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B ".i-ic'){v:*’irh}-)b'é-si{;le it would be for him ever to | dure the seeing of Ludwig’s subject preferred,” -It 'was
paint ~what .he had .seen! How his hapd would de- gatl. Lo his own soul, ut the years passed, and ne

flower 'it"t 'But. she had
must do his best, . ; .
s Or “the- ‘mhorrow he did mot ‘o abrgad. All that _
‘day, --all - the . .next, he worked in his little bare room,
.&carce taking food,  unconscious 1if there; was * still any.~
indterial “World “around him. All he knew was that he
had séén -in sleep, smiling upon him, a' face .he éGuld.
wait- for -until- he should he dead. Strange perfumes -
erossed the air as he labored—the flowers, he thoiglt,'
of thal wondrous meadow. ‘He smiled pityingly ~at.
the pot of geraniums, the pol of basil on his window
sill, The old woman with whom the student lodged
wondéred what strange ihing the boy was trying to
sing over his drawing in that ciose-shut room. But’
he traced a seroli al the base and wrote, feeling some
agony of denudaiion in the words, * Assumpta est.
He threw down the pencil when he came to her name.

The design was placed upon Contad’s easel . the
third day. The old man drew- his breath sharply
when he saw it, and looked ahout for 1ile boy ; but
Hans had fled. Days elapsed before he ¢ returned ;
and then it seemed 1o the master he wag sadl, but
neither spoke of the cartoon. A week later owe of the
jwdges, meeting (he painter on the street, congratula-
ted him warmly. i

Conrad’s gladness had heen ready long hefore, and
now Hheamed out of him.

*AR! My Hans ?’ he chuckled, ¢

‘ Nay, good master ; Ludwig has it.’

‘Ludwig ¥ Gott in himmel ! You have given it to
Ludwig 7’

‘1t was closely contested.
yellow tome of Hans'; it

given it to him,-and so he.

But we do not like tb
2umils too much light, and

ignores some of the main laws of pglaziery. The
whole figure would have to be rehandled.’
Conrad's head fell. He had not thought of the

leading himself. He could well see how tihe lad would
overlook it. And Ludwig had got the window, Loy-
ally the old man tried tc be glad, to be impar-
tial, buf the angry tears stung his eyes ; for he knew
what quality of vision was in the design of Hans
the dreamer, and Ludwig's natural tendency was  to-
ward the painting of hams and melons. Ludwig's car-
toon was very careful, even elaborate. From Hie, with
much correctness, he had drawn Katrina, the innkeep-
er's daughter, in a blue dress, and with her plumnp
chin uplurned. 1t was well composed and true to na-
ture. Conrad had seen Madonnas done like this before.
But even that color-feat of the boy Hans' painting,
in ihe sweal of his hrow, the misl and fire of the
opal for St, Mary's glory—even that hatl told against
him. It admitted too much light,

Conrad called the lad to him softly and told him
as one tells of a death. FEe got no answer, and ask-
ed Hans Wwhat he thought, ¢
‘ Thipk, sir? I think il very natural,
it is execrable. Bui I did my hest.’
And wilth that he went back to paint
background of Conrad’s ‘ Lloly Family.’
heard that the prize had gone o Ludwig and  his
stout wenoh in the fairing robe. ‘1t did not aftect
him very much; his whele sowl had craved a share
of work and giory in thal stupendous Gothic structurs
he called in heart’s heart the ‘spot of dreams’;
but, since that was denied him, he did not care who
was preferred. The sorrow that went deepest  with
him—and it did go to the core and the marrow—
was that his Lady had refused his service. If she
had had any pleasure in him she would have let him
Wwork :for” her.” He had thought ibat she indeed had
heiped him in his trouble; but, if she forsook him
‘now, thén he had been in error from the first,

Lonely the boy wandered out to the Chapel of An-
gels, but he found no solace. His Lady and Mis-
tress had repulsed his love, He came in the moon-

light “to the' minster, where day by day mallet " and
»¢hispl rang, and. joyous workmen crowded the scafiold-
-ings stark: in' the -blue. The fiying arches sprang up-
ward ; everywhere ihe carven stone blossomed into
Mower and -figure ; ‘and here, in the nether shadow,
stood he, Hans, who was- an orpham, whom God had
made an -artist, -but who never would have a share
in that. * Pephaps,' he said to himself—" perhaps I .
am -not .worthy to-work for-her.” And so, he weny
home, with his head low and. his face white with
pain- 4n - the.moonlight, - Afler that the oM town ‘and
the school of Conrad saw the lad no more. .

Lotd was the laughter when it was found that this -
ohild of {dreams could be smitten with a jealousy of
- success so intolerable and unforgiving thatbi it ‘drove
bim from friends and land. Conrad, who Best knew
the boy’s sensitiveness, could but agree.that Wisappoint- .
ment and humiliation had proved too much for him,

The work
in
in ihe
Full soon he

, Conrad had proposed.

At heart he 'did not wonder that Hans would not en- J

“tidings came, from the wanderér.

