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“WWe shall meert aguin in & yewr,”
mays be, with a settled determination
in bis tooe. _

“No, no!l 1 refuse to liaten to t_h.nt.
To-day will sve my own bhappy little
tour wt an end. Remember always
that it was my doing,” says she, fev-
erishly. ™I should like you to remem-
ber thut. Even though I am a most
rorthjess wowan, I did that one good
dewl. 1t shonld count for me Lo~
gu now!”

“Ta return!™ saxs he, doggedly. “In
the meantime, if ever you should want

me—I  shall leave you an address, . . .
1 zhall semnd it to you by post. It will
find always. It will be sent on

fo me.

=] shall not want you!™ says she,
her head bent, her hauds tightly fold-
vil on her knees.

“That is the Hret time you have ever
il what was pot true to me,” says
*is i1 not =07
terhaps? Tut how about others?”

She lift=  haggard. defiant  eyes
o his k 1 have not
known how to lie? There!  there!

there!™ wedr *1 am not worth so
great a coil.”  Sowe phrases belong-
ing to her old life at the theatre still
cling to her.
~in a vear,” says he, “I shall return.
That time 1 will give you to make up
vour mimd as ta whether you will link

vour Fate with mine, ar- - - But there
ix no altermative. T will not suggest
one. You love me and I [ove yon.

Our love is sirong encugh to blot ont
all the B In the meantime”—for
the first time he approaches her and
rakes her hand -*“xoun will not forget

~I peax Liod that in that time you
will forget me” returns she.

“I'ray for something else. You will
wot get the desired amswer to that.
Pray for something possible. T =hall
ro “abroad next week: we shall be
better apart for a little while until
von have time given ¥ou in which to
ringe your thonghts. This is June.
The 21st of June. Nome day ke this
next year vou shall hear from me. 1
<hall xend xon a sign to @y I am com-

1t soumls Tather second-
tloesn’t it?7 says he, with 3 most
mourpfol attempr at a smile.  “What
Catin woulkl say to his Phyllic. Ent
I'N leave it so! o s=hall
e punsics. such as these’ touching
the bunch of rdmoping purple thing=
ut her throat. “They shall be a
from me to you that [ am coming.
~AhI"™ says she, sharply. “They are
for death!*
“Xo! For thoughts™
“For death, I've .
These purple blossoms are made to lie
on graves. You have chosen a proper
symrbol. Dwarh! Tt is the one thing
teft me to hope for!™
“Don’t talk like that” says he.
roughly. ~We will change the sign.

“No,” h il “np: let it be =, 1
Vhe it. It vour own choice. U Like
31’ And. after all, what does it mar-
1er? [ shall not get those pansies?”

“You think 1 shall forget!”

-1 hope vou will forget.”

“Hut you do mot think it. T see”™
There is a towh of trivmph in h's
tope. - “After all, yon umlerstand me,”™
says he. She s deathly pale.

“You snidd vou were going.” says she.
locking at him. She is evidently try-
tng o vommand herseif.  She Ts s
wilite that he fears she is going 1o
fuint.

“Yes, [ am moing” He takes her
in his artns and holds her elose against
his hreass.

~(iood-by, my scull™ says he.

Rhe bhardly returns the embrace, and
eren struggles a little as f to releacze
herself. He lets her go.

“Fanet! Remember!™ savs he in a
haarse whisper. She makes a little
rue gesture that he can not under-
stand, and turns aside. He tooves To-
ward the door. Swidenly a  faint
soumd reiches him. He turns.

She b= stamding where he had left
her. holding out her #rm= to h'm.

“th, Thasca! Oh. darlimgr! Ohl —
ane moment!”

Could there I 3 worse moment than
that? He usks himsell that gnestion
when she has at last pushed him from
her, and he finds hinewlf walking
home through the soft evening air.
with happiness Iving a dead thing be-
hind h
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Assuredly (iodirey Morland bad at
last achieved his trivmph. It had
come to him after long waiting and
much labour. Here was a picture to
capture the eyes of the critics and the
heart of humanity. 1t was large and
bold. for hix genius loved a wide ean-
vas, but wirhal it was painted with the
patient fidelity of a miniature ¢even to
the tint on the petal of the primrose
and the gleam on the wing of the gold-
finch.

S0 closze was the scene and so real
that as coe stood by the picture the
branches seemed to hang out inta
clear ajr. and one was tempted to
lean forward and dip a lazy hand in
the flow of the limpid water. The
heart ached with vapue longings at
the valm loveliness of the xcene.

