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remember that season
not 0 very long 2g0.
as Alingham's year,
when Dick Alingham vaulted, with one bound, as it were,
out o the crowd of strggler, nd seated himself, with
certain poise, on the very topmost pinnacle of contemporary fame.

He cxbibited three portaits, esch a mastepiece, which kiled o ‘picture

her wand in her left hm.fwhummumuﬂcwu. Or perhaps,
seain, Hugh Merwick i right and the theory he propounds in his
Lesions of the Nerve-centres,

momrlph “On Obscure
word on the subject.

Dick Al.ln[hlm himself, as was indeed natural, was delighted with his
faiy godmother or his obscure lesion (whichever was mponnble), and (the
mono‘nph spoken of above was after Dick's death) confessed
frankly to his friend Merwick, who was still struggling through the ewrd
of rising young medical practitioners, that it was all quite s inex]

himself as it was to anyone else.

“AIl T know about it,” he said, “is that last antumn I went through
two months of mental depression 0 hideous that I thought again and again
that I must go off my head. For hours daily I sat here, waiting for some-
thing o crack, which as far as I was concemed would end everythiog.
Yes, there was a i

e paused a moment, and poured into his ‘lm-fnnlyllbeﬂlxllo'-
ance of whiskey, flled it half up from a syphon, and lit a cigarette.
cause, indeed, had no need to be enlupdan,fovl\lenvwkquu-dl
remembered how the girl Dick had been engaged to threw him over with
an abruptness that was almost superb when a more eligible suilor made his
appearance. The latter was certaioly very ell(lblo mdeed with his good
looks, bia title, and his millon of money: Madingley—ex-fatare
Mrs. Alingham—was perfectly content with what n.e had done. She was
one of those blonde, lithe, silken girls, who, happily for tho peace of men's
minds, are rather rare, and who remind one of some humanised yet celestial

" says the fioal

at.
1 needn't speak of the cause,” Dick continued; “but, as I say, for
those two_monthe 1 soberly thought that the only end to it would be
madness. ‘Then one evening when I was sitting here alone—I was always
sitting alone—something did snap in my head. ' know T wondered,

Garing at al, whether this was the madness which 1 had been cxpecting,
or whether (which would be preferable) some more faal breakage bad

whil

happened. And even while [ wondered, I was aware that I was not
depressed or unhappy any longer.”
“Well?

“It was wejl indeed. 1 haven't been onhappy since. I have been

(Cotpright g, b 8. F. Bemsem.)

riotously happy instead. Some divive doctor, I suppose, just
sain on my brain that hurt so. Heavens, how it hurt!
the way 2

"o, thanks” said Merwick.
your painting ?”

* Why, everything. For I had hardly realised the fact that I was happy
again when 1 was aware that everything looked different. The colours of
all 1 saw were twice as vivid s they had been; shape and outline
were intensified too. The whole visible world bad been dusty and blarred
before, and scen in a halflight. But now the lights were tumed up,
and there was 2 new heaven and a new carth. And in the same fsh, |
knew that 1 could paint things as I saw them. Which,” he concluded,
“1 have done.”

There was something rather soblime shout hi, and Merwick laoghed.

1 wish something would snap in my brain, i it kindles the perceptions
i that vy wid he. Bt it i jut pomile tht the suappin of things
in one’s brain does not always produce just that

“That is possible. Alno,wl'u.huthmndw'tmp-lﬂlywh
gone through some such hideous period as I had been through. And I tell
you fankly tha | wouldt go Urough that again cven to v a snap

Id make me see thiogs like Titian.”

et  the snapping feel The 1= wked Mervick

Dick considered a moment.

