, their eyes closed, their legs every now and
then uneasily stirring up the dust under their wings ; the cattle

and horses stood deep in pools under the trees. The buTible-
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bees droned sleepily about the wild roses of the way-side, or

buzzed among the wbite-weed and yellow buttercups and dan-

delions that mottled th.^i hay-fields. The red squirrels chattered

on the spruces as they sat shelling cones, their tails curved

over their backs ; the woodpeckers tapped on the hollow stubs,

the blue -jays screamed among the branches; a hawk circled

tranquilly upward to a speck, then daiied softly downward
with motionless wings ol .spread. In the fields men were hoe-

ing potatoes, following the slow oxen that dragged the ploughs

between the furrows, and heaping up the earth with leis-urely,

monotonous movements ; belated sowers of buckwheat were

scattering the triangular grains with a slow, measured, hypnotic

motion. In the sultry stores there was nothing doing; now
and then a ?tore-keeper in his shirt-sleeves spat solemnly or

drawled a lazy monosyllable. Behind a casement a slumbrous

old crone snuffed herself. A wagon rumbled dustily beneath

the overarching trees. The far-stretching village drowsed in

the sun.

High noon. The conches began sounding to call the farm-

hands to dinner, and every sign of labor melted away. The
languor crept over the young pedestrian. A percaption of the

futility of ambition flooded his soul like a wave of summer
sea, soft and warm and bitter. To pass thrjugh life tranquil

and obscure, amid the simplicities and sanctities of childicli

custom, with work and rest, with feast-day and Sunday; to

walk in f'^ot-worn ways amid the same iragrant wild-flowers, to

the music of the same birds, hand in hand with a daughter of

the £ line soil, to whom every hoar usage and green meadow
should be similarly dear ; to carry on the onain of the quiet

generations, and so pass lingeringly towards a foigotteu grave

amid humble kinsfolk—were not this sweeter than the trump
and glare of Fame, and the ache of ambition, and the loneliness

of untrodden footways? He seemed to hear Mad Peggy's
mocking laughter in the distance.

He moved curiously in the direction of the sounds, skirting

a new barn-like building which blocked his view, and which he
saw from a notice was a Baptist meeting - hou^ie, such aa his

mother had always yearned for ; M^Tavit's school-house met his

!'*

f'i



304 THE MASTER

gazo, Still Standing in its field, and in the foreground a mob of
boys ana girls shouting and laughing with the exuberance of
school-children just let out. After a moment he perceived that
they were jeering and hooting somebody

; then he caught a
glimpse of the ungainly figure of a young man in the centre of
derision, with a dozen hands playfully pulling and pushing him.
The poor butt fell down, and there was a great outburst of
hilarious delight. Matt's blood boiled ; he ran quickly forward
towards the booing juvenile crowd, which scattered a little at
the' sight of his flaming countenance.

*'You pesky little !" he cried. Then his voice failed.
With a flash of horror he recognized his brother Billy.

"Boo!" recommenced one of the bigger louts. " Rot-gut rum !"

Matt seizicd the crutch which lay at the side of the prostrate
drunken cripple, and described a threatening circle with it;

the pack of children broke up and made oflf, hooting from a
safer distance.

" Billy !" he said, hoarsely, clutching the wretched young
fellow by the coat - collar, half to raise him, half in instinctive
anger.

Returning intelligence struggled with the look of maudlin
pathos on Billy's white face. The shock of the sight of his
brother sobered him. He suffered himself to be lifted to his
feet, then he took his crutch and moved forward, refusing fur-
ther help.

" I kin walk," he said, sullenly.

The tone and accent grated on Matt's ear. But a pang of
self-reproach mixed with his wrath and disgust. It was his
part to have looked after Billy better.

" I didn't expect we should meet like this, Billy," he said,
softly.

•' You should hev come sooner," Billy retorted, " 'stead of
gaddin' about all the world over enjoyin' yourself, and never
comin' nigh us, not even when you were tourin' in the Province
with your portraits an' your photographers."

" I never was near enough, and I always had to move on,"
he explained, gently, as he uicked the dust of the road off

Billy's coat.
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" Never mind my clothes ; they won't spoil, they're not so
fine as yours. If you're 'shamed to walk with me—"

" Don't talk like that, Billy. I'm only glad to see how well
you can walk."

The brothers passed defiantly through the straggling rem-
nants of the juvenile crowd.

" I've walked to the village," said Billy. « I'm strong enough
to go anywhere a'most."

A few hoots recommenced in the rear.

"I wish you hadn't gone to the village to-day," sighed Matt
"And why shouldn't I?" cried Billy, pricked to savagery

agam. " What is there for me but gittin' drunk ? I got drunk
when you wrote the news—so I did. Thet was the first time.
We all drank your health an' your bride's, an' I got drunk,
an' I'm glad I found out the joy of it. Why shouldn't I hev
some pleasure too ? I'll never hev a bride of my own—thet's
certain. What girl would take me ? Do you deny it? Why,
even when Ruth Hailey was here she on'y pitied me."

" Hadn't we better get a lift?" said Matt, gently', for a car-
nage was rumbling behind them.

" I've been twice to the rum-hole since the money camP "

pursued Billy, in dogged defiance. " It's the on'y way to 'orifit
everythin'."

'^

He stumped on sturdily. Beads of perspiratiou glistened on
his white, bloodless face.

" What money came ?" Matt asked, puzzled.
" The two hundred and fifty dollars you sent a couple of days

after you got engaged."
" I nt^ver sent two hundred and fifty dollars," he cried.
" Didn't you ?" Billy opened his large, pathetic eyes wider.

" Well, now, that's funny. We wondered why you did it so
curiously, and why the postmark was Maine. We thought you
were Up to some fun, now you had so much money, but wt al-
lowed we'd wait till you came."
But Matt could not solve the mystery. The notes had been

addressed to "The Strane-s." and wpr« appnmnor.iod Kt, « *i;..

Of paper
:

" The same amount of the money due to you will be
forwarded next year."

m

,:-i
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That was all the message. Matt exhausted himself in guesses.

His thoughts even went back to the owners of the Sally Bell,

imagining some tardy conscience-money in repayment of arrears

due to the dead captain. At last he concluded the remittance

must have come from Madame Strang, acting through some

American agent. She had discovered Herbert owed him money,

and was sending him double and quadruple by way of remorse

for the mistake she and her husband had made. To prevent

him from returning it, she had sent it to his family, and anony-

mously.

Abner Preep contended that there was no occasion for

Matt to help his brothers and sisters further for the present.

The subsidy was ample ; more would only lead to unnecessary

extravagance. Matt was not entirely pleased to find his family

had no immediate need to profit by his marriage. Indeed, he

almost wished the aioney had not come. It was perturbing to

feel in himself a yearning—now that his burdens were lightened

—to make one last desperate effort to take the kingdom of Art

by his own unaided assault ; it was even more perturbing to feel

himself solicited by that ether self, which had spoken out on

that sultry summer afternoon, to abandon Art altogether for

the simple restfulness of a life in his own village at one with

Nature. The life that had cramped him once seemed curiously

soothing now; his old fretful sense of superiority to this

Philistine environment was gone. But most perturbing of all

was the thought of Rosina. In neither of these suggested alter-

natives— to have another try alone, or to settle down in Cobe-

quid— did she play any part, and he always came back with a

shock to the recollection of his ^olation to her, that made both

of these future? impossible. He would not allow himself to

dwell for a moment on the thought of backing out of his engage-

ment—honor forbade that. And was he even certain that he did

not care for her ? How piquant she had looked now and then

when she had accidentally got into or" or other of the two

postures that became her best, as on the night when, smiling, she

had thrown back her head a little to the left, with the somewhat

plebeian nose refined by foreshortening, and the warm carmines

and ivory of the face and throat showing in the lamplight against



f in guesses.

Sally Bell,

nt of arrears

B remittance

rough some

him money,

T of remorse

To prevent

, and anony-

)Ccasion for

the present,

unnecessary

d his family

Indeed, he

erturbing to

sre lightened

rdom of Art

rbing to feel

oken out on

together for

at one with

led curiously

>rity to this

irbing of all

jgested alter-

iwn in Cobe-

back with a

t made both

V himself to

f his engage-

n that he did

ow and then
' of the two

, smiling, she

he somewhat

irm carmines

)light against

A HOSTAGE TO FORTUNE 307

the loosened hair. And then how simple and unpretentious she
was, how charmingly candid her chafferings with the sioie-
keepers! But it eased his mind somewhat to find Billy selfisl-.ly
laying claim to the mysterious money, ^^ersisting he would travel
with it— he would see the world. Matt persuaded Harriet to
acquiescence in the idea, relieved to find his immediate responsi-
bihties to the smaller children restored to him. But, unknown
to Billy, Matt had already decided he must, if possible, take
charge of the poor fellow and keep him from drink. He wrote
to ask Rosina's permission to let his crippled brother travel with
him, as his health needed a sea voyage. He waited anxiously
for the reply. ^

" I can reffuse ray darling nothing," Rosina responded, with
more promptitude than orthography.

" God bless you," murmured Matt, kissing the letter. " I be-
lieve I shall love you, after all."
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CONQUEROR OR CONQUERED ?

Foresight is insight. It was due to Matthew Strang's igno-
ranee of life and of himself that his marriage in no way turned
out as he had calculated. Oh, the fatal mistake of it, perceived
as soon as it was too late, though he shrank weakly from the
perception, afraid to face the chill, blank truth, hoping against
hope that love would be the child of marriage. Oh, the ghast-
liness of being chained to a loving woman he did not love,
bound by law and honor to simulate a responsive affection, and
to hide the deadly apathy which her caresses could not over-
come. He tried hard to love her, calling his owi attention to
her youth, her freshness, her prettiness, her flashes of expres-
sion, making the most of every hint of charm, seeing her through
a wilful glamour, even attempting to persuade himself that she
was the woman of his dreams ; all the while his leaden heart
coldly refusing itself to the hollow pretence. Before the mar-
riage he had almost felt on the point of love ; but it was onlv,
he knew later, the self-disguise of cupidity and mercenarines's
though no doubt a measure of gratitude had helped to becloud
his vision. In his bachelor days he could never have imagined
such indifferonce to any woman. Sometimes he wondered if

this was all marriage meant to any man, but a »vistful incredulity
denied him the consolation of acquiescence in a common lot.

The testimony of mankind was quite other, and his own yearn-
ing instinct refused to look upon his union as typical. If only
she had been a little more intellectual, less limited to gossip
about servants and prices ! How he had deceived himself, tak-
ing the sprightliiiess of a young girl iu love, the coquettish
gayety, the evanescent brilliancy of a bird in the pairing season,
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for the output of perennial intellect and good-humor ! He had

lived so much alone with his dreams that he had fallen out of

touch with humanity, and particularly with feminine humanity.

He had had no standard of comparison by which to gauge her,

and once united to her, the habitual recluse could not accommo-

date himself to her constant companionship.

What an irony their honey-moon in Paris, in Florence, the ar-

dors of artistic renascence yoked with the blankness of boredom

!

Despite Rosina's affectionate clinging to him, and her almost pa-

thetic endeavor to admire old churches and dingy picture-gal-

leries, it was a relief to both when she at last acquiesced in his

happy idea of regarding his rounds as " work," andr under the

convoy of Billy, beguiled the expectation of fonder reunion by

the more exhilarating spectacle of the streets and the endless

glories of the Bon Marche. And very soon she wearied alto-

gether of foreign places, clamoring to be settled in London,

where the language was not gibberish, and one could go a-

marketing without being bamboozled and cut off from bargain-

ing. For after the first fervors of the honey-moon she had de-

veloped that instinct for petty economy which had amused and

charmed him when he had gone shopping with her in Halifax,

but which now fretted him, seeming like a daily reproach for all

those great sums her acquisition of him had cost her. He was

glad that the due arrival of the second mysterious instalment

promised to the Nova-Scotian household relieved him of the

painful necessity of applying to her on its behalf. Unexpect-

edly enough this sum was supplementec' by a dividend of a

hundred and fifteen dollars paid to him, after he had forgotten

all about the matter by the trustee in Halifax in settlement of

his claim against the estate of the Starsborough ship-builder.

In vain he tried to interest his wife in books, in the poems

and essays, in the study of French and German, into which he

now threw himse.f with a feverish desire for culture. In vain

he tried to impart to her his vision of nature, to get her to

observe scenery and sunsets. Colors and shades were only

interesting to her as they occurred in dress materials. Oiice

when they stood by a sea-beach on a December afternoon under

^ gold, gra^ sk/, and liosina complained of tl^e dreariness of
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the seascape he had attempted to show her how beautiful it
really was how much more interesting to the artistic eye than a
crude sunlight effect; how nearest the horizon it was' gr /ish
steel-blue and then a still amber, and then emerald green' andhow just before the final fringe of both there shone a band of
sparkling amber, grayed by cloud - reflections. But Rosina
shivered, and refused to see anything but a chill green waste.

bhe would not even allow him to arrange her furniture, and a
pair of colossal pink vases, garishly hand-painted with pastoral
figures (picked up -a bargain "), were a permanent pain to him
spoiling for him the drawing-room of the little North London
house with the rude whitewashed studio, in which they had
settled down after the birth of their first child. The tempo-
rary lull that attended their installation in British domesticity
was succeeded by graver frictions when Rosina had finished
furnishing. They had no society ; neither of the couple knew
anybody in London, and the husband shrank from making
friends, constrained, moreover, by his art to a solitary way of
living. Rosina, who before her child demanded her care had
3at to him out of pure desire to be with him, began to be
jealous of the models who replaced her, declaring that she hadHad no conception such goings-on were a part of aH or she
would never have married him.
The only alleviation of his numb misery was his ability to

paint without pecuniary under-thought the picture with which hewas to storm the Academy, to throw all his individuality into itThe very seclusion of his life favored this devotion to his ideals"And these ideals were only partially those of his celibate. Hehad been swaying to and fro under the opposite solicitations of
Idealism and Realism

; new in a violent upheaval, his sympathy
with modern subjects and even with modern methods had been
submerged.

.. ^n//
w^?.^'°'"* ^°' *^^ ^'^^ ^'"^^ ^« ^^'"^ into contact with

the Old World. London had been to him as modern as America
repeating Its ideas and ideals, but in France, and more especially
in italy, the mere variation of tongues helped to draw V,;,« ;«to
an earlier world, co-operated with the appeal of ancient churc'hes
and streets and palaces, and the countless treasure of ancient Art
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The modern world grew batefnl to him, and he absorbed by
aflSnity the ancient and the med'aB,'''. At bottom it was not so

much the modern that repelled him as t oal life, and it was not

so much the past towards which he yearned as towards that

timeless realm wherein ideal beauty dwells. The past was at

least less real than the present. Real life was horrible, and mar-

riage had put the coping-stone on his dissatisfaction with it.

From birth to death it was embased by a sordid series of phys-

ical processes. Even the much-vaunted love was hideous at

root. Beauty itself was never really perfect, and was transient

at best, while the beautiful idea that lurked in nearly every hu-

man face and figure had for the most part been left embryonic.

Only in Art could the imperfections of Nature be corrected

—

and this was the Artist's mission, not to imitate Nature, but to

transcend her ; irom her faulty individuals, frail and perishable,

to draw types of perfection, flawless, immortal, like that Venus
de Milo, which stood at the end of the Louvre passage, beautiful

from every standpoint, fixing in its pensive sweetness of spiritual-

ized form ills dream of Ideal Womanhood ; or like that mighty

torso of winged Victory that had achieved the last victory over

its own mutilation. Real life was Deacon Hailey and his mad
mother and Billy and Rosina and his uncle and the grimy denizens

of the London slums and the blackguardly crowd at the Fleet

Street public-house and the lewd workmen in the Starsborough

ship-yard. But Art was Rosalind and Imogen, Hamlet and

Ariel, Don Quixote and Beatrix Esmond, and the love in Shel-

ley's lyrics, and the music of Beethoven, and the pictures of

Botticelli, and the cold white statues of the Greeks—that imag-

inary world which man's soul had called into being to redress

the balance of the Real. It was Art against Nature throughout

—the immortal shadows against the ephemeral realities.

"She cannot fade though thou hast not thy bliss,

Forever wilt thou love and she be fair."

And so for the "real atmosphere" of Cornpepper he no
longer cared : what mattered the realities of sr»ace more than

those of time to the soul, emperor of its own fantasy ? All this

scientific precision after which he had been hankering—was it

' ^1
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not irrelevant to Art ? The Beautiful was the Ideal ; to create
the Ideal, the Real must be passed through the crucible of the
Artist's soul. The Artist was the true creator. In him Nature's
yearning to beget the Beautiful became conscious. She her-
self had infinite failures—ugly moods, fogs, glooms, skies of iron,
seas of tin. And feeling all this instinctively rather than by a
lucid excogitation, he was now for the ideal, for the romantic,
for the religious even, for anything that was not real, that
shut out the unbeautiful necessity, as those glorious stained
windows of cathedrals, blazing with saints, shut out the crude
daylight and the raw air of reality, filtering the garish sunlight
to that dim religious light in which the soul could see best.
Ah, how wisely the poor human soul had fenced itself in against
the bleak realities—even as the body had housed itself against
the inbospitftlities of Nature—painting its windows with beauti-
ful dreams, with an incarnate Love that ruled the world, and an
image of immaculate Motherhood. And in a strange hybrid,
hazy blend of Catholicism and Hellenism, possible only to an
artist who sees things by their sensuous outsides, the Venus
de Milo and the Madonna of the Italian masters m re to him
more akin by beauty than divorced by dogma. In a sense
they were one—the highest types of Beauty conceivable by the
Pagan and Christian ages, so akin that when Botticelli came to
draw Venus, as in his " Nascita di Venere," his brush fashioned
a meek Miltonic Eve, prefiguring the Virgin Mother, while
Andrea del Sarto, in his Annunziazone in the " Pitti," had given
the Virgin Mother almost the brooding serenity of a Greek
goddess. Ideal Womanhood, Ideal Womanhood, this was what
poor Matthew Strang seemed to find in either—ay, and even in

Perugino's «« Magdalen," and the saying of Koats, " Beauty is

Truth, Truth Beauty," seemed to him to be indeed all that
mortals needed to know.

But that Pagan serenity which had produced Greek art

could not be his. For him as for the ages the first sensuous
joy in beauty was over. And what appealed even more than
the Greek marbLs to the artist who had set out from his

native village with quick blood, worshipper of a beautiful

world, was that subtler art which expressed rather the inad-
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equacy than the perfection of life ; the w'stfulness of a Botticelli

Madonna, the unfathomable smile of a Leonardo portrait, the

pensive melancholy of Lorenzo di Credi's " Unknown Youth " in

the Uffizi, or the mystic aspiration of the monk in that famous
" Concerto di Musica," and inversely Raphael's lovelier line than

Nature's, and Michael Angelo's with its more majestic sweep.

He longed with that yearning, with which the boy had looked

up to the stars in the midnight forest, for God, for Christ, for

Apollo, for some dream of whiteness and beauty, for some-

thing that persisted beneath all the purposeless generations of

which the Louvre held record in those cumbrous relics of

vanished civilization—Egyptian, Phoenician, Syrian, Babylonian,

Persian, Chaldean— those broken shafts of pillars that had

upheld barbaric temples, those friezes that had adorned ihe

facades of palaces, those blurred monuments perpetuating the

victories of forgotten dust, those faded bass-reliefs that had

pleased the lustful eyes of nameless kings, enthroned in their

g'2fantic halls, those uncouth torsos of bulls and sphinxes,

emblems of a vaster, crueller life. Amid the flux of the centu-

ries the visibles of Art, the invisibles of Religion—were not

these the only true Realities ?

Such had been Matthew Strang's thoughts, as in a deep silence

he walked through the Louvre with Rosina, a silence that was at

its deepest when he responded to her chatter. She hated the slip-

pery parquet and the dull oil-colors under the glazed skylight,

preferring the fresh coloring of the copies, though she made fun

of the copyists who sat so patiently on their stools. What queer

men, what funny, frumpy girls, what strange old ladies ! And,
look ! there was a young woman in widows' weeds, painting such

a cute picture, and—gracious ! there was quite a young girl copy-

ing a liaked man—weren't they horrid, the French ? She liked

the attendants' cocked hats with a dash of gilt, and enjoyed the

desultory crowd of perambulating spectators, that ranged from

old gentlemen hobbling along on sticks to artisans in red

blouses and clayey boots. And wouldn't Matt come back into

th** jpiwAlrv and '^hina rlonnrtrrinrit.H whif'h wpro rpallu int.ArQst-

ing? And wasn't the heat unbearable ? It was her restlessness

thnt made ber husband quit this Paris which fasciodted him,
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this beautiful city, with whoso artistic activity, divined from
the mere architecture of the ^cole des Beaux Arts, he had had no
opportunity to get into intimate touch ; for he could not even
come across Herbert, whom he had rather hoped to find still
there, a cicerone to initiate him into the art-coteries of Paris. In
Florence, where they went for the winter, Rosina was even more
restless. The towered palaces, the Duomo, and the gracious Cam-
paniles, the gardens, the enc i ating environs, and all the stock
wonders of the place, had none but a superficial interest for her

;

Lhey were exhausted at firs^ sight ; amid the marble calm of
colonnades she even regretted the liveliness of the Boulevards.
And the climate, too, was worse than that of Taris ; her grum-
blings were perpetual. To pass from the warm piazza or
promenade to the biting wind of the narrow streets was not
only uncomfortable, but made it a problem how to Jress. And,
indeed, Matt himself suffered keenly from the cold : though
there was a small brass heating apparatus in the centre of the
gallery, it scarcely did moro than keep his colors fr< -j con-
gealing. For he was copying Botticelli's « Virgin with the
Child and Angels." Yes, Botticelli had become his master-
Botticelli, whom at first sight in the National Gallery he had
rejected for insufficient draughtsmanship, but all of whose
naive exaggerations, of hands or feet or necks, he now credited
to ar+istic intention, prepared to maintain from loving study of
his delicately luminous canvases and his blond ethereal fres-
cos that the Master's drawing had only repudiated the bonds
of the Real in quest of a higher beauty, a more gracious har-
mony of curves, even as his coloring had refined away that
oleaginous quality which a Rubens found in human flesh. To
brood over a Madonna of Botticelli or of Filippo Lippi, Mat-
thew Strang would turn from the women of Rubens or the
young men of Titian or the children of Velasquez or Rem-
brandt's old men. Though at the sight of « Les Glaneurs " of
Millet he felt a lurking sympathy in his submerged self, he
preferred that morning landscape of Corot, in which bodice-
less beauties dance round f.rees as half-dressed women never did
in any period of French history. He found a winter scene
of Van Ostade's none the less charming because the figures
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were not enveloped, and the lights were untruly set off by
bituminous shadows. He was in the mood in which even the
gilded rose-nudity of the eighteenth century seemed precious.
Amid the infinitude of Art that surrounded him now, Corn-
pepper's cocksureness seemed to him as futile as it had already
appearod amid the infinity of Nature. And all the Masters
were so akin that evolution by revolution seemed less credible
than in the smoky atmosphere of Azure Art studios. Modern
subject? Had they not all done the contemporary, had the
Dutch done anything else? Impressionism? In so far as it

meant a free brush-work, was not Rembrandt an Impressionist ?

Was not Velasquez in his later manner ?

His first picture, then, need not be revolutionary in technique,
but it must be more imaginative than the bulk of English work
in the Academy of his day, more emotional. Photography had
reduced realism to absurdity, had proved that Art lay in

'

transfusion of Nature through the artist's soul. And the eo
sence of all art was emotion, feeling. The work of Art was
but the medium by which the artist passed on his emotion to
the spectator, his joy in beauty, his feeling for nature, his sad-
ness, his aspiration, even his view of life. Because emotion
could be conveyed by literature and music, there was no reason
why these should have the preference in cases where paintimr
was equal to conveying it, too. Without emotion a picture was
null and void; technique by itself could give works of craft,

never works of Art. On the other hand, to have the artistic emo-
tion without the technique necessary to pass it on to the spec-
tator was to be artistic, but not an artist.

Tlie choice of a subject gave him much harassing hesitation

;

it brought delicious peace merely to make his final rlecision

amid all the whirl of ideas that pressed upon him. He would
found his picture on those beautiful lines in Matthew Arnold's
"Forsaken Merman."

" Once she sat with you and me
On a red-gold throne in the heart of the sea.

And the youiigest sat on her knee.

She combed its bright hair, and she tended it well,

When down swung the sound of a far-ofif bell

: i
1

i f'^-
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Sbe sighed, ahe look'd up through the clear green ae»

;

She said
:

' I must go, for my kinsfolk pray
In the littli- gray church on the shore to-day.
'Twill be Eiiister-time in the world—ah me

!

And I lofie my poor soul, Merman ! here with thee.*

"

The subject seemed to him made to his hand. Tt would en-
able him to fulfil his young ambitious dream of reconciling the
decorative with the idea-picture ; the composition should weave
a beautiful pattern, and the coloring a scheme of harmony, and
yet the picture should make a distinct emotional appeal. A
woman, with a soul, throned amid a lower race, yet yearning for
the higher spiritual fervors—that was an idea which lent itself
beautifully to pictorial expression : a literary idea doubtless, but
yet a visual, too, so that there was no need even to label it wit'
tue poet's lines which had suggested it ; it should be self-explan-
atory. And what sensuous glow in the accfsories—the clear
green sea-depths, the red-gold throne, the child's flowing hair!
Tae thought of them was like wine in his veins. He set to work
eagerly on a large scale, informed ', hi« contemplation of '\e
Old Masters with big ambitions—to do, not the little lyrics that
satisfied contemporary cocksureness, but a great sustained poem.

vVhat pleasures and pains the work brought him j The
thrill of conception was deadened by inadequacy of execution,
to revive when some charm of color anc' line flowered under
happy accident. He h. 1 great joy in doing the heart of the
sea with its " deep, divine, dark dayshine "—it was his sym-
pathy with this marine fairy-land that had partly inspired
his readiness to do old Coble's misleading ensign of the
shark and the sponge-diver. Around the red-gold throne of
the Merman's bride that stood on the sand-strewn sea- bed
the submarine flora bloomed in strange, fantastic arabesques
and subtle shades of amber and -ray and white and crimson,
and through the green translucent water, spent sunbeams quiv-
ered and gleamed, and vague tropical fish shot lovely notes of
color, and a sea-snake coiled its glittering mail; and theie were
strange pied amorphous creatures and moss-like corallines and
red-hranc],ing madrepores and gh-^ming shells, and mother-o'-
pearj toughed with purple and mre, yet all strictly subordi-
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natcd to the two central figures of tie composition— tho

throned woman with her youngest on her knee, *^b'oh, despite

the nudity and the strange accedsories, took on a curious like-

ness to the Madonna and Child. The canvas ir
' ;ed showed

the influence upon him of those wistful Madonnas he had
pored over so wistfully; the cold, st'ange eyes of the golden-
haired child were in the imaginative vein of the poem, the form
of the throned woman wf,s inspired by merely Pagan ideals of

beauty ; and yet the yearn, ^i in her uplifted eyes for the world
of prayer whose sound floated mystically down to her was the

same that showed in the eyes of the Holy Mother. But this

analogy was not consciuusly in the artist'u desi^.i, though it had
doubtless influenced his choice of subject, nor, though he had
certainly had in mind to suggest through her the yearning of

humanity for a higher world, did he connect his work with

the school of Symbolists which was just arising across tho Chan-
nel, and which was capable of finding in the dominant green
of his sea the color-symbol of Resurrection. Even the dead
face which he had placed in a corner in the foreground, though
it might well seem symbolic of the tragedy k ;king amid this

sensuous beauty, was in truth only the dead fac" of his father,

and he had put it in less for its symbolic significance or its

realistic appositeness than from an uncontrollable desire to have
it there, as though thus to dispossess his mind of that ancient

haunting image which the continuous thought of the sea had
inevitably brought up again. He told himself it wan but nat-

ural some drowned face should bob ^astly in this submarine

paradise, but in reality he felt a mo) d ci. ving to put it there,

to have something in his picture for ^im Jf alone, that no one
else in the great wide world could possibly understand to the full.

For the rest the picture cost him infinite trouble, for his

genius was an incapacity for not taking infinite pains. The
poetry of paint is achieved by the p^ose of work, and as despite

his Romanticism his hankerings for the Real persisted, his am-
bitious conception entailed much preliminary study, a).d the

setting up in his studio of a 1) Je sea-water aquarium, in the

construction of which his ancient experience at the Stepney

bird- stuffing establishment in making cases of shells with

i
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rnosso and sea-weeds and coral came in unexpectedly useful
IJut he could not get a satisfactory model for his principal
hgurc, and curiously enough her left hand gave him more vexa-
tion than anything else in this complex composition. He could
not settle its pose, scraped out finger after finger with an old
sailors knife relic of his mackerel- fishing voyage, specially
ground dowr painted out the whole hand fourteen times and
at last in despair weakly solved the problem by hiding the
hand altogether. Two days later, working on the scales of the
sea-snake that basked sinuously at the woman's feet, he sud-
denly had a last furious dash at the refractory hand. This
time It came right and brought rejoicing. Sometimes he
seemed at the mercy of these haphazard inspirations ; what
came, came, quite irrespective of conscious will and training.
Als ixh Xan " (as I can), the old Flemish motto which Van

hyck put to his work, seemed to him apt for any painter
When he began *' The Merman's Bride" he was already

much more exigent towards himself than in his younger days •

self-cnticism had checked that fearless execution
; by the time

he had finished his picture, those very months of steady work
rigorously revised, had raised his ideal higher, so that though
the actual picture pretty well corresponded with bis first concep-
tion, It was still far removed from his later standard. The ex-
pression of the woman's face seemed especially inadequate, and
as great actresses do not sit as models, and the artist has to
imagine emotional expression, he felt again, despite his Roman-
ticism, that he had missed the subtleties of reality. But every
genus of art has to sacrifice something, and sending-in day was
drawing swiftly nigh, and he had to lay down his brushes at
ast, and through his frame-maker despatch the canvas to Bur-
lington House, and await with what composure he could the
verdict that should bring him the recognition he had strugo-led
for during such long tedious years. Now that the absorbing
task was over, he had time to think of its reward, to dwell on
the thought of recognition, of Fame, the one thing on c.rth
that still loomed before him, enshrouded in vague, misty splen-
dors. In ft wn-.'jrl nf illnoj^vjQ *!,:„ . ^r. !• i ' .

*^
.

. ,
— ' •" ^*'"=ions, nun \v.-vs tuu soiia Happiness it

might yet be his to grasp.
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This last illusion was not destined to be dissipated yet
awhile. He was sitting at the breakfast-table when he received
a blue card inviting him to take back his picture. Burning
with revolt and despair, he had to strive to appear calm, what
time Rosina was unfolding a tale of woe concerning the maid-
of-all-work, whom she had detected throwing away half-bui..ed

coals into the dust-hole. That, she reiterated moncvonously,
explained the mysteriously rapid disappearance c* the coals

—

over a ton since quarter-day. An investigation of the dust-hole

had revealed a veritable coal-mine. It was one of the most
curious characteristics of Rosina that, with all her hardness, she
flinched mentally before her servants, pouring out her grievances
against them when they were out of ear-shot, so that her hus-
band suffered vicariously for their sins of omission or commis-
sion. Usually he listened to her silently with the courteous def-

erence he would have shown a guest, never provoked to an angry
retort save by her absurd objections to his models. He had aban-

doned as hopeless the effort to unite their souls. But to-day he
had no option but to cap her tragic narrative by telling her of his

disappointment. The news excited her not to sympathy with his

aspersed art, but to reproachful alarm for his pecuniary future.

This was the last straw. He might have stood out against

the Academy, exhibiting elsewhere, and gradually building up
an outside reputation ; but the pecuniary independence to enable

him to do thi", which had been the main motive of his marriage,

was the very thing that he now saw he must abandon. In his

secret paroxysms of resentment—more against himself than
against her—it became increasingly plain to him that he could
not live on her money ; that were intolerable to his reawakened
manhood. He must make a financial success on his own account*

he must become independent of her at any cost to Art. His en-

tire preconception of his future had broken down, his marriage

a failure from the financial point of view as from every other.

Instead of having emancipated himself from the necessity of a
monetary success, he had made life impossible without it. Well,
he would compromise: he would recoil to leap the better; he
would do what the public wanted, and then, having secured its

attention, he would do what he wanted.

1 :1
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He went to the Academy and to the Grosvenor Gallery, he
studied the most popular pictures of his day, and in a couple of
arge canvases-one domestic, the other Biblical-set himself
to outdo them m anecdotage and obviousness of technique

In a passion of irony he half parodied his own picture ofThe Merman's Bride " in an idyllic interior called - Mother-
hood, representing a mother holding up a little girl, who in
her turn nursed a dolh Rosina sat for this to save expense,
her own ittle girl being now weaned. The other picture was a
Vashti and for the repudiated queen did Rosina pose like-

wise, and with unwonted interest in her husband's work
Both pictures were cleverly painted, for Matthew Strang

strove to atone for his lack of interest in his subjects by pain-
ful impeccability of technique, and to Rosina's joy both won ac-
ceptance from the Hanging Committee, though at the eleventh
hour—on the Saturday night before Varnishing Day-husband
and wife were alike disappointed to receive an intimation that,
through lack of space, only the smaller-" Motherhood "-could
be hung.

Despite all his contempt for his picture and for the Academy,
it was a tingling sensation to move amid the crowd of artists on
Varnishing Day, and to see some whose serious faces he re-
membered noting on the platform on that memorable " Gold
Medal Night pause before his picture in admiration of the
vigorous brush-work. This was a sign of success he was des-
tined to experience in far greater measure the following year
but the keenness of the thrill could never be matched again.

'

And when " Motherhood " was mentioned in the papers, and
in the ear y days of the Exhibition he watched fashionably clad
ladies gather in front of it to commend the "sweetly pretty"
child and Its touching foreshadowing of maternity, Matthew
Strang found himself insensibly beginning to partake in the
general admiration

; and with that strain of weakness which
London had exposed in him from the first, he was tickled by
the praise of these pretty women with their rustle of silks and
their atmosphere of scent and culture, and his American birth
subtly lent added spice to his sensation, in the thought of con-
quering with his rude home-born genius these votaries of an ele-
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gant civilization. He was quite annoyed when he heard of
Morrison's mot, that the doll was hit off to the life, but the other
two figures were wooden. But it was not till " Motherhood "
sold for two hundred pounds that the process of corruption
really began to set in.

The buyer—a provincial cotton-spinner in town for his holi-
day—wished to sit for his portrait. The painter did not like to
ask him to the whitewashed studio. He told Rosina they must
move to a better neighborhood. The economical Rosina would
not consent to quit a quarter where rates and provisions were
low, and where she had by this time acquired several cronies
equally martyred by their maids-of-all-work, so ultimately h«
took a larger studio in a more fashionable district, going to his
work every day, like a clerk to his office, relieved from his
wife's overpowering proximity, and from her personal vision of
his models coming and going, though her morbid suspicion was
always ready to flare up. Thus the estrangement had begun.
People sent him cards, not knowing he was married; after
some embarrassed refusals he weakly accepted, without ex-
planation, an invitation to dinner—unable to decline it grace-
fully, and knowing Rosina unsuited to the company—and his
reticence made subsequent explanation more and more difficult.
After a still greater success in the next Academy, with an only
less conventional picture, he was caught in a fashionable whirl
of work and social engagements, finding commission after com-
mission thrust upon him, driven to hasty production of impos-
ing compositions to preserve his place in the rapidly recurrent
Academy and other Exhibitions, and always postponing the time
when he would start upon the real artistic work of his life, when
he should have accumulated enough money to give him a couple
of years of freedom for independent Art, for that fearless ex-
pression of his own individuality which alone makes Art, which
alone adds aught to the world's treasure of Beauty by contrib-
uting a new individual vision of the Beautiful, and which, so
far from being demanded by the paying public, must be a reve-

A plethora of portrait commissions was not conducive to per-
sonal Art

;
people were much more clamorous for the likeness

4i

'til
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tlian in the days of Sir Joslina before photography had been
invented, and every artist's best portraits were always those un-
paid, unchallenged portraits of his parents and friends—unflat-
tered, yet touched with the higher beauty of truth. And por-
traits stood in the way of more complex work, though they got
one a cheap reputation as a stylist. But there was a great run
on Matthew Strang for portraits ; almost . i much as on one of
his fellow-sufferers for marbles. The public would scarcely
have anything else, and the voice of the public is the voice of
the purse.

By fits and snatches he made attempts to express himself, but
he never had time to find out what «* himself " was. Sometimes,
in a reversion to one of his earlier manners, he thought he want-
ed to express sensation, to transfer to the spectator of his land-
scape the sensation the original had given him, and from his
country visits he would come back with studies of strange blue
moonlight effects on cliffs, or weird dark seas, destined never to
be worked up. He began a realistic picture of a winter view
from Primrose Hill, with brownish trees in the foreground and
gray in the background, and a white misty townlet to the left

;

but, fluctuating again, he abandoned it for an attempt to do the
lyric of the brush, to express, as in balanced metres, harmonies
of tree and sky and water, and this, again, was thrown aside
for the picture of " Ideal Womanhood," which, under the influ-

ence of a beautiful woman's rebuke, he had felt was the real
" himself " it behooved him to express. But the beautiful wom-
an's passage across his horizon had been momentary, and so
even this piece of imaginative art had been finished hurriedly
under the pressure of other work. And thus the years flew by
like months, with incredible velocity. He could not escape
from the net-work of engagements he had helped to weave, nor
did he always desire to. There was a circumlapping consola-
tion about the applause of the public, though it did not warm
him. He found a bitter satisfaction, as of revenge, in the
smiles of society dames, though he did not court them. He
took no pleasure in the personal paragraphs and the notices of
his work, though he knew they were necessary to his prices,
and though he had no more liking for the severe estimates of

f
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the few who would have none of him. The breach with his

wife widened imperceptibly, half involuntarily, though he was
passively glad when she was not with him to complicate his life

with her bourgeois ways, with her vulgar outlook.

He was driven to a more pretentious studio, which had some-
times to be the scene of responsive hospitalities, and which
raised his prices. He fell into a semi-bachelor life. Late even-

ing parties, early morning rides in the ]'ark, visits for pleasure

or portrait-painting or decoration to country houses (where his

early familiarity with rod and gun gave him a valuable air of

autochthonic aristocracy), excursions to Goodwood, to Henley,

sketching tours, all tended to separate him from his wife, till at

last an almost complete separation had grown up, so gradually

that, except for her spasms of jealousy, Rosina seemed almost

to have become reconciled to it in view of the popular success,

the inflow of money, and the eternal economy of Camden Town,
and instead of resenting his absence, to have come to welcom-
ing his preP3nce. When, on rare gala occasions, he took her

out, the places she loved were those which no fashionable foot

ever trod ; and as the couple wandered—an obscure matrimonial

molecule among the holiday masses—he was not sorry that his

juvenile idea of fame as a blazoning vade mecum was only one of

the many illusions of youth. And so none of the scented chatter-

ing crowd that gathered on Show Sunday before his pictures or

his refreshments had any inkling of the more legitimate menage
in the less fashionable quarter. He absolved his occasional

qualms of conscience by lavishing his earnings on her, which
she hoarded— though he knew it not— partly from instinct,

partly from a superstitious dread of a catastrophe when his

hand should fail or her shares fall to zero. Too late he com-
prehended the hardness in money matters that had been at the

root of her resentment against the defalcating Frenchman, and
it was to spare her feelings, as well as to preserve peace, that

he said never a word to her about the great sums with which
he gladdened the Nova-Scotian household.

Mot tnnf RnciriQ L-nmv i-jinnli nf liio /-vfVirn. nffnir"^ Tv> 4^<..'.fU-•^ •" ----.!.... ., :..,.,,! !!, !,,., ..i!,, . ttiiaiic iii Li ULU,

she knew very little of her husband's life, nor by how vast a

sweep it circumscribed her own. She knew he had to be away
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from her a very great deal, that he had to stay in the country

to paint great people ; she was vaguely aware that the necessi-

ties of his profession made a wide sociality profitable. She
had been once or twice to peep at his studio, horrified by the

grandeur, and only consoled by the demonstration that its cost

was repaid in the prices, like the luxurious fittings of the shops

in the Ilolloway Road. But her imagination lacked the materi-

als to construct a vision of the whirlpool which had sucked him
away from her; her reading was limited to a weekly newspaper

in which his name seldom appeared. And he, in his mental

isolation from her, found scant self-reproach for his silence

;

reserve seemed more natural than communicativeness. She
could never know the doings of his soul, his thoughts were not

her thoughts, he had given up the attempt at communion, the

effort to teach her to know his real self; why should he be less

reticent concerning his outward movements, his superficial self?

He was aloof from her spiritually ; beside this, his material sep-

aration from her was insignificant. The children—a girl of

seven and a boy of nearly four—were no bonds of union. The
elder, christened Clara, after Rosina's aunt, was sharp and lively

enough, but given to passionate sulking; the younger—called

after his grandfather, David—was a lymphatic, colorless young-

ster, sickly and rather slow-witted, with something of Billy's

pathos in his large gray eyes. Their father had tried hard to

love them, as he had tried to love their mother, and had taken

a certain proprietary interest in their infantile graces, and in the

engaging ways of early childhood, but the claims of his Art

left them in the mother's hands, and the older they grew the

less he grew to feel them his. Neither Clara nor David had

as yet displayed any scintilla of artistic instinct. When he

went home he usually had something for them in his pocket, as

he would have had for the children of an acquaintance, but they

gave him no parental thrill.



CHAPTER II

** SUCCESS '*

The studio bell had tinkled so often that afternoon that
Mr. Matthew Strang refused to budge from the comfortable
arm-chair in which he sat smoking his cigarette and reading
the Nineteenth Century after the labors of the day. The model
had sipped her tea, taken her silver, and was gone to resume
her well-earned place among the clothed classes, and the hard-
working artist was in no mood to open his door to the latest

bell-ringer.

Probably it was only another model to inquire if he had any
work, or to apprise him of a change of address or of ward-
robe

;
or else it was a soi-disant deca} 'id artist, who had tramped

all the way from Camberwell, ignorant that his old patron had
moved from the studio a year ago ; or mayhap it was a child.

He had been much worried by children lately, since he had
picked up a couple in the gutter and placed them on the
" throne." The dingy court where the fortunate twain resided
had been agitated from attic to cellar ; the entire juvenile popu-
lation had pulled his bell in quest of easy riches ; mothers had
quarrelled with one another over the chances of their young
ones ; the whole court had been torn with intestine war.

Ting-a-ting—ting-a-tinsr—t^ngr—ting—ting

—

The person had rung again, more ferociously. Ah, it must
be that interminable Mrs. Filbert back again. Well, let her ring
on, the old jade. Rather an hour of tintinnabulation than ten
minutes of her tongue. Had his man been in, he might him-
self have been "outj" but he could scarcely appear at the door
and deny himself. Her shrill falsetto voice resurged in the
ear of memory, offering nude photos from Paris at exorbitant
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prices, or lists of models full of inaccurate addresses, or rare
costumes, most of which could be picked up at any old clo'
shop. He smiled, recalling one of these costumes—something
like a fishing-net with holes about an inch across. "This is
Greek, and shows the figure." Certainly it showed the figure,
he thought, smiling more broadly. And now he remembered—
she had threatened to bring her younger sister. " And I have
also a little sister. I don't know if you paint pretty girls

"

here his memory inserted a giggle. " She sits for modern dress
or the head. Not for the figure. Of course she doesn't mind
a light costume, something diaphanous. Though I'm not quite
sure she has any time left. She is always with Mr. Rapper,
who does those pastels for the Goupil Art Gallery. He is so
very sweet to her. She goes to the theatre and dines with him.
I sit myself sometimes, though you mightn't think so " (giggle).
"So of course she can't sit in the evening, in case you want
her for black and white." ("Just like a woman," he reflected,
cynically, " too careless to take the trouble to discover that I
am far too eminent for black and white.") " I know I'm
dressed carelessly just now, I really must be more careful

"

(giggle). " I have an Empire gown to sit in, very sweet. I
will bring it you to look at."

Ting-a-ting-ting-arting-ting-ting-ting-ting-ting.

Yes, it was the sweet Empire gown she was bringing him if
it was not her sweeter sister. His experienced eye foresaw the
Empire gown—something cut by herself out of muslin, with
an old yellow silk sash. He let the last vibration of the
bell-wire die away ; the creature would know now he was not
in. The smoke curled in a blue-gray cloud about his head, as,
looking up from the page of the magazine, he gazed dreamily
at his half-finished picture, standing on the easel at the other
extremity of the great luxurious room, where the westering sun
of June sent down a flood of light that brightened the gleam
of the gold frames of hanging pictures, touched up rough
sketches and preliminary studies standing about, and lay in a
splash of brilliancy among the sheets of music and the daint^
volumes of poetry and belles-lettres on the grand piano.
Suddenly, as his gaze rested with a suspicion of wistfulness

\
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on this doubly artistic interior, in which the pictures were only

pleasant spots of color in a larger harmony, a harmony of ru^jS

and flowers and tapestry and picturesque properties and bric-

ik,-brac, there shot up in his mind an image of an ancient epi-

sode. He saw himself, a shy, homely figure, standing in

despairing bitterness on the threshold of an elegant studio

—

though not so elegant nor so commodious as this—the studio

of the brilliant cousin whose life had intersected his own so

many years ago. His face changed, a sad smile hovered about

the corners of his mouth. I erhaps some unhappy young man
was now outside his OM^n less hospitable door, growing hopeless

as the echoes alone answered him. He started up hastily, and
hurrying into the passage drew back the handle of the door.

A slim, fashionably attired gentleman, who was just walking off

down the gravel pathway, turned, hearing the sound of the open

door, his handsome, clean-shaven, bronzed face radiating joyous

amusement.
" You duffer !" he exclaimed.

The famous painter turned pale. His cigarette fell from his

mouth, so startled was he. That he should have just been

thinking of Herbert Strang seemed almost supernatural. But
the nervous feeling was submerged in a wave of happiness ; to

have Herbert again was an incredible bliss. How lucky he had

opened the door

!

" Herbert !" he cried, seizing his cousin's delicately gloved

hands with an affectionate impulsiveness worthy of Herbert's

mother.

Herbert surveyed him roguishly. " You're a nice old pal to

make me ring three times. What's going on inside ?"

" Nothing at all," laughed the painter, in effusive happiness.

" Only tea, and that's cold. But come in."

" You're sure I'm not disturbing you," said Herbert, mis-

chievously.

'« No, I'm all by myself."

" It must be awfully convenient to have a back door," mur-

mured Herbert.

The painter shook his head. " You haven't changed one bit,"

he said, in laughing reproach, as they moved within.
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Oh, but you hav»," said Herbert, pausing in the doorwav to

TJ/ "f
''"'"'''''"• "'' '""^''•S affectionately into h sfaco " Wl,y, there's quite a dash of g°ray in your hair Youmust have been liilling yourself with worlt:"

And, indeed, there were lines of premature age on the hand-some face, too, though the rather tall, stur^v Lur" wL "JnaUrt and unbent The dark eyes had lost somefhing oTthe^!old oftness, the hght of dream was rarer in them, bufthe litt

,

tangle of locks on his forehead still co-operated ;ith the d"rkbrown mustache and the smoothness of the firm chin to suggestthe artist behind the practical man of the world
"You forget I'm getting old," he replied, only half jocosely.What nonsense I Wliy, I'm several years older thin you.'-
** No, are you V •'

^

"Of course I am Don't you remember I was your seniorinstructmg you m the ways of this wicked world ?"

I'
Well you're still looking a boy, anyhow," said Mr. Strarig.

" That's what I want to look," said Herbert, laughing 4tmakes pretty women pet you and hold your hand! Why inI^ly I was the envy of all the cavaliers. Per Bio, this i^ achange
!

he exclaimed, as he entered the fasnionable studio'Do you remember the time you came to me and wanted toborrow tenpence, or something? Ha, ha, ha ! Not that I'msurprised old boy, not a bit. I've heard your name come upquite half a dozen times in the few days I've been back in stonyold London No, thanks, I'll sit on the couch. It's cooler there

vl\luf\l^7^
any cold tea in this frightfully hot weather!

I m still faithful to soda-and-whiskey, if you've got any."
" Lots," said Mr. Strang. « A cigar «"

" Not before dinner, thanks. I don'i mind a cigarette. But
1 m not interrupting your work ?"

awav^""''
^' "diculous, old fellow. The idea of my turning you

" Well, considering you nearly did it ^ But you're a celebrity
now. Your time's valuable."

^«i«umy

" Oh, but I've struck work for to-day."
,.it.,. „{, .hia jigui, ierc? This is indeed a changefrom the tenpenny days." ^
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"Do" Yes, I suppose one gets tired," the painter sighed,

you like Turkish or Egyptians 1"

" In cigarettes Turkish, in women Egyptians," he answered,

laconically. " But what a joke to find you tired of painting

!

You're beginning to feel like I felt, eh ? That it's one demni-

tion grind. And I'm tired of travelling, and wouldn't mind do-

ing a little painting now, ha, ha, ha 1 How funnily things do turn

out, to be sure. Why, you've changed inside almost as much as

outside," he said, looking up languidly into his host's face, as he

selected a cigarette from the box. " I wonder if I should have

recognized you if I had met you in the streets instead of track-

ing the lion to his own den. I shouldn't have thought half a

dozen years would have made such a diflerence."

" Half a dozen years ! It's nearer ten since we met."
" Nearer ten ? Is it possible ? Let me see. It must be quite

seven years since the governor died, poor old chap. We haven't

met since then, have we ?"

" No," said the painter.

*' No, of course ; I've been careering about the world ever

since. You know he died in Egypt ?"

'* No, 1 didn't know that," said Mr. Strang. " I only heard

of his death from the dealer who took over the connection."

" Yes, he had to go there pretty sharp for his lungs, and I was

compelled to leave Paris in my second year to go with him and

the mater. But he died happy. That blessed gold medal of

mine made him sure the name of Strang would be immortal in

the history of Art. I always said there was a certain pathos

about the poor oid gentleman. But perhaps his assurance wasn't

so wrong after all, because you are going to make the name
glorious, aren't you, you lucky beggar ! And his own name,

too ; which ought to make him happy, even in heaven."

The great man smiled sadly, but he only said, " And your

mother—how is she ? I've often wished to see her again."

"Oh, she's living now at Lyons with some distant reJatives of

hers. Of course, she soon tired of gadding about with me. She
sent me a cutting about you once from a French paper. So you

see how your fame has spread ! I've often been meaning to

write to you, but you know how it is, always moving about, and
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I always intended to look you up when I came to London. I

was here two years ago on a flying visit, but some paper said
you were in Rome. Yes, and I saw a colored reproduction of a
picture of yours, ' Motherhood,' decorating a miner's cabin in

the Rockies—the Christmas supplement of the Illustrated Lon-
don News, if I remember aright. It was a mother nursing a
little girl, while the kid herself nursed a doll."

The painter turned away and struck a match.
" And then there were a couple of years before your father

died," he said. '« The last time we met was at the Students'
Club in Seven Dials on Gold Mjdal Night."

