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Ing in a line of black here and of scarlet there, and
when he stepped back from his masterpiece of rapidity,
an attendant thrust into the faces of the crowd au-
other placard :

SUNRISE
alter
Claude.

Time, 5 min. Price, $5.00,

It was a signal for the crowd to shufile nervously,
as if to assure the proprictors that they really must bhe
going. At the movement, the tired Jips of the Tivht-
ning Artist curled in scorn. Now that he faced about,
you could see that he was a wman of advanced midile
age, tall but stooped, whese sallow, unhearthy skin
was drawn tight over his sharp nose and promiuent jaw
bones, but gathered in slight Dbluish bags under his
lustreless eyes.  His lips were large, and in repose hung
loosely open aboVe a jaw that trembled with le visible
veakness that physically vecords ihe unseen weaknes:
of soul. A man of blighted carecr, vou mivht have
thought him, and the sensuous mouth and burnt-out
eves left no doubt where the fanly tay.

But now his lips were scornfnl, and his eves half
closed in a sncer at the ernwd that would lock thonsh
it would wot buv,  In ore glance of esutempt. he
swept from the first vow to the outskiris of the crowil,
where his exe paused and the sneer faded. Then holf
furtively he rubbed his l)zl‘ltlLrs]mued Iand on his ronsn
artist's apron, and with a startled ver cameriy expectant
gesture, lifted the sma:l black shall-can o covered his
thin hair.

It was a priest whose presence on the ouiskiris of
the crowd evoked the zesture, a nian whese vears were
not far ditferent from those of the Lichrnine Ar
but whose clear eves and firm Lps and jaw were the
manifestations of a seul whoily wnlibe 1} R B
the short moment when priest and o AILT
each other’s eves, a ook of muiual
passed between them, briel b
priest smiled a happy weleoming sinile, and
lifted his hat as Le passed o,

The new church of The Dondricans was 0 he, as
far as loving devotion eould wuake 110 wark of jurioe
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art.  The traditions oF an Ovder whe co con ey e
gtill bore the rvecords of Fra Aucelico,  arnd awp e
chiurches had been ant oroanent 1o ihe OLD Wor!
were to D osustained i this lamd oF dvesi Ut
promise.  To insure this, the work of Jesiceing the
new edifice had been entrusted (o Fatiuer Denedio,

whose pletures and drescovs had won L the adiniea

tion of eritics.  You mav e osure that this eyl
artist threw into the plans of the chinrch hix whale wonl
effort. It was lis master work, the crownine achieve

ment of a life dedicated to ceclesiaxtical wit, Fvery
line of nave and transept, every color of window anrl
freseo, everv detall great orv smail, he had plavaed i
loug hiours ot Toving stwdy, until he fely thar Trom the
cross o the Iloftvy cumpanile te the crvines o the
confessionals, the church woz one avtslic . o -y
metrical blendinyg of color and hine.

But everv thought of his chureh was deiven T
Lis mind wien his eyes mel those ol fhe Ligliiniug
Artist.  The feeling of utter contempt tiat had slnscked
his artistic soul at first sight of the hideons painungs
gave way first to surprise, tl:(*n_ T Jovous secogiiting,
and then to o sense ol deepest pitv,

The memories of voulh Lo olesd
A forgotten letier, a “erushed lower, o passaee g
boalk, 13 cnourh to send them rioting turough the mind.
And the brain of Father Benedict, ke an album
thrown open, was filled with a thousand pietures. none
the less vague for that they were registered o youth,
The bright May day, when he aund his hovheod Friend,
lying in the cool grass of the meadow, planned their
future——-the life they would lead in the studies of the
great city, and the lame they would win in the world's
salons: the work at the two canvases set side by side
with the kindly master bending lovin ly over the
friend’s, so fraught with the promise of genius : the
parting, dimmed by a-fereboding fear, when his friend,
buoyant and trustful, left him for the art schools of

for the sayines

Paris—he lived them all again. -And, now that he
had looked into the eyes of the Lightning Artist, the
neglected letters, the long silence, the vain queries were
all explained.  Somcthing like a sob rose in the Do-
miniean’s throat. The fair lad whose Land had the
skill o Del Sarto and whose nind could read beneath
flesh and blood the intangible soul was now the Light-
whrg Artist! Yel his lieart sang at the thought that
uln friend had returned. In that one glance, the
priest had said, < L was waiting for you,” and the artist
had answered, * L shall come.’

Tt was periiows for one as abstracted as was Father
Lenedit that day, to walk abéus on the rickety scaf-

folding, gl up among the frescces.  Even his assiste
ants noticedd hinwe spasniedie were his movements, and

bow pointless bis usually incisive eomments. And
when his favivile assistant, a young maun of remarkable
gft=, asled for the hundredth anxious time if he might
beant the Alidonnn witien was to fill a large oval above
the altar of o Larly, ihe Father's answer was so
vaguely dndelnlte. that the artist tuvned on his heel
i elappainiment and disgust,

Presently wow adknan serambled up the ladder, and
stuwhllover Laose weatfolding, amidst stools and
practies and brushos Doowhere tie Father stood gazing

witle unecivg eve at the binnk oval destined for the
Mad:

o <on downstairs )’ snid the workman,
IRTRE - Nt He's 2 orum looker, and I
Lo oo e s e there was nothin® stivrin’,  He
RSN SR LS N N

v never fini<hed, for Father Bene-
ot the Tadder at a pace that
Pavaail e corian destruetion.

Loover the seaffolding, staring
s, wlhiose arms, as tender
chioreled a miserable
Defween them : men
The priest led the
and sat beside hin,
Lanel e Las own firm

ird that fivst inter-
fcare bl to tear aside the

Hicowith s squandered
[T Tl been weak, the
wllen again aud again,
ered eifts, he fled
¢ty which had
There is a dread moceo-
»oand when Pather
s onnd bollow cough of
reet winch bad
nol fualtered on
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Laned
wivst, affectionately,
You are home

CrE.

Cine Lichiuing Arvtist were Lifted quickly

o o findzled o oa tlash, “You

Aher hshed, oo he B not meant to

bt : Ve b arked his fricond's 1llness.
Y- Jotiie wrher, almost Litlerly, Cit’s
Cotiatin v el o, L haven't long to
live wers Lo Hembrandt i tereible an 4 oweak
war, bt s n Ioennld et Moo wou't take an
aviost P Tooks o= 1 oda, Iinl Fi_uuctimcs T think that

Doanay Dve o=y Ton enongdh te do o sametliing for God,
st o wne Cone et I surrender the shattered
veniains ol oniv e hend s I ihink, and his voice pgrew

wistrul, 1 shontd Blhe o paint a0 Madouna before I

el someinine poee aed bBoly to make up for the

rollenness of e e Cav’coven help e to 10?7
Father Denedion s favertie assistant looked  very

glum when he heard that the vval over our Tady’s altar
was to be filled by anether, lie would have protested
had not the priest’s few words changed his protest inte
generous ent husiosm, The seaflolding was rearved into
place, and the wondering artists saw Father Benedict’s
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