Threv vears apo the artist sat be-
fore o wide. vacant canvas and dreamt
it all, and behoid, after three vears
1 f patient labonr. his vision took form
and light and beanty, and wa= visible
ta the exes of the world. When his
artist friends praised  his pletare--
more by their exves than by their lips
—ar when he stool alone in his vacant
stielio gazing almost reverently on his
eriHvee, s a thing distinet from
hineself. his heart rejoiced with the
trivmph of artistic creation.

n success meant mere even thao
artistie triumph for the young painter.
It meant human love and happin
well, The face of the maiiten
pictinre with the rose-leaf cheel
eves of forget-me-not blue, was no
ideal beauty. Aliee TLyle. who hadd
loverd him when the world frowned.
was 3w to share his trinmph.

Xo petty rivalries marred the full
and roumled harmoeny of his happi-
ness. His comrades all rejoiced with
him in his triumph, and Eranest Reau-
champ. his chief and dearest friend.
was most hearty of all in his rejoie-
ing. Yet here, perhaps, if anywhere. a
little twinge of jealcusy wmight fairly
hare been pardoned, for Ernest aned
Gaolfrey were bhrother artists, and had
worked together, and Ernest had e
ily distanced kis friend at first. E
wurk of that light and graceful
school. with a touch of =ardonic hu-
mrour that appealed to the fashionable
world.,  Hisx repotation was quickly
made v held 3 but now, with
a picture t appealed to the human
heart. ticdfrey had ountdistanced him
for ever,

Nor was Ernest tess his rival in love
than in art. It -'was he who bhad first
found Allce Lyle amid the roses of a
conntry rectory. and he had woocd her
in iz own sportive fashion. half jest.
half earnest. till Gexlfrey came and
saw aml w.n  But his snnny temper

as nnrufied. He w loudext in his
praise of the great picture, and he in-
=isted fhat he shouldt be his friend's
best i at the approaching ma ge.

The picturs which still s1eod the
artist’s studio =oon grew to be the
common talk of the artistic world of
London. The dealers flocked to the
place as miners to a newly-discoversd
gold country. Foremost nmongst them
all came the king of picture dealers.
Jacob tioldmirk. .\ staid lonking man
was Jacoh, but his life was full of
excitement and adventure.  He had dis-
covered miracles in reputed dauls. He
had bought old masters for old songs
in every cvorner of Kurope. and made
the fortune of a score of picture deal-
ers, while he had made his own bigger
than all the rest combined.

Gadfrey had refused all offers for
his masterpiece tilt after the exhibi-
tion. In hiz heart he loathed the
thought of parting with it ; but Gold-
mirk bad purchased a battle pivee
which Godfrey had painted just e
fore. It was u fine boh!l canvas, a
shuile wmaller than the last. and T
wf life amd power: Lut the subject,
the charpge of the Itixh brigarde at Fon-
1enoy, had hurt the suseeptibilities nf
the Hritish publiv, and o the picture
had hung unseld.  Now Goeldmirk pur-
chasial it for o fair price.

= A fashionable puinter. my dvar fel-
low.” he said, " may paint just whut
bhe Fikes und it is sure to sell. You'll
be the fashion presently.”

They had a little pupper in the studio
to evlebrate the purchase, Ernest Heau-
champ, Jacob Goldmirk, and Godfrey.
They sat late without lamps till the
white light xtole in through the broac
window and found here and there bits

of colour and life and brauty oo the
pictures round the walls.

Mr Goldmirk bubbled over with goml
humour like the champagne he sip-
pedd B0 freely 1 but Ernest Heauchamp
was in a mwditative mood, aud leoked
out silently through the open window.
Tathing his soul, az he said, in the
moenlight. The room grew chilly, and
tiokdmirk at last calld him 1¢ shut
the window aud fasten it like a guod
vhap. Liodfrey added, = [ don't want
burirlurs after the picture™

The words have a ceTtain importance
in view of what followed. :

Next morcing after breakfast God-
frex started for the country. He was
umnsler promise to bring Alice to after-
noon fea and a last look at the master-
picce before it went to be framed.

He left at eleven.  About half-past
twelhie Mr Geldmirk called to sew hin,
apd was told he had gone to the voun-
TEY.

I'll wait for him,™ he said,
studio™”

He threw off his light overvoat, p
tidd n chair opposite his purchused
aittle piece, planted himself astride on
it Ht a huge cigar, and was left smok-
ing.

He was smoking stitl. but had drawn
a fat picture catalogue from his pocket
and was noting the prices with a stumny
of leal peneil when Godfrey and Aice
came into the studio two hours Jater.
. Goldmirk started from his seat and
turned his round, good-humoured face
half over his shoulder.