" Yes, by Jove, you're right," said Herbert, thoughtfully. " If

I didn't wish to avoid a platitrie I should say that time flies.

It's been a jolly good time, though, for mo, with nothing to do
except spe^d the poor old governor's savings, and a jolly big
hole I've knocked in them, too. And you haven't come out of
it so badly, eh ? That's a stunning thing of yours in the
Academy, Aren't you glad I made you promise to send a
picture to it in those tenpenny times? I've just come from
there. Got your address from the catalogue. I congratulate
you heartily. It's not the sort of thing I expected from you

;

but it's well put in, and I suppose it pays. It is astonishing,"
he went on, after pausing to sip from his glass, " how paltry
English art looks to me after all these years and seeing every-
thing everywhere. The picture of the year is exactly like the
lid of a bon-bon box. There aren't half a dozen things in co-

day's show that I'd care to look at again. You're in the run-
ning, don't look so glum, ha, ha, lia ! Frankly, old man, your
' Triumph of Bacchus ' is jolly good work. You know I never
cared much for subject, but the modelling is A 1, and that
sunlight effect is ripping ! And what a crovrd there was before
it

!
Phew ! I nearly got suffocated trying to see it, and I had

to retire to the Architectural Room to cool. I don't like Corn-
pepper's picture one bit, though he is an A.R.A."

" You mean because he is," said Matthew Strang, with melan-
choly facetiousness.

x^o, liumiug ui tiiu itiiiu j Luai rather preju*. ces me m his
favor. You mustn't forget I prophesied it. You don't mean
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to say yon admire bis 'Ariadne in Naxos'? 'Poached lady on

greens,' I marked it in my 'catalogue. Do laugh ! You look as

dull and faded as an Old Master. I think I :ihall have to re-

store you. Here, have some whiskey yourself. You're df"np i

unsociable."

** I rarely drink," the host said, feebly.

" You used 'rink my whiskey," Herbert reminded him, and

as he poured uimself out a little in deference to his brilliant

cousin, he bought how queerly things had inverted themselves.

" The _ ' amph of Bacchus," said Herbert, kughing. " Now

I've put in the good spirit, I'll exorcise the bad, as David did to

Saul." And crossing over to the piano he played a lively air.

" I picked up that from a Spanish gypsy," he said. " Not

George Eliut's. But I'm sinking to puns. It's the English

climate. You've got no wit here, and there isn't even a word for

esprit. Let's examine your pictures. Ha ! Hum ! I see you've

got quite a number on your hands. I suppose they must be the

good ones. Ah ! What do you call that thing—the lady in

blue and the harp ?"

" ' Ideal Womanhood,' " answered the painter, adding, hastily :

" It's just been returned from Australia. I lent it to an inter-

national exhibition. They beguiled me with the prospect it

^^j-M V)e bought by Ce Government."
•' Ir.eal moonshine, I should call it," lauojhed Herbert. "There

ii^ver was such moonlight on sea or land. And does the ideal

woman play the harp on snowy * cintain-tops at midnight with-

out a chaperon ?"

" It's supposed to be symbolic, • ou know, of her inspiring

man to nobler heights," explained the artist, with s embarrassed

air.

He wondered vaguely what had become of that beautiful

woman—what was her name ?—whose casual words at a garden-

party had driven him back for a time into what he thought was

the true path of his Art.

" Dear me. There's quite a mystic feeling about it. Isn't

that the right phrase ? Do you know, I'm seriously thinking of

becoming an art critic. Yes, really ! As I told you. Pve had

my fill of travelling, and jw I'm going to try and settle down

m
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here, a-.d I rather like getting a reputation for something or
other. It makes real woman more interested in one The
only thing I'm afraid of is, I know too much about the subiect
and have actually handled the brush. I'm going to paint, too,'
but I ve neglected to keep my hand in, so I've not much h pes
of that. Unless I came out as a stylist, who sees the world as
10 fails to paint it. You've got several new men like that, I
Hear. I !,ere s money in myopia and diseases of the eye gener-
ally. And per Dio! how photography has come along since I
was one of the pioneers of its use in art

!"

Matthew Strang shrugged his shoulders.
"What does it matter?" he said, wearily. "The whole

thing's a farce."

" Here, I say, must I play another gypsy dance ? I came here
expecting to find you a harmony in gold, and lo ! you're a dis-
cord in the blues. What's the matter with you ? You're leal-
ous of Cornpepper. How is it thoy haven't made you an A.R A
yet ? Don't you go out enough ?"

The painter's lips essayed a melancholy smile.
" I go out all I want to."

" There are enough cards stuck over your mantel."
" Yes, I have to go out a good deal in the season." It doesn't

pay to offend patrons."

" Or Ideal Womanhood. I reckon you'll be making a fine
marriage one of these days when you're an A.Ii A., as you must
be. Lady Bettaia Modish, or something of that sort eh ?"
"Won't >ou have another cigarette?" said the painte

-.
jerkily. ^ '

"Thanks. Oh, by-the-way, ha, ha, ha! What's become of
that woman, you rogue ?"

" What woman ?"

"Real womanhood. The woman you were living with inPans Ha, ha, ha! You didn't think I knew that. But Imet Cornpepper there on my return from Egypt, and he toldme he d seen you going about with her. How we laughed over
our Methodist parson, who wanted art to be moral ! What's
the matter i"

The painter's face had growu whittj and agitated.
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whole

" I'm sorry if I've said anything to annoy yon," Herbert pro-

tested. » Perhaps I oughtn't to have given Cornpepper away.

But the affair is so ancient. I didn't know you'd mind a refer-

ence to it now."
" The woman I was living with in Paris," said Matthew Strang,

hoarsely, " was my wife."

a Non—sense," said Herbert, in low, long-drawn incredulity.

But his cousin's face was only too convincing.

"She's not alive now?" he asked.

The painter nodded his head hopelessly.

Herbert sprang to his feet.

*' Good God !" he said. " You don't mean to say you were

such an ass as to marry ! No wonder you're in the blues."

Matthew Strang was silenu There was a painful pause.

"But you've kept it pretty dark," Herbert said, at last.

" Everybody seems to look upon you as a bacnelor."

" I know," replied the painter. " Pve always Uved a lonely

life, and I don't speak about my affairs."

" Fm sorry I touched upon them, then."

" No. I can talk with yow."

" Thanks, old man." And Herbert took his friend's hand and

pressed it sympathetically. "You're not living with her, any-

how and that's something."

Oh but I am living with her—at least, I gj home sometimes.

L 3 not quite my fault—it's grown up gradually. She lives in

Cam-den Town."

"Alone?"
, , ^ ,

" Oh no ! There's Billy—that's my young brother—to keep

her compan;,. And then there's the children."

"What! kids as well?"

" Only two." „
Herbert looked glum. " I suppose she's an impossible person,

he said.

" Do you mean to live with ?"

" No, to be seen with."

j.wg'v** never been out toorether in London," replied the

painter%imply. "We drifted^ apart before 1 was^^asked out.

Oh, but it's no use going into it—it's all too sordid."

I
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"Poor chap!" said Herbert. " Well, you may rely on mjrespecting your confidence. I suppose it is a secret V
u i T.T' ^^ ^^-

^ "*^^ ^^°« «f i*' excoit negatively You
Jill find Mrs Strang in the directory as a householder in c'o

ziZfLt:::^ ''- ^^-^^^ ^^
'' ^^^p-^^- «^« ^- ^ ^^^tie

Herbert smiled sadly. » That's what I always say. The safest

away m I atagonia, or tried to put her into a lunatic asylum, itwould have been th. talk of the town. As you simply let herlive quietly in the heart of London, nobody's provoked into
inqu-tiveness, and if anybody knows-as no'doubt an odd per-son does here and there-he doesn't tell anybody else becausehe doesn't know it's a secret. I shouldn't be surprised tH
^JsP"^"

"''
^ ^

"^'''''''^ '' '^' ^''' «^^^^-» of the

Mr. Matthew Strang's smile faintly reflected his cousin'sNo, we were married in Nova Scotia," he replied. " But whatare you doing to-night ?"

T u
^^7 i'^P^ob^ble life is," mused Herbert. - Only yesterdayI heard that Jackson, the Cabinet Minister, has beL^ secretlymarried these last twenty years. What am I doing to nSOh no hing particular. I thought of dropping into a musicha I can t stand the English theatre. It^' no^nintellectua"'
Hell, why not dine with me at the Limners'?"

"Sure you haven't got any other engagement?" And Her-

hX/oT^Vrr^ '' ^'^ '-''' ^^^^^^^-- -^^^ement slate

bulTL^ '"'"^i
^

""""f^
'^'"' ^^/"'"^^^^ «t Lady Conisbrooke's,

and as Twl' " ' T'' .
^' '' ^^"'^ ' ^^^"^^ dinner-party

"It's awfully naughty of you," said Herbert. -But thenthere, you^i-e a genius
! And it would be jolly to dine togethe

abo^^ ' f
''', '' "'' ''''' ^^"^- ^'- ^«' - -^"1 lot o yarnaboi^ and so have you. I'll rush to my rooms and drn.s."^

Oh, wiiy bother to dress? Though / must, if you don'tmind. I ve got to go on to one or two places. K you don't
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mind waiting a few minutes while I wash my brushes and put

on my war-paint, we can go at once. Unless you're too fashion-

able to dine prematurely."
, ^ •

i

" No, but I think I'd rather dresn. It's cooler in this fright,

ful weather. Shall I come back or meet you at the club ?"

"As you like."
. .

" Well, you go on to the club, and I'll be there just as quicJ^

as I can. Oh, by-the-way, write out that wire, and I'll send i*

for you."
, T .

» Thanks
;
perhaps you had better, though I expect my man

back in a few minutes. Hu's seeing about the delivery of a

picture to the London agents of the Liverpool Autumn Exhibi-

tion." „ ,.,..
When Herbert was gone Matthew Strang did not at once

mount to his dressing-room. The advent of this visitor from

the past had stirred up all its muddy depths, and the knowledge

that he had a little time to spare kept him brooding over it all,

recalling the episodes of their camaraderie; and blended with

them, as faded scents with old letters, he caught faint, elusive

whiffs of that freshness of feeling and aspiration which had im-

pregnated them in those dear, divine days of youth, when even

his darkest ^ours were tinged with a rose-light of dawn. J^ever

acrain would he feel that glow, that fervor, those strange stir-

rfngs of romance, that delicious sadness sweeter than all mirth,

when a perfect bine day could bring tears to the eyes, and the

melancholy patter of rain at twilight was like a dying fall of

music and something strange and far away subtly interfused

itself with the loveliness of nature, with flowers and sunsets and

summer nights, a haunting grace, intangible, inexpressible, hint-

ing somehow of divine archetypes of beauty in some celestial

universe. «

No ; even his spasmodic strivings to escape from the rut of

false Art -vere becoming fewer and farther between. Perhaps

he was not a genius, after all, he had begun to think. Why

should he vex hi.nself ? That sentiment of Constable at which

he ha^l winced when he first came across it, " People may say

what they like of my art, what I know is that it is my art," was

losing its power to sting. The stirrings of his astral self were

in
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subsiding He felt himself hardening steadily into a mere unit
of the Uub world of tired and successful men, who, havinrr
blnn ed their emotions by heavy feeding of all their j^ppetites
could no longer feel the primal things, taking even their vices
with the joyless sobriety of virtue. And though he himself
was temperate enough and had not been unfaithful to Rosina
but only to the spirit of the marriage contract, yet this same
drought of feeling, this furred tongue of the emotional being
was becoming unpleasantly familiar.

As he sat now moodily reviewing the situation he burst into
a spasmodic, bitter laugh. It had struck him for the first time
that his life had come to be not unlike his father's—a life apart
from his wife's, with a rare stay under the domestic roof the
wife the more amiable for his absences. A sudden intuition
seemed a flash-light on his father's past. He felt drawn to the
dead sailor with a new sympathy. He rose in agitation, extend-
ing his arms towards a visionary form.

" Father, father !" he cried alJud. " Did you suffer like me »"

" Did you call, sir?" And Claydon, his man-servant, who had
come in quietly through the back door, descended from the bed-
room, where he had been laying out his master's things.

" Yes," said his master. " Is my shaving-water re^dy » I'm
going out a little earlier than usual."

"Yes, sir." And the painter, recalled to reality, hastened to
perform his toilet. But his mind still ran in the grooves of the
past, remote from all the new interests and distractions of a
brilhant career.

When he sprang from the hansom and walked through the
door of the Limners' Club, he remembered that this was the
very club he had come to on his first day in London—nay
that the gray-headed, deferential door-keeper was the very man
whose majesty had chilled him. He wondered now whether the
old fellow ever connected the popular painter with the homely
diffident youth who had inquired for Mr. Matthew Strang.
"Goitleman waiting for you, sir."

Curious
!
Now it was Herbert that was waiting for Mr. Mat-

thew Strang.

.

But the thought of the whirligig of time gave him no pleas-
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lire. In his early struggles in London, when no one would buy

his work, he had gloated in anticipation over the humility of

tlie dealers when he should have made his position ;
now he

had long since forgotten and forgiven their contempt; how

could they know he was worth taldng up ? There was nothing

but the palest shadow of satisfaction in the thought that they

would scour London in search of those despised pictures if they

ohly knew. He wondered sometimes if those early things of

his would ever come up into the light, whether the daughter of

his ancient landlady still treasured her mother's wedding-pres-

ent, and what had become of '* The Paradise of the Birds."

A bluff graybeard in the hall shook his hand heartily. It was

Erie-Smith. Matthew Strang knew now that Erie-Smith, whom

he had imagined to pass his days encamped before the beatific

vision, was a jolly good fellow with sheaves of amusing anec-

dotes. But he remembered the first time Erie-Smith had spoken

to him—at a City banquet in the beginnings of his fame.

» We oldsters will have to be looking to our laurels," he had

said, placing his hand on the young man's shoulder. After the

banquet Erie-Smith had given him a lift in his open carriage,

and as they rolled through the busy, flashing London night a

voice in Matt's breast kept crying out, " This is Erie-Smith 1

Look ! This is the great Erie-Smith I am driving with. Why
don't you look, you stupid multitudes ? Do you not know this

is Erie-Smith—Erie-Smith himself ?" Oh, why did not some of

the people who knew Matthew Strang come along and see him

driving with Erie-Smith ? Perhaps they did—there must surely

be one acquaintance, at least, among all those crowds, and he

would tell the others. He had scarcely been able to reply ra-

tionally to Erie-Smith's conversation, so intoxicated was he by

the great man's proximity. And now he himself was a popular

celebrity— shown with the finger— on the eve of Academk

honors ; had he not, of all the younger men among the guests,

been called upon (with disconcerting unexpectedness) to respond

to a toast at the Academy Greenwich Dinner only last month?

Was he not already on the Council of minor artistic societies ?

Yes ; doubtless he himself was already the cause of like foolish

flutterings in the breasts of youthful hero -worshippers— he

22
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whose heart could no longer flutter, not even when the youthful

hero-worshipper was a woman and beautiful.

He dined with Herbert at a little table. His burst of com-
municativeness bad exhausted itself, and he was glad to let the

returned traveller do the bulk of the talking as well as of the

dining. He himself ate little, though the cuisine was excellent,

and the cellar took high rank. Over dinner Herbert bubbled
over in endless reminiscences of the rare dishes and vintages he
had consumed, the operas and t mphonies he had heard, the

women who had loved him—a veritable rhapsody of wine,

woman, and song. In an access of u malicious bitterness, like

that which had overcome him on the threshold uf Herbert's

studio, Matthew Strang felt that Ixorbert was the rf^al Master

—

the Master of life.

In the smoking-room other men gathered round. There was
Grose, whose colossal canvases were exhibited at a shilling a
head with explanatory pamphlets by high ecclesiastical authori-

ties, and there was Thornbury, who succeeded him in the same
gallery with colossal nudes that needed no explanation from
ecclesiastical authorities.

Matthew introduced Herbert to Trapp, the realistic novelist,

and Herbert introduced Matthew to Sir Frederick Boyd, the

composer, who related with gusto a story of how he had ex-

posed a cheat at Monte Carlo. A Scotch landscape-painter

asked Matthew to recommend him a model. Two Associates

joined the group. One was a vigorous painter who painted

everything a premier coup, the other was Cornpepper, externally

unchanged, save for a round beard.

He had long since cut himself adrift from the Azure Art
Club, though he still counted his disciples, whose experimental

fumblings in development of his methods he boasted of observ-

ing in sapient passivity. " Try it on the dog," he used to

chuckle to his familiars. " I've done searching—let my imita-

tors search, and risk the bogs and the blind-alleys. If they do
strike a path, I'm on the spot instantly to lead them along it.

That's the only way one can learn from one's followers." He
used to tell with glee how one of them had ruined a picture by
putting it out in the rain to mellow it. " Some of those modern
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stylists who are trying to discount Old Mastership will survive

their pictures," was Cornpepper's commentary on a phase of the

newer art. " They will leave masterpieces of invisibility."

A good many changes had taken place in the Art world since

Matthew Strang had first had the felicity of drinking whiskey
in Cornpepper's studio. The flowing tide was now with the

decorative artists, of whom the '* Mack " of that evening had
proved a pioneer ; the Fishtown school of photographic realism

had lived long enough to be orthodox ; the Azure Art Club

itself was half absorbed by the Academy, and a new formula of

revolt was momently expected on the horizon ; some said it was
to be Primitive, others mysteriously whispered " spots " ; to-

night Herbert, with mock seriousness, announced that he him-

self was about to lead a movement, the originality of which
consisted in seeing Nature through stained glass. What weird

magic a landscape gained when observed through a green or

pink window ! But he found the men not so willing to talk of

principles as in the days of Cornpepper's Bohemian parties,

when Carrie with the whiskey bottle stood for the sober club

attendant with his tray of liqueur brandies. The conversation

was rigidly concrete, except for a moment when Cornpepper

nearly came to hot words with the photographic painter wlo in-

sisted that Nature was always beautiful. The little man, gt.^vmg

through his monocle and rasping the plush arm-chair with his

nails, insisted that this was sheer cant, one had only to look in

the glass to see how ugly Nature could sometimes be ! Selec-

tion was the only excuse for Art. Random transcripts from
Nature were as foolish as the excesses of the Neo-Japanese

school, into which the Azure Art Gallery had degenerated.

But this lapse of Cornpepper's into his early manner was brief.

Recovering himself, he told a malicious anecdote about an artist

who was taking to etching because his eyesight was failing, and
he explained the domesticity of British Art by the objection of

artists' wives to all models except babies. Everybody knew, he

said, why Carruthershad been driven to landscape and Christmas

supplements. " Depend upon it," dogmatized the little man with

his most owlish air of wisdom, *• the man who marries his model

is lost. She will never tolerate a model on the premises again."

I
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Ilis fellow Associate told a story of a stock-broker who had

got himself invited to the Greenwich dinner last year, and had

asked Erie-Smith to give him the sketch of passing barges

which the great man had pencilled on his sketch-book after din-

ner. " Erie-Smith good-naturedly gave it to him. This year he

was there again, and said with proud respect to Erie-Smith, ' I've

still got that sketch.' And produced it crumpled up from his

waistcoat pocket !"

'* Yes, but did you hear Vanbrugh's mot .^" asked Trapp.

" He said, ' Naturally ; being a financier he doubled it.'
"

** Why, I said that !" cried Cornpepper, angrily.

" No doub ,," said Herbert. '* It's a well-known chestnut."

** Then I pulled it ont of the fire," screamed Cornpepper.

Somebody exhibited another sketch, grotesquely indecorous,

by a popular painter of religious masterpieces, and the latest

epigram on the divorce case of the hour was repeated and en-

joyed. But Matthew Strang's laughter held no merriment.

" Shall you be at the Academy soirh .^" he asked Trapp, to

turn the conversation.

" No, I don't care for crowds," replied the realistic novelist.

The conversation rambled on. The composer drifted away,

and a full-fledged Academician took his place—an elderly, dan-

dified figure with a languid drawl, an aristocratic manner caught

from his sitters, and a shoulder-shrugging contempt for Conti-

nental Art ; in despite of which Matthew Strang protested

mildly against the bad hanging at Burlington House of a por-

trait by an eminent Frenchman. Cornpepper talked of a sale

at Christie's at which most of the pictures had fetched lower

prices than was given for them by their last owners.

" It's all a spec'," said Herbert ;
•' there's no such thing as a

fixed value in a work of art. Everything depends on the artist's

pose. The more the buyer gives for a picture the more he likes

it. It's a game of brag. Set up a fine establishment—the deal-

er will pay. My old governor was a good deal taken in by pre-

tentious humbugs with pals in the press." As the Academician's

own establishment was notoriously finer than bis pictures—a fact

of which the wandering Herbert was ignorant—Matthew Strang

hastened to speak of Tarmigan, who had been recalled to mem-
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ory by the catalogue of the aforesaid sale. " I'm afraid he's

gone under, poor fellow," he said. " I've tried to come across

him, but he was always a mysterious person."

But Cornpepper continued to talk of the sale, of the fluctua-

tions of prices ; of the impoverished condition of the market, so

menacing to young artists who had set up fashionable establish-

ments on th(> strength of their first sales; of the potentialities

of America, that yet undiscovered continent, till all the tide of

secret bitterness welled up in a flood from the depths of Mat-

thew Strang's soul. Money 1 Money ! Money ! He had never

really escaped from it. What a mirage Art was ! Even success

only brought the same preoccupations with prices, it was all the

old sordidness over again on a higher plane. The ring of the

gold was the eternal undertone, bringing discord into every har-

mony. "With a public ignorant of what Art meant, conceiving

it as something rigid like science, not as the expression of the

temperament, technique, and vision of individual genius ; with a

public craving for pictorial platitudes ; Art could not be, and was

not, produced, save by a martyr here and there. Everywhere

the counting of pieces and the shuffling of bank-notes I The

complacent Academician irritated him ; he was tired of reading

of his marble halls, the vassals and serfs at his side, his garden

parties, his Belgravian palace erected on the ruins of a forgotten

bankruptcy. The fumes of expensive wines and cigars gave him

a momentary vertigo.

" For God's sake, stop talking shop !" he burst out suddenly.

The astonished Cornpepper let his eye-glass fall.

" Have you gone crazy, Strang ?" he asked, witheringly.

" What do you join an artists' club for, if you don't want to

talk shop ? Strikes me you'd better get yourself put up for the

Commercial Travellers' Union."

" That's what we are," retorted Matthew Strang.

The Scotch landscape-painter pacified them by proposing a

game of •' sheli-out," and Herbert eagerly seconding the pro-

posal it was carried nem. con., and the group mounted to the

billiard-room, where Matthew Strang won half a crown before he

went off to his nocturnal parties, leaving his cousin still rcnevving

wita zest his olden experience of the lighter side of British Art.
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CHAPTER III

" VAIN - LONGING >»

As a matter of habit Mr. Matthew Strang went, some weeks

later, to the Academy Soir6c to add his liandshake to the many

iuffcred by tho presidentir<,l image of patience at the top of the

stairs, and to help appease the insatiable appetite of the crowd

of Christians to whom lions are thrown. It was part of his

success to mo"e through fluttering drawing-rooms, and it im-

bittered him to feci that the average admirer conceives the

artist as living in a world of beautiful dreams, sweet with the

incense oi perpetually swung censers, and knows nothing of

the artist's agonies, or the craftsman's sweatings, that go to the

making o^ beautiful things ; sees always the completed design,

and n?vcr the workman scraping the paint or wetting the back

of the canvas or tossing sleeplessly under the weight of a ruined

picture.

To- light, in the restless dissatisfaction that had grown upon

him smc3 the reappearance of Herbert had undammed a flood

of ancient memories, this feeling possessed him more strongly

than eve., iuyp'"ing a morbid resentment of the chattering crew

divided between hero-worship and champagne-cup. There v. as

almost a suspicion of a leonine snarl in the stereotyped answer,

" \ ou are very 'vind to say so," which he gave to the grimacing

persons who buttonholed him to bask in the radiance of his

success or to effuse honest admiration. Everybody seemed to

him ill-dressed, ill-mannered, and in ill-health. He thought he

had never seen so many cadaverous complexions, snag teeth,

powder-tipped noses, scraggy shoulders, glazed eyes (with pince-

nez, mor le, ov spectacles), ungainly figures (squat or slim),

queer costumes, bald heads, or top-heavy hair-dressings ;
how
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horrible gentlefolk were, more uncouth even than the denizcua

of the slums ! Those one could imagine to be a very different

breed, cleaned and properly clothed, but these had had every

chance How poorly humanity compared with cows and horses

;

what a price man had paid for soul—and withonL h' 'ayj get-

ting it. Surely, none but custom-blinded eyes could gaze un-

blinking, unsmiling, at the grotesque show of mankind, the

quaint crania, the unsightly bodies; the crowd struck him as

the mvenuons of a comic draughtsman in a malicious mood,

the men in black and white, the ladies in color. And, indeed,

though he was not thinking of himself, his stalwart, well-pro-

portioned f ?ure and his handsome head stood out notably from

a serried batch of degenerate physiques,

" So you are determined to cut me, Mr. Strang ?"

The painter started violently as the laughing syllables, sound-

ing far more musical than the faint far-away strains of the band

in the Sculpture Room, vibrated above the endless buzz of the

crowd that hemmed him in.

He looked up. His moody fit vanished before the radiant

apparition of a beautiful woman in a phimmering amber gown

from which her shoulders rose dazzling. A jewelled I utterfly

fluttered at her breast. In the twinkling of an eye—and that

eye hers—he recanted his contempt for the Creator's draughts-

manship.
" I have bowed to you three times," she said, and the twin-

kling of her eye—large and gray and lambent—was supple-

mented by th;i snnle that hovered about the corners of her

wide sweet mouth. " But you won't take any notice of rae."

" I beg your pardon," he said, in flushed embarrassment, " I

must have been lost in thought.'

She shook her head bewitchingly.

" You don't remember me. Celebrities never do remember

people, though people always remember celebrities."

" I do remember you," he protested, chords of memory vi-

brating tremulously and melodiously. " I had the pleasure of

meeting you at a garden-party some years ago."

« But you don't remember my name ?"

« I don't think I caught it then," he said, simply. " But I

ii

%\
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remember }ou scolded me because my pictures were only beau-

tiful."

She laughed g'vyly.

" Ah, then I ought to apologize to you. I have changed my
mind."

" Now you ^on't think they're even that
!"

" Far from it ! What I mean is that I have come to think

less of useful things. You know I was a Socialist then. But

let me introduce my friend to you."

" You have to introduce yourself first, Nor," said a younger

lady whom he then percei/ed at her side.

lie srr^iled.

" You are irrepressible, Olive," said her friend. '* Mr. Strang,

let me introduce myself then—Mrs. Wyndwood."
He bowed, still smiling.

" Eleanor Wyndwood," she added, " to explain my friend's

abbreviation, which always puzzles strangers."

" Everybody knows Nor stands for Eleanor," remonstrated

her friend. " Do they suppose your name is Norval ?"

Mrs. Wyndwood's smile met the painter's.

" And now, if my punctilious friend is satisfied, let me intro-

duce Miss Regan."

Miss Regan gave him her hand cordially.

"Where are your pictures to be found, Mr. Strang?" she

asked. "We haven't been to the Academy before, and we
should so like to save the shilling."

"Oh, they're not worth looking at," he said, uncomfortably.

He suddenly felt ashamed of them. It was thus that he had

felt more than two years ago, when, over her strawberries and

cream, Mrs. Wyndwood had lectured him for artistic aloofness

from the travail of the t'm^, insisting that it was the mission of

all forms of Art to express the aspiration of the century tow-

ards a higher and juster social life, towards the coming of God's

kingdom on earth, and that it would be honester for him to

plough the land than to paint decorative pictures for the dining-

rooms of capitalists. He had scarcely taken in her point of

view, more persuaded by her presence than by her words, by

9ome intangible radiation of earneatuess and goodness from tha

/ I

'T^
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lovely face and the soulful gray eyes, and less asbamed of the

sinfulness of his own artistic standpoint than of the often

meretricious quality of his perf rmauce. She had been the first

woman to speak slightingly of his role in the wor'd, and her

dispraise, co-operating, as it did, with his own discontent, had

impressed him more than all the praise, just as one unfavorable

newsp per critique rankled, while a hundred eulogies passed

across consciousness, scarcely ruffling its waves.

When the flux of the garden-party h;id drifted her off in the

wake of Gerard Erode, the handsome young Socialist, he had felt

that he, too, might have become a Socialist or a ploughboy, or

even an honest painter, under the inspiration of her enthusiastic

eyes. He had thought of her for several months, almost as a

creature of dream, so swift and shadowy had been her flitting

across his horizon, and she had easily lent herself to that con-

ception of Ideal Womanhood which the world had not yet de-

stroyed, because the world had not created it. It was under

the impulsion of the eloquent play of light across her face that

he had conceived and painted that allegory of woman's inspira-

tion which Herbert; unable to read in it the pathetic expression

of the painter's dissatisfaction at once with real womanhood

and his own work, had found so amusing, and he was startled

now to see how nearly he had reproduced her traits in his con-

'ception of the figure on the mountain-top ; not so much, per-

haps, in the features, in which the slight upward tilt of the nose

was omitted and the size of the ears diminished, as in the clus-

tering chestnut hair, with gold lights in it, and in the poise of

the head, the long, thin Botticelli hands, the small feet, and the

graceful curves of the rather tall form, and, above all, in the ex-

pression that seemed to suffuse her face with spiritual effluence.

The first impression renewed itself in all its depth ;
he ask d

himself with amazement how he could have let the waves of

life wash it awiy so completely that even Herbert's inquiry

ajout the picture had not recalled her clearly to his memory.

" Oh, but I want to see your pictures," she said. '* There's a

* Triumph of Bacchus, I hear. I saw the fresco—by Caracci,

wasn't it ?—in tiio Farnese Palace, in Rome, on our homeward

journey. We've been in liussia, Miss Uegau and I, with Moa*

-' v^a^
. ,:,
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sieur and Madame Dolkovitch, to see Podnieff in his dairy-farm.

Oil ! he's so charming—so simple and saintly. He enables one
to construct St. Francis of Assisi."

" He makes very bad butter," said Miss Regan.
" He is the greatest spiritual force in Russia," Mrs. Wynd-

wood said, sweetly. " And Dolkovitch is doing much to extend
his influence in England. I wish you knew Dolkovitch, Mr.
Strang."

" Why, would he make me do better pictu"es ?" he asked,

playfully, struggling a little against the obsession of her sweet
seriousness.

" I will reserve my opinion till I have seen your latest man-
ner. Though I confess I don't find the title, ' The Triumph of

Bacchus,' a hopeful augury of noble work. But do tell me
where it is— or must I consult the catalogue ? Miss Regan
made me bring one."

" It is in this very room."

"Really?"
" Yes, it's rather a compliment. The Academicians generally

reserve the big room—or at least the line—for their o.vn works.
But it is cruel of you to leave me so soon."

" How subtle, Nor," said Miss Regan. '< Of course he cannot
be seen looking at his own picture."

" Do let us go where the crowd is thinner," he pleaded.
" Than round your picture ?" queried Miss Regan, naively.

"For shame, Olive," laughed Mrs. Wyndwood. "I shall

punish you by not letting you see it. We are at your service,

Mr. Strang. Show us what you please."

"May I not get you any refreshment?" he said, as they
passed into the smaller room, and a.u a perceptibly cooler at-

mosphere.

" No, thank you ; this is refreshing enough," said Mrs. Wynd-
wood, with a sigh of relief.

" Mrs. Wyndwood means that she lives on air," said her friend.
" Oh, Olive, I eat quite as much as you."
" Yoi used to before you developed this Dolkovitch phase,

and began understudying an angel."

Matthew saw the opportunity for a commonplace compliment.
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but he did not take it. The plane on which Mrs. Wyndwood

existed demanded reverential originality. Every word she said

rounded magically musical, and delightfully wise and witty.

Olive's remarks one merely smiled at, though she, too, had a low

voice, " that excellent thuig in woman," and was considered

handsome by those she did not annoy. She reminded the paint-

er of a Caryatid as she stood there, rather n.ore sturdy than her

friend, and shorter, with stronger features and a firmer ^hin, but

to the full as graciously proportioned. She had dark hair and

eyes, and a warm coloring that reached its most vivid tint in

the intense red of the lips. Her dress was of a soft green-blue,

cut high, with yellow roses at the throat, and but for the paint-

er's preocr apation with her friend, would have challenged his

eye by subtle harmonies.

*' There goes William Lodge, the poet," cried Mrs. Wyndwood,

suddenly.

" Impossible !" said Olive.

" But it is the poet," insisted Mrs. Wyndwood.
" Impossible," repeated Olive. " No man can be a poet with

mutton-chop whiskers."

" What has the man's appearance to do with his poetry ?"

"Even 'ling. Mutton chops and lyrics don't rhyme—they're

like that woman's emeralds against her turquoise bodice. A
poet's publisher should keep him out of sight— he damages

sales. Look at the hook-nosed creature there with the goggles

and the green gown—who would believe that is Mrs. Ashman

Wat^ "d, who writes those dainty essays, and who, realizing it,

could ever help reading her between the lines ?"

"ur who," retorted Mrs. Wyndwood, "reading the essays,

could help seeing the beautiful soul behind the goggles ?"

A tremor of sympathy traversed the painter's form.

" I stand unreproved, Nor. You can afford to be magnani-

mous. But I contend that beautiful s^uls have no right to get

mixed up with hooked noses. We ought to judge a soul by

the body it keeps. If this country ever becomes a republic, it

will be due, not to democracy, but to photography. You will

agree with me, I know, Mr. Strang."
"
He started, wondering what he was called upon to agree with.
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" Beauty is truth, truth beauty," he quoted, vaguely.
" But you never put truly ugly persons into pictures," Miss

Regan persisted.

" No," he admitted, " unless in portraits."

"And not even then," the girl retorted. "I'd far rather
these portraits came out of their frames and walked about, than
promenade among the originals as we are doing now."

" Why, I don't suppose there's one original present," Mrs.
Wyndwood remonstrated.

" Isn't there ?" queried Olive, in innocent accents. " I thought
there were a lot, judging by the want of resemblance."
"You are not up to date," said Matthew Strang, smilingly.

" Likeness is the last thing a portrait-painter goes for. Values,
spots, passages, color schemes, all sorts of things take precedence
of the likeness in their importance for art. The likeness is

irrelevant to art. It concerns only the sitter—art concerns the
world. A friend of raiae, '-ho edits an illustrated paper, which
is the first to publish portraits of everybody who becomes any-
body, contends that the number of persons who know any one
man's features is a negligible quantity. 'All the public de-
mands,' he says, ' is portraits.' So you see your criticism leaves
our withers unwrung."

" Oh, do produce your catalogue. Nor," said Miss Regan, fly-

ing off at a tangent for want of an answer. ' I am dying to see
the name of that thing, stuck right up there on the ceiling."
Mrs. Wyndwood, after protesting that nobody else was consult-
ing a catalogue, which only made Olive more eager, fished out
the booklet horn some obscure pocket, and Olive turned the
pages impatiently.

" It's just like Miss Regan to want to look at the skied pict-
ures," her friend murmured to the painter.

" Oh, the poor man !" cried Miss Regan. " Listen, this is

what the picture is called :

"'Sweet Love—but oh! most dread desire of Love,
Life-thwarted. Linked in gyves I saw them stand,
Love shacliled with Vain-Longing, hand io hand

:

And one was eyed as the blue vault ahovp;

fiul hope tenipestuoua like a iire-cluud Uuvo
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r the other's gaze, even as in his whose wand

Vainly all night with spell-wro'iqht power has Bpann'd

The unyielding caves of some uoep treaaure-trove.'

" Oh, tlie poor man ! Fancy the indignity of having a long

quotation skied
!"

"What lovely lines!" exclaimed Mrs. Wyndwood, ignoring

the humorous aspect which appealed to her companion. " Do

they not express the idea perfectly, Mr. Strang f
*' I am afraid I did not quite catch their significance," he said,

flushing. The confession was not so candid as it sounded, for

he had been less intent on the quotation tha.. on studying the

sweetness of her face, and watching the emotional heaving of

the jewelled butterfly on her beautiful bosom.

Olive Regan politely offered him the catalogue, and his flush

grew deeper as he seemed to re^d his personal tragedy in the

poet's images. What ironical Providence had sent him the

words just then ?

"Oh! most dread desire of Love,

Life-thwarted."

Perhaps it was that which made his life so unreal to him,

which explained its hollowncss. lie had never loved.

In a strange flash of imaginative insight, it seemed to him

that the room was full of lovers. Love was in the air
;
delicate

rumors and whispers of divine delight, of holy pain, fluttered

tremulously. On all sides couples moved, heart-bound, their

beauty spiritualized, their very ugliness transfigured. Love re-

deemed the creation.

He remembered that in the days when he had trodden the

lonely London pavements, hungry and heart-sick, jostled by

hurrying crowds, he had yet seemed to himself the only solid

figure amid a throng of shadows flitting to death and oblivion.

In this tense instant he felt it was he that had alwuys been the

shadow ; the one shadow amid a world of substantiaHties and

solidities, a world that lived while he was recording the forms

and colors of life.

And even if he should ever love—and the thought set his
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heart fluttering as he had imagined it could never flutter again—even if Love should ever make existence real for him, was he
not predestined to a doom more terrible even than the apathy
of loveless life ?

"Linked in gyves I saw them stand,
Love shackled with Vain-Longing, hand to hand."

Mrs. Wyndwood! She, too, was married. And in that
thought he knew that Love had begun for him. The unrest into
which the first vision of her had plunged him, and which time
had stilled, had at last come to understand itself. He loved,
and his love was vain. They had come to him, both at once—

" Love shackled with Vain-Longing, hand to hand."

He returned the catalogue mechanically to Miss Regan.
"They're Rossetti's— fine, are they not?" said Mrs. Wynd-

wood.

The question dragged him up from abysses of dream. But
even though he felt he must be answering it, he lingered in
luxurious agony over the music of the question, its vibrations
prolonging themselves in his ear.

"They are indeed exquisite," he said, slowly, at last. "But
do you think there would be any ' hope tempestuous ' ?"

" There is always hope," said Mrs. Wyndwood, gently.
There seemed a sweet assurance in the unconscious words:

he heard a chime of golden bells floating up from some sea-
buried city. Perhaps it was only from the band in the Sculpt-
ure Room. But he felt he must not attach himself further to
the fascinating twain ; his solicitude would be too marked, and
he was aware of many eyes drawn by their beauty.
But before he could speak, Mrs. Wyndwood went on, mus-

ingly

:

"And after all, hope is better than fulfilment. There are
blue hills on the horizon which the child longs to go beyond

;

but happiness always lies on the hither side, with the blue hills
still beckoning." Her eyes filled with dreamy light, " It is as
George Herbert so beautifully says

:
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'**Fal3e glozing pleasures, casks of happiness,

Foolish night-fires, women's and children's wishes,

Chases in arras, gilded emptiness,

Shadows well-mounted, dreams in a career,

Embroider'd lies, nothing between two dishes,

These are the pleasures here.'

"

But

mus-

^

How exquisitely she spoke the melancholy lines that seemed
fraught with all the pathos of the human destiny, her words
rippling through the buzz of platitudinarian trivialities he heard

vaguely all around him, like a silver stream through an unlovely

country. She had suffered too. She, too, had found life and
its pleasures hollow ; he saw that in the quiver of the beautiful

lip, in the wistful brightness of the eye. Straightway his heart

was full of tears for her. He longed to comfort her, to sacrifice

himself for her. Why could she not be happy ?

He had a sense of jar when Miss Regan said

:

" That's rather a strange quotation for you. Nor."
" Indeed ?"

" ' Foolish night-fires, women's and children's wishes.' He
had a true notion of our futility, that gentle old poet.''

" I am in no fighting mood to-night, Olive," replied Mrs.

Wyndwood, gently.

" You don't stand up for your sex ?" the painter asked Miss

Regan, in surprise. She had that resourceful, self-sufficient air

which he associated with pioneers of fem^ile movements.

Olive shrugged her shapely shouders. " Heaven forbid that

I should be the advocatus diabolV

The tossing of the crowd threw up a long-haired, long-

bearded man with a handsome leonine cast of features, who
greeted the two ladies with an air of camaraderie.

"Ah, nous voila encore,'''' he cried, joyously, adding in good
English, though with a Russian accent, " Oh, Mrs. Wyndwood,
you must see the little picture of the Christ-child by a young
follower of our Nicolovitch. He is exiled three years already,

and has established himself on your hospitable shores. Ah, how
it makes a spiritual ray among your English platitudes I You
will come too, Miss Regan ?"

Olive, who had cast a droll glance towards the painter at the
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iiussian's awkward allusion to British banality, shook her head.

" No, thank you. I hate children, and I am tired. You will

find me here. Nor," and she let herself sink into a lounge.

Mrs. Wyndwood hesitated, as if about to introduce the two

men, but the leonine Dolkovitch swept her off, and she had only

time to leave a bewitching smile behind her.

" Won't you go and see the child, Mr. Strang?" Olive asked.

He hesitated in his turn. But she would come back if he

waited.

" I would rather stay with you if I may," he replied, gallantly.

Olive looked sideways along the lounge.

"There is room," she reported.

"Thank you." He seated himself at her side, and stolidly

regarded the crowd and the opposite pictures.

Olive fanned herself silently at great length. The painter,

stealing a sudden glance at her, found her observing the human
spectacle with an air of infinite sadness.

" Do you like dogs ?" she asked, unexpectedly.

" Yes," he replied, startled, and with a /ision of Sprat. " But

I haven't kept one since I was a boy. But why ?"

" I don't know. That woman there made me think of them

—

that creature they're crowding round. Don't you see that

pasty-faced hag with the false hair and the real diamonds ?

That's Miss Craven St. Clair."

" Well, what has she to do with dogs ?"

" Oh, she's a leading lady. Plays those erotic parts."

He looked at her a little surprised by the adjective, and still

unenlightened.

" And what then ?"

" Don't you know all leading ladies keep dogs—to get extra

paragraphs? I hope you hate leading ladies. I do. They're

so virtuous, and you know virtue is such a feeble vice. Nor

has a dog, though she's not a leading lady. But rather a led

lady. L-—E—D, you know."
" Do you mean led by the dog ?"

" Yes, whenever she's blind and the dog is sly," she said,

mysteriously, adding quickly, " Nor's dog isn't all hers— it's

mine on alternate days. He's such a snob, is Koy—he'll never
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go out with her if she's frumpy. He insists on swell dresses,
dear old Roy."

" Can she be frumpy V he asked.

She flashed a quick look at him.
" No, she is very sweet and amusing," she answered, grave-

ly. "She is the only woman I have ever been able to live

with."

" Do you live with her ?"

" Of course—I chaperon her."

Matthew smiled.

" What, don'^ you think I'm old enough to chaperon a young
widow ?"

His heart leaped.

" I didn't know she was a young widow."
"Yes, she's quite an old widow."
" Have you lived together long ?"

" -^ons ; we disagree so much."
" In what way ?"

" Our complexions go well with each other's."

" I should call that harmony, not disagreement."

"Perhaps—in your technical nomenclature. But I call it

disagreement. Besides, we haven't a thought in common. I

am a—well, how shall I define myself?" she looked up quiz-

zingly, her fan to her lips. " I belong to that class of women
whose sex is a misfit. And she is

—

"

" And she is "—he repeated, in some suspense.

" She is the sort of woman who won't renew the velvet edging
on her walking-dresses."

"Now you puzzle me.''

" It is evident you know nothing of women, or have only ob-

served Englishwomen who mostly put up with braid. Velvet
edging, which is an American notion, saves frayed skirts, and
wears out quicker than the stuff. Look at her gown to-night

—

it trails; mine fits. She retains the infantile habit of long
clothes ; I am ' growd up ' and in short frocks."

" I didn't notice her gown."
" Men never do. That's why we wear so little of them." ^
He was puzzled by a curious bitterness in her tone, as welfas

i
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by a perplexity as to her exact meaning. Her own frock w«8

certainly prudishly high.

" I don't quite follow your definition, anyhow," he said.

**No? ril try another. There are only two classes of

women—those who ought to have been born men, and those

who ought never to have been born at all. I am of the first,

Nor's of the second."

He shook his head laughingly.

" Oh ! but I won't believe that of either."

" If I expected to be believed I should have more hesitation

in telling the truth," she replied, gravely. " We are both mis-

takes, but Nor is an incorrigible one. You heard her say she's

dropped Socialism. She didn't tell you she's dropped a power

of money, too, in subscriptions to the Cause. She probably

thought equality would come about in three months, and that

she was merely disgorging in advance."

" Is that why i'he looks so sad ?"

*' Dear me, no ; money doesn't trouble her."

" What's the matter, then ?"

" She's been married."

"You mean she grieves?"

" Quite the contrary. But marriage brands."

" You speak bitterly—yet you have no personal experience."

" No, I was never tempted."

Her frank brusquerie made him feel an old acquaintance.

» I cannot believe it," he said, with a smile.

" Oh, if you call a proposal a temptation ! I call it a bare

hook."
" You're a man-hater, I see."

" A woman-hater, if you will. Man I adore."

" I don't understand you," he confessed again.

" Really ? I am a very simple person. Omne ignotum pro

magnifico. Women I know and detest. Men I don't know and

admire. If I married one, I should know him."

" But you might find him better than you expected."

"If I didn't expect to find him better than I expected, I

shouldn't marry him ; so I should still be disappointed. You

see I know just enough about men to know that they are better
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left unknown. I quite agree with Nor about the blue hills. It

is better to keep one's illusions. At present I a:n happy in the

thought that somewhere in the universe tiiere exists a fine man.

Even the average man is less petty than the average woman, so

that the one fine man must be a Bayard indeed."

He laughed.

" Then, if he came along and made you an offer of mar-

riage
—

"

*• I should close with it at once.'

'

" You are a droll girl," he could not help saying. ** You are

the first of your sex who has ever admitted to me that men are

better than women."
" Didn't I tell you how sly we were ? A man has one or two

big sins, a woman a bundle of little ones."

" Ah, well," he said, smiling. " Two of a trade, as a friend

of mine says."

*' Now I don't understand you—or rather, your friend," she

said, flushing a little.

"Oh, he's rather oriital. He takes the Darwinian view of

things, you know. He says all women are in the same trade

—

man-hunting—so they run one another down."
•' But I'm not running one another down. I'm running us

down en bloc. And, besides, that isn't the Darwinian view at

all. It's the males who always seek the females and develop

the lively colors to attract them. Don't you remember Tenny-

son?

—

'"In the spring a fuller crimson comes upon the robin's breast.'"

" Yes, but that's only in the lower creation," argued Mat-

thew Strang.

" Do you make a distinction ? But I am ready to agree with

your friend—since he isn't here. We are man-hunters. What
a pity, though, that civilization has so reversed the order of

natural selection that the human female has to be picked in-

stead of picking the male. See the result
!"

" I see what you mean. Man has degenerated physically."

" And woman morally. We adore the beauties of your purse

instead of your person."
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" And so we develop brain to get purses with. Really, the
effect is not so bad."

** Brains are cheap to-day ; and they don't improve the appear-
ance, anyhow. If people wore their brains outside—but who is

this brutal friend of yours who gauges my sex so well ? Do I

know him ?"

" I shouldn't think so. He's just back from strange places."
" So am I. What's his name ?"

" Herbert—Herbert Strang."

" A brothei ?"

" A cousin."

" He's not an artist ?"

He hesitated :
" Yes—and no," he said.

" Ah, two of a trade," she said, slyly.

He smiled. ; " Oh, he's gone out of the business. He's be-

come a critic."

** Wise man !"

He glanced furtively every now and then to see if Mrs. Wynd-
wood was returning. He was conducting the conversation with
only the untroubled surface of his mind, interested enough in his

piquanv. companion, but feeling her entirely as an interlude.

Miss Regan perceived his perturbation at last.

"Oh, don't let me monopolize you, Mr. Strang. I am quite

safe here till Nor returns. There are so mai^y people thirsting

for you."
'« Oh, I'd rather stay with 3'ou," he averred, disingenuously.
" Don't be a mere man," she returned, raising her dark eye-

brows. "Even your admirers think you more than that. It's

not fair for me to keep you from them."

He was rather in a quandary. He could not tell her he was
waiting for her friend.

To his relief, " Ah, I see them coming," she said. " You'll be

off duty in a moment. I must introduce you to Dolkovitch.

He's great fun. He will ir vite you to his spiritual Sunday
afternoons. Do you judge people by their hat-racks ?"

He stared at her.

" I mean when they've got company. Dolk's hat-rack when
he's at home ' is lovely ; I'd go miles to see it. Such curious
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early, dusty, many - hued, amorphous things on the pegs— a

cosmopolitan congress, only the chimney - pot unrepresented.

Nor goes to meet the earnest people, but I go to see their hats.

Oh, M. Dolkovitch, do let me introduce Mr. Strang. He is

dying to know you."

" De-lighted," said Dolkovitch. " But I do not like this word
' dying,' Miss Regan."

" Oh, I beg your pardon—I forgot," said Olive. " Mr. Strang

is living to know you. M. Dolkovitch, like the ancient Greeks,

Mr. Strang, doesn't like to think of death."

" I can't let you misrepresent him to a stranger, Olive," said

Mrs. Wyndwood. " M. Dolkovitch is wide as the poles asunder

trom Pagan thought, Mr. Strang. His teaching simply is that,

as there is no death, but merely upward evolution, the sooner

the word is banished from our vocabulary the better."

Her voice raised the discussion to celestial heights.

" Never say die !" cried Miss Regan, enthusiastically. " Every

dictionary should be without it."

" Just 30," said M. Dolkovitch, gravely. "Our European cus-

toms, Mr. Strang, with regard to death are all in direct contra-

diction to our creed. The spirit rises into more blessed states,

and instead of rejoicing in festive attire, we mourn for it, we

put on black, and our looks are black, and our hearses are black,

and the horses they are of black also."

"' I think it's very proper," said Miss Regan, decisively. " I

love black funerals. Colored funerals would make me feel sad."

She rose. " We are going soon, Nor, aren't we ? You look

tired."

" Yes, we are going at once," Mrs. Wyndwood breathed.

The Russian gave the painter his card, and hoped he would

come and hear more of the new gospel. Next Sunday after-

noon spiritual people came from four to seven.

Mr. Strang made a movement to accompany the ladies, but

Mrs. Wyndwood begged him not to trouble— M. Dolkovitch

would see them to the carriage.

" Good-bye, then," she ,^,aid with an enchanting smile. " It

was so good of you to talk to us."

Words failed him in reply. Fortunately, a little white-haired

li I
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gentleman bawed to her at that moment and distracted her at-

tention.

" That was General Dale, Olive," she said. " What a fine,

soldierly walk i"

" Varied by ducking for bullets every luomont," remarked

Miss Regan. "He oughtn't to know so many people. Not

that I admire the military bearing. It's so unnatural and stiff.

One sees the drill behind. Even those little wooden soldiers I

never liked. Good-bye, Mr. Strang."

" Au revoir, I hope," he said. Her, at least, he could answer.

He went to the " Sunday afternoon " at five o'clock, the earliest

hour one could decently go to a reception commencing at four.

