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THE ORA LE OY -20R0B3ABEL. sookn16ap attueperf'd;' sreedbshef of tion. Ho deôlighted U .fots fsrnth n a ore

bShes, liko -ýaptiseal ersettono oe' hndrotaÏubin but r iolentmannrOin is ro m aborvor

[JoephsAntg. ud XI Yl 3] gased n m lft-and ad m rghtclu0hng t m sirt Ilived in a porpotual fear ýlest h hud odyCorne
frot, r gas i em foolockoôr .tung up-wildly abWoe mo. craingthouhth iing. ocudbn or on hlis

Wino is strong, andstrong istheo Kin whosn. aIl nWlthn 'Let me putaway my art-it waalostortabi deth
Bft the beautif ac woanisrogreventan y. instruments, and sit. down calmly aînd considor tho maltter. with. him; he hit so hard ho could turn somraults an
'Twas abo that baro the king and his delicato finbs caressod. The fra me looked well, certaInly. It was a grand complica- 'tdo the splits." I wasit fancyof histo imitatt the violentAnd the tnon that lanttho vine shofodfromthoniîkofherbreast. tion cf brightanddull gold. The pictureo? Lot us com .to donths in vogue on the st.ages of minor theaîtret, conssing jAil things which the wide earth vos do ass through her hand that. Does tie nimbus eclipse the saint ? But my eyes have asudden flls backward on thj floor. thlnk his tste alto-
The vaves ofthe running seen an< thomolow fruits fthe land.' seen nothing else for s' long. .Day and night has that cauvasX ger were exaggerated and. theatrcal. W ho paited,
'Tis showho wearoth thé robes whereby we aro foncod fromtthe6air, been before thetm ; thly are perfectly drunk with It; they are ho complutely acted a partaoven in dresng for I: he assumed
And the cosy clis of our homles are left te ber motherly anro. not capabl of taking care of theselves, or of forminig a cor- tloving I'itianesque Velvets, -itli Ruben hat, and wore aI-

rect opinion on the subject. At one mom)tient,,they d-cidea.t ways; a Michadi Angelo beard, glowig ragoincoor iFront the face of mn c omi~an.but nover. ahI norer away 119 ~ kad ugl ead loigorangelucoIn..
From the witching aile of a oinan, or the glane of er ya c rt one of thre finest horksr that arthas ever given birth to-nowcannot help thinking that hoewasdrat as a l; but e twas

[ie stray. decks my casaI ; at the next moment, they-well, they don't so grand w al,a lost in the
We pile up silver and ingots of gold and preciousjo'wels that glow, give nearly so flattering a verdict, grandeur.
And plan A my~riad dorines Uwhichjoyanon oarth tan bestow. But then know too much of the secret history of the work. There wast a knock ait the door.

But at eight of the beatiful woman thee trinkets we thnugh I have beeu bohind the scenes. The public will only sec Coi in "
[lessly tav- Desdemona. I sec something more or somnethiug less-I sec lHello i heres Blizzard."

Our lips stand gaping with wonder, and our eyes on her counte Miss Larkins the model. Though I did all mnan culd to paule How ar you. Buzzard ?"
nence cleaveo. her, and to quench ier, and te sentimentalise her, still sit e e was a little, ascetic-looking man Nwith a tsemxi-bald head

And c'en fron the gains of ouT toil we are willing for over te part. ems t me to be shining through Desdemona in rather a din yes, a feeble moustacho, and ai yellow complexionî.If thus we may follow, the nmniden rwe love and rin her inta our dreadful inanner. It is like the copper appearing on every was colourless andi wan-sorne said frot study; smoi, fromt
[heart edge of an iod plated spoon. I knowy whose are those curving smnoke.

Out father, cur mother. our friends, and the bountiful papa of the lips, fruity in colour aînd aspect, which cian dis4close sucl iow aire you tiwo fello7s? Cold for April, isn't it 7"
Fron which iwe bave fed, wa abandon for the akeofeminine warth pretty pearly teeth, and permit tieescape of sncb deCorined " Art kuepi me warm," said Maule ;"art and sparring."

