
A TRIM EXPLOIT.
The time of year was February, the

day still in its youth, the sun was shin-
ing brightly, when Mr. Edward Erroll,
happening to have a spare hour on his
Lands, strolled into a friend's studio, near
Langham Place, to see how he was "get-
ting on" with his pictures. Drummond
v. as, of course, painting, and the look he
£;ave the intruder was by no means en-
couraging. Erroll, being not easily
daunted, only said, "Good morning,
Drummond; Iknow that coming in now
6eems liko being determined to take off
the cream of your day, but don't regard
it in that light, 1 entreat you; just make
up your mind that you won't be dis-
turbed my me, and let me have a look at
i^ll your pictures."

"All my pictures?" echoed Drum-
uiond, ruefully.

"Yes, all your pictures; the more the
Letter; but where are they?" And he
examined the room in surprise, for usu-
ally at this season of the year he could
not even shake his friend's hand without
Laving topick his way delicately through
proves of easels with pictures on them.
'J o-daj' all the spare pantile were run into
one corner and untenauted; and, so far
its Erroll could see, Drummond bad noth-
ing in hand but one small picture on
\u25a0which he was working. This was, how-
ever, so improbable that Erroll glanced
around to see how many canvases were
standing on the floor with their faces
turned to the walls; how many empty
1 rame.s were waiting for their reception;
how much preparation, in fact, was being
made for the various picture-shows which
\u25a0would burst into being with the rapidly
approaching month of May.

"You needn't look for pictures here,"
growled Drummond, "for 1 have got
none."

"What! None for the Academy?"
"Mo; none lor the Academy! None for

anywhere!**
"How unwise !" said Erroll, taking the

most comfortable seat that he could find.
You were ill-treated last year, but why

i-hould that go on? A year might briny
you a rattling success."

"It's not likely—anyhow I can't send.
Don't think thai Iam not mortified, but
it can't be helped. Imust make up my
mind to lose one year of artistic life."

"And why, pray?* 1

"liecau.se mat fellow Clarko has lured
away ray model, and I can do nothing
until he comes back. Itis abominable of
her to go; itis Infamous of him to take
her; but that's how it is. Ido believe the
uesign is good. You shall see it."

So saying, Drummond went into an in-
ner room and brought out a canvas.

"Good heavens, man, how well that
comes!" cried Erroll. "Youreally ought
to finish it. it is.'i classical subject, and
1 hate classical subjects; the design is
original, and you know how imprudent I
think it is to paint original pictures, but 1
never in my lifesaw anything more mas-
terly. What is it, and why on earth don't
you get another model and liuish it?"

"Itis Creusa just a> she Is about to put
on the garment which will shrivel up
her youth and beauty. She is turning it
over and wandering at its strange mag-
uinoenoe. £ don't finish the picture be-
cause I can't—it is a grievous vexation to
we."

"But you can ifyou like, and you must,
for if it were well hung it would make
your fortune."

"Itwouldn't be hung—it would be re-
jected."

"That might happen, of couise, but I
don't believe it would; anyhow, it is your
tiuty to finish it, for you are one of the
] eaven-sent prophets who have a distinct
message to deliver."

"ohadiah hid an hundred men of the
Lord's prophets byflftyin a cave, and
ied them on bread and water; this poor
prophet would be hidden away in 11
itrs of the Academy, and have to make a
shift to provide himself with bread and
water."

"And if it were so, you might suck
oml'ort out of your rejection. Origin 1

work is always difficult of compi
\u25a0 ion. You seem to forget that it is by no

nans easy bo recognize a prophet when
he does appear, and Co my mind you have
always been in far too great a hurry to
i-liow that you were one. Itis a great
mistake for any young man who i- origi-
nal to give the least hint of it until he is
landed in a position which gives him the
right to show his pictures. Till then he
should play dark horse. 1 mean he
-hould never paint according to the spirit
\u25a0which is in him until be Ins made a real
and well buttressed-up success by glori-
ous and unmistakable mediocrity. Forone person who can recognize a prophet
there are tens of thousands wno wouldinfinitely rather be without him, and
adoreoommonplaoeness. It is an
'"nt gift—he who has it is certain ofglory,
honor and prize-money, and what can
mortal man nave that is better?"

"You don't know what you are saying
—you would not like me to be comnion-
] lace." said Drummond.

"I don't suppose you could if you
tried, M answered Errol provokingly. "Itwould be just as hard lor you to be com-
monplace as it would lor a commonplace
man to 1)6 original—beside, it requires
something very like genius to hit on the
kind ofcommonplaeencsss that is certain
to be popular. Look at the painters whov.-ere the gods of our lathers' idolatry—
you might fret your soul out trying tobe as bad and as highly thought ol as
they were, and at last reproduce their
work exactly, and yet never be noticed
at all—there is a fashion even in com-mon placeness."

"Idon't want to be popular. Ihave no
desire of any kind but to paint my pict-
ure as well as Ican according to my own
idea of what is best, and to have permis-
sion to show it."

"You must paint one before you can
tshow it; so, for heaven's sake, get towork: it is madness to lose a year of your
nrtistic lifein this way—perfect madness
Finish this if you want to send one ofyour original works—do anything you
like, so long as you do something. I saw
tstukeley last night—that's partly what
brought me here to-day. I could see that
he was well disposed to you, and quite
aware that there was something in your
work which gave it a right to be seen,
lie said that he was on the Hanging Com-
mittee, this year, so just think what a
<liance you are losing if you don't send
la. Mow lam going, but if you don't
lake what Ihave said to heart and set to
work with an Academy picture at once,
sdl I can say is that you are your own
worst enemy. Gord morning."

"Perhaps"he is right," thought Drum-
mond as soon as he was alone. "I dare
\u25baay he is, but what can I do? This thing
that 1 have on the easel would be lost at
the Academy, and this other, which
might have done me credit, can't be
finished until Clarke lets me have my
model back. It was disgraceful ofher to
go—l shall never feel comfortable about
her again."

Then be fell to perusing the lines in his
Bd picture, and it was so impossible

not to see that they were good that they
restored him to peace Jwith himself, only
biS vexation at being Juuable to finish ft
grew more and more intense. "Itwould
be such a good thing for me if Icould
&end it," he thought"; "Iam almost cer-
tain they would hang it—it would sell if
they put it in a good place, and then for
another year at least 1 could work with-
out anxiety. Iwill write a moving ap-
peal to Clarke—l dare say he is not a bad
feilOW after all. 1 will tel^him exuetly
bow Iam situated, and get him to let me
have my model, ifonly for ten days."

