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BHOMNM AND HOHOOL.
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Homao Pictures,

Tox most entrancing plotures
Not framos expensive hold,
'Neath handeome, frescoed veilinga
‘That gleam in blue and gold.
Thog'ro not ths dearest pictures
That hang in hallx of art —
The desrest, brightest plctures
Are picturea of the heart.

We sos tho humblo cottage,
As o'er the the rails we whirl,
And aoftly from the chimney
The lilac amoke-wreaths curl
Wa seo the patient farmer,
Who plows the furrow long,
His features full of sunshine,
Hia bosom full of song,

Wao see the good dame rocking,
While sunbeams ’round her smile,
Her knitting-noedles flashing
Unceasingly the while,
Wo sce about her romping
And laughing till they’re sore,
The ohildren with thelr playthings
Upon the well-swept fioor,

Wae soe beneath the rafter
The cheery ember & glow,
Which makes it sweet to listen
To winds that ﬁercely blow.
We seo the kappy spaniel
About the kitchen room,
And, hanging o'er tho mantel,
The logend, **Home, Sweet Home,"

Wo seo the purring tabby
Run up against the chair;
Wae sce the ri%ht rag-carpet
That blooms like a parterre.
And Molly in the kitchen,
So busy making bread,
And tempting pies arrangin
On white shelves overhead.

Thene are the tender pictures
That ever we adore,
And in our dreaming moments
Delight to linger o'er, .
Thexe pictures from us never
Can utterly depart—
Thews scenes of home are always
Reflgeted in the heart,

BARBARA HECK,

4 S8TORY OF THE POUNDING OF
UPFPER CANADA,

BY THX ETZITOR,
OHAPTERXIV.—A HOVE SPRINGS up,

Tae early Methodist preschers not
only proclaimed their glad evangel in
the woods, in the bighway, in barns,
snd wherever an opportunity ocourred ;
they also visited diligently from house
to house, seeking by their godly counsel
and prayers to deopen the impressions
of their public ministry, The house of
Oolonel Pemberton was not overlooked
by either William Losce or Darius
Dunham in these visitation, Although
the gallant Colonel bore little love to
the Methodiat itinerants, atill his Vir.
ginian hospitality and his inatincts g &
gentleman made bim give them a sort
of constrained welcome to hig house,
The Methodist preachers, moreover,
felt it their duty to go not merely
where they found a oordial reception,
but wherever they had an opportunity
to speak a word for their Magter, They
had also additional reasons for visiting
the Pemberton mansion, as from itg
fize it was nerally called in the
neighbon:hooc{° Mrs, Pemberton, al-
though not a Methodist, wag g, saintly

soul of deetp religious experience, and
the visits of theee godly men, and any

tidinge they conld bring of hor wander.
ing boy—exiled from his father’s house
—wad welcome as water to thiraty lips,

Miss Blanche Pemberton, too, the
Colonel's only daughter, exerted a
powerful attraction over both of these
homeless, wandering men, To & face
aud form of great personal beauty she
added a ocultivated understanding and
» character made up of a strange blend-

ing of her father's high apirit and her
mothor’s gentlencss of digposition and
spirituality of mind. Hor baptismal
nameo wag cortainly a misnomer, for
the warm blood of the South mantled
in bor ducky clcek, s its fires glum.
bered in her deep dark oves, muking
one feel that notwithstanding the seom-
ing langour of hor wanner, thore was
in her abundant energy of character if
it were only aroused, She possessed
groat keenness of percoption and a readi.
ness of expression, and had enjoyed a
rangs of reading wncommon in thsg
day, that made her company a rich
delizht to both of these Methodiat
itinerants, Neithor droamed at tho
time of being the rival of the other in
socking tho affections of the 'ady, for
neithor had a home to offor, and ncither
thought of asking the delicate’y nur-
tured girl to leave her father's comfort-
able house and share their wanderings
in the wilderness,

