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THE LOVER'S QUEST.

Stood they where the night dews falling,
Spread like sllver a’erthe lea;

Sparkling 'neath the siniling goddess
Sailing o'er them placidly,

With her shimmering raya o’erapreadiog
Tranquil lake and chavging sea.

Lit she up those earnest faces,
Interchangioe looks of love,

Each 1eplete with nameless graces,
As each voice for mastery strove,

Breathing ardent vows, and solemn,
By thatlover's lamwp above.

8sad his lonxing glance, bhut tender,
As he tore himselfaway ;

8weet the matden’s smile, bewitohing,
While the moonbeama o'er her play.

False, Oh! false. the heart coquettish
That within her bosowm lay.

Morning sun with beaming glt.nces
(Gilds the old ancertral grove,
And a messenger nlvances
To the votary of love,
And his tidingn, like a dagger,
In that trusting heart be drove.

“ Wedded § say you, fatal herald !
That she akonld be false and live !”

* Stay, my lond, and sheathe thy weapon,
Death {3 not for thee to give,

Forafar her chosen bridegroom
Bears the lovely fugitive.”

Daswn he foll, as though the tidings
Had indeed his death-stroke been ;
When he rose, how wild his wlances,

And how altered was his mien;
Reason, though not yetdeparted,
Tottered oo her thrune, ‘twas seen.

Now foam anxious friends he wanders,
Laost in foreign lands atar,

On his lip & strain melodious.
1u his kand his loved guitar ¢

Se-king ope whose face still pierces
Clonded memory, like s star.

Little know the erowids who listen
Tiat s priasely name he bora,

QOr that fees, now well nigh shoelesk,
Once bad trod A marble door;

And they, wonlering, hear repeated
Still the same sad measure o'er.

‘T rens 4 song that oft had echoed
To the clear [tniian sXv

‘“Treas a song that oft had summoned
Tear-drops to bislady & eye;

"Tis the song be hopes wiil call her
To receive bis partinyg sigh.

Near tlie crowded hall of fashion,
Watehing exch steparting guest ;

Near each haunt of wealth and beaunty,
S il of a2 faint hope pussessed,

That his exes may rest upon her—
Thus erdures the luver's quest.

AMontreal. M. J. WiLLs.

A PICTURE DEALER’S ROMANCE.
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I, John Gildern, was confidential clerk to
Measrs. Copal & Sons, picture deaiers, near Ox-
fard “street)” London; Ylong  age, “when these
events happened ; and the firm of Gildern & Co.,
that now pas pietures worth  theusands
through its hauds, was not then even a dream
of mine.

I thread my way back throngh the maze and
coufusion of a busy iife 1 these unforgetten
days, and ane pleture rises befire me, real, liv-
ing—all but subatantal in my memory-- the
one picture tZat has hinintea me throngh all
these years, sud that alil the gold that ever was
comed eoulbd not purchase, nor ull the power of
man give tuck again to my badily sight. A
young English girl, not tall or queenly ; not
lofty in looks, bot straight and gracetul and
very fair ; a face with clear-cut lfeatures, wear.
ing yet the looks of a child ; blue eyr s, lookiag
opward, with their dark fringes raised ; eyes of
the softest grayvish blue, not bright, unskill-d
in any artfuiness of glan-e, not fine with any ar-
tistic correctoess of form, hut eyves that were
supremely Leautiful in that rapt, upward look,
bresise they told of a child's unconscious sim-
plicity, of a true heart’s open candor, of a pure
soul that in every-day life, and among every
day things, was bright ennugh to make its pre.
rence kuown. This is the pictura in 1y mind.
Marian atanding on the doorstep of a manor
house witehing the floating clouds in the an.
tumn gky. 1t was a picture of ordinary things
with an mner depth of beanty. The accessories
were connnonplace vnough.  There was a white
yavement before this side door, some ivy on the
wall, and all within was dark.  The fair figure
thus fraoued was dressed in some poor cotton
stuff of pale bine and white Jines that ran ioto
one soft color. . The dusky brown - hair, with
ouly a few golden threads where it spran
straigiit upwanl from the forchead, was y]aiteg
and huug in braids, ‘as was the custom once
before in those old days ; and the hat, with ivy
leaves thrust under its band of pale blue, was
pushed bLack, aud cast no shadow on the never-
to-be-forgotten face.