"Dear Clarke," he wrote, "how"are you

getting on with your picture? Would it
'\u25a0'); ossible— n

At this moment he was aware of a
knock at his door: there was something
unusuai aboul it—it was not like the easy
confldencfl of a model's knock, and none
of his brother artists were likely to be
abroad at that hour. While this thought
was in his mind the knock was repeated,
aiid this time even more faintly.

"Lome in," he said, but no one came,
so he went to the door and opened it. A
giri was standing outside, a girl of 20 or
so, dre.-sed in what he would have de-
scribed as ulira-marine-ash color, and she
wore a large black hat which shaded one
ol the handsomest and most expressive
laces be had ever seen. There was a cer-
tain likeness to the model he had lost,
and ibr one moment he thought that it
was the truant girl herself, improved
almost beyond recognition by good fare,
good dress and good gifts ofali kinds, but
the moment the new-comer opened her
lips he knew bettor. His Hetty Harris—
a name she herself preferred to pro-
nounce'Ktty'Arris—had received at her
birth the girt that every time she spoke
showers ofsuperfluous h's should alight
on (very side, and no "a" should ever be
uttered by her without being turned into
an "i':; but now a sweet voice said, or
rather faltered, "Mr. Drommond, will
you allow me to ask you one question?"

"Certainly, I will," said Drummond
with <yes riveted to her face, while in
imagination he was painting her, and
painting with delight.

She hesitated.
"What is it ?" he asked. "Pray don't

mind speaking."
"You must excuse me if I am taking

a liberty," she said, never raising her
frightened eyes from the ground, though
their lashes were quite long enough to be
a protection, "Iwas told that you—that
an:>,;.s, 1 mean sometimes wanted
models, so I came; at least I thought 1
might perhaps come to see if you hap-
pened to want one now, and if 1 was at
ail the kind of person that you would
ever care to paint."

•'Ever care to paint!" She was exactly
what he wanted. She was a thousand
times better than Miss Hetty Harris at
her verybest. An h-dropping London
model may by the. painter's craft be
turned into Helen of Troy or Joan of
An-, but 1h re was a giri who could lead
him anil inspire him.

"OlCourse you will do," he said; "you
will do admirably! You are exactly
what I want for a picture which is at a
standstill because I have not been able to
have the only model who would suit."

She raised her eyes now—they were
light, golden-brown eyes, with dark eye-
lashes and eyebrows—she looked some-
what reassured. "And there was some-
thing else," she began, and stopped.

"Yes," he said encouragingly. "Go
on."

"Do you—oh, 1 can't say it—l am
ashamed to ask." Then she seemed to
gather her courage together lorn moment,
and got SO lur as to say, "When people sit
to you, Mr. Drummond—girls like me, I
mi an do you ever ?"

"lJay them, do you mean?" he sug-
gested, thinking she must be young at
the business. "Oh, yes! I always pay
tiiein; it is eighteen pence an hour. 1
willgive you ten and sixpence for three
or four hours daily."

"< Hi. ten and sixpence!" she repeated,
with an air that betokened leisurely oon-
siderationof how much ten and sixpence
would buy.

"Yes; but you must not failme tillmy
picture is done; that's why Iam giving
you more."

'"; . r bow many weeks should Ihave
to promise to ome?"

"Three, i'or certain, and perhaps longer;
but we need not be so particular, seed wet
You willcornea! tongas I want you?"
"I willcome as 1 >ng as 1 can. 1 prom-

ise you faithfully to come for three
weeks."

"All right!" said Drummond joyously.
"Come inside, and 1 will get to work at
one-."

'•should I have To be here early ?" she
inquired before entering the studio; "for
I a.:i afraid Icouldn't."

"At half-past nine, 1' he said.
"> ih, 1 can'! come till eleven !"
"Very well." said Drummond; "ifyou

can't, you can't, and it shall bo eleven;
but remember that it won't do for me to
be left in tlie Ixrrch when once I have be-
gun to paint you. You must make a
definite bargain with me. You promise
tocorae every day for the next three- at cie\ en, and after that we can, if
necessary, make a new arrange ment."

"That is much the best," she said, with
an air of relic!'. "I do promise; 1 will
come every day forthree weeks at eleven;
working days of course, 1 mean, not .Sun-
days."

"You have set before?"
"Mo," she answered, and then altered

it to, "Yes, I have sat before,but lam
not a professional model."

Dnunmond was used to people who said
that they were uoi, professional models,
and took occasion to reveal that they were
daughters of colonels in the army, or of
physicians who had not been ableto heal
themselves, and had loft a struggling
family i uhiud them. He was wont to
deal tenderly with these tender growths
of action, but it was quite possible that
what this girl was saying was no liction,
for she looKed very superior to any model
he had over painted from; beside, models
are generally proud to bring out a long
array of names of artists who have found
their services valuable.
"Imust have your name and address,"

he said, taking out his note book. "I
might have to write to you."

"Alice Hayley, 4 Wolseley Building,
Canonbury."

"Models and persons who beg in the
street always live at the other end of
London," thought Drummond. "What
artists have you sat to?" he demanded
casually, as he was setting his palette
afresh. When he looked at Miss Alice
Hayley she was blushing to the roots of
her hair.

"Iwill tell you the truth," she said. "I
have sat to none; 1 have never sat to any-
one but an amateur. I want to earn a
little money, and Icame to you because
I liked a picture of yours I once saw in
the Grosvenor Gallery—that's all."

This was eminently pleasant to hear,
and she was charming to look upon. He

Elaced her with care ivthe attitude which
c had chosen for the treacherous woman

who had deserted him, and then with a
feeling of extreme hopefulness began to
work. She sat much better than ho had
expected, and for more than an hour he
only opened his lips to say, "Alittle
more this way, please," or "Try to keep
the position, unless you are too tired."
Suddenly, to his surpVise, forhis thoughts
were so entirely given to what he was
doing, he found that she was speaking.
By an effort ho understood that she was
telling him that he really did work hard.
"I)o you never stop to rest? Even you
must want rest," she added.
"Iscarcely know what 1 do. Isuppose

I stop now and then, but I am afraid
i when I do 1 am still thinking of my
picture. You must rest, though; I aiii
forgetting that. You have been in that
position more than an hour. Get up and
walk about the room awhile."