“Do you know when a parcel comes, tied up with string, and you can't
find a knife,” he said, “and therefore burn the string through, holding it
taut? Well, it'was Jike that: quite painless, only something got weaker and
weaker, and then went. Not very lucid, 1'm afraid, but it was just like that”

He turned away, aud hunted among the letiers and papers which littered
his writin uble,mlmmnaanmaope-u.mmmu He
chuckled to himself as he took it by

" Comend me to Lacy Madingley” he sad, * for & brazen impadence

brass

off that
Have a drink, by

“But what has all this got to do with

in comparison_with is solter
than putty. She -mm o me yesterday,
asking  me I would finish  the
portrait [ had of last year,
and let her have it at my own price.”
*Then I thisk you have had a
lucky escape,” remarked Merwick. “1
you  didot even answer her.”
“Oh ‘yes, I did: <why not? I said
the price would be two thou- sand pounds,
and I was ready to go on at once. She
has agreed, and sent me a  cheque
for a thousand this o

“ Commend me to

Madingly

Sfor a brases
impudence.”

Merwick stared at him in blank astonishment. * Are you mad ?” he asked.

1 hope not, though one can mever be sare about liude points like
thar. Emmmmdm'gm-m.ﬂy-ummm

Merwic

«m.-npo-immmmam.m.m visk you nm?*
no asked. “To see her again, to be with her like that, having to look at
her—TI saw her this afternoon, by the way, hardly human—may not that so



TIHE ILLUSTRATED L.ONDON NEWS CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 1g05.— 2§

casily revive again all that you felt beforo? It is 100 dangerous: much
100 dangerous.”
Dick shook his head.
“There is not the slightest risk,” he said ;
to her. 1 don't

“everything

her, there might be a_possibility o( my loving her. As the
thought of her docs not arouse in me any emation of any kind. And -un,
such stupendous calmness deserves to be rewarded. 1 respect colossal things
like that.

He finishod his whiskey as he spoke, and instantly poured himself out
another glass.

“That's the fourth,” said his friend.
“lsit? 1 never count. It shows @ sordid attention to uninteresting
1. Fonily cnough, too, slcohol doce nat have the smalle effect on

up this entrancing vividness of colour and clarity

e s s lle diminished.”

be good for you,” said the doctor.

Dick laughed.

My dear fellow, look at me carefully,” he said; “and then if you can
enti i in stimulants,

con

1711 give them up altogether.”
Cerainly it would have been hard to find a point in which Dick did

not present the appearance of perfect health.  He had paused, and stood

still o moment, his glass in one hand, the whiskey-bowtle in the other,

Dlack agaime the front of his shir, and not & tremer of unteadiness

h His wholcsome sun - burnt hue, was

ot firm of flesh and of a wonderful

his_eye, with puckered
nnlecd a model of condition, hard and fi e was in training for
some athlet Lithe and active, Iou‘ was his figure;

The dook was a lreatise on obscure diseases.
were quick and precise, and even Merwick with his doctor’s eye. trained to

detect any symptom, however slight, in which lhc drinker must betray
himself, was bound 10 confess that no such was here present. Huuypul-
it authoritatively, so also did his manner: he met the eye

ance contradicted
of the max he was talking to without sidewsy glances; he showed oo sigos,

however small, of any disorder of the nerves. Yet Dick was altogether an

) cloth removes a stain, all the memory of
105 Tove and of the cruel biterness that Tollowed: ~ Abnormal, (00, was his

“It's so like you, but i just ism't you"

sudden leap into high antistic achievement from a platform of very mediocre
performance.  Why should there, then, not be a similar abnormality here ?

“Yes, 1 confess you show no sign of taking cxcessive stimulant” said
Merwick. “But if I attended you professionally—oh, 1'm not touting—I
should make you give up all stimulant and go to bed for a month.”

“Why, in the name of goodness?” asked Dick.

* Because, theoretically, it must be the best thing you could do. You
had a shock: how bad, your wecks of depression tell you. Well, common-
sense says. * Go slow after a shock : recoup.’ Instead of which you go very
fast indeed, and produce. I grant it scems to suit you; you also became
uldenly cap.w of feats which—oh, it’s sheer nonsense, man!”

sheer nonsense ?

Son s Poteuianaty, 1 deos you, because you appear to be
n cxcepion 10 8 theory that | am ure must be sigh.  Thereloe, 1 bave
got to cxplain you away, and at present 1 can’

Vi’ tho theom? asked Dick.