I, plain John Gildern, was in the most on.
romantie of moods, when, turning out of the
yuth from the side gate by which [ had en-
tered, 1 came upon this sight. [ presented the
appearance of the most ordhinary man of thirty,
such as nay be seen any day in London banks
or offices in scores. I had come to the house

‘merelv o6 businesy, with no .introduction to
the family ; but [ carried a carpetbag—na neces.
sary appurtenance of the traveller in those days
—aud I was invited to stay in the house until
my business was done, for it was expected to
be tronblesome and lengthy work—the draw-
ig up of an sccurate catalogue of the names
of 4 galiery-of pictures, which the master of
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this place desired to sell to our firm.” At my
approach the girl sterped out of ‘the doorway
iinto the garden, and [ saw no more of her that
ay. 4

An old gentleman, careworn and, as it scemed
to me, not too amiable in appearance or man-
ner, received me in a room  fullof books and
papers.  When the servant, a shabby-looking
individual with threadbare livery, usi\ercd me
into his presence, he was bending over the
table looking at some stones and colored earth
through a glass that he held in a thin, palsied
hand. He drew & newspaper hurriedly over his
treasures, and without asking me to be seated,
made his inquiries in a proud, slow voice. Was
I from Messra, Copal & Sons? 1 was. Had ]
come to examine the pictures as their agent!?
Yes, I had come to do that service. Then, he
said, holding himaself straight all the time, and
with a pitiable artifice of display, smoothing
back hiy thin gray hair with the shakiug hand,
whereon glittered a great diamond—then |
would ﬁng my room made ready ; and 1 was
free to stay at Elmsmeré as long as my work
Iasted, for Messrs. Copal had given him to
understand that it wus sometimes a tedious
operation to catalogue and do justice to so
many pictures of all degrees and merit. He
explained that he was a lover not of art
but of study—waving his band toward the
book shelves. He never went near the picture
gallery, and, desiring retirement, he chose to
ask but few to his bouse ; so he was aunxious
to clear off the whole art collection—*“all,” he
said, *‘every one of them ;" and with a sudden
betrayal of anxiety despite his proud deweanor.
““1am sure, sir. Messrs. Copal have seut a cam.
wient azent who will do my property justi e,

“ou can have them all, every one, mind ; and 1
know such a house as yours gives a good price.
Now, sir, the servants will attend to your
wants.”

With that he bowed me out ; and the shadby
serving man went before me along the passage,
with slippers down at heel and stooping gait,
a living satire upon the last order of the poor
broken-down gentleman. Such indeed, wus his
master ! 1 knew it us well as if he had shown
me his mortgnge papers and the blank credit
side of the accounts of Elmsmere. His diamond
ring, his cold ceremony and his crect port,
braving fortune, did wunot deceive me; but 1
must say for the credit of me, John Gildern,
the clerk, that I quitted his presence as |
would have qui ted that of a millionaire ; for
respect was commanided by this rempant of a
grand family struggling against ill-fortune, and
being, as the phrase goes, ‘‘out of luck-*’

My work began, and was not easily ended.
There were but few paintings of value, though
there were many having traditions of great
names attached to them. which u close examin.
ation proved to be groundless; for these were
generally but cojdes, or works *‘ in the manner
of" Van Eyek or De Wint, as the case might
be. There were, however, some really good
Duteh - pictures, a benutiful bat ill-preserved
Madonna of the Tuscan school, and a Rubens
that sorely puzzled me, but which, as the event
proved, turned out to be geunine. The main
brik of the collection - was family portraits,
worth little more than their frantes. It was
clear from the names of these that the family
was related to a knighitly one ; but. this branch
bore no title.. There was a “veritable Stuart
court lady by Lely amoug the rubbish ; ani
there were two pretty children with unkempt
hair, great brown eyes and pointed chins, pur-
porung ‘to be from the pencil. of Sir Joshua
Reynolds., There i3 no need to describe, norecan
I at this-day remember, all tho pictures of that
miscellaneous collestion:  But among these

bundreds of Lright or old anml discolored can-
vasses there was one that attracted my atten-
tion, and it was only a little thing, no more
than eighteen or twenty inches in siz-. This
was the portrait of a fuir voung woman aniong viue
leaves at 8 windew. She was drassed in white
silk, adorned with jeweis, and with strings of
large pearls rouud her neck. Her hands were
raised: and clasperl w3 if in some enraptured
gesture, her blue eyes cast upward.  And though
the dress was as ditferent, and the uttituds of
the hands was tragic and what we commoniy
call **stagey,” [ bad no difficnlty in detocting
a striking likeness hetween thnse fair, refined,
spiritual features and the gitl [ bad seen stand.
ing at the door. In the corner of the picture
thera was an awkward smaar of paint. *' That
voneeals the artigt’s name,” 1 thought, and 1
soon carefully ramoved it. Bntleneath there
wis only serdtehed in small white letters, ** My
Julier”—two words which cast no light upon
my business but awakene! my curinsity to a
painlul degree.  On the back was a Jate twenty
years bofore. : T .
"~ My work soon put the discovery out of iy
head. - [ saw. no oue all day except the slip-
shod serving man ; and; after a lonely evening,
he cume with & guttering candle to light me up
stairs to a large bare room, tilled with the smoke
of an unwonted fire. It was a room with faded
‘hangings, aeedy pictures,” a tiled hearth-plaee
and shalowy half-lit walls. Any one nervously
inclinad would have imagined not one but half
a dozen ghoats there. | was haunted by no.
thing but- the memory of tho girl at the door,
and the mystery of the portrait with its obliter-
ated name, ‘‘ My Juliet.” v
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Al next day I worked alene, the rain pat-

