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Thoice Literature.

A STORY AND A SEQUEL.

It was nudsummer wm a \argnuan town.  They were
walking i an orchard behind her father's house.  His black
eyes glowed with passionate fie , fur he luved ber.  His love
was written on every feature of lus nhandsome, wtellectual
countenance. She bad a dainty, graceful figure, a perfect
complexion, hazel eyes, hight brown har, and a merry, win-
some face. She was eighteen, he twenty-seven.

“ 1 could never have loved any one else, Ruth,” he saud, as
he drew the low hanging boughe out of her path. “I have
seen thousands of beasuful women n this country and in
Lurope ; but until 1 came tothis town a year ago and saw you
1 had never dreamed of loving any one."

“Well, I love you,"” she said, with almost childish sim-
phcity ; and her shy, upward glunce venfied her words.

‘They paused at an old peach tree which had been bent
Jown in a storm. He aided her to spring upon its trunk,
where she sat swinging her feet back and forth 1n girhsh en-
joyment, ber hands lingening for a momentn his.

“Now let me go,” she said, catching a bough and steady-
ing herself. * Mamma might be at the back window up.
stairs . she would tease me to death.” He had never seen
her so ammated, so bewitclungly lovely. The duy was warm
and cloudy, and she wore no hat ; and her luxunant hair lay
in a beautiful mass about her neck.

“ And yet we are not ahike n a good many th.ngs,” he
said, thoughtfully.

« No, of course not. How could I be like you?" she asked,
coquettishly. ** Perhaps we should not have Liked each other
if we had not been different

“You are right,” he said, gravely.
times troubled about
things. "

She looked at kim in surpnise.
Arthur?”

For a moment he was silent : an embarrassed flush strug-

¢ "
gled into s face. * Why," he savd, his embarrassment deep-
ening, * some things | love next to you—things which fill me
with an interest that 1s—is beyond expression, do not touch
ou,”
ol Books ! " and she laughed mernly. *1 thought you
were going to tell me something blood-curdhng  Ub, I bhate
the sight of them. For your sake I tried to read the volume
of Shakespeare you gave me—and because you sent 1t 10
me ; but 1 could not. Then “The Wandenng jew “ and
* Les Miserables "—obh, they were simply hornnd ! I did like
“ Ivanhoe,” though a Ittle. I am really afraid 1 can never
care for books not even for your sake.  Indeed, ['ve tried.”

“ 1 don't care sn much for that,” he sad, a tinge of re-
proach in his kiudly tone ; * but you never seem to realize
how much I love them, and how necessary they are to me.”

“ No, I suppose not ; but [ am proud of you because you
are so intellectual. The other day Mrs. Marsh called to see
mamma. She has no 1dea you conte to see me so sy often.
1 overheard her talking about the young men in town, and
she said you had the face of a gemus ; that she had rather
talk with you than any young man i D—, and that she
always left you with new 1deas. '’

“Pshaw ' he said, pulling a wwig from the tree and
biting 1t 1n shight confusion ; > she s fond of books, and has
often flattered me1n a pleasant way. I simply love hiteratare,
poetry, music and art as athers do, 1 suppose.”

“Tell me how you love them,’ she said, her face grow-
ing shightly pensive.  **1 do wish I could be hike you.

“ I love them very much,” he smd. * 1 have often been
afraid that it might keep me from making a success in the
practice of law. Law books are so dry, the others are—fas-
cmnating.  The other day Colonel Richardson gave me some
important briefs to copy. 1 took them home to do, but got
to writing a story that had come inte my lead, and was so
much carnied away with iny own creation that I completely
forpot my buefs. The Colonel was iery angry, and said 1
would never make 2 lawyer, and that I was only throwing
away my time."”

Her face had grown very grave; there was a look of dis-
appomtment about her mouth. 1 aun very sorry,” she said.
“I'he last time 1 saw you you were so much cencouraged.
You ought never 10 have wnitten the story.”

* But you don't understand,” he replied, anxiously. * The
story ] wrote was really very original. 1 never read anything
like it. I+ I have only wrnitten 12 well enotigh it may get into
one of the great magazines, and then—"

“\Vell, what if it did,” she nterrupted . * Colcnel Rich-
ardson would not hike it, would he?”

