My ebild whose roul is like a flame

Where quaint sad erooked letters stand,

Sowe sweeter things than others have,
To dosufort after »o much puin;

But, teli me, could.we & as brave
Through fire and rack and chain 7

glowed with
ing the &)

» © be elaborated from it

“1'm glad there are no martyrs now
Blithe rings the voice and positi e

# Ab, love,” my own heart answers low,
“ The martyrs ever live

“ffull of the animating

1;:'" of w single,

With feurless step and steadfast fgoe

They tread the common way word-for which I had come bither

ﬁ.-m. Mr. Cambur explsining snothe

# Than dusgeon boit or folding blaze
Their crows unseen wiay heavier press

Awl nene vuspect, n.mn;h smiling di
Their utmont bitterpess.”

wigdow

| the wall and threw it ‘u»-.. face upwand
 Bonie sweet thing surely God must keop | [ sooped to piok it up, sod
To comiors,” sad my littie one | my gase fastoned upos it
“They thank Him wow if tender sleey 1t v
Cuosse «het the day is done the (patures pure delionte, the solonr
jug riek and soft | but e chief ¢
in the expression of the faoe
Jook ing forth, blended with

&

God' smgeBlewp, with menifold
Roft touches, smoothing brows

Duetle not hevowd the guies of gold
Beonase no wight. is dhere

O i

e wrtspt hmatiate!
be drwien  for

Tt i onbbed

and ihe word seemed

S HIL

eatebing sight of the Bridegroom, in the | initials, “H. B.A.” painted rtist-wise in
distance, while her whole soul goex out to | one corner of the canvag

meet himi ; yet, with s (ender, unfailivg |
charity, she touches hier sleeping sister ae | constrained tone, “thu ina copy of that;
whe passes her by, | th to go without a Jast | he painted it for me.™

sttempt to waken and warn her. Her Involuntarily I glanced at “The Call,”
face is #0 fall of earnest impulse, aud her | and was at once struck by the great, simi-
figure of wiry motion, that she seems sct- | larity of style and treatment in the two
ually stepping forth from the canvas—ah ! qumu Impossible to believe that they
if I could only fastes her upon it!” ad not been conceived in the same ima-

“You will do it day,” said I, “for | gination, and executed by the same baod.
the o is 100 besutiful to be lost.” he first breatiing of an odd suspicion

Then, he set before us & female head, | went through my mind. He coloured ;
sayitg -ply. “The Call.” his quick perception detected it at once.

{x was not needed. The (nr. listening |  Ruth, lesa interested in the “Waiting!”
face, wlightly raised-+the , gozing in- | had gone back to the “Foolish Virgin,”
tontly in the direction ot c voice’ juet | and was, studying her sttentively. The

, and recognized—itold their own | artist drew near to me.
#tory ; and told it so well that we looked
and listened; too

The next was also & head—“Repose.” 1
bad not loo'id at it many moments, when,
with the fine, quick insight which belongs

310 the trae artist, he laid it aside, -say-
ing~— %

*You do not eare for it, |
iete rate it higher thas the ot
count it & Wierable success in the
ment of colour

“1-do ot ¢
& soul—a significance-

a low voice.

“I can keep my own secrets,” T snswer-
ed, lightly, “and 1 recommend others to |
do the same, except where intimate frien:
ship warrants or enjoins -their disclosure.

e drew himselfup. “You wish me to

; yet art- | understand that you are not my friend,”
er, they ac- | said he. .

depart- |  “Well, perhaps not—in the closer and

| truer sense,, that enough your

ess there is | friend to have any good claim upon your

confidence ; yet 100 much your friend to

ee

is—not

re for colour w

under return

| was in Florsnce at the time of his death,
| or I abould have keen at your side, caring

| for him as & son, for you a8 & brother. He

discussion began. Recollecting himself,
after & moment, he vaid, with & good-hum
vared laugh

“Upon my word, I had “quite forgotten | went so suddenly, st last I—I did not even
that unlucky picture of mine; do not set | know that he was gone, until you had left
down sy rhaprody for a tilt in its defence. | Ttaly, 1 returned to Rome, to find only &

1 am pot such & fool as 1o attempt 10 ar-
gue with the feeling stirred by my pic-
tures, be it ‘ndifference or dislike. Artista,

vacant place, where I had always before
found ready sympathy, wisq counsel, sea-
sonable encouragement, & cordial wel.