In the meantime he had reread a great deal of Shelley, who

seemed to have written a great deal about Eleanor, as she be-

came to her lover's secret thought, though her full name he

learned was the Honorable Mrs. Wyndwood, and she was the

daughter-in-law of a Viscount, and connected by blood or mar-

riage with several pages of Debrett. In the hopelessness of

his love these ties were no separation ; he did not think of

anything but the blissful pain of seeing her again. He had

ridden every morning in the Row, bui neither of the friends

had shown herself.

The reception was held in a flat half way up a bleak stone

staircase in the West Central district. He was so agitated that

he forgot to note the hat-rack, and his first glance at the com-

pany appalled him with the sense of a cosmopolitan chaos,

without form and void, over which no light of Mrs. Wyndwood

brooded. There were mystic oil-paintings on the walls of the

narrow room, and on the gray marble mantel-piece stood a glass

of water, in which floated vaguely the white of an egg.

The host introduced him to his wife—a tall, haggard, giraffe-

necked woman—who gave him a cup of tea, and passed him on

to a nervously peering Herr Grundau, who spoke to him of the

revival of religion among the University Burschen, and passed

him on to Mademoiselle Brinskaia, a little yellow Polishwoman,

with eyes like live coals, who had been speaking every European

language in turn with equal fluency, as she knitted colored wools

into some occult pattern.
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"I have heard your name," she told him iu English that

sounded almost native, as he seated himself next to her in the

cushioned window-seat.

" It is so good of you to say so," he murmured, automatically,

not without the astonishment which from the first had pervaded

him when strj.ngers professed knowledge of him, and which had

never quite worn ofE. He thought his peculiar name accounted

for his notoriety.

" You're not a spiritual artist," she said, half interrogatively.

" An artist can only be artistic," he replied, in vague self-

d.6i6ncG«

" That's all my eye and Betty Martin,'* said Mademoiselle,

knitting indefatigably. Then she smiled. "You see I know

your idioms."

A grudual silence fell among the jabbering, gesticulating

crowd. All eyes were directed alternately towards the glass on

the mantel-piece and Mademoiselle Brinskaia.

" It is settled," Dolkovitch declared.

The Polish old maid rose solemnly, marched towards the fire-

place, and inspected the glass curiously, noting the shape which

the egg-white had taken.
^ ^^

» It is a porte-cochere,'' she announced. " That means riches.

There was a buzz of satisfaction and a little hand -clapping,

the blinking octogenarian who had broken the egg being cheer-

fully complimented on his prospects.

The sibyl did not return to Matthew Strang's side, and the

vacant niche was taken by a stout, elderly, motherly lady, who

was introduced to him as the Countess de Villiers, and who, re-

gardless of the fact that his eyes perpetually wandered towards

the door, published her autobiography to him, from her baby-

hood in Brazil to her maturity in Gibraltar. There could be no

close to her story, she volunteered, for she could never die.

This drew Matthew's attention even from the door.

" Do you mean metaphorically ?" he said.

" No, literally. You could not kill me if you tried."

" What ! Not with a knife 1"

«* Neither with fire nor sword."

"You know I wouldi't try," he said.
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" If you are going to treat me facetiously I will not pursue
the subject," ishe declared, the red blood mantling in her sallow
cheek.

" I am quite serious," he said, deprecatingly.

"A woman who can live without eating cannot die," pursued
the Countess, mollified. " I was an invalid, and in my convales-

cence gradually worked my way to the Truth, and by means of
it I have lived fourteen weeks without food. I worked down
from five ounces a day to nothing, dropping an ounce a day.
And I didn't lose a pound of flesh."

"I have fasted, too," he said, grimly. "But I never found
any Truth through it." He reflected bitterly on the anxious
competition of people to give him food, now that he had plenty
of his own. "Was this the London which he had tramped for

work, famished and rebellious ?

" You must be patient," she answered, earnestly. " You must
kill the man in you ; then you will have got rid of the mortal
part. You will be pure spirit, part of God. Existence is only
God's thoughts ; everything good is a God-idea, everything evil

a man-idea. Jesus was the first discoverer of the Truth, and
only the man-idea in Him was crucified, the mortal part. Only
the evil part of us is mortal. I have suppressed the man-idea in

myself, therefore I cannot die."

" But do you mean to say you wiM always live on ?"

" Yes, though n<"*^ necessarily on earth."

" But what will .appen—will you disappear ?"

She frowned. " Oh, I know you are making fun of me ; but
I assure you many eminent men have sat at my feet. Even
Dolkovitch says I have a greater grip of the Truth—the glori-

ous Truth of immortality—than any other woman in Europe,
except Mademoiselle Brinskaia and the clairvoyant Princess

Stevanovna. There is nothing miraculous. I don't keep away
from society, I dance and paint, but throughout all I am strug-

gling against the bad-self."

" What sort of things do you paint ?" he asked, feeling for

firmer ground.

" My vision !" she said, in rapt tones. " My assurance that

the universe is all living spirit."
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And all of a suddeu a conviction came to him th^ she was
right, that there was no death, no room for death. Eleanor
Wyndwood had arrived, and in the light of her face the noisy,

motley throng took meaning and music. He rose eagerly, but
she did not see him in his niche, and he sat down again awk-
wardly. The Countess talked on, but he had forgotten even
to feign the listener, lie could only see the gleam of a creamy
dress in rifts of the crowu, which thickened momently. Pres-
ently he was aware of Miss Regan, who gave him an abrupt
bow, and then crossing over to him said, in vexed accents

:

"I am very angry with you. How are you. Countess?
Young as ever, I see."

" What have I done ?" inquired Matthew Strang.

" You've spoiled my hat-rack. There's a chimney-pot on it.

Life has so few pleasures one can't aflEord to be robl)ed."

" Oh, please forgive me," he said, half seriously.

" I sha'n't—you're too respectable."

" Tell me something Bohemian, and I'll do it," he pleaded.
" Well, come to tea with me some five o'clock—with me and

Nor, that is."

" Is that very Bohemian ?"

" No, I'm afraid not," said Olive, glumly. Then, brightening
up. " But that's only a beginning. And you haven't got time
to come, either. That makes it a pleasure."

"I shall be delighted to find time," he said, looking his

words. While they were discussing dates, the Countess rose

and stalked away.
" She looks offended," he said.

" Poor old Countess !" said Olive, '• she's breaking up fast."

" But she's going to live forever."

" I know. How sad ! We came across her at Rome—the
eternal lady in the eternal city. She's much grayer since then.

Earthly immortality seems almost as horrible as heavenly.

Fancy living for ever and ever and ever. N rest for the
righteous ! Oh, I do hope religion isn't true. How's your
friend ?"

"Which friend?"

" The brutal friend !"

i I
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" You're a qnecr girl," be said, laughing in spite of hinoself.

" That's tautology. All girls are queer. Did you ever know

a woman absolutely sane f
He winced a little—shadows of his mother and his wife

flashed past. She answered herself, triumphantly.

" Of course not. We've all got bees in our bonnets. Men

haven't even got bonnets. Except Highlanders. And they

don't wear the breeches. I beg pardon, I should have said

unmentionables ' to a member of the chimney-potted classes.

But that always seems silly. It's like spelling ' damn ' in books

with a * d ' and a blank. I have a lovely private swear. T'^ould

you like to hear it ?"

He laughed assent.

^^ Damakakaparatanasuta ! The pink lady, who always for-

gets her bodice, is looking shocked. She doesn't know it's

Sanscrit, or something, and means: 'The foundation of the

kingdom of righteousness.' Don't laugh, it really does. There

is a cousin of the Guicowar of Baroda over there—you can ask

him. Why, I have even got Nor to swear to swear it. It's

like temperance champagne."
" Ah ! I'd better go over to her," he said, snapping at the

opportunity. " Or else she'll accuse me of cutting her again."

He pushed a whit rudely through the teacup - balancing

throng. But to his horror he found Eleanor distributing fare-

wells.

She smiled faintly at him, as her magnetic fingers touched

his for a moment.

"What wicked things have you been saying to Mademoiselle

Brinskaia?"

He looked at her in astonishment. " I've hardly said a word

to her."

She shook her head and passed towards the door. He spent

some wretched days, wondering if he had offended her, and

what the little yellow woman had been saying about him. He

put the question as soon as he was seated at the tea-table in

the dainty drawing-room of the tiny Mayfair house which the

oddly assorted couple had taken for the season. Mrs. Wynd-

wood would not say, but Miss Regan cried out

:
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u Don't make such a mystery, Nor; you'll make the man

think he's accused of murder, or drinking his tea out of a

saucer. The Polish priestess says she doesn't like your auras

—voila tout /'*

" What are auras ?" he asked, relieved and puzzled.

» The Latin for airs, of course," laughed Olive. " It's her

mystical way of saying you give yourself airs. Yes, you do.

You're disapproving of our furniture now. But it's through

Nor's objecting to furniture that suited my complexion and

vice versa. We compromised by getting furniture in discord

with both our complexions. The beautiful photos you see all

about you are mine—I mean my collection. They are actresses.

I adore boputiful women. After what you told me about the un-

importanc-} of the likeness I shall consider them works of art. I

ha/e alw»y ' :)AOUght tliat actresses' photographs are intended

us & protection against the curiosity of the public. But for

th^m, ::ctiesue8 would be liable to be recognized and mobbed

in the streets. Great Heavens! I've forgotten the scones."

And with this unexpected exclamation, Olivo rushed out of the

room.
" She would insist on baking scones herself," Mrs.Wyndwood

explained with an affectionate smile.

" She is deliciously odd," he replied, laughing.

" Do you find her so ? I've got used to her. There's a mo-

notony in the variety. Behind it all I see always this one fact

she's the noblest creature in the world."

He was touched by the enthusiastic tribute, so different from

Olive's amused estimate of her friend.

" You must find it very pleasant to live with her," he said.

«' Yes, especially after "— But she shuddered, and did not

complete the sentence. He read in her face the tragedy of an

unhappy marriage. His eyes grew moist with pity ; he felt a

mad, fighting passion against the inevitable past.

" Olive is so good," she said, brokenly, " she was of my hus-

band's family—an Irish branch—but she quarrelled with them

all her father, her sisters—and came to live with me. Fortu-

nately she is immensely rich in her own right, and independent

of them all."

Jii
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"Done to a turn!" cried Miss Regan, rushing in with the

scones. " And I feared I was King Alfred !"

At tea they talked Art.

It was an exquisite sensation to have these charming ladies

treat him as Sir Oracle. He was surprised to learn that in

her girlhood Miss Regan had displayed considerable talent for

sculpture, but had " washed her hands of the clay " on seeing

the torso of Victory in the Louvre. He remonstrated with her,

insisting that technical skill came slowly, with infinite labor.

There were things he himself wanted to do—all sorts of new
things that he had never yet done. One day he would try to do
thera—when he had time. Mrs. Wyndvvood spoke contemptu-
ously of technical skill in comparison with soul, but here Olive

mischievously t^ook up the cudgels for craftsmanship, and led the

rather reluctant painter into an eloquent exposition of the joys

of technical mastery ; of doing what you would with your ma-
terial. Mrs. Wyndwood at last caught the fire of his enthusi-

asm, and astonished him by expressing his sense of the joy of

Art better than himself. Under the passion of her words he
wondered that he could ever have v/asted his time on portraits

for mere money, or on scamped pictures for Exhibitions, when
all these interesting problems were waiting to be wrought out.

Ah, but Miss Regan was wrong, he felt, in thinking these prob-

lems the be-all and end-all of Art ; it was soul thai was the es-

sence of Art ; Art had no raison d'etre except as the expression

of soul, of the upward aspiration of the Spirit towards the Good
and the Beautiful and the True, a trinity that was mysteriously

one.

CHAPTER IV

FSRMENT

H:

The sands of the season were running out, but Matthew
Strang sifted them for every grain of the gold of meetings with

Eleanor Wyndwood. He was shy of formal visits to the house,

he did not venture on the conventional course of asking her to
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sit to him, for he would not consciously feed the flame of a

passion that must be hopeless. But with that curious illogicali-

ty which distinguishes man from the brute, he called in accident

to arrange their rendezvous, pursuing possibility with a perse-

verance that made it probability.

He could not follow Eleanor to all her fashionable fastnesses

as easily as to the shrines of spirituality, for to be born well

is still a necessity of life in some circles ; but they met often

enough amid the monotonous glitter which was the woman's

birthright and second nature to the man. His eye perpetually

sought her ; in chattering drawing-rooms, in cool gardens, on

congested staircases, in whirling ballrooms ; finding every place

dark and empty till she filled and illumined the scene. She

gleamed upon him as unreal and insubstantial as the figures he

had once noted in one of these ballrooms, completely girdled

by electric lights, which, robbing the dancers of shadows, mads

them fairy-like and phantasmal. But he did not follow out thi

Analogy or suspect it might be his own love which was surround-

ing her with this spiritualizing electric illumination. Each time

he saw her he resolved never to see her again. He could never

tell her what was in his heart, never insult her exquisite purity

with the avowal of his love, even though that love were clarified

to unimagined ethereality by her stainless radiance of soul. And

each time the possibility of seeing her drew nigh again, he told

himself that he needed her for his Art—that she was drawing

him up from the slough of banality, that now for the first time

his soul was really opening out to the appeal of the higher beau-

ty. Not that he had as yet begun to express t]_j higher beauty;

he had simply abandoned the old. He was too restless to work,

to concentrate himself ; he flitted between the unfinished and the

projected, painting in and painting out ; he took long rides in

the middle of the day, to the amazement of his faithful body-

servant ; he read emotional literature. Once an unconscious

hostess gave him Eleanor's company at dinner. Mrs. Wynd-

wood was in stately black, with a bunch of violets at her bosom.

It was an enchanted meal. They talked of poetry, and he seemed

to bfc dining off poetry too. The wines were special brands of

nectar, laid down by the gods in the golden age, the meats were



866 THE MASTER

ambrosia, the sweets honcy-dcw. a beauty as of Ilebo trans-

figured the faces of the neaUianded waiting-men. It seemed
only natun 1 that the beautiful stately creature at his side should
overflow with quotations from religious poetry—was she not her-

self a religious poem ? His recent feverish readings had branded
lines on his own heart ; he was able to answer her in lyric antiph-

ony. His other neighbor he simply forgot, though she was a

bishop's consort and a patroness of the arts, with printed viows
on th*^ genuineness of Old Masters. There whs an old picture

of his own on the opposite wall, and the fear lest Eleanor should
raise her eyes to it was all the serpent in his Paradise. His
subconsciousness noted with pleasure, however, that the painting
had raellowed--a proof that his theory of colors was right.

He watched with furiive fascination the play o^ Eleanor's

beautiful Botticelli hands, plying her knife and fcik, as she ex-

plained how undei the influence of DolkovitcL she had drifted

away from Socialism, whose professors always laid too much
stress on the ne-jds of the body. But she apologized for having
spoken rudely of his " Triumph of Bacchus " from a mere knowl-
edge of its title ; he had made her understand now that the ap-

peal of painting mnst always be sensuous, and that subject was
only an excuse for draughtsmanship and coloring, and she star-

tled him by saying she liked that picture of his on the opposite
wall,whicb he had been hoping had escaped her eye. It became
at once glorified to his own.

After the ladies had retired, the gentlemen talked about a
newly invented torpedo, the finances of India, and the prospects
of the Conservatives ; the conversation sounded almost indecent,

and he was glad Eleanor waF not there to hear \t. He took no
part in the fatjous discussion, contenting himself with watching
Eleanor's face amid the wreaths of his cigar-smoke ; even in the
flesh the face had for him something of this vaporous, elusive in-

corporeality.

In the drawing-room the inevitable Miss Regan claimed bis

attention. Eleanor was playing Mendelssohn, and he would have
liked to listen, but Olive was less original.

" You hwe never honored our five-o'clocks again," she said,

reproachfully.

t^WB^
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He murmurerl that he was busy.

" That was the charm of your coming," she I'emindcd him.

«' One had the sensation of beiruiling yoa to play truant. But

I suppose the tea was bad. Nor would make it."

" The tea was beautiful," he said, smiling. " But aren't we

disturbing the music ?"
^

«« On the contrary. Nor is giving us « Lieder ohnc Wortc,

and we have to suoply the words. I v under what makes her

play such old-fashioned school-gir' things. Then i', must have

been the scones."

He shook his head fciiu pursed his lips, and the music flowed

on like a lovely moonlit stream. He was drifting on the stream

with Eleanor, as, in th ^^ far-oti days of young romance, »'e had

dreamed of lovers drifl^ng. A mystic silver har-e was shed

from the moon that sailed softly through the lambeu starry

sky, the whisper of the wind among the trees anj -hc^ quiet

lapping of the water made a dulcet stillness that »fas punctuated

by the passionate "jug-jug" of the nightingale; mysterious

palaces of night glided along the banks bnhind dim gardens

wafting drowsy odors. The thought shook him that the world

held such lovers—lovers who were not brought together for a

moment and hurled apart in the accidental wh'-l of society

atoms, lovers whose lips were not eternally sundered, but lovers

who were each other's sunshine and moonlight and music, daily,

nightly, per^mniallv. He alone was doomed to eternal loneli-

ness—nay, to that aggravated form of loneliness which is

shared with a life-long partner.
^^

»» I came across your cynical friend the other day.

He started, becoming conscious that his eyes were full of

sweet, hopeless tears.

" Indeed," he murmured automatically.

" Yes, the cousin you told me of."

" Did I tell you of him ?"

" Don't you remercoer vou told me he said all women are in

the same trade ? Well, he is veritably a cynic of cynics, for he

candidly informed me, after I had been bante'ig and mystify-

ing him with my foreknowledge of him, that he had simply

quoted Schopenhauer."

Ill

I!!

hm

;L!»:.'
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" Wh: e did you meet him ?" he asked, a little interested.
" At the Dudley-Heatons's reception a fortnight ago. I call

him the Minister of the Interior, he's such an epicure—the
politician, I mean, not your cousin. There was Lord Fash-
borough there, the man who's just been appointed president
of the Cruelty to Children Commission, and who glittered with
stars and orders like a comic-opera Begum. He it was intro-
duced your cousin—at my request, of course. Your cousin
told mo the Begum and he had travelled together in Spain,
when the Begum's appetite for bull- fights and cock-fights
was insatiable. I have never been in Spain, and two of my
favorite illusions were destroyed at one fell blow. It seems that
they simply push reluctant, decrepit old horses on to the horns
of the bulls. And then the Spanish women ! Your cousin
describes them as ugly and unwashed."
He shuddered. Why would Miss Regan perversely obtrude

the prose of life upon his consciousness ? He would not answer
her—he tried to drift again with the magic stream, but the spell
was broken. He knew it was Eleanor's music that made the
pictures, and that the odors came from the flowers at Olive's
throat.

" He is painting Nor's portrait," she went on, indifferently.
He had to answer her now—in a stifled interrogative, masking

a sudden sharp agony and foreboding.
" What, Herbert ?"

" Yes
;
he asked her to give him some sittings. He hasn't

altogether become a critic, you see."
" Who introduced him to her ?"

" I did, of course,"

"But his request was rather hasty, wasn't it!"
" Oh, it wasn't the first time. We met him again at the

Russian Embassy."
" And how does Mrs. Wyndwood know he can paint ?"

Olive laughed quietly. " Oh, he said so. He usually tells
the truth, I fancy. But he is an artist, isn't he ?"

" He was a Gold Medallist of the Royal Academy," he an-
-.-T.v.vu, TTxtii uiia»,wiiatumcu uiuLoiiicos. A matt euvy was con-
suming him. Why had he not asked Mrs. Wyndwood to sit to
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him, seeing that her consent was so facile ? Was he always to

stand by while the best of life was seized and carried off by the

bolder, the more reckless, nay, by the more unworthy ? The

remembrance that Herbert had the right, and he had not, did

not dilute his bitterness, though it brought a hot flush to his

cheek. Who was he to see profanation in the juxtaposition

of Eleanor with a man like Herbert? However ignoble Her-

bert's conception of womanhood, had not he himself always

found him lovable ?

"Aren't you friends?" Olive asked, divining alienation in

his tone.

He felt remorseful. "Oh, we are great friends," he answered,

with cordial warmth. " He was very kind to me when I first

came to London."
" He asked me to sit as well," Olive pursued, satisfied.

Matthew Strang felt the tension in his brain relax.

" And are you going to ?"

"No. I hate flattery. So I sacrificed Nor instead. Of

course I shall go and sit by her, though not with her. Curious,

the subtleties of language."

" Then you will still chaperon ner," he said, with a joyous

smile.

"I never neglect a pleasant duty," she answered, placidly.

" But we can only give him a few sittings."

" Ah !" he interrupted, with an involuntary exclamation of

relief.

" We're leaving town."

He looked blank now. " Are you, indeed ?"

" Of course. Why aie you surprised ? Didn't you think we

were proper ? Nor wanted the eternal Homburg or Switzer-

land, but I'm resolved to show her England. Like most trav-

elled cockneys, she thinks England's the capital of London, and

I want to teach her geography, so we're off to Devonshire."

" She will enjoy Devonshire scenery."

" Yes, especially the Creamery. That's what I've christened

the little God forsaken village I discovered. So you know, if

you ever want a cup of tea, wo shall have uve-o'clocks going on

there also. Patronize the Creamery."
24
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" I will," he said, with an instant resolution to take tea both
in Mayfair and in Devonshire.

" That's right. We'll send a coach-and-four to meet you. At
least, you'll find it waiting at the station for passengers. Do
you know whom I should like to meet most of all men liv-

ing?"

" Wagner ? The Pope ? The Czar ?"

" Don't be absurd. The Rev. Septimus Wheercastle. A local

guide-book says, * The Rev. Septimus Wheercastle speaks in

very favorable terms of the Undercliff.' Isn't it delicious?

Imagine a gentleman in a white tie patronizing an Undercliff

!

But, then, the clergy are always patronizing the Almighty, so

why not His works ?"

" Hush," he said, indicating the proximity of the Bishop.
" Isn't he beautiful ?" she asked, in an awed whisper. " What

a privilege never to be mistaken for a waiter ! I am so proud
of the bishops in my family. We have a pair, with gaiters to

match, both High Church atheists; they are the joys of my
life, they and the dowager duchess, who wears kiss-curls and
raves for blood. * Give me blood !' she cries, as she denounces
modern society, stabbing her potato with her fork a la Sarah

Siddous."

To Matthew Strang, who still had a vague reverence for duch-

esses, it was troubling to see them through the eyes of relatives

for whom they were common clay. But this had always been
his disappointment, the further he penetrated into the arcana

of aristocracy and into the ranks of the distinguished—nobody
ever seemed quite so imposing as his or her name in the paper.

Taken in the mass, aristocracy of birth or brain was dazzling,

overwhelming; but the individual was always amiably imper-

fect, with the exception, of course, of the one perfect being in

the universe, Eleanor Wyndwood.
" You don't think much of your family, Miss Regan," he

said, smiling.

" No, and they return the compliment. They don't realize

how near Doomsday is for us aristocrats. We must disappear.

"What part?"
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" Oh, I don't know. I suppose the upper classes, the people

of leisure, existed to evolve culture. That can now be grafted

on to the artisan, and both the upper and the lower classes can

disappear. We want the a lalgam now— culture without its

vices, and work without its vulgarity."

" Shall we ever get what we want ?"

Zhe smiled with ineffable sadness and weariness. " I some-

times think that that makes Ufe worth living. That and bish-

ops. This is the only world in which bishops could happen.

There is some consolation, too, in Royal Drawing-rooms and

kangaroos. Do you think there is any o her planet in which

ladies walk backward or animals hop ? I wonder. When one

feels weary of the burden of existence, ona thinks of the humor

of Creation and stays on. It is a delicious world."

" Do you mean that you enjoy the imperfections of life ?"

" I don't know what I mean. I hate to see ill-fed people, and

I hate to see well-fed people. Unhappy people pain me and

happy people irritate me. What do I mean ? Oh, I think I

see it at last. It is the unintelligent people that I hate to see

unhappy, and the intelligent people that I hate to see happy.

People who have brains and are happy can't have souls. The

fools ought to have creature comforts because they are fools

enough to value them before all else. How I envy my maid's

capacity for envying me ! Thank you, Mr. Strang, you have

enabled me to understand myself."

The music stopped, but the player was at once monopolized

by the bishop. Fragments of their conversation reached the

ears of the couple.

" She's trying to convert him to Christianity," Olive observed,

gravely ;
" didn't I tell you she was the most unpractical creat-

ure ? She's always leading forlorn hopes."

" How is Herbert—my cousin—painting her ?" he asked.

«*0h ! he's only had one sitting. She's to be done a Vordi-

naire, but she had her hair dressed specially—such a waste of

time—and was manic laed, and the man took as long manicur-

ing her as if she had been Briareus."

*' I mean, what vvill she wear?"

" Oh ! a sentimental expression—the sort of look you see in

r li Bl



•
i

•I
-

372 TilE MASTER

a girl's face when she's sitting on the stairs with her hand ia a

man's."
,

,

A shudder traversed her shoulders, crinkling the biuc bodice

that covered them. " For the rest, she will be clothed in one

of those creamy low-necked gowns that become her so well.''

Before the evening was over Olive was induced to sing.

Matthew Strang was startled to find her choosing a love-song,

and he was as astonished by the passionate intensity of her vo-

calization as by the beauty of her rich contralto voice.

''Ninon, Ninon,'' she sang. " Quefais-tu de la vie—toi qui

n'aspas d'amourr And the notes melted exquisitely in pity.

The tears returned to his eyes. It was his tragedy, it was Elea-

nor's tragedy, it was everybody's tragedy. " Ninon, Ninon, que

fais-tu de la me ?""

Very few days went by before he rang Mrs. Wyndwood's bell.

The mental image of Eleanor sitting to Herbert was the motor

that drove him to call. He had only seen his volatile cousin

once or twice since they had dined together at the Limners'

—Herbert Strang's curious facility for taking up and dropping

people had persisted unchanged. But the couple were destined

to meet now, for victorias and hansoms hovered outside Mrs.

Wyndwood's house, and Matthew Strang found that he had

stumbled upon a formal " At Home," at which Herbert was

fetching and carrying strawberry-ices to perspiring beauty. The

popular painter noted with a novel thrill of alarm the boyish

good looks of his friend, whose spruce, smiling figure was so

visibly the cynosure of feminine eyes. Happily for his peace

of mind, Eleanor was too busy welcoming her miscellaneous

visitors to allot much attention to Herbert, who seemed, in-

deed, amply content with engaging the interest of half a doz-

en fair women, not counting an occasional interlude of Mi&s Re-

gan. Matthew Strang slowly ploughed his way to the hostess,

a cool-looking angel in white, through the block of bonneted

ladies, amid which an occasional man stood out unpicturesque.

'« You seem surprised to see me," he said, in low tones, into

WiiiC
v. l>« Srif'TO'l o" intimatfi note.

' Yes, indeed," said Eleanor, with a little frank laugh,

did you know it was my day ?"

'How
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He Diled mysteriously, wondering the while if she could

hear his heart beat above the feminine babble.

" You ought not to have come," pursued Eleanor, with a litt^^B

pout that made her face adorable. " We pay you the compli-

ant of not asking you to our tea-fights, and this is how you

*^u Wive me," he said, intoxicatingly tlattered. » I
do ap-

preciate it. I didn't know. I came for a cup of tea, with no

i .ea of fighting for it."

" Then let me give it you. Do you take sugar ?

And she handed him the cup, which he took with a hand

that trembled. Then a press of fresh people eut mm off from

her, and she made no effort to keep him by her side. Gloom

invlded his breast again. He had to speak to ^ome of ^e

crowd, and he did his duty with Ul grace. He feared it would

be too presumptuous to outstay the intrusive crew so he re-

solved t^o escape as soon as possible. But Herbert captured

him with a hearty hand-shake, and introduced him-with a ce -

tl proprietary pride-^to his bevy of dames and he was per-

force added to the applausive circle in the centre of which Her-

ber quizzed the re/of the company and the -verse at large

" Isn't that Lily O'Reilly talking with Mrs. Wyndwood ?
he

said catching Olive's passing eye.

" Sut and it is that," answered Olive, permitting l.e eye an

nnwonted roguish twinkle. "She is talhng about her new

"""Wonderful woman," soliloquized Herbert for the benefit of

his galaxy. "She is more read by the superfine eritics than

anv other lady novelist in London."

"Oh Mr.sLng," Protested Lady William Da.'.ox a pot^,

elegant creature wiih an air of having stepped oil a decorative

nanel " whv, vbe critics all slate her awfully.
"^

" I Unlw But that's lier revenge-to threaten her reviewers

with libel actions, so that they have to read her to see if she de-

served their slatings."

« You're a saucy cynic, sir," said Olive, laughingly. ^

i' What is a cynic r' wily retorted Werue«, -au a.va.«w«

observer of life."

8 ;! i
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"Beyoiul that definition cynicism cannot go," said Olive,
ceasing to smile.

" V/hat a pity !" said Herbert, " At any rate, it is true as
far as it goes. To call Miss O'Reilly's hair chamelon-colored
would be considered cynical. Yet it is but accurate observation.
The inaccurate observer of life would call it auburn, not seeing
that it is only auburn pro tern,, and tlu t it goes through as many
editions as her books. Similarly, to call her complexion hand-
painted—

"

"Would be rudeness," interrupted Olive, more severely,
" especially as I heard her asking Mrs. Wyndwood to introduce
to her the young man who looked so much like the hero of one
of her novels."

" Ah, that puts another complexion on the matter," said
Herbert, lightly. Under cover of the confusion of feminine
compliment that greeted the quick sally, Matthew Strang
slipped away, leaden-hearted, from the sight of the smiles and
the sound of the laughter. Even had he been free, what chance
would he have had, pitted against his brilliant cousin ? He
knew himself a silent man, scarcely speaking, unless abnormally
moved, much less scintillating. He had only one talent—one
poor talent for expressing the Beautiful to one sense—and this
one talent he had prostituted. Everything grew black to his
morbid mood. The dying afternoon, cool, sun-glinted, had no
beauty for him

;
the speckless grooms outside the door irritated

him
;
the shining carriages dashing along the great arteries of

the West End, bearing their lolling occupants to dress and din-
ner, stirred him to something of the same revolt that he had
felt when he had walked the metropolis of wealth and fashion
in broken boots. After all, he had never really entered this
circle of pleasure, it had always been a fairy-ring he could not
step into. Beautiful as his boots were externally, there had
always been a nail, a pebble inside ; that adverse atom which,
according to the philosopher, suffices to destroy happiness.
His had always been a life of labor, of misery. He was still

of the down-trodden classes, of those whom fate, if not man,
grinds down, whose lives slip by in a vain yearning for the
sun, who see happiLy^s as a phantasm that is only solid for
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others, and love as the moclcing mirage of a beauty that is far

away. He was angry—so unreasonably angry that the unreason

seemed a reason for fresh anger with himself. And he was

angry, not only with himself, but with Herbert, with the world,

aye with Eleanor Wyndwood and her idle, hare-brained visitors,

reeking of the toilet-table, chattering of poems, pictures, and

symphonies.

The thought of his mother came up from dim recesses of

memory—still babbling in the asylum that was her haven of

refuge after a life of storm and stress and sorrow and weary

watchings for a vagrant mate—and he was jealous of Eleanor

for her sake, jealous of her beauty, her breeding, her wealth,

her fine dresses, her carriage, her fashionable visitors ;
jealous

of all that made her difEerent from his mother, of all that made

her life fuller, freer, higher, richer—of all, in fine, that made

him love her ! Ah, God, how he loved her ! He could scarce-

ly keep back the hysteric sobs that swelled at his threat. But

;bey had always been shut out from the sunshine, his mother

and he. Happiness ! oh, to clasp it, to hold it tight
!

Nothmg

counted except happiness—ambition, success, art, money, alike

vain gauds, shadows. He walked past his turning, and far be-

yond. Lights began to twinkle in the great tired city
;

the

summer evening brooded, fresh and cool, over the vast stretches

of dusty stone. When at last he reached his studio the sun

had set. He saw the pale rose-glow, mystically tender, at the

end of the long suburban avenue of green trees and yellow

street-lamps ; it spoke to him of peace and rest and resigna-

tion, and some secret beauty behind all.

Not many days later his restless feet took him again to the

Mavfair house. He would speak out— ftt some opportunity

which the shrewd, kindly Olive would not fail to afford him—

he would tell Eleanor all she meant to him, how she was be-

coming the pivot of his thought, how she and she alone might

inspire his art to higher purpose. He would not ask for love,

only for a noble friendship ; he needed an understanding soul

to sympathize with his inmost self, his aspirations, his agonies.

He had always been hedged iu by thick barriers of ice, through

which no human soul had ever pierced. No one knew -vhat

t K^
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tinder for divine fires lay awaiting the spark within, nor how

cold and lonely he felt in his glacial isolation.

But at first his visit threatened to be even more disappointing

than the last. Another man was taking tea—or rather, eating

nougat with Mrs. Wyndwood and Miss Regan -young and

fascinating of feature, but with a fatal air of the minor poet.

And a poet, indeed, he proved to be : a poet of considerable

pretensions, who might win the bays if only he could get over

his unfortunate appearance, which seemed to tie him down to

sugared prettiness and elegant concetti. Matthew Strang had

read one of his dainty, gilt-edged volumes, wherein dapper lyrics

posed in the centre of broad-margined pages, and he wondered

resentfully why Mrs. Wynawood did not lecture him into spirit-

uality instead of feeding him with nougat, which his poetry

already resembled. But though Harold Lavender was accom-

modating enough to go soon, Matthew Strang profited little by

his retirement from the field, for Eleanor seemed to be in a

freakish mood, as if the contagion of Olive had infected her, or

the nougat had made her terrestrial, and she played a lively

second to her vivacious friend in recapitulating the charms of

their dog, Roy, a slumbrous Scotch ctUie, that he had barely

noted before, but which now became the climax of creation.

" We've only hired him," Mrs. Wyndwood explained. " Lady

Arthur, to whom the house belongs, asked us to take charge of

him, so he's in the inventory. His father was a pedigree dog,

and won five hundred guineas."

" Yes, her ladyship had him catalogued completely, lest we

should lose a bit of him," said Olive, rolling the animal over,

and digging her fingers afEectionately into his fur and pulling

his ears and his paws and his tail to illustrate her recital of his

perfections. " Brown-and-white coat—the brown of an autumn

filbert, with a collar and shirt-front of white fur over skin as

pink as rosebuds—look at it—blAck gums and palate, with the

whitest of teeth, canines, I believe ; a tail of russet and black

and white that waves like a palm-tree. Observe the little black

ring ; we identitiod him once by it, though we had never noticed

it before, had we, my beauty ?"

Mrs. Wyndwood took up the ball. " He was lost, stolen, or
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and

strayed, and information was lodged at a police-station that a

collie with a black ring round his tail had been found. We told

the superintendent ours had no such ring."
^^

" The inaccurate observation of life, you see, Mr. Strang,

broke in Olive, " which, according to your cousin, delivers one

from cynicism."
, u •* 9"

"But cynicism has something to do with dog8,hasnt lU

observed Mrs. Wyndwood, smilingly.

" Yes," said Olive. " We must get Mr. Strang to define cyni-

cism as the accurate observation of dogs. . on't forget to tell

him, Nor, when you sit to him to-morrow."

Matthew Strang moved uncomfortably on his seat, raging in-

wardly, and scarcely knowing whether he w„^ more jealous of

Herbert or of Roy.
. ^^

" Well, that superintendent must have been a cynic, Mrs.

Wyndwood went on, " for he recommended us to go and look at

the dog all the same. It was a wild expedition—nearly eleven

o'clock at night—we routed out a nest of costers who lived over

a stable, and were invaded by means of a ladder. I felt like a

robber Viking, all heart-beat and adventure. It was glorious 1

" Yes ; and Roy came bounding out and nearly toppled you

over. And all the little costers came crowding out of bed in

their night-dresses, and you gave Mrs. Coster a sovereign for

them in mistake for a shilling."

Mrs. Wyndwood went into a fit of mirth over the recollection.

For once her melodious laugh grated upon his ears. What m

the world was there to bugh about? It seemed all the most

puerile nonsense. He could have cried more easily.

" Remark his lively air," said Olive. " His intuitive sympathy

is wonderful. He is sad when you weep, and merry when you

frivol."

The painter merely heard the dog panting like an impatient

steam-engine. .

" He wants a run, I think," he observed, ungraciously.

" Ayp, you should see him run !" cried Mrs. Wyndwood. " It

makes one feel young again to see him scampering up hilU^d

down dale. Even a mudhill delights him ; it r«miu^3 «!«* o*

bis native moors, doesn't it, Roy, dear I"
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Roy stared at her witli large, unllinking eyes.

nl- ^^'r^v'
"""^

f'"'"'^
^'" ^'^^"g^ *« SO out with him

Shi r^-
." ^ ''^'^ ^^" "^^^ « ^"^^ ^« -^«. Mr. StrangShaice paws with the gentleman, dear. He's smart ;nough evenfor you. tastes^ See how he likes you, Mr. Strang. If he'did

^

the skin over his dear old .ose would snarl up into gathers andpuekers and .frills. There! That's his favoritLttitu^de-onht
Hnd-legs,w.th his fore-paws placably on a beloved lap. Nowhe ,8 happy. How simple life is for him ! Lucky dog !"

Ah, you forget that he, too, has his ideal, his unachieved
aspiratjcn "said Mrs. Wyndwood. ^^The disappoint^: o 'sife 18 that he can't catch birds. He snaps at everything, thatsoars m air-even insects; it exasperates him to find tilingshovering mockingly overhead in defiance of gravity. He sSon his haunches and wails over the emptiness of life

"

was still stretched on the tapis of conversation, and Olive pro-ceeded to a whimsical account of the partition of Boy betweenF^ anor and herself, as joint house-keepers. Since Ly cou dnot bisect the collie, he belonged to each on alternate d'ays, o

for tie dlyl''''
'^'"'' '^' """' ^""^^ '''' ^" '^' ""^^^ess

thp^i*^'' ^i^^l ^^^r'"*''
'^"^^ ^^'^^y ''^'^^^ from kickingthe dog, and when Mrs. Wyndwood added that Roy was onlyeighteen months old, he rose to go.

^ ^

Mrs. Wyndwood's expression changed.
" You're not running away yet ?" she said.
" I must," he murmured, his ill-humor abating under thesweet seriousness of her face.

"Why, you haven't talked to us at all-we want to hearmore about technique."

^'^'
Technique can't be talked," he said, still surly.

«.,-^ or
.'^ """^ "**'"^'" ^^' P^'^^^i^^J demonstrations."

said Olive, " not even a black-board."
'

feel beauty growing under one's hand-what a sense of creative

lege IS his— Now what are you laughing at, Olive ?"
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" Nothing, except your subtle way of complimenting your-
self on your good looks. Now, if Mr. Strang will be good, and
waste a little more valuable time on two foolish women, I will
pay him a compliment."

He sat down, his curiosity stimulated, and Olive, producing
a box of Turkish cigarettes, asked if he objected to her smok-
ing. Pern^ission being obtained, she got him to apply a light
to her cigarette, and then bade him smoke one himself. He
was relieved to find Mrs. Wyndwood an abstainer.

" There," said Olive, puffing out a thin cloud, " that is the
highest compliment I can pay a man—to expose myself in all

my horror. I smoke neither for toothache nor neuralgia, but
for sheer viciousness. See the result of our visit to Podnieff—
Nor picked up ideals, and J, smoke. Perhaps they are the
same thing in the long-run."

Matthew Strang dissented vehemently " Ideals are the only
realities."

" Nonsense, they are the only thi.igs that change," retorted
Miss Regan. " The ideal woman of to-morrow will smoke shag
and birdseye in long clay pipes."

Eleanor Wyndwood came to his assistance, and together they
did battle with Olive, who took up the most perverse Philistine
positions and fought as if for life, eluding, shuffling, dodging,
equivocating, turning, twistiug, doubling upon herself with the
most daring defiance of consistency, and the most bizarre flashes
of wit and argument. She would snatch a victory by specious
logic that could only hold for a ^moment, and stand' in as se-
renely m-ocking triumph upon a crumbling sand-heap as if she
knew herself upon a rock, and was not about to bound off to
the next sand-heap the instant the tide of reason swept this one
hopelessly away. The painter found a celestial knitting of s^nl
in thus fighting side by side with Eleanor ; he did not, blench
even when she quoted a quatrain from Harold Lavender to en-
force her point. But the shades of earth returned when she
referred to Herbert Strang.

** Here is an examnlfi of « rnan who l>aa oKo/^i.^f^u. .^^4.v: *-

gain from Art—who doesn't need it, who has means— 'o whose
sceptical spirit the applause of the world is indifferbut. And

m

V
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I )]

yet the other morning—when the sunshine called one to the
joys of the dolccfar niente—he sat for liours toiling painfully at
bis Art, and fretting becaiuie he liad allowed his right hand *-.

lose its cunning. He liad neglectsd the Ideal, but now his soul
thirsts for it ag *in, and the Ideal is avenged."

Matthew Strang felt a malicious satisfaction in the thought
^at Herbert was not getting on very well with the portrait.
He had a sudden curiosity to see it.

"You are really too simple, Nor," said Olivo, plaintively.
" Can't you see the man's only trying to spread out the sittings
so as to have you come there ? I dare say he can paint as well
as the present Mr, Strang."

Eleanor flushed, hotly. «' Ob, there's no deception about his
limitations. I am almost sorry I consented."

Matthew Strang's heart leaped exultant. " He did let his
gifts rust," he said, magnanimously. " Bui I dare say his old
talent will come back after a little practice. He had a fine
color-sense in the old days."

His magnanimity seemed to please both ladies, especially
Ohve, and the discussion wound up suddenly in a congruity as
unexpected as any of her arguments.

" You were great chums then, weren't you ?" she asked.
"Yes; he was my cicerone in artistic society. I might

almost say in civilized society. I owe him a good deal." He
had no sha^ue in hinting at his humble origin to these two
unconventional gentlewomen.

" Where is his studio ?" he asked.
They tolc' L m

,
b-it Miss Regan seemed to be suddeniy un-

easy. A littlo (ihc\ on the m.nUel-piece struck six silvery notes.
He thought lU iiostesses might want to dress elaborately for
some dinner-party or the theatre, so he tore himself away, and
jumping into a hansom, drove, on the impulse of the moment,'
to Herbert's studio.

Olive sighed wearily, and leaned her head upon her elbows
which were planted on the tea-table. Eleanor stooped and kissed
lier.

" Lie down, dear fiU Ai
•~t : u Uv t *

for you. Yoa look tired to death."

T'l,^ 1 i. 1 1 . •
- lic iiv^i, uivr VUGU IQQ m^Oh
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" Ileigho
! I wish I was really. What's '. he use o^ living,

Nor, darling ?"

"Oh, life is so beautiful I" exclaimed Eleanor, with phining
eyes. '• Think of Art, 'hink of Nature ! Cheer up, Olive. The
horrid season will soon be over, and then hey for Devonshire !"

"And the Creamery," added the girl, in hollow accents.
" Bui let's get away at once, dear."

*VVe must stay for a few things yet— we promised," Mrs.
Wyndwood reminded her f *>

. -fly. "There's tho dance at Lady
Surbiton's, and the reception of -"

Olive interrupted her with a burst of laughter that sounded
hysterical to her friend's anxious ears. " Oh, it's a mad, bad
world f But there ?.re Lady Surbiton's tei-gowns !"

" Do lie down, dear."

"Why arent there convents for unbelievers. Nor? It's sn
oversight. I'd get me into a nunnery, but I should be sunpectcd
of piety. The hospitals art overrun. They arc as impossible
as Ramsgate

; and your lurse is suspected of being a heroine.
When will people understand that altruism is a passion, and that
nobody /'ants to be patted on thv. back for gratifying instinct?
When I did that month's hard in the Dublin Hospital— but
that was before I knew you, dear— liaJf my family thought me
mad, and the other half a saint. But I was only incapable,
Nor, dearest. I couldn't dress ugly wounds as if I wasn't feel-

ing the pain of them. No, I'm a failure. There's nothing for
it save suicide."

" Or marriage," said Mrs. Wyndwood, soflly, laying her cheek
to her friend's.

Olive moved her head away, shuddering violently. " I'd breed
dogs rather." She rose to her feet and stretched her arms.
"They are happy, aren't you, Roy?" She leaned down and
pulled the collie's jaws apart. " Eating and sleeping, sleeping
and eating. Why didn't Evouition stop with you, instead of
going further and faring worse ? But Ptill there are those birds,
Roy. And on our side there's An and there's Nature, Eleanor
Wyndwood says. Which Art is it going to be, by-the-way,
r/icctnoi TT jfiian-w-uu—x ucuy ur rai.iung5 uut lis iwo to on©
on Painting."

i

h^m
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Don't
" You're feverish, darling," said Eleanor, troubled,

talk at randoDQ."

" I'm talking straight, dear. Two Strangs toone Lavender
And what has become of Spirit, dearest? That used to come
before Art and Nature !"

" And who said it doesn't still ?" Eleanor answered, deprecat-
ingly. Then, with a passionate cry that set her beautiful bosom
neaving, «My God, Olive, why do you misjudge me? Can't
you understand earnest seeking?' Tears came into her eyes
and trickled down her face.

Olive kissed them away. « I'm a brute, Eleanor. The heat's
too much for both of us. Good-night !"

" Going to lie down, dearest ?"

" No
;
going to bed."

Matthew Strang had rung several times before he could gain
admittance to his cousin's studio. Herbert appeared in his
shirt-slceves, grinning and yawning.

" Tit for tat," he said. » But I'm awfully glad you came, old
man. I was just dreaming of you. By Jove, isn't it hot «"

When Herbert said '' old man," in his caressing voice, Mat-
thew became as clay in the hands of the potter. It seemed so
feood to have the friendship of this sunny being. He answered
affectionately that it was hot.

" You haven't seen this den before ?" said Herbert. " Not so
swell as yours. But then I'm hard up."

Matthew smiled incredulously, for the studio was charming.
" You're doing a portrait of Mrs. Wyndwood, I hear "

"Who told you?"
" I was there this afternoon."

" Yes ? Did you see her friend Miss Regan «"

" She is always there."

" I know. Isn't she a jolly little girl ?"

" She's very odd," said Matthew.
"Odd? You Philistine! She's the most amusing girl in

London. And so unaffected ! You can say anything to her—
talk about anything. Nc beastly prudishnes.o. Tli-at's v/hat I
like in a woman. The other day she was complaining" gravely
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« Don't
that a woman couldn't be a burglar because it would land her

in compromising situations. Therefore there never could be

thorough equality of the sexes, she maintained. Wasn't it

quaint? She sits here smoking cigarettes while I paint that

saintly friend of hers, and all the while rattles on in the most

delightful fashion. What a How of spirits ! And, by Jove

!

the clever, biting things she says make your hair curl. I'm not

in it with her, though I try hard. I draw her out to talk about

her relations— it's better than Thackeray. She's no end of a

swell, you know."
" I know."
" And disgustingly rich. In short, she'd be intolerable if she

wasn't herself. What an enviable lot ! All the B's—Beauty,

Bullion, Blue Blood, and Brilliancy. No wonder she's light-

headed ! They say she had an eccentric dad, which accounts

for her—a man who wasted one of his fortunes on socialistic

experiments! But she knows better than that. Eccentricity

in the parent is epigram in the child."

" Which is an epigram," said Matthew, laughing, and consid-

erably relieved by this outburst on his cousin's part. "But
your parents were not eccentric."

"Indeed? Don't you s<iQ any eccentricity in the poor old

governor's trying to make an artist out of me ?"

" Where is that portrait ?" asked Matthew, amused.
•' Here it is, you duffer, staring you in the face on the easel

all the time. Don't say you didn't recognize it. Please don't."

'* Now that I know who it is," began Matthew, laughing.

*' It is ghastly, old man, isn't it? But that girl distracts me
with her talk."

«' What made you attempt it ?" asked Matthew, candidly.

" I wanted to hear her talk."

" Whom ?"

" Miss Regan."

Matthew felt a great wave of affection for his cousin.

" But why don't you paint her ?"

" She wouldn't sit. I had to ask her friend, knowing she'd

accompany her. But I'm half sorry I undertook it now."

You're certainly not doing her justice 1"(i
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There was still plenty of light. He took up the brush, and
within a quarter of an hour Mrs. Wyndwood's sweetly spiritual
face gleai ed unmistakably upon the canvas. Herbert watched
with admiration those sure, swift strokes, behind which lav so
arduous a training, so irrepressible an instinct.

" You seem to have her face by heart," he said at last, with a
suspicious twinkle. "But don't let me interrupt you." 4nd
lighting a cigarette, he threw himself on a lounge in an attitude
that curiously recalled old times to the painter.
Matthew Strang painted on lovingly till he could no longer

scp his palette, then Herbert took him to his new club—the
Epicurean—and gave him a delightful dinner for his pains,
and over the kummel and the coffee borrowed a hundred
pounds from him so as not to sell out a stock that was depre-
ciated for the moment.

CHAPTER V

s'' i:1. I i

m

A CELEBRITY AT HOME

Herbert Strang had gone down to Devonshire to finish his
portrait of Mrs. Wyndwood, whose dress was still unrecogniza-
ble, and who was so agreeably surprised by the face that she
graciously consented to continue the sittings at the " Creamery."
Matthew had arranged to join him—on the excellent pretext of
keeping his old friend company—but before he left town for
his holiday. Conscience began working hard, ominously presage-
ful of the complications thdC might spring up in the solitudes
of hills and waters. The inner voice whispered strenuously to
him to profit by Elearor's absence to fight down his impossible
passion, not intensify it unendurably by following in her train.
Thoughts of his wife began to haunt him— thoughts whichj
while he was only an absentee husband, had been but pale
shadows of remorse, dogging his few unoccupied moments, but
which, now that another woman had at last enthroned herself iu
the vacant temple of his soul, assumed shapes more solid and
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insistent. Home plucked at his heart, subtly transformed to
something more than an unpleasant recollection. In a spasm
of compunction and foreboding, he resolved to pay a visit to
his wife to strengthen himself against temptation.' The idea
once conceived, drove him to instant execution. Ere the train
had drawn up at Camden Town he had determined to elude
temptation altogether by accompanying his own family on its

annual jaunt.

The visit began inauspiciously. When he had passed the
ivy-clad turrcted church, which was the one picturesque object
on the road from the station, he was back in the old familiar
mesh of gray streets, any one like any other, with rows of shabby
semi-genteel stone-fronted houses, exactly alike, broken at cor-
ners by baker-shops and green-grocers. The August afternoon
was depressed, with misty, sputtering rain. A few tradesmen's
carts rattled forlornly down the drab avenues of apathetic
houses. A diminutive barrel-organ wheezed a lively air. Never
had his street seemed so hopeless. His ardor grew chill.

He paused before the door of the little studio where he had
painted his first success—" Motherhood." The discolored wood—set in the blankness of a long brick wall—was scrawled over
with chalk inscriptions and sketches by the urchins of the neigh-
borhood. The house was round the corner, and, after a mel-
ancholy moment, he walked listlessly towards the front gate,
swung it on its creaking hinges, and mounted the chipped
stone steps, washed ashen-gray by the drippings of rain.