tering againat the high narrow windows of the

' nortrait with the rest in the gnllery.

gallery.  Many of the family portraits I omity
ted from my last list as not saleable, and variout.
other pictures I set down as ‘‘doubtful,” no
being able,” without consultation, to settle th®
question of their authentieity ; but the little
painting of the gitl in white sitk at the window
was 80 exquisite in feeling, in color, and in min-
ute finish, that 1 had no hesitation about plac-
ing it in my list. 1t was about sunset when
the light in the gallery was strong and clear
in & dry hour after the rain, that as I kneh de-
ciphering some artist’s marks on a little Dutch
sea picce hung badly near the floor, 1 heard a
light footfall, and looking up I behelid a slight
girlish figure treading with fitth: slippered feet
on the bark oak floor. "1 rose and bowed, It
was the girl of whom [ had wished vainly all
day and all last evening to catch another
glimpse. 1 rightly guessed that she was my
ost's granddaughter,and I was not free from
an embarrassing flutter of heart when she came
to speak to me: but 1 supposed it would be
some message from the old mun, nothing more.

The girl drew near and began to speak, with
eyes not  downeast, but like a child's eyes,
raised steadily to mine, with a logk that was
at once the soul of innocence and maidenly
rentleness.  ** 1 want to ask you,' she said,
“ig that picture to be sold among the restd”’
The picture she pointed to was that which had
roused my curiosity the evening befare.

Yes, 1 aid; it was on my list.  The instrue-
tions received were to the effect that all were to
be gold; and though there were some of the
larger portraita that [ could not take, this pic-
ture was of value.

Never snall T forget the effect of these words
—the nervous trembling of the pirl's lid and
liquid look in the blue eyves. **Sir,” she said,
addressing me in that way Decanse she knew
nothing of Jatter day customs, and wus making
an earnest appeal, “Sir, it ix my mother’s por-
trait.  Grandfather does not eare for it but
oh! I da. Tt is no use for me to ask it of him,
he thought so little of her. But will you ask
him and have it kept for me 1"

¢ Most assuredly | will,” said 1, looking
downt at the earnest fice, which it would have
taken a harder and more unchivalrons heart
than John Gildern's to refuse. ‘1 nm certain
there will be no difficulty having it left out of
the list,”

T am not so sure of that,” she said, smiling
and shaking her head.  ** Grandfather has such
strange ideas sometimes, and he keeps so o
whatever he once says.”’

** Other prople do that, ton,” T replied, assar-
ingly.,  “1 shall keep to what | have satd, aud
see that the picture remains here”’

With her swret voice she thanked me and
went away, leaving poor Johin Gildern standing
stifl, wate-book in hand, calling to mimd every
word that had passed, like any romantic swain
of twenty, wondering i( he wonld sre her again,
ad, through sheer anxiety, fancyviug every
word of his own hal twen awkwarlly and stu-
pidly uttered. . DR ‘

When the szrvant summoned me to my solis
tary dinner,-and took his place behind my chaiv
in the deserted Jdiningroom, full of fuded

‘grandeur, | ¢ uld no longer rosist the tempta-

tion to find out som=thing about the family, or
rather—nead | conceeal it t—-about my charming
little maid.

[t i3 mither todious work for me here,” |
sabl as a heginnivg, my preocenpation causing
me to make such sputtering failuresin dismom.
bering aoduek that | know the shabby-coated
ohl wan  was grinninyg behind my nin-nulden
¢ Family portraits are such useless things unless
thee are by a mon of note, and there are some
of the pictures that [ know nething ahout,
For inatance, there ix a Jittle thing of a lady in
white silk at'sx window, and there is somnething
interesting about it, but it has not even an ar.
tist’s name.” 1 knew I was not wasting my
words.  This servant had evidently grown gray
in the family ; most likely there was not an
inch of the house unknown to him.