“Well, the treatment of shock first of all. And secondly, that in
order 1o do good work one ought to eat and drink very little and sleep a
lot. How long do you sleep, by the way 2"

Dick considered.

“Oh, 1 go to bed about three usually,” “1 suppose 1 sleep
for about four hours.”

+ And live on whiskey, and eat like a Strashourg goote, and are prepared to
run a race to-morrow! Go away, or at least I willl Perhaps you'll break
down, though. That would satisfy me. But even if you don't, it still remains
quite interesting.”

Merwick found it more than quite interesting, in fact; and when he got
home that night he searched in b shelves for 3 cenain dusky volame,
tumed up a chapter called *Shock.” The. book was a
o b AseEes ang asroa) coudicn of e esvos system.
He bad ten read in it befoe, for in his profesion he vas 2 specia
student of the rare and c And the following paragraph, which had
Ineresicd him much before, imerested him more than ever hie venin

m.q---ua-mm--yw--dnnm 10 the most adranced
sudent, be totally known, thenticate

e per

he said.

digumtion,
opervene, or be

But (M mb ...m on, the jnly sun mm London reel in a haze
of heat, busy, brilliant, and altogether

llemct mlmovn o hh. was watching him closely, and at
present was completely puzzled. He held Dick to his word that if he
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could detect the slightest sign of over-indulgence in stimulant he would
cut it off aliogether, hth nld-eelb-olmcly none.  Lady \lldln'tey
meantime,- had given him several gs, and in this conmection

Merwick was utterly mlmkcn in lhe view ht had expressed to Dick l‘ lo

the risks he ran. For, strangely enough, the two had become great friend:
Yet Dick was quite right : all emotion wit

he was painting. instead of a woman he
had wildly worshipped.
morning in mid-July she had
been sitting to him in his studio, and,
contrary 1o custom, he had been rather
silent, biting the ends of his brushes,
frowning at his canvas, frowning, .too,
at her.  Suldenly he gave a litle
impatient exclamation.

“I's 0 like you" he said, “but
it just isn't you. '
difference| 1 can't help making you look
as if you were listening to a hymn: one
of those n four sharps, dort you kuov,
written by an organist, probably after
eating muffins.  And o mot harae
teristic of you."

She laughed.

“You must be rather ingenious to
ot 2l hat " she sid.

remember we settled that cver so lon.
2go ?—to the brute creation, which like-
wise shows mqm.u. by their eyes.”

“Oh-h! 1 should have thought
that dogs growled at you, and cats
scratched.”

“Those are practical measures, but
short of that you and amimals use their
eyes only; whereas people use th

and forcheads and other things.
A pleased dog, an cxpectant dog. a hungry dog, a jealous dog, a disappos
dog—one gathers all that from their i opes. “Theic mouths are comparative
lmnwblle, and a cal's is even more
ave olien” told me that 1 belong to the genus car,” said
Lady Madingley. with complete composure.

ed

“Yes. Perhaps looking at the eyes of a cat would help me to sce
what I miss. Many thanks for the hint.”

He pot down bis palte 1ad went 10 3 side-able on which stood
bottles and ice and syphons

N drink of any Kind on this Sahara of & moraing?" be asked.

r No drink of any kind on this Sahara of & morming 2"

“No, thanks. Now when will you want me to give you the final siting >
Vou asid you cnly wanied one mor.”
ck helped himself.

«w:n Lo down o the couney with this e ssid

the background |

o pu i
told you of. It will take me three days® hard painting, with

luck, and a week without. Oh, my mouth
waters at the thought of the background!
So shall we say to-morrow week?”

Lady Madingley wade a note of
this in a minute gold and jewelled
memorandum-book.

“And 1 am to be prepared to see
cat's cyes painted there instead of my
own when 1 sce it next?” she asked,
passing by the canvas.

Dick laughed.