fétinine.e tohtn granmar. I know whose are the green-gray sparkles of those " Imn going a roind--seeing the pictures for the Academyar to the innermuost lande. far ont on the storiniest -reaiscyes (altered in the picture to a violet hue, to suit buyer'a I've just comie from Bayswater."WI enirander for ber, and conming with smiles, we lay at her kneas prejudices). I know well the green and orange tawny of the Good ?"
The fruits of our danger and toil-yea. e'en for ber sake. floating locks. I know the Larkins complexion, which is " A wiul-that i!g not ruch."
Dashing aIl bopes or'the morrow. our life we footishly stake. perhaps even cloarer than the Larkins character. I know the What's Chrome got?"
Nay. Cven Darius the Kiin. froin wa t.hese eyes have seen. set of the Larkins nîeck on the Larkùus shoulders; and the <'Achillesf ani ector. Such a thing I Drawni by a baby,Was ruied by the white-faced Apaîum, that iras not his quten. Larkins pouuand action altogether. They are ail in the pic- coloured by a inadmtan."
She smote him upon thé cheek, she plucd the crown from his bon ture-al but ihe Larkius h]and ; for the Larkins bites lier " What an infamous criticism i Chrome, if no <And settir uron ber ownw. ihile the king lookei on lin dread. nalls. And Brabantio. Mayhaî p the public will regard him greatest
When she siniled, ha smiled: when she was anmgry. he sighed. as a fine specimien of the venerable Venetian senator. I kniow 4And Di bblcrV?'
And hie bent liké the crest. ofthe cedar at every whim oflher pride. thait. la net se. I knoi hiu te old Begbie the model, ' ie Death of the Knight reiplar. Hls attudio's is an
And all ber wrayward passions were the rule of the kinly baice whose Roman-nosed, hunry-looking, lean, yellov face is awful mess. He's hah a diiad horse there for a fortniglt.
For ber everyfaulit was hidden in the light oiher beautiful face. anybody's property at nuy time, at the rate of one shilling per Gaiey--no iend. Thé fume's affecting his brain :i. s mati

hour. Ai Othello, waiving his dusky bands as he relates to paint a battle-tild-talks of not.hing but carnage andj
cthe sto.ry of his life from year to year," and captivates the carrioi."Uitc b trong. ind strtng i« thé king, and i-amen is stronger still, gentle lady listening--I kiowi the origin of that glowing " He's a nice man."But stroageei of ail ik Triith uhai Lioth in Godls brown face. I can only sce in it my swarthy friend, Arna , The best thing Ive seen Lt Bylet'."

The carth i 2broad, and the heavens are bigh, and the course of the Chella Saubanpuittv, the Madras coolie, whose whilom occu- " Oh, of course you praiso hilm," growled Maila ; " lis cone
ssust pation it was te sweep the crossingm and sell hyins round the of vour set."

c.rner. He was the best match I could get, but he vas not ' Whlat's the subject ?"
DY the tc.wer ofGd.l. who is good and.true, and therefore the Tnight very munchi like a Moor. How hard, how lard I toiled te paint ' Delicitus i a child playing at .t's-crale with his blindTruth greatesLof al, becaîuet is grounded on Right- out of his face his unfurnished, insante, ignoble expresion ! grandfather, ihi i a patiper lunatic. Colouîr nud drawing
All thinr else are hollor and nether. and the core of their strength How strenuousily I endeavoured to kindie in him sonie sense marvelus-al poetry. 'h'ie painting of rite id iman's high-Must writher, because they are finite and weak, but thé lngth of grandeur i It was like lighting a inre with green wood. I lows is full of theI ligl.est feeling. Have you seenth niew
Of the power of Trnth is eternal. and the beauty thereof could only arrive ut a fizz, a splutter, or a dli snoke ; net a model ?"
Will endure, though the earth and the solid heavens maty move. generous blaze. I even, on one occasion, went so far as te " Whiait's her nate ?"

remae Iin drnik, in the hope that lae might emuit in that state " Flip.'Its richnwssiiocL ra'théoe souhnécfeiea mn tha darknss cf somte sparks of savrage sensibilitv--soumu aboriginal emotion, Oh, i know hier. One of tie seraggy sort you fellows aré(war, however evanescent. It was all i vain. I could have for- always pamting," sayst Maue. " (ive me flesh ra blood--
For God is Truth and Truth is God ani happy the man given hium if he had getc mai ;but lie stoppei short at idiocy. boue and muscle." Andi he went into a ighting attitude.Who sets his heart upon i, instead ofon iroman. A whining imbecility broke out in him ; teurs came into his "May we sumoke ?I

JoHN LErEascr. eyes;i a feebie laugh, like the neighing of a consumptive filly, " By ail meanus. lere's the Birdseye. Yoill have some
quavered on bis lips. His complexion clouded, and becataue eer?"