8 well a¢ avthors, must take such mes- | come. And for his sake, you see, do you
sure of appreciation as is vopchsafed them, | not, |?n I must m«h be his d;ughm L}
snd be th-hul Inappreciation—" He | friend, whether she will be mine, or no;

my mlhn{;rviu, my faithful regard are

always ather disposal ; whenever she veeds

them; she has but to reach out her hand,

;ud {ake them up—u:ey will be ready for
er.

“They can attsibute to ignorance,”

said
i {1 ing the sentence.
h‘:——‘:ﬂ' . ‘ofunor itin the off-

he glve.

Ruth

As for me, I-sat down and

counts vith m; Jﬁdum it was that
led the artist’s: confidence ;
1 listen to

which had
it had haughti

‘Within a crystal altar lsm i
Beode o'er an ancient Mh»& name o, A
Obecured by mildew damp : 4 | whose white upnnf xinn
ac! er
¥ And tracing down the yellow Jeaves, ;;‘:vlk.;:i eyes e

The artist ‘nve the sweet key note of the

of the subject, and partly because it still
the fire of inspiration, bring-
tator closer to the heart and | in her position, and began to mpand o
imagination of the artist than the picture | the artist’s efforts to engage her in gonver-
vould ever do; | sation, I went and sat down before the
for this was genius in its first fervent heat, | “Waiting,” letting it sink into wy heart
its swift moment of its effervescence—un- | Ab, Francesca! ifI could but look for-
adulterated by any colder or staler mood, | ward to my future in just the apirit which |

enrnest thought. It affected me Aenleepl\ |
;5 t"”:ﬂ'”' ik "‘;ﬁ‘ ‘r o that T turned away, not caring to see
- — | thing more. Here was the Gospel—the |

sketoh to Ruth, T walked away towand the

But, as | went, my skirt osught on one

waguisitely lovely female head,

s onrnest
wounething of
wolitade, something of hope, something of
| subeisionivencsn, all hebd u‘..u.n i that | wer greenness and  glory —~seemed ae dan

p--y by Truth, from some snconding doep we
WITHOUT AND witsiN where it would thin have hidden it
Woaiting !
oV W0 & SAW Por what is she wailing b
flor & pause
7 For whatever pions wel
: CHAPTER XXXU be, saiiing L Bive liag Shee lonrwed
Tise som . was drawn | that the inlerpretation of my pletures var
. > - wheerved quietiy d the mon that bk
“Put what was your coneey o wpon them. Fhey nover toll exmotly the |
A Daught Wisdom ¥ wane sty any two  persons--the
“f searce remember wha wans; 1 can | il differ, if the swbetance i identical
: give you an iea of what it is. [ aee ber 1 continued to survey the pleture atte
pring swifily forth to meet the Bride Uvely Suddenly the mysth ‘U-MM LS
: s i her newlydjodled lamp is hu ber | sooistion stirred within me.  *“Waiting
{nu. thirowing & steong light upon her | [ exclaimed, giving Mr. ‘Cawbur  sur
pure, suble features, which are still fur {m-..i look—why that was the subject of
ther itluminated from within by joyous | Harry Archum's last Ymm- the one
saticipation’; she looks straight bffore her, | which has been so favourably l.«u‘»,.a,
with an eager intent gaze, ns if already | confounded. 1 had just discovered the

“Yes, replied Mr. Cambur, in a slightly |

“Can you keep a secret 7 he asked, in |.