“Oh, you will hardly sec the
difference,” he said. * How odd it
i et 1 adeays fave detcued cate
— they make me feel actually
T, a.llhomgh you always reminded me
of a

“Ah, you must ask your friend

Mr. Merwick sbout these metaphysical
mysteries.” said she.

The background to the picturc
was at present only indicated by a few
rough s to the side of
the head of brilliant purple and
brilliant green, and the artist’s ‘mouth
might well water at the thought of

the few days' painting that lay before

e

almost  hiding 3

was to sprawl a great purple clemaii

in fll faunting glory of vamishe le
and wer. I

be just & suip of .-le summer sky, at
her feet just a wash of grey-green

growd, greatly daring vould. e this

diaper of groen and pu For the
purpose of pullln‘

going down 10 a small cotage of his near Godal

a mere shelter,

Turned fwo shining luminous ords on kim.

would glow on the canvas, how she would start out of the background.
she and her huge grey hat, and shining grey dress and yellow hair and
ivory white skin and pale eyes, now blue, now grey, now green. This was
indeed a thing to look forward 10 there is probably no such unadul-

med nptuu known to men as creation, and it was small wonder that
Dick’ as he tavelled down to Godalmihg was buoyant - and
M For he was going. %0 to speak, to realise his creation;
every purple star of clematis, every green leaf and piece of trellis-work
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that be put in, would cause what he bad painied 1o Ere and_dhine,
jost as it s the lagers of dusk that fall the

which make the stars to sparkle there, jewel
assared:: he had hung his constellation—the figure of Lady Madiogley—

in the sky; and now he had to suround it with the green and purple
aight so that it might shine.
garden was but a circumscribed plot. but walls of old brick
et it, and he had dealt with the space at his command with
3 cerain onginliy. At no time bad bis graseplo (son could sarel cll
it “lawn") been spacious; now the outdoor studio,
Iwemy-ﬁre feet by thirty, took up the greater part
of it. It had a solid wooden wall on one side
and two trellis walls to the south and east, which
creepers were beginning to clothe, and which were
fuced imerolly by hangiogs of Smian and_ather
I work, Here in the summer he passed the
‘mur part of the day, painting or idling. and
liviog an outdoor existence. The floor, which had
once been grass, which had withered oompleuly
mder the roof, was corered with Persian ruga: 8
writing - table g-table were there, a
book-case full of familir iends, and & hall-dosen
of basket-chairs. One comer, too, was frankly given
up to the affairs of the garden, and a mowing-
machine, a hose for watering, shears, and spade stood
there. ~For, like many excitable persons, Dick found
that in gardening. that incessant process of plannings
and designings 1o suit the likings of plants and
make them gorgeous in colour and huge of growth,
there was a wonderful calm haven of refuge for the
storm-tossed brain. Plants, 100, were so receptive, so
responsive to kindness ; thought given to them was
never thought wasted, and to come back now after a
month's absence in London was to be assured of
fresh surprise and pleasure in cach foot of garden-
bed. And here, with that regal generosity was the
purple clematis to repay him for the care lavished
on it. Every flower would show its practical gratitude
by standing model for the background of his picture.
The evening was very warm—warm not with
any saltry premonition of thunder, but with the
clear, clean :
in his shelter e after-fames of the sunset
for i Tamp. These slowly faded into a_sky of
velvet blue, but he lingered long over his coffee, looking northwards
.m..me..mn fgrards the fow of trecs that screened him_from
the house acacias, most gracefal of all things that
‘mmmﬂmﬂdm.ydmﬂlmho{hlhem mn a

lile rased terscs of wel, and, gearer, the beds of the belovd garden:
clumps of sweet peas made an inimitable fragrance, and the rose-beds
were piok with Baronce Rethechd and La France, and copper-caloured with
Beauté inconstante, and the Richardson rosc. Then nearer at hand was the
green trellia foaming with purple.