THE PAU.PER'S DRIVE, opaque ; and, ultimately, lie collapsei altogether it a hope- " Bitter,' front hm.uzzard.
sessly degraded state. f know, too, che thorough allam of tire Stout," from Maiulo

enase en acne. I know that, somte humiliation lurks behind These arrangements -were made satisfactorily.(&e C e ) each incident of the picture. I can detect readily-too readuly 1 this your picture for the Academny 7" and B uzzardi itool
I. -that a remnant of an old mulincurltain lias sal for Othello's before my ensul.

turban ; that a dish-cover assisted at the painting of the air- " I shal go," ries Maule: " iBuzzard's going te breakThrea gumoar soeor- cartldn aj oiround Itrot, .mour m the background ; that the ieg of a veteran mahoganîy out into art-criticism ; I Iknow i tby the billons sparke in hisThe rod it rough, and the eart has nosprings., o irposter aided i the delineation of that elaborate vooi- eye."ThAnd h heudrge, atth cai daivné sing5 .nAndhark to thé drge that thé glati driver sings:- carvig ; that a red table-celotl abetted the painting of Bra- Matle did not stir notwithstanding ; in fact, hei only wnirteiRatt theirn boues, caetmé sthonoo, obantio's robes ; that the Moor's yataghan hass often before pre- to kindle Buzzard.They'reu sorieéP.luxtro, bo n obody own2."1 sented itsid f te the publie gaze ana traspontine hippo-dramna. " Of course," said Buzzard, net regarding Toua in the least,
II. Ail these factsglare outandstrike ut me from the pictutre each and in a withered, husky voice-" of course, if inen Vili painlt

an indiviiuial aiid staggering blowi. The result is heating, in this way, I can't help it."Oh! whrbèe are Lie nmotrnérs? ala! thene are noua:;"Voixdora'L 
lke 1h. ? I salaitimnidîyThey bave left not a gaip in the world, now they're gone, deprsn, disagreeabl. u don ikeit saidtimidv

Not a tear in the eye of child, voinan, or man-. Nevertheless, Mrs. O'Dwyer, my housekeeper, lias pro- '. That's a mild way of putting it. I'm not a Tmant toAway wi hsuh irefuis" as fast as yon can. nonneed thie thing "fnst-rate." She ought to know something talk -"Rattié their boues,e a e'r theodwnes, about iit; she has had soume experience in art. Have net air- (" Oh !" from Tom.?F h5y é e o• tists been sojourning u lier bouse for these last thirty years? " I don't talk my views on art; I paint thema. I get abuse,
U. ever since she was left a " loue, lorn widow," as she says. but I shall paint that doeren. You've seen my works ? Yoii

What ajolting anad e.Ieaking, andW n dia 'Lisbeth, the housemaid, she toc bas seen it, aand approves can judge, then, whether I am ithe man to llik such a pictureThbe bones-bow théey sreli ! thé wherls-hoiw they p!i cordially; declarmg, moreover, Desdemona te be the "wery as this."
Theap the <br, right aim let. o'er the hedge is harled, himage" of her deceasedi niece of precocious attainments, I was rather crushed. Mauile came to tie rescue. HuThé auperut longh mair ta noe lite workL whose name was Bet.sv Jane, and wioe earthly career measiT esstamped on thie floor, and every article in the raot trembled.'satie bisobon e.aver thoRmtoeo, put, au end to prematurely ait the age of ten. Se decides, too, " Buzzard, you talk bosh ; you pait l.it too. [ don't ktnotw-' only r, whonboy .that Ohelo i " bootiful." Catn it be tait she lias a furtive weter I woull rather n elcar yu or not see your works

IV. tenderness for Saubanputty, and that love is warping hier Talk about your painting i .I know imt your pictura is thisYon bumpkin. who stare at 1your brother convoyed, criticisn ?u eyear, and - "
Beholawhat respect to your brother is mpaid, 'n d lu ?can't senthe large one," said Buzzard-I could notAnd bejoyful to think. when byDetatyou're laid low, It was a deep, ophicleide kindl of voice. I recognised it at get it done""You' a chance obcnesckedlu the river elonc. once: ne one in thi» ivrlwai but Tom Maiule possesses such an I" hope you never may. It's got no name-ouly a quota-:sLattié bis bones, ovér the atones. 