He spoke with authority; perhaps that
was way her lip curled. But what abeautiful mouth she had !

"Artists order their models about!"
she said, rising to obey him.

"They must, but 1 hope they don't do
it discourteously. Models who have, had
no practice do not know how to spare
themselves. It willdo you good to walk
about."

"Isuppose you would rather Ididn't
look at what you are doing,'' observed
Miss llayley rather coolly, as she rose
from her chair.

"Not tillit is further advanced, if you
please."

She strolled about the studio, or rather |
about such parts of it as did not command j
a view; ofhis canvas, and he worked on,
taking littleor notice of what she was'
doing, for heart and soul -were now given
wholly to work. It was not long before
be began to wish that she would como jback, and he turned to see if she were
nearly ready. He had always been sup-
posed to have one of the most artistically
arranged studios'in London. Miss Haley i

of Canonbury was standing looking first \
on one side of it and then on another,
with an airofdeep commiseration. When
she saw that for a moment his attention
was withdrawn from his canvas Bho ex-
claimed:

"Ihad been told that artists' studios
were so pretty and comfortable."

"Don't you call this pretty and com-
fortable ?" said he, much nettled.

"Weii.no; bat perhaps it is. You see,
Iknow nothing about such things. You
want me to come back to my Hare!"

She returned, but. being new to sitting,
did not resume the original attitude, so
he had to place her again. Alittle before
1 she suppressed a fawn, and said tenta-
tively :

"You can't both talk and work, can
you ?"

"Not to-day." ho answered. "Wheu I
have conquered some of my difficulties I
shall be more able."

"Very well," she said, in a scmi-dis-
contenied manner. "1 dart.- say 1 can
amuse myself with my own thoughts."

She sat lor another hour, and then he
saw that she had turned very pale.

"You are not used to "this kind of
work," he remarked compassionately.
"Would you liko to go out and get some
luncheon? The air might do you good."

"Mo, .I don't want to go out and then
have to come back again," she replied
promptly. "But don't you want luncheon
yourself?*l

"Not yet. I don't trouble myself much
about luncheon. What 1 like'is a cup of
tea."

"Then you may goon with your work,
and I will make you some tea ami have a
cup myself—that is, if you have any tea*
tilings."

lie was surprised at her coolness, but
attracted by the prospect of having some
te-.i without the trouble of making it, so
he told her where to find everything, and
left her to do what she liked. >he first
of all carefully inspected two or three bits
of embroidery that were in the room, to
see which would make the best table-cover, then set the eupa on it. discovered
biscuits in the same cupboard as the cups,
dusted some Persian plates, and pressed
them into her service, and when all was
ready said;

"Shall 1 bring your te.i to you, or will
you como here?"

"Iwill come there," he answered, and
went to an easy chair by the fire; and au
she gave him his tea he realized that she
was the most beautiful girlhe had ever
seen.

Bhe was tired with her morning's work,
and as soon a» ho iiad taken bis cup from
her was glad to sit down In an attitude of
her own choosing, sipping her tea with
evident enjoyment, and languidly bask-
ing in the warmth of the tire and the
pleasant sense ot having at last leave to
rest from her labors. Ho tried to talk a
little, but she did not soem disposed to do
so now; BO he Left her in peace, and fi It ai
if there were no limit to the fine pictures
that he could paint if this girl were al-
ways at baud to sit 10 him, lor her every
attitude suggested one.

"Ifyou want any more sitting from me
to-day, 1 had better go back to my place,"
she observed at last, "for 1 must be home
by five, and it will take an hour to go."

"Why need you be back by live?"
"Imust. There are reasons. I—"and

she blushed instead of finishing her sen-
tence.

"Itwon't take a whole hour to go to
Canonbury."

"Yes, it will."
He looked at his picture and he looked

at her, and saw that she ought to have a
longer rest.

"I willcome now," she said, misinter-
preting his glance, "as 1 have to leave at
four."

So she sat ami he worked, and few were
the \\ "fds said by either. He was deeply
conscious ol'her beauty and ofthe charm
that there was about her, bul did not
want to talk, and she seemed equally
glad to be silent. He worked so bard
that he was quite unconscious of the
tlight oftime, but at 4 o'clock she rose
ami said :

" i am going."
"Ithas soon come to an end," said he,

rising; "but you have sat well, i can't
toll you how glad lam you came! I was
in despair about that picture ami every-
thing else, and your coming has made all
easy. You will be here exactly at 11, I
hope. Imust beg you to be punctual. 1
shall have no picture this year ifyou are
not, and it is very important to me to
have one."

She pitied his evident anxiety and
made haste to s-ay, "Iwill be here at 11,
but you understand that I must leave
at 4."

"Iunderstand. When this picture is
done I will paint you as Cinderella.
Your arrangements are quite Cinderella-
like."

"Don't keep me now. I beg; it's after
4," she said, making her way quickly to
the door.

"15ut I must. I must pay you." For
he had an idea from something that she
had said that money was of importance
to her.

She took the aioney without a word,
but bent down as it touched her palm—
probably to hide the crimson blush which
in a moment made even the tips of her
ears tingle.

"Eleven sharp!" he called after her,
for he was inexpressibly anxious to make
the most of this heaven-sent oppor-
tunity.

At 11 she came. He was already wait-
ing. She put into his hand two beautiful
Oriental china cups and saucers, and
went away to take oil'her hat and jacket.

"What are these cups for?" he asked,
when she returned.

"For you," she answered. "Your
plates are pretty—Persian plates are—but
your cups are ugly, and one of them runs
out a little, so I have brought you these."

"But these are splendid! You surely
haven't bought them?"

Ifshe had. she must have spent thrice
as much as he had given her the day be-
fore. He could not let her give him so
handsome a present, and attempted tosay so.
"Ididn't buy them. We have ever so

many more at home—these are for you, ifyou will accept them," and she tried to
close the subject by seating herself on her
throne like a queen.
"Ifyou have more than you want," he

said, thinking of her poverty, "and would
like to part with any of them, I could
easily dispose of them for you. Ihave
friends who would give a good deal for
cups like these."