- Hans himself travelled on foot to the Netherlands
and Krance and- ltaly, studying everywhere as he went,
[OhteTandagain he: foind-‘a palron. Twiee he _ set
forth.-asw.a pilgrim to the -holy ~spots <of Palestine,
and "at length, having won Tame ‘ih - “the art-loving
‘néonimunes oif Ttaly, Ee decided that :this - should.be his
.home.  Krom Bergamo a letter went to Conrad ™ the
painder . it brought -no answer,-and.. the, writer realised
it ‘'must be too late. . Then"he turned.back resoluteiy
1o the painting of Mauonnas. By ‘these Giovanni
d’Alemagny, had  his greatest fame; though he was. also
an abéhitect of no “mean’ acguirements, and his de-
signs were Irequently prized above- those .of. native
draughtsmen, . - g

So- his skill grew and .grew;
-he louched a peculiar grace of ‘ il
imparted. 'His was the artisiry of’-the soul -aidi eye
and hand. And he had grown bluff and-4gvial.® Bus
there was one subject he could not speak of, and that
was his boyhood's ‘spot of dreams.’ Sometimes he
would closé ' his cyes and bhink about it. He had
built cathedrals himselt since thdt; bui there Was one
from which, as a lad, he had been excluded, and the
old wound would not heal. - Travellers = occasionally
brought him, in scraps, tales of the solemnily and
magnificence of that place. .

One day the ineradicable desire of land and tongue,
the passion of home-sickness often stitled, laid its
spell so potfently upon- the aged paiuter he undertook
the long, difficull journey for the first time. He could
remember, as he passed them smiling, the clear river,
the meadows breaking inlo straia of bliie BI6&&6m or
whitening with lilies of 1he valley.
the recollection of the hoy Ilans, so
in earnest, so tragic-full of childish and unchildish sor-
rows. There was tlhe window in the gray,” gabled
street—no more geraniums* or basil at ihe sill}; but

and to everything
inimitable beauty was

He could smile at
simple, s0-deadly

stil - the window of ‘that "most foolish,” peihaps loy-
able boy. There, shrunken surely and “weathtr-stained,

ihe house where
held his school,

Amd then the old man Giovanni- ¢’
Conrad himself by this time—picked 1
ory the old way to the minster, Miles *away %e had
seen it; an arrow of gold first, a steéple ‘ahové the
haze; next a toy carving, gem-like upon ““ihe: city,
Then at the walls he lost it. And here he.was at
the door! His breast tightened in the grip-of ~ that
old, old pain, smoothed almost into silence. The moon-
light scemed to have come back over -buttress® and
scaffoldings. Strange how  this caught his .breath !
Strange how beneath ‘the noble arch his lmbs ‘seemed
1o weaken ! -

A canon hastening to Office paused in the
‘You  are weary, sir.

Conrad the painter had lived = and

Alemagna—pld as
‘out of. his'mem--

U portal,
Come within and be saated.’

* Not. weary. This spot, not seen since childhood,
moves me.’ P
' Al, no wonder ! Was it completedftlle-pﬂaryings,

the stained pglass ?°

* Almost completed. I mind me, .when I | left the
city, the scholars of Conrad were making a design.’
‘For a window ? ~ You are Ké€n "o "ieinoty, ki,
It is sixty years, if I err not. & .
‘ They pass quickly. Ludwig-of Bremen—ig *his win-
dow set ?? . )
* Long since—though, imdeed, not Ludwig’s: His was
80 badly injured in the liring it went perforceto the
ash-heap. "Amd, as the poor Youth died soon alter,
Conrad pressed forward another design. ‘lheré was
some trouble about it at the time. I do mnot quite
recall” the circumstances. The Conrad school. were a
turbulent element, but Courad 'piit it to  them by
vote. 1t is a very heautiful Wwindow, whoever may
liave bheéen the author.’ e
A bell hastened .the speaker .toward the
shadow, and the traveller turned away. ‘He had a
dread and a ‘fear to efter, To-morrow, perhaps, .
but not to.night—not with the ol regret’ so acute and
$o bilter on him. So not even Ludwig had, got it !
Poor -Ludwig, dead a4 twenty ! Katrina. Alust,. have
marricd someone’ else. How  idly * he, "Hans," could
wonder about’ it ! How. “dispassionately |’ "“Mucp  of
the sharpness of -life must have lost its edge... And
a new cartoon ! Whose ? -The old
man’s artistic honiésty .was aliove false dealing ‘or favo-
* ritism. . The scholaf he .commendéd would, )¢ his
best. . There was -Otta,” whose -coloring was so lumi-
nous ; and Adolf, who drew-so wery well, Were ithey
tead, too ? How -old. -he- must -be- himself, if, - of the
canon’s predecessors, | it was thn.gt‘andgire,.knew the
Conrad school ! . ' D
‘The .painter slept that ‘night -at 2 hostelry where
1he old names evoked no: memoties’; butrFrench mer-
chants with goli-ware made "the’ house noity: -
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