-Lion iTesnI apply]el's only a vaurser, ihbom nobody owns.,, orgain. tin from ats hich apply. It reprsent a gleaner"Core in." woman in a scarlet dress, aslcep lIn a pea-grecn field%, witi anV. "HIow areayou? Hollo i finishedI 1" orange sky ut the back. She's awfully ugly. Her hair is rediWhat f thatfhr giimh hair wouldn'tudecay, He was looking at the picture. worsted atuck on in akcins ; her face is ail frecle asat fro r fuirfae, lny tué erd neaway, " Othello's tale to Desdemona. Bravo, young 'un I though she'd been pepp .-rd. He lias painited each individualWbait of tRia, ifaaile badn't yet Lurneai intia ciny? Sr ov.m' frte agr .1hd. freckbe.Pitch ber into the art, boys, let's be off and away. She lof me for the dangers I ha passd rIset true.
"Rattleb er bones, over the stones, And I loved han hait she did pity them." '"e I'no ra

Hlurs onlyaripaur>er, as nlobodyowns." Her £Lee are io feet long eachi. Ilmfnot joking. Ile
(Ee peailed out the quotation in a very bass, tempestuous countedi er eyelaishes before ha painted thom : the has twen-VI. . way, like the sound of distant thunder.) ty-nine on the riglit, and twenty-six only on thû left eye, jb-Bt i h trueo theistrai-fon eM7 n i l aus sad ", It'st not bad; iL isn't1i You've hai Larkins for cause it's rather in perspective. She has blue stocking, antToLinr rthata béanek hbuina estlad e elier ankles-O my 1 There's no concession te popular notions

RiboulId make, Iike thé bmute, sitha desoiaté end. Daeun."aot rticrttao O e iael eeheia leate
And depart fruim this world without laving one friend 1 I winced. about prettiness there. On her nose is perched a bluebottle.Deposit their bons, beneath turf and white stones, . You've mproved her nose, I think. Begbe, of course, plonlidly painted, I will aty Lhat. 1 never sawi such a goodE'enthe.dust ofapauper, our Maker stiilowns." for Brabantio--I recognise the old fool' and the niggr-that blue-bottle out of a butcher's shop. IL li salid l wet to

ontreal,April,1871.•e making ai haful o moey." Newgat market expressly te paint it."
8 Sit down. Can yu sauggest anything ? Th cre's but a t Yoi're talking nonseuse, Maue "

few hurs more, and then it nust go-good or bad I". "NO, I ain't. Do you know what it ail means? You'd
SENDING-IN D A.Y." " Exactly; never guesas: it's got some precious decp metaphysical inten-

-No reckoning made, but sent to its account tion about it--deUced sutbte, and that sort of thing; t can't
IT was finished at at. I could do nothing more for it With all is imperfections on its head. give it you ail. It's somethiig about the human outl stagna-rad itas on.IaO horrible ting l golden fields, of life, rous from oe stupor of

important facet only by gradations of consciousnesas. I stood AIl righîtl don't ho nervouas--- don't mnean te picturo." al extnc, whiirlae ch tus sleep, b aaccidentahl sonattintbefore my pictumre.--.my first serlis essay, mny finst bld for a He baud certaiuly a fine blankt-verse 'voioe. Rîan îiLanuî t ihrpe ent hoaicightu sfig wic ruise-hfooting ou Fame's lader. I felt hmot andi giddy somnehow-- He-f sait down ut the pictuîre with a demoniac scowlI upo hi luim.a underani to , coniousnes aoftis owno wothless-beset by tremnendous impulses te m-un ina again and aidai furthmer Suce ; it was an expression he alwaym .wore wvhen hue wia< hLd "It a rather abeyod te, bcutraitsoeinglktat.
touches-to blend--tone down in placeas-ftch eut huight be or toem crnitical ; bis style of proceediug altogether was "Ai argt lo aurt becontry'adcd, asbeîg a
Jighits. I wast only stayed' b>' an overpowern g suspicion that cf a rather markiedi chiaracter. Hec inihabitedi the second floon san riug .ta pmagreat counr. ancy' artieng pr..1 mnight do more harm than goodi; thmat It. oulai be botter ta I wuas an the firsit. By profession, ho wast an artist; b' Last, sanemiug to u pamtch thgs. o ancy thrAcad ey pre

levoof andi stand by what~ I huad done, thani to peril nmy I shouîld saiy lia wasa an aicrobat. ,Ho -wast upwards i cixb (eet public idioi ouoegh te hy muioh thiin a Vukhrei o