There was a new face, heavy and smudged, under the ill-

adjusted cap of the maid-of-all-work who opened the door, and
as he entered the narrow hall the sickly smell of boiled cabbage
saluted his nostrils, and justified him to himself. But he was
grimly embarrassed at having to explain himself to the girl.

" Is your mistress in ?" he asked.

"Yes, sir. Will you wait in the drorin'-room, sir? What
name, sir ?"

He felt mortified and a whit ashamed. The servant's igno-

rance was an unconscious rebuke that counterbalanced the boiled

cabbage.

" Oh, teli her Matthew," he said, flushing. " She'll know."

ii'
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" Yes, sir." And the girl's cap, stuck on askew for the edi-

fication of unexpected company, disappeared down the kitchen
stairs.

He would have liked to brush majestically past her, but
delicacy prevented so abrupt an intrusion upon his wife in the
recesses of domesticity. His coming was already sufficient

surprise. A few hours ago he himself had not foreseen that a
swamping wave of moral emotion would sweep him homeward.
He walked about the room, morbidly fascinated by the flashy

vases with the hand-painted shepherds, and wondering what
Rosina wouli say if he made away with them, as decency de-

manded. To his bitter amusement he heard her voice from the

passage remonstrating with Billy—in ?, very audible whisper

—

for the servant's indiscretion in admitting to the drawing-room
a stranger who might do havoc among her cherished posses-
sions.

" Goodness knows what he may not pocket," she grumbled,
uneasily, as she approached the door.

" It's all right, Rosina," he called out, coming into the pas-
sag " It's only me."

** Grracious !" ejficulated Mrs. Matthew Strang, angrily, putting
her hand to her heart. " What a turn you gave me ! So you're
the Mr. Matthews ! I really do wish you wouldn't come sneak-
ing in and prying and ferreting and frightening a body out of
her wits."

She stood there—no more pleasing than the vases—the feat-

ures, that had once threatened to be pretty, sharpened shrew-
ishly, though the figare had grown plumper except where the
breasts had fallen. She did not look her youth. The face was
weary, the pale blue eyes had lost their softness. She had
hastily donned a cheap black cashmere dress trimmed with jet.

The painter was glad the usual effusion of affection was want-
ing. Notwithstanding the pitch of reaction to which he was
wrought up, all hi ^ ing shrank from the desecrating embrace
of the woman he u. not love. Nevertheless he was conscious
of an undercurrent of astonishment. Longer intervals than this

last had parted them, yet she had never failed to exhibit amor-
ous emotion, even though it took the shape of jealous reproach.
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This afternoon there was a suggestion of resentment in her
greeting—for the first time he felt unwelcome. He was puzzled,
albeit relieved. But the secret of her mood did not leak out
yet

; and in the meantime there was Billy, sulkily awaiting his
famous brother's recognition. The young man looked whiter
and thinner than on Matthew's last visit to the house.

*« How glad he'll be to come for a holiday with me," thought
the painter, with a pang of joyful repentance. " He oughtn't
to live in London at all. We'll all go down to some pretty
little village where I can paint if necessary, and we'll stay till

the winter." The cripple churlishly took the hand which his

brother extended. His palm burned.
'•* All right, Billy ?" questioned Matthew, cheerfully.

" It doesn't matter how I am," snapped the younger man.
" It's months since you've been nigh us."

Rosina turned upon Billy. *' Don't you take my part—I can
speak for myself. You can't expect to see your brother in the
summer when all the fashionable folks come up to London to
be painted."

Billy murmured something inarticulate, and looked doggedly
at Matthew, leaning on his crutch.

" I suppose I must ask you to .valk in and take a chair, since

you are such a stranger," said Mrs. Matthew Strang.

Her husband meekly retreated into the drawing-room, and sat

down with his back to the vases that adorned the mantel-piece.

But now a new horror caught his eye—nothing less than a
framed oleograph of " Motherhood," which had found its way
into the house in the days when its wide popularity still gave him
a certain interest in it not far removed from pride. On his soul,

tensely strung by Eleanor's hand for the high notes of i agina-

tion, this cheap domesticity now jarred abominably. The pict-

ure glared at him, it loomed suddenly symbolic. It was reprp

sentative of Rosina and her influence. This was her height oi

poetry, the top measure of her soul—the mother carrying the

little girl who carried the doll. The work he wanted to do

—

TkOXT fn£k wrr\t.|'- \tn liorl oMvovQ lV*lf1*"'»^ f'^ '^ ^ *Vn*- —1 *-

Eleanor stood for—the rare, the fine, the ethereal. Years of in-

sincere work had blunted and torpitied him—Eleanor had recre-
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ated his soul, had given him freshness of feeling, and something

of the early ardor of aspiration.

This passed through his mind before Billy had stumped in

and taken a chair opposite him. Rosina remaine<^. standing at

the open door in an attitude expressive of hon^'^hold duties

plucking at her skirts.

The painter shifted nervously on his chair. There was a

dead silence. It permitted the tootling of a tin whistle to be-

come audible, and gave the painter the happy thought of ask-

ing after the children.

"Clara's ai school," replied Rosina, ungraciously. "She's

the second girl in her class, and could be top if she wasn't so

sulky."

" And Davie ?"

" Can't you hear for yourself ? He's only too quiet as a rule,

but since you brought h^m that whistle he's been unbearable.

It's the only thing that rouses him. It was stopped up for a

fortnight, and he went about like a little ghost till Billy put it

right. If he only had a notion of music ! Billy tried to teach

him to play on it, but he's got no head for anything. There

!

did you ever hear such a squeal ?"

"Ob! he's such a baby yet," said her husband, deprecat-

ingly.

Then the conversation languished again, and Davie's lugubri-

ous whistle held the field.

Billy drew vague designs on the carpet with his crutch.

Matthew fidgeted and at last got up. He was meditating how

to turn the conversation into a tenderer channel, and broach the

holiday in common. Rosina maintained her inconclusive atti-

tude in the doorway.
" You've still got those vases," Matthew said. There being

no other thought in the way, this thought escaped.

" Yes," she rejoined ; " but I don't wonder at your asking

;

any day may see the end of tliem, servants are growing that

careless. Even as it is, they only dust their outsides. If I

didn't waf?h them myself with tea-leaves they'd be choked up

in a month."

She walked to the mantel-piece, and ran her forefinger down
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one of them. The .finger grew black as with anger ; her brow

darkened.

" Why, Amy is worse than Jane !" she cried, harshly. " I

won't stand any more of her nonsense. Do you know what she

did last week ?" Here she walked back to the door and shut

it tightly, lest her words should reach the kitchen. " She

washed the colored things in the same water as the whites.

And then, after the wash, I missed a pair of Billy's red socks,

and I hunted high and low for them, and made a fuss. The
next day Billy found them mysteriously mixed up with his flan-

nels. I am convinced she stole them, not knowing she had a

sharp eye to deal with. I know they'll worry me into the

grave, these servants. This morning I particularly said to her,

'Have you dusted the drawing-room?' and she said, bold as

brass, * Yes, mum.' And this is what she calls dusting." She

held up her gloomy forefinger. Then, lowering her voice as if

it might penetrate even through the closed door, she hissed

menacingly at the brothers—" I'll give her a piece of my mind,

that I will. If she don't know when she's got a good place,

the great hulking brute, she shall pack herself off this very after-

noon. A charwoman I give her every Monday to help her;

two shillings I have to pay and 1 or beer money, to say noth-

ing of the work I do ^ith my own hands. Often and often

I make the beds myself, for there isn't a girl in creation you

can trust to shake out the bedding, they leave it all lumpy.

And what is the reward for all my kindness ? I hate them all -,

I wish their necks were screwed."

" I wish they were," said Billy, impatiently. " I'm sick of

hearing about them."

Rosina turned upon him again. " And who asks you to stay

here ? I'm sure I'm sick of hearing you grumbling and whining

about the house."

Billy's eyes blazed. A red spot burned in each white cheek.

" Won't you give me a cup of tea, Rosina?" interposed Mat-

thew, gently.

«< I dare p.?.^^ Am^^ has let the fire «'o out*" she snapped. " Rinsr

the bell, you're nearest it."

Matthew rang the bell, and Amy appeared.

,-*» I

-in
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" Can you make some tea, Amy ?" Rosina inquired, in sweet,
seductive accents.

"Yes, mum."
"My husband has just come from abroad," she explained,

deferentially and apologetically, " and we sha'n't be wanting any
more at tea-time. We'll Lave tea a little earlier, and you can
keep the water hot for Miss Clara."

" Yes, mum." Amy disappeared.

" Did you see the smudge on her cheek ?" asked Rosina, de-
spairingly. " She can't even dust her face."

While Rosina was speaking, her husband fretted under her
conversation ; tho awkward silence that ensued when she ceased
made him wish she would go on talking.

" How is business ?" she asked, finding him dumb.
He suppressed a grimace. "Pretty fair. You know I've

always got as much to do as I care for."

"You know what I've been thinking?" Rosina replied, in a
softened and more confidential tone. "You ought to make
enough to be able to retire one day. Why should you always
live away from me?—it's as bad as marrying a drummer. At
No 49 there's one— a commercial traveller they call them in

England—and his wife tells me—it's the house with the striped
linen blinds—she doesn't see him half a dozen times a year, and
you're getting almost as scarce, particularly this year." She
dropped into a chair, finally dismissing her tentative attitude.

Ihis seemed a favorable opening at last, so her husband
plunged into it.

" You haven't been out of town yet ?" he began.

Rosina bounded wrathfully from her chair.

" There ! I knew that that was what you came to sry out.

Isn't it enough that you've left your brother here to be a spy
on all my comings and goings ? It's rather me that ought to

be setting a spy on you, God knows, what with your studios
and your models and your fashionable, false-hearted women.
Well, there he is to witness, anyhow. We have had our fort-

nifirht at the sea-side. Havpn't. wp. Tiillv 9"

Bill} nodded.

" There
! There's your own brother to witness. We went
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last month, and all to save yon money, though I know you

think I'm making a stocking. They charged us so much last

year for lodgings at Margate in August that I made up my
mind I wouldn't be swindled any more, and so we went in

July. And we did save—it's no use my denying it, with that

spy of yours ever at my tail—but I've had to spend twice as

much in London, with everything gone up in price. They're

asking a shilling a peck for peas—you can go round and ask

Delton, the grcer.-grocer, if you don't believe me—it's enough

to ruin anybody. And then there was the rise in coals in the

spring on account of the strike—somet'-iing frightful, and such

a lot of slag. And then poor Clara has been so poorly ; I sent

for tie doctor once, and then he would keep on coming to see

her every day —there was no getting rid of him, and that

brother of yours hadn't the spunk to tell him straight out not to

come any more. Goodness knows what his bill has run up to.

They're simply blood-squeezers, these doctors. So there! If

you think you've caught me out, coming down on me like a de-

tective in my sea-side week, you're nicely mistaken, Mr. Sly-

boots. What are you glaring at me for ? Looking for the brown ?

I'd have given myself a coat of paint if I had known you were

coming, though I don't pretend to be so clever at it as you, or

your fine ladies either, for the matter of that."

As Rosina stood over him, breathlessly pouring forth her

impassioned defence of the position she took up in financial

matters, Matthew Strang felt he understood why men sometimes

kill women. He had long since given up attempting to make

her understand that her thought, were not his thoughts, that,

despite his hard training in the value of money, details of ex-

penditure had ceased to occupy his consciousness the moment

the pinch of need was become a thing of the past. He was

inured to her financial apologetics, her tedious justifications of

what he (in his ignorance that she was indeed hoarding money

scv^retly, and, like all women, saving on her house-keeping) never

called into question. He had steeled himself to a simulation

of attention when she elaborately accounted for every farthing

he had given her, and, habituated to money perpetually passing

from his hands, he had never even reflected that her style of liv-
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ing could not possibly exhaust the sums with which he supple-
mented her own income

; to his heedless mind a growing family
vaguely explained everything. But to-day the prosaic minutia*,
though painfully familiar, set up an inward fume that, inten-
sified by her misconstruction of his visit and by hor digs at
Billy, approached insanity. He controlled himself with a great
effort.

" It is you that are mistaken, Rosina," he rejoined, clinching
his palms. " I came merely to r,ropose that you should take
your holiday now. I thought we might go somewhere to-
gether."

"Well, then, you're a bit too late," she replied, v^'^fh no
diminution of ill-temper. "And what's come over you that
you want my company all of a sudden ? I thought you couldn't
spare me a week ever. I reckon the truth is that work's eot
slack."

^

" Nonsense, I told you my hands were full," he said, losing
his self-control.

" That's no reason why you should waste money on me. I

can't go twice to the sea-side."

" I didn't want you to go twice. I didn't know you had
been."

" I explained to you why I went." «'\> retorted, hotly. " They
wanted three guineas last year for . fitting-room and two poky
bedrooms, and there was no key to the chiffonier, and I'm sure
the landlady nibbled at our provisions."

" But I would have gladly let you have a little extra if you
"wanted to go in August."

" I'd much rather you spent the money on the children. Clara
wears out her shoes frightfully—the expense turns my hair
gray."

"Then you wouldn't care to go with me?"
"No; it would be sinful extravagance to go twice. Give me

the money if you're so anxious to get rid of it."

" Do be reasonable, Rosina. I dar'- -ay the children will enjoy
another week of—

"

"The children! Much you care mt the children. You
haven t asked to see Davie yet, and as for Clara—" Rosina's
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scornful accents dried n[ suddenly. Her acute car bad caught

the gentle clatter of the mounting tray. She opened the door
for Amy. *• You're sure the water was boiling ?" she inquired,

pleasantly.

"Yes, mum."
The mistress produced a little key from her bosom. " You

will find a cake in the cupboard under the dining-room side-

board. And bring up the blue-bordered plates, the little ones,

please."

" Yes, mum."
When the tea was duly served, Rosina resumed : "And as for

Clara, I didn't even write to you she had been aili.ig. I knew
you took so little interest in the poor child, ijhe might die and
be buried for all you'd know."

"I can't know if you don't tell me," he said, sulkily, stung by
the germ of truth in her words. *' Why don't you let Davie
come up to me?—you ought to have sent him up as soon as

you knew I was here."

Rosina threw open the door again with a jerk, and leaned over

the kitchen stairs. " Davie," she bawled, " stop that dreadful

noise, and come up at once, do you hear ? Your father is dying
to see you."

The painter bit his lips. An irrelevant memory rang in his

brain with a Russian accent. " I do not like this word, dying."

The face of Eleanor Wyndwood swam up on the cabbage-scented

air. The patter of Davie's feet was heard, toddling up the

stairs.

The child stumbled shyly into the room, the tin whistle

clasped distrustfully to his breast—a pathetic, anaemic little fig-

ure with flaxen curls and big gray eyes that easily brimmed over

with tears. He wore serge knickerbockers, and the rest of him
aped the sailor, picturesquely enough. The child paused near

the door, clutching liis mother's skirt.

" This way, my little man," said Matthew, smiling encourag-

ingly from the green sofa that sprawled across the centre of the

room. *' Come to your daddy."

"Go to the gentleman, de.i" said Rosina, with withering

sarcasm.
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But the boy hung back, dntching her skirt and his whistle

tighter.

" Don't be afraid, Davie. I won't take your whistle from you
—don't you remember, I gave it you ?" He held up a piece of

Kosina's home-made cake. Thus adjured and enticed, Davie
moved cautiously forward, waves of returning recollection agi-

tating the wee wan face.

A lump swelled in the father's throat as he surveyed the weak-
ling. The poor child suddenly appeared to him the scape-goat
for an unholy union. Life had taught him from what fount of

sacred love children should spring.

While he was hoisting the child on his knee, responsive to that

strong appeal of feeble creatures, but with no specific stirrings

of paternity, Davie wistfully held up his disengaged hand for

the cake, which he grabbed as soon as it came within range of
his little arm. His mouth was too preoccupied with cake to re-

turn his father's kiss, to which he submitted passively.

The painter laid his hand tenderly on the flaxen hair.

" Did you enjoy yourself at Margate, Davie ?"

Rosina uttered an exclamation of disgust.

" Well, I never ! Who'll you be cross-examining next ? Per-
haps you think Billy and me are in a conspiracy ; that I've gained
over your spy. I'd better gr ^own-stairs so as not to influence

the child's evidence."

And turning on her hr^l, she marched haughtily kitchenwards.
Matthew sighed wearily.

" What's the matter with her, Billy ?" he asked.
" Don't ask me. She's been as cross as two sticks ever since

they've had new Curtains at No. 53 opposite. And the weather
has been so muggy. And your coming has upset her."

" But she seems to have turned against you, too. You used
to get on so well together."

" She's so difficult t j live with," replied Billy, fretfully. " So
quarrelsome and discontented."

" What is bbe discontented about ?" Matthew asked, uneasily.
" She's got plenty of money."

**0b, it isn't the money," replied Billy, morosely. "She's
lucky, is E,osina. She has money of her own. Do you know,
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her little American property has gone up a good deal lately.

Uer income is nearer nine hundred than eight hundred dollars."

" Indeed ?" murmured his brother, dimly interested.

" Yes, old Coble wrote to her, telling her things were looking

up, and he was right. No, it isn't Rosina that's got cause of

complaint about money matters. She isn't liko me—i;he isn't

dependent on you for every farthing." His woruj rang bitterly,

resentfully.

" But surely you don't mind taking money from me, Billy ?"

he said, with infinite gentleness.

" And why shouldn't I mind taking money from a stranger ?"

" A stranger 1"

"Yes, you're naught else. Do you think I don't know of

your goings-on, your gaddings about to parties and banquets?

Because Rosina don't read the papers, you mustn't think I'm

ignorant, too. I've got aheap of things about you in my study,

all cut out rnd pasted in books. I don't tell Rosina, because it

would only make her discontented, but it riles me, I tell you

straight, to be left here, leading this wretched, lonesome life.

Why can't I live with you ?"

" You could live with me to-morrow if you liked, Billy. But

don't you see you'd be just as wretched and lonesome ? x\ll day

I should be at work, and when I went out you couldn't accom-

pany me. I can't foist my relatives on the people who invif-'^

me out. They only want me—add that only as a curiosity," he

added, with a bitter perception of how extrinsic he really was to

the charmed circles of Society; of how little affinity there was

between him and the bulk of those who gushed over his Art.

" But if you would only help me to get my work published,

tJUvj^'d make a fuss over me, too. But you've never moved your

little finger to help me."
" i got Wilson and Butler to read some of your MSS. I

couldn't do any more. It isn*t my fsult if they don't think

your work good enough."

" Nonsense ! I don't believe they ever saw it. You only

" Oh, Billy !" cried Matthew, in shocked reproach.

" Well, even if they did," said Billy, tetchily, " they're not
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infallible. They're prejudiced. They think two brothers can't

both be clever. I'm sure my stories are as good as anything
that appears in their magazines, and a damned sight better.

But there are any amount of other editors that you come across,

for I've seen your name printed with theirs in the lists of guests
at public dinners. But you go your own way, and never spare
a thought for me, eating my heart out here. I come in handy
to keep your wife company and to prevent her feeling desert-

ed, and you think that's about all I'm good for." His white
face was worked up to a flush of anger. He had the common
delusion of the unsuccessful, that the successful in any depart-

ment can pull the ropes in every other. Nor could he under-
stand that Matthew disliked approaching people, and people
disliked being approached.

" Whatever you're good for you'll be," said Matthew, sooth-

ingly. *' If your work is really first-class—it will come to the

front in the long-run." He shrank from adding that he did
not think it even second-class ; it was no use making the boy
more miserable.

•* Yes, but I can't run—I'm a cripple !" Billy burst forth, pas-

sionately. " Who knows whether I shall live to see the end of

the long-run? Perhaps they'll give me a stone when I'm dead
—but what's the good of that to me? You have everytb'ng

that makes life worth living ; you have love—you have a wife

whenever you choose to cui^e
;
you have money, and heaps of

it, all earned by the sweat of your own brow
;
you have fame—

your name is in all the papers
;
you have fashionable folk court-

ing and caressing you. I dare say some fine-scented lady fixed

that rose so beautifully in your button-hole ; I can smell her
white fingers. It's all roses and sunshine for you. But you
take jolly good care to keep 'em to yourself."

The imbittered words carried no sting to the painter's breast.

But he was sick at heart as he replied, gently :

" You don't really mean what you're saying, Billy. You
know I've offered to defray the cost of publication of 'By
Field and Flood' if you'd only let me."

" Yes, but that's making me more of a drag on you. Be-

sides, you told me it's only the rotten houses that publish nov-
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els at the author's expense, and that the critics look askance on

them. But if T could earn enough on my short stories to pay

for a book, I'd chance that." His voice took on a maundering,

pitiful intonation. " I'm sure I've worked hard enough, toiling

at my desk and denying myself every pleasure in life
;
you can't

say I don't keep sober now. I never go beyond one glass of ale

at meal-times."

" Yes, you're very g j d, Billy. You've been good for a long

time."

" Good !" echoed Billy, in the same testy, lachrymose accents.

" What's the good of being good ? I wish I was dead. Why
don't you let me drink my fits back again ?" His breast heaved,

he seemed on the point of sobs. The painter sat in mute misery.

A blood-curdling shriek from the whistle destroyed the intol-

erable situation. Davie, having finished munching his cake, had

his mouth free again for musical operations.

" Put your fingers over the holes, Davie," said his father,

" then it '11 play nicer."

" It's no use," put in Billy, moodily. " I tried to teach him."

" Look, I'll move my fingers, Davie, and you shall blow, and

we'll play a pretty tune together. No, don't be alarmed. I'm

not taking the whistle away, only putting my fingers on it. See,

you shall hold the end fast in your mouth."

The child blew spasmodically. His father mechanically

played the first tune that came into his fingers. A gleam of

excited interest leaped into the child's eyes as he heard the

notes varying mysteriously in a rough jingle. But the painter

broke off suddenly. He realized that he was playing " Home,

Sweet Home/' It was too ghastly.

" More, more !" panted Davie, imperatively.

Matthew Strang obediently started ''Yankee Doodle," and

had to grant two encores before the juvenile tyrant was robbed

of breath and desire.

" What's your name, my little man ?" he asked, thoughtlessly,

to make conversation,

"Davie."
" Davie what ?"

" Davie Thrang."

\l
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" Ah ! and how oM are you ?"

" I'se nearly four," replied Davie, adding in a burst of new
confidence, - when I come to my fourf birfday, mummy says
she n gi me a penny every week all to mythclf."

"Really?" said the painter, with a sad smile. "A whole
penny?"

Davie snook his head in vehement affirmation : " Yeth and 1
am thinkin' what I shall buy mummy wi' my firth penny-ap-
pleth or a flower."

f / «p

A thrill shot down the painter's spine. The poor, sickly infant
appeared suddenly lovable to him

; for the first time, too, he re-
alized the child as an independent entity, with thoughts of itsown at work in the queer little brain. Whatever the quality of
this little brain, Davie's heart was sound enough. And this
heart was evidently entirely given to his mother. The momentary
pricK of irrational jealousy that the discovery caused the father
was forgotten in softer feelings. His conception of the mother
rose with his conception of the child. She was the other side
0- the relation, and there must be something beautiful in her to
correspond with the beauty of her child's sentiment. The oleo-
grapn of " Motherhood " caught his eye again; he saw how in-
sincerely he had painted it, from a mere intellectual idea, unfelt
unroHhzed

;
but he saw also the secret of its popularity, each ob-

server contributing the emotion the painter had not felt. His
eye dwelt upon it more tolerantly.

" Kiss me, Davie," he said, '' and you shall have a penny now
to buy mummy a flower."

Davie readily put up his lips to clinch the bargain, and his
tather gave him the coin. The boy regarded it wistfully

" What do you say ?" Billy put i'n, more amiably.
" Fank you," said Davie.
" Thank you, da—" prompted Billy.

" Daddy," wound up Davie, triumphantly. " There ain't no
flower-womans now," he added, dubiously. - They was a lot at
Margit."

WW '",.^? * flower-woman, Davie," said his father, cheerily.
Wouldn't you like to have this beautiful fiower-this rose inmy button-hole—for your penny, to give to mummy ?"
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" Yeth—T wants it," said Davie, clutching greedily for it.

"Gently, or all the lovely pink leaves will fall out. And you
must give mc your penny, you know."

Davie, with a perplexed air, vaguely conscious of commercial

transactions too complicated for his intellect, hesitatingly reten-

dered the penny, and, receiving the rose, was set down on the

carpet. He ran eagerly to the door, blowing one disconsolate,

irrelevant blast on the whistle, and then the brothers heard him
tumble down the oilcloth-covered stairs with three thuds, fol-

lowed by shrill ululations. They ran to the head of the stairs,

but R.osina had already rushed forth to pick up her child, and
her soothing prattle, varied by scolding for his careless hurry,

made a duet with his howls.

" Where did you get that flower from ? You've crumpled it

all to pieces." She extracted it from the fingers that had closed

upon it tenaciously when the fall commenced.
" From the gen'leman. Him what I calls daddy. It'*" for you,

mummy."
"Tell him he can keep it!"

Davie's howls recommenced.

Matthew Strang's heart contracted. He went half-way down
the stairs to where Rosina ministered to her bruised ofiEspring.

" I didn't send you the flower, Rosina," he said, genily. '* It's

a gift from the child."

" Oh, is it ? Then he's better-hearted than his father, that's

all I can say. Thank you, my poor darling, thank you. Dry
your little eyes, and mummy shall take you out to see all the

pretty shops."

"Won't you come up -stairs and finish your tea, Rosina?"

Matthew pleaded.

" I'm busy," she said, tartly. " I'm giving Clara her tea.

She's just come home from school."

" Let her bring her tea up-stairs ; then she can talk to me."
" I'll tell her you're here. I dare say she'll remember you—

she generally gets something out of you."

He bit his lips to keep back angry speech, and remounted to

the drawing-room. Clara came close upon his footsteps, and ran

to oflEer her lips. She was a tall child of seven, with a low fore-
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head, dark hair and eyebrows, a heavy jaw, and a hirrh color^
handsome after a rather Gallic fashion. The painter always trod
gingerly with her, knowing she had her grandmother's temper
Kosma, lacking the clew, was less delicate with the girl whose
sullen phases irritated her immeasurably. This afternoon Clara
was conciLated by sixpence, and chatted amicably with her
father about her lessons. Presently her mother came up too
with Davie in her train, and there was the outward spectacle of
a happy family group united at tea. The painter was embold-
ened to strengthen an idea that was gradually forming in hismmd by expressing it.

" Billy feels very lonely down in this part of the town » he
began, timidly. '

" And what must I feel ?" Rosina snapped.
"Then why can't we all live together, Rosina?" he said, more

boldly. '

" Are you beginning that again ?" she asked, sharply. » You
won't come and live here, will you ?"

" You k^xow it is impossible."

"A,.d you know it is impossible for me to move to your
neighborhood. I've told you a thousand times vou can't afford
one of those big houses— it would be ruinous;" you'd have to
keep a staff of servants to match, and things would be comino-
to the house at extravagant prices from aristocratic trades"-
people, whereas here I go out and do my bit of marketing, and
pick up a bargain here and a bargain there; I've found out a
place in Holloway where I get the best meat a penny a pound
cheaper than anywhere in Camden Town, and it only means apenny tram there and back. You don't know how much I saveyoa a year when you suspect me of making a stockinn- for my-
self out of my sea-side allowance. And even if you c^'an affonl
such a house, rather give me the money and let me put it bv
for the children." ^ ^

He made a despairing gesture. " We could get a small
house, he said. "I could work harder for a year or two
Perhaps I could get a few more rooms added to my studio'
xneres^^a piece of ground I use at the back for open-air
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^* And what would be the use of my living with you ?" in-

quired Rosina, brutally. "You don't want me any more. I

dare say you could come home at night now if you wanted to."

" Hush !" said her husband, flushing. " Clara, my dear, take

Davie out and buy him some candy. This penny is really his."

" Yes, father." And the joyous children disappeared-
" Poor orphans !" said Rosina. " Perhaps it's just as well

there won't be any more of them."

Matthew Strang was startled, yet not quite surprised by the

revelation of his wife's mood. She had never before so openly

resented or dissented from the situation that had gradually

grown up—one of those strange, complex, undefined situations

of which life is so full, and which are only able to exist by
virtue of not being put .nto words.

He stirred the dregs ol' bis tea with his spoon, painfully em-
barrassed.

" I shall talk to an architect I know," he said at last, ignoring

her allusion. " The cost mightn't be much, and it needn't be
all paid off at once. Resides," he added, with forced playful-

ness, " that extra hundred dollars a year of yours must be used
up somehow."

Rosina turned eyes of flame upon the unhappy Billy. "I
knew it !" she said, cuttingly. " I knew you were here to spy
upon me. So you have sneaked about that, have you ?"

Matthew lost his temper at last.

" Don't be a fool, Rosina !" he said, roughly. " Do you think

I care a pin whether you spend a wretched hundred dollars,

more or less ?"

" No ; I dare say you would rather ha /e a wife that would
bring you to the workhouse. They had the bailiffs in at No.
36a only yesterday. There's a wife thee that would just suit

yon. The husband's something in your way of business, an
author or a poet, and she's a tall, stuck-up creature who sits at

the window in strange long gowns without stays, and reads

books to him and never goes to church. My ! You should

see her out marketing—they swindle her at every turn ; she

doesn't know a horse from a ham sandwich. I don'L wonder
they've come to a bad end—you should see the dust on her

M

^

I
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Venetian blinds. I prophesied the crash last winter—ask Billy

if I didn't. They took in their coals by the hundred-weight.
Don't you fancy I don't know that's the sort of woman you're

hankering after. Ever since my Davie was born, and you got
mixed up with those sort of creatures, you've been sorry you
married me. Oh, it's no use denying it. You want a fine lady

that would scorn to soil her fingers with housework, and ex-

pect you to cover 'em with diamonds, a creature that would
faint at the sight of a black-beetle. But you were glad enough
to marry me once upon a time, when you hadn't a dollar to your
name. They say you're a fine painter, and who made you a
fine painter ? Who took you abroad, and supported you while

you were studying? They think you're a fine gentleman, and
who made you a fine gentleman ? Oh yes, I know I'm not one
of your fine ladies—but if I had been, where would you have
been now? In the bankruptcy court—perhaps back again in

the jail from which I dragged you."

Matthew crimsoned furiously. Billy leaped in his chair.

" You fish-wife ! How dare you say such things to my broth-

er ?" he cried, choking with rage. "Matt in jail, indeed !"

" Let her talk," said Matthew, wearily. " I see it was a mis-

take to have come here at all."

Rosina cast a glance of venomous triumph at her drooping
husband. The jail was a chance shot. In long, lonely, agoniz-

ing watches the resentful suspicion had germinated and grown.
** It's true," she said, defiantly. *' Let him deny it."

" Why did you take a husband from jail ?" retorted the paint-

er, with a flash of fire.

"I didn't know it; I was tricked and bambc ozled, and I had
a heart in my breast then, not a stone. If I had been a fine

lady I might have been more particular to examine your pedi-

gree."

A sense of guilt damped the man's fire. The jail episode

was not the only thing he had concealed.

" If you're sorry you married me we can separate," he mur-
mured.

" Separate—aren't we separated enough ? Do you mean you'd
like a divorce ? Oh no, not for this child. So that you may

f ?
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marry one of your fine ladies. Perhaps make an honest woman
of her?"

» Rosina !" He sprang to his feet, thundering. The image
of Eleanor Wyndwood swept invol-intarily before him, and he
felt that this coarse-tongued woman had profaned it.

She flinched before the cry, but parodied it daringly
«' Matthew !"

He flung from the room. Billy prodded fraptieally after him.
" Don^t go, Matt ! Don't go ! You'll never come back again."
The piteous appeal sounded like a prophecy. He paused in

the hall, irresolute.

Fosina laughed hysterically. "You had better go with him,
Billy, if you're so frightened. And f-ood riddance to the pair
of you. I've got my bread and butter, thank God. My chil-
dren sha'n't starve, if their father does desert them."

" Let me go, Billy," he said, hoarsely, shaking off the cripple's
clutch. " I can't breathe here. Come with me—write to me—
do what you like." He opened the hall-door and closed it be-
hind him, and dashed against his children coming back through
the gate, with their mouths full of almond-rock. Clara caught
at the skirts of his coat.

"Don't go away again, father," she mumbled, peevishly.
" Mother cries for you ii, the night, and I can't get to sleep."
He swayed as if struck by a bullet. Then he took the little

girl's sticky hand, and suffered himself to be led back through
the area door. As Clara unlatched it he heard her mother sob-
bing hysterically above. The servant's foolish face peeped,
white and scared, from the kitchen door, and made his own
scarlet with shame.

"Your mistress is ill," he muttered, and ran hastily up-stairs.
Rosina detected his footstep, and the sobs changed back to

frenzied laughter. Then she controlled both by sheer Dride, all

the steel in her springing back unsnapped from its bend, and
she opposed a mocking smile to his discomfited concern. The
strength that had kept her silent for years was now summoned
to undo the effects of speech.

" What have you forgotten ?" she asked, tauntingly. " Have
you come back for your good-bye kiss or your umbrella or
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what ? Kisses, they're off ; we're an old married couple now, hut

I don't want to stick to your nmhrella. It might be a present

from somebody nice. Is there an umbrella about, Billy ? No ?

Dear me ! Then it must be that rose. Ah, but Davie gave me

that." She called down the stairs. " Wasn't it you that gave

me the rose, Davie ? Yes, and I'm not going to give it back.

Don't be afraid, dear. Mummy won't give away her darling's

present. Did 'um bruise himself to give it to me? Poor

Davie !"

There was a hectic flush on her cheek ; her voice rang false.

Matthew was afraid.

" Well, good-bye," she jerked, after a pause. " What are you

waiting for ?"

" Don't go away," whispered Billy, nervously, shattered by

the scenes of the afternoon. " Come to the study ;
she'll cool

down soon."

The suggestion commended itself to Matthew. It seemed

cowardly to leave this hysteric couple to themselves. He de-

scended the kitchen stairs once more, and passed along the cor-

ridor that led to his old studio, now turned into a workroom for

Billy, and fitted up with bookshelves, whose contents hid the

whitewashed walls. A writing-table, littered with papers, occu-

pied the centre of the floor, and piles of manuscript showed

within a little angle cupboard, whose door swung open. There

were several reproductions of his brother's works roughly stuck

on the wall—one a valuable engraving.signed by the artist; and

the " Triumph of Bacchus " was already represented in two

shapes—once by the half-page cut out of " The Season's Pict-

ures," and again by a full-page photograph of it from the

Graphic.

" It's a shame they don't make you an A.R.A., Matt," said

Billy. " Your pictures get more advertisement for the Academy

than almost anybody else's."

" For God's sakej don't talk of that now," said the painter,

brokenly. His eye noted curiously that ancient engraving of

•< The Angelus," miraculously preserved to be one of Billy's

treasures, by the world's refusal to give more than eighteen-

pence fc it.
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false.

occu-

lt was a poor representative of the original, but the other

ornaments of the study seemed to him tawdry in comparison.

His taste had changed : the picture attracted him now. With-

out analyzing—the turmoil of his mind did not permit that

—

he had an impression of sincerity, of sympathetic vision, of

work done inftvitably ; not, like his own work, from cleverness.

Despair of his life and his Art mingled in one dark paroxysm

as he dropped upon a chair and laid his head upon the writing-

table.

" Don't, you may get your hair sticky;" said Billy. " I don't

think it's quite dry—I was just pasting it in before you came."

He withdrew the album from under his brother's head—the

pious compilation with which he fed at once his jealousy and

his pride. " I suppose you saw that little sketch of your life in

* Our Celebrities ' this month?"

Matthew did not answer.

" It's not quite accurate, you know," went on Billy. " It says

you're a bachelor, and that you were born in Canada, and so on.

But that doesn't matter. There are always mistakes, and, of

course, nobody knows about Rosina. Listen !
* The eldest child

of a prosperous Canadian farmer, he gave early evidence of tal-

ent, and was sent to England to study art, and soon became the

favorite pupil at Grainger's well-known Art School in central

London, where he studied under Tarmigan, a frigid artist who at

one time enjoyed considerable repute. Later, Mr. Strang pur-

sued his studies in Paris and Rome, and, returning to London

with ripened art, sought and obtained the suffrages of the

Academicians with his picture entitled " Motherhood," since

so familiar to the public in countless reproductions, and the

herald of a career of uniform success. Next year his classic

picture
—'

"

" My God ! Do you want to drive me mad ?" roared the sick

lion, raising his head. " I know all about it."

" You needn't bully ray head off," said Billy, pettishly. " I

asked you if you'd seen it."

" It's copied from People of the Time.^'' groaned the painter.

He clinched his fists in a blind rage against the universe. This

was what the public read and believed about his life—bis life,

H
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^ith its Slow, sick struggles, its inner and outer discords, its

poiunaut pathos. And this was what he read and beheved about

other men. Good God ! What was behind their lives, the lives

of his fellows, whose smooth histories he read in biographical

summaries? The possibilities of the human tragedy frightened

him Then the realities of the human farce seized him nd he

terrified Billy by a long peal of sardonic laughter.
^^

The laughter ceased suddenly. " Go and see how she is, he

commanded the shuddering Billy, and the poor cripple, now ess

frightened of Rosina taan of his brother, sped away as fast as

his crutch could carry him.
rni a i »

"

Left alone, the painter looked abstractedly at - The Ange us

and it drifted his thoughts back to the time when he had tried

to sell it for bread. How happy were those times of youthful

aspiration, when all things were new and all things were true

and hunger itself was but a sauce to eke out the scanty meal

What was starvation to this terrible hunger for happiness what

the want of money to this want of something to ive for? Ah,

money was nothing ;
money troubles were mental figments It

was the cark of life that kiUed-money or nc money Ch to be

young and free again ; free to be a slave to Art
!

How hollow

it all was-this fame, this running about, this Society that wel-

corned him, as he had truly told Billy, like a kind of monstrosity

!

He had been happier when he had toiled in this
J;

tie white-

washed studio, even after his mistaken marriage The lines of

the poet in whom he had read most of late fell from his lips

like an original personal cry :

«' Oh I could lie down like a tired child,

And weep away this sordid life of care."

And thus Billy found bim, his head on the desk, his shoul-

ders heaving convulsively.

" Matt !" he cried, timidly.

" Well !" in muffled accents.

" She's gone to her room and locked herself in. She says

you're not to come near her any more ever."

A lon« silence. «... ^ ^.r. is..*

" But I dare say it '11 blow over, Matt. This ^s not the ftrst
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time she's been taken like that, though you've not been here to

bear it."

A lon|]^or silence.

Billy cuclj;cllcd his brain to rouse his brother.

" I saw Ruth Hailey a month ago," he said at last. This

time he succeeded in evoking an indifferent monosyllable.

"Yes?"
" Yes. She called here to see us—she was in London. She

had got our address from Abner Preep before leaving America.

I gave her the address of your studio, but she said she was un-

certain whether she would have time to look you up. She seems

to be secretary to M . Verder, the Woman's Rights woman,

goes about with her everywhere. Linda Vcrdcr's lectures—you

remember them at the St. James's Hall in July. She's in Scot-

land now, and later on, Ruth writes to me (for I asked her to

correspond with me a little) they're going to Paris for a course,

under the patronage of the American Embassy. They'll stay

in Paris some time, as Linda Verder wants a rest badly, and

has a lot of American friends there. Then they go to Australia

and New Zealand. Curious, isn't it ?"

" How did she look ?"

" Ruth? Oh, she's gone off a good deal, to my thinking. She

must be getting pretty old now—about as old as you, which is

young for a man, but old for a woman. But her eyes ire fine,

and there's a sweetness— I can't describe it. She sj,ys she

used to teach Sunday-school in the States, and, though she en-

joys travelling -vbout, regrets having had to give up her class.

Fancy ! She used to be r>uch a smart girl, too, and I should

have tl ought the deacon had disgusted her with religion. You

know s.ie won't have anything to do with him."

" Is he still alive ?"

" Oh, he's just as spry as ever. His father's curled up his

toes, though. Old Hey had the ok man from Digby to live

with him, and they used to go at it hammer and tongs,"

Billy could extract no further answer. But he would not let

hJs hrntlip; an that niffht. iusistinff he must sleep with him as

usual in the spare bed in his bedroom.

About nine o'clock Rosina sent a specially nice supper for
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two down to the study. Matthew roused himself to cat a morsel

to keep Billy company, and then, before going to his sleepless

couch in Billy's room, bethought himpclf of whiling away the

time by answering some letters which had been bulking his

inner coat-pocket for days. One of these was a reverential re-

quest for an autograph, addressed from a fine-sounding country

house, and backed by the compulsive seduction of a stamped

envelope.

His emotions were exhausted. lie wrote apathetically, " Yours

truly, Matthew Strang," writing very near the top of the note-pa-

per for fear of fraud, and cutting off the Camden Town heading.

The celebrity was at home for once.

CHAPTER VI

A DEVONS^^TRE IDYL

1-! !

If. i

'V

The old-fashioned yellow coach, top-heavy with pyramidal

luggage, rattled along the Devonshire coast, striking its apex

against over-arching boughs, and Matthew Strang sat on the

box-seat, forgetting London in the prospect of Elea-ior Wynd-
wood and in the view of white and red houses scattered like

wild-flowers about a steep green hill overhanging the curve of

a lovely bay.

For Rosina had continued obdurate and invisible ; she had

sent np breakfast from the kitchen without appearing, and '/ith

an irritating air of cooking for a gentleman-boarder, and he,

fretful and anguished after a wretched wakeful night, had fled,

snarling even at Billy, who would have stayed him further.

The remembrance of her cantankerousness and of his own ill-

humor had accompanied him all the way to Devonshire, but the

sight of the sea— rolling vast and green and sun-dimpled

—

the wrinkled unaging sea, had calmed him. His burdens fell

from him. The last yap^srs of London, the tor] miasma oi

the packed streets, the cabbage odors of Camden Tow^i, wer§

blown afar ; he drew deep breaths of the delicious air,
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were

How lucky it was Rosina had shied at the suggestion which

he had thrown out on the reckless impulse of a desperace mo-

ment ! How could thry possibly live together any more? To
draw the same atmc sphere with her was stifling; and at the

thought his deep inspirations took on a new v( luptuousness of

freedom regained. Decidedly he had not counted the cost

when the qi'ixotic proposal sprang to his lips. Bor that atmos-

phere meant death to his soul— nothing less; dei/'" to all his

new "tirrings and yearnings—asphyxiation to his Art. Ah ! the

goo.i .It air, let it blow on his ^'rce forehead, let it play among

his early-graying locks. Let it whisper the brave dreams of

youth till the nimble blood tingles and the eyes are wet with

te. Let him feel the freshness of morning, though the sun

is hastening westward, and the best of the day is spent. The

coachman blows his horn, and the hills are filled with the echoes

of romance. Away with the clogging mists and the moral fogs

of the town, away wit'i the moody vision of a uarrow-souled

'rago in a gray house in a drab labyrinth, and ho ! for the en-

chanted cliffs and waters, where loveliness broods liks light over

earth and sea, and a spirit that is half a woman and half the

soul of all beauty waits with swelling bosom and kindling eyes.

Oh, the bonny horses, the spanking quartette, how they sweep

round the curves and dash down the dales, and how gallantly

the ruddy-faced driver holds them in the hollow of his hand 1

What delightful villages, primitive as the rough stone of which

they are built, what quaint old hostels and archaic stn ^

steeped in the mingled scent of the sea and the moors ! 7 d

be old-world orchards, here be cosey cottages and sweet home ;'

gardens, gay with nasturtiums and hollyhocus and scarlet-run-

ners, with roses and pansies.

Ta-ra 1 Ta-ra-ra-ra ! Ta-ra 1 The driver airily salutes the after-

noon. Over the ferny walls of the Devonshire lanes, the out-

side passengers behold the red crags perching picturesquely on

the sea-front like petrified monsters of an earlier era, and the

trail of redder gold quivering acoss the great water ; '.ae wind

rises and flecks the shimmering green as with a flock of skim-

ming sea-birds. Oh, the beauty of the good round earth, the

beauty forgotten and blotted out in the reeking back streets or
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great cities ! Oh, gracious privilege of the artist, to seize a

moment of the flowing loveliness of all things ; to pass it

through the alembic of his soul, and give it back transfigured

and immortal.

"To feel Beauty growing under tne's hand." The words

were Eleanor's— they chimed celetially in his ears, not as

words, but as her words, stored up as in a phonograph with

every dainty intonation, but with their music sweetened rather

than deadened. All she had ever said to him he could recall as

from a box of heavenly airs. Every syllable had the golden

cadence of poesie. To love her was to be young again, fit for

eveiy high emprise, sensitive to every tremor of fantasy and
romance.

» Stiff collar-work that, sir."

The driver's tongue was clattering tirelessly—of his horses,

which, more sensible than men, wouldn't touch a drop more than

was good for them ; of his life on the box from boyhood, his

casy-p ng content, his pioneer daughter, the firsu in those parts

to we spectacles ; his pleasure in seeing gentlefolk come down
to circulate the money, his scorn of chapel - goers ; but Mat-

thew Strang's private phonograph was performing with equal

indefatigability, and his spirit leaped incessantly from one to

the other, touched to a large geniality for horn-blowing hu-

manity.

The sun was sinking royally in the sea, like a Viking in his

burning vessel, when the coach obligingly drew up with a flour-

ish of the horn and a scattering of chickens and a barking of

dogs at the farm where Herbert had his headquarters. He was
disappointed not to find Herbert there to receive him, as he

had telegraphed his advent ; but just as he was corj ifortably in-

stalled and was beginning to wonder whether he should start

dining alone, that ever-young gentleman galloped up, flushed

with health and sun and exercise, and, leaping from his horse,

gave Matthew such hearty greeting that the painter had a grate-

ful sense of being welcomed to an ancient seignorial home by a

pitabic 3qui~"t\..JX ] I. Ia-VI
lu.

«• I've been working at the portrait," Herbert explained, as-

cending to his room with his hand affectionately on the shoulder
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of Matthew, who was thus forced to remount the stairs. " Of

course I keep my painting kit at their place. And a jolly old

place it is, with the sea cleaning the doorsteps, or pretty nearly.

They're beastly comfortable, with their London servants and

carriages, and they've a motherly old person who seems a combi-

nation of cook and chaperon, and turns out delicious dishes, and

they've taken on a native girl to help them—a sweet simple

creature with cheeks like strawberries and cream. Do you re-

member the lady who said strawberaes and cream needed only

to be forbidden to be an ecstasy? These are forbidden. Oh,

don't look glum, I haven't indulged. Forbidden fruit is out of

season. I'm tired of it. It's generally canned. And I have

had too much of the foreign brands—ugh 1 I can see the litter

of broken tins, I'm developing a healthy taste for the fresh-

growing article, without any prohibitive tariff."

Matthc iV turned to grasp his friend's hand silently, as though

sealing some compact. He felt it was Eleanor whose magnetism

had uplifted Herbert to that reverence for womanhood he him-

self had always entertained. It was impossible to live under

her spell and remain coarse. And, paradoxically enough, he

was glad Herbert was living on a higher plane—it strengthened

him in his own purely spiritual devotion to the beautiful friend

of his soul. How stupid to have hesitated ; how commonplace

and ignoble to have gone to see Rosina for fear of Eleanor's in-

fluence upon him. Like the old Roman, he had lost a day. And

he had uselessly harrowed his soul to boot.

And yet, perhaps, not altogether uselessly, he reflected con-

solingly. The visit had laid the ghost of remorse ; the full day-

light had been turned upon the situation ; he had seen beyond

reach of further doubt that he was not to blame for it ; that he

was the victim of the blind tragedr of circumstance. True, the

full daylight had also revealed that Rosina was taking the situ-

ation far more tragically than he had ever allowed himself to

suspect ; it was pitiful, but it could not be helped. His own

mother had fared far worse, her living death had taught him

resentful resignation to thu vvof^^iugs Oi late Nu T>.

be put on one side. He had lost happiness ; his Art at least

must be saved.

1^ 1
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Waiting for Herbert to change his clothes, he looked out of
the ivy-wreathed, diamond - paned casement, and saw a lonely
white wraith of a moon glimmering in the great spaces over the
great lonely deep, and heard the moan of the waves under the
wind's lash, and watched the sunset dying in pale greens and
pinks and saffrons ; and so, in an exalted mood, went down to
dinner.

It was getting towards nine o'clock when the cousins lit their
cigars and strolled along the cliffs, their feet taking them west-
wards, where phosphorescent streaks of light green lingered in
the sky, sending out thinner lucent shoots to join the eastern
gray.

" I'll show you the house—it's not more than a mile," Herbert
volunteered.

" We can't call to-night," said Matthew.
" What

!
Not with a madcap like Olive ? You don't mind

my calling her Olive, do you, old man ?"

" No," laughed Matthew.
" Well, then I If I may call her Olive, why mayn't I call on

her in the evening? But that's an argument rather in Olive's
vein, though it appears to puzzle you—ha! ha! ha! But you
mustn't bring your London etiquette down here with you, my
boy," he went on in a harangue tempered by puffs " you'd
better send it back by the carrier to-morrow if you packed it in
your luggage by mistake. We're in another world, and in an
earlier century. What a superficial view to think contempora-
ries live in the same century ! These people—as yet unsophis-
ticated by the tourist— are living in the seventeenth century
A.D. at the latest ; they'd burn Olive for a witch if they knew
her as I do, the droll elf, with her masculine brain and her
tricksy femininity. I think I've lived in every place and time
under the sun. I've been with fourteenth-century brigands and
sixth-century monks. And in Jerusalem with the Jews I was
back in the b.c. ages. I really think all the centuries live side
by side. There must have been a.d. people in the b.c. times,
just as there are u.c. people living in a.u. times. Fancy think-
ing these bucolics an evolutionary advance on Pericles and
Horace. Evolutioa must move like those waves down below
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sending scouts out here and there far in advance of the general

march of the waters, whenever there's a hollow curve in the

coast. I'm a twenty-fifth century man myself, which makes the

nineteenth call me godless and immoral. But what were we
talking about?"

" Goodness knows. Oh, I know—

"

" I'm aware you are goodness incarnate," interpolated Her-

bert.

" I was saying we couldn't call on Mrs. Wyndwood to-night."

" Ah, but why shouldn't Mrs. Wyndwood want a stroll after

dinner as much as we ? I told her of your wire. What more

natural than that they should stroll eastward?" And Herbert

smiled mysteriously, as one with experience. " I told you we

made our own et;iquette—laws are for the benefit of the com-

munity. We are the CGriimunity, we four, the only civilized

beings in a loutish world. We began as a triumvirate, but your

coming has changed the form of government. You are the

fourth party. We are now—what shall I say ?—a constitu-

tional quartette."