"oh. no, no!" she exclaimed vehe-
mently. "My father—no, my mother—
that is to say, none of us would ever part
with them ! We couldn't."

"Then you must not give me these. I
really—"

"Oh, these are mine. Ican do what I
like with them, and I have done it
Don't let us talk."

Whether she was offended at not hav-
ing been allowed to talk the day before,
or whether she really did wish to be
silent, he knew not, but all that day the
burden of her conversation was, "Don't
let us talk!" She was kindness itself, so
far as sitting was concerned, refused to
rest, carefully kept her position, and
quietly and noiselessly again prepared
his tea, but she would enter into no con-
versation that lasted more than a minute
or two. Again he paid her; again she
blushed, and once more he entreated her
to be punctual. But she was always
pnnctaal as clock-work, and every morn- j
ing appeared looking as fresh as ifshe I
had walked in from the next room with-
out any tedious or disagreeable journey
by 'bus or rail. Fourteen days of hard
painting from a model exactly suited to
bis purpose had advanced his picture to i
a state in which even he could see suc-
cess of all kinds vividly foreshadowed.
His spirits were high, his heart light, he
was a changed man. As for Alice Hay- \
ley, he could scarcely imagine his studio i
without her. Ail her little airs ofassur- '
ance and petulance were gone; she was
now gentle, unselfish, and thoughtful, !
and she had rescued him from despair.

"Good-bye," ho said on Saturday—it j
was the fourteenth day of her fitting. :
"Monday morning, at 11. I won't say bo
punctual, for you are always here to the ;
minute."

"IfIwere to fail for once?" she said,
doubtfully.
"Is there any chance of it?" he ex-claimed in great excitement and anxiety.
<
Oh, no! I was only asking," she re-

plied carelessly; and yet she stood as if
trying to read hi- face, and unablo ;o go
away without saying more.

"Don't jest about anything so rtppnll-
ingly serious!" he said* "iiiave Left alltint the lifeofthe picture depends on to
the very last, to be done calmly and de-
liberately, when it is perfectly dry. 1
intend to begin with this on Monday,
and it'you wore to iail you would ruin
thfe picture and me too.91

'•You see, I know so little about pict-
ures." she said nervously, and then, with
downcM t eyes,she began to go.

"Stop! stop! You are sure to come on
Monday?" cried Drumtnond, pursuing
her outside.

"Of course, I am; but Iam dread mlly
late—do let me go !" He made no further
resistance, but watched her as she hur-ried away, looking very crestfallen and
sad.

"\ou soem so extremely half-hearted
about it, alter all!" he called after her. "I
Can't be happy until you gi\e me a sol-
emn promise to come."

"1 am not at all halt-hearted. Of course
I'llcome; but 1 cm SO late. 1 mtutgoV

For a moment he was still unoomforta-
ble, but when she had gone a few steps
more on her downward way she looked
back, and there whs something in her
lace which not only sot his mind at rest,
but made his br.tiii spin.

.Monday morning came, 11 o'clock
struck, and in an instant he was on the
alert to hear a step that was ever welcome
in his ears, and a low knock, which
would be followed by the sight of a face
which was continually in hu thoughts.
He felt his heart beating.

Five minutes passed. She had neverbeen live minutes behind her timebefore.
Ten passed, and fifteen. He laid down
bis palette and began to pace the studio.iiad some-thing happened, or bad hi
suspicions ofSaturday been wellfounded,
and she had never meant to come. lie
trie.l to paint and regard this as a mere
accident, but when 12 struck be
found be was doing his picture more
barm than good, and stopped work. A.l
i be could bear it no Longer, and went.
to the main street, where ho bailed a
han-o;u and ordered the driver to BO
with all speed to 4 Woiseley Building,
Canonbttry. What a long way it was,
and how rapidly the aspect ol everything
changed for the worse as lie i-auled
through the streets eastward. And hewas comfortably seated in a Lansom,
while she, poor girl, had to dispute inches
with sunn men and women in omnibuses
orChoke down below in "the bowels ..f
the harmless earth." '"And yet how
sweet and fresh she always looks after
the struggle," he thought.

"Wols, ley Buildings, Canonbury'.'"
asked the driver, with a manner that
seemed to wish to convey thai such low
places were not to his taste. He was di-
rected to a Lone dull street bearing that
name. "Heaven grant that No. 4 beat
this end,"'said Drumuiond, but though
his prayer was heard, and he reached Ne.
4 in another minute, no Alice Hayley
lived there, or had ever been heard of in
the neighborhood. H< tried every house
With a 4 in its number, but all In vain.
Lie asked at the postotneeand many of
the shops, but learned naught, save this
—that be had been painting a girl who,
for reasons of her own, had given him a
false address.

He had a sudden visitation of hope as
he reaseended the stairs to his studio, for
it (lashed on his mind thai be had been
an idiot to go off to Canonbury in search
ofa model who had probably been for
some time sitting by his fire wondering
where ho was. It was impossible that
anyone who had been so attentive, SO
docile, so re.ulj' to fall in with every wish
that be expressed, could rail him ihus s \u25a0

cruelly. Doubtless she was there and-he
would find her. He opened the door,
l i turine to himself the attitude in which
be would discover her. His breath came
fast; be. was daring to enjoy beforehand
tl'.e delicious change to happiness and
peace. His studio was empty of
all but the pictured presence of one who
had tilled it to overflowing with every-
thing ti.at was wanting to his Life an t art.
she was gone, and he fell Lhal it was for-
ever, lie took i:ir picture and placed it
with its face to the wall -he gather*
gether hi-, hopes and ambitions, and hid
them away far from him—would there
ever i c a time wnen eiher hope or am-
bition would dwell with him again?