His face clonded with keenest disappointment ; he locked
past her to 2, mountain whose rocky heights lay aghinst the
dun sky, and a blur came before him.  *Can’t you sec,” he
satd wathout looking at her—*“can‘t you understand what
joy that would give me? Why, Ruth, I would give my night
arm - 1 would be willing to go through life in rags to be
known to the lovers of literatuce over the warld.”

A blended expression of incredulity and amusement
crossed her face. “You are jokmg, Arthur,” she said;
“why do you want (o tease me this way 2™

His face grew very grave and his voice was husky.
“Sometimes I am afraid that you would be unhappy as my
wife .l can't change my nature Why, you have no :dea how
pecittiar 1 am | was the strangest child that was ever born
in my natve town. \When 1 was only eight years of age 1
used to love to read stories better than to play with other
children. 1 was fond of solitude, and used to spend hours
alone on ihe hilltops dreanuing of beautiful, impossible
things. DBut when I left college my father persuaded me to
study law, and 1 did so, and came here to get away from
ald associations, thinking 1 could apply myself more closely.
I am trying to stick-to my profession so that I may make yon
my wife. I could never live wathout you.”

She sot down fiom the tiuak, her featares struggling
under the cfiorts to anderstand han.

“You said you would live 1n rags to be an author,” she saud,
hesitatingly ; “really I cannot understand 3 1"

“To be a truly preat writer, Ruth,” he replied. “To
know that within me lay the powcer to touch the hearts of the
poor, the rich, the unhappy, the cvil, the good, the world
aver , why, chld, 1t wanld be better than 10 be an emperor "

** 1 canld not love you any better than 1do now,” she said,

: *“And yet [ am some-
our diflerences in tastes—in some

*“What do you mean,
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her lips bLeginning to quiver.
youhad better give me up.
wmight—"

A sob rose in her throat and stopped her utterance, He
turned deathly pale. * Don't say that, Rath, for God's sake;
don't you see that I love you with all my sonl® 1 could not
care more for you if you were like I am [ lave yan for
yourself, just as you are.  \When yon sing for me [ am
moved as nothing else can move me  You seem to have o
grand soul, | could never succeed m Inerature anyway. |
will throw it aside and stick to my calling. It 1s the only
way I can be worthy of you.”

Her face brightened; and they both langhed like two
merry children as they walked homeward.

“ You are very good to me, and [ love you with all my
heart,” she said, as she turned to leave hum at the pate.

\Vhen he went to his room that myght he saw the story he
had told Ruth about lying on his table. He took t vp
and started 1o destroy it, when something mn the first para-
graph caught his attention. He sat down and began to read
1, and 1n a moment his whole beg was aglow with the de-
Light of creative gentus. He read it through - * lt1s far bet-
ter than I thought,” he said, enthusiastically ; * perhaps |
ought not to destroy it, 1 will send 1t to a magazme, just to
see what the editor will say.” Szaung himself he wrote a
letter to the “ Edutor of 7he —— Monthl/y,” and put 1t and
his story in an envelope ready for mauhng.

The uext morning, as he went to his work, he dropped 1t
n the postofiice.

“ Let it go,” he said, ** 1 shall think no mare abowt 1, and
stick to business and make myself worthy of Ruth.”

One night, about ten days later, as he entered his rorm
after having spent a dehightful eveming with Ruth, he saw a
letter lying on his table. It was postmarked Boston, and
bore in the corner of the envelope the printed words, * J#e
—— Monthly.” His heart beatin lus mouth as he opened
1t -

“ My dearsir,” it ran, ‘*Iregard it as a picce of 241 futtane
that you did not destroy the mmanuscri.. you sent me 1 seldwm
read a contribution till it has received the approval of at least one
or more of our readers: but your unconventional letter ruuse:! such
an interest in you personally that I read your stary at wuce It s
simply a remackable work of genius. It is actishie, onginal and
wondeitully strong, and full of chanming vitality.  \We are delighted
to retainat for publication, and herewith enclose our cheque 1 pay-
meat fur it. I am much inicrested in your staiement that youa are
just entering the practice of law and that yuur whole heart 1s notun
it. I can readily understand this, for your whole heart 1s undoubt
edly in such woiks as you have sentus.  If you wiil allow me to
advise you, [ would urge you to apply all yous tums and thought te
writing, for Iam sure it is your proper field. ‘There is no duuut
that even the publication of this striking short stery wall buag you
immediate recognition.  \We would be glad, if convenient, lor you to
come on to seeus  Pethaps if you should wish it —we may be alie
to find an opening of some sort for yon. At any raie, we wan! to
have the opportunity to examine your future wark.