As Ilerbert rattled on, Matthew felt more and more the fas-

cination of his gay cousin, whose white teeth flashed as face-

tiously as in the days of yore, and whose lissome figure was a

continuous pleasure to the artistic eye. Gratitude mingled with

his admiration ; but for Herbert's ingenuity he would never

have been a citizen of the earthly paradise that was opening

before him. The smoke of his cigar rose like incense on the

solemn air, upon which the sound of the wind and the sea broke

like a hush. Under foot were gorse and bracken, mixed with

sparse sprouts of grass; overhead a rich yellow half-moon^

partly hidden by scowling clouds, but throwing a band of pale

gold, that changed with the deepening dusk to rippling silver,

across the sombre bay, in whose distant cliffs the lights of vague

scattered villages twinkled mysteriously, suggesting romantic

windows of illumined hollow chambers in the steep rock. And

presently white figures were seen advancing slowly to meet

them, pausing each instant as if to drink in the beauty of the

night.

" Ah, there they are !" cried Herbert,
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" No, there are three of them," said Matthew, in disappointed

tones.

" That's the maid, carrying a reserve of wraps, you duffer

!

Don't throw away your cigar. There's Olive herself with a

cigarette, if ray eyes do not deceive me."

But Matthew Strang's cigar went out ere the two parties

—

sauntering more slowly than before they had become uncon-

scious of each other—were startled to find themselves face to

face. His heart was beating furiously as if he were really

startled by the apparition of a queenly figure and a lovely

flushed face on the background of the night. A smile danced

in the eyes and parted the red lips with an expressio^a of more

eager welcome than had ever been accorded him in town ; and

there was a more intimate pressure in the clasp of the warm
hand, subtly heralding a new phase in their friendship, in this

disappearance of the conventional stage properties of the fash-

ionable human scene, in this isolation amid the primitiveness

of nature, and of a humanity simpler than their own ; while

Miss Regan's cigarette and her frank laugh and hand-shake

indicated less subtly, but no less pleasantly, the commence-

ment of a semi-Bohemian artistic period which loomed more

agreeably to Matthew than any of the periods Herbert had

boasted of living in.

" Welcome to the Creamery," said Olive, " or rather to the

Ice-Creamery, as we've had to call it lately."

"Then why don't you put on your wraps?" said Matthew,

anxiously.

" Oh, it's comparatively tropical to-night, and we had to give

Primitiva a pretext for accompanying us. This is Primitiva

[nee Rose) the ex-post." The pretty lass ma<1e a courtesy. " She

was the post, you know, when we first came. She used to bring

letters from the post-office, which is near you, and our first

acquaintance with the post was to find it in tears because it had

lost a letter of ours. She had dropped it en route.''''

" Was it an important letter?" asked Matthew.

"That is very nearly a bull, Mr. Strang," replied Olive.

" However, as the letter was picked up by a coast-guard, 1 am
able to tell you it wasn't of the slightest importance—merely a
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request from Mr. Harold Lavender to be allowed to dedicate
his next book of poems to Nor. Still it might have been im-

portant; it might have contained a P.O.M."
" Do you mean a poem or a post-office order ?" laughed Mrs,

Wyndwood, turning a flippant face towards Matthew's, over
which a cloud had come like that now entirely over the
moon.

" Neither," said Olive, gravely ; " a P.O.M., a proposal of mar-
riage. But wasn't it odd to see the post crying ? I fell in love

with her at once. I saw that such a quaint creature would do
more good to me than to Her Majesty's service, and so, hey,

presto ! she was whisked from the post-office and cuanged into

a tire-woman."

" And, oh ! what a refreshing contrast with the London ser-

vant," added Mrs. Wyndwood. " Primitiva is ^eally a servant.,

not a critic on the hearth."

" Yes," said Olive, " she believes that all London ladies

smoke, and considers Nor eccentric for not indulging. And
whatever I tell her is gospel ; she thinks Fm like George Wash-
ington—invariably truthful."

" Then she thinks you eccentric, too," aaid Herbert, smiling

back.

Olive's eyes danced ; her lips quivered trying to keep back
the smile of response.

" Save your cynicism for town, sir," she said. " Primitiva

doesn't think anything of the kind. The world is not a whited

sepulchre to 1 r It is lucky I removed her from the sphere of

your blighting ..ifluence."

"Yes," grumbled Herbert. "She's our farmer's daughter.

Matt. And she might have hovered about our dinner-table."

" I couldn't leave Marguerite in the way of Faust," said Olive,

plumply.

Matthew Strang winced ; Miss Regan's plain speaking grated

upon him, and he saw that Mrs. Wyndwood had lowered her

eyes in like annoyance and had commenced to walk homewards.
And he resented this preoccupation with Priraitiva ; he feared

she was going to play the part of the dog, Roy. Herbert

hummed an operatic bar or two and broke off laughing : " I
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wish 1 had Faust's voice. A lovely tenor voice was apparently

among the profits of his bargain with the devil."

Miss Regan laughed merrily. "Are you going back, Nor?"

she called out.

' Yes," said Mrs. Wyndwood. " We must say good-night."

"Oh, we must see you home," protested Matthew, as he

moved to her side.

" There's really no need," she returned. " We sha'n't meet

anybody."
" But it's so dark," said Matthew, for the moon still dallied

behind its cloud-rack, and threw only a faint wavering circle

of light on the weird water, though the stars were now clear

enough.
" Then, come along !'' cried Olive, bounding forwards, from

Herbert's side, rather to his disgust. "Run straight home,

Primitiva." And, waving her cigarette-tip in the darkness, she

disappeared in the earth like a red witch.

Herbert dashed after her down the cliff descent. The exhil-

aration of their spirits caught Eleanor. She was swallowed

down abruptly. Matthew followed more cautiously, wondering.

And then began a mad, unforgetable, breakneck, joyous scram-

ble in the darkness down the steepest and craggiest of roughly

worn paths, diversified by great sheer gaps without foothold for

a goat, down which they had to drop. At first Matthew tried

to steady and help himself by clutching at the vegetation and

bushes through which the path broke, but it was all black-

berry-bushes and prickly gorse, and his involuntary interjec-

tions were answered by peals of mocking laughter from the in-

visible pioneer below.

" How do you like seeing us home 1" she called up.

But Matthew was rapt far beyond the sting of taunts and

blackberry -bushes. Mrs. Wyndwood was only a few inches

ahead of him ; every moment she turned to cheer him on, and

her face was close to his, and the divine darkness was filled

with light and perfume. Twice or thrice in this topsy-turvy

harum-scarum descent she gave him a helping hand, as one

familiar with the ground, and he took it with no sense of un-

manliness. " Be careful here," she said once, " or the brambles
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will scratch your face," and she looked up adorably from her
insecure perch below, holding the prickly net-work apart with
her upper arm as he slid cautiously towards her, blissfully con-
scious that this sharing of common—if petty—peril was bring-
ing them together beyond the reach of ceremonial coldness for
evermore. Sometimes the gray sea showed below through the
interstices on the left, and its dull boom mingled with the
gentle swish of the wind and the gurgle of a little waterfall.

The last twenty feet were the worst, and they were aggravated
by the banter of the couple safely below. Herbert had never
caught up with Olive, who had skeltered down like a wild-cat,

leaving a trail of gay ejaculations ; but Mrs. Wyndwood herself

had to be helped in the precipitous windings of the base, with
its tiny niche£ of crumbling stone at long intervals, and now
in sweet revenge Matthew held her hand to steady her from
above, while below Herbert waited with open arms for her final

jump. An odd recollection of his climbing down the steeple in

Economy flashed through his brain, as he himself half slipped,

half leaped to the ground, hot and red and breathless ; and grati-

tude for the miraculous metamorphosis in his fortunes added to

the tenderness of his mood. How good it was to be alive

there in the brave night, moneyed and famous and still young,
glowing with physical well-being—amid a joyous human com-
pany, with a delightful friend and cousin, and two brilliant and
beautiful ladies, both members of that fashionable world which
had once filled him with envious bitterness, and one of them a

woman whose presence made everything magical. Rosina was
very shadowy now.

They seemed in a great closed circle, walled by cliffs, with a

roof fretted by stars. Two glooming pools made dark patches

in the lighter soil, and they heard the stir of fish.

" A deserted stone quarry," 01iv3 explained.

" There are carp in the pools," said Herbert.

" We live outside," said Mrs. Wyndwood.
" It's nearer over the cliff and more ladylike," added Olive.

*' It was hardly fair to Mr. Matthew Strang, though," Eleanor

remarked, smihng. " We've all learned the way in the daylight.

When you see it in the morning, Mr. Strang, you'll find it some-
27
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times within a few inches of the sheer precipice, and if you liad

caught hold of the bushes to stay your fall you would have

dropped them like a hornet's nest. We ought to have warned

him—in the dark, too."

" If we had warned him he would have fallen," laughed Olive,

gayly. " Anybody could walk a four-inch plank over a preci-

pice if he thought it was on the ground. Ignorance is salvation.

But you will have to come in, Strangs, and brush yourselves be-

fore you go. What a nuisance your both having the same

name. When I insult Mr. Herbert I shall excite the animosity

of Mr. Matthew, and vice versa. I really think, Nor, we shall

have to call them by their Christian names."

" Only when they're together," said Mrs. Wyndwood, smiling.

" We must always stick together, Matt," cried Herbert, with

jocose enthusiasm. " Your hand. Matt."

" We might call one the Painter," began Mrs. Wyndwood,

" and the other—"
" No, that's ungrateful," Olive remonstrated, " after the beau-

tiful success Mr. Herbert has made of you."

" I meant Mr. Herbert," replied Eleanor, roguishly, and for

once Olive had no retort ready.

" No, even taking the portrait into account, Matt's the Paint-

er," said Herbert, placing his hand lovingly on the shoulder of

his friend, who thrilled with a sense of his cousin's large-heart-

edness. " Call me the Playwright."

" You are both Painters," Miss Regan persisted. " But the

problem is solved— one is Mr. Herbert and the other Mr.

Matthew." She took Eleanor's arm and led the way to the

house.

"Since when are you a playwright, Mr. Herbert?" asked

Matthew, as they fell a little into the rear.

" None of your sarcasm, you beggar. I've always been a

playwright. Don't you remember my doing a burlesque for the

Academy students ? I'm writing a comedy in the evenings—the

lessee of the Folly is a friend of mine— I must make some

that hundred nounds I owe vou—and Imone'
. »»

know I'm not going to make it by painting.'

" But surely you will let me know if you want anything,"
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said Matthew, with genuine concern, for there seemed some-
thing immoral in the idea of Herbert feeling the pinch of need
to say nothing of his shock at finding that his cousin had run
through all that money. Herbert had, indeed, several times
hinted at his impecuniosity, but Matthew had never taken him
seriously.

Herbert shook his head. « I know you're a brick, old chap
but a hundred pounds is as much as I care to owe any one
man." ''

" But you don't consider me any one man."
" Ah

!
it's awfully good of you to remember that I did as

much for you— comparatively speaking— in your tenpenny
times, but still it isn't quite agreeable to find one's bread on the
waters after many days. I never did like soaked bread, evenm milk. The most I could do would be to let you settle up
every week with Primitiva's father. But it's really halves, mini
you, and when my comedy is produced, you'll have to reckon
with me. They like what Pve written-the women—they thii.k
It '11 make a hit—I read them the night's work after lunch the
next day—of course, I always lunch with them after the morn-
ing's sitting. Ah, here we are !"

They had emerged from the sheltered quarry and met the
smack of the salt wind from the moaning sea-front. A lawn
ran out to meet the pebbly beach, from which it was separated
by a low stone wall

; the ancient slate-roofed house stood out
radiantly cheerful against the dusky background of the night
and the cliffs. Primitiva was at the door looking out anxiously,
and a man-servant shared her anxiety, or at least her vigil.

" How delightful !" exclaimed Matthew.
" Yes, weren't we lucky ?" said Mrs. Wyndwood. » It's an old

family residence. The owner kept it untenanted for thirty years
and has never consented to let it before."

'

The ladies took off their things while the men brushed them-
selves in the hall, where, divided by a heavily carved barometer,
a pair of faded oil-paintings hung—a gentleman in a wig and a
•ady m a coif. These reminded Miss Regan that Matthew must
see how splendidly Herbert's portrait of Mrs. Wyndwood had
turned out after all. « The rogue 1" she cried. " As soon as

i'tj:i

i!l
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he thought the sittings were to cease, the picture picked up
wonderfully

! And now he's dilly-dallying with it again !"

So they wandered through the large rambling house with its
old-fashioned belongings till they reached the room which Her-
bert had been allowed to usf^ as a studio. Matthew saw with
joy that Herbert had let the glorious face and figure be as he
himself had painted them in that spurt of inspiration, and had
confined his own attention to the rainutia) of the dress, which
was ne irly finished. Olive held a lamp to it, awaiting his
praises. He had a moment of embarrassment.

" She is very beautiful," he said, ambiguously, but raptu-
rously. Then, turning to Herbert, he added, heartily, " If your
comedy is only as good, old fellow—

"

" It will be," said Mrs. Wyndwood, enthusiastically. " Who
should write comedy if not a man like Mr. Strang—I mean Mr.
Herbert—a man who has seen the manners of men and cities ?

I should think he could do it even better than he can paint."
" lint he has one disadvantage," said Olive, gloomily. " He

is witty."

Herbert stood bowing with his hand on his breast in mock
acknowledgment. His boyish face looked flushed and handsome
m the lamplight. Matthew had a spasm of despair—a momen-
tary sense of being an outsider.

" Don't practise your footlights bow here," said Olive. " No
one has called * author !'

"

"
'
Many are called, but few chosen,' " quoted Herbert.

" I wonder how I should come out under your brush ?" said
Eleanor, turning to Matthew. His black fit vanished ; he was
taken back again into the charmed circle. But the question
remained awkward.

" Not more beautiful than this," he murmured. " Perhaps you
will give me the pleasure. I am here to paint—partly, that is."'

" Perhaps in town
; not here. I want to be out and about.

Olive, we must give them something before they go back through
the cold night."

^

Olive ranff the bell anfl nrdprpd rpfrpoViTTinpf t^k^,. «j-'-., j

to the drawing-room, a spacious apartment, with strange heavy
antique furniture and curious bronzes and vases, the ensemble
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made more quaint by the irrelevant presence of a grandfather's

chair, with its high, stiff canvas back.

•' I fished that up from the kitchen," said Olive. " It's jolly

to sit there and imagine one's self an old crone nodding to one's

last sleep."

She ! "ited herself upon it forthwith, nid-nodding, and against

the whitt canvas her dark face shone, lovely and young and more
provoking by the suggestive contrast.

Herbert stood over her, fidgeting, his fingers drumming ner-

vously on the canvas awning.

She sprang up and threw back the lid of a mahogany instru-

ment, and began to play a joyous melody.

Matthew had seated himself in an arm-chair near the window.
Eleanor, her superb arms and neck bare, was opposite him, a

wonderful white vision in the vsoft-toned light. He caught her

eyes and they smiled at him, the friendly smile that means noth-

ing and everything.

As Olive touched the keys, his breast grew tenderer' where
had he heard those tinkling harmonies before ? His dead child-

hood came back to him for a moment—it was a harpsichord, and
the last person he had heard playing it was Ruth Hailey. A
vision of her girlish figure flitted before him, then passed into

the picture of the young woman with the sweet earnest eyes that

Billy had conjured up, then faded into the sweeter vision of real-

ity, as, through eyes still misty, he saw Eleanor's bosom softly

rising and falling with the melody, the joyous soul of which

sparkled in her eager eyes. The tune grew merrier, madder.

Herbert was at the player's side now ; he was talking to her as

her long, white fingers darted among the keys. Suddenly the

music jarred and stopped ; Olive leaped up and ran to the win-

dow and threw it open, and a cold wind swept in, and the sol-

emn sobbing of the waves.

•' There it is," she cried, " the great lonely blackness, roaring

outside like a wild beast in its lonely agony. We shut it out

with our walls, and hang them with pictures and plaques, but

there it is all the same, and all our tapestries cannot quite dead-

en its wail. Don't you hear it in the darkness, don't you hear

it crying out there—the pain of the world ?"

.J
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Mrs. Wyndwood sprang up in alarm and closed the win-
dow.

"Olive, Olive, calm yourself," she said, tenderly, pressing the
girl's face to her boBora.

^

Olive broke from her with a peal of laughter. " You look
as if you had seen a ghost. Nor. Are you afraid of the black
night that you shut it out ? Are you out of tune with it al-
ready ?"

" You exaggerate the pain of the world, dearest," said Elea-
nor, soothingly.

Ilerbert looked startled. " The pain of the world ?" he said
"The futility of the world, you mean. People eat and dink
and go to theatres, and over their graves the parson prates of
infinities and immortalities. Religion is too big for us. We're
hke mice in a cathedral."

"You are right." Olive dropped wearily into the grandfa-
ther s chair. " God said, ' Let man be,' and nascitur ridiculus
mus^

Eleanor's eyes kindled. "We are small most times," she saia.
But there are moments when, as Wordsworth says

:

"
'S'^"^'^

^'*''®' ""''"S^* ^''P®' *"*^ ^^'t'^'s transcendent dower.We feel that we are greater than we know.'

rm not afraid, Olive. There! I open the window again.
Come and iook-not at the black night, but up at the stars

"

Matthew's soul melted in worship. He moved to her side
and, refreshed by the cool sea air, lifted his eyes to tlio far-
sprinkled vault where the moon had now suffused the dark
clouds which seemed to have grown light and porous. The
two infinities of sky and sea brooded together in the night, in-
effably solemn. °

Olive would not budge. " The stars !" she shuddered. "Biff
lonely worlds." °'

Mrs. Wyndwood did not hear her. " Ah, there's the Piough "
she said; "and there's the Polar Star in a straight line, and
there s Cassiopeia. And that's all I know. But, oh 1 surely
they are naveus of rest, where tlie tears are wiped from all faces

''

t gr voice : altered, her face was rapt as in prayer.
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"Won't you put something over your shoulders ?" Matthew
said, anxiously.

" No
; it's quite warm. Unless perhaps we take a turn up

and down the beach before you go; shall we? It looks so
divine out there."

He was startled and intoxicated by th p-oposal.
•* Won't you come, too, Olive ? It's nearly ten o'clock. We

must be sending them home to their farm, or Primitiva's father
will bar the door. Already we liav^ leputation for witchcraft
because our house shines afar at eleven o'clock, a beacon of evil

to all the neighboring hamlets. In London we should just be
preparing to go out."

«« I am tired, Nor. You can have a turn, if you like. You
go, too, Mr. Herbert"

Herbert hesitated. "No, it wouldn't be fair to leave you
alone."

" Does company prevent one from being alone ?"

" Vvegot to I. ive a turn in a moment, anyhow," said Herbert,
weakly. " A return, alas 1"

" WVll Ipftve them to fight it out." And Mrs. Wyndwood
laid her hdr d a moment on Matthew's shoulder, thrilling him.
They went out under th< .-o 8he had takei. only .- light,

fleecy wrap, beneath whwh th-. white shoulders were half
defined, half divined. T^..^ .»ent across the lawn and thro'iTh
the gate, and crunching lightly over the little pebbles, w;. ;«•!

towards where the surf bubbled white in the grayness. All •.. tva

very still, save for the eternal monoione of the sea. There
were a few yellow glimmers from the tillages on the cliffs.

Far to the east a light-houi?e sent watery rays across the night.
They stood without speaking, in a religious ecstasy, breathing m
the salt air.

At last the delicious silence was broken by her more delicious
voice.

" I am so r^lad you came," she said, simply.
His breast swelled painfully.

" You are verv crond to mp "
J —I - — - —

.

" Oh, I Mean your cousin will have company."
" Is that all ?" he said, audaciously.
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" And then, he likes to be wit': IJiss Regan."
" Is th^t all ?"

She smiled.

"You are too ambiguous. The plain truth is that your
cousm prefers to talk to Miss Regan alone, and I didn't care
about appearing a marplot. You know the proverb."
He was never shrewd. Harassed as he had been by his

own affairs, Herbert's admiration of Olive had never struck him
as a serious passion. He conceived his cousin as a philander-
ing pe.-on. p. man of many flirtations. But now the suggest-
ion that came from Eleanor's lips seemed to throw a flood of
light on everything, even m Herbert's remark about forbidden
fruit. For once Herbert was veritably in love. In his relief
at the butterfly's choice of a definite flower he forgot to
resent Mrs. Wyndwood's reason for giving himself her com-
pany.

"Are you sure it isn't you he admires?" he asked, merely for
the pleasure of her denial.

" Oh no
!

I'm an old, staid, prosaic, mature widow. Mvrompace is o\ey," she sighed.

She never looked moro spiritual than thus in the moonlight
But he could never bring himself to the conventional compli-
ments. He asked, simply :

" And what about Miss Regan ?"

" Ah
! I should nut tell you if I knew, and I don't know I

don't profess to understand Miss Rsgan. I never knew any one
so easy to live with and so difficult to understand. But ^. she
doesn' understand herself, I don't feel Inimiliated. Of course
she has always had men at her feet, and she has refused one of
the most hnUvdnt partis in the kingdom. I was afraid she hated
men, and I'm still uncertain. If she ever does marry I think it
will be to spite her relatives, to make them lament she has
thrown herself away. Did I tell you that she quarrelled with
them all and came to live with me ?"

" Yes, yoii told me. And you wore unhappy then ?"

She passed her hand across he- eyes, but did not speak.
" You are not unhannv now 9"

She smiled. " Are you fishing for compliments )"
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"Indeed not. Only I am so sorry for you/' His voice
trembled.

*' Let us walk along," she said.

He o>^«yp(^. " You are not angry with me for being sorry ?'^

he faltered.

" No, sympathy is always sweet. Though I do not deserve
it, some people will tell you."

" What people ?" he asked, fiercely.

" Olive's people. They all say I saddened ray husband's last

hours. He was brought home dead from the hunting-field, you
know. He had been—but, no ! de mortuis nil nisi bonum."

" Tell me," he said, softly.

She began to speak, then broke off. " No, why should I tell

you ?" she said, gently.

" Because—because—I want to be your friend."

Her bosom heaved. She caught her breath.

" It was a vile sporting-house." She shuddered. " He left

me with an oath on his lips."

Matthew Strang was at boiling-point. He ground the pebbles
furiously under his foot. Oh, the infamy of Society ! That this

lily should have been handled roughly ! It was sacrilege. And
yet, in some subtle way, he felt her mo. e human than before.
She, too—painful as it was to realize it—had known the mire of
life

; she, too, this delicate flower of womanhood ! though it had
left her unsullied, ethereal still. Then she would understand what
he had gone through, she would know how coarse and unlovely
life could be. He felt strangely nearer to her heart at this mo-
ment

; some icy partition had melted away.
She ceased walking, and put both hands over her face. The

fleecy wrap quivered on her shoulders. He waited in silent rev-
erence.

" Perhaps I was inconsiderate," she said at last, lifting her face
dimmed with tears, *' not forbearing enojgh."

" You angel !" he whispered.

" You'll hear another story from his people. All—except
Olive. They will tell you that—that I am a " she smiled wist-

fully—" a flirt."

He had no words hot enough. He kicked a stone savagely.
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" The vile slanderers !" he cried. " They are all tarred with the

same brush. You're lucky to be done with them."
** There was young Gerard Erode staying- in the house, a mere

boy up from Oxford and bubbling over with Socialism. I was

interested in his theories and we had long talks, and I tried to

convert Douglas—that was my poor husband—and to persuade

him that we ought to divide our property with everybody ; but

he met me with coarse ribaldry, and said he wasn't going to

divide his wife with any man, least of all a whipper-snapper like

Gerard Erode, and feeble taunts like that, and that was the be-

ginning of our dissensions."

" Poor Mrs. Wyndwood !" he said, and felt it a sweet privi-

lege to pity her. " And so you spent your fortune on the move-

ment."

She smiled sadly. • Scarcely my fortune. Poor Douglas

never lived to inherit, and I wasn't born with a gold spoon in my
mouth, though it had a crest on it. Eut who has been telling

you about my indiscretions ?" She did not wait for an answer,

adding: " Eut, there, you know all about me now," and her pa-

thetic smile had a dazzling camaraderie^ though it flickered away
as she wound up meditatively :

" I wonder why I told you. Shall

we go in ?"

" Not yet," he pleaded, hastily. '* Oh, if you knew how
proud I am of your confidences ! That they should be made to

me—to me ! Oh, if you knew what my life has been 1" He
felt choking.

" You terrify me," she returned, lightly. " Nothing very

dreadful, I trust."

" I am nothing, nobody." He struggled with his voice. " I

have slept in the streets. I have consorted with the vilest."

" All the more honor to you that you are fine."

" Oh, if I had met you before ! You would have inspired me,

uplifted me."
" No higher than you are.

" Ah, you don't understand. I have been so poor."

" Poverty is not a crime,"

' I have been in prison."

" You were innocent !" Her face shone.
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" It was only for debt I was the victim of a bankruptcy, and
I have paid it all off since. But the stain remains."

" On the laws that put you there."

He gulped down the great lump that made his throat dry and
painful. " I was born in a poor Nova-Scotian village. No one
cared for Art."

She stooped down and plucked up a sea-pink. " See ! how
sturdily it grows among the stones!"

Now all the pent-up self-pity of the long, solitary years burst

forth in a great torrent, breaking through the proud, passionate

reserve that no living being had ever penetrated ; his soul yield

ed up its secrets in a strange blend of pride, self-depreciation,

and yearning for the woman's sympathy.
" I have had to carry the hod, to climb the mast."
" You climbed nearer heaven."
" Ah, but I swabbed the deck."

" You touched life at first hand. I have never envied you so

much as now. We never get near its secret, we idle rich."

" You glorify my past for me. I see it now as a divine edu-

cation. I have been living for false ideals. Oh, if you could

glorify my future
!"

" I should be proud to inspire it !" The flash in her eyes

passed to his.

" If I could see you every day, if I could tell you my hopes,

my dreams. But what am I asking? It is impossible. You
are the beautiful Mrs. Wyndwood, and I

—

"

" A genius, a Master ! Towering over a humble slave !"

Her eyes, swimming in tears, but shining still, like stars

through rain, sought his in humble adoration. Never had he
pictured such a look from her. He shook, divining undreamed-
of possibilities. For a moment he forgot everything. He caught

her hot hand and held it to his lips. In that frenzy of divine

fever, half fire, half tears, he felt again that love rationalized

life. An infinity of thought and emotion was concentred in the

instant ; his long, sordid struggles, his craving for happiness, the

iuniiiic ye»iiiiiig mni i-rnii;u as » uuv III r» luiitiiv iuruasi liu uau
looked up at the stars. This was the secret of his yearning,

this the flash that illumined life. And underlying and inter-

s!'

ill:
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tangled >vitli everything, an astonishment at the vast sweep of

life, the possibilities it held. Last tiight Rosina and Camden
Town ; to-night Eleanor and the sea and the stars.

She drew her hand away gently, though there was no rebuke
in the withdrawal, murmuring, ' We must be going in," and
straightway the image of Rosina arose sinister and vindictive,

her voice raucous and strained to a ghastly jocosity, crying,

" Kisses, they're off !" And then, as he moved silently to\v!irds

the house, thrilling with the memory of her hand and her look,

prisoned sobs still fluttering at his throat, he had a sudden par-

adoxical intuition that if he spoke of his wife, as he had been
on the point of doing, something would go out of the n gic

of those touches and glances, all spiritual though they were.

The figure of Rosina—sinister and vindictive—would stand be-

tween their souls, troubling their most transcendental moments.
Was not a mar's wife the natural recipient of his confidences,

the nurse of his i\rt ? And then, if Eleanor knew that he was
ashamed of his wife, that he had always passed as a bache-

lor, would sLe not deem him contemptible ? The fine ethical

sense that had refused to despise him for material degrada-

tions, would it not certainly scorn him for moral weaknesses ?

A great temptation took him not to imperil by indiscreet speech
the footing he had won. But his soul had been moved to its

depths. To be false—and with her !

" I have not told you all, Mrs. Wyndwood."
" You can tell me nothing nobler."

That was like an icy wind. He walked on storm - tossed.

They came to a jutting crag, skirted it, and the house rose radi-

ant in the hollow of the cliff. lie had an aching vision of their

living there together, she and he, with all the dear domesticities

of wedded union. Uis fancy feigned them re-entering now
their joint domain. The pretence left his heart sick and empty.

They walked across the lawn. •' You would not call me noble,"

he said, coming to an abrupt stand-still, " if you knew that I
—

"

He flinched under the sceptical, confident smile she threw

uvci ..•ci ;3Liuuiu.c:i.

"Thai I am married."

The hi>'i -blocking smile faded from the beautiful face, and
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and

»»

with it the color. She turned her head again towards the house,

but she was not moving forward.

He was glad he had not to meet her eyes. The sea broke

solemnly with a fused roar of irregular waves, and he wondered

why the sound was so continuous. A cricket's chirp in the

cliff-bushes seemed to him extraordinarily loud. He looked up

at the stars. Were the tears, indeed, wiped from all eyes in

those shining islands, he thought, or were they only dead, lonely

worlds ? Or were they alive and full of unhappy people like

the star he stood on ?

She spoke at last, with a catch in her breath and a strained

smile in her voice.

" Why should that make me think less of you ?"

He caught only the celestial reassurance of her reply. How
fine, how sympathetic she was ! But he hastened to immolate

himself. Her unexpected question had thrown him off the

track ; he forgot that his concealment of his marriage was the

only circumstance for which he had foreseen the world's blame,

and he answered, desperately,

"Because I married for money."
" For money," she repeated, in a toneless voice.

He was cold and sick with shame. Despite her experience

of the coarser side of life, such a contingency was, he felt, quite

beyond her comprehension. That money played no part in bet-

consciousness he would have divined, even if her friend had not

informed him of the fact in their first talk. An impulse had

driven him to humble himself, a counter-instinct now spurted

him to excuse himself.

«* It was to pursue my art career," he said, deprecatingly.

Even now he would not speak of the younger children he had

had to support.

She turned her head again, and the smile was struggling

back, and her voice had an echo of the old enthusiastic ring.

" Then you married for Art, not for money !"

" Ah, do not comfort me ! My God, how I am punished !"

Q|iQ ypprari yQimfl t!ow. Hor toufis wstc low and trerDblinc

with compassion.

" Is she a bad woman ?"

I i
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'* She is worse ! She is a good woman. All her thoughts

are on the household ; it is unbearable. Never a thought of

anything but the kitchen and cabbages."
*' Poor woman !" she said.

The prisoned sobs could hardly be choked back now.

" The world does not know. I have been ashamed of her.

Now you see how low I am, you cannot respect me."

Her voice was almost a whisper.

" I respect you the more for what you have done in despite

of her. You have had a hard life."

" Oh, have I not ?" and a sob escaped at last.

"Compose yourself. We must go in."

" You will be my friend all the same ?"

" Yes, I will be your friend. Your confidences are safe in

my keeping. There is my hand."

He took it again and held it fast, feeling its warm response.

" You make me so happy ! Life will not be empty now." He
struggled with the lump in his throat. " With your friendship,

what can I not achieve ? You shall tell me what I am to strive

for."

" It is too great a responsibility. It was all very well to crit-

icise. I sha'n't know what to say."

" You need say nothing. I shall look into your eyes and
read it there."

He looked into them now, and they were not lowered. They
were full of sympathetic sweetness, glistening behind tears.

'* I am afraid they are rather red," she said, with a melancholy

smile. *' If I am not careful they may betray your confidences."

She moved forward in the direction of the water, and he,

turning on his heel, followed, wondering. By a salt pool near

the rim of the billows she bent down and bathed her face. To
see her half kneeling in the moonlight affected him like read-

ing poetry ; and as she washed off the traces of the tears he had
made her shed, it seemed to him as if their spiritual friendship

were being consecrated by some mystic baptism.

They went in. Olive had not moved fi'om her indolent atti-

tude in the grandfather's chair. Herbert was standing at the

window-curtain.
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" Tm so glad you've come in," she said, yawning. " Mr. Her-

bert has been sulking at having been left behind, and I have

been snapping his head off for not leaving me to myself."

" Yes ; Miss Regan speaks the truth for once," said Herbert,

audaciously.
«* Oh, I am glad Primitiva is not here to have her ideal shat-

tered. Good-night—before you get ruder."

" Good-night," he responded, " before you get truthfuller."

" Take care of him to-night, Mr. Matthew. He is irresponsi-

ble. Don't go by the cliff route."

" Not I. Good-night, Miss Regan. Good-night, Mrs. Wynd-

wood." And that dear secret pressure thrilled his palm again.

In a few moments the two cousins were marching with meas-

ured step along the winding road. Herbert had lit a cigar,

but Matthew was busy enough chewing the cud of his memo-

ries.

" Olive was rather strange to-night," said Herbert, breaking

the silence of the cliff-tops.

" Not more than usual, surely ?" answered Matthew.

«' That's your conventionality and your ignorance of women.

I never found her strange except to-night with her nonsense

about the pain of the world."

" She's talked to me like that before several times; she thinks

people with souls can't be happy. I suppose it's Mrs. Wynd-

wood's influence over her natural flippancy."

" Ah, perhaps so. But why so formal, Matt ? You have my

permission to call her Eleanor."

" Thank you," said Matthew, with a forced smile.

" I hope you enjoyed your tete-a-tete more than I did. Not

that there isn't a certain fascination in sparring. But perhaps

you fought, too."

He returned a staccato " No."

After a silence accentuated by the tramp, tramp of their au-

tomatic feet as they swung along, he said :
" I told her I was

married."

Herbert gave a long whistle. "The devil you did! And

you don't call that fighting ? What a knock-down blow !"

" What do you mean ?" Matthew murmured.
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"D' you mean to say you don't know the woman is in love

with you ?"

Matthew's blood made delicious riot in his veins. He saw
that strange look of worship in her eyes again.

" Nonsense !" he jerked, thickly. " The Honorable Mrs.

Wyndwood in love with me !"

" I didn't say the Honorable Mrs. Wyndwood. I said the

woman. Trust me. Behind all the titles and the purple and

the fine linen—there's flesh and blood."

" It is impossible. In love with me /"

"You may well be astonished, you duffer. To fix her affec-

tions on you with me in the neighborhood ! But women were

always strange. And men were deceivers ever."

" All the more reason I shouldn't deceive her. How glad I

am I told her the truth. I breathe easier, there's a weight off

my mind."
" You selfish beggar ! And now it's all over between you, 1

suppose, and our nice little constitutional quartette is broken

up. And I thought it was going to be so jolly when you came
down. Heigho !"

"Don't be afraid," said Matthew, with a touch of bitterness.

" Eleanor—Mrs. Wyndwood and I are going to be better friends

than ever—thank God !"

" Thank whom ? Don't be blasphemous."

" Thank God," repeated Matthew, firmly.

" Oh, well, you were always a Methodist parson. But if I

were a Jew, I wouldn't say ijrace over pork. Not a bad epigram

that ; I must get it into my comedy."

Matthew shuddered. Herbert's tone was desecrating. " You
don't understand," he said.

" Don't plume yourself on your superior intelligence, old man.

Mine's quite equal to the study of Plato. It isn't such Greek to

me as you imagine."

" Well, whatever you think, you are quite wrong," he replied,

with spirit. " Our friendship is on a different plane. It is

based on our common interest in Art—and Mrs. Wyndwood's

not the sort of woman you've had experience of."

" Well, that's cool ! How do you know what sort of women
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"You

I've Ind experience of? Besides, a woman is a woman. The
world—our world, that is— is full of Greek scholars who study

Plato. Strictly under the rose. Society is only an incarnate

wink."

" I should put that into the comedy," sneered Matthew.
" It's a quotation from it," laughed Herbert. " Had you

there, my boy."

It nearly came to a quarrel. But Herbert good-naturedly

said he must save Matthew from himself, and he fervently

hoped his cousin would not confide in any more women. " You
can't syndicate a secret," he said,, sternly.

At the house they had left, things were equally disturbed.

Mrs. Wyndwood retired at once to bed, throwing herself upon

it in her clothes ; and her delicate white shoulders, which, like

her emotions, had no need to be covered up now, rose and fell

spasmodically. After a while she got up, bathed her eyes

again, in fresh water this time, and went into Olive's room. Miss

Regan was brushing her dusky tresses savagely. She had sent

her maid to bed.

" Nice hours," she growled.

"You'll catch cold, dear," Eleanor replied, gently, for a win-

dow was wide open at the bottom.

" Nonsense, Nor," said Olive, petulantly. " I should like to

sleep on the beach."

" What, in this costume ?"

"One bathes in less. Still, while you're here—

"

She closed the window with a bang.

" Olive ! You make my heart jump."
" Really ? I'm not a man."

Mrs. Wyndwood colored painfully, then looked at her with

brimming eyes of reproach. " And this is my reward for leav-

ing you tete-a-tete.^^

" Leaving me tete-a-tete. I thought that was a by-product."

Mrs. Wyndwood controlled her vexation. " I said just now I

had never known any one so easy to live with. Don't make me
change my opinion, dear."

"So you've been discussing me with Matthew! And what

right have you to discuss me with anybody ? Oh, how hateful
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everybody is! I know what it is. You'd like to see ^ne

brought down to your Irrel."

"Good-night, Miss Regau, You will apologize in the nr^ n-n-

ing."

" Don't glare. The level of womanhood, if you like. You'v^

loved a man."

Eleanor's face flushed. " That is the heiglit of womanhood,

Olive."

" Oh yes—fine phrases ! The height of womanhood !" She

drew a comb fiercely through her hair. " To hang on a man's

lips, to feel a loolish sense of blankness when he isn't there, and

a great wave of joyful pain when he heaves in sight again. To

kiss his every little note ! To think of him and your trivial f 3lf

as the centre of the universe, and to want the planets to spin

for your joint happines^ —oh !" She pulled the comb viciously

throuffh a knot.

" You describe it very accurately, Olive," said her friend, ma-

liciously.

" I'm quoting the novels. This ;)assion that they crack up

so much seems nothing more than selfishness at compound in-

terest."

*' Selfishness ! When you yourself say it makes you yearn

for the other person's happiness."

" So that it may subserve yours,"

" You are a cynic."

" What is a cynic ? An accurata observer of life. Oh, you

needn't smile. I know I'm quoting, but one can't put quotation

marks into one's conversation. Yr;» ^ar't face the facts of life.

Nor. You like dull people without insight."

" I like you."

" That's too cheap. You WV.e socialist^; and spiritualists and

poets and painters—the whole spawn of idealists. Bah ! They

ought to have a month's experience of a hospital."

" The world isn't a hospital ward, Olive. The people I like

have the truer insight."

" What insight has your Matthew Strang ?"

" He is as much yours as mine."

"Don't shuffle out of the question."
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'* His insight expresses itself tlirough bis work. Ue doesn't

talk."

" Is that a hit at his cousin ?" queried Olive, savagely. *' If

sc, it falls remarkably flat, considering Herbert Strang paints as

well as talks."

*' Olive, why will you put words into my mouth ? You know
how much I admire Herbert Strang."

" Ah, then you have more insight than I gave you credit for.

You may even understand that a cynic is only a disappointed

idealist, a saint plus insight. His soul is a palace of truth

;

society and its shams come to the test, yield up their implicit

falseness, and are scornfully rejected. The stroke of wit is made
with the sword of judgment. Its shaft is the lightning of right-

eous indignation."

Mrs. Wyndwood felt this might pass well enough for an analy-

sis of Olive's own cynicism, but she had her doubts as to its

applicability to Herbert's.

Olive puzzled her frequently, and shocked her not seldom,

but she felt instinctively that hers were the aberrations of a no-

ble pature, while the cynicisms of Herbert jarred upon her

without such reassurance of sweet bells jangled. Not that she

doubted but that he, too, wa^ much more idealistic than he made
himself out—did he not write charming comedy love-scenes?

Still he was a man who had seen the world not a crude girl

like Olive, and in the face of Olive's affectionate anal/^is of

Herbert—which she rightly divined owed less to reason than

to the growing love for him which she had long suspected in

her turbulent friend—Eleanor felt vaguely that while jarring

notes may be struck from the soundest keyboard, they may
also be the index of an instrument hopelessly out of tune. Of

course Herbert was not that, she was sure ; he lacked Matthew's

idealism and manly beauty, but he was handsome, too, in his

daintier way, and charming and gifted, and probably the very

husband to put an end to Olive's psychical growing-pains. All

this mixture of acute and feeble insight occupied Eleanor's con-

Rcionsness.

But all she said was, " Is that Emerson ?"

" No, it's me. Now go to bed and sleep on it."
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•* I sha'n't. I couldn't sleep on anything so liard. Dear me,
what a lot of hair-pins you have ! What nice ones ! I must
borrow some."

" Take them ail and go."

" Not yet."

" I shall blow out the candles," snapped Olive.

"I love talking in the dark. I'm pining for feminine conver-

sation to soothe my overwrought nerves. How pretty that lace

is!" Eleanor touched her friend's shoulder cajolingly. " What
exquisite things you have ! Everything—from hair-pins to carv-

ing-knives—pcfect after its kind, like the animals that went into

the ark. It will be difficult to give you a wedding present."

Ohve laughed, despite herself.

" The only wedding present a woman wants is a husband."
" You have had plenty of those presents offered you, dear."

Olive shuddered violently. '* Imagine existence with a Guards-

man or—worse !—with that doddering young Duke ! Dulness

without id';alism. Your Matthew Strang is endurable—he has at

least the family idealism, the Strang goodness, though he car-

ries it so much more heavily than his cousin. But a lifetime

with a dull man—who wouldn't understand a joke—who would
smile and smile and be a hypocrite ! Oh, ye gods ! I should

shriek ! In a year I should be in a lunatic asylum, or the Divorce

Court. Oh, why do you women who have been through the mill

egg IS girls on ? Is it the same instinct that makes an ex-fag

send his boy to Eton ? Or do you think it improves our health ?

I know you think me hysterical."

Mrs. Wyndwood flushed.

"Your tongue runs away with you, Olive. You'd do better

to say your pra; ers. I'll leave you to them."

Olive laughed hilariously. "Aha! I thought that would
get you to go. You always will forget that I've be m in a hos-

pital. Say my prayers, eh ? Let me see, what shail I say ? The
one I used to say in the hospital, * O Lord, I beseech Thee, let

not this be counted unto me for righteousness, for Thou know-
est, O Lord, that I can't help it.' But that's not applicable now.

Suppose I say iust what's in my heart, as the theologians rec-

ommend." She went down ou her knees and said solemnly : " O
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Lord, don't you think you are sometimes a little hard upon us ?

Don't you think we are born into a very confusing world ? It

would be so easy to do Thy will, to make Thy will our //ill, if

we only knew what it was. Don't you think that haL our life

that might be devoted to Thy service is wasted because of the

mist through which we grope, bearing the offering of our life in

quest of we know not what Div' le altar, and bl'irring the road

more thickly with our tears ?" She sprang up. " How's that

for an addition to the Liturgy, Nor ?"

**I am disgusted," said Mrs. Wyndwood, sternly. '*Both

blasphemous and ungrammatical."

Olive threw herself back on the bed, laughing unrestrainedly:

"You delightful, stupid old thing. Ha! ha! ha! Blasphe-

mous and ungrammatical ! You Dissenting Hellenist ! Sacrilege

and Syntax ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! No, you sha'n't escape. You must
abide the question. Tell me, O friend of my soul, why do
women who have been unhappily married want to see other

women victimized equally, like people who have been fooled in .1

penny show and com*-, out laughing to beguile the other people?"
" That's not a fair analogy," said Eleanor, more gently.

Olive looked up archly, her arms under her head.

" No, perhaps not in your case. I dare say you're quite capa-

ble of marrying again, yourself. The triumph of hope ever ex-

perience. Quotation marks, please. You're looking awfully

handsome. Nor, and that saucy tilt of your nose spoils you for

a saint. Speaking as an ex-sculptress, it's like a blunt pencil."

She sprang up remorsefully :
'* Oh, I'm a beast. I apologize to

your nose. I forgot the tip was a sore point."

Mrs. Wyndwood drew back in sorrowful hauteur. " I sliall

never marry again, Olive," she said, solemnly. There was an

under-tone of self-pity, and her eyes were moist. She turned

hastily and walked from the room with a firm, stately step.

Olive watched the sweep of the gown till it reached the door.

Then she gave chase and rei.ewed her apologies, and let Eleanor

sob out sweet reconciliation on her shoulder.

After which she opened the window, sat on the side of the

bed, and screwed up her ripe red lips to produce a perplexed

whistlo,
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CHAPTER Vn

THE IDYL CONCLUDES

Thry fleeted the days deliglitfully, as men did in the golden
world. They rode together on the rolling moors, they drove
through the Devonshire lanes, they strolled through combe and
copse, they climbed the tors, they fished the leys, they swam
in the sea, and when it was cloudy and cold, and the wind
wailed about the house like a woman in pain, they listened to
the comedy which Herbert wrote in those dreary days when
the ladies drove off to distant houses for lunch or tenuis or
croquet. For they had not quite hidden their retreat or de-
tached themselves from their kind.

"There's always scandal within a four-mile radius," as Miss
Regan put it. " Is there on earth a greater piece of philan-
thropy than to give your neighbors food for gossip ? Man can-
not live by bread alone." Matthew asked her in concern if his
and Herbert's visits were causing any talk.

" My dear Mr. Matthew," she replied, scornfully, » even an
actress cannot escape scandal, especially if she goes 'into society.
And truly society is so corrupt, I have often wondered that
actresses' mothers allow them to go into it

!"

During one of these absences of the feminine element, when
Herbert went over to the house to put the last touches to the
painted costume, grumbling at the boredom of such finicking
work, Matthew gladly relieved him of the brush, and rked up
the whole portrait, while Herbert lay smoking and th.aking out
the comedy.

Partly out of bravado, partly to enjoy the series of lovely
views of dark-green sea and broken crags and nestling villages,— 1...

.J nii.vtu vy ine chii-pai.ii, sucmg me black-
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berries get riper every day. Sometimes they found the ladies

sitting reading on the top of the cliff, which whs furzy, with

a road-side border of he> lock and dandelions and blue orchids,

amid which their dainty parasols showed from afar like gigan-

tic tropical flowers. Then while Matthew drowsed ir the light

of the sun and of Eleanor, inhaling the odors of bracken and

thyme, lazily watching the white surf break far below, the

brown trawlers glide across the horizon, the swallows swarm
on the beach, and the wild ducks over the sea, Herbert and

Olive would rattle away by the hour, often in verbal duels.

Matthew Strang thought he had never tasted such pure intel-

lectual joy. Art was often on the tapis ; tney classified the

skies— to-day a Constable, and yesterday a Turner, and to-

morrow a Corot. Herbert expounded glibly to the rapt Eleanor

the Continental ideas, descanting on Manet and Monet. Nature

lay all around them like a model to illustrate these theories, and

Eleanor discovered all sorts of shadows and Subtle effects she

had never noticed before, all with the naive joy of a child light-

ing on pretty treasures. She cried out that Art taught people

to see Nature. Ard the Impressionists were right. Look
over there ! You couldn't tell whether it was a pool or a pile

of fish. And the coloru of things changed incessantly ! Mat-

thew would sometimes put in a word when appealed to by her,

but never when the subject v as music, concerning which he

was as ignorant as the rest of the party was learned. Once

Herbert maintained that the i.iusician was better off than the

painter, because his work remained, while pictures perished,

destroyed by the aniline an:: bitumen in their own colors.

" Even Mona Lisa's smile will ^ .de," he said. *' The artist lin-

gers a little longer on tbe str^ge than the actor, i'ictures arc

but paltry thinigjs at b* , and few artists have brains or any

large outlook upon life. They're a petty, quarrelsome clan."

Matthew did not denv it

Olive cited sculpture as a more durable art than the musi-

cian's, which on^y lived when performed. Mrs, Wyndwood
was convinced that the joy of Art must be to the artist ; she

said she was fast acquiring a keen interest in the subjective

side of Art, and feci!ng a growing desire to be an artist herself.

t'^
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The Spiritual was all very well, but it needed to be expressed

through the Beautiful.

Olive playfully suggested an expedition to the Latin Quarter

;

Mrs. Wyndwood accepted it seriously and eagerly ; she returned

to the idea again and again, both in public and in private. Why
should they not go to Paris for the winter, and Olive take up
sculpture again, and initiate her into the divine mysteries ? To
judge by the Strangs, artists must be delightful creatures to

live among, and sculpture seemed easier and simpler than paint-

ing. Olive continued to play with the project. Herbert sneered

at the idea of Miss Regan's return to the j !aster of Paris. Lit-

erature was, after all, the only art, he said. It contained every-

thing—music of words, painting of scenery, passion of drama.

He almost converted Mrs. Wyndwood. She quoted ecstatically,

^^Vunivers a etS fait pour aboutir a un beau livre.^* But a word
from Matthew restored the balance.

They talked of life, too, of fate, free-will, and knowledge ab-

solute, like Milton's archangels. Herbert, as Lucifer, steadfastly

took the lowest views of human nature ; now and then Olive's

eye, twinkling with fun, mei; his as if in a secret understanding

that Mrs. Wyndwood must be shocked at all hazards. He fought

for the doctrine that sin was a human invention. " Let people

have their fling. They exaggerate their powers of sinning.

They think they can draw on a boundless internal reservoir of

wickedness. As a matter of fact, their powers are singularly

limited. They have too much original goodness. For my part,

alas ! I have found few opportunities of sinning."

"And have you never found oppe tunities for remorse?"

Mrs. Wyndwood asked, scathingly.

" Alas ! often, I tell you. Remorse for the sins I couldn't do.

The remorse of your religious person is too often like the snivel-

ling repentance of the condemned criminal. That murderer felt

a truer remorse who was unexpectedly reprieved after indulging

in an indigestible breakfast."

Olive laughed heartily. " That must go into the comedy."

It had become their stock phrase. Then remembering her

part in the comedy was to score off Herbert, she capped his

f the condemned criminal by another sboiit the
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politeness of a Frenchman, who, ascending the scaffold, said to

his neighbor in the tumbril, ^^Apres vous^

Eleanor raised the talk to a more elevated plane, insisting on

the value of reaiorse, and of suffering generally. " I would not

recall one of my sufferings," said she, with her simple earnest-

ness. " If I didn't suffer I shouldn't think I had grown." And
her eyes instinctively sought Matthew's, and he thought she was

reminding him of the educative efficacy of his own sufferings

as well, and again Herbert's philosophy jarred.

And whatever she was saying or doing she always fell natural-

ly into some attitude that enchanted his eye by its unaffected

grace; always wore an expression whose sweetness and candor

softened him in worship. Her beauty—to a painter's soul the

miracle of miracles—she wore with a royal unconsciousness ; he

could not understand it. She was so simple, just like a human

being. He saw her, not in her society drapings, but in all

moods and weathers, and she bore the test. On fishing days

they would draw up the boat in the centre of the nearest ley,

where perch and " rudd " abounded, the former avid of the gen-

tles, the latter only less eager for the paste, but demanding an

iota of skill when hooked. Olive would take no hand in this

mild sport ; she had given up hunting and fishing, she said,

when she rose in the ethical scale. Challenged as to her readi-

ness to eat meat and fish, she failed to see the relevancy of the

criticism. The reason she wouldn't kill other creatures was

not that it gave them pain, but that it gave her pain ; to eat

them, on the contrary, gave her pleasure. Mrs. Wyndwood, how-

ever, though not callous enough to impale her own worms, was

persuaded by Matthew to take a rod, and beguiled numbers of

perch, and admitted to a thrill of savage joy each time she

hauled up a leaping flash of silver. She was glad, though, she

»aid, that the poor little fishes had horny membranes for gills,

so that the hook should not hurt them ; when it passed through

the eye, she trusted that the cornea was insensitive, too.