Fourteen months afterward Drum-
nioud received this letter:

"l)!:.\;tSir : My second daughter is to
be married in (lie beginning of next
week to Sir Edward Cleeve at St.
George's, Hanover Square. Her hus-
band that is to be) has just confided to
me that he has all along had a jreat wish
to have a picture of the wedding cere-
niony, and has felt sure that you could
paint one which woiilp give satisfaction.
Somehow or other he has never let me ,
know of this wisii until to-day. Ho
thinks that it is now too lato to make
arrangements, and does not like to write 'to you, and wants to give up the idea, but
1 do not like it given up, SO I toldhim
that Iwould write to you in a nice, deli-
cate, apologetic way—women are much
better at letters of that kind than men—
and ask ifyou would do it, and what your
terms would he, and what facilities you
would require. My son-in-law is to
be; is a line, aristocratic-looking man,
and my daughter extremely handsome—
the bridesmaids, who all of them be-
long to the best families, are mostly
good-looking, and when they are not you
can easily make them so, remembering,
of course, that on the most Important oc-
casion of her life the bride has a right to
expect to be made to look her best. My
son-in-law (that is to be; thinks this may
be a subject you will not care for, but 1
beg you will be so kind as to put such
feelings aside, and willingly express my
regret that you have not been consulted
about it sooner. You will stiil be able
to take some preliminary sketches of my
daughter, who, after all, is the person
lam most anxious should look well. As
soon as I hear that you accept this com-
mission 1 will, ifyour terms are such as
we can agree to, confer with her about it,
and make an appointment for you to see
and sketch her. Until then 1 shall say
nothing to her, for at such a time she has
naturally more than enough already
to see and settle about. The brides-
maids, of course, you can do at your
leisure, for they all live in London,"and
you can have the dresses to paint from,
so your task will bo easy. By
book* post you will receive with this
letter, or soon after it, cabinet photo-
graphs of the principal parties concerned.
I have marked that of my-son-in-law
ithat is to bei 'Bridegroom,' and that of
my daughter, 'Bride.' I do it for your
convenience only, so Ihope and trust it j
willnot be unlucky. The bridesmaids'
photographs are also marked. Let me
have a favorable answer, if you please,
together with lowest terms. I am ar-
ranging this, but the bridegroom (that is
to be,i is paying for it. We are persons of
condition, but poor, and could not read-
ilyatford it, but we delight in the idea of
this picture, so don't refuse, and be as
fasy in your terms as you can, and we
faithfully promise to do our best to se-
cure you more commissions of this kind
—indeed, ofany and every kind. Yours
faithfully,

"E.mmeli.ve Taxi auvitxe Sympsox."
"Good heavens!" exclaimed Drum-

mond, and without a moment's delay I
wrote an emphatically worded refusal.

An hour later the postman brought
him a large packet of cabinet-sized photo-
graphs, which were so insecurely packed
that it was a wonder they had reached
him at all. He was packing them afresh
when be was seized with curiosity to see
whether Mrs. jTancarville Sympson
"came out" as badly in a photograph as j
she did in a letter. The first he saw was 'that of the bridegroom ;that was to be).
He certainly was a fine, manly-looking
fellow. The next was one of Alice Hay-
Ley.

"Alice Hayley!" he exejaimed in
amazement. "Is it possible that she is
going to be one of the bridesmaids? I
>hail find her, then, at last!" But when ;
he turned to the back of the photograph j
he read in Mrs. Tancarvillo Sympsou's I
free and flowinghand, "The bride that is j
to be."

The shuck was so great that there was a
it when Drum mond did not see

clearly. He looked at the well-reinem- i
bered face—he thought of his ruined pict- j
are and bailled hopes; he toro up his note {

of refusal and wrote to say that he would
paint the picture, naming a wholly inade-
quate sum in order to secure the commis-
sion.

"1 won't do it, of course," he said to
himself. "She shall be paid in her own
coin, but see her again Iwill,*'

This is an extract from what he wrote
to Mrs. Tancarville Sympsou of George
street, Hanover Square; "1 willdo what
you wish if sufficient opportunities of
studying the principal figures are af-
forded me, The bride's face, lor instance,
which, ifcovered by a veil, will only
have to be hinted at, muse on that account
be carefully studied in order that the
little that is shown may be perfectly rec-
ognizable. She must give meat least one
sitting before her wedding-day."

An answer soon came. "'The bride
that is to be)," wrote Mrs. Tanear\ ille

Sympson, who still seemed to th.w that
this almost to-good-to-he boped-for-mar-
riage would be broken offif she tempted
(ate by writing "bride" boldly, "refuses
to sit before her marriage, .she is "much
too tired with preparations.' she says, 'to
look well and do herself justice,' and,
therefore, ifshe did sit, the picture would
be just as little like her real self as any
imperfectly caught likeness you might
take would be. 'Her face willbe hidden
by a thick lace veil," she says, and thai is
true, for she is going to wear beautiful
lai:e—'the gift of the bride's mother,'
v ill be said in the papers, but that won't
be true, for 1 have other girls to think of.
1 am afraid, however, as she seems so de-
termined not to sit—between you and rue
and the postman, I believe she rather dis-
likes the idea of the commemorative
picture, and feels that there is a certain
ostentation about it—we shall just have
to let her have her own way. She says,
indeed, that every moment of the timo is
filled up with all kinds ofappointments.
We Will not give up the picture. Sir
Edward's heart is still set on it, and so is
mine, and 1 must have it. 1 think ifyou
OOmetothe church, and then on to the
house for the breakfast and reception
afterward, you, with your genius—l as-
sure you I have heard it, called genius-
will nave ample opportunities of study-
ing her in her wedding-dress, aud you
can have it sent to your studio after-
ward. Don't press- for a sitting she
really has so little time that it would be
cruel to urge her.

"P.S.—I have just been to her room
again to ask If you might not come, and I
assure you 1 was sorry for her. She

I me to give up the picture, told me
I was unkind to ;isk her to do more when
she was worked to death already, and
woundup by bursting into tears. I let
her think Iwould give it up. 1 did not
say you would go to the church or. any-
thing. Come to the church as arranged,
and then to the house."

. Drummond went to the church and saw
a veiled bride float past him and stand
faltering by the bridegroom's side at the
altar. He heard the words that were
said, the promises she made. She was a
girl who, to his knowledge, was little*
bound by promises. When she came
from the vestry her face was by no means
hidden—her veil was flung back, and she
looked radiant. There was a certain in-
solence in such radiant happiness when
She had brought such darkness and dis-
appointment on him.

He hurried away to George Street.
When be entered the drawing-room,
everyone was shaking hands with and
kissing her. He di<t not approach—let
those shake hands with her who could do
it without a heartache. He went to a re-
mote corner and pretended to be looking
at a drawing.

Presently Mrs. Tancarville Syrapson
came. •'<>!), Mr. Drummond." she ex-
claimed reproachfully, "1 didn't exp< i-t
to find you in this coiner! I thought you
would have your picture in your mind
and be Looking!"

