) . THE WEST SHORE.
terrors to the almost intolerable weight of anxiety. |

Suddenly, but as if with effort, he broke the silence.

“ You were right, Arthur."

“ About what, Winthrop?"

 About—about life—society — ambition — every.
thing," evasively answered my cousin, “They are
smpty as & bubble.”

“ Ah! Have you weighed them all this afternoon,
Jear Winthrop, and found them wanting? Have love
and art such remarkable powers of divination and

wisdom, that in one short afternoon, which I have
frittered away in & wildwood ramble, they have ena. |
bled you to explore the depths of life, its sorrows and |
joys, its silent tragedies and its loud ha-has? Or

have you found such unspeakable delight that you
are lifted above the dead level of mortal life? Pray
tell me how I, too, can solve this riddle so easily,”

“1 have not reasoned it out, Arthur, it has just
come to me as light comes from yonder moon."

“ Oh, yes, by simple reflection.”

“ You always banter when one speaks of profound
subjects. I mean simply that the truth has dawned
upon me without any volition of my own. I know it
without knowing how."

“1 understand. It is one of those conclusions
which spring up periodically in the hot soil of a young
man's blasted hopes. That is » species of growth fa-
miliar to philosophers, but the warmth of its habitat
soon scorches it up, But is this all? I thought you
were going to tell me something new and strange
about life."”

“Bo I shall, if you will listen. But lot us go over
there and sit down on one of thoee graves. Itisa
comfort to be assured by their ghostly prcsence that
there are some who are st peace with the world at
lonst.”

We had reached the outskirts of the village. On
s slightly rolling eminence sloping to the westward
there gleamed the modest fombstones marking the
rosting places of the town's departed generations.
Wo climbed the fence in defsult of a convenient gate-
way, and soon found a pleasant seat far enough from
the highway %o avoid interruption. After s moment's
silence, Winthrop began— ‘

“ Did you ever see & human being without s soul”

“ Yes, hundreds of them,” was what I wauted to
answer, but I w my cousin's mood, aod so |
merely said, * Beriously, no, I never have; but that
s & very strange question with which to begin s sy
posium on the problems of modern life.”

“ Well,” Winthrop went on in a strauge tooe, l
huve. It came $o my room this afternoos.”

L] wh.‘ du?n

“That ﬁ].‘ that animal, thet beautifal body
which we eall Olive."

“
“Olive!" I oxelaimed. “M Winthrop,
what do you mean? " v 0%

" Just what I say," he replied calmly, and with
the fint tinge of & sueer in his voice. * I mean to
say that she whom wo oall Olive haa no soul; that the
mtmthmbmthndbuhlndhtmmhnd

we from the moment I looked into her oyos posseascs
that power despite the absence of all that we have

 been taught to worship s the soul” His words

breathed scorn and contempt, and he spoke deliber-
stely s though he wished o flay his spirit and en.
fold it in their furious abasement. 1 was too pro.
foundly moved to interrupt him and he continued his
varration: “ Every day for woeks | have studied hor
in every possible mood in order to paint her porteait.
I wrote you that I loved her from the moment I saw
her; and so I did; but I soon discovered & most sin-
gular flaw in her natare; henoe, daring those sittings
I compelled love to be the slave of arl, permitting
it presenco only as an aid to greator depth of in.
sight, and to oall forth the apparently dormant spir.
itaal endowments of the subject. 1 worked rapidly
and more satisfactorily than ever before, for ahe was
s fine subject; and when, shortly before you came, 1
had finished all but & few details, Olive pronounced
it faaltloss, ne indeed it was to hor oyes, and even to
my own in point of exeoution. But I saw there was
no light from heaven in bor eyes, no gleam of apirit-
ual beauty illuminated the face. Bill, that did not
dishearten me; it was a labor of love, and I retarned
to it again and worked dilligently and with a holy
awe. Yot again I waa destined to fall, for when 1
showed it to an art connolsseur who happousd to be
passing throngh the town, telling him it was the
work of  friend, he declared it made his flesh ereep
to look st it; asked it it was painted from life - that
he would give anything to see so strange & subjeol;
‘s mate for Hawthorn's fsun,’ he said. 1 told him
it waa an ideal skoteh, Thereupon 1 blotted out the
mocking eyes, and plied myself to the task agaln. |
*wreakod my soul apon expression’ | made Olive
wit for hours, and 1 soughs in untold ways to extort
expression from her large inconstant orbs, or rather,
to find a roulbeam in them; for I falt that if I could
seo it there but one instant | could tranafer it to the
onovas.  Dat alas, my next effort was eriticleed for
having » man's expression (n the delioate outlines of
» woman's face, Onco more with redoubled energy
| roturned to my sell.imposed task. 1 lavished tho
most patient care and all my skill npon the prepars.
tion of my colors; | spent the intermediste hours in
cralted meditation and searcbing sell-analysis in or.
ot to put mysell en rappor! i possible with the in.
stinet or consclousuoss of my subjeet. For many
luys | wearcely slopt or tasted food. Bat the curse




