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A Sturdy Beggar

CHAPTER I
“ pRUDENCE "

I was fighting hard for life. It was
four months since T had left Paris full
of hope. A well-to-do uncle had made
me a small allowance, which enabled me
to study there as a sculptor for three
years, and I had worked and lived hard
and enjoyed myself thoroughly. My
last statue had been honoured with a
prize at the Salon, and still more hon-
oured with the praises of the great Nidor,
in whose studio I had worked.

At the end of the three years my
uncle, who had recently married a
second time, wrote me that I must now
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earn my own living. He would, he
said, make me a present of £s500 for a
‘start, and I must then expect nothing
further from him.

Of course I never dreamed of earn-

ing money in Paris, Paris— the centre
of modern art-life— meant heaven to
- me. Whoever heard of a heaven in
which one earns money ? London, as
all the world knows, is the place to
make a fortune, and I resolved to set up
in London. Some day I should have
earned enough money to live in heaven
again. I took a studio in Chelsea, and
brought over all my chefs &auvre.

I found myself pretty lonely at first.
My father and mother had been Lon-
doners, but had both died when I was
a boy, so 1 had inherited no friends.
The only man I knew well there was
John P. Stringer, He paid me a visit
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in my new studio the evening I came
from Paris.

After he had helped me to unpack -
some of my stuff, we sat chatting over
our absinthe from a bottle which I had
imported free of duty, and being very
little used to it, he soon began to spread
himself in his most genial fashion.

“ London is getting more artistic
every day,” he cried enthusiastically,
“and I flatter myself I’ve done some-
thing to bring it about,”

Stringer was a very little man, not
more, I should say, than five feet four,
and rather fat and fussy. Perhaps it
was this shortcoming in stature which
made his enthusiasm always seem to
me more comical than convincing.

He was the art critic on the Raree
Show, and also, I had heard, wrote for
several country papers, He had been
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