"There is such a crowd! Its SO diffi-
cult "ho began; he scarcely knew
v bat he \\ as saying, he felt this so much
more than he had feared.

" h. [ know there is a crowd—l quite
understand that it is not convenient, but
you are under engagem 'tit to do this
picture, and ought to be anxious to make
tt a good one. and lie studying the bride."

Drummond looked full of embarrass-
ment and despair. She thought it was
despair of using his chances properly,
and said, "I'lltell you what 111 do for
you. Lady Cleeve will have to go to
change her dress almost dire tly. She
can't go upstairs the ordinary way, it's
so crowded. She will escape by a door on

p «ite corner of the room. You
shall stand tiiere and see her come ui< andpass through. You can look at her with-
out speaking she wouldn't like you to
Bpeak. You don't seem to understand
me. Come, 1 will take you there."

She took his arm, and led him to the
door. Some one bad told her that men of
genius were idiots m the affairs ofcom-
mon life, and she saw that it wastn c he
was capable of drifting away from his
good position, she thought, so she stayed
to see that he didn't.

"When you see a movement in the.
crowd in the other room, that will mean
she's coming. Watch her as she comes—
watch her carefully—it uill be rather un-
fair to us if you let yourself be disap-
pointed. Here she is! Mr. Drummoud,
she is here!"

Lady Cleeve came resolutely forward to
her mother, and seeing that, the train of
followers fell back a step or two.

"Mother."' she said in a low voice, "go
a littlefurther oft. I want to Bay some-
thing to Mr. Drummond. Keep ail those
people away from us fora minute or two."

"You good darling!" exclaimed Mrs.
Tancarville Sympsou. "I knew you
would find some way to oblige us all.
You understand how our hearts are set
on this picture. Don't hurry; let Air.
Drummond have a good look at you. I
have told him ho is not to talk to you. I
willkeep every one out of the way. In
fact, I will explain to them why you
want to speak to him." And having said
all this loudly enough to be audible to
Drummond, she went to the nearest
guests and eagerly explained that this
•was a hurried sitting for a really import-
ant work of art.

"Mother does not know why Iwant to
speak to you so much," whispered Lady
Cleeve. "Iwant to ask you to forgive
me." She held out her hand, but it fal-
tered on its way to him. Seeing that he
showed no disposition to take it, she
drew back and said, "You will shake
hands with me, Ihope."

"Ves, but how could you treat me so?"
"I didn't want to behave badly—1 was

very foolish—that's all. You see, I had
been told about girls being models, and
thought what fun it would be to play at
being one for a time mysolf. Ihad to
wait until my mother went away for a
three-weeks' visit and then I came to
you. That was all."

"That was all!" he repeated despair-
ingly. She spoke so lightly, and she
seemed to him to be dancing upon his
cotlin.

"WeU, no, not quite all. There was
such a pretty ring—a sapphire and dia-mond one in a second-hand shoo, and I
couldn't allord to buy it out of my allow-
ance—it was seven pounds. Come, Mr.
Drummond, don't look so vexed with a
poor girl on her wedding day. I admit
it was a stupid thing to do, but no one is I
a bit the worse for it."

"Noone a bit the worse for it,"he re-
peated bitterly.

"Ah, you haven't forgotten about that
picture you couldn't finish! That was
mother's fault, not mine. I was very-
happy in the studio, and didn't mind
how long I stayed, hut she wrote to say
that she was coming home a week earlier j
than she intended. Imust go now; say
you forgive me and have forgotten."

"1 forgive you—l have not forgotten."
"you will soon. I was very sorry

when I had to come away, but Isoon for-
got. Why not you, too?"

''Because " he began aud stopped—
the scent of her orange-blossoms was a
little overpowering.

"You don't mean to say that you really
cared!" exclaimed Lady Cieeve. She
had read his heart in his face.

"Look more animated Alice," inter-
rupted Mrs. Tancarville Sympsou, "and
happier, I beg. Mr. Drummond is study-
ing your face for the picture he is going
to paint. A girl ought to look happy on
her wedding-day, and you don't."—Mar-
garet Hunt, in Longman's Magazine.
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Postmastkr Foster, of Lubec, Me..
writes that after the grip, Hood's Sarsa-
parilia brought him out ofa feeble, ner-
vous condition, into complete strength
and health.

Hood's Pills have won high praise for
their prompt and efficient, yet easy ac-
tion.

HIS FIRST SHOT.

siui-s. Braises ami Bloody Noses Did
Not Count.

Bow many of us can remember our
first shot at game. I was Blightlv built
and lo or 11 years of££e when 1 discov-
ered that a Sock or wood ducks fre-
quented the creek. I resurrected the old
I'aniily flintlock musket, which family
tradition said bad s^en service in the war
of the Revolution, and liud bees used Inthe war of1812 in the endeavor to repel
the British wlion Buffalo was burned.
The flintwas gone, [searched tho iiekt
where I had seen flint Endian arrow-
heads and found one. out of which L
manufactured a paftsabto tlint for the old
gun. Iobtained' sonic blasting powder
from a neighbor and crushed it fine. Vox
shot Icat some pieces of lead to a suita-
ble size, wadded the powder and *hot
firmly with tow. 1 proceeded to iho
creek, crawling through the short brush
as only a boy or rabbit can do, trailing
the old musket, which was so heavy]
could barely, with the exercise of much
willpower, bring to my shoulder. Ar-
riving near the point where I believed
the ducks were located I carefully raisedmy head above tho brush. The ducks
rose. 1 brought the old gun to my shoul-
der and pulled the trigger. The old mus-
ket went off and so did I—head ovor
heels, Beeing stars the names ofwhich I
never knew. J picked myself up with a
bruised and bloody nose, and the old
musket, good for further use, and—five
ducks! Stars, bruises and bloody nose
were forgotten. Glory! 1 guess 1 bU«-
zaed. And w.is i not the hunter ofhunt-
ers among my mates, of whom there were
many? Over half a century has passed
Since I made that shot. —Forest and
Stream.

Seeker—So your friend, Dumbleton,
has written a novel, eh? Sageman—He
has, for a (act. Seeker—What is his plot?
Sageman—His plot seems to have been
to inveigle the public into buying a book
that isn't worth reading.—Boston Courier.

Dr. Danlon of Paris claims to have dis-
covered a method of introducing medi-
cines into the body through the mucous
membrane, by means of electricity.

