Besides, strange to say, he conld always talk moro f reoly
to Grace and her mother than to his Indy-love, bitterly
though he lamented his deficiency in that respeot.

Presently Amelia came in.

* Don 't you want a lamp? ™ ghe nsked langhing, bring-
ing in with her an atmosphere of energy .u..r,m,v.m.h-, and
yot an amount of fresh air that made Grace shiver.

“Oh, mother, T can't see a bit!” continued Amolin:
“do let us have lights. Why, is that you, Mr. MeHuish **

“Mr. MoHuish has beéen telling ns all sbont the
Aurora,” said Grace, “If must bo so beantiful in the
far north, Amy! Ploase tall Amy about it, Mr. MoHuish,
won't you?"

“Only how I rode home one night, ous winter night,”
began the Beotchman eonfusedly. He hud rikon from
his chair at Amelin's entrance, and now stood twirling
hig hat slowly round and round in his big, hony hands,

“ It was across the lonaly moors," said Grace.

“And the Auarora was shooting up into the heavons,”
snid MoHuish,

“More beautiful than daylight,” ndded Graeo onthusi-
nstieally, “Only fancy, Amy, what the groat rays must
be, white and silver and rose-color, giving one an iden of
some wonderful weird world out far, far bayond the dis.
tant hills, I can fanoy being lured away and away tow.
ard that magical horizon!”

“Here comes the lamp,”" said Mrs. Wyvern, * Dear
me, how they have spilt the oil again, all over the han.
dle! Doesn't your mother, Mr. McHuish, find that her
servanta—"

“'Light, light!" I feel like Goothe," interrnpted
Amelia irrelevantly. *Mamma, I want to show you
something. Do look. The Professor says there is an
oxhibition going to open immedintely, somewhers he
:mn?'s, and ho thinks I might really, truly, send this
ead.”

Out from under Amy's cloak cime s square hrown
paper pareal, and then the young artist; with a little air
of modest though conscious merit, held up to view o
small oil painting representing the head of an Italinn
bandit,

*“ What, roally?" asked Mrs. Wyvern, in admiration,

“Oh, Amy, not really?" schoed Grace.

“Yes," answered Amelia quiotly.

He was a fierca bandit, n very floros bandit. His
head was slightly turned away; still his eagle glance wns
fixsed threateningly on the hnﬁuldnr-. his glanes evidently
moeant much. ﬁa wns areayed in a gorgeons costume,
worn, probably, by bandits of his provines enly, and his
buckground was the well-known blue and eloundloss sky
of the south. _

“Well, I must say,” remarked Mrs. Wyvern impros.
sivaly, ns she looked around her for the sake of argament,
“1 must say, Amelia, that you Lave made very groat

ro r
P It's a beautiful head," said Grace sympathetically;
“ob, you dear, clever Amy, I must ‘;ivu you a kiss; 1
never saw such a fierce-looking bandit!”

“T shonld think not," returned Amy. *The Professor
wanted us larly to eateh that expression, s the
model actually did commit s« murder once long ngo in
Coruica." i

“Of course, one must not praise ane's own child,
said Mra. Wyvern, “but I eannot help thinking there are
very few young artists who could beat that head.  And I
don’t know about ‘young' either.” .

“There is one little thing that troubles me,” said
Amelia in a hesitating voice, “ that is, you wes, mamims,
the high light on the bandit's noso.  What do you think
of the light, Mr. McHuish!"

“T'm 1o mueh of a painter mysel,” roplied the person
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tntarrogatad, who lnpsed into n northern dinlect whenover
i became nervons, “The nowe is no that bad, to my
Ilun?ugg; it's the Ind's complexion that’s terrible blue
SUEVEY.

“Why, the Profossor said it was not blue onongh! "
exolnimed Amelin,

“Oh, Mr, MoHuish, you don't really think it blue?"
nsked Gracoe repronchfully,

LT stammersd the young man.

" Porhaps,” said Mes. Wyvern, with some severity,
“perhaps that Mr. MeHuish has not suffigiontly consid.
ored the reflections from the southern sky,"

Amelin sall no more Powsibly she inwardly fall
thit, like the archbishop in “Gil Bl she desived for
hor oritie “ tontes sortes do prospiéeitds, avos un pat plus
do gont,” whilst the unhappy offender, stambling over
hin sontonces, wought by the most indiseriminating praise
to reinstate himsoll in his formor position of trust.

Days prased: the bandit, earefully fesmad and Iib.
elocd, wan sont to the exhibition, and in dus time,
Amolin recsivad no no'los to the contrary, 8o boeamo
tremblingly, hopafally, delightofly aware tiat hor piotare
was nocoptod and hang,

Daring thew nugions days she was vary oagorly ox.
pactant, snd yot afraid, o honr the postman’s knoseks whe
knew nob what news by might bring. No news is good
nows, doubtloss, ne Grace oftontimes nsortd, an;ut
such silence was trying to bear,

Amalin worked somewhat fitfally at the Peofossor's.
She found horsall in high favor with her fellow stadonts;
they evidontly viowad her with mueh inceonsod roupoot.
On one soonsion the poor lady who was straggling with
the largo chalk nose setunlly wont on all-fours to look
for a pisee of indin-rabber which Amelia had droppid!
Mrs. Simpking nddrossed hor as “doar ohild"'; the l'm-
fomusor tilked I-'u}:lllily Lo lor of the possible regonors.
tion of art, nwubjet o resarvad for & vory cholon few
mmong his pupils, desming, doubtios, that thers wore
but fow of thom destined to take o really notive part in
steh regenoration,

But Amelin conld nob work as of yors; she painted
onb to-dny what she had painted in yosterdny; she was
cortainly domoralissd. Her small eapabilities of the
prosont jurrod in her mind with the wids dostinios sho
|\u||lu't1||,| ataxd for the futur--. Of CONrmn, thies hfi llml Whn
the doorwny throogh whish shie was o wond her atopm
towanl theso deatinios, and yob, as sho worke |, she wis
conseions of soms wnsnniness coneeriing the finite nature
of her own art. Cortainly, st home, ws she sat bewido
Girneio's conch, ab rest from palette or eanvas, sho hald
forth garrulonsly as to her faturs aims and present sue.
cons, without any distarbing emotion.  Bomehow it was
always 5o ensy o talk to Gracio! Nothing seomed too
groat, nothing o small, for her facile somprebension
and aniversal sympathy. 0

“Why can't women bocoms Royal Aesdomicians!”
Amelis would exclaim weathfully, whilst Ler sistor list.
oned sorrowfully, * What an onjust, miserable nine.
toenth century we live in, to be sues,” continusd Amelia,
forgetful of f;-rr dootrine of progress; “only think of
Mary Moser and Augeliea Kaofmann!™

“ Wero they Aendomicinna?" J_unlml Cirnoe, who was
wtill m;ngnlfy ignorant on the subject

“ Why, of oourme.”

Auil therenpon Graede from ho fall Imfiml heart pro.
tested that Amelin wis sarely intended to o the

feralo art pioneer of this prosent gonortion, and that
the most obtuse publie eould not possibly remain blind
to hor romarkabls merit, _

It miy be held that such indiscriminato praise was
unwholesome for Amalin, bub Grace did wob resson




