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THE ARTIST'S SPECTRE.

BY ROBERT DUNCAN MILNE.

I do oot think that many ‘‘society * people, as the
vulgar call them, know my friend Digby’s studio as
well as they do the artist himself. In the first place,
he only moved into it a week or two ago, and in the
next it is somewhat inaccessible from the lower
quarters of the city, being located upon the flank of
Russian Hill. The invigorating air, however, and the
magnificent view of the bay amply compensate for the
paucity of visitors—in fact, I rather think that Digby
purposely removed from his late quarters upon Mont-
gowery street in order to _‘iwl’l.te himself more effect-

our pipes, and the conversation turned upon Averill,
‘‘Quite a genius,” remarked Digby, ‘‘splendid
hand at landscapes. Better known in the than
he was here, however.”
“Showed his sense,” returned Fletcher.

‘“The
artist who has any other market is a fool for exhibiti

antique ciffonier with a Grecian urn and some other
smaller articles of antique-éric-a-brac uponit. I turned
back into the studio.
“‘Never was there a more signal rebuke administered
to skepticism,” exclaimed Digbr, who had now re-
h

in San Francisco.”

“ Not educated yet

sl;lﬁges I ‘“A city of crayons and chromos.
n’t associate much with anybody, did he?"

“ A recluse by nature as well as choice," returned
Digby. *‘A believer in the spiritual philosophy as—
as—perhaps you are aware ] amm I was prob-
ub!iy better acquainted with than anybody here,
and was the only one at his death bed except the
nurse and doctor.” I remewmber it well,” he continued
d il “‘Averill lying on his back—his feeble

up to the appreciation of art,”

w rom the crowd of and who
to bore him to death, and, worse still, keep him
from work; for an artist who has to depend upon his
art for a living cannot afford to neglect it, g:we'vc
sociable aund hospitable he may otherwise be.
Another circumstance which may have influenced
him in selecting his present location is that the class

]

of patronage he desires is that which keeps its car- | Persol

rtraiture, and Russian
ich his studio stands, at
the western resi-

riage, for Digby's forte is
Hiﬁe--tlut pq%tbyof i{ in whi
least—is e: hable
dence quarter of the city.

Some of his old friends, however, myself among
the number, have not been driven away b;
difficulty of a h to the new studio, and it so
so happened that, last Sunday afternoon, Fletcher
and I resolved to pay our friend a visit. It was the
first time we had done So, and even with the precise
directions given us, we had some difficulty in reaching
the spot. hen we did so, we could not help com-

i ing Digby on the ion he had chosen.
The lights of his studio, of which there are four, face
west and north, and commands a range of view from
the Golden Gate upon the west to the Contra Costa
shores upon the east, except where intercepted for a
little space by the builflin{s on Telegraph Hill.

It was about four o'clock when we rang the door-
bell, which was answered by Digbi himself, attired in
a blouse and looking somewhat the worse for work
and dust.

‘ Come in,” he said, opening the door. *Glad you
have come. I have just been rearranging some of
mﬁy pr?perﬁes, and would like your opinion on the
effect.”

If taste can be shown anywhere, it certainly can be
in an artist’s studio. ere is where the immense
P ilities of the of bric-a-brac, of fall-
ing draperies, of ckiaroscuro, of curtains, of porticres,

of the numberless incidents which go to make up |3
of all thi; fect

that most g
taken advantage of to the utmost extent. A helmet,
shield, and battle-axe giouped upon some antique
chest in a corner, a bust on a lestal, some tapes-
tries against a wall, a flower-pot or two of plants or
ferns, a Japanese screen—anything or everything, in
short, suggestive of art or beauty can be so arranged
as to impress the senses with lo{ty idealism, whereas

e | ‘May I be there to see.’”

hand resting upon mine—it was consumptiou that
carried him ofi—his luminous eyes fixed earnestly
upon my face. His last words were: ‘I will come
and see you if I can, old fellow.” Aud,” he ndged

ined his -‘“‘than that which we have
fn‘st now witnessed. Averill said upon his deathbed
that he would come and see me if he conld. He has
done so. Vou both expressed a wish to he present at
“I; |l:nni.!’eisg&ti‘m. Your wish has‘beel:l gratified.”
e an i

w
that for the moment we had nothing to say. There
was no doubt about the apparition. We were all
agreed that it was the very imagine of Averill, with
all his odd rpemml ‘characteristics just as he ap-
peared in life. Fletcher and I took our departure
that evening with something to think about. We felt
that there must be some solution of the mystery, but
what? That was the question,

As may be supposed, the apparition in Dighy's
studio did not remain a secret. 1 was importuned
with inquiries, to which the only answer I could give

solemnly, “if spirits really do
believe they can, t.honfh have never myself had

nal experience of it—I verily believe that
Averill's will.”