od 1, with more frankness than oo nrtegy listen to any forced, unprnnmh(uwl re
Mr. Canibs trned 8 surprised face up- | velation, of which you might repent to
on me, and his cyes “Not eare for | morrow.”
eolour ™ be exclaimed t is the “Pardon me, but it was not o much
darling child of rown and | confidence as explanation that 1 was arout |
of the o o offer you
e, he w “Believe me when- I say that [ do no
b olovr | need it wing tvat you are Henry |
withoon witl Archun memberin, highly
p sur | my father thought of you atinfied
th “ bk the ear—onp- | that your motives for ye
. bssat iom he most | nito are good ot Jowst t
wried e burm ( i» He e y s
u : il ¢ s ol make Iy
" hea i ver | mus .
the foor ' bip w
- ¢ i \ I groera
ra ag it | {
\
‘ hond  neng §
. A w gleani of f I .
the fudedonn grecr t f he | the ¢ phied
in ¢ wh - e Miss Fr alinde y
the myrid change "e father how strongly 1
provious slon sointh, | was sttached 4o hims, nor with what goo
amethyst, and & ween, | reason § he It was who—when ) sank dow
Bt by the glory ol i Lewildered, speechless before the mighty
whoure Lo gorge a tide of art that swept on my arr
What endlene joy viil in Rome, crashed withi the seuse of my
u that splendour ) own littleness and feebleness, and wonder
Take it awey be iney g that I had ever dared to call myself an
™ gion, and see how mi ( o artist—he it. was  who lifted me up snd
fed gave me new hope and confidence ; he frst
& True,” said 1 ; “but what if the colour | spoke o me words of kindly, intelligont,
were ofily & thin crast of paint 1 | discriminating praise. 1 vowed to myself
He stared, uncomprebending. He had | that I never would forget it, and I never
eutirely lost sight of the poinj where the | have forgotten it. It wo happened that I

The necessary
Iy made, snd the

They mnde a
mn

for inspiration, mcdel, comfort, bleasing
Then, as Ruth grew to be more at' eas

, | softens and besutifies that face !

| CHAPTER XXXIII.
THE UNOPENED LETTER.
r | During the few weeks past some of th

rative have becowe curiously entangled

| remote, will be found 1o have been int

wvoluntarily | mate In relstion and reciprocal in influ
8 we are |

oe, when the day ot knowin,
known ahall ealighten our souls,
To make you understand it all, I mus

barm was| go back 0 » certaiin morning near the end

|8 Augus. What & morsing it was |
There had boen o shower in the night, so
Ahe bnrth—stil] e with  undimued -

W anisner K Nawosren fine spuidibrinm w0 canpntinl W o wigh of | Uiy frosk and sweet ae o sewlpsnshe
- bigh ant bl Fhe sight ‘stiresd M resool! -
M This in the best Guing | have soon § natinots of nentuess into renewed  agtivity

ected” Berlal St T Wit do you cadl 4 Bowoe after bronk fast, | heard her sumget

Pootetope overhend in  the garret, minglel

withs onlivoning
wernbiing . snd (he staironse was .‘
e— Ly & proseesion r-nm
Lustpans wops, palle  of waler
which Allos noted o the anwilling =
Badl A Badle  deter, 1 heard Uhe e
Bonar hobi reformer's yobor e L
the garret window Wwwned Mrs. Divine
“y [N lea the how nast
thie gerret inl | shoublnt  wupposs it he
rough olesning oul  sinee 4h
yen The dudt in half an inah thiek
andet  the saves, and therw's’ cole
wough hanging from (he raflers 10 mak
. onry the floor, I "twas sfl spun s
Un oturned Mrs. Divin a o
1o indioate that ber mind was busy with
| some other sbject; and declined 1o quit |
for the consideration of the one thus
1 brought to her notioe
[ “For my part, {»urnlnl Mrs. Prescott,
seeilig that no further response was to be

| hoped for, and  with a -llgm accession of
| sharpness in her tone, “if there's anything
l like, it’s to be clean-~I can’t abide nast-
neas—I don't mean to wallow in_ the dirt
till I'm buried in it; “and that's the worst
thing about being buried; to my mind; I'd
rather be burnl up or dissolved in a barrel

of aqua fortis,”

“?’mcxlln, remarked Mrs. . Divine,
mildly, yet not without a certain decision
in her tone, “‘the garret’s clean enough for
my purpose, just as ’tie; if it ain’t for
yours, you've got the privilege of scrub-
bing it till its suited to your mind; but
dﬁntrxpect me o bother about it—Dve
got to attend to, which you use up
faster u hany can make it. I reckon dirt
| i« only one o' the miseries that Eve
brought on us by eating the apple, snd I
dont mean to spend all my strength in
fighting that, eo I shan’t have any to bring |
to bear on the rest. When the earth gets
too filthy for decent folks to live in; per-
hips the Lord’ll be good eaough to send |
another deluge, and give it a good washing