' * But how would you feel," Olive once remonstrated, " if, sit-

ting at dinner, just after swallowing a mouthful of mayonnaise,

and in the middle of a remark to your neighbor about the Rhine

- -••••7)rnn ropro aiiflflenlv to find vonraelf riRiniy

'ifc-'
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towards the ceiling, at the end of a rope fixed by a hook to
your upper lip, and arriving slowly but surely, despite your
kicking and writhing, into a stratum of air totally devoid of
oxygen ?"

iierbert Strang thought one would feel like a fish out of
water, but Matthew Strang eluded the point by drawing a pike
across the track. The bait of a captured roach had fetched the
monster, whose struggles interested even Olive, while Eleanor
was wrought up to a wild enthusiasm for Matthew's prowess,
and regretted that in Scotland she had always refused to go to
see the grouse-shooting.

" I hear they are doing badly this year," Olive observed.
" Oh no, Olive," cried Mrs. Wyndwood. " Didn't we hear

at the Archdeacon's yesterday that they were making excellent
bags ?"

" I meant the birds," said Olive, dryly.

" Bother the birds ! I should love to be a sportsman," cried

Eleanor, exultantly landing her eleventh perch. They trooped
like children to the dinner-bell. " I can see how fascinating it

must be. To actually /ee/ the struggle for existence ; it brings
you back to the primitive. You touch reality

;
you remember

you're an animal."

" Lunch always reminds me sufliciently of that," said Olive.
" No," Eleanor argued. " The napery and the flowers come

between us and the facts. How glorious it would be to be primi-

tive !" Between Art and Sport—with that charming impres-
sionability of hers—she had drifted as far from the spiritualities

of Dolkovitch as, under the Russian's influence, from the So-
cialism of Gerard Brode.

Herbert, whose skill with the rod was not remarkable, di-

verged into an account of his stay in a Servian fishing-village

which was entirely primitive, " so primitive," he said, laughing,
" that the wives do most of the work." He sketched the place
with admirable literary touches. "Sheepskin is their only
wear," he wound up. *' In the winter they wear the wool out-

side. In the summer they take off their skins and—no, not sit

in their bones, as Miss Regan is about to remark—but wear the
wool inairlo "
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Matthew was thus led on to relate juvenile sporting cxperi-

ences on the shores of the Bay of Fundy, and finally his one
encounter with a bear in the Cobequid forest, which put the
seal on Mrs. Wynd wood's new-born ardor for sport. This tame
picking up of perch palled; they must go mackerel-fishing, she
insisted. And so Matthew Strang arranged with a fisherman to
go out to sea in his boat next day. But the sea ran high, and
to the undisguised relief of Herbert, who felt himself rather cut
out by his cousin in these unliterary expeditions, Primitiva ar-

rived the first thing in the morning with a note from Mrs.
Wyndwood, saying she had forgotten the hwn-meet at Colonel
Chesham's to inaugurate the season of the local pack, and she
would ride over to that in the hope of catching sight of a bit of

the hunt. There was a postscript from Olive, saying : " And, of

course, I must go to chaperon her among all those men."
Nevertheless, thev went out in the boat late that same after-

noon, when the ccan was calm again and quivering in the sun.

Their course lay along a track of diamonds which seemed to dance
off the water like a million elves of light. By the time they

returned, the path of diamonds had chai.ged to one of red gold.

Delicious was the ripping sound of the living boat tearing the

water, as it dipped gently from side to side, its white sail

bellying gracefully. The sunset was strange : one dull red

narrow bar crowned by a ball of molten gold radiating four

hazy spokes like mill-sails. The ball gradually sank in the sea.

In the south the white sickle of the moon grew yellower and
yellower ; in the east fleecy strips of cloud reflected the dying
day. The colors of the cliffs still stood out vivid. The mo-
ment was poetic ; the air was charged with amorous electricity.

The talk drifted into love and marriage.

They played with the subject, skimming it gracefully, touch-

ing it with subtle lights, flashed and withdrawn, shooting out

audacities with ingenuous impersonality, all four the while tin-

gling with self-consciousness from crown to sole.

Herbert said that to a woman love is a complete romance, to

a man a collection of short stories. Olive maintained that

the reverse was true. ** Oh, if man knew woman 1" she cried.

" And you who pretend to write comedies I"
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Mrs. Wyndwood admitted that Byron was right about love
being all in all to a woman. "Nine -tenths of unmarried
women," she said, looking at Herbert, "have never had a
proposal."

" Nine-tenths of married women more likely," Olive flashed

back.

In Matthew's opinion marriage was a failure. Mrs. Wynd-
wood sadly acquiesced. They 30ught the remedy.

" Marriage may be a failure, but not friendship," Olive pro-

nounced.

Now it was Matthew's eyes that Eleanor's sought, and his

involuntarily met hers. There was exaltation in this secret

glance, and mutual reassurance.
'* Unless/' pursued Olive, " the friendship is contracted be-

tween persons of different sex."

Mrs. Wyndwood's eyes drooped ; then opened full again to

note how Matthew took the addendum. The friends perceived
themselves reddening in simultaneous confession that Olive was
not so very wrong ; an indefinable expression, half abashment,
half radiance, dickered over Eleanor's features; her glance,

swift, probing, challenging, dazzled him ; his whole frame
trembled at the thought that this heavenly creature could love

him. Then he grew chill again, for she cried, as in the highest
spirits

:

" Oh, look at the sun ! How comic !"

It had, indeed, become a clown's face, swollen and bulbous
and crossed with red bars.

The talk went on to Woman's Rights, and Matthew mentioned
that he had an indirect relation to the subject, because a girl

he used to know in childhood had become Linda Verder's
secretary.

" Is she pretty ?" Mrs. Wyndwood asked. •

" I don't know ; I've never seen her."

" But you said you used to know her,"

" Oh
! you mean Ruth Hailey. She used tQ be pretty, but

my brother tells me she's gone off."

" Haven't you seen her yourself ?"

<* Oh ! pot for years,"
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" I sent Mrs. Verder a subscription some few years ago,"

said Mrs, Wyndwood, " but I have ceased to believe in Woman's
Rights."

" Woman's Rights are a husband and children," said Herbert,

with his eye fixed on Olive.

*' It is a mistake for the movement to be led by women,"
pursued Mrs. Wyndwood.

" Oh, was that why you resigned when Lord Boscombe left

the Council ?" asked Olive, innocently.

Eleanor looked annoyed. '* You mean, Mrs. Wyndwood,"
Matthew hastened to say, " that they lay themselves open to the

imputation of being soured spinsters."

" Precisely," she replied. " Besides, they are crying for the

moon."
" Or the man in it," muttered Olive.

" No ; that's ungenerous to your sisters," said Eleanor.

"Why demand generosity?" Olive retorted. *' We are all

in the same trade." And she smiled audaciously at Herbert.

" Even Mrs. Verder didn't take up with this movement till she

lost her husband, and I'll wager this Ruth Bailey is an old

maid."
" Ruth Hailey," corrected Matthew, flushing painfully, he

scarcely knew why, perhaps from sympathy with the aspersed

friend of his childhood. " She is unmarried, but I am quite sure

it must be from her own choice, for she is very pretty."

*' You said she wasn't," said Mrs. Wyndwood, quickly.

He laughed confusedly. " I was thinking of the girl."

The subject dropped.

Ere they got in the wind freshened and Matthew was busy

with the sheet. And now a proposition was broached which

promised to bring a new sensation into their comparatively

sequestered existence. Light-hearted discussions as to what

thoy would do in the event of capsizing through Matthew's

mishandling of the sail led to estimates of the distance they

could swim in their clothes. Mrs. Wyndwood could not swim

at all, and complained of the abrupt shelving of the beach,

which gave her only a few feet of splashing room, while Olive

was sailing gloriously oflE in search of the horizon. Herbert
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said that, like the man who was asked if he could play the

violin, he didn't know if he could swim in his clothes, because
he had never tried, and, besides, he had his comedy in his pocket,

which was heavy enough to drag down a theatre. Olive said

she didn't see that it made any difference whether a lady swam
in her clothes or not, especially if she was in evening dress.

She claimed that the cap and gown worn in the water were as

heavy as men's boating flannels.

The upshot of the discussion was that Miss Regan challenged

Mr. Matthew Strang to a race in clothes, which, she insisted,

must be new. " You don't go out getting capsized in old clothes,"

she contended. " Boots you needn't have, nor a coat
;
people

always have time to throw them off— in books. I shall be

clothed in a new yachting costume, superficially, of course, to

counteract your sheddings from above."
" What waste !" remonstrated Eleanor.

"You who pretend to philanthropy !" mocked Herbert, mim-
icking her intonation of " You who pretend to write come-
dies !"

" Waste ? To learn to save my life I And don't you see I

shall forthwith give away the spoiled costume to a poor creature

who would never otherwise have got it?" And Olive, who was
quite serious, fell to elaborating a facetious programme of " The
Creamery Regatta."

The regatta day duly arrived. Two bathing tents were erected

on the beach and decorated with flags. It was arranged that

the competitors should swim out leisurely together as far as

they cared to go, then turn and race for shore. Herbert was
chosen referee ; he offered to take them out in a boat and then
accompany them back, as a precaution, but Olive laughed at him
for an old woman. Eleanor, entering enthusiastically into the
fun, had ordered a silver cup from London, and was to present
it to the winner.

But the day opened badly, with fitful weather ; a gray rain,

and thunder and lightning. They waited till the afternoon,

when the sun burst out in sudden fire, and in a moment the
great stretch of gray cloud was shrivelling off all around it like

a burned cobweb. The eager combatants dashed into their
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tnim-

dressirif'-tcnts, and, emerging as lightly clad as was compatible

with the conditions, they plunged together into the great sap-

phire sea. Olive's yachting costume turned out to be a pair of

knickerbockers and a jacket, rather lighter than her ordinary

bathing costume, and Matthew had begged off his waistcoat, and

was only hampered by a white flannel shirt and trousers. The
outward swim was an ecstasy ; the water was warm and spar-

kling with patches of molten silver breaking up into little shin-

ing circles and reuniting ; it sent a voluptuous thrill to the

palms to cleave its buoyant elasticity, and the forward move-

ment of the body was a rapture. Drawing in the balmy air

with joyous breaths, Matthew felt an immense gratitui^'.e for ex-

istence. There was exhilaration in the mere proximity of Olive,

with her lively snatches of conversation. Her lovely flushed

face and dripping hair went with him like a mermaiden's.

The same thought struck her, for she began to sing jerkily

with her beautiful voice snatches of Heine's ballad

:

" Die schonste Jungfrau sitzet

Dort oben wunderbar,

Ihr gold'nes Geschmeide blitzct,

Sie kammt ihr gold'nes Haar."

"Yes, but you haven't got golden hair," the man laughed,

joyously.

Farther and farther they swam into the vast shimmering

blue, and ecstasy made the pace brisker than they had medi-

tated.

" Shall we start from here ?" he asked, at last.

" No, not yet. i want a long race."

They swam on. The brown trawling boats loomed plainer

in the offing.

" Here ?" said Matthew.

" No—a little farther, faint-heart !"

He turned on his back and propelled himself gently, gazing

up in luxurious content at the great circle of blue sky, cloud-

mottled round its rim. Olive, lying on her side, paddled lazily

a little ahead.

" This is delicious !" she called back. " Clothes make no

M
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difference. But fancy a clothed Lorelei !" And she began to

sing again, with pauses for breath :

" Den Schiffer im kleinen Schiflfe

Ergreift es mit wildem Weh

;

Er scliaut nicht die Felsenriflfe,

Er schaut nur hinauf in die Hoh'."

He threw the reply over his head :
" You shall lure me no

farth'-r." But she mocked him, elated by the glory of motion,
and witched him to follow her till the shore was far.

At last they turned, trod water, Olive cried, " One, two, three,"

and they were off.

For some minutes they swam side by side, Olive making the

pace, and Matthew finding it no trouble to keep up with it ; at

last she made a spurt and shot past him with a triumphant
taunt ; he allowed her to enjoy some seconds of victory, then
came up hand-over-hand and forged ahead. He eased off and
she overtook him ; he spurted and she flagged ; he let her come
up again and she came up with a sneer. Resolved to damp her
frolicsome spirits, he put on a powerful stroke and showed her
a clean pair of heels. She made a desperate effort and drew
level with him again. The instinct of victory was now aroused
in the painter ; he fixed his eyes on the shore and settled stead-

ily to the task of reaching it. Very soon Olive was hopelessly

in the rear. He still heard her vague cries from afar. At last

they died away entirely. He turned his head to measure the
interval. Olive was nowhere to be seen.

His heart contracted with a cold sick horror. He raced back
with great side strokes, shouting, " Miss Regan, Miss Regan,
holloa !" The great sparkling water stretched all around in

deadly silent bareness, suddenly become an evil enemy. He
hoped desperately she was only swimming under water for

speed or to frighten him.

And then in a moment her head popped up to the right, and
he saw from the exhausted e: .oression of the face and the spas-

modic struggles of the limbs that she had really gone under.

In a few strokes he was at her side. She still retained sufficient

»elf-possession not to grab at him ; he supported her with one

I
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hand, then with the rest of his limbs he strnck out stoutly for

home, she helping him with feeble movements. After an in-

terval of weakness and humility, she recovered somewhat and

smiled faintly.

«< So you wouldn't follow the Lorelei," she spluttered, re-

proachfully.

" I am sorry I followed her so far," he said, ruefully regard-

ing the distant shore.

Olive struggled for breath. " Prosaic man ! I waited down

there for you, but I gave you up and came to the surface

again " She essayed sturdier kicks.

" You only sank once ?" he said.

" Yes ; didn't you hear me calling you to come ?"

" I heard sounds, but I thought they were epigrams."

" Brute ! To hit a woman when she's down. But 1 shall be

better soon. ... I hope they can't see us from shore."

" Don't talk ! You brought Herbert an opera-glass to see

we started fair."

" Nonsense," Olive gasped, indignantly.

" I distinctly remember it."

<* Row dare you set up your memory against a drowning

woman's ?"

He was glad to find her like herself, and not alarmed. Her

strokes were getting stronger now, but he still feared for the

consequences if she should suddenly lose her nerve. " What

did you think of when you sank?" he asked, lightly, to make

her think the uanger of sinking was over.

" Of Her—" she began, and stopped short. " Of her carry-

ings-on at my funeral, poor Nor. I was regretting I hadn't

made my will and left her my nose."

This sounded pure nonsense to her companion.

" I think I can go by myself now," she added, after a long

silence. " Thank you so much for the use of your arm."

" You are quite sure ?" he said, anxiously.

" Yes. Of course, you have won."

He removed his arm, but kept watchfully at her side. And

his misgivings were justified, for, after a slow twenty yards,

her stroke J became so spent and irregular that he came to her

I
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assistance again, and she accepted his support with a wan
smile.

" It's this soppy, clogging costume," she said.

" You had better keep your breath in your lungs," he said,
not in rebuke, but in hortation.

" I'll inflate myself like an air-balloor," she replied, humbly.
" I am so sorry to be such a nuisance." And she turned upon
her back and paddled feebly in silence.

He did not answer, for his own nerve was giving way. The
responsibility weighed more than the burden, though that was
heavy enough with the double weight of superadded garments.
He had a spasm of sickening apprehension. His own strokes
were getting jerkier ; what if he should fail to reach that strip
of beach on which he dimly descried two agitated figures ! And
in this tense, terrible moment the figures were blotted out, he
saw only the cliffs in the background and the white sea-gulls

overhead, and he was a boy again in the Bay of Fundy, swim-
ming in his clothes for dear life. The illusion was momentary,
but it left the memory. A sense of the tragic contrast between
the ardent Nova-Scotian lad, d'-eaming of pictures, and the pop-
ular London painter, occupied his consciousness, while his limbs
moved automatically shoreward. Then he remembered that of
the two who had struck out for home on that memorable day
the sailor had only put off the day of drowning. And at the
thought that ancient dead face swam up again in front of him.
Oh, it was horrible to die, to be dragged down out of the sun-
light, to leave a world which held Eleanor Wyndwood ! What
would become of her ? She would live to forget him ; she would
marry

; another man would hold her in his arms. Another man !

Oh, direful thought, bitterer than death ! There was no need for
his death ere another man could possess her. She was only his

friend
; he had not wanted more than her friendship. Oh, ghast-

ly self-delusion ! Olive's sneer at the friendship of the sexes
rang in his brain, and that strange intoxicating expression in

Eleanor's face— half abashment, half radiance— dispelled the
vision of his father's. In a moment of delirium his lips touched
her warm cheek ; it was her weight that was on his arm. What
did it matter if they had a gleam of happiness, he and Eleanor,
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a wan
both victims of an unsatisfactory world? Was not the great,

shining, mocking, remorseless sea waiting to suck him down,

indiflEerent to the aspirations and agonizings of the long years ?

And then between his lips and hers the dead stony face swam
up again, and he turned on his back to escape it, and found un-

expected relief in the more reposeful attitude and in the change

of arm involved, for the left, which had supported Olive, had

grown numb. When, sufficiently rested, he turned again he

saw with a thrill of joy that the shore was perceptibly nearer.

There were more than two figures now ; he made out Primitiva

and the old cook. And Herbert's arm was round Mrs. Wynd-
wood's waist, supporting her. A powerful spurt brought him

within clear hearing of Herbert's hail.

" Shall I come out ?"

Olive roused herself. " What for ?" she sang out, lustily.

" The race is decided."

" All right." came the joyous reply. *' I was sure Matt could

manage it. I wouldn't spoil his chances of a medal."

As they came nearer in he cheered them on with sportive

ejaculations, and confounded the beach because there wasn't a

single boat within half a mile. When the couple scrambled on

shore, shaking themselves like spaniels, Mrs.Wyndwood dragged

more heavily on Herbert's sustaining arm, and he saw that she

had fainted. Almost at the same instant, by a curious coinci-

dence, the sun, upon which the clouds had gradually been clos-

ing in, again disappeared, and the wail of the wind rang wilder

round the cliffs.

There was confusion in the household that afternoon. Mrs.

Wyndwood soon revived, but had to be put to bed, and Miss

Regan, who was secretly grateful for an excitement that kept

her from assuming the invalid herself, sat with her. The men

hung about the house, anxious, and receiving frequent reassur-

ing bulletins by the lips of Primitiva. Presently those pretty

lips brought them an invitation to stay to seven o'clock dinner,

when Mrs. Wyndwood would try to come down to present the

cup. They need have no delicacy about the larder, for Colonel

Chesham had opportunely sent Mrs.Wyndwood & gift of grouse.

They galloped over the cliffs to get themselves into their dross-
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clothes. Meantime Mrs. Wyndwood bad fallen asleep, and at

her bedside Olive Regan writhed in a black paroxysm, asking

herself why, having once gone down, phe had wanted to come

up again.

The hostesses were a littJe late, but the reunion was gay be-

yond all precedent. The last trappings of ceremony were thrown

off. A Bohemian merriment reigned, regardless of the liveried

menial who alone sustained the dignity of the dinner-table. Mrs.

Wyndwood, looking a shade paler and more spiritual, but no

whit less beautiful than her wont, appeared in a low white satin

gown, with the same jewelled butterfly poised at the bosom as

on the night when Matthew had met her at the Academy soiree.

He fancied some occult significance in the circumstance, Olive

was in soft green that harmonized so suavely with her complex-

ion as t9 give her a less aggressive air than when she wore blue.

There was a fragrant tea-rose with a sprig of maiden-hair fern at

her throat ; and the table was gay with many choice specimens

of aster and hydrangea, presents from Primitiva's father, Out-

side the roar of the sea and t^e wail of the wind emphasized

the charm and comfort of the interior and the gladness of being

alive.

There was a wavenng flush on Mrs. Wyndwood's cheek anJ

a shining moisture in her eye as, before they sat down, she pre-

sented Matthew with the cup, which Olivo complained had been

dashed from her lips. Interrogated as to her sensations, she

said she had a orrible feeling of littleness in the midst of the

great churn ot waters and under the naked sky. It did not

seem the same sea she had been bestriding so recklessly and

voluptuously. She seemed to herself absolutely unimpoiiant—

a mere atom in the blind wash of the waves, a straw they would

engulf, drift, or disgorge with equal indifference. It was this

thought that suddenly paralyzed her, and made her give up and

go under ; when she came up, something not herself made her

strain every sinew to keep afloat.

" Something not ourselves that makes for life," said Herbert.

She smiled.

" My last thought was of you," she said, audaciously. * I de-

termined to send you a message by submarine cable."
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"I had the great, st ado to prevent Primitiva stripping and

going out TO fetch you in," he rejoined, laughing.

The incidents of the regatta continued to afford amusement

from the hors d'oeuvres to the dessert. At the fish Olive sprang

up suddenly and rushed to the window. Her exclamation of

" The regatta fireworks !" drew them all after her.

Herbert uttered the long-drawn "Oh!" of the spectators of

pyrotechnics. It was, indeed, an extraordinary set-piece, this

sunset, in affinity with \ :e fitful tempestuous day—a sky steel-

blue again, with great broad sulphur -edged clouds of black

smoke; on the upper rim of this smoke, white clouds; towards

the horizon, over the inhabited hills, a lovely pale-green light,

and on the right of that a monstrous sulphur-cloud, its base

hidden below the horizon ; the shadow of this brilliant cloud

darkening to a purple and crimson beauty on the ever-stirring

water, and the cloud itself infihrating its pores more and more

with sulphur and deepening momently to old gold
;
over the

green light, patches of bright gold ; the left extremity of the

sulphur-cloud coming to meet it in spots of smoky red
;
every

little pool of rain or brine on the beach crimsoning and purpling

in responsive radiance.
^

They returned to their fish, but watched from then- seats till

the beaatiful sulphur-cloud faded into a pale bluish blo^ Mrs

Wvndwood, observing it all minutely with her recently acquired

artistic vision, said she had never realized before how many

editions a sunset went through ; she wondered how artists ar-

rested it long enough to paint it. Herbert said sunsets were

not fixed but faked. He resumed his badinage of Olive for her

failure to see her whole life defile pictorially before her
;
and she

apologized for her forgetfulness on the ground that she hadn c

arrived at drowning point. A discussion on memory ensued.

Mrs. Wvndwood acknowledged possessing a good verbal memory

-especially for poetry. Herbert said that he could only re-

member ideas, so ihat he carried away nothing from contempo-

rary literature. Only the Continentals had ^ ^eas
;
the English

were a wooden race, " the wooden heads oi Old England he

said, derisively ; he was glad of his infusion of French blood,

there was no salt in English life-nothing but putrefying Pun-
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tanism. Olive said, although she was a Celt, she could remem-
ber neither ideas nor words. Herbert asked what was her earliest
recollection. After screwing up her forehead in earnest effort she
replied, honestly, " 1 forgot," and lie cried " Bull !" Mrs. Wynd-
wood proffered her own earliest recollection—of gliding in her
mother's arms in a gondola, with a boatman crying Stall—and
was curious to know Matthew's. He replied mirthfully that he
didn't remember, and covered his discomposu-e with champagne.
He could not expose to strangers that memory of his mother
scolding his father, shrieking, vociferating, offering to throw up
the position, threatening to shoot herself. £,ven Mrs. Wyndwood
would never know that—no one would ever really see tue sea s
on his soul. The thought of her, now babbling harmies-^iy,
saner m her insanity than in her sanity, came up like the skeic-
ton at the feast. He put her rerolutely outside with the night
and the wind that wailed like a woman. But he heard thera
moaning

:
" Oh, the pain of the world !"

After dinner they walked along the shore towards the neigh-
boring village. It blew half a gale now, but the air was not
cold and the ladies took only wraps. The quartette looked upon
this deserted beach as a private promenade, an appanage of the
house. They walked two and two, Matthew and Miss Regan,
Herbert and Mrs. Wyndwood. There was only a rim of orange
all along the horizon; the rollers thundered on the stones,
smashing themselves in flying spray ; a fierce undertow kept the
waves sandy for half a mile out ; there was just light enough to
distinguish where the paler green commenced. The darkness
grew rapidly as they walked ; the last faint reflection of sunset
faded on the gray sea. An unusual silence possessed them after
the exuberance of the evening. They stopped now and again to
shake the little pebbles out of their shoes. All was black when
they reached the village. The beach was full of wickerwork
crab-pots, and the headless divided forms of skate and dog-fish
loomed uncannily from the poles on which they hung. They
were the crab-fishers' bait. Only a stray mongrel represented
the village, which already slept. The sea was mournful and
gloomy

;
its pitchy blackness, over which the sky hinged like

a half-raised gray lid, was relieved only by its own broken lines

f
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of foam, which sometimes rolled in six deep, looking exactly like

streaks of phosphorescence on a dark wall, and adding weirdness

to the forlorn desolation of the scene. There was no other line

of light either on sef. or land ; the lonesome sea tossed sleeplessly

in its agony, howling and crying.

They turned back, interchanging companions. Banu^ the

walk Mrs. Wyndwood suddenly asked Matthew if his wife knew

where he was : he said, "No"; sometimes his brother Billy did

;

Billy lived with her: his man forwarded all letters from his

studio. Aftf-.v a long pause he added that practically he had

been separated from his wife for years. Eleanor murmured

a^ain, " Poor woman," and he was too shame- stricken to look

her in the face, and to read that the sympathy was for him.

They rebpsedinto silence, and indeed conversation was difficult.

The night had grown wilder, the wind blew more fiercely,

drenching trcir faces with salt spray, whirling them round and

round .r-.d almost lifting them off their feet. But the clouds

^ere diivcn off and the star-sprinkled heaven was revealed,

'tic.

>:ear the house Mrs. Wyndwood and Matthew Strang stopped

to admire the sublime spectacle, sheltering themselves from the

gale in a niche in the cliff ; the other two had already gone

round the craggy projection which hid the house.

Thev watched the mad cavalry charge of creaming billows

;

watched them break, thundering and throwing their spray

heavenwards like a continuous play of white fountains all along

the line of march. To the right, beyond the village whence

they had come, where the cliff jutted out at its lowest level, a

ghostly fountain leaped again and again sheer over the top of

the cliff with a crashing and splashing that was succeeded by

the long -receding moan of the back -drawn wave soughing

through the rattling pebbles.

Her face, flushed with the passion of the storm, showed

divinely in the dim starlight ; beneath her wrap her bosom,

panting from the walk in the teeth of the wind, heaved with

excitement ; the gale had dishevelled her hair. They scarcely

spoke ; the organ-roll of the sea crashed majestically like the

bass in some savage symphony of the winds.
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Now ftt last the moon leaped out, framed in a weird cloud-
rack; the moonlight played on her loveliness and made it

wonderful.

She moved slightly forward. " The cliff is too damp to lean
upon," she murmured.

Audaciously he slipped a trembling arm against the rock and
let her form rest against that. She scarcely seemed conscious
of him

;
she was watching the rampant, seething waters, volley-

ing their white jets skyward with 5» crash of cannon that out-
roared the wind

; her scarlet lips were parted eagerly
; the

dreamy light had gone from her eyes ; they flashed fire.

" Oh, I could dare to-night !" she cried.

The wind blew her tresses into his lace ; tho perfume of them
stung his blood. Her loveliness was maddening him. So close 1

so closq
! Oh, to shower mad kisses upon her lips, her eyes,

her hdr
! What did it matter, there on that wild beach alone

with the elements ! He had been so near death ; who would have
recked if he had been dead now, tossed in that welter of waters ?

The waves broke with a thousand thunders, the white foun-
tains flew at the stars; they seemed alive, exultant, frenzied
with the ecstasy of glorious living. Oh, for life—simple, sub-
lime—the keen, tingling, savage life of Vikings and sea-
robbers in the days before civilization, in the full-blooded days
when men loved and hated fiercely, strenuously, wrenching
through rapine and slaughter the women they coveted. Ah,
surely he had some of their blood ; it ran in his veins like fire

;

he was of their race, despite his dreamings. He was his father's
son, loving the storm and the battle.

The wind wailed
;
it was like the cry of his tortured heart, his

yearning for happiness. It rose higher and higher. A bat flew
between them and the moon. Eleanor nestled to him involun-
tarily

;
her face was very near to his. It gleamed seductively

;

there was no abashment, only alluring loveliness ; the fire in her
eyes kindled him now not to the secondary life of Art, but to
the primary life of realities. Could she not hear his heart beat ?

Yes, surely the storm of the elements had passed into her blood,
too. Her face was ardent, ecstatic. His arm held her tight.

Oh, to stake the world on a kiss !
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sub-

sea-

The moon was hidden again ; they were alone in the mad,

dim night ; the complexities of Society were far away. They

looked at each other, and through her eyes he seemed to seo

heaven.

A star fell overhead. It drew her eyes away a moment to

watch its fiery curve. He felt the spell was broken. The wind

shrieked with an eldritch cry, like the mocking threnody of his

ti warted hope. lie had a shuddering remembrance of Mad

Peggy, And straightway he saw her weird figure dashing

round the crag in the darkness—a shawl over her head, and a

lovely face, at once radiant and frenzied, gleaming from be-

tween its dusky folds. His heart almost stopped, a supersti-

tious thrill froze his hot blood. Never to be happy ! Ah, God

!

never! nevor ! To thirst and thirst, and nothing ever to quench

his thirst

!

Mrs. Wyndwood started forward. "Oh, there you are,

Olive 1"

The figure threw passionate arms round her. " Comfort me,

darling ; I am engaged."

For the happier Herbert had spoken. And Olive had listened

shyly, humbly, with tears, full of an exquisite uplifting emo-

tion, akin to the exaltation of righteousness, at the thought of

giving herself to this man, of living her life with and for the

one true soul in the world.

They stood close to the hoary rim of the black welter; dusky

figures, wind-rocked and spray-drenched, a little apart from each

other, the shining house in the background.

" And when did you begin to think of me—in that way 1"

she faltered.

" 1 never thought of you in any other. But that night when

Matthew arrived, when you sat nid-nodding in the grandfather's

chair, you maddened me
;
you were adorable 1 the contrast was

exquisite. To think of you— a wilful little misanthrope— to

think of that glorious, wayward creature fading away till she

suited the chair. Oh, it was too—"

He broke off. Passion robbed him of words. He moved

nearer—she drew back.

i; 1

^- '^.
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"Oh, but will you still"— sb'^ hesitated, shy of tbo word

—

"loi'c me v:\en I do suit the chair?"

"I shall always seo you as you were then."

She laughed with a half-sob.

'* And juct then," she confessed delicionsly, fluttering even

now like a bird in the net, " 1 was beginning to get frightened

of you. I felt you growing upon me, shadowing the horizon

like the roc in the Arabian lights. And the pain of the world

was outside—in the great black night—calling to ni3 in my
slough of luxury."

** You witch ! Veil those eyes or I shall kiss there."

She retreated.

' And why were you frightened of rae ?" he asked, tenderly.

She said, humbly, in little shy jerks: "1 felt like in the sea

this morning—one little atom, and the whole v/orid against me,

and ray own weakness mobt of all. ... I had prided myself

on my swimming, and here was I being dragged under . . . just

like other o;irls ... a victim to the same ridiculous pas-

sion."

"You delightful, candid creature ! With me as the object?"

" Don't be flippant now, Herbert." How delicious his name

sounded ; it made amends for the rebuke !
* You do under-

stand me. Marriage is a second birth— voluntary, this time.

It means accepting the universe, which was thrust upon one un-

asked."

" It means making the best of it."

" Oh, surely it means more. It means passing it on to others.

But I surrender. I cannot live without you."

" Olive
!"

He sprj'.iig to tako her, but she eluded him. " Look ! the

moon is covered up again."

" I only want to see your face."

" Don't talk like other men, though I have fallen like other

girls
"

" No, you are always yourself, Olive—I have dieamed of this

moment. I would not have it otherwise—except perhaps with

you in the grandfather's chair and a poke bonnet."

" Now you are vourseU. This is suoh a conventional ending
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to a holiday, vvc must preserve what criginality we can." Sht

was recovering her spirits.

"A coQveutional ending ! Why, i^'s a most romantic incon-

gruous match. It beats the comedy. I shall burn it"
" No, lot's produce it—it wouldn't cost iimch."

" I am not worthy of you, Olive," he said, with a quiver iu

his voice. " I have nothing."

" Oh ! When you have my heart
!"

" My queen of girls ! But what of your relative: ?"

A gleam of fun par ^ across her wet face. She had her

droll look of mischief.

" You are all of them, I was of age long ago—I am awfully

old, you knew —you take me with your eyes open—

"

" I can't
;
yours da^ziie me."

" That '11 do for the comedy," she laughed, gleefully. '« Still,

if you do want me, there arc only you and I to cons^'.tir,
*

" Only we two," he murmured.

"We two," she repeated, and her eyes were suffused with

tender moisture.

There was a delicious silence. He tried to take her hand.

This time she abandoned it to him ; a wave of moral emotion

lifted her to the stars.

The wind wailed, the black sea crashed white at their feet,

its whirling brine blinded their eyes as with salt tears.

"Isn't it curious?" she said, as they moved back a little,

hand lO band.

"What, dearest?"

"That you and I should be made happier by our common
pCiception of the unhappiness of life ?"

" Queer girl !" bt thought. But he only squeezed her hand.

" The Catechism is right," she went on, thoughtfully, proceed-

ing to misquote it. •' The waves are too strong. It's no use

fighting against your sex or your station. Do your duty in

tiiat state of life in which it has pleased God to call you. But

I would have that text taught to the rich exclusively, not to the

poor. The poor should be encouraged to as- md ; the rich

should be taught contentment. Else their strength for good is

wasted fruitlessly." And the electric current of love generated

n

H
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by t' jse close-pressed palms flashed to her soul the mission of

a life of noble work hand in hand.

Herbert scarcely heard her. The glow of her lovely face, the

flashes of feeling that passed over it, the tears that glistened on

her eyelashes—these absorbed his senses. Her generalizations

were only a vague, exquisite music. He lifted her hand and

held it passionately to his lips. She murmured, beseechingly

:

"You will never disappoint me, Herbert?"
" My darling !" And he strove to draw her nearer and press

his first kiss upon thoso bewitching lips.

" Oh ! there's a star falling," she cried, and slipped from his

hold, a beautiful Diana, virgin as the white spray and tameless

as the night.

She had disappointed Herbert. He was puzzled. But as

she disappeared round the cliff in quest of the others, a smile

of triunipliant content curled round his boyish lips.

"That's the last touch of piquancy," he murmured, as he

chased her round the crag.

CHAPTER VIII

ELEANOR WVNDWOOD

Two days after Herbert's engagement, Matthew Strang left

Devonshire on the plea of a death in the family.

A letter from Billy had indeed brought the news that Rosina's

father was no more. Matthew had never thought untenderly of

old Coble ; the mountain of a man had acted generously after

his lights, and now that his genial roar had passed into the

eternal silence, the pathos of death softened his son-in-law tow-

ards his memory and towards the bereaved daughter. Never-

theless, Matthew's plea was only a pretext. He had no intention

of intruding upon Rosina. After her recent rec».ption of him he

had nn reas.on to su'»>>osG a visit wouM be welcouie= Tht letter

from Billy had included no tnessage from her, except a request,

superfluously and irritatingly formal, that she should be allowed
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to give ^ouse-room to her aunt Clara, who had gone to live with

old Coble when his daughter married. His reply to Billy con-

tained warmly sympathetic reference to the loss of old Coble,

and expressed his joy at the prospect of receiving Miss Coble.

His real reason for fleeing from Devonshire was his discovery

of his real feeling towards Mrs. Wyndwood, When the frenzy

of the stormy night had merged in the sober reflections of the

mild morning, he shuddered to think how near he had gone to

forfeiting her respect, to insulting her by the revelation of a

dishonorable passion. To continue in her daily society would

have ^sen too great a torment, aggravated, as it must have been,

by the sight of Herbert's happiness. Perhaps the rude reminder

of his domestic shackles contained in Billy's letter strengthened

his resolve to tear himself away. Courtesy compelled him to

leave behind him an invitation to the ladies to take tea one day

at his studio, which neither had ever seen. How could he snap

abruptly the links he had forged with this delightful twain ?

He threw himself with ardor into work, trying to soothe his

pain by expressing it in Art, as a woman sheds it away in tears.

He toiled at a symbolic picture to illustrate Rossetti's sonnet,

" Love's Fatality."

" Love shackled with Vain-longing, hand to hand."

He put the figures in a vague landscape, but did not study

his models in the open, for he now had a desire to produce that

fatness of effect suggested by a concentrated studio light in-

stead of the dry flatness which the open air always diffused.

He no longer pinned himself to technical theories, finding by

experience that he only invented them afterwards to justify the

procedure his instinct dictated for any particular picture. But

his progress with " Love's Fatality " was slow and unsatisfac-

tory. He was feeling about, as it were, for a new manner wor-

thy of her who inspired it. He wrote her once telling her that

it was on the easel, and reminding her and Miss Regan of their

promise to visit him on their return from Devonshire, and he

l.ad from her an answer—elegantly indited on dainty, crested

paper, delicately scented—which he held often to his lips with

a rankling, gnawing pain of unsatisfied and unspoken desire.

m
it T
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She wrote that she was very anxious to see the picture, and
also to be back in town, for she was weary of the country with
its monotony, its lack of the complex thrill of civilization. Not
that the town held much to enthral her. Fortunately Olive had
consented to the Paris project ; the jrirl did not want to marry
before next sumu^.er, and rather hailed the idea of a farewell

quasi-bachelor Bohemian period of art and liberty. What she,
Eleanor, would do when she lost Olive Heaven only knew. And
then came the wail of world-weariness which his ear had caught
already in the first stages of their acquaintanceship. He inter-

preted it in the light of his own blank unrest, but to imagine
her hungering for him as he hungered for her was impossible
to his reverent passion. That she admired and liked him he
could not doubt ; and in one or two instants of mutual electric-

ity he had dared to think that Herbert was right, and that she
loved him. But his diffidence could never cherish the hope for
more than a few seconds ; and even if she iudeed loved him, he
felt that her delicacy, her finer, more ethereal ethical sense would
preserve her from the wistful images that tortured him. It was
the memory of her unhappy marriage to which her sadness
must be due ; no doubt, too, her life lacked lo , e, though she
might not be consciously aware of it.

When she at last came to see the picture, he was startled to
find her alone, and the bearer of a message of apology from
Miss Regan. His studio being, so to speak, a place of business,
he was not unused to receive ladies in connection with commis-
sions, but his poor, agonized heart—that had so ached to see
her again—pulsed furiously with mad hope as her stately fig-

ure, clad in widow - like black that set off her beauty in novel
lights, moved slowly about the great studio, admiring pictures
which he would have hidden from her in the days when he
thought of her more as a spiritual critic than a woman. Now,
even though she stood before him making remarks, he was too
distraught to catch the purport of her criticisms. He followed
her about in a haze, a dream, speaking, replying, and feeling all

the while as if it was all part of a game of make-believe, and in
a moment the thin pretence would be thrown oil and she would
be in his arms. But the moments passed, the haze cleared, and
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ho realized that he was entertaining a fashionable, self-pos-

sessed lady, wrapped up in artistic interest, with no apparent

relation to the woman who had flushed with the passion of the

sea and the winds on that night of stress and storm.

His mind flew back fro^i her bodily presence to picture her

leaning against his arm, and the memoried vision seemed in-

credible. She was unapproachably demure in her black -silk

gown. Over the shoulders she wore a short black -velvet cape

embroidered in jet, with a beaded fringe, finished off with a

filmy black lace reaching just below the waist. "When she

threw it back, Matt saw the great puff sleeves of her gown and

a turned-down collar that combined wit) them to give an old-

world feeling. At her throat was a soh ruche of black chiffon.

And from this monotone of black the blond skin of the throat

and face rose dazzling, crowned by a small pink bonnet, of sham-

rock shape, entirely composed of roses, with a lace-and-jet but-

terfly fluttering over it. Now and then she pointed out some-

thing with a long black-gloved forefinger. Her left hand held

a dainty little book, that looked—like herself—poetry. How
far away she seemed, standing thus at his side ! He was in a

fever of chills and heats.

She stopped longest before his unfinis.hed picture of " Love's

Fatality." He heard her approving his conception of

"Love shackled with Vain-longing, hand to hand,"

but, even as her ravishing lips spoke golden words of praise,

his vain longing to kiss them admonished him how feebly his

symbols expressed the heart-sickness he was feeling. The long-

er he heard the music of her lauding voice, the more those gray

eyes kindled below the pink bonnet in adoration of his genius,

the more his disgust with the picture grew ; and when a chance

word of hers reminded him that the subject had already been

treated in the last Academy, he determined to destroy his work

the moment she was gone, though he had always been aware of

the little skied picture which had drawn Miss Regan's eccentric

attention. The last estiges of his hope of her love died as she

^joQiiggg(j i' Jj0vo'a Fatalit''." with &^r\8Lveut unconsciousness that

to him, at least, the picture stood for something personal ; her
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aloofness was exacerbating. The heats of bis fever died,* only

thecbill was left.

He gave her some tea, and became gradually aware that she

was abnormally loquacious and vivacious. He reuiembered to

ask after Miss Regan's health, and was told that Olive was
bright and gay, with only rare reactions of pessimism. Mrs.

Wyndwood wondered dolefully again what she would do when
Olive was married. His heart, bolder than his lips, beat " Come
to me. Come to me." But she did not seem to catch its ap-

peal, though his eyes spoke, too. In his embarrassment he

turned over the pages of the dainty little book she had laid

down on the table. He started at finding it a new volume
of Harold Lavender's poems, and when on tlie 3y-leaf he read
" To Eleanor " his face twitched noticeably.

*' Ah, that was the book Mr. Lavender wrote about in the

letter that Primitiva lost," she said, quickly. "It's just out

to-day."

" I see he calls you Eleanor," he observed, tonelessly.

'^ Yes," she responded, smiling, " that is a poetic license.

Besides, it is a screen. There are so many Eleanors."

That sounded true to his bitter mood. There were indeed so

many Eleanors, all in contradiction. He kept tuining over the

leaves in silent jealousy.

" Ah, that is a very pretty one you have there," she said,

lightly. '* It might suggest a subject to you. Read it aloud, it's

only ten lines."

Fuming inwardly at the suggestion that the dapper poet of

sugar-plums and the hero of the nougat, whom he mentally

classed with Roy as an interloper, could afford him any inspira-

tion, and further incensed by the command to read the fellow's

verses, he gabbled through the little poem, which extended over

two deckle-edged, rough, creamy pages.

"ROSALIND READING AN OLD ROMANCE

"I watch her dainty rose-bud mouth,

That trembles with the exquisite

And wondrous tide that steals from it

Of song, redolent of the South;
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While o'er her April countenance,

The music of the quaint romance,

The sweeter for a Sense of pain,

Bends sun and shade; and lost in dream,

Her sweet eyes softly flash and gleam

With golden so^iles and diamond rain."

" I hope she read it better than that," laughed Mrs. Wynd-

wood, mirthfully.

" Well, she couldn't make the fourth line scan anyhow," he

.' iid.

" Oh, you mean ' redolent.' That's another poetic license."

"And Rosalind seems to be another," he said, surlily.

"Oh no, I'm not Rosalind. I haven't a dainty rose-bud

mouth. Mine is a full-grown rose at least." And her laugh

showed the white teeth gleaming against the red lips.

Her arch laughing face so close to his across the little tea-

thble tantalized him intolerably.

" It is a red, red rose," he whispered, hoarsely, half rising

and bending over as if to survey it.

"Beware of the thorn !" she laughed, nervously, drawing back

involuntarily. " And to think that but for the coast-guard who

found Primitiva's l^^tter," she rattled on hastily, " some other

fair lady would have had the honor of the dedication.''

" One of the other Eleanors, perhaps," he said, sulkily, sink-

ing back into his chair.

" Poor Primitiva !" she cried, in unabated hilaridusness and

intensified volubility. " Oh, she's been such fun. You know

Olive has brought her to London. She begged her away from

her father, to the excessive joy of Primitiva, who has become

her devoted slave. The other night Olive took her to the

theatre with us and would have her in the box. Sue had been

wrought up to a wild excitement, and when she got inside the

theatre and looked round at the festive company she drew a

deep breath of rapture. She said she liked it very much. Long

before the orchestra struck up, Olive discovered that Primitiva

imagined she was already in complete enjoyment of the play,

and that to sit in the theatre was all in all. Only one thing

marred Primitiva's pleasure. She was looking round furtively
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for your cousin, and at last asked where Mr. Herbert sat ; not,

it transpired, because of his position as Olive's fiance, but be-

cause she had heard us talk of Herbert as writing a play, and

imagined he was an inseparable adjunct of the theatre. Of

course, she doesn't know even now that there are more theatres

than one. When the overture struck up she was surprised and

delighted by this unexpected addition to the pleasures of the

evening. The rising of the curtain was the climax of her aston-

ishment and her transport. The action of the piece—a melo-

drama, purposely chosen for her behoof by our sportive frierid,

experimenting upon her freshness—seized her from the start,

and kept her riveted. The fall of the ^rst curtain, and the

arrest of the innocent man for the murder, left her weeping

bitterly. • It isn't real, you little goose !' Olive said, to pacify

her. 'Isn't it?' Primitiva replied, opening her brimming trust-

ful eyes to their widest. She gave a little sobbing laugh.

• And I thought they was all alive !' Then she rose to go, and

was astonished to hear that there was more. Alas ! it would have

been better had she gone. When the hero's wife, visiting the

hero in prison, kissed him, Primitiva inquired if the actor and

actress were really married, and learning that they were not,

was too disgusted to sympathize any further with their mis-

fortunes. It revolted her," concluded Mrs. Wyndwood, taking

up her teacup with an air of preparing for the resumption of

sips, "that a man who was not a woman's husband should kiss

her." And her face gleamed more tantalizing than ever under

the roses of her bonnet.

His fingers dented the teaspoon they fidgeted with ; it seemed

intolerable that his life should be spoiled by acceptance of the

moral stand-point of this simple creature. He with his artistic

agonies and his complex sorrows and his high imaginings to be

squeezed into the same moral moulds as Primitiva ! He refused

to see the humor of her. The girl had no more interest for him

than that irritating Roy. It was maddening to have Eleanor

sitting there in cold blood, the Honorable Mrs. Wyndwood, an

irreproachable widow in black, talking abstractly of kisses.

Then the tense string of expectation snapped ; the apathy that

he felt in the presence of Rosina invaded him—he stirred his
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tirred his

tea listlessly, awaiting the moment of her departure. As she

talked on, loquacious to the end, prattling of Erie-Smith and

Beethoven, and Swinburne, his apathy quickened into impa-

tience ; he longed for her to be gone. His hidden fingers

played a tattoo on the side of his chair. She bade him good-

bye at last; she would not see him again for many months,

unless he came to Paris.

" I always run over to do the Salon," he answered, indiffer-

ently.

When he had seen her, stately and stiff, to her .^-riage, and

his studio-door had shut him in again, he ripped up the canvas

with his old sailor's knife in a paroxysm of fury. His eye

caught the silver regatta cup standing proudly upon the piano.

He felt like dashing it down ; then it occurred to him how fine

and bitter a revenge it would be upon her and humanity at

large to fill it with poison and drain it to the dregs. But be

only threw himself upon a couch in a passion of sobs, such as

had not shaken him since childhood. The great picturesque

room, which the autumn twilight had draped in dusk, was in-

effably dreary without her ; his heart seemed full of dust, and

tears were a blessed relief in the drought. They probably

saved him from ending his empty life there and then.

He rallied, and began other pictures, but he could do nothing

with them. He refused commissions for portraits, hating the

imposition of subject, and fearful of exposing his restlessness to

a stranger's gaze. The return of the world to town renewed

social solicitations, but he felt he was wearing his heart on his

sleeve, and declined to parade it through drawing-room? De-

spite this gain of time, the v/eeks passed without any definite

product. He was searching, but he could not find. One day

he would sit down and fix in charcoal some rough suggestions

for a greater symbolic picture than that which he had destroyed

;

but the next day he would be working up his recollections of

Devonshire night-scenory, trying by a series of tentative touches

on a toned canvas to evolve the romantic mystery of those

illumined villages niched in the cliffs, or of the moon making a

lovely rippling path across the dark lonely sea, as Eieavior had

made across his life ; while a day or so after he would discard
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these thinly painted shadowy night-pieces, and, painting straight

from the shoulder, "impasto" his canvas with brutal blobs of

paint that at a distance merged into the living flow of red sunlit

wfttcr

And always this rankling, gnawing pain of unsatisfied and

unspoken desire. No man could work with that at his breast.

And her rare letters did not allay it, though they spoke no

word of love, but were full of enthusiasm for the free student

life in Paris, the glorious camaraderie, the fun of dining occasion-

ally for a few centimes in tiny cremeries, and going to tho Peo-

ple's Theatre off the Boulevard Montparnassc^ where they gave

a bonus of cerises a Veau de vie between the pieces. Oh, if she

had onlv been younger, less staled by life ! If she could only

begin over again. If she only had the energy of Olive, who

started' work at the Academy at the preternatural hour of eight

A M But she had lost the faculty of beginnings, she feared, and

she made but poor progress in sculpture. That was the under-

current of these gay letters, the characteristic note of despond-

^"rlosina held out no hand of reconciliation. His only contact

with her was through Billy, who paid him one visit to escort

"Aunt Clara" over the studio. Fis wife had, it transpired,

held forth so copiously and continuously upon its glories that

the poor creature had plucked up courage to ask to see it, and

Rosina who had evidently concealed the breach with her famous

husband, had besought Billy to convoy her. And so one day

these two routed out the sick lion from the recesses of his

^The appearance of Miss Clara Coble was as much a shock as

a surprise to Matthew Strang. In the nine years or so since she

had assisted at his wedding-an unimportant but not disagreea-

ble personage, tall and full-blooded as her brother, she had de-

caved lamentably. She was now an ungainly old maid, stoop-

ing and hollow-eyed, with crows' feet and sharpened features.

She had a nervous twitch of the eyelids, her head drooped odu-

j.. „„j j,o. n^nv^rsntion was at times inconsecutive to the verge

of Fatuity.' rrom the day of her birth to the day of his death

Coble had thought of her as his little sister, and he never real-
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ized the tragedy of her spinsterhood, of Ijer starved nature,

though under his very eye she bad peaked and pined in body
and soul.

But it leaped to the painter's eye at the first sight of her, and
her image rqmained in his brain, infinitely pathetic.