¢¢ Sincerely yours, Tue Friror "

Arthur sat staring at the pink cheque and the letter as if
in a dream. e went cold and hot all over by turns. He
read the letter and looked at the cheque twenty tunes before
he realized fully what they meant. His heart and bran
were throbbing with a joy he had never dreamed of before.
e felt hike shouting, like ruaning to the rooms ot the other
inmates of the house and awaking them to tell them his goold
fortune. It was one o'clock, but he could not sleep. He put
on his light overcoat and hat an:d went out on to the quiet
street. Not a soul was surning. A full moon was shining
and a shiramering haze hung over the earth. He watkad on
and on ull he had passed the town suburbs, and further il
he reached the little river that tlowed through the fields.
Never was there a happier man  No newly-made king ever
felt so elated as he. Every now and then he would take the
letter and cheque from his pocket and read and re read them
1a the maoonlight. * Money," he cried exultantly—* money
for the delight of wrniing a story which 1 would gladly have
given even to one appreciauive frend.”

When he went back to his room the sky was tinged with
grey, and the honzon was bordered with a fringe of pink
and gold. He threw himself on his bed, tired out with his
long walk, but he did not siecep. He lay there planning his
future. He would tell 0o one of his success. They should
find 1t out when T/he —— Monthly published tis story.
Then he thought of Ruth-and bis heart sank. He would
confide in her, of course ; she would never betrayv his secret,
bat she could not understand what it meant te him.  When
she learned that he had decided to give up his profession she
mght reproach him.

That morning he told Mr. Richardsorn that he had deaided
to give up trying to succeed at law ; that he had an opportu-
nity to get a situation in Boston, which he though would be
better suited to him.

Mr. Richardson was surprised, but admtted that he had
never seen any law student so indifferent to hus studies, and
that it might be well for him to try something else.  That
cvening Arthur went 1o sce Ruth. She turned very pale
when he told her that he had given up his profession and
wvas going to Boston. She did not hear half the letter he read
to her from the editor.  Tears came iato her eyes.

*So many people have predicted that you would not suc-
ceed in law that I was anxious to have you dot,” she said,
calmly * Ican't bear to have them say they were nght. De-
sides, you are going away.”

* 1 am uaworthy of you, Ruth,” he said, in great emofion.
“1 cannot earn my hving aor take care of you as t1s. In
this new field | have only the assurance of one man as to
my ultimate success, it is true, and yet I could not conquer
my desire to take his adviceand try.”

* I would tove you and be true to you if you had not a
cent in the world.” she said : and she fell sobbing into his
arms.

On his way home that night he made up lus mind that it
would be better for him and Ruth to separate. She could
never sympathize with his highest and noblast aims, and she
would never encourage him to betver efforts as a1 wife ought.
Early the next morning he packed his tronks, and sent tham
t‘g ll;:: station. He was hardly his truc self when he wrote to

ath :—

When you get this, dear little girl, T shall bs on my way 2o llos-
ton. I have thoupht it all over calmly, and have concluded that we
must part. T love the work | am going inio with all the heart that ss
nat left with Fou ; but out tastes are too contrary 1ot vur happness,

“1f you feel that way perhaps
Lwould only be in the way. It

. [June dgth, iggy,
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and 1 cannot ask you to share the hardships U shall have o culyee g
my new calling, Good-bye. I would have come over to tel) yiy
rood.bye, but knew I could never stick to my resolution of 1 gy
you. YForgive meif you can. ARHUR,

A month later the literary world had discovered a pey
wlol in Arthur Maunly Denton,  7%e —— donthly had an.
nounced a new novel to come upnn the heels of the shon
story which had attracted such unprecedented attent.on, 4qi
the famous aunthor was already engaged upon it "“wo maphs
later, when the first chapters of the novel appeared, the
doors of cultured Boston opened even wider to the young
genius. He became a social as well as a literary lLon,
One night a great dinner was given in his honour by 3
lender of saciety. Some of the greatest men and the mos
beautiful women of New Ingland were present.  Speeches
were made in his praise ; wine was drunk to his health and
continued success.

%1 dont think I ever saw a sadder face,” saud Mys.
M -—, a popular poetess, to a noted novelist, as she looked
across the table at Asthur. “1 wonder what has happeney
to him to make him so. It looks as if all this adulation would
turn so young a head as his ; but he takes it all as a matter
of course.” :

¢ Must have been in love,” smiled the novelist.