" Halloa, Godfrey ! he cried. ™ %o
youw have sent the masterpivee to be
Trumed already. Beg pardon, dido't
se¢ you had a lady with sou. How
d'ye o, Miss Lyle.” i

But Godfirey Morland did not hear
the t words, for one guivk glinee
toid him that the easel at the far end
of the room was vacant. His picture
Wi ffone!

“Hravens! it has been stolen'" he
gasped out.

He turned pale ns. a ghost, and
Alice ¢lung trembling to his arm;,
b}ﬂ the shrewd plcturedealer Kep:
Lis wits mbout him.

“Nonsense, man,” he said; ‘“don't
[eck so frightened, Miss Lyle. Une
cannot stexl a biz picture like thar
as easily us a postage stamp. It may
have been shoved somewhere out of
the way, Let us bave a look round,”

The honest confidence in his face
and voice were as a cordial to God-
frex. They all three made a search
of the roowm; but their hopes quickly
evaporated. The picure was uno-
where to be found. They found. in-
deed. a large wooden frame on whien
rhe canvas had been stretched lying
agninst the wall without any attempt
at coucealment. The pieture had no:
heen  ruat, but stripped from  the
frame hy drawing the dacks that heild
if. Not a particle of the ¢anvas Te-
mained. Lying on the floor ciose to
the window were a claw-heated ham-
mer. » turnserew. and a sharp svis-
sors. The meaning of the
w plain enough. but
puzzled themm at first.

“in the

Uodirey atartled the others by =
sudden cry aa he caune to the window.
The fastening was undone. He threw
up the sash and found a koutted rope
banging from the iren werk of the
baleony into the sireet. There was
@ runuing boose oo the rope, and ap-
parently it had been Hung up fromn
the street uwntil it had csught in oser
the spiked heads of the railing of
the balcouy. The method, st leasmt,
of  we robbery pow  secined  plain
cnuugh. HBut whoe was the thief?

A mowent afterwards Alice made
a »till more startling discovery. It
was  a large, handsome wmother-of
pearl button, which Godfrey iustantly
recognised as a button from  the
bruwn velvet studio jacket of his
friend, Ernest Besuchamp,

He took # from Alice'a hund gin-
gerly.

L don’t believe o word af it," he
cried vehemently, unswering the un-
spoken accusation in bis own mimi.

“Don’t believe what?™ =aid  Giedd-
mirk, volking up to 1. YOO

e looked suspicivusly at the buat-
tonn which Godfrey hekl in the puhn
of his hawad, and which he instantly
recognised.

“What is that?” asked Adice.

“Oniy a button from Mr Heau-
champ's jacket.” Gioldmirk said.

=Oh, no, he didu't do it; be couldn't
o it!” eriewd the girl passionately.

“Welll soon Kaow,” addedt Gockfrey,
and he =at down to his writing-table
aml seriblbled a note.

“What are yuu writing?” Goldmirk
askedd cautiously,

A note telling Ernest the picture
has been stolen.”

I you think
him 2™

“I'erfectly. T'd pledge miy life Tie'll
came. Byt I'll write a line 10 Scor-
tand Yard at the same 4ime.”
e moment before you stand np”
1 Alice, glanecing over his shouliler.
here is a very clever womau - a Lidy
detective, Miss Dora Myrl. 1 haae
heard wonderful stories about her.
You might ask her to come.”

Gixlfrey wrote a third note. Alice
tlirevted it, and all three were (le-
spatched wirh the servant.

“Take a hansom, John, and lose no

it safr—to warn

1ime
While Jnohu was away yet another
iscovery  was cmade, this thme by
Misx Lyle. In the bottom of an old
cunphoard she found a pile of strips
and scraps of canvas cut small with
a sharp scissors and smeared Twere
and there with paint.

For a moment Godfrexy was chilled
with the thought that his great pic-
ture had been eut to pieces; but a
seccond glance told him that the pile
was not a twentieth part of the bolk
of the ennvas of the pisture, and the
fragments were let lie without muore
notice where they were fonnd.

Ernest Beatchamp was the first 1o

arrive. pale and wild-eved with ex-
vitement,
“Stolen!™ he cried. excitedIy. “Tm-

po=sible!  Why, it was here while we

were nt supper last night. Who was
in the studin since then?”

Mro Goldmirk turned on him an-
rily

Y e said, Yfor twe hours,
T ¢ame abont twelre, and T was here
when Godfrexy returped at twn, T
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