P&jeurisy pains, and all asthmatic and
bronchial abortions are soon relieved by
that certain remedy for coughs and colds,
Dr. D. Jayne's Expectorant.

SACRAMENTO DAILY ItECOKD-TOTIOy, SATT~RPAT, MARCH 2fi. ISO2.—TWELVE PAGES.
11

j • HELPLESS. • |
< WbS I v^s confined to bed; could not \u25ba

* Ifj£*z*%j&\ walk from lame back; suffered 5
i wSMa3BSBS^ months; doctors did not help; 2

J bottles of I
J ST. JACOBS OIL- cured me. Nor«tura in 5 years. FRANCIS MAURER.

I m "ALLRIBHTI ST. JACOBS OiL DID IT." 9 I

0 H'^ F̂OR PAiJLIff
Instantly stops the most excrodatinc pAin<;; r.cvpr fails to eive p;i<;c to thesnflfcrer

F'orMPUAINS. BRUISES, BACKACHE, PAIN i.\ THE CHRST OR SIDES.'hEAD-ACHE,TOOTHACHE or s>ayother external pain, a tew applications rubbed <>ii >>v
haii i. .-: like mas c, con Ine tbepala to Instantly stop, For CONGESTIONS iM-i »MMATIONS, HHEI JATIBM, NEURALGIA. LUMBAGO. SCIATICA, PAINS in't'he
BMALIjOFTUI BACK, more extended and repeated Replications are necessary in
INTERNALPaINS. DIARRHEA, DYSENTERY, COIJu SPASMS NAUSEA FAINT-
ING SPELLS. NEitV©USNES», SLEEPLESSNESS an relioveJ insUntlv and auickli
cured by taking inwardly 20 to 60 drops in halt a tumbler ofwater. 50 centti a bottle:

Druesists. Wiiii RADWAVS i'li.l.S there is no better cure or t'REVJENTIVKof
PEVER and &.GUE

i RHEUMATISM&&* THREE YEARS.

After suffering untold agonies three L

years from Rheumatism, having ha i t.
much treatment withoutrelief. Idecided R

to take Swift's Specific. Eight bottles KJ
CURED ME ENTIRELY 1

and Iwish other sufferers to know of|g
the value of your great remedy for j|
Rheumatism. John McDonald, M

McDonald's Mills, Ga. I
Send for free Treatise on the Blood and Skin. fj

SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

1 wid 1
f8W f

This old reliable specific
for coughs, colds and all
diseasas of a pulmonary 'nature easily retains Its \
popularity among tho peo-
p!o, thousands cf whom
may almost be said to have $
boon raised upon it since $
it has so lons been the uni- &
versa! cure-all in so many L
homes. Bts record fcr up- a
wards of a half century is
known to all and attests Its "remarkable merit. For sale r
by a!S Druggists. 7

Seth W. Fowle & Sons, $
PROPRIETORS, m

BOSTON, MASS.

CONSUMPTION CURED
FOR 4O YEARS Till. WM.

HALL 0 DALoAiIJ
<="OR XME LUNGS

Has been a nevt-r-foiling fomily lemody forCOUGHS, COLDS, CONSUMPTION ''IaGIIIPPB," SORE THROAT, HOAR9B-
Sli;;S.vS NEUMONIA' CATARRH, IN-FLUENZA, ACUTE AM) CHRONICBRONCHITIS, ASTHMA, WHOOPINGCOUGH, CROUP, PLEURISY, PAIN INTHE SIDE AND BREAST, SPITTINGOF BI,OOD and ail ril-«ises of the

Throat, Chest and Lungs
fceaamgto CONSUMPTION

Dr. WM. HAU'S BALSAMcontains no
opium, morphine, nor any deieterioog druj:
It BOOtbn and be»la the Mem bran© of thoLuugs. inflamed and poisoned by disease, andprevents night sweats and il^htnesi> ftCTOMthe chest. !t is pleasant lotbo tastrj P.e suro
and ask for Dr. WM. HAUL'S BALSAMand take nu other.
Trade supplied Dy k;rk. (!EARY & co,, Sacramento. CaL

PRICE, 25c, 500., SI.
Dr. WM. HALL CO., XEW TORK.

HUMPHREYS'
Dr. Humphreys' BpaiiflMaroscientiflcallyaud

tarofully prepared i-Miiicilhx, oaed f^r years in
private practice and I>>r over thirty years by ti.e
people with entire success. Evt-rv single Speclflo
a special *=ure for the disease named.

Ttiey cure without drugging, purging or reducing
the sjstem and are in fact iiiddccii the bovereixuIteniediea of the World.

LisTomwciPiLKOi MM prich.

I—Feverg, Congestions, InOamraatlons.. ,!i5
!i-Wormit, Worm Fever, Worm Colic t>s
3—Tcethinar; Colic, Crying, Wakefillness .'25
4—Diarrhea, of Children or Adults 25
7—Coughs, Colds, lironcldtia ;>5
H—Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache 25
9—Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .2510—Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Constipation. .'2511—Suppressed or Painful Periods... .'25

12—White*, Too Profuse Periods 2513—Croup, Laryngitis, Uoarseness 25
14—Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions.. .25
15—Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains 25
16—Mularia, Chills, Fever and Ague 25
17-Piles, Blind or Bleeding 25
Ift—Catarrh, Influenza, Cold In the Head. .2520—Whoopins f'ousts 2527—Kidney Diseases 25
28—Nervous Debility 1 .o©
30-L'rinary Weakness, "Wetting Bed.. .25

Sold by DrosfifU, or «ent postpaid on receipt of priea.
Db. Hcunntm' MmuiL H4 pa^ei.) hailed fskc
nrsPHKETS* MKD. CO., 111 L 113 W!in»m St., S*w Tork.

SPECIFICS.

i Licfe IW'.ttTS
I Extract of Beef. |

Do you want a cup of [
Brbf Tea v See that it is
made from the oeni ixr
Incomparably the best.
Pure, palatable, refresh- [
inj;. Dissolves clearly.

