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RENNIE'S PAINTING

By James Oliver
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
"Ha! Very capable work. What is

that name in the corner?" inquired
"St Clair, the famous painter, inspect-
ing the work curiously with his short-
sighted eyes.

"Rennie, Mr. St Clair."
"Rennie? I never heard of him.

But he'll make his mark some day
if he keeps on like that"

It was at the annual exhibition of
the Amateurs' club. Rennie had been
painting for five miserable years. His
works had gone to the Fifth avenue
dealers and brought him just enough
to keep him from starvation. Patient,

rloving Muriel, in their home town,
might have to wait indefinitely before
he could send for her to be married.

For three years Rennie had exhib-
its at the club, but never before had
his painting even been noticed. This
year St Clair, kindly old man, had
accepted an invitation to attend. His
words filled Rennie, who was waiting
near, with joy. St Clair had noticed
the worth of his work. A word from
St Clair would make him famous.

The next day he carried his picture
back to his garret As he sat down
and thought over the scheme that
had been hatching in his brain.

He was desperate. Things had been
.going worse than ever with him. Mu-
riel, faithful as she was, had begun
to grow impatient. She wanted to
come to him, to share his poverty, she
said. It was the letter of a lonely
girl, beginning to doubt her lover's
loyalty. For the first time she had
begun to doubt Rennie could read
that between the lines.

He would take his picture to St
Clair not the one the famous paint-
er had praised, but his masterpiece of
the wild horses, over which he had
spent five months. It was unsigned,
it was unfinished only he knew that
he had managed to catch the vital
sairit of the steeds. St. Clair could
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notbut praise it He had heard ex-
travagant reports of his generosity
to struggling artists. A word from
him and fame would be his, and mon-
ey, andVVIuriel.

FilledVith the inspiration, he gath-
ered his big picture under his arm
and hurrieu through the streets to the
painter's stidio on Madison avenue.
But when ht reached it he saw that
St Clair was holding some sort of re-

ception. Peopie were flocking in and

Things Had Been Going Worse Than
Ever With Him

out, women fashionably dressed and
men attired in silk hats and frock
coats.

Rennie stood upon the sidewalk in
indecision, holding his picture. He
knew that if he turned back he would
never gather courage to repeat his
exploit Emboldened by his need he
entered and, in the hall, standing
among a crowd of guests, was St
Clair.
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