out.
“He's more likely ‘to send a fire,” re-
joined Mrs, Prescott, grimly—“and that

s me, there's the greatest lot ofold,
trumpery up here that was ever
ther; if T had my way, 'd makes

bonfire of it; T can't think what your
saving it all fir! Do let me clear some of
ut !
Mre Divine quickly let go the rlnp'un[
bucket, and mounted the stairs, in terror
| for the safety of her scoumulations. Some
of that “trumpery,” doubtless, was very
closely entwined with her heart-strings
Time,while making it vulgar, dingy, cher
shed and ridioulons 1o others, had apothes
e it 1o her sight jmoreove wan betler
n & chronclogical table of
he foot f tnire  she
podd, wif wtr v windd 1ght
ullod M ¢, if
Lo slep up garr e
how ¥ mething that'l
y There's & whole seoreary
f Lgenriosities up there that brother
Hora ght home from sea
1 retary proved i e bat
tered comb 0 f deok w
sch a4 was in vogue & century
two olnw-fect, half the brass rings that did
the duty of wodern knobs, and the Tid
b had.been convertible

le into & writiny
The fop was composed of the ..J

little drawers and pigeon-holes, enol
it would seem, hopelessly to confu

est

metiory of whoever sought to make use of |

them—ever & ghostly owner (and it must
have had more than one) would need all
his spiritual attributes to discover in which
of them he had deposited his mortal seo-
reta.  Altogether, it Jooked just fit to be the
repository of the curious medley stored
within it—shells, ‘corals, uncut gems, |
coins, medals, buckles, amulets,
weapons, African fetishes, and whatever
of rare or curious the deceased eaptain
(who appears to have had a very tty
taste in such matters) had been able to
pick up during his Jifelong employment, n:
one eapacity or snother, in the m
service. ){'.ny an odd or obsolete lmck-
knack, for which a virtaodo would give
half his fortune, was here hidden, and
likely to remain 80 till the dry-rotted raft-
ers overhead should full and bury them in
Ihiir ruins. M
was vainly
pnhmd tl\e cnnov:f

m Mrs.

to pick out and com-
recondite stitch of &

Divfne’l animated rendition

ing began.
For a timéy] sat and watched tho tnm
Yk“m‘ picture, in the art-
ged lights and shadows of the
sbsorbed and ted

hitherto disconnected threads of this par

It in typical, perhaps, of the way in which
of the waframed oanvases standing against | lives and characters, spparently the most | “when the peraon the letter is written to is

nounde of |un\hl‘ el

while lllh-"
ofif &

dn;nt. snd the

handwridlﬁ, i

And he died fifteen lnst. !
Can yon make out | tiom,
Frost? apec on’t seent to ste

I took the letter, and rend “F‘r?uw' k
Thorne, Esq., No ® ——-Sm-ct, Néw Or

eans.”

" | And Mrs. Divine looked around as if she |
| hinl&expected one or the other of the inter-
ested parties to gather up h's bones and
his n-r:n, dnd whatever ‘whadowy habili-
ments came to hand, and come forth from
| the dimmest corner of the garret to claim
| his furgonen property.
at's the use of wasting so much
nme on the outside?” demanded Mrs.
| Proscott, impatiently. “Open it, and see
W, hnl is in it
Mrs. Divine looked at her meditatively.
71 don’t feel certain I've got any right to
o | do that,” she answered slowly ; “I reckon
Mrs. Thorne or Rick’s got the best right
to open Mr. Thorne’s letters.” y
“Nonsense I” exclaimed Mrs, Preacott—

