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PROT.OGU]

SreErcuRn af full fenpih, on the preat
divan of o sfwdro, crmiar e omonts, e
frienifs—it poel dnd a prnfer—iveve Lalking
fopether ome emening afier dinner,

f evae the howr of confrifenees anid ¢ ffusron,
The lamp burned roftly denmeath rs shode,
fimpting ofx cirele of 00k 6 fo fhe tnfimecy of
Hhe conpersilion, fearine seareefy disiimed the

eapricrons (ixury of the past widls, cume-



8 T Awiieds Wrees,

surmonnted by a glass voaf through which
the sombre hise shades of the night penetrated
wnhindered. Fhe portrail of a woman, lean-
g slightly forward, as §f fo lisfen, alone
stood ond a liitle from the shadow; young
with nfellipend ever, a grave and sivéel
matdh and a spirituel smile which seemed
fo defend the hurland's easel from fools and
disparagers. A low chair puched away from
the fire, fivo Dittle blue thoes Iying on the
carpel, indicated alve the presence of a clhild
fn the house; and fudeed from the next
roant, twithin which mother and child fad
but just disappeared, came oecasional bursts
of soft laughier, of childish babble; ithe
prefty fulterings of a nest going off fo
sleep, AN (hic shed pver lhe ariistic in-
feriar a vague perfume of family happi-
wers wwohick the  post brealhed dn awith
delrgrlid :

“ Decidedly, my dear fellow,” fe said to
s friend, “ you were tn fhe right.  There
are ne froa tayi af betng happy.  Happiuess
fier fn dhis and in mofhing ele.  Fou mit
find me o wife



FProlegue. 9

THE PAINTER.

(Food Heavens, no! mal en auy acconnd.
Find one for yourself, if vou are benl wpon
it Az for me, I owill have nothing to do
wrilh o,

THE POET.

And why 2

THE PAINTER.

Because—because ariists onght never fo
marry.

THE MIET,

That's rather too good. Fou dare to say
that, and the lamp docs not go ont suddenly,
and fthe swalls don’t fall deivn wpon your
head ! But just think, worelch, that for e
hours past, you have been seffing before me
the enviable spectacle of the rery happiness
vou forbid me. Are yow by chance fike those
odious milltonaires twhose well-being ¥x in-
creased by the sufferings af others, and who
better emfoy thesr own fireside swhen they
reflect that it 1x rafning out of doors, and
that there are plenty of poor devils without a
sheller 2

THE PAINTER.
Think of me what you sorfl, I have foo