The exigencies of the itineracy now
sent Losee to a distant part of the
Province on the lower St. Lawronce.
Mr. Dunham, during his periodical
returns to the deck Settloment, felt
the spell of the fair Blanche's attrac-
ti ns, and as often as duty would
permil, sought her soclety, The young
lady, too, found in his presence
and conversation a pleasure different
from any experienced in the rustic
community of the neighbourhood.
Elder Dunham, & man of very superior
parts, and of a natural eloquenco of
expression, had cultivated his powers by
a considerable amount of resding, and
by extensive travel and intercourse with
many minds of d ferent walks and
ranks of lifo, Huwanity, after all, is
the grandest book, ¢ The proper study
of mavkind is man,” and no study will
80 ou‘tivate one's powers and increase
one's ¢fliciency as a loader and teacher
of his fellow-men, ;

The habit of introspection and self-
examinationg of the early Methodists
soon revealed to Elder Dunbam the
true state of his feelings towards tao
fair Blanche Pemberton. Like an
honourable man, he at once declared
his gentiments to her parents, From
her mother he received, it not encour-
agement, at least tacit approval,

“I would never attempt to coerce
my daughter’s affections,” she said, for
she was not without a ve'n of tender
romance in her gentle nature, ¢ Her
heart is a woman’s kingdom, which
she must rule for herself. Hor all of
happiness for time and often for
eternity is at stake, and she must
decide for herself.” -

“'Tis all I wish, my dear madam,”
said the preacher with effusion ; and
then with that proud humility which
every true man feels in comparison
with the womsn whom ke loves, he
went on, “I know I am unworthy of
her, and have nothing to offer for the
priceless gift of her love but & heart
that will never fail in its devotion,”
“No woman can have more,” gaid
the wise mother, “and I desire for hop
no greater happiness than the lave of o
true and loyal heart,”
From the father,
proacher met a very
ception,

“What! was it

however, the
different  ye-

not enough to steal
from me my son, without trying to
take my daughter also! No, sir, I
will not give my consent, and I forbid
the girl thinking of such 2 thing, or

indeed seeing you at all unless you give
your word of honour that you will not

bzoach such a preposterous idea,”

Now, no men likw to have the
homnge of hix hestt treated ax a preo-
posteroun fdea. Novertholess, Blder
D .nham, with an « flort, restrained his
feolings and calmly answerel .

“1 can give no wuch prominy, sir;
and T tell you frankly, I shwll foel at
pexfect liborty to win yonr daugiter's
heart and hand if [ can.”

“What ! will you beard me to my
vory face?” evelnimed the oholorio old
gentloman,  “I'll keep the girl under
lock and key, if fies ssary, to provent
her linking her fortun:s with & wandor-
ing ocircnit rider, without house or
home,”

“God will provide us both in Hia
own god time,” said the preach r,
devoutly ; * and consider, sir, you may
be frustiating your daughter’s happiness
as well as mine,”

“B'anche has too much of hm
fathor's npirit,” gaid the old man
haughtily, ¢ to degrado hersolf-—excuse
me, sir—to degrade heisolf to such a
lackland marriage.”

“Miss Pomberton will aover do
aught that will misbocome her fathor's
daughter ; of that you may be sure,”
said tho preacher, with a hectic spot
burning in his cheok, and bowing
st.fil+ he left the house,

Elder Dunham was not the man to
give up his quest for such a ropulse rs
this, especially with such an obj et in
view. Novertheless he was ¢ usidor-
ably embarrassed, His sonte of por-
sonal dignity and propriety would n t
allow him to enter a house in which
such words had been addressed him ag
thoss which fell, like molten lead, from
the lips of the angry Colonel. He was
a man of too high honour to attempt a
olandestine intercourse or aven inter-
view, What should he do? Ho did
not wish to make Biancho's mother a
mediatrix against her husband’s wishes,

Yet it was at least right that Blanche hi

should know definitely his feolings, of
which he had not previously ventured
to speak to her. He determined to
writs a full, f ank letter, avowing his
love, recounting her father's objectiona
to hia suit, and expressing his confiden :e
that God would give 1 smile and
blessing to their union in His own
good time,

“I do not ask you for an answer
now,” the letter ended, ¢ Wait, reflect,
ask guidance.from on high. The way
will open if it be God s will, and I feel
sure it is, I will have patience 3 Thave
faith,”

This letter is enclosed, unsealed, in
& note to her mother, requesting her to
read it and then hand it to her daughter