e

Her breath comes quick, ber bosom beaves, uietly, *“T suspeot that Wtist, | “Why thist’s stranger yet!” exclaimed
Hard shuts the cager hand. :::hofbgnr-ty‘ rials ‘Zn but the shadows of uw\dmg at hll ensel ; the beautiful sitter, | she, ataring st me in great amaze, “That
“y "1 mest the uplifted eyes angels’ wi blushing beneath hils intent gave. T won- | must be Mre. Thorne’s husband, who died
'r::x":.a'..] shine through gu.m".,g g eyes lled with sudden tears. If we | dered if the opening chapter of & pleasant eight or ten years ago, at least, aud I newer i
05 4 nuld always think that, how much easier | litle romance might uot be shaping | heard Horace mention his name, and didn’t | WARREN LELAND, New York: T{sen
P e b the ilkias te bear the trial ! itself before my eyes. ' What more” muli su b koew him! A letter from a | i/: v;?wmfgiigl’ “":ml':: ,}'Oﬂg' “;’_ ‘i‘:
Gad "f"l" '":“dm]' o | Thiseketch interested me meost of all, | an artist need—or ask—than to have lh dead man to a dead man, and the snI. | YER'S A
PR G0 ovast) yones, | partly on account of the beauty and pathos | surpassingly lovely face always at his never broke—it’s not quite fo e [ o

,&‘n-m\ Illlmpla», \
SARSAPARILLA has made a new man of
me.” [Cured by it of General Debility.]
.mnw J. Rvix, Athietic B. B. O,

idadalphia, Pa. AYER'S SARSAPA-
xm&mn‘d me [Cured by it of Rheu~
ma

Oan:no: ul,w‘l.ouu. Mass.: .‘:
o tter healt]

.mi" 0 Lfm use of Avm"me IIL~
De:)l Cﬂ by it of Carbuncies snd

r\uuu 8. CLmvnmb.

“A mos!
znlukk lmllﬂemllg Indden!t "3.?{1“

su\.unuu.u of n-d.dg:
g ndigestion, a au De-
mm,

| dead it'e alwiys sent back to the writer.”

“When be’s alive,” retarned Mra. Di- |
vine; “but, you see, Horace ain’t; and
it's beat into my wind, somehow, that he
t | never wrote to Mr. Thorne, except on Mr

|
{
|

Thorne's own business ; and I don't feel no |
eall o pry into that man’s sffirs, dead or
alive

Mre. Proscoit Iaunched
Mot 1
neisd it, afver

xnother suggen

oly Hornoe oconcladed not |

"I¥as written

i

Mre. Divige gave it a momentary oon
ideration, and shook her head I he |
had, he would have destroyed it No,y

§ | Prisollla-—elther he thowght “twas sent ¢
he was taken away before he had a chance
wnd it X reren b e "

arn voynge, within sight of p

l he matter was Anally wlerred

Trae. Maving turied the lettor ove
“ v sldreas, woighel

slauced !

o buried five A s .

he bost thing 16 & )

Bis "ud b 40 § bt Tad

fa ) v, 48 !
way while the neh agoir

y. Bt wi're oll Nk . Lnrl\!
hitehed fo o an's pa

rally dose that o' dun Shiknee
sine thit this lettor was meant W &
wuthing' o' that sort | and we mysta’t send
that chanoe & scurryin’ up. chimney |s
smoke. Put on your bonnet, Hansah, and
go up o Mie’ Thorne, wnd you and she
open the kruﬂ(ur(hc-r » |

Mre. Divine looked aghast. = *Land
sakes ! such thing! I'm

?n t do any

right in the thiok of soap-making.”
“Wall, send Priscilly, then.” |
It was Mrs. Prescott’s turn to demur
“What ! and leave sll that muss on the

stairg and up garret! Not for forty lotters |

I shan't stop and dress up till 'm through,

and that won't be before night ; besides, I

don t know Mrs. Thorne, and I don’t want

| !lra Prescott, be it understood,. is not
one wit-less fastidious about her acquaint-
ance, ih her own way, than Mrs. Thorne
herself.

There was & moment of perplexed sil-
ence. Curious as the 2 party undeniably
were, their curiosity was not to be gratified
at the expense of personal integrity, nor of
household order.

[ “Well” said Mrs. Divine at Jast, “it
must wait till to-morrow then.” Aud she
turned slowly away.

Uncle True looked dissatisfied, and |

| scratched his head reflectively. “It strikes |
me that o letter that has waited nnu-m
| year 0 be opened, has waited about
enough,” said he. “News and p(-uluu
often spile by keepin’ just a leetle too
long. 1'd go up thar myself, only my old
chair ain’t able to tra quite so fur. Per
haps Miss Froat ud do it, now ; -she’s al
lers ¢ Besides, she knows Mis’
Thorne o up the bus'ness t
and bring us hum a foll report.”
And as this plan 1 best ¢

atisf

homely

uprightne parties
aving & way open fur the ody gratif
with b in ab [
B
! o oou
ught the muslin den
Fhan any she'd poen you

ol e
ol watin

r pinyful hugers

b beok e N
And felt w little oro
how me some velvet ribix
Hnn-T and satin ture
ve il

Miron mx. Dracut, Mass.: *“The
one 1 wou above oune«
& blood rm"'- [Cured by AvEn's

\ununnu.u of Scrofulous Humor
amd Dyspepsia.]