See Baron Lie- fj
Ug^ Rignatara C/Jmog^» /f+
in blue on each/T m*mc-^^^tf-<^ J
latool, thus: V **$

\ Unlike the Dutch Process

tNo
Alkalies

Other Chemicals
are -used In the
preparation of

Breakfast Cocoa,
which is absolutely pure

and soluble.
It has more than three times the strength
of Cocoa mixed with Starch, Arrowroot
or Sugar, and is far more economical,
costing less than one cent a cup. It
is delicious, nourishing, and kasilt

i>k;ested.

Sold by Grocers everywhere.

' W. Baker & Co., Dorchester, Mass.

Tiie Original and Genuine
(WORCESTERSHIRE)
IS c3"^ri vv-ft^Jßaj BIIHBaif9 EX n HkMH

SAUCE
i rts the meet delicious taste and zest to
EXTRACT «» SOUPS,
i.ETTKHfrom SR

\u25a0- MEDICAL GEN- jOl GRAVIES,
TLEMAN at te.xl- MM
ras, to his brother f'jrj! FISH,
at VTOUCESTEB. fiM
May, lciiL ' /^(r^%. lIOT *COI*D

i lEA fz PEBRINS- '
.UKATS,

tiiat their sauce is
hi>rhls-e.=tecmea ia p?i(s->*a GA3IE,
India, and is in my r*, »"J^fiafl
ofi'iion, the most B**^ffllWELSH-

a? the nioßt wh.-.]c. i'4bfeaK« RAREBITS,
i'liO tilut l-i jfeT^^^S^H

Eewareoflmitations;
liiat you get Lea & Perrins'

I '\u25a0•'.-natnre or. every bottle of Original & Oennlne.
! ?»HN DCTNCAN'S SONS, NEVV YORK.

ji|inrrYP;LLS!
Ili (\V!lcox'« Comyouud.)

SB BAFE, CERTAIN & EFFECTUAL.
BMH Vtei m-'rih'yby n.'yOO Ararrlcui wctr.t^wha flad

gvl Strnd4e.<iuaupi)!or "V>omu'i!<tf..liuriL"

m "GOFF'S GIANT GLOBULES"
*P*9 Str'i"f'stlnitcor»iit Unowu. Restore Lo»t Vlcnrln

HBdW WILCOiBi'jfcXlFlC CO.,PHIUk..rA.
Sold by KIRK. GEARY i i.0.. Sacrament*

W|^jCURES TASSUREDjS||n
? \u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0 'STOWACH DRUGOIUa' '\>rvon« Ocl>ilH.T, LoMofVicor, Impo-
I caw. Lack idtlcvrlopmtni.Stricture,
iiikidney and Bladder Dittiraltlec, Vuri-«»»>ele, etc. Illustrative Treatise giving full; urticular3 for homo treatment, sent sealed
;_,''„I on application. faaa^BKmv~

"^AQfjXHEMAFSTON CcKTRHNri
| VorilK To CREDITORS— EBTATE OFj jJN J. D. BIGELOW, deceased. Notice la
I hereby given by Un- undersigned, Adminis-

trator ofthe estate of .1. !». Bigekovr, deceased,
uj the creditors oCandall persons baying
claims against the said deceased, to exhibit
them, with the necessary vouchers, within
four months after the first publication of tM-.
notice, to the said Administrator, at th<
o.'Hccs of William /L.Gett,Jr., \2(>K.! street
apstain , Sacramento, < n!., the *ime being

the place for the transaction of tho buslm-
the said estate la the County of Sacramento,
Slate ofCalifornia.

GEOROE P. BRONNER,
Administrator of the Estate of J. D. Billow,

(teceasi <J.
Hun l March 4, 1802.

\\". A. Gktt, Jk., Attorney for Adruinistrator.
in:>-6;S

VTOTICE TO CREDITORS.—EBTATJO <7k1> BARNET BAKER, deceased. Notice is
horcby given by the undersigned, adminis-trator < • t>j< estate of Barnct Baker, deceased,
bo the creditors of, and ;<u j.e.-soiig having
cl:iinis again-t tho said deceased, to exhibit
thfin, vJ'.h tin necessary vouchers,within four
months after the first publication of

i notice, to the said administrator, at the iaw
Offices Of William A.Gett, Jr.. -126% Jst;«-t.

I {np stairs^, -:t :ram< nti . Gal., the same •
I the phtcc :or the tranE&ctiou ofthe business of
i the ir: the county of Haoramento,
! Htate ofCalifornia.

GEORGE V. BRONNER,
Administrator ofthe estate of I!aruet Baker,

deceased.
Dated March 4, ISO2.

W. A. Gf.tt, .Jk.. Attorney for Administrator.m5-f.;9

I VfOTICE TO CKJBDII \ [ 1-;""oP.> O. W. CHIWLKY, deceaseiL .Notice is
hereby Kiv< n by :r.e undersigned, admintetra-
tors with v. m annexed of the estate of O. W.

I Chesley, deceased, to tne creditors or and all
I persons bavins claims asabuit the said de-

\u25a0 •'. ;" exh with the necessary
: vouchers, within Jour montbH after the tirat
publication of this notice, to the said admin-

..tors at the officeu < f Ai in-t.-.me A l'lat-
v. }•'.", .; -1rt-'-t, Sacramento, ihe same

• sir iAkcu tor the transaction of the
oess ofthe said i tw: County of

Sacramento, «iat. of California.
i:. U. STKIKMAN,
EUGENE J. (JUEGORY,

AdminlKtramrs with will annexed of the es-
tate of <*. W. Ches ey, deceased.
l>ated at aaeramento, March 18,1892.

m L0-5Us
! VOTIrF'' To t»EDITORS.—ESTATE OF
! j>j ALICK, M. CM !•>:.!:'. . deceased. Notice, is hereby idven by the nnderstj»ned executors! ofthe will of AIfee M. I b«sley, deceased, lo
; the creditors of.and nil persons bavins; claims

aeainsi the sail deceased, to exhibit them,
\u25a0 with the necessary vouchers, within ten
mouths after the first publication nr \u25a0

noMce, to the suid executors, at theoffleesof
Armstrong «& 1 tat:iai;er. 4u.> .1 strte;, Sacra«

' nierilo, tlie same beinx iheir place i'ur t •;

tzansactionof thebnsinees vi ihe said estate
in the County ot Sacramento, state of Culi-
fornia. v. U. stkinman.

EUGENE J. GUEOORY,. Executors of the estate of Alice M. chesley,
Ui ceased.

Dated at Maroh 18,1592.
I mi9-SUS