He was sitting there, hardly looking, but unconsciously drinking in this
great festival of colour, when his eye was a a dark slinking form
that appeared among the roses, and which saddenly tumed two shining.
uminous orbs an him. At this he saried up, but his moverent catscd. ne
perturbation in the cat, which continued, with back arched for stroking
and poker-like tail, 1o advance towards him, purring. As it came closer,
Dick fet tht shuddering Ginness which afiected him i the presence of
cats come over him, and he and cl his b ¢ th
tamed tail quickly : a sort of dark shadow streaked the nrden-'nll for 8
moment, snd it vanished. But its appearance had spoiled for him the
sweet spell of the evening, and he went indoors.

The next morning was pellucid summer: a faint north wind blew, and
a sun worthy to illumine the isles of Greece flooded the sky. Dick's dream-
for him long slcep had banished from his mind that rather

Also the garden, which at present he had only seen in the magic of
sunset, was - gloriously remarding and glowed with colour, and though life—
this was present to his mind for the frst time for months—in the shape
of Lady Madingley had not been very propitious, yet a man, he argued
w0 himself, must be a very hand ot Tiving. i, with 3 passion. for
Plant and a pasion for art, he canmot fashion  Ife that shal be full of
content. ~So, breakfast belMg finished and his model ready and glowing with
besuy. he quickly skeiched in the broad lines of fowers and foliage and

to paint.

I’nle d green, green and p was there ever such a feast for
the ope? Gourmandiike, he was wierly sbsorbed. in it He was. right,
“as soon as he put on the first brush full of colour he knew he was
right. It was just those divine and violent colours which would cause his
figure to step out from the picture ; it was just that pale strip of sky above
which would focus her again it was just that strip of grey-green grass below
her feet which would prevent her, 5o it scemed, actually leaving the canvas.
And_with swift, eager sweeps of the brush, which never paused and never
hurried, he lost himself in his work.

He stopped at length with a sense of breathlessness, feeling, t0o, as if
he had been suddenly called back from some immense distance ofl. He
must have been working some three hours, for his man was already laying
the table for lunch, yet it seemed to him that the morning had gone by in
one flash. The progress he had made was extrmordinary, and he looked
long at his picture. Then his eye wandered from the brightness of the
canvas to the brightness of the garden beds. Thers, just in front of the
bed of sweet-peas, not two yards from him, stood a very large grey cat,
watching him.

low the presence of a cat was a thing that usually produced in Dick
a fecling of deadly faintness, yet at this moment, as he looked at the cat
and the cat at him, he was conscious of no such feeling, and put down
the absence of it, in so far as he consciously thought about it, (o the fact
that he was in the open air, not in the atmosphere of a
Vet last night out here, the cat had made him feel faint.

closed room.
But he hardly

He threw the glass he carried at the caf.
gave a thought to this, for what flled bis mind was that he saw in the

rather friendly, interested look of the beast, that expression in the eye which
had 50 baffled him in his portrait of Lady Madingley. So, slowly, and
without any sadden movement that might startle the cat, he reached out
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his handl for the paletie he had just put down, and, in a comer of the
half- it intuitiy

%

its eycs looked as if they were intemally smouldering as well as
it from without: it was just so that Lady Madingley looked. He
would have to lay colour very thinly over white. . . .

For five minutes or so he painted with feverishly eager strokes, drawing
the colour thinly over the background of white, and’ then looked long
at that sketch of the eye to see if he had got what he wanted. Then

he looked back at the cat which had stood so charmingly for him. But
Thal however, since he detested them, and this
was. no matter for regret, and he merely
disa But the legacy

there was no eu lh:re.
one had served
wondered a I|III= at the nddennul of its

“Truly this was to be
a portrait which would
altogether outdistance
all he had ever done

A woman,
real, alive, wearing
her soul in her eyes,

should stand there,
and summer riot
round het
An extraordinary
clearness of vision
was his all day, and
sunset “an

empty whiskey-bottle.
Dut s evening he

the frmt time, of t-o
feelingas—one
physical, men-
tal— altogether
strange to him: the
first an im
that he had drunk
as much as was good
for him; the second,
a sort of echo.in his
mind of those tor-
tores he had under-
gone in the autumn,
when he had been
tossed aside by the
girl to whom he had
given his soul. like
a soiled glove.
Neither were at_all
acutely felt; but both
were present to him.
The eve
altogether belied the
brilliance of the day,
and about siz o'clock
thick clouds had

o a
heat no less intense, but
fall of the menace of storm.