The ugliness that in earlier days would have averted his eyes

in artistic disgust, drew him now in human pity. He grew ten-

derer to Rosina at the thought that she was harboring this wreck
of femininity. It rejoiced him to think how much " Aunt Clara '*

was enjoying this visit to his grandeurs; h> listened with pleased

tolerance to her artless babble—in her bosi 'tys she had always

had something of her brother's big simplicioy—as she told tale

after tale out of school, repeating the col ssal things her poor

brother had said about his son-in-law's genius and wealth, re-

counting how Coble had thus become the indirect hero of the

Temperance Bar, and unconsciously revealing—what was more
surprising to the painter—the pride with which Rosina had al-

ways written home (and still spoke to her aunt) about her hus-

band and his fashionable friends and successes. And poor Miss

Coble expanded in the atmosphere of the great man, which she

had never hoped to breathe. Her cadaverous cheek took a flush,

she held her head straighter on her shoulders. He felt that,

after all, it was worth while being famous if he could give such

pleasure to simple souls by his mere proximity. The fame he

had sold his body and soul for was a joyless possession ; happy

for him if it could yet give joy to others.

Billy told him that Ruth Hailey was in Paris at the Hotel

Windsor with Mrs. Verder, preparatory to the long Antipodean

tour, and suggested that he might call upon her when he went

over to see th-j Salon if she was still there. Matthew wrote

down the address, but said he didn't think he should go over

that year. Billy looked disappointed ; lie had been about to

suggest accompanying his brother. Life at Camden Town, he

intimated fretfully, had resumed its dead-alive routine, and he

glanced towards Miss Coble as if to imply that her advent had

not brii^htened the domestic table.

When the visitors left, Matthev; put them into a cab and drove

with thein a little way to purchase presents for the children,
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There,was a doll for Clara and a box of animals for Davie. To

Rosiua he did not venture to send even a message. At a word

from her he would have gone to her, but he had no stomach to

cope with her tantrums.

This new reminder of home left him more depressed than

before. It was impossible to concentrate himself upon his

work, even in the presence of models. They were an unprofita-

ble expense, and be dismissed them and brooded over the ruins

of his life. Without Eleanor Art was impossible, he felt. True

Art he could not produce without her inspiration, and false Art

was falseness to her ar.J a vile slavery.

Insomnia dogged his nights, and when he slept it was but to

suffer under harassing dreams fantastically compour.ded of his

early struggles. These dreams never touched his later life

;

many ot them dealt oppressively with the bird-shop, and he had

often to clean endless shades with chamois leather, smashing

one after the other under the rebuking but agonizingly unintel-

ligible " Pop ! Pop ! Pop !" of *' Ole Hey," though he felt sure

Tommy, the young Micmac errand-boy, had cracked them be-

forehand. And what added to the sleep'^r's agony was that

these breakages would have to be made good to the Deacon

from his scanty wage, or, worse, he would be discharged and

unable to send the monthly subsidy to Cobequid Village. The

anguish and anxiety were quite as harassing as though the trou-

bles were real.

He made one desperate excursion into Society—it was the de-

lightful dinner-party of a gifted fellow-artist whose cultured and

beautiful wife had always seemed to him the ideal hostess. And

a pretty and guileless girl, full of enthusiasm for Art and Nature

and the life that was opening out before her, fell to his escort-

ing arm ; she was visibly overpowered by her luck and charm-

ingly deferential ; at first his responsive smile was bitter, but his

mood lightened under her engaging freshness and the cham-

pagne he imbibed recklessly.

But the next morning's reaction, aggravated by the headache

of indigestion, plunged hmi into more tenebrous giOoms. jj-Uu

for the unkindly fates he might have sat with such a wife, host

and hostess of such a gathering. He pictured Eleanor receiv-
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ing his guests, and in liis factitious happiness ho gathered the

poor and the despised to his hearth. The images of suicide

resurged. He saw it on the bills :—" Suicido of a Popular

Painter." Why not ? The position was hopeless ; were it not

best to throw it up ? IIow the world would stare ! No one

would understand the reason. Rosina would still remain un-

known, irrelevant to the situation. And his eyee filled with

tears, in the bitter luxury of woe.

But he did not commit suicide, and all that the world, or that

minuce portion of it which talks Art, wondered at, was why Mat-

thew Strang was unrepresented when the Academy opened in

May. It leaked out that he had been ill, and there were sym-

pathetic paragraphs which were not altogether misinformed, for

these sleepless or dream-tortured nights had brought on nervous

prostration and acute headaches. That ancient blood-poisoning,

too, had left its traces in his system, and when he \'as worried

and overwrought his body had to pay ajain the penalty of un-

forgiven physical error.

Again, as in those far-ofE days, he ohought of a sea-voyage to

his native village ; it dwindled down to crossing the Channel.

As the opening of the Salon drew nearer and nearer, he felt

more and more strongly that he must not miss the Exhibition.

It was part of a painter's education. There was no need to see

Eleanor Wyndwood ; by remaining on the fashionable side of

the river the chances were ue would not even come across her

casually in the few days of his stay. No, there was nothing to

apprehend. And besides, it began to be Increasingly borne in

upon him that it was his duty to look up Ruth Hailey ; she had

called upon him at Camden Town, and etiquette demanded that

he should return the call. What had she and Rosina talked

about? he wondered dully. If he did not go soon, she might

be off to Australia, and the opportunity of seeing his ancifint

playmate would probably recur nevermore.

And so a bright ?.Iay morning saw him arrive in the capital

of Art, breakfast hastily at the Grand Hotel, and—drive straight

fi-v 4'K'> T,rt4-i*% fill n«»+/\*» llf r»rv*« olim/ia f\+ nnt» +Ki'\|i4T^Kfo inH f li »

gayety of the Boulevards, with their green trees and many-col-

ored kiosks, had begun to steal into his spirit, and b's gloomy
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apprehension of danger to dissipate in the crisp sunny air.

Why should ho not see Eleanor Wyndwood ?

And then he discvered that he did not know her addresst

that she wrote from the Englirh Ladies,' Art Club; he hunted
out the place out the concierge told him she was not there, and
gave hi.n the address of the Academy most of the ladies at-

tended, but this was the hour of d^euncr, and mojisieur would
probably not find them there till the afternoon. He grew dowu-
cjist again, and, dismissing the cab, he sauntered on foot tow-

ards the Academy, trying to kill time. lie dropped into a

tiny restaurant close by to get a cup of coffee ; it was decorated

by studies from the nude, evidently accepted in payment for

dinners; and the ceiling had a central decoration that reminded
him of his own crude workmanship in the sitting-room of that

hotel in New Brunswick. He sat down at a little table facing

the only lady custon^er, a uashing Frenchwoman, the warm
coloring of whose handsome model's face showfid l«t.ween a

great black-plumed hat and a light-blue bow, and v/ho paused be-

tween her spoonfuls of apple-stew to chant joyously, •* Couecu,
coucou, fal la, la, la, la." A decadent poet with a leonine rarae

sipped absinthe, a spectacled Dane held forth intermittently on
the bad faith of England towards Denmark at the commence-
ment of the century, a Scotch painter discoursed on fly-fishing,

and exhibited a box of trout-flies, and one or another paused
from time to time to hum, " Coucou, coucou, fal la, la, la, la,"

in sympathy with the gay refrain. Hens fluttered and clucked

about the two sunlit tables, and goat wandered around, willing

to eat.

Mattlie>^ btia.ig fed the hens and was taken by the humors
of the ' i. j\ ato whicu he had scarcely penetrated before,

knowing mainly the other side of the water. Perceiving him
looking at her pictures, the stout smiling proprietress, whose
homely face, minus her characteristic smi'e, flared in paint on
a wall, protruding from a scarlet-striped bodice, asked him in

very loud tones if he would like to see her collection, and
straightway haled him up-stairs to her salon, which was hung
thickly with meritorious pictures, upon wliose beauties she held

^ running comoi^Qt, astonishing Matthew by thci intelligeiice of
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her criticisms. " Tiiia represents a hawthorn, monsieur, wh..h

blossoms in the spring. This was done by a Dane who is dead.

The King of Denmark oCered him a commission, but he would

!iot wcrk for him, because he was a revolutionary—in painting

only, you understand, «a Impressionist. That is a copy of the

one in the Luxembourg. I paid t\n > hundred francs to have it

made, because I love the original so. Oh yes, it is a very good

copy. My landlord offered me four hundred for it, but I prefer

to live in a little apartmeiit, surrounded b) my pictures. As

you say, I am an amateur o: pictures. There are more here in

my bedroom," and she usherer' Inra in, apologizing for the bed

not being made. Then she told hiin her history. She was a

widow with an only son, who was beau garfon. Ah, she was

beautiful herself v;hen she had twenty years. Rer sou was to

be an artist. Matthew Strang feelingl. hoped the boy would

become ?» great artist ; inwardly he wondered wistfully why he

himself had not been blessed with an art-loving mother. And

then in a curious flash of -etrospective insight be recognized

for the first time the etsential artistic elements in bis mother's

character, "tifled by a narrow creed—her craving for the life of

g'*y cities, her Pagan anger at Abner Preep's bow-legs i What a

pity she had not been born in this freer artistic atmosphere,

which indeed her ancestors must have breathed, though their

blood had been crossed with German and Scotch, as if to

produce his own contradictory temperament. In London, he

thought, artistic connoisseurship was the last thing one would

look for in small shopkeepers. In a softer mood he repaired

to the Academy, which was entered through a pair of large

folding doors that gave upon a stone corridor. He passed

through this passage and came out under a sloping porch, with

broken trellis-work at one side and an untidy tree. At the top

of a flight of stone steps that descended thence, he was stopped

by a block of young American fellowy in soft felt hats, who mo-

tioned him to stand still, and, to his astonishment and some-

what melancholy amusement, he found himself part of a group

about to be photographed by a pretty young lady student in the

sunnv, dusty court-yard bolow.

The group ^he had pQs^d stretched all down the fcJteps, and
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consisted mainly of models— male aud female. There were
Italian women, dusky and smiling, soi-e bareheaded, some
hooded, and a few pressing infants—literal olive-branches—to
their bosoms. There was an Italian girl of fourteen with a
mustache, who was a flare of color in her green velvet apron
and gorgeous trailing head-dress. There were Frenchwomen
with coquettish straw hats, and a child in a Tarn o' Shanter

;

there was a Corsican in a slouch-hat, with t.oal-black hair and a
velvet jacket to match, and a little Spanish boy in a white hat.
Thrown in as by way of artistic contrast with all this efflores-
cence of youth was a doddering, pathetic old man with a spread-
ing gray beard and flowing gray locks ; and there were young
lady students of divers nationalities—Polish, Greek, Dutch, and
American—curiously interspersed in the motley group which
stretched right down the stone steps between the stone balus-
trades that terminated in stone urns spouting disorderly twigs.
Behind the pretty photographer were the terra-cotta walls of
the sculpture atelier, which, high beyond her head, were re-
placed by long, green-glazed windows, into which a pink lilac-
bush, tiptoeing, tried to peep; around her were stools, dumb-
bells, damaged busts, a headless terra-cotta angel with gaping
trunk and iron stump, nursing a squash-faced cherub, and dis-
mantled packing-cases swarming with sportive black kittens;
and facing her a great blackened stone head of Medusa stared
from a red-brick pedestal, awful with spiders' webs across the
mouth and athwart the hollow orbits and in the snaky hair cov-
ered with green moss

; and towering over her head and domi-
nating the court-yard stood a colossal classical statue, tarnished
and mutilated, lepresenting a huge helmeted hero, broken-nosed
and bleared, sustaining a heroine, as armless but not so beauti-
ful as the Venus de Milo, doing a backward fall. But the sun
shone on the dusty litter and the muss and the lumber, and the
hlac-bush blossomed beautifully, and over all was the joy of
youth and Art and the gayety of ihe spring. Matthew Strang
felt an ancient thrill pass through his sluggish veins. To be
young and to paint—what happiness ! His eyes moistpnnd In
sympathy with the scene. The models were redolent of A^t—
the very children breathed Art, the babes sucked it in. Art
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was a republic, and everybody was equal in it—the doughtiest

professor and the meanest model, the richest amateur and the

penurious youth starving himself to be there. There was noth-

ino- in the world but Art— it was the essence of existence.

There wore people who lived for other things, but they did

not count. Oh, the free bra^e life ! He was glad to be photo-

graphed as part and parcel of all this fresh aspiration ; it re-

vivified hira ; he had a superstitious sense that it was symbolic.

The group scattered, dismissed by the ** Merci " of the pretty

photographer ; and Matthew, descending the steps, asked her if

Mrs. Wyndwood worked in her atelier. She did not know, but

she guessed from his description it must be the aristocratic-

looking lady who had dropped in once or twice in Miss Regan's

company. Miss Regan came regularly every morning at eight

o'clock, but not at all in the afternoon, when she worked at

home. Miss Regan's own studio was in an Impasse about ten

minutes away
;
probably her friend lived with her. Heartily

thanking his informant, he betook himself thither. He found

the Impasse in a prosaic, grimy street, amid which the charm-

ing, if battered bass-relief of Venus with Cupids over its en-

trance, struck an unexpected note of poetry, which was intensi-

fied by the little Ionic portico with classic bronze figures between

its pillars that faced him as he passed through the corridor.

Leafy trees and trellised plants added rusticity to the poetry of

the sunny, silent, deserted court-yard, so curiously sequestered

amid the surrounding squalor. The windows of many studios

gave upon it, and the backs of canvases showed from the glass

annexes for plein air study. But as he passed under the pretty,

natural porch of embowering foliage that led to the door of the

studio he sought, his heart beat as nervously at the thought of

again facing the Hon. Mrs. Wyndwood as when, in his young

days, he had first saluted the magnificent uncle whose name he

bore. He had an inward shrinking: was it wise to expose

himself to the perturbation of another interview with this cold,

stately creature, the image of whom, passing graciously to her

r.qrria'Y'^ "'oc cfill v{v\A in him ? "Rut hfi could not fiTO back

now. He knocked at the door.

Eleanor opened the door—a radiant, adorable apparition in a
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l)ig white clay-smeaieJ bJoiise with a huge serviceable pocket.
He had never imagined her thus ; he was as taken aback by her
appe; ance as she by his presence. He stared at her in silence,
as she stood there under the overarching greenery, with gold
flecks of sunlight on her hair. But both recovered themselves
in a moment

;
the sight of her in this homely artistic costume

knocked her off the pedestal of fashion and propriety on which
bis mental vision had posed her ; she became part of that brave
young democracy of Art he had just left; and there was a
charmmg camaraderie in the gay laugh with which, withdraw-
ing her long white hands beyond reach of liis proffered glove,
and exhibiting them piquantly clay-covered, she cried, <« Can't
shake."

The seriousness of the imagined meeting vanished in a twin-
kling. He looked at her dancing eyes, the sweet, red mouth
smiling with a gleam of lustrous teeth : he had an audacious
inspiration.

" Well, then there's nothing for it but—" he said, smiling
back, and ilnished the sentence by kissing her. Instantly her
eyelids drooped, half-closing; her lips responded passionately
to his.

-^

They were withdrawn in a moment before he could realize
what he had done, or tho wonderful transformation in their re-
lations.

^
" In the open air !" she cred, horrified, and ran within. He

followed her, closing the door ; his heart beat tumultuously
now. Nothing could undo that moment. A wilderness of talk
could not have advanced matters so far.

Through the tall glass roof of the airy studio the sun
streamed in rays of dn^rty gold, dappling the imaginative clay
models in their wet wrappings, the busts, fountains, serpents,
rock-wori£, witches, that variegated the shelves, and lent an air
of fantasy and poetry, extruding the tedious commonplace of
plebeian existeucd, am' harmonizing with the joyous aloofness
of the scene in the court-yard its sense of existence in and for
itself, by souls attuned to Art and dedicate to loveliness.

Mrs. Wyndwood stood, saucily beautiful, leaning against a
shelf, with ope hand in the pocket of her blouse, and rubbing
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the clay of the other against the sides of what looked like a tin

baking-dish filled with plaster-pie. How harmonious was that

tilt tocher nose ! He had never noticed before how delightfully

it turned up. She smiled roguishly.

" Imprudent creature 1 Suppose Olive had been in 1"

The great moment was taken in a livelier key than he had

ever dreamed.
i i- i

" But you were out," he said, trying to respond to her lights

ness, though he trembled in every limb. He made a movement

towards her. She shrank back against the shelf.

" Don't !" she cried, gayly, " you'll spoil your gloves."

He dabbled them magnificently in a heap of plaster of Paris

and advanced nearer.
^

"Now you'll spoil my blouse," she cried, movmg hastily

away to dip her hands in a bowl of water.

He tore ofE the gloves and threw them on the floor.

" Is that a challenge ?" she laughed, drying her hands, but the

laughter died in a gurgle. He had stopped her breath. She

did not struggle, but lay in his arms silent like a tired, lovely

child—at rest, at last, her happy face pressed to his. " Oh, my

dear," she murmured, cooingly. » And all those months you

never kissed me once !"

" I did not dare," he answered, with a pang of remorse.

" You gave me no hint that you—that you cared for mc."

A Dcautiful blush blossomed and faded on her face. " But

you should have understood. I needed the touch." And her

face nestled closer against his.

Even now it seemed dream-like that this marvellous happiness

should be his ; that this fastidious complex creature of fashion-

able London whom he had dared to love should be pillowing

her perfumed head on the shoulder of the man who in his

laborious and wretched youth had wheeled a bird-stuffers

barrow through Whitechapel, His life lay behind him like a

steep, arduous hill rising to this celestial cloudland.

" K I had only known," he said, brokenly. " Oh, how I loved

you that night of the storm !"

" And how I adored you," she confessed dclieiously. " You

were so brave, so manly that day. You saved Olive's life, you
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saved her for me and for Herbert. Oh, how noble ! We none
of us thanked you, it was alJ laughter and badinage, but you
were my hero, my true, great, strong, simple man."
And her lips sought his humbly, her eyes swimming in te&^s,

"Let me kiss you now for your brave deed. Ah, how I » i><

afraid when Herbert, looking through his glass, cried out that
something had happened to Olive, that you had swum back for
her. I felt my life growing dark. Suppo3e I had lost you
both."

^

And her mobile face grew tragic at the thought. He held her
tighter.

'' Eleanor ! It is so good to be with you !" he articulated in a
hoarse v,'iisper that was half a sob.

Her tragic features lightened to a winsome, reproachful smile.
"And when I came to your studio, Matthew, you gave me . . .

tea
!"

" If I had only known, if I had only dared !"

" You must dare with a woman."
Her arms had been resting on his shoulders—she threw them

around his neck.

" Oh, my Master—now and ever."

Conscience slipped into paradise. He unwound her arms.
"You forget my—secret."

She moved her chin bewitchingly upward.
" You have sealed my lips."

He kissed them again. "And you can love me despite that?
I am not worthy c" Guoh a sacrifice."

Her bosom heaved beneath the blouse, her eyes kindled with
the old spiritual fire, her voice rang passionately.

" You are worthy ! Life has been too cruel to you—you need
a woman's heart to cherish you, you shah not be starved of the
sunshine, you shall work in happiness. Ah ! that is what I have
learned here in this happy, liberal air. Arc is the child of joy-
ful labor—it is the sunshine of life. You are sad, miserable,
and it harrows my heart. Oh, if I can bring joy and peace to
the soul of a . like you, if I can indeed inspire your Art,
my wretched life wil! not have been wasted. You have told
me that I could, tell it me again."
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" You, and you only, can bring me joy and peace."

She caressed his hair with a tender, protective hand. *' My
Matthew !" she murmured.

"And you, Eleanor," he faltered, tremulously ;
" I shall not

make you unhappy ?''

" I shall be happier than I have ever been," and her arms

stole round him again in simple trust.

"Ah, I was forgetting. Life owes you happiness, too. If I

dared to think I could bring you forgetfulness of the past
!"

She shuddered. Her arms unlaced themselves of their own

accord. She dropped into a chair before the table and laid

them across the moulding-dish, and buried her head in her

hands. He stood by helpless, torn by emotions, waiting till the

flood of bitter memories should have spent itself, watching

her shoulders quivering, and the sunlight lying on her hair like

a consecration.

" Oh, Douglas !" she was moaning. " Did 1 do you wrong ?

Did I do you wrong? But I meant the best; I always meant

the best, God knows. And you cannot chide me now you are

dead and cold, and it is all so long ago."

He shivered nervously. Truly women were incomprehensi-

ble, he thought. No man could follow the leaps and turns of

their emotions. They were a higher, more ethereal order of

being. But he reverenced her for her loyalty to the unworthy

dead, her punctilious self-torture, even while he envied the man

who had been privileged to call her " wife."

He touched her hair reverently—there where the sunshine

rested.

" Don't cry, dear Eleanor."

A great burst of sobbing shook her. " Oh, life is so diffi-

cult !" He bent down beside her, ineffably pitiful.

" We are going to make it easier for one another,' he said,

gently. His hair touched hers. She turned her tear-flecked

face, and their lips met. " We are going to begin over agai-
"

he liiurmured. She stifled her sobs like a soothed child, a^^

sprang up with a smile struggling through rain-clouds.

** Yes, with you I can begin over again, Master " and slie

looked into his face with her naive, beseeching trustfulness.
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" This is a new life already," he said, touching her blouse.
She gave a laugh of childish joy.

•' Yes ! yes ! This is a new life—the past is dead—this is my
neophyte's robe. Ah, it changes one, this Paris, does il not ?

I am an artist, and you are my Master. It is you who have
awakened me to Art ! Oh, I knew this would happen. That
wonderful old woman ! She's a fortune-teixci in Bethnal Green—the Duchess of Portsdown gave me her address and after
you were so cold to me when I came to your studio in London,
I went to see her. Such a queer, wrinkled hag, and such a
dingy, wretched room, up such a dirty flight of stairs—oh, I
was afraid ! But she was marvellous ! She knew I was a widow—that I had been married unhappily—that I was a fashionable
lady—though I went in ray oldest clothes, and hid my rings in
my purse for fear of their being stolen. Oh ! by-the-way, where
have' I put them?" He found them and she slipped them on.
"And she said I should love again and be loved. You should
have seen her wicked old eyes as she spoke of love—they were
like live coals. And then she predicted that I should marry
again and lead a long and happy life with a dark man, distin-
guished and rich, who should inspire me to a new faith. Isn't
it marvellous ?" She took his hand and smoothed the wrist ca-
ressingly.

" It is you who have inspired me to a new faith," he answered,
tremulously. " It is you who have awakened me to Art. Do
you know what happened to me this morning when I went to
seek you out ? I, too, was reborn."

He told her the auspicious incident—how he had been photo-
graphed as part of the fresh young art-life.

She c'apped her jewelled hands.

" It is providential—foreordained. We are to be happy."
" Happy !" He shivered witli sudden foreboding. " Another

prophetess declared I was never to be happy," he said, sadly.
" To thirst, and to thirst, and never to quench my thirst !"

" Oh, that is all superstitious nonsense !" she cried, vehe-
mently. " You musf. be happy

; you shall be happy
; the world

must not lose your Art ; / will save it."

ller face was glorified.
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*' But the cost to yourself," he faltered.

*' I will pay the price. You love me. For mc to ruin your
life

—

that would be sin."

She drew his head to her bosom and smoothed back the curly

hair from his forehead.

*' My dear, my dear," she murmured.

He gulped back the lump in his throat. " No, this is not

sin. You have redeemed me ; I never felt so at peace with all

things," he said, in low, religious tones. " Oh, we will shame
che world—we will live high and true. Our happiness shall

radiate to all that sorrows and suffers. Our home shall be the

home of Art. It shall stand open to all the young artists

striving faithfully in poverty—it shall be a centre of bless-

ing. Suffering has made me morose, now I feel at one with my
kind, longing to do my truest work. Oh, God bless you, my
dear."

.A startled look of alarm had come into her face. She loosed

her embrace of him.

" But, Matt ! We cannot have a home."

He had a chill of apprehension, which even the sweetness of

that first clipping of his name could not counteract.

'* But we love each other !"

She waved her hands agitatedly .
" The world would spurn

me—"
" We will spurn the world."

«* Oh, but you are not thinking ! Who would come to the

house ? How is it to be a centre of blessing ?"

" We will win the world's respect. What ! You and I

!

Are we not strong enough ? You, with your noble past—I,

who come from nothing and have won youy
" You talk like a dreamer, a poet, and I love you for it. But

you do not know the world—how it ignores the realities of

things."

" Oh, I know the canting hypocrisy that puts its faith in

shows, and honors loveless marriage. I will teach it to respect

a home of love, and the work that is its fruit. You are right,

happiness is the mother of Art. Oh, how I shall work now, my
dear!"

81
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"You may overtop Raphael; you will never be a Royal

Academician."
" What has my private life to do with Art ?"

«' Nothing with Art, but everything with English Art. You

will lose your R.A."
" I shall gain you."

She shook her head.

" Why not gain both ?"

" Ah, but you say it is impossible 1"

'* I do not say so. What need is there to wear our hearts

upon our sleeves ?" She touched his sleeve now, insinuating

caressing fingers. " Darling, don't you see how hard it would be

for me to bear—I am not a man. The worst of the scorn would

be for me. Society is very hard upon those who will not be un-

conventional in secret. I have not yonr courage and strength.

You will not shame me."

He weakened.
" Oh,, I am thoughtless," he said, and stood miserable, uncon-

scious of the caressing fingers.

Then his brow lightened.

•* Nobody knows I'm married. If we came back and set up

house together, people would think we had been married

abroad."

She put her hands to her face with a desperate gesture.

" Oh, but I could not bear Olive to know."

His heart leaped. " Has Herbert told her I'm married 1"

" No, she doesn't know."

" He is a fine fellow."

*' But she would be sure to learn it one day—it would leak

out."

" Then she would keep the secret."

She shook her head. "You don't Irnow Olive," she said

from between her palms. " She is hard on women. I would

have sat to you ages ago, only I was afraid of her sneers. I

wouldn't have her know Tor welds. I used to think her sex-

less."

" But now that she is to be married—

"

" She will be more conventional than ever."

•i
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He tossed back his hair, impatiently. " Then we must dis-
pense with Olive."

For a long time she did not reply. He thought his harshness
towards her friend had set her crying again. He gently forced
her hands from her face. It was flushed and pain-stricken.

" Forgive me. I have hurt you," he said, in contrition.
•' No, you do not understand. And Olive has been so good

to me. She takes charge of all .ny affairs—" She hesitated.
" 1 don't even know what my income is, or "—with a path tic

engaging smile—" whether I have an income at all. And I'm
afraid I spend a great deal."

He straightened his shoulders. " I am very glad of that. I
will work for you, I can wring gold from the world." Rapia
calculations flashed through his mind—already he regretted his
last year's inactivity, the destruction of his picture.

She was blushing adorably. " No, I could not take anything
from you ... if we lived apart. No, no."

" Not from me ? Oh, Eleanor. Then we must make our home
together."

" But don't I tell you that is impossible ?" she said, almost
pettishly, on the brink of tears. "The world would get to
know the truth. There is that Ruth Hailey you spoke of, who
knows your brother, and who through her connection with Linda
Verder gets brought into contact with all sorts of people. And
your wife would hear of it, too. Unscrupulous persons would
egg her on to move. There would be blackmailing, everything
sordid and horrible." She shuddered violently. ..." Oh, you
do not know the world—you have Uved with your eyes shut,
fixed on inward visions."

He opened them now, startled to find himself lectured for
want of worldliness by this ethereal creature. She dissipated
his uneasy bewilderment by a swift transition, her face dimpled
itself with reassuring smiles. She pulled the little curly lock
at his forehead with a fascinating tug.

" Don't be such a hot-headed Quixote, dear. There is time
enough to plan out the future. CircnmRtancfs may change "

Her face saddened. " The poor creature may be taken ... and
your idea may seem more plausible when I have got used to

BBffimiiWMBiri
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it—you come with a rush and a crash—like those waves that

night." She smiled wistfully. " And I am only a woman, and

timid. Can't you see I have been frightened to death all this

last half-houi ?"

" Frightened of me ?"

"No," with a pathetic smile. " Frightened of Olive. Twenty

tir;:es I thought I caught her footsteps.''

" What if she does come ! She won't be surprised to see nie

here."

" No, but I have a plan. Tt will be safest if she doesn't know
you're in Paris at all. You must leave me at once."

His heart sank. " But when do I see you ?"

" Next Sunday evening."

" A whole week ?" The sunlight seemed gone.

" On Sunday morning Olive goes to Brussels for a few days

—

she's only waiting to finish that statuette of Fate, isn t it weird ?

All those things there are Olive's handiwork ; how clever she is !

I only do the menial work of pouring in the plaster. It saves

money, because
—

"

*' Yes, yes," he interrupted, impatiently. " And on Sunday

evening?"
*' You will call forme here—say about seven—yon will take me

to dinner, somewhere quiet in this great free Paris." She made
a great circle with her arm«^ .s if enjoying the elbow-room.

"And then
—"she smiled ii...oxicatingly, " then we can talk

over the future." Her eyes looked heavenly promise. He caught

her in his arms. This time she struggled away.

" No, no ! She may be back at any moment. I hear foot-

steps. You must go."

She pushed him towards the door.

" Mayn't I write 1"

" No, Olive would see the letter."

The footsteps passed by.

He looked back in re'uctant farewell, as he fumbled at the

door-handle. She was close behind him.

She opened her arms, and ^ " head was on her breast aa-ain.

" Oh, my dea**^ my dear," she -mured, " it is hard to wait."

Then she pushed him outsiu. , hur face grown spiritual again
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m its anxiety, and she slammed the door, and be reeled like a

drunken man.

Her last look haunted him—soulful, alluring, intoxicating. He
was almost sobbing with happiness. Heaven had been kind to

him at last. The balmy air of the court-yard fanned his brow.

He walked on aimlessly, in a beatific dream, past the beautiful

Ionic portico, through the corridor, into the street, no longer

grimy, and so on to the Boulevards.

How happy the world was 1 How the sunshine streamed with

its dancing motes ! How gay the kiosks with their dainty posters

and the piquant designs of great caricaturists laughing from the

front pages of the illustrated journals 1 How light-hearted those

bourgeois drinking red wine at the alfresco cables! What a

jolly, bulbous-nosed old cabman that was who hailed him, not

knowing he had quicksilver in his veins, and must needs give

his limbs to lively motion. He sauntered on at random, buoyant,

treading on sunbeams, a song at his heart, breathing in the sense

of the spacious, airy city that sparkled in the spring sunshine,

mother of nimble spirits ; he crossed the river, glittering in a

long sweep, with Notre Dame rising on its island in picturesque

antiquity ; the t)ook-stalls on the quays thrilled him with a re-

membrance of the joys of reading ; he strode on humming a

merry tu".e, the bustle of traffic was a musical accompaniment to

it ; he stopped at a great leafy square, alive with pedestrians, to

watch the limpid water leaping from a beautiful fountain ; around

him were the seductive programmes of theatres, eloquent of

artistic acting, of fine comedy, of poetic tragedy. He strolled

along, absorbing noble buildings, and churches, and splendid

public monuments. How fair life was, how marvellously com-

pacted ! Gladness was at the heart of all things.

The city passed into his soul as never before ; its radiant

message of elegance, proportion, style, sanity, unity, lucidit}>

exquisite sensibility to the material, balanced by an esthetic

delight in ^deas, and the spirit of gayety all over ; henceforth,

thanks to Eleanor, he would be of it, following Art for the joy

of Art, out of the happiness of the soul, sun -clear, without

stagnant vapors of discontent, those fits of spleen bred of foggy,

uncouth London; he wouM l^ fixed at last, swinging steadily
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ou a pivot of happiness, a lover of life and a praiscr thereof.

All its swcetnass had been diverted from him—it had passed to

others. Now -tt last he would be self-centred. He rambled on,

he crossed the Pont Passy, and saw the old city rising quaint

and steep in wooded terraces. Oh, love and life ! Oh, life and
love I Why had people besmirched the Creatior with soilures

of cynicism, plaguing the air with pessimistic laments, graceless

grunts of swine nosing garbage ?

What good times he had had himself, he who had won fame
and gold while still young! And how ungraciously he had
accepted these gifts of the gods, mewling and whining like a
sulky child. Surely he deserved that hod allotted in Dante ''or

those who had wilfully lived in sadness. The gracious romance
of life—that was what his Art should henceforth interpret. He
began to dream beautiful masterpieces, and they reminded him
that he had come to see the Salon. He retraced his steps

towards the Champs Elysees, watching the endless procession of

elegant equipages rolling steadily to and frum the Bois, with
their panorama of luxurious women. He entered the Salon ; the

pictures delighted him, the crowd enraptured him, a young girl's

face stirred him to a mood of paternal benediction ; he met Ed-
ward Cornpepper, A.R.A., there, and felt the little man was Ins

dearest friend. Coriipepper introduced him to his newly-ac-

quired wife, who said the j:lxhibition was indecent.
" You are right, my dear, there isn't a decent picture here,"

Cornpepper chuckle ., grimacing to adjust his monocle, and feel-

ing his round beard. •' Ichabod ! The glory is departed from
Paris. The only chaps who can paint nowadays are the Neo-
Teutonic school. The Frenchmen are played out—they have
even lost their taste. They bought a picture of mine last year,

you remember. I palmed off the rottenest thing I'd ever done
on 'em. It's in the Luxembourg—you go and see it, old man,
and you tell me if I'm not right. Now, mind you do ! Ta, ta,

old fellow. Soii'y you're not in the Academy this year—but it's

a good advertisement for you. I think I shall be ill myself next
year. But we mustn't talk shop. Good-bye, old man. Oh, by-
the-way, I hear your cousin's engaged to an heiress. It's true,

it it ? Lucky beggar, that Herbert ! Better than painting, eh ?
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'or

Fla ! ha! ha! But T knew lic'd never do anything. Didn't ho
win the Gold Medal, eh? llo ! ho ! ho ! Well, au revoir. Don't
forget the Luxembourg. You don't want to wait till I'm dead
and in the Louvre, what ? Thanks for a pleasant chat, and wish
you better."

Matthew shook his hand for the third time with unabated
affection. What a clever fellow Cornpepper wt.s, and what a
pretty wife he had got

!

He went to his hotel to dine. The court-yard was gay with
lounging, lolling visitors, the fountain in the centre leaped and
sparkled with changing colors, like an effervepcence of the city.

Far into the night he sat out on the balcony of his gilt-skied,

many - mirrored bedroom, gazing at the beautiful Boulevards
stretching serenely away in the moonlight between their gi-

gantic edifices.

with CHAPTER IX

RUTH HAILEY"

How he lived through the rest of the week he never defi-

nitely remembered. He would have willingly given the days
away, but, as they had to be filled up somehow, they left con-

fused recollections of theatres and ballets, of rencontres with
random acquaintances, of riding on tiny tram-cars to b_e the

Zoological Garden in the Bois de Boulogne, of wandering in a

rag-fair, of reading mot^ern French poetry, of visiting Lte ate-

liers of French painters whom he knew, and sympathizing with

their grumbles against the Institute and the distribution of acc-

orations, while wondering inwardly why these overgrown school-

boys languished and died for lack of a bit of ribbon. What
could a man want in life but to paint and to love ? State rec-

ognition ? Bah ! The artist was always an Anarchist. He stood

alone, self-centred.

He hobnobbed with students, too, in his new sympathy with

youtn aViu. alt, and—a distinguished visitor—was taken through
the great ateliers with their rainbow - colored dados of palette-
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scrapings and the annonncemonts in every European language
that new-comers must pay for drinks, lie gladly accepted a tick-

et for a students' ball on the Saturday night ; it had been post-

poned for a few weeks through the death of a beloved professor.

He had heard much of these balls, but liad never seen one, and
he counted upon it to while away that last intolerable night be-

tween him and his happiness.

Several times during the week he had thought of going to sec

Ruth llailey in accordance with the duty that on the other side

of the Channel had seemed so pressing, but he shrank instinc-

tively frorn the raking up of memories of the old unhappy days
at this joyous crisis ; he was not in the mood for extraneous

emotion. Nevertheless on the Saturday afternoon, partly for want
of anything better to do, partly to keep up to himself the pre-

tence that she was at least one of the motives that brought him
to Paris, and partly to ascertain if she had spoken to people in

England about his wife, he set out to pay the long projected

visit. He would feel how the ground lay, discover if she had
innocently betrayed him to anybody who might touch Mrs.

Wyndwood's circle— which might be awkward if in a possible

compromise Eleanor should ever decide to live with him in os-

tensible marriage.

He had a dim, unformed idea of appealing to Ruth for si-

lence, but he did not really meditate invoking her sympathies

;

she was on the eve of departing for the Antipodes—was perhaps

already gone.

He found her hotel—it was in the Rue de Rivoli. A waiter

took up his name and forthwith brought back word that Mad-
emoiselle would see Monsieur Strang.

His heart was throbbing curiously as he mounted the stairs

and stood outside her door. The quick, irregular clack, clack

of a type-writer responded like an echo. He was ushered into

a large plainly-furnished sitting-room. His first vision was of

a tall comely lady in a grayish gown, writing at a table opposite

the door; but this was effaced by the slin.ner figure of a younger

woman approaching from the right, with a smile of welcome
a!i*-t All TjAiviivicu uauu. ^i. iiiujuciii, inici lii;; oi'Jiic liaU lancu,

and her hand was on her heart, soothing its flutter. He wqs
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shaken to his depths ; behind all the bodily changes he saw the

little girl-friend of his childhood ; and, indeed, the purity of

Iter limpid, truthful gaze was undimmed.
*' Ruth !" he cried in alarm, moving forward as if to sustain her.

She drew herself up, rigid and frozen; then her face relaxed,

suffused by a wan smile and a returning flood of carmine.

She he-id out her hand with a nervous laugh.

" How are you, Mr. Strang ? I thought it was Billy, and tq

see you instead stuiied me."

As he took the little hand and looked into her face, maturer

than its years, though it had not lost its olden charm, especially

in the complexion, which was marvellously pure and soft, reg-

istering every slightest change of thought and feeling in dainty

flickers of rose across its delicate fairness, his soul was invaded

by a rush of tender memories, incongruously jostling in his

brain : the thrills and raptures of boyhood, the joys of coasting

down the slopes, and snaring rabbits and shooting partridges

;

the glow of skating ; the delicious taste of the home-made cakes

;

the songs and hymns of childhood, the firelight casting shadows

on the dusky walls, while his mother read the Bible ; the drone

of the fusty-coated preacher in the little v> ooden meeting-house

;

the thwacking of the dancers' feet in the barn, the odors of hay

and the lowing of cattle ; the gleam of the yellow-tipped mul-

lein by the wayside and the smell of the wild flowers in the

woods; the note of the whippoorwill in the forest at twilight;

the long cranes floating over the summer marshes ; the buzz of

fresh young voices in McTavit's school-room. All these camo

back—dear and desirable, steeped in tears, softened by distance

to a pensive beauty, like bawling choruses heard from afar across

still water, inextricably mterwoven with all the pieties of child-

hood, the simple sense of God and truth and honor and righteous^

ness.

He stood holding her hand, oblivious of the present, in a

whirling chaos of ancient images that melted his soul to child-

ish tenderness, and brought back to it the child's clear, un-

questioning perception of spiritual ideas which had grown

shadow" in the atmosphere of salons and studios and fashion-

able churches, that stereoscopic vision of the saint and the child
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which sees the spiritual solid. But Ruth disengaged her fingers

at last, blushing under the kindly smile of the comely lady.

" This is Mr. Matthew Strang, landa," she said. " Mr. Strang,

let me introduce you to Mrs. Verder."

He bowed :
" Oh, I have heard of Linda Verder," he said,

smiling.

" And I have heard more of Matthew Strang," she replied,

beamingly.
'* That is scarcely possible," he murmured.
She laughed w ith a bird-like triii. *' Oh, I wasn't alluding

merely to your public career, though our sweet Ruth has got-

ten a whole album full of newspaper-cuttings about that. But
it is of you yourself and your childhood that I have heard so
much. So you see I have the advantage of you. But you will

excubo me, I know
; I have to go out. You needn't bother

about those letters, dear. We're d^ arly through with them."
And with an affectionate nod to Ruth and a beneficent smile to

Matthew, she left the room. He was reddening : he was be-

ginning to feel uncomfortable under Mrs. Verder's smiles, which
in their insinuation of old sweetheartship made it certain that

Ruth had never mentioned his marriage to her friend even ; to

hear that the forgotten Ruth had been following his career all

those years, gave him an odd pathetic shiver. She and Billy—
and Heaven knew what others—were sunning themselves in the
mere reflected rays of that fame which had left him cold.

She stood away from him, shy and equally embarrassed, the
blood ebbing and flowing in the pure, soft cheek.

*' Won't you sit down ?" she said at last.

'* Oh, thank you 1" he replied, and took a distant chair.

She sat down behind her type-w iter, facing him. There was
a silence. She was the first to break it.

" I was so sorry to read you were ill."

" Oh, it was nothing," he murmured.
" I am so pleased we hadn't left—we are sailing next Tues-

day. It is so good of you to come and see me, with the many
claims that you must have on your time."

" It is a pleasure to be reminded of old times. I was sorry I

missed you the time you called at my house," he said, awkwardly.
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" I was very sorry, too."

"But you know I work at my studio," he explained, trying

not to flush. " There is no room at home."

" Yes, I know. But I didn't care to call there and interrupt

your work. Billy showed me the little room where you used to

work in the olden days. I thought it real nice of you to turn it

into a study for him, and to take care of him as you are doing.

He sent me a story of his. No ; it wasn't very good, poor fel-

low !" she added, seeing the question in his face. " Rather too

full of passionate love-making."

"Not published?"

u j^o—in manuscript. I returned it to him type-written. He

was enraptured. He said it was like seeing himself in print."

" Ah ! we are not so used to the type-writer as you Ameri-

cans."

" It is coming in fast, though ; even into your slow, old coun-

try, if yoM consider it yours," she added, slyly. " I am delight-

ed to see how many offices the new-fangled machir has crept

into ; in two years it will be in every business office.
'

" Why delighted ? Have you or Mrs. Verder shares in the

patent?"
" No, no," she said, gently. " Don't you see it is a new oc-

cupation for women ?"

He smiled.

" Ah, I remember. That's your hobby."

" Oh, not hobby, Mr. Strang, not hobby. It is my life-work.

But I can't expect you to sympathize with these sordid, practi-

cal things," she said, smiling. " Your life is devoted to the

gospel of the Beautiful."

" Oh, but I do sympathize," he cried, remorsefully. " I think

it is very fine of you."

She shook her head, her smile fading.

" You don't—you can't. You are outside the circle of the

material worries of the poor ; or, what is worse, the genteel.

And nobody but a woman can know the tragic pettiness of the

life - struggle for single girls—the stifled aspirations, the abor-

tive longings, the tears in the night. Christ would have under-

stood. But He was not a man."

i
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if.

He saw the blur of emotion veil her eyes ere she turned her
head hastily away. He felt his own sight growing dim; an
understratum of his consciousness admired the flow of her lan-
guage, and divin^id platform experiences. He had never before
thought of her as clever.

She recovered herself in a moment, and resumed, playfully :

*' ^o, if you were a black-and-white ar'.ist you would have
sketched Mrs. Verder with corkscrew ringlets and crying for
trousers. We do want the Franchise and the right to dress as
we please, but these are only incidental aspects of the move-
ment for the independence of women, though they lend them-
selves most readily to caricature. The woman of the future is
simply the working woman. All we really want is to make
girls economically independent of marriage; able to choose
their mates from love instead of selling themselves for a home."

lie could not meet her frank eyes; he was suddenly re-
minded of his own marriage. What would this stainless soul
think of him if she knew he had sold himself, or—worse—if
she knew why he had come to her this afternoon ? He mur-
mured, surveying the carpet, that he knew life was Jiard for
girls, but that he hoped she at least had not been unhappy.

'* I ? Oh ! I've been as happy as the next girl, though I've
had my trials," she said, cheerily, between smiles and tears.
" But I am grateful to God for them, else I should never have
learned to sympathize as I do, and I should not have served tho
Master. My life might have b^en wasted in mere happiness."

Mere happiness ! The phrase went through him like a sword.
" But you had no need to work for a living," he said, dubiously.
" Indeed I had ! I had nothing."
" You had a father."

' Of a kind. But I quarrelled with him. You heard that,
of course."

He had beard of it, of course, but her affairs had made trivial
dints upon his consciousness.

" Why did you quarrel with him ?" he asked.
Her face became a crimson mask. She lowered her head.
" Oh—I beg your pardon," he stammered in distress. " Of

course I had no right to ask."
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She was silent, her fingers nervously picking out letters on

the type-writer. Then her eyes met his unflinchingly again.

" No, in a way you have a right to ask," she said, uneasily.

*' I don't see why I shouldn't tell you—it's so long ago. You
know I became the Deacon's book-keeper ?"

He nodded, wondering.

" He made me keep all his accounts. I learned all about his

affairs. Well, one day, looking over the books, I made a dis-

covery."

•' Yes ?"

She hesitated. Her face was still fiery. The image of the

mumbling, quid-chewing Deacon, with the roundabout methods

of arriving at his point, rose vivid to his memory. He remem-

bered his childish strain to understand "Ole Hey's" good ad-

vice. Pop ! Pop ! i^op ! It was like the clack, clack, clack of

the type-writer under Bath's nervous, unconscious fingers. But
what was this she was saying to the accompaniment of the er-

ratic automatic music ?

" I discovered that he was cheating you, or rather your sister

and Abner Preep, that he had always bamboozled your father,

that the mortgage was more than paid off long before, aside from

the work he had gotten out of your brothers and sisters." She

paused, then hastened on with a lighter tone. " So, of course,

being a foolish, hot-headed girl, I wouldn't stay any longer in

his house unless he repaid you, and equally of course he refused,

knowing I wouldn't make a scandal, and so I went off to the

only relative I had in the world—my mother's sister in Port-

land, Maine. She was too poor to give me more than fooa and

shelter. But my knowledge of book-keeping soon got me a

place in a store. And ever since I h£,ve earned my own bread,

Heaven be thanked."

She was not looking at him now ; Ler fingers were still lightly

tapping the letters into combinations that spelled only embar-

rasrment. "Perhaps I oughtn't to have told you— but you

won't take action now, will you ?"

" No.seeinff that the monev has been oaid !" he cried, hoarse-

ly, with a sudden intuition. He sprang up agitatedly. " You
seiit us all that money anonymously—from Maine !"

m
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Her head drooped lower. " Oh, I felt I oughtn't to say any.

thing," she cried in vexation.

" But you did, didn't you ?"

'* It was such a trifle, anyhow," she said, deprecatingly.
" It was a fortune then—five hundred dollars !"

" I could do no less. There was no other call for the money
I earned in those first few years, while ray aunt still lived. And
I thought that perhaps—" He came towards her. *• That per-

haps—that perhaps it might help you in your career—my aunt
corresponded with my poor mother's friends in Cobequid Vil-

lage— I knew how you were slaving and sending money to your
folks."

" God bless you, Kuth."
" I hope it was a little help to you, Matt." He thrilled under

th^ name, spoken for the first time. " I have often liked to

think it was—that I had a wee finger in the making of a great

artist."

Her words cut him to the heart. How could he tell her that

her money had come too late ? He was about to murmur some-
thing, but she stopped him.

" No, don't aiiswer me for tear you should dispel my illusion.

It has been such a joy to me when I read about your rapid rise

to say to myself :
* Ah, perhaps we know something.' But half

the joy was in the secrecy ; now you have found me out, don't

take away the relics of my pleasure."

" But why should you bother to read things about me ?" he
murmured, only half sincerely, for another and more agitating

suspicion was fast germinating in his breast.

She flashed a quick glance up at him as he stood over her,

then looked down again indifferently, her sweet mouth quiver-

ing. " Oh, why should I not be proud of knowing, if only in

boyhood, the only great man our township ever produced ?"

But he had now been trained in woman's looks. Rosina and
Eleanor had taught him much, and the thought that was borne
in upon him now—the conviction that Ruth, too, loved him,
that she had always cherished her childish affection, though his

own had been swamped by his craving for Art—was not the

complacent conviction of a coxcomb. It was a chilling agony.
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It pierced his breast like a jagged icicle. lie had an appalling

sense as of responsibility lor a ruined life. The image of "Aunt
Clara" flashed suddenly before him—careworn, faded, broken-

down, unlovely. Was that to be the end of Ruth—the sweet

playmate, the great soul ?

" And you, too, have done something in life," he said, as if

to reassure himself, trying to curve his trembling lips to a

smile.

She looked up frankly at him. " In so far as I have been able

to help Linda to help other girls."

" And do you meditate—helping Linda all your life ?"

" With God's help."

" Even," he essayed to smile again, " even if you marry ?"

" Oh, but I won't marry," she said, quickly, and kept her face

bravely raised to his, though the tell-tale rose was coming and

going on her transparent skin.

" Not even "—his smile was a ghastly caricature—" to spite

the caricaturists ?"

She smiled a faint response. " Not even for that. Has not

Linda sacrificed herself on that altar? It's true she's a widow,

but still—"

He could not help asking the question :
" But why won't you

marry ?"

" Because I don't want to. Is that a woman's reason ?" And
she smiled again.

" Ruth !" he cried, frenziedly, in a strange mixture of emo-

tions. " I am not worthy to kneel to you !"

She opened her eyes, wondering : "Because I prefer celibacy?

Because my life is happy enough as it is ; because, thanks to

Mrs. Verder, it is suflSciently filled with activity and move-

ment?"
" Oh, if it is, if it is !" he cried, almost hysterically.

" Certainly it is. You men are all so mistaken about women.

Marriage may be a necessity for some women, but not for all

—

oh, thank God ! not for all. It may be harder for Linda, who

has known a husband's love—but for me ? Oh, I am perfectly

happy." She rose and moved away from him, and began to

walk restlessly up and down, talking rapidly. " It is perfectly

li
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absurd, this making marriage and liaj)|)iness synonyms. Novels
end with marriage, and that is called a happy ending. Good
heavens ! It is quite as often an unhappy beginning ! If you
had seen the thingr I have seen, heard the tales women have
told me ! Even the women you would imagine the most envi-
able are full of worries. Why, look at your own wife, Mr.
Strang, who has everything to make her happy." And her lips

parted in a faint smile.

He turned his face away. '« Did she also tell you tales of
woe ?" he said, with a forced laugh.

" Well, not precisely woe, but plenty of anxiety about the
children, and about the dishonesty of her helps, and she
seemed rather poorly, too, I hope you left her strong and
well."

" Thank you," he murmured, flushing.

" How proud she is of you," Ruth went on. " I was so glad
to find that she really appreciated you. I had often wondered.
And it isn't only on account of your importance, Matthew
Strang

! She told me you were goodness itself, which, of
course, I knew, and that you had long wished her to move
to a better neighborhood, only she was afraid to put you to
expense. What a good woman she must be ! And so pretty
too

!" '

"Do you think so?" he muttered. His face was still

averted.

" Yes, and I seem to remember her in your earliest pictures.

She's the woman in ' Motherhood,' isn't she ?"

" I think she sat for the figure," he said, hesitatingly. " I

couldn't afford models then. I wish you weren't going so soon.
I should so like to do a sketch of you—Eomething to remember
you by."

She shook her head. " We have so much to do this week.
I shouldn't have time."

" I am sorry. Perhaps we shall never meet again," he said in

low tones. " I never even had a photograph of you—I could
do a sketch ftora that."

" I doii't think I have any. You did a sketch of me once,''

she reminded him, " but I'm not going to give you that. That's
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precious—an example of your first manner." The gay note in

her voice sounded rather strained. "Don't you remcuiber?
You sent it me when you first went to Halifax, please don't
remember how many years ago."