“‘Well, old fellow,” remarked Fletcher banteringly,
“I wish you joy of your manifestatiou, and envy you
your belief, and if Averill ever materializes or appears
again, all I can say is, in the language of the poet,

“Vou can count me in, t00,” said I. *‘I have seen
many counterfeit presentments of the dead, but
never under such conditiong as would put them abso-
lutel; belyond the imputation of fraud.”

**Cavil as you ¥Ie|se, gentlemen,” returned Digby
with some heat, ‘' I believe spiritualism to be the com-
ing and only rational religion. Close the shutters on
that window, won't you, Fletcher? You're nearest to
it, and that sun is getting unbearably hot.”

Fletcher got up and closed the shutters on the
western window, through which the sun, now not more
than half an hour high, was streaming full upon us, be-
fore setting over the southern shoulder of Tamalpais.
Digby went to a sideboard, spread some cold edibles
on a table, and, with the hélp of some bottles of beer,
we e an enjoyable supper, the sun just tipping
the buildings on Alcatraz with crimson, and the blue
waters of the bay rippling placidly beneath us. We
relapsed into silence, contemplating the beauty and
serenity of the scene. e table was a round one,
and the positions in which we sat l]:ut Digby to the
right, myself to the left, add Fletcher in the centre,
viewed relatively to the two windows on the north
overlooking the bay, and the curtain partitioning the
ment which was opposite the windows, and
directly at Fletcher's back. While Fletcher's chair
faced directly north, Digby’s and my own faced only
partially so. Thusmy field of vision embraced Dighy’s
position as well as the northeastern section of the bay.

A motion of his arm faintly d i

was that I had seen it, and so bad Fletcher, so that
there could certainly be no personal ocular delusion
about the matter.

“‘And the spectre appeared about suuset, you
say 2" remarked Hayes, to whom I was narraiing
the occurrence the day after. Hayes prides himself
on being something of a scientist, and seemed in-
terested in the matter.

“‘VYes,” said 1. ** We had closed the shutters of the
west window about half an hour before to keep out
the sun, It must have been just sunset.”

“‘And the curtained place at the back of the studio
—the easel and all that—do you think your friend
will have made any changes there yet? " he went on.

I thought probably not.

t me see—six o’clock,” he went on, looking al
his watch. ‘‘An hour and a quarter yet till sunset.
Su we take some divner and then go up there
and see if there is anything to account naturally for
this spectre.”

At seven we called at Digby’s studio and found him
in a sober and serious mood. ~ I introduced him to my
friend Hayes, who asked to be permitted to examine
the back studio. Nothing had been moved, and
Hayes, after making a careful inspection of the

remises, came back smiling through the porticre with
the intelligence that the spectre would appear that
evening without fail as usual. Digby looked at him
as if undecided whether he was jokiig at his expense
or not. However we all sat down at the table, in the
positions of the night before, and awaited develop-
ments. Suddenly, about sunset, the spectre of Averill
appeared in the porriere exactly as it did the night be-
fore in every respect.

‘‘ Come with me, gentlemen,” said Hayes, rising v
and walking straight to the portiere, to the intense
Thiorror of Digby, and right through the body of the
spectre, disappearing into the obscurity beyond, the

E
and I was dimly conscious, in my reverie, that he
was reaching with his left hand for his pipe which

lay upon the table at his elbow. A moment after a

if incongruously set together, the objects are
calculated to excite an irritating train of thought.

Digby had proved himself an adept in the art of
arrangément. The apartment is a large one, having
evidently been intended by the designer as the draw-
ing-room or show-room of the house, which is one of
those roomy, old residences of pioneer days, a few of
which still remain in that quarter of the city. Bein,
about twenty feet square, our friebd had partitioned it

a heavy curtain, so as to form two distinct
apartments if so desired. There being two windows
lonking north and two west, this arrangement threw
three of the four into the front division, the rear portion
being lighted by only a single window on the west.