shelter, and_gave orders that
he would dine indoors. As

prepared 1o enjor hie soary Alingham was there too.
cvening.  1lis servant  had

brought Wim in a tray of drink, and till he went to bed he would be
undisturbed.  Outside the storm was moving nearer; the reverberation of
the thunder, though not yet close, kept up a continual growl: any

e, is
poignancy of his trouble last antumn, which he thonght had passed away
from him for ever, grew suddenly and sangely more scue; o bis
head was heavy, perhaps with the storm, but possibly with what he had
drunk.  So, iniending 1o go to bed and sleep of his disquictude, he
closed his book, and went across to the window to close that also. But
Ralfeay towards it he sopped.  There on the sofs below it st  large
grey cat with yellow gleaming eges. In its mouth it held a young thrush,
still alive.

Then horror woke in him : his fecling of sick-faintness was there, and
he loathed and was terified at this terrible feline glce in the torture of its
prey, a glec so great that it preferred the postponement of its meal to a
shoriening of the other. More than all, the resemblance of the cyes of this
cat to those of his portrait suddenly struck him as something hellish. Fe
one moment this all held him bound as if with paralysis; the next, his
physical shuddering could be withstood no longer, and he threw the glass he
camiedat the cat, missing i For one second the el paued there, lring
at him with an intense and dreadfal hostlity ; then it made one spring

it out of the open window. Dick shut it with a bang that startled hi ulr
and then searched on the sofa and the floor for the bird which he
thought the cat had dropped. - Once or twice e though he heard it fetly

futtering, but this must have been an illusion, for he could not find it.
AN this was rcher
shaky business;

50 before going
bed he steadied

with a final drink.
On(ude the thunder

1o the grass.
another

mingled with it, the
mewing of a cat—
not the long- drawn
the plaintive calls of
the beast that wants
to be admitted into
its own home. The
blind was_down, but
after a while he could
not resist peeping out.
There on the window-
sill was scated the
large grey cat
Thodgh it was rai
ing heavily its fur
seemed dry, for it was

and vanished.
Lady Mading-
... Heavens,
how he lored herl
And. infemally as she

had treated him, how
passionately  he
her now |

want
Was nll his troudle,
then, i over
a(ain? Had that
nightmare dawned
anew on him? It
was the cat’s fault:

was blurred by this dullness
of brain that was as unaccount-
able as the reawakening of his desire,
For months now he had drunk far more
than he had drunk to-day, yet evening had
seen him clear-headed, acute, master of himself,
and revelling i the liberty that had come to him,

But to-night

groped across. the room.
The neutral-coloared light of dawn awoke him, and he got
9P 3¢ once feeing il very drowsy, bat s arswer o e silent
The storm had al w‘uherpnsedany and o lonely

a pale heaven. His room looks
urngsly onfmile to bim; his own sensations e un!amnlhl'

was a vagueness aboat things, a barrier between h
e Gesie alone possessed himerte fnish the porirat, Al cle,
30 he felt, he left to chance, or whatever laws regulate the world, those
laws which choose that a certain thrush shall be canght by a certain cat;
chocsé, alo, one scapegeat ot of 3 thoused, and let the rest

‘wo hours later his servant went to call him and found him gone from
his oo, So, as the moming was so fair, he went out to lay breakfast
in the shelier. The portrait was there; it had been dragged back into
position by the clemati, but it was covered with sirange scratches, 23 if

the claws of some enraged animal, or the nails perhaps of a man,
foricusly atacked it. Dick Alloghtm was there too. Irng very sl in
front of the dishgured canvas. Claws also, or mails, had attacked him;
his throat was horribly mangled by them. Bat his hands were covered

with paiot; the nails of his fingers, 100, were choked with it.
THE WD,