* Perhaps,” said the lady. “I would like to know. Every
bady has prophesied that he wili marry Miss Worthington,
the heiress ; she absolutely worships him. His stady never .
lacks fresh flnwers from her conservatory ; but he s not i
love with her, that is plain.” .

‘The next morning ih his mail Arthur found a nvle pack-
age addressed to him .in Ruth's handwnting. His heant
almost stopped beating as he opened it. They were his lette s
to her. Onasmall slip he read -—

I have just discuvered your address, uvtherwise 1 wauld have
sent them eadier. RUTH ANLEKSON,

He stepped up to the grate and threw them into the
flames, then he went to his desk and took up his pen, bat
he was pale, and his hand trembled violeatly, and he conld
not get his theughts on his work. He could think of nothing
but Ruth. He must forget her. Now that he had seen
what would be expected of an author’s wife by the sat he
moved 1y, he saw more plainly than ever that Ruath, dear as
she was to him, could not be happy with him, and he would
be wmortified by her continually. No, he must drive her
from is mind. He took her photagraph from 2 she!f and
added it to the flunes made by his letters. He deteramuned
that he would never allow himselt to think of her agam, aad
yet at that moment he felt as if his sou! were dying w.tha
han.

Years went by,  Arthar was more famous than ever  He
had become w.e editor of The —— Monthly, and held the
highest hiterary posttion of any one of his age i Awmenca.
It was still whispered that he and Miss Worthington would be
married.  lle had himself begun to think of it.  He had per-
suaded himse If that his feeling for Ruth had been only a
youthful fancy ; but he looked for the little weekly pblished
m 1D ——, with more interest than the most important paper
that came to his desk. He read every issue carefully, always
look:ng for her name and yet believing that he no longer
cared for her Now and then he would see her meationed
as being at some social gathering, and it gave him a strange
plexsure to picture her among the others, ever with 3 sad
express.on on her face, but the saune beautiful creature that
she used to be 1n the days when he was really happy, befare
position and fame had weighed hun down, At such moments
be was fond of imagining that he was an attorney mn tha
delightful little town with her for his wife. But he considered
these thoughts only pleasing fancies like thase he laved to
put 1n his books, and really believed that if he should manry
the charming and ntellsctual Miss Worthington that he
would learn to love her with all his heart.

QOne day he saw in a society paper that his friend Miss
Sanborn had returned from a visit to Virgrinia, and he went
that evening to call on her, hoping'to hear news of his na
twve State.  As he.sat in the drawing-raom waiting for her to
come down staurs, he was astounded to see 3 photograph of
Ruth on a htle easel on a table near him. He trembled so
that he could hardly lift it from it place. How could #
have come there? How pretty she was! She was more
beautiful than ever. Where could there be a more perfect
face? It was even classical. Could Miss Sanborn have met
her? Had she been to D——2

{To be continued.)

THE MISSIONARY WGORLD.

THE CRITILS OF MISGIONS.

Dr. Munger thus disposes of those critics who declae |
that Chnistian nussions are making no progress : * The mogt
persistent critics are ‘the tourists and the statisticians. The '
former make the journey of the worlh. and, finding in cvery
port 2 handful of missionarics, and behind them the great,
black mass uf untouched heathenism, not uanaturally nfer
that this speck of whitensss can never overcome this mass of
blackness. \What reason has the tourist for belicving thata
thing which 15 so near nothing can bring to naught a thint
so vast and real as Asiatic Buddhism? He forgets that ont
rope-pirded priest converted England, another Germany, an-
other Ireland. He tinds that the missionary is a commoa |
and uninteresting man, that often his converts are chiefly 1e
tuncres, that relapses are frequent, arnd that his methods
havelapparently little relation to the ends most to be desired. E
And so he eats the missionary's bread as a god from Olym--
pas might sup with mortals, accepts his suggestions as 0
routes, and fills his note-book with borrowed informatioa:.
which appears in his printed pages as oniginal observatios,
and goes away damuming the cause with faint praise of the-
worthy man's zeal. It would be interesting to compare the-
opinion of book-making lourists with those of the Dritist
Governors of India, the Ministers to Turkey, and the ad-
mirals of Pacific squadrons ; that is, the opinions of casoil’
observers with those of men who thoroughly understand th
subject.  But thz most confid=nt critic of nussions is the sit-

¢

.
M



