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I looked about me, but could see no sign of a
door. He took up a tall stretcher with a canvas
on it, and revealed the door, at the same time
showing a likeness of myself—at the top of the
Jacob's ladder, as he called it, with one foot on
the first step, and the other half-way to the
second. The light came from the window on
my left, which he had turned into a western win-
dow, in order to get certain effects from a sup-
posed sunset. I was represented in a white
dress, tinged with the rose of the west ; and he
had managed, attributing the phenomenon to the
inequalities of the glass in the window, to suggest
one rosy wing behind me, with just the shoulder-
root of another visible, )

“There!” he said. ‘“It is not finished yet,
but that is how I saw you ore evening as I was
sitting here all alone in the twilight.”

_‘(‘iBut you didn’t really see me like that " T
said.

“I hardly know,"” he answered. “I had been
forgetting everything else in dreaming about you,
and—how it was I cannot tell, but either in the
body or out of the body there I saw you, standing
Just so at the top of the stair—smiling to me as
much as to say,— Have patience. My foot is on
the first step. I'm coming.! I turned atonceto
my easel, and before the twilight was gone had
sketched the vision. To-morrow you must sit
to me for an hour or so—for I will do nothing
else till I have finished it and sent it off to your
father and mother.”

I may just add that I hear it is considered a
very fine painting. It hangs in the great dining-
room at home. I wish I were as good as he has
made it look.

. The next morning, after I had given him the
sitting he wanted, we set out on our furniture-
hunt ; when, having keen enough eyes, I caught
sight of this and of that and of twenty different
things in the brokers’ shops. We did not agree
about the merits of everything by which one or
the other was attracted, but an objection by the
one always turned the other—a little at least;
and we bought nothing we were not agreed
about. Yet that evening the hall was piled with
things sent home to line our nest. Percivale, as
I have said, had saved up some money for the
Purpose, and I had a hundred pounds my father

ad given me before we started, which, never
having had more than ten of my own at a time,

was eager enough to spend. So we found plenty
todo for the fortnight during which time my
mother had promised to say nothing to her
friends in London of our arrival. Percivale also
keeping out of the way of his friends, everybody
thought we were on the continent—or somewhere
else, and left us to ourselves. Andas he had sent

in his pictures to the Academy, he was able to
take a rest, which rest consisted in working hard
at all sorts of upholstery, not to mention painters’
and carpenters’ work ; so that we soon got the
little house made into a very warm and very pretty
nest. I may mention that Percivale was parti-
cularly pleased with a cabinet I bought for him
on the sly—to stand in his study, and hold his
paiats and brushes and sketches, for there were
all sorts of drawers in it, and some that took us
a good deal of trouble to find out, though he was
clever enough to suspect them from the first,
when I hadn’t a thought of such a thing ; and 1
have often fancied since that that cabinet was just
like himself, for I have been going on finding out
things in him that I had no idea were there when
I married him. I had noidea that he was a poet,
for instance. I wonder to this day why he never
showed me any of his verses before we were
married. e writes better poetry than my father
—at least my father saysso. Indeed I sooncame
to feel very ignorant and stupid beside him ; he
could tell me so many things, and especially in
art—for he had thought about all kinds of it—
making me understand that there is no end to
it, any more than to the nature which sets it
going, and that the more we see into nature, and
try to represent it, the more ignorant aud help-
less we find ourselves ;—until at length I began
to wonder whether God might not have made
the world so rich and full just to teach His children
humility, For a while I felt quite stunned. He
very much wanted me to draw ; but I thought it
was no use trying, and indeed had no heart for it.
I spoke to my father about it. He said it was
indeed of no use if my object was to be able to
think much of myself, for no one could ever suc-
ceed in that in the long run ; but if my object was
to reap the delight of the truth, it was worth
while to spend hours and hours on trying todraw
a single tree-leaf, or paint the wing of a moth.
(70 be continued.)

POST-CARD EXAMINATIONS.

W are pleased to be able to announce that the
twelfth of this series of examination questions,

“Pegeribe in full the best method of making a
Linseed Poultice,”

has been responded to more heartily than in any
previous examination, there being an unusually
large number of candidates. After very careful
consideration, the examiners selected five candi-
dates from the cards sent in, z.e.—

Nugrse EbpITH, Si1sTER ELLA,

Miss Emiy SanpersoN, M.B.N.A.,

Miss FLORENCE SHEPPARD,

Dr. Heywoop Smrrs, MB.N.A,
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