““That,” explained Dighy, is where I keep my
tools, my unfinished studies, with such paraphernalia
and properties as I have not yet arranged, and which
will not bear the light of day.”

So saying he drew the curtains apart at the centre,
looping them up at either side so as to form a gortiere,
and led us in. lvor was un and littered
with heterogeneous articles ofall sorts, antique lamps,
Grecian urns, easels, paintings set face to the wall,
and other nondescript matter, dimly seen in some
corners, except for the slanting beam of sunshine
which shot between the chinks of the one shattered
window that looked toward the west.

“Why, I never knew you had such a collection,”
exclaimed Fletcher, a brother artist. *‘You certainl;
did not in your last studio—where did you

“Oh, don't you know?” replied Digby.

bout it. This was Averill's studi

Averill’s studio?” I said. ‘' Dear me!

fellow that used to’ walk along Montgomery street
with a pipe in his mouth?”

4 Ves; it is barely a month since he died. A great

of that property is his, and I have been asked to

it all 27
g_‘!‘ﬂwught
lio. is

made me jgstantly wide awake,
and never shall I forget the expression upon Digby’s
face as my eyes, attracted by the sound, fell upon'it.

nsternation, astonishment and awe were all de-
picted upon it. His mouth was open, his features
rigid, his eyes fixed upon some object at his left.
Involuntarily my glance turned in the same direc-
tion, and there I'saw something so utterly startling in
character that, for a second or two, my other seuses
forsook me, and all I could do was look. X

There, in the aperture, or portiere, formed by the
looging up of the two curtains that separated the
studio from the rear division, I saw the vague but
luminous outline of a human figure. The figure was
standing profile-wise, looking straight before it with
an earnest, fixed expression, serious and grave in
character. were irresistibly enchained to
the spot, l?_yu.lf straining them to the

. My e
but Iyion{:?
i fthe face before

me. Suddenly recollection came upon me like a flash.
The features and figure were those of Averill, the artist,
as I hed seen them time and again upon the street,
The clothes, the hat, the hair, the somewhat stooping
posture habitual to the man, were certainly those of|
Averill and none else. Then the apparition faded
away, seemed to melt or dissolve before my gaze, and
nothing remained but the dark aperture of the

tiere.
MMy eyes, now released from the spell that had
bound them, met those of Fletcher, which reflected
the € ¢ )

which must ly have ap
in my own.
“‘You saw it ? " whispered Digby.

Our looks answered the question. I got up and
went to the portiere and looked in. The obscurity
was now much r since the sun had set. There
was nothing to be seen but the heterogeneous mass of

¢ ies” befe il t the sides were

remain there till his folks mak dispositipn
i ever do. So I concluded just to let it
stay for the old chap's sake, for a time at least.”

e went back into the front studio, sat down, lit

fore
canvases with their faces to the wall; a few feet from the
opposite wall.stood an easel with a canvas upon it, also
turned face to the wall. Behind this again was an

spectre as visible as ever.”

‘* Come here !” he cried from the back.

Iimmediately went, and Dighy mechanically fol.
lowed. We found Hayes standing beside the'easel,
pointing to the canvas the back of which was turne:l
to the portiere.  The face of the canvas hore a portrait
of Averill, the fuc simile of the spectre. Shining upon
it through a chiuk in the shutter, and lighting it up
the only object in the room, was the last effulgence of
the dyiug sun. Upon the c/iffonier beyond, among the
other bric-a-brac, stood an antique concave mirror, its
face resplendent with the glow from the picture.

““That,” sald Hayes, pointing to the mirror, *is
the witch that bas raised this spectre. Your ghost,
Mr. by, is merely a production of a common law
of optics. This picture is in the focus of that mirror.
Being upside down, as you see, upou the easel, it has
been projected iu a natural position at the porsicre of
your curtains. Had it not been for the darkness of
the room and the brilliant sun light through the
chink of the shutter, you would have had no ghost.
I am afraid, Mr. Digby, you must still seek for confir-
mation of your spiritual hypothesis.”