But he did remember. And he remembered, too, how he had
sent it her as a slight return for the Arabian Nights. He had
lost her gift (through the carelessness of Jack Floss) very soon
after, br* she cherished his still.

He moved to her side, watching her rummage among heaps
of papers. He saw the backs of two photographs, and picked
them up. One was a portrait of Linda Verder, the other of him-
self.

" Both public celebrities," she said, with a little confused
laugh. " I've never attained to the shop-windows, so naturally
I am scarcer." She continued her search, and at last turned
up something. *'Ah, there's an old one—or rather a young one.
Mo at sixteen ! Goodness, to think I've still got that

!"

His flaccid nerves sent fresh moisture to his eyes as he gazed
at the simple picture of the sweet, delicate, girlish face, with
large eyes luminous with dreams, looking out shyly upon life in a
sort of wistful wonder and expectation, unconscious, unprophetic
of the blank years when eyes grow dim with sudden unsought
tears.

His voice was broken as he said :
" Thank you. This is the

picture I would most have wished to have. Henceforward I

shall think of you, earnest, truthful, aspiring ... as you have
thought of me all these years. And now T suppose I must not
keep you any longer from your duties."

" Oh. they are nothing. It is your time that is precious, I

know. I am rejoiced to have had this glimpse of you in your
fame and happiness. I shall always remember this afternoon.
Good-bye, Mr. Strang." She held out her hand.
He put his, with the portrait, behind his back. " No, I won't,"

he said, petulantly. " Not if you call me that."

She dropped her hand with a sad smile.
*' You see I belong to the rejected, Matt."

He Quivered as at a thruRt.

" No, you are of the elect, of the saints of this earth."
S9
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Ilor smile took on the wistfulncss of her early portrait. They
Btood looking at each other in a tender embarrassment.

" Oh, by-the-way, Matt, you will not mind my speaking of

her . . . she belongs to me a little as well as to you, you know
... I went to see your poor mother before I left for Europe.*'

He shuddered.

" Did she recognize you ?" he said, in a half-whisper.

She shook her head. Iler face was drawn with the pain of

the memory. " But she is quite gentle, exce^ when she quotes

texts. They give her simple housework to do—it provides a

vent for her activity . . . marriages are not always happy, you
see." A wan smile flitted across her features. " I shall go to

see her again. Poor creature ! I forgot her when I called you
happy. The thought of her must always sadden you."

He would not trust his voice to reply. He transferred the

photograph to his left hand, and held out the right in silence.

She put her hand into his.

" Good-bye, Matt
;
perhaps forever."

He strup-gled to speak.

" Good-bye, Ruth." He bent nearer. " May I not kiss you
... for auld lang syne ?"

She withdrew her hand. Her voice was tremulous and low.
" We are not playmates now. Matt."

He held up the photograph.
" Then I will kish the girl I used to know."
He pressed his lips reverentially to it.

She smiled sadly.

" Good-bye again, dear Matt. God bless you."

He hurried from the room, overwhelmed with emotion. The
door closed upon him, and he leaned against the balustrade for

a moment to recover himself.

Clack ! clack ! clack ! clack ! clack !

It was the steady, business-like clatter of determined work.

She had taken up the burden of Duty again.
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CHAPTER X

THE MASTER

He half groped his way down the stairs. In this - ist of tears
all things were obscured, even the image of Eleanor Wyndwood.

No, one thing was clear—the figure of the sweet Puritan
woman with jr simple righteousness.

He emerged into the Rue de Rivoli with its pretentious archi-
tecture, its glittering shop windows, its bustle of life ; across
the road the gardens of the Tuileries stretched away in the sun-
shine

;
but the gentle figure stood between him and Paris. He

tried to shake her off, to think of the transcendent raptures that
awaited him on the morrow ; he tried to see Eleanor's face
steadily, but it was all wavering hues like a reflection in storm-
shaken water. He bethought himself of selecting the secluded
restaurant and hiring the private room for the dinner, but the
figure of Ruth resurged, blotting Eleanor's out. He took out
her photograph and kissed it again. <* She's a little angel," he
cried, aloud. And then, from that chaos of ancient memories,
freshly stirred up, came like an echo Mad Peggy's cry, '* She's a
liti'iQ angel. ..." A girl passing him iaughed in his face, and
he put iway the portrait, flushing and chilled to the marrow.
He told himself ae must soak himself in Paris and forget her.

He walked towards the Grand Boulevards, trying vainly to
absorb and assimilate the gayety of the streets. He returned to
h:s hotel and dressed, and dined with dainty dishes and spark-
ling wines, such as Herbert >>imself would have recommended.
But the quivering roots of h. being had been laiu bare ; his
eoul vibrated with intangible memories, and the image of Ruth
still possessed his imagination—the candid eyes, the pure skin.
As ver his soul was touched through the concrete.
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After dinner he wanaercd about tlie gay city, adding the red
of his cigar-tip to the feverish dusii athrob with a myriad stars

above and a myriad lights below ; the soft spring air was
charged with the pleasurable hum of ceaseless pedestrians ; the

theatres and music-halls and dancing places blazoned themselves
upon the night; the great restaurants flared within and without,

their pavement tables thronged with light-hearted men and
pretty women, gossiping, laughing, clinking glasses. Women,
everywhere women. They looked out even from the illustrated

papers of the illumined kiosks. The shining city seemed to

waft an incense of pleasure up to the stars ; to breathe out an
aroma of sinless voluptuousness that rose like a thank-offering

for life. His heart expanded to all this happiness ; he felt him-
self being caught up by the great joyous wave, and Fleanor

Wyndwood's face came back, radiant and seductive. But Ruth
Mailey was still at his side, and ever and ano'i he saw her as in

her later guise— stern, sorrowful, negativing; she stood oui

against the whole city.

He seated himself before one of the innumerable litHe marble
gueridons. He was at the cross-roads of the great arteries

r'.minated by the fulgent fagade of the Opera Ilouse, where he
could watch the perpetual currents of gladsome life. He ob-

served the countless couples with emotion, striving to concen-

trate himself on the thought of his imminent happiness, when
the love that sustained the world and made it sustainable should
be his at last ; when he should become as other men, living the

natural life of the race and the sexes in sj mpathetic fusion.

But the figure of Ruth Hailey stood firm amid the swirling

crowds, and her pure eyes shamed his thought, and filled his

breast with an aching tenderness for the poor human atoms he
had deserted— for Rosina, for Billy, for " Aunt Clara "— for

whom there was no happiness and no natural life. He fought
against this obsession of Ruth's spirit, he struggled to fix his

vision on the glitter and the gayety, but be had to see her

standing like a rock or a tower, four-square against smiling,

treacherous seas.

But if hfi went bnck to Rosina in honorable aoknowleds^ed

union, then farewell to Society ! To take her about with him
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was out of the question ; she would be more unhappy than he in

those high glacial latitudes of humanity. Well, wlxno was

Society to him ? He could shake it off as easily as the Micmac

of his childhood shook off the clothes of Christendoir To be

shut out fror Society were no privation for him. lie had the

advantage of his fellow-artists, who sacrificed at its shrine and

were sacrificed to it. lie could coucu on fir boughs, he had

lived on bread and water. This constant concern with wines

and cookery, with couches and carriages ; th"s gorging and gor-

mandizing and self - pampering—did it add dignity to life?

Was it worth the hecatomb of hearts and souls offered up for it

—this low luxury of the higher classos? Was not simplicitv

the note of greatness—in life as in Art ? And howsoever sim-

ple the complex comfort of their lives might seem to those, born

to it, was it for artists to imitate this lowest side of the upper

classes, especially if it frittered away their Arc? Was ic for

Bohemia to ape Philistia, and for Art—the last of the rebels

against the platitudinization of Ufe—to bow the knee and swear

allegiance to the vulgar ideals of fashion ? They had drawn him

even from boyhood, these showy ideals ; from the days when ^e

had peered wistfully into the cricket-ground at Halifp -, But be

was done with boyhood now.

Ah, but if he went back to Rcsina—and the new thought

struck a chill as of graveyard damps—it was all over with his

Art. That, just beginning to revive under the inspiration of

Eleanor Wyndwood, would be a sheer impossibility under the

daily oppression of Rosina with her kitchen horizon. His im-

agination would be clogged with the vapors of ca' . ^ And

of the old bad work he had had enough. He woui^ ret^'" .> Irom

Art as from Society, and the Exhibitions should know him no

more. He would go out of the business ; that was all it was,

tie told himself with a bitter smile. His fame was a bauble, a

bagatelle. For all it mattered to him it might have been his

dead uncle, Matthew Strang, whose name was on the lips of

strangers. There was still work in the world ^^r an honest man

to do ; he remembered again that his hands ould wield more

than the brusii ; oesiueb, lie iiau u, iitiie i;apit.at uurr. i^'^^int, j.^vi

still her income. Perhaps they would go back to Nov4 Scotia
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and buy a farm. Thuy would sow and reap, far from the glare
of cities, and the sweet, simple sun and rain would bless the
work of their hands. His life would be joyless, but perchance
his soul would be at peace.

Yes, but to give up Art ! Art, which was the meaning of his
life

!
Sosina's life stood for othing. It was out of all propor-

tion to give up his for hers. Jad he not suffered enough ? Had
he not already expiated his aarriage, the hapless union he had
entered into when distracted by illness and disgrace and hunger,
when perhaps his whole future had hinged—such were the tragi-
whimsical turns of life—on his reluctance to change his last two
dollars ?

He rose and walked about restlessly through the glistening
streets. Everywhere restaurants, open-air tables, men, women.
He .wandered to Montmartre. More restaurants, more couples,
cafes, cabarets, queer entertainments: Le Chat Noir, Le Rat
Mort, the red sails of the famous Mill turning tirelessly, lights,
gayety, women, always women, of all shades ^of prettiness and
piquancy, with rosy cheeks and lips no+ always painted, and
yes that could shine without bismuth. He walked back through

the Grand Boulevards—they were one flush of life.

But the reasoning was inexorable. He had sacrificed Rosina
to his Art

;
Art had slipped through his fingers, but Rosiua re-

mained none the less sacrificed. Now his Art must be sacrificed
to Rosina—the atonement was logical. That was not a surren-
der, he told himself angrily, to Ruth Hailey's view of life—

a

view whose narrowness he and everybody around him had out-
grown. He refused to recognize, in the face of this radiant
Paris, that each human soul came into tho world to sacrifice its
happiness to other human souls. That seemed to him a pre-
posterous paradox rather than a solution

; a r^orld of reciprocal
whipping-boys was ai, absurdity, and, at any rate, if such were
the scheme of creation, it did not work at all with the gross run
of mankind, to say nothing of animals. The only reason for
going back to Rosina must be honestly to fulfil his side of the
bargain. She had done her part, he must do his. That his re-
turn to her meant the ruin of his life and his life-work was not
her concern

; these larfrcr issues were too wide for her compre-
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liension ; she loved her husband and she desired him. That was
enough. He owed himself to her, and to shirk his obligation

was as dishonorable as to disown a debt. He had paid off the
Stasborough store-keeper, although absolved by bankruptcy ; he
must be equally honorable with Rosina, though his life had been
bankrupted. Practically his Art had always been sacrificed to

her ; it was her pettiness that had driven him to produce in

haste for the market, so as to escape indebtedness to her ; wel.,

let the sacrifice be consummated.

He hud come to the Place de la Concorde—it seemed a fairy-

land of romantic lights, a dance of fire - flies ; it wooed him
towards the calm and solitude of the river. He leaned on the

parapet and saw the sombre, fire-shot water stretching away in

marvellously solemn beauty, hushed and lonely, its many-twin-

kling perspective of green and red and yellow gleams palpitating

in the air dim with a yearning poetry. He felt the presence of

Rdth Hailey at his side ; she looked like the photograph now

;

he held her little hand and gazed into her candid eyes. Good
God ! This girl had loved him all those lonp- years, and would
be hopelessly faithful even unto death.

But if he went back to Rosina, what of Eleanor Wyndwood ?

Would he spoil her life, too ? and more culpably than he had
spoiled Ruth Hailey's ? He sighed wearily ; it was impossible

to do wrong and have the result simple. Life was so intercom-

plicated. But he had bec" honest with Eleanor, thank heaven;

she knew the truth about his life ; he would be honest with her

to the end. He would tell her the truth now. The same noble,

uncalculating simplicity that had accorded him friendship, that

had been ready to give him love, would bear her triumphantly

through the new trial. He remembered her brave words :
" If

I did not suffer I should think I had not grown." Perhaps
there would be consolation for both in the thought that she re-

mained unsullied before the world.

He crossed the river, and his mood changed. He got

towards the Latin Quarter, and wandered into the "Boule
Miche " amid the students' restaurants, where vouna- humanity

sat in its couples again, amorous and gay ; every place was full

within and witiiout, and there was the gurgle of liquids with

fB-
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the sounds of singing and laughter; he was back again amid
the bhthe, insouciant, easy-going life of the eternal undergradu-
ate, with the local variation of bocks; rakish young men
danced through the restaurants arm in arm in tipsy merri-
ment

;
poets with lack-lustre visages and tumbled hair imbibed

vermouth, jlinking glasses with their mistresses; the smoky
air vibrated with irresponsible gayety

; it was full of invitaiions
to careless happiness, joyous levity, forgetfulness of an austere
view of life. Puritanism seemed a form of dementia, asceti-
cism a sunless folly. The atmosphere gained UDon him. He
tossed off a bock, then walked recklessly past Mrs. Wynd-
wood's studio. The whole court-yard was in darkness, but he
thought of to-morrow night, and it glowed as with bonfires of
joy. He resolved to sup famously. He jumped into a victoria
and drove to a fashionable restaurant. It was near midnight

;

the theatres had emptied, but the streets were only the fuller!
He passed through rooms full of dazzling women in gorgeous
evening costumes, sipping champagne ; women, always women

:

the city blossomed with them like roses. He ordered some
oysters and chablis, and forgot to eat ; opposite him a self-
conscious celebrity of the footlights, blazing with diamonds,
held her court, surrounded by a bevy of dandies ; behind him
a black-eyed demi-mondaine in red playfully rapped her cava-
lier's knuckles; at the next table the exuberant liveliness of a
supper party diverted him ; he drank, drank, listening greedily
to the gay repartees. Life should be joy, joy, joy, he thought.
That was what modern life lacked, gray with problems, wrinkled
with thought. These people lived—lived in splendid insolence
under the midnight sun. There was a touch of bigness that
appealed to him in their arrogant vitality. Society was an
organized insipidity, afraid of life.

The figure of Ruth Hailey rose rebuking; he paid the bill
and went out.

But bis heart cried, ached for happiness. Ah, no ! He could
not give up so young; go into a living grave. He roved
the Boulevards again. The beautiful city solicited him, rouged
and perfumed, clad in shining garments, with star-gemmed
hair. But the virginal figure of Ruth Hailev, with sweet

I
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shy eyes, stood against the city. Paris seemed garish beside

her.

He was fluctuating again. It seemed as if the simple girl

would draw him away from all the joys of life. Was there no

means of ridding himself of her haunting presence? A gro-

tesque mask looked out of a cab. Ah! the fancy ball ! He
had forgotten. That would lay the ghost of his disordered

imagination. He felt in his pocket and found the ticket ; he

hastened to the scene of revelry. A clatter of cabs and a blaze

of lights—he had arrived.

The first glimpse within was exhilarating, provoking, daz-

zling, overwhelming; he had a confused sense of a hall of a

thousand lights and mirrors, reeking with scent and heat, rever-

berant with music and shrieks and laughter, white with the

whirling gleam of semi-nude women, and motley with the rain-

bow hues and multiplied reflections of male masqueraders ; a

mad, joyous orgy, the diabolical medley of a glittering, tin-

selled pantomime and an opium-eater's nightmare. Ah, here

was oblivion of Ruth Hailey at last, and he eagerly took up a

position on a raised platform that ran along the side of the

gigantic ball-room, trying to catch the contagion of the scene,

and ready to rush into the heart of the devil-may-care jollity.

The gleeful, palpitating pageant—a twisted, tangled kaleido-

scopic rally of riotous color and flesh tones— tore past him,

dancing, leaping, shrieking, wantoning, clowning, kissing, un-

couth as the gargoyles of Notre Dame and brilliant as the mid-

night Boulevard : Japanese figures and demons, gladiators in

cuirasses and bathing drawers, Gallic warriors in skins, brawny

barbarians in blankets, Amazons with brass breasts, a savage

in a girdle of fig-leaves, a real Samoan girl with coal-black hair

in the convoy of her Russian lover in a tall white hat, a boy

as a German girl, and an elderly woman as a gendarme with

orange blossoms in her hair ; one man with a helmet crowned

by a black cat, and another with a mock broken head, reddened

bandages, and a hideous stream of blood on his shirt-front.

And women— always women; a few masked, but most bare-

faced, shining with flowers and flesh ; models of all sorts and

conditions, some with artiacic dresses designed by their favorite

uMiHijwiwwimmn
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Students, some with tarnished gaudery ; blondes, brunettes of
every nationality— French, English, Greek, Italian, Creoles,
Negresses, diversely dowered; frail auajmic women, fervid
gypsy-like women, saucily splendid women, soft sleepy women
with languorous black eyes, sweet lily-like women, big blowzy
women, tall febrile women, little demoniac women, all content
to take life as a flash of leaping flame flickering out to an e* !y
darkness. And as thv^y danced and laughed and romped . ,id
shouted, the fun rose to hysterical frenzy ; four masked men
bore the queen of the models, sinuous in complete fleshings,
niched in an outspread gigantic fan ; before it a Druid and a
Bacchante danced backward; behind it seethed a vast pict-
uresque procession of women mounted on their cavaliers'
shoulders, smoking cigarettes and waving lighted red and green
lanterns; at its sides girls pirouetted frantically, foot in mouth;
the brazen orcliestra clanged—the procession defiled, frolicking,'
round and round the hall, roaring a students' marching chorus

;

a wave of hysteria ran through the assembly, mighty, magnetic,'
compulsive

;
and Matthew Strang waved his arms and shouted

and sang with the best. Joy, joy, joy, thi« was your true
artistic interpretation of life. Away with this modern mor-
bidity

! He was one in soul with all the great artists, all the
Masters who had had their royal way in life. O royal Eleanor

!

O rare Eleanor! fit mate for a mighty artist! Then supper
came, and he fought for some in the balconies, amid the roar
of voices, and the rattle of knives, and the shouts for the
maddened waiters, and the indescribable exhalations of food
and wine and smoke and hot air and scented flesh. The half-
deserted dancing floor was littered with champagne capsules,
bits of lanterns^, ends of cigarettes, fragments of dresses, span-
gles, noorsels of fur. After supper the frolic grew more in-
toxicating, the gayety more reckless; sweet demure-looking
girls gave themselves to high-kicking and lascivious move-
ment; they obliged with the danse du ventre; in a corner a
woman turned somersaults from sheer light-heeledness, a bashi-
bazouk trundled a hoop through the centre of the room, a
baud of fifty dancers with joined hands ran amuck among the
yelling crowd. Matthew Strang's senses ached with the riot of

>(
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color and the rolliclc of figures and the efflorescence of feminin-

ity, and the tohu-bohii of this witches' sabbath. And then a

strange ancient thought struck him afresh—the same grotesque

thought that after his father's death had weighed upon his

childhood : very soon all these scintillating, whirling figures

would lie still and cold, frozen in death. They suddenly be-

came nothing but marionettes in a clock-work mechanism des-

tined to run down. And then the girlish form that had hovered

mistily in his neighborhood throughout all the tumultuous

hours grew clear again, and against this panderaoniac back-

ground the inexorable figure of Ruth Hailey rose, simple and
virginal, with sweet shy eyes.

When he came back to consciousness of the revellers, they

had formed a human amphitheatre, an inner circle lying on

the ground, and the next squatting, and the next kneeling, and

the next half standing, and the last but one erect, and the last

of all surmounted by shouldered girls, and in the centre of this

human amphitheatre a beautiful young nude model with ruddy

brown hair struck graceful attitudes. The cold blue light of

dawn fell through a semicircular window overhead and mingled

weirdly with the yellowish electric light, leading a strange, wan,

unearthly hue to all these painted, perspiring faces.

The atmosphere seemed unbearably mephitic. He sallied

shamefacedly into the street. It was Sunday morning, stainless

and fresh and blue. The sunrise brooded over the sleeping

gray-etched city in sacred splendor. The sun was like a gigan-

tic bow' of pure gold with a refracted cover separated from it

by a ri ^f cloud. Aiound it the sky was dappled with lines

and splashes and a ring or two of pale sulphur, ending to the

south in a narrow gulf of green. And all this loveliness of color

was spread on two amorphous islands of amber-gray in an ocean

of pale-blue sky, across which a few fleecy clouds sailed swan-

like.

He had a perception of the divine, speaking through the

silence of beauty. And the world was asleep or at riot.

Ah ! this should have been the message of his Art. Each

morn the sunrise spoke its flaming word unheard ; it was the

artist's function to stir the world to the perception of the sub-

MHM»
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hmity and poetry that lay all around unhecdt i ; to uplift its
eyes to the loveliness of realities, realities solid as rocks, yet
beautiful as dreams

; visionary and tangible ; the great verities
of sun and sea and forest, of righteousness and high thinking-
beautiful and elemental.

'

Too late
! Too late ! Art was over now. Not to his hand

had the mission been given ; once he had thought to feel the
sacred fire in his bosom ; but he knew now that the mission
was not for him. Ue had failed.

The great streets stretched under the blue dawn bathed in
sacred freshness. The stir of night was passing into the stir of
morning. The sleepy yawn of returning revellers was met by
the sleepy yawn of early-risen artisans. Two horrible hags of
rag-pickers, first astir of Parisians, were resting their bas-
kets on a bench; he heard them rapturously recalling the
excellence of the soup they had made from the bones, picked
clean by dogs, that they had gathered from the citizens' ash-
pans.

Ah, not all the world was gay. He had been surveying only
the sparkling bubbles and froth of Paris. Below flowed the
sober, orderly, industrious civic life, with its bottom dregs of
misery. All the great cities were full of dolorous figures, every
by-way and alley swarmed with sickly faces, pale fruits of a
congested civilization. He had always kept his eye on those
happier than he; now he was reminded of how much more
than the man in the street he had drawn in the lottery of the
fates. He remembered the saying of a street scavenger he had
come across in his days of destitution. " Pm neither hungry
nor dry, so what have I to grumble about, mate ?" What, in-
deed, had he, Matthew Strang, to grumble about? There 'did
not seem to be enough happiness to go round. AVho was he,
to be selected for a special helping ? Who was he more than
his mate the scavenger, more than any other of the human souls
he had met in his diversified career, more than his fellow-lodgers
in the slums of Holborn or Halifax, or his fellow-passengers on
board The Enterprise, or the blind woman who caned chairs in
the basement of the house of the Kotherhithe bird-stuffer ? Why
should he be happy ?
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It WHS like a new thought, luminous and arrcstive. And then

it flashed upon him that all this glitter of gayety that had daz-

zled his covetous eyes, even if it were not half an illusion, was

infinitely subdivided ; each person could only have a minute

share in the overwhelming total, and even this quantum of joy

must be alloyed with the inevitable miseries of the human lot.

This was the fallacy that in London, too, had added the sting of

envy to his unhappiness ; he had lumped together all the pleas-

ure and splendor and happiness of the capital, forgetting that

though it could all be lacked by one man, it could not be pos-

sessed by one. And to look at life from the outside was child-

ish—it was like reading paragraphs about people in the news-

papers. IIow happy he himself loomed in biographical sum-

maries ' Poor Rosina ! Poor Aunt Clara ! Poor Billy ! What
happirA.ss for these?

They were foolish, fretful creatures, all of them ; in the jargon

of the drawing-rooms, bourgeois, vulgar, impossible, too low even

for the stigma of •' suburban " ; but their lives were as important

to them as his life to him. Each soul was the centre of '^s own

world. If he could understand them, and they could not under-

stand him, the gain was to him. He was strong, therefore he

must supplement their weakness; not because of any ehics ov

theology, simply because he was stronger. For sheer pity ho

must give up his life to theirs ; sacrifice his Art to their happi-

ness, lie must adapt himself to their points of view, since they

could not adapt themselves to his ; if for Rosina the world

turned on the price of beef, he must teach himself to be inter-

ested in the price of beef. He had found it easy enough on

the day when they had gone a-marketing together at Halifax.

He saw her as then, buoyant, youthful, gay, even pretty ;
was it

not he who had made her shrewish, sorrowful, unlovely ? How
nobly reticent she had been about his ne^]-^"' or Ver! Coble

had died thinking her ider.lly happy, boastfully proud of his son-

in-law. And after all, there was an excellent side to her econom-

ical instincts ; she did not long for diamonds and dinner-parties

like the wives of other artists ; nay, wiser, perhaps, than he, she

had known how to couteiiL hei'sulf with her own station. Even

Tarmigan must have approved of her as an artist's wife. Yes, he

m,i!«!iii ;ytti.i,,M}aj,i!,i;aMft^
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must go back to her and his children, not out of any deference
to the marriage-tie, but as individual to individuals.
He arrived at his hotel. To his astonishment it was in full

illumination
;
he heard the strains of dance-music from within.

He peeped into the magnificent dining-room
; it was become a

ball-room, and sober couples were waltzing. Women, always
women

; irreproachable this time
; elegant in shimmering silks.

The world of fashion was dancing there—dancing on behalf of
a charity.

He wavered again
;
this was the world he was leaving forever

the world of soft things, the world of thought and pleasant
speech, the world of art and books and music, the caressing
world that praised pictures, and the makers thereof : the world
of Eleanor Wyndwood. But the fight was over : in every sense
he told himself, the fight was over. He must go to Eleanor
and tell her that happiness was not for either ; she would be
strong and fine, she would strengthen him in his obedience to
the higher voice. But oh—and her face swam up vivid again
—would not the very sight of her weaken him, shatter his re-
solve ? And perhaps, too, the sight of him would weaken even
her. No, they must never meet again ; that was the simplest
the least painful for both.

'

He gave instructions that he was to leave by the first morning
train; he mounted to his room and packed up; then he wrote
to Eleanor.

Dkarkst Eleanor,—Forgive me that I must cause you pain. I can only
hope It will prove to have saved you greater pain in the future. But my
dear, I must not pretend it is from any unselfish desire to save you from sac-
rificing yourself to my happiness, as you in your generous nobility have been
ready to do, that I have resolved never to see you again I am leaving Paris
at once. When I tell you the reason I know that it will ease your pain and
that your noble nature will approve and forgive. I am going back to my
wife. I have thought it over and see that I have no option. I have been
forgetting that in return for her helping me to Art, I vowed to love cherish
and protect her. If I cannot love her-if I can only love you, if the thought
of you will always be like music to me, though I must never see you again°in
the flesh—I must at least do my best to make her happy. This ia not only
a farewell to you, it is a farewell to Art. Without you to inspire it, my Art
18 dead, I retire from the long contest broken-hearted.

Yours so truly, Matthew Strang.
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P.S.—I dared not trust myself to come and tell you this. It would have

been a useless trial for both of us. You will be happier without me and all

the suffering my selfish passion must have brought upon you. Forget me.

God bless you.

He descended to the court-yard and dropped the letter into

the box. Then he sat outside on his balcony and watched the

great gleaming Boulevards as they woke to the new day.

He was too early at the station, and the train tarried. The

porters leisurely wheeled in the luggage. Sleepy passengers

straggled up, armed with gayly illustrated papers broad with

Gallic buffoonery.

Oh, the agony of that last quarter of an hour, when Paris

beckoned him with its finger of morning sunlight, when Art

cried to him from a thousand happy ateliers, calling him to

come back and be happy in the great work he felt he had been

about to do at last ; when Love shone like a purple haze veiling

the world in poetic dream, and sang to him like an angel's voice,

and witched him back with the eyes and the hair and the lips

of Eleanor Wyndwood

!

But the train was going at last, and he must take his seat in

his first-class compartment. It was his second defeat, his sec-

ond farewell to Art, bitterer, crueller by a thousand-fold than

the first, when he had sailed home again penniless, broken in

soul and body. Then, at least, home was a tender recollection.

Now— ! And he had been so near the goal of happiness, the

cup had been at his very lips. Never to be happy—never, never

!

The sudden shriek of the engine sounded sardonic. The train

moved on, bearing Matthew Strang from all the sweetness and

savor of life. In the great ocean of existence wherein men

struggle for happiness he had gone down—like his father.

But, like his father, he had gone rown wrapped in his flag.

The stage of the world is not adapted for heroic attitudes, un-

less the curtain be dropped on the instant.

To pass, after a tedious day-long journey, from the vivid bou-

levards to the gray dreariness of a poor London suburb on a

fipnrlQTr ovoninrr wraa ajrpnrlv a pViill in ihn nrt.iafiV minH • t.n find

that the wife into whose arms he had come to fall in dramatic

i -]

mi'iiUA-%^f!mmf.jtmmjiimtm>^ '-iiVM '



512 THE MASTER

:i^

contrition was not only out, but gone to church with Aunt Clara

and little Clara, was to he further reminded of the essentially in-

artistic character of life in general, and of its especial narrowness

in church-going districts.

But he stooped down to kiss little Davie, who, by reason of

the servant's " Sunday out," had opened the door and explained

these things to him. lie saw that the child had a little Wv. :d-

en inannikin in his hand, and was sucking it.

«' Don't suck that, Davie," he said.

" There ain't no paint to spoil," Davie urged, gravely. " It's

all gone."

Matthew carried both the little men down-stairs on his shoul-

der. In the kitchen he found Billy moping by the fire—profit-

ing by the absence of the servant to enjoy the only fire Rosina's

economy permitted at this season of the year—but sunk so deep

in a black reverie that he did not raise his head at the unwonted

footsteps.

A wave of protective love, almost paternal, flooded Matthew's

soul ; he laid his hand on poor Billy's head as in benediction.

Nevermore would they be parted, nevermore.

» Billy," he said, softly.

The young man started violently, and looked up.

" I've come back, Billy," he said, tenderly.

" So I see," replied Billy, ungraciously.

He was stung to the quick, but he controlled his pain ; he

saw this was part of his atonement.

" I've come to make it up with Rosina. I'm not going away

again," he went on gently, his hand on Billy's shoulder.

" And what's the use of that ?" Billy snapped. " Even if she

makes it up with you, she'll break out again in a few days. I

know her."

He set down the child with a sigh, and drew a chair to his

brother's side. Davie climbed trustfully on his knee. The

kettle was singing, and a plump gray cat purred in the fender.

" Besides," Billy went on, " you've always said j ou couldn't

live here—it was necessary to live at your studio."

" I know ; but I am giving up the studio,"

Billy turned whiter than usual.



THE MASTER 513

\unt Clara

3ntially in-

larrowncss

reason of

explained

ttle Wv. :d-

5ly. " It's

his shoul-

re—profit-

•e Rosina's

nk so deep

unwonted

Matthew's

jnediction.

5 pain ; he

;oing away
ler.

Jven if she

V days. I

hair to his

nee. The
he fender.

»u couldn't

" What's happened ?" he cried in alarm.

" Nothing in particular."

" Then I suppose you are going to turn me out of my vvork-

room?"
" No, no, Billy. I am giving up painting altogether."

Billy's eyes dilated in horror, as on the night when his mother

had dragged him out of bed to trudge the frozen fields.

" / d ]^ou mad ?" he gasped.

Something of his awe sent a shiver through his brother.

" Perhaps I am," said Matthew.

He fell silent.

Billy regarded him furtively. The minutes dragged on.

Matthew looked at his watch—getting on for seven. Eleanor

Wyndwood would have been dressing for him—he saw her

matchless loveliness. Another few minutes, and hh kisses

would have been on her lips—those lips that had lain on his in

what was already an enchanted, hazy dream rather than a wak-

ing memory.
" Perhaps I am mad," he muttered again, as he'sat waiting

for Rosina instead. And then he caught sight of the little fig-

ure Davie was sucking, and began to laugh boisterously.

Billy was terrified.

" You can have the studio back if you like," he said, sooth-

ingly ; the cripple's tones became protective in their turn. " I

can write anywhere—and, after all, what's the use of my writ-

ing ?—nobody will take what I write."

" I can write kisses," interposed Davie, looking up proudly.

" What does he mean, Billy ?" said Matthew.

" Oh, he used to put crosses at the end of the letter when Ro-

sina wrote to poor old Coble— kisses to his grandfather, you

know."
" He's a angel now," said Davie, gravely.

"What's that you're sucking?" Billy responded, sternly.

" You know you mustn't."

He took it away, and Davie set up a howl till pacified by a

penny.
" It's an image of a preacher, Matt," Billy explained. " I

forget his name. He died last year—Rosina used to go and

33
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hear him. She said he gave her great comfort. These images
are sold in thousands. What a ludicrous thing popular relig-
ion is!"

Matthew laughed, but there was a tear for Rosina in the
laughter.

" By-the-way," he said, suddenly, « did old Coble leave her
any money ?"

" Yes—but a few thousand dollars was all there was when his
estate was wound up. He couldn't have expected to crack up,
for he made no provision whatever for Aunt Clara."

" Then Rosina is keeping her ?"

" Yes, I suppose so."

" How does she reconcile that with her economy ?" he thought,
with an added throb of tenderness. The kottle sang on ; the
cat purred

;
he had a flash of hope—he might grow to love her

• yet. But he thought of Eleanor Wyndwood, and the hope died.
They would have been on their way now to their restaurant-
sitting close together, driving through the flashing streets. Oh,
was he not mad to be here ?

" What arc you doing all alone ?" he thought. " My love, my
first love and my last, you who believed in me, who were ready
to sacrifice yourself to me ?"

"Did you go to see Ruth Hailey ?" asked Billy, suddenly.
Eleanor's face vanished. He put his hand to his breast-

pocket, and drew out the portrait with the sweet, shy eyes.
"Yes," he said, tremulously, "and she gave me this."
Billy took the photograph and kissed it.

" God bless you !" he said.

Davie pric'ied up his ears.

" You re not in love with her ?" Matthew asked, lightly, with
a sudden apprehension.

" I ?—I know better than to be in love with any woman,"
said Billy, sadly, as he returned the portrait. " Only in my
stories can I love and be loved."

" It was she who sent us that mysterious money," said Mat-
thew, and told him the story. Billy listened in surprise and
emotion.

" God bless you, Ruth !" he said again.
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*' What is that God ?" intcrrupteu Davie.

The brothers looked at each other, embarrassed.

"Ask mummy ; she'll tell you," said Matthew, at last.

" Mummy did tell me, but I can't 'derstand." He sat there
wondering. " When does God sleep ?"

The sudden blare and boom of a Salvationist procession
saved reply. The blatant -'angor passed, died. They waited
for Rosina.

Presently they heard the returning church party descending
into the area, so as ».( > soil the white upper-steps. He Iiad

kissed her before she was aware of his presence, as she stepped
across the kitchen threshold, red-edged prayer-book in hand.
After that her sullenness was only half-hearted. He said ho
had come to supper. By the time they had sat down to it a
reconciliation had been patched up. Warned by Billy's recep-
tion of his determination, he did not even break it to her yet.

Thus tamely passed off the great renunciation scene—the crisis

of his life—like everything else in his life, unlike what he had
in^agiaed beforehand. Rosina did not even understand what
this Lome-coming meant to him. He pleaded that Davie, who
did not want to go to sleep, should be allowed to stay up to
supper, but this request was not granted.

"Mumm,^ b'^n does God gc to sleep?" the persistent

Davie remc lubercd «o ask as she was leading him *rom the
room.

"God never sleeps," replied Rosina, sternly, lud haled hr- \ to

bed.

Matthew pondered the immense saying, so glil!y spoken, as
he waited for her to return, " Aunt Clara," pouch - eyed ana
wan, her head nodding queerly with excitement at the gveat
man's presence, was laying the supper in the warm kitc'ier,

where the servant would not resume possession till ten ; little

Clara was at her task of Bible reading. Billy drowsed on his

chair, exhausted. The fire glowed red ; the cat v/as still

jtretched in the warmth. Something in the scene thrilled him
with a sense of restful kinship with it, half sweet, half sad ; a
sense of being more really at home than m delicate drawing-
rooms ; the old homely kitchen far awa^ on the borders of the
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forest sent out subtle lin\s, oinding his childhood to the man-

hood that had come at last.

This half-and-half-ness was typical of the new life which be-

gan that night, and which on the morrow was sealed and conse-

crated by the characteristically self - deceptive message from

Eleanor : " You are right. We have chosen the highest." It

was a life full of petty pricks and every-day worries. But if it

was rot so grandiosely heroic as he had intended, neither was

the consequence to his Art as he had foreseen.

He has not given up Art. V^*4tlitr Rofina nor Billy wou!

permit that folly, and Eleanor's brief letter had a postscript t

inspiring protest. He had meant to sacrifice Art and Happi-

ness, but only the latter sacrifice was accepted. For unhappiness

drove him back to his studio—where the » Angelus " hung now

like an inspiration. From the glooms and trials of the daily

routine in this prosaic home^ with its faithful but narrow-souled

mistress, rho knew not what was passing in her husband's mind,

nor at what cost he had made her happy, and who would not

even agree to live in some beautiful country spot which would

have softeued life for him— from this depressing household,

with its unsprightly children, its cheerless pensioner, its q .eru-

lous cripple resenting the very hand that fed him, he escaped to

the little whitewashed studio to find in his Art oblivion of the

burden of life.

And now, at last, his true life - work was begun. Removed

from the sapping cynicism of the Club consc' ^nce, from the

drought of drawing-room disbelie*, from the miasma of fashion-

able conversation, from the confusing cackle of critics
;
saved

from the intrigue with Mrs. Wyndwood, that would have dis-

tracted his soul and imposed an extra need for money-making

;

withdrawn from the feverish rush of fashion and the enervating

consumption of superfluous food and drink; exempted from,

keeping up a luxurious position purchased by scamped, soulless

pictures ; able to work without the whims of sitters or patrons,

without regard to prices—for Rosina's income, augmented by

her very considerable hoardings and by his balance, supple-

mented by the proceeas of the sale of his studio effects and
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ancient pictures, the whole doubled by Rosina!s economic ad-

ministration, was amply sufficient for every rational need—Mat-

thew Strang began at last, without undsrthought of anything

but Art, in this homely environment to which his soul was

rative, to express his own inmost individuality^ to produce

faithfully and finely the work it was in him to do.

Solitary, silent, sorrowml, strong ; not chattering about his

ideas and his aims, indifferent to fame or the voice of posterity,

striving for self-approbation and rarely obtaining it, touching

and retouching, breaking the rules of the schools in obedience

to his own genius, he toiled on in his humble studio, seeking

the highest, with no man and no woman to inspire, encourage,

or praise. He had been saved from Love and Happiness, and

sent back into sympathy with all that works and suffers. And

thus the note that had trembled faintly and then died out in his

work was struck strong and sure at last—the note of soul. To

his accurate science and his genius for the decorative, which are

two of the factors of great Art, was now added the spiritual

poetry which is the last and rarest. For he was master of his

soul at last.

He had absorbed life sufficiently— he had toiled and hun-

gered ; he had feasted and made merry ; he had sorrowed and

endured; he had sinned at I suffered; he had known the lust

of life and the pride of the eye ; he had known Love—the love

of the soul and the love of the senses ; he had known the heart-

ache of baffled ambition and the dust and ashes of achievement.

What he had wanted he had not got ; by the time he had got it

he had not wanted it ; whatever he had set out to do he had not

done, and whatever he had done he had not foreseen. And out

of all this travail of the soul was born his Art—strong, austere,

simple. 11 1 1,

In the five or six years since he died to the world he has

finished as many big pictures, and has made studies for others,

besides a host of minor things. He has not exhibited any of

the larger pictures in the Academy ; three have been presented

quietly to provincial and suburban galleries where the People

comes. Only one with some of the smaller things has been sold

for money, and this but to appease Rosina; it was one more
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sacrifice of his individuality to hers. It is true there are ex-

penses for models and materials, and he has now two more chil-

dren, but it jars upon him to ask money for work that expresses

and conceals the tragic secrets of bis inmost being. Nor does he

care to have his pictures shut away amid the other furniture of

luxurious mansions. Still, he has learned enough to know that

life cannot be lived ideally. And, moreover, the event has taught

him again the contrariety of life ; for his eccentricity, leaking out

elowly, has enhanced the fame to which he is indifferent, and,

aided by a legend of mysterious saturnine seclusion, has raised

his market value to such a point that he need only sell an

occasional picture. One dealer in particular is anxious to give

him his own price for a picture. Matthew Strang will probably

part with one to him some day, but he does not know that the

dealer is acting for Lady Thornton, the wealthy and celebrated

society leader and convert, though he knows and is glad that

Eleanor Wyndwood found both happiness and spiritual peace

when, a few months after her friend Olive Regan's marriage to

Herbert Strang, that ever - charming and impressionable lady

was led to the altar by the handsome and brilliant Sir Gilbert

Thornton, and went over with him to Roman Catholicism. With

the same earnestness with which she had passed from her native

orthodoxy to the Socialism of Gerard Erode, and thence to the

spirituality of Dolkovitch, she had slid by a natural transition

from the sensuous art atmosphere of Matthew Strang's world into

the sensuous spirituality of Catholicism as soon as his influence

had been replaced by the ascendency of another male mind. He
was not asked to the wedding, and the invitation to Olive's,

reaching him in the days when the first darkness of isolation

was upon him, he had left unanswered.

And just as he has given his Art freely to the world, so, under

the inspiration of Tarmigan's memory, he gives his services freely

at Grainger's and other humble art-schools as encourager of every

talent that aspires under discouragement ; teaching it to be itself

and nothing else, for v ,e artist gives to the world and is not asked

for, creating the taste he satisfies, and Art is not Truth nor

Beauty, but a revelation of beautiful truth through the individual

vision. It is the artist's reaction to the stinmlus of his universe,
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whether his universe be our common world seen for itself or

through antecedent art, or a private world of inward vision : for

while the philosophers are quarrelling about abstract truth, the

artist answers Pilate's question through his own personality .
The

beauty which Matthew Strang's art reveals, though he experi-

ments in many styles, with unequal results, is mainly tragic.

For others the gay, the flippant, the bright—let those from whose

temperament these things flow interpret the joyousness and

buoyancy and airy grace of existence. For others the empty

experimentation in line and color. It is all Art—in the house

of Art are many mansions. He has come to the last of the three

stages of so many artists, who pass from the fever to do every-

thing, through a period of intolerance for all they cannot do, into

a genial acceptance of the good in all schools. But, unassuming

as he has always been, he is yet sometimes shaken by righteous

indignation when he sees tawdry art—art that is the response to

the stimulus of no universe but the artificial studio-universe of

models and posings and stage-properties—enthroned and feted

at the banquet of life ; and sometimes an unguarded word flashes

out before his pupils, but he always repents of his railings, feel-

ing it is his to work, not to judge ; to do the one simple thing

that his hand findeth to do.

One of his pictures is of a woman looking out to sea with

hopeless eyes ; there is a mocking glory of sunset in the sky.

This is called " The Pain of the World." The title was due to

Olive's exclamation that night in Devonshire. The figure is his

mother's, come back to him in his own solitude—the image of

her standing thus in the asylum at Halifax could not be effaced

from his soul ; it had to find expression in his Art.

As he worked at it, with the brutal aloofness of :he artist,

studying lights and shadows, values and eflEects, gradations and

tones, he wondered whether the artist were a cold-blooded mon^

ster, or a divinely appointed alchemist sent to transmute the

dross of the world's pain to the gold of Art for the world's pleas^

a magician to cover up the rawness of life, as kindly Nature
ure

covers up the naked earth with grass, or throws the purple light

of dream over all that is dead—over the centuries that are past

pr our youth that is gone ; a Redeemer, whose beautiful percep
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P >

tion Of pathos and tragedy robs the grave of its victory andplucks Death of .ts sting, so that no man suffereth or travaileth
without contributing to the raw stuff of life of which Art iswoven by the souls dowered with the pangs and privileges of
Over-Consciousness. Each man, it sometimes seemed to him
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^"d i» returnfor that he drew from the common human fund the comprehen-
sion of hfe and the consolation of Art, new sympathies and newdehghts, music and books and pictures, that .„Iy lived throughthe rich variety of human destinies; mystic atmospheres andminor scales, meaningless to souls that had not differed or in-
herited the capacity to suffer. Some-generally the stupid-
paid httle in pain and sorrow; and some-as in his own caso-much. But so long as the account showed a balance to the

,

general good, it was not for the soul that was sacrificed tocomplain. It was, perhaps, even a privilege to subserv) theco-nmon good. Life was so arranged that virtue could not besure of personal reward, and this uncertainty was just what made
virtue possible. Under no other scheme of things could the
3oul enjoy the privilege of virtue. To have suffered, as he him-
self had done by the institution of marriage, both as child andhusband

;
to have been a victim to the general laws which safe-guard human society

; to have been cut in two by the flarainffswords of the cherubim, which turn every way to keep the way
of the Tree of Life-all this did not, he thought, give him the
right to blaspheme existence. And the artist at least extracted
a soul of good from all things evil.

Some such reflections- not clear, but all confused and
blurred for he was no syllogism-building philosopher, but an
artist whose profoundest thought sprang always from the con-
crete image before him-came to him again when he was work-
ing at his famous picture » The Persecutors," inspired by an
episode m Billy's life, though Billy does not know. It is
simply children tormenting an old man. The old man is one
of the world's wrecks

; the children know not what they do.But the pathos of the picture is overwhelming
; it purifies

by pity and terror. This is the profit to the worldl pf Billy's
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Matthew Strang knows, with the same secret assurance that
sent him out to fight, and strengthened him in the long strug-
gle, that this picture will live, that the gods have answered his
boyish prayer for immortality. But at moments when Billy is

moping or in pain, or when the artist foresees the gabble of
magazines and drawing-rooms about his work, the chatter of
fashionable parrots, and the analysis of his "second manner"
by glib, comfortable critics, he wonders whether the picture or
the immortality is worth the price.

But, stronger than those driven by their Over-Consciousness
to express in artistic shapes the futility of life, he does not
dwell eternally on the tears of things ; and his picture simply
entitled " A Woman " is perhaps his masterpiece. For when
he painted it that sunrise in Paris was still vivid to him, and
the light in Ruth Hailey's eyes, and that fire of love in Eleanor
Wyndwood's

; these things were in the eternal order, too, as
truly as the ugliness and the sordid realities. The simplest
human life was packed with marvels of sensation and emotion,
haloed with dreams and divine illusions. To have been a child,

to have sung and danced, to have eaten and played, to have seen
woods and waters, to have grown to youth and to manhood, to
have dreamed and aspired, to have labored and hoped—all this

happiness had been his while he was looking for happiness, just
as Art had been his in Nova Scotia, while he had been strug-
gling to get to it in England.

And so to-day he yearns to paint the poetry of the Real—not
with the false romantic glamour which had witched his youth,
though even his youth had had a hankering after the Real, just
as his maturity retains a love for the mystic. That gilded un-
reality to which his Art would have gravitated, had he found
happiness with the sentimental Eleanor in her atmosphere of
fashion, will be replaced by the beauty that even when mystic
is based on Truth. He needed no woman's inspiration, nor the
stimulus of cultured cliques. Alone he faces the realities of life

and death without intervening veils of charming illusion, no lon-

ger craving to filter the honest sunlight through stained cathe-

dral windows or to tarnish the simplicity of the grave with mon-
umental ftngels, Aspiring now to paint London, he wanders
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through the gray streets, as in his days of hunger, but now the
grotesque figures no longer seem outside the realm of serious
Art, or mere picturesque arrangements of line and color. To his

purged vision, that still lacks humor, they touch the mysteries
and the infinities, passing and disappearing like ghosts on a
planet of dream : solitude has brought him a sense of the uni-
versal life from which they flow, and he fancies the function of
Art should be to show the whole in every part, the universal
through the particular. And so he longs to paint the beauty
that lies unseen of grosser eyes, the poetry of mean streets and
every-day figures, to enrich and hallow life by revealing some
sweep of a great principle that purifies and atones.

In " The Old Maid " he has painted the portrait of " Aunt
Clara " with Davie on her knee, revealing the wistful, imprisoned,
maternal instinct he detected one day in her sunken eyes as she
fondled his little Davie. What makes this presentation of ugli-

ness Art is not merely the breathing brush-work, but the beauty
of his own pity which the artist has added to the Nature he
copied. With the falsely aristocratic in Art or life he has lost

sympathy : to him to be honest and faithful is to belong to the
only aristocracy in ihe world—and the smallest. Sometimes he
dreams of some great Common Art—for all men, like the sky
and the air, which should somehow soften life for all. And
dreantlng thus he somewhat frets against the many limitations
of his own Art—as once in his callow boyhood when he set out
to write that dime novel—and against its lapsed influence in

modern life, wishing rather he had been a great poet or a great
musician. Only music and poetry, he feared while toiling at the
" Old Maid," could express and inspire modern life ; the impulse
that had raised the cathedral had been transformed into the im-
pulse that built the grand hotel, fitted throughout with electrical

conveniences; in the visible arts landscape and portraiture alone
seemed to find response from the modern mind, the one by its

revelation of the beauty of the world, the other by its increas-

ing subtlety of psychological insight. Painting had begun with
religion, religion had led to technique, then religion had drifted

away from painting, and then technique had become a rehgion.

But technique ought not to be thought of separately except by
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the student
; to the artist the spiritual and the material came as

one conception, as metre comes with the poet's thought. The
spirit must be brought back to painting—this modern accuracy
of tones and forms was but the channel for it. But it could no
longer be conveyed through the simple images of a popular
creed to which all men vibrated : to-day there was no such com-
mon chord for the artist to touch. Even this picture of " The
Old Maid " might be unintelligible without its title, and risked
denunciation as literary. And the greatest picture could be seen
by but few.

But repining is useless; there is only one thing he can do,
and he must do it—a small thing in the span of the cosmos and
the sweep of the ages, but to be done ere he goes down to the
kindred dust. But before death comes he has doubtless other
things to suffer—all these spiritual agonies have seared the
body in which early privations and sickness had already left

the seeds of premature infirmity. His children are growing up,
too, bringing new fears and problems.

And yet his life is not all unhappy—work is his anodyne, and
there is an inner peace in the daily pain, because it is the pain
that his soul has chosen, in willing slavery to its own yoke.
But life is too long for ideals ; the unending procession of the

days depresses the finest enthusiasm. Sometimes when the do-
mestic horizon is dark, or when his body is racked with pain, he
rebels against the r61e thrust upon him in the world's workshop,
and against the fate that mocked at his free-will, and made of

him a voluntary instrument for the happiness of Rosina and
Herbert, turning his every action to undreamed-of issues ; and
then he longs for the life that he had found so hollow, the life

of gay talk, and rustling dresses, and wine, and woman, and song.

And in such moments as these—when the natural human in-

stinct for happiness, yearning sunward, breaks through all the
strata of laborious philosophy and experience—he remembers
that men call him " The Master," and then he seems to hear the
sardonic laughter of Mad Peggy, as he asks himself what Master
he has followed in his sacrifice, or what Master, working imper«

turbably, moulds human life at his ironic, inscrutable will.