'~unn' CARTER I\vadul Tenn..
‘wemed ssturated with 8o
ul., ut AYRR's hmnmu,n cured

Alnou “all the flls that flesh fs hol

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

By People who Have Proven its Benign Effects.

HON. FRANCIS JEWETT, Lo-ﬂ
“AYRR' b:mnnxx‘u Is ‘y
M “E!ood
luunc m e [C‘um! by it of

B. ToNPRING, Brooklyn, No¥.:
&uurnl bay done me un-
othing else has been o effi-
](Cuxv' by it of Feminine

“AY!
el {C
Allments.

R Lot o

2:‘ e:;:dnb‘;{nf‘a Buturnu.u of

m H. IUKAA\'»W nu. .y

by it of

a“nl:hloa "‘xﬁi’-";& und
Internal Fever.]

G M Jass.: “No

RO, ANDREWS, e
deubt whatever that
o AYRR'S BAuArAnll.u ¢ (&nﬂ byt
fhltklﬁ o}
t CHAPMAN, J\alhu. u H.
x;““' m: ATt by 1 o o oot
urifier.”
mmllmp and sev: L\s i‘l’“
mors.]

Mrs. LoRENzO 8. RUGGLES, Audurn,
Me. “Aynnﬁnmnmu‘umud
i others.” ]{mm by
neaane

s rit al
it u;‘m-{u Wni

ir to” spring from, or are intenwified by,

impurities in the blood, the result of hereditary talot or of a wrong msnper of

living

AYER'S BARSAPARILLA thoroughly purifios the blood, gives tone amd vigor

to the digestive argans, and imparts new vilality to the servous system, The auly

preparation of this class for which these

elalms osn be truthfully made. el the ouly

oune that does “real, lasting good,” i

Ayers Barsaparilla
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ADVERTISE YOUR BUSINESS

IN THE

“ Messenger and. Visitor.”

The Best Medium in t

he Mantume vamces.

POINTS F()R BUSINESS MEN

“Don't e xpe
You onn't eat enough in a week tv |
on that plan, either’
The enterprising advertiser proves

ontse in advertising he knows how 10 sell

an advertisement to bear fruit in one night.

ast you a year, and you can’t advertise

that he u \}-rwmv\ Iy hiow to buy, be-

People who advertise only once in three months, forget that most folks

osnnot remember anything longer than’ sbout seven 1\
It yon oan arouse ouriosity by an advertisement, it is a point gained.
Quin ng niwm-m: in dull times ix like teariug ont » dum bécause the
water [« low. - Either plan will prevent good times from ever coming

Enterprising business men know 1h
I'he persistency of those who ave v
but keep their names ¢
right slde in the end

S RATES FURNISEPED ON
Address

ver before the

E. A

o value of advertising the year round.
intimidated by the ory of dull times,
publio, will surely place them on lhe
APPLICATION
POWERS, Publisher,

Saint John. N. B

“I want to purc
Then gave the ml N
he shopman, all obedience
Brought satins, silks and

At length, with hesitation,
She bought a yard of tape |

rape

Have you,” asked the Judge of a re- |
ently-convicted man, “anything to offer |
ourt before-seotence is passed 7 *No, |
your honot,”
lawyer wok my last cent.”

—A little boy, whose parents sre always
moving from one house 10 another, was
asked recently by the Sunday-school
teacher, “Why'did the Lsruelites move ont
of hgwpt 7 and promptly ‘Phad “Because
they couldn’t pay the rent.

—A story is told of an old lady who re-
fused to be comforted by her pastor’s as-
surance that when be left she wonld have
& better pastor as successor. “Na, na,”
she said, ““ I have seen fourteen changes in
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—The ludicrous side of the drink q
tion was well shown ‘b! mac.
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