This letter, without opening it, Mrs,
Pemberton han ied to Blanche, suying :
“ Daughter, if this be, ag I suspect, the
offor of & good man’s love, take counsel
of God and of your own heart, and ruay
both guide you aright,”

In less than an hour Blanche came
out of her little private room witn a
new light in ber eyes, and a nobler
bearing in her gait.  Jncedis 7eging—
the walked & queen, crowned with the
noblest wreath that woman’s brow can
wear-—the love and homage of a true.
hearted man,

‘ Mother, I have loved him long,”
she said, and she flung herself upor cnat
tender bos m which all her life long
had throbbed only with truest, fondest
mother love,

“God bless you,
whispered the mother through her
toars, ag ghe fervently kissed her
daughter’s forehead, and pressed her
to her heart.

my  darling,”

Fuw wotds worn g oken; no o
thore need.  There ir? 8 Ml ney ;,:,J:H
vlequent than sperch,  "Phyi, vpinlg’
wera in full aco rd, and DOVUE way 1h,
sympathy betwoon their Lo, 4
nirong, wo full and fren ag when b,
nature derponing, well-like, clear- 4,
daughter sat at ber, mothe's feet, g
longer a light-hearted girl, *ip ma‘ldxu
meditation faney freo,"—hat B Womay
dowered with lifo's richest Bift —the
love of & truo and loyal heart, 'y Wpy
mothexr ! happy child] who cach inso g
an_hour enjoy the fullegt contidenc,
and sympathy of the other,

“ Well, what answer ghull | Bond |
arked the mother with a smilo,

“Ouly this,” said Blancko, hand,
her mothor her Bible—g da nty volv- 4
bound in purple velvet, with g len
clasps—n birthday presont from her
mother in the happy daye bo 0.0 thy
cruel war. “Oply this, Ko wiil
understand,  We must wait till G 4
shall eprn our way,”

“Ba brave, my «hild ; be patient, be
true, aud all will bo well,”

Alhough Elder Dunham had not
asked an sniwer, and hardly expected
'no, yot ho paced up and down, inno
small perturbation, the little room i
:he hospi able homo of Paul and
Burbara Heck which thoy designated
“tho prophet's chamber,” and wbizh
was et apart for the use of the travel.
ling preacher. He tried to read, he
triod,to write, but in vain; ho could
fix his mind on nothing, and his norvous
agitation found relief only in a hurriod
and impatient pacing up ‘and down the
floor,

“What is tho matter with the
preachor to-day I wond r?” ssid Dame
Barbara to goodman Paul, # He never
went on like hat afore.”

“ Ho has som’mat on his mind, you
may be sure, Perhaps hes waking up

ig sermon. A rare good one i¢ will be,
I doubt not,” said Paul,

“Ihope he is not ill, posr man. I
noticed he lnoked pale when he came
in)’ replied Dame Barbars,

It she could have acen him s fow
minutes later, a8 he opened tho small
package brought him by & messengr
fiom tho Pemberton furam, sno weuld
have been relieved of all anxiety ag to
his well-boing of body or of mind. As
Lo unfolded tho dainty parcel, ho
observed a loaf turned sand t1o Bitlo
opened of itself at the book of R ith.
A special maik on the margin celiod
his attention t> the 16 h and 17 h
verses of the first ohupter, Not &
written line but those pencil marks
with the initials “B, P,” mado him
the happiest of men as he read tho
touching declaration ; * Whither thou
goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest,
I will lodge: thy people shail be my
people, and thy God my lod: where
thou diest will I die, and there will I be
buried ; the Lord do soto me, and more
also, if aught but death part theo snd
me.” He raised the sweet words to his
lips, then pressod the book to his heart,
and said with all the solemnity of an
oath—“The Ld do so to me, and
more also, if I be not worthy of such
love,”

OHAPTER XV.—A BLESSING IN
DISGUISE.

The call of duty summoned the zoal-
ous itinerant to vhe turthest end ot the
vast circuit, But ag he rode through
the miry forest trail—marked out by
the “bl z6” upon the trunks of tho

trees—he folt no sense of loneliness,
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