+ Ah!yes—ah, yes, ves!” he aid, speaking
in low, husky tones, and: elearly making a. bad
copy of his master's air ol importance, **There's
a secret abont that pictar’ { "taint no comman.
affair, not it."’

*Well,” 1 said, *“if vou can assist me in
any way that is valuable in my business, Ishall,
of course, consider your services.,” - All ia fair
in'love and war, they say, and [ eonlid not resist
the desire to satisly my curiosity.

** Much ableeged to son, sir * said the husky
old man, with a bow of great lignity, as he
forthwithi proceeded to ralate the history of the
mysterious picture.

The facts I"afterward put together were thess:
There had long ago been a coldness, almost a
foud, etween-the ownerof Eltnumere and his
only son. . Theeanse of this was the attachment
existing between the son and- a beantiful and
virtuous girl who waa then an the hoards of a
provineial theatre. The delay to this marringe
was cintsed by the father’s threats of disinhenit.
ing the offender. But at last that difficulty
was surmounted ; a consent waa wrested from
the old man ;. the marriage took place, and the
bride bidding furewell to the atage, was bronght
home to Flmamere, Her husband, the heir of
the mansion,  had dabbled in art. - He painted
his .wife as Juliet, the part in. which he had
firat seen. her; and he insisted ‘ou hinging the
flo met

with & fearful accident not long after-the mar-
¢ .age; and the father, for love of his williul
zon, let the small portrait hang where he had

placed it, “bhut with his own hand blotted out

the worda in the corner—** My Juliat.”  The ;

young “wife did- notlong outlive her sudden
osa ; and the old man was nover reconciled to
her, although:as the servant said, ‘*she was
the gentlest, most heavenliost bein’, sir, that
ever: drew breath.'” . But ‘when, indying, she’
left an infunt” daughter, the  father's heart
warmed to the child, and for his son’s sake she
became to him the one dear thing on: earth.
‘This was the whole story—un sad one enough.
My interest in-it only wmade the servant more
communicative. : i B

*¢ Master will want to se¢ you, to.night, sir,
ag the business is done,” he said ; *“and don't
you mind, sir, if you find- him nervous s bit—
or hot ns I may say. 1t's his way, sir. The
world's gone “askew with lhim this long time
back ; and there’s ulways a'mine or some such
noungense  just agoin' for to be found on the
estate, and not bein’ found after all, and edging
his tewper, poor gentleman.”

The old man way evidently glad of some one
to. tald to, but-when heé verged on his mas-
ter's preseéut-affairs I stopped him, and dinner
being finished, sent bhim with'a message to my
host to ask i he was at leisure to see me. He
sent back word that he was engaged on most
important business, but wonld see me in half
an bour. When the summons to the library
came at’ last it was easy enough to see that the
‘“most important business” had something to
do with plans ou the table, which were stained
by late contact with elay or dusty stonea. This
uuch I could not help observing, as the plaus
lay on the table, and the old man held some-
thing tn his hand, which dropped reddish earth
on the floor when he stretehed it toward me
with an impatient gesture. [ gave hima rough
estimate of the value of his pictures, subjest to
changes, {or better or worse, which might be
made in it by my employers. 1 offered him his
option of deing businesy in this way or of hav-
ing the whole collection disposed of on his own
account for what it wonld bring at our sales
rooms. He zaid he preferred ready money trans.
actions, with the firm for the purchaser, but
the fizure | named was. much too luw, He
went over the list with me, and waxed, as the
servant  had predicted, rather hot on seeing
some of the prices, and hotter still at my in-
ability even to take into cousileration the pur.
chase of the portmits. 1le wasonly pacified.
when hie was absolutely losing his sell command,
by my assuranee that this catalogue was ouly a
fiest estimate ; that in ordar toaveid disappoint.
raent | had set down what T myselfl thought the
lowest fanrs, anid that Thad to leave out some
works which exausination wmight prove to be of
great  value, in which vase our house v ould
deal with him hberally.  He had risen to his
feet ; bt he sank again inte his armechair on
hearing this explanatian, saying: ** Certainly,
eartainty ; we cannot yet  decide on the exaet
trare ;o and after all”—with a trembling voice
and hix loftiest air—**a few pounds one way or
the other matter but tittle to me ; but a man
does not like to part with any of his property
below what hie himsell believes 16 be its actual
worth."’ : .

This | judged « Tavourable moment” for thi-
cominission T had  reeeived from my fair sup.
plisut inthe morning, 1 hastened “ta expluin
that @ vorng lady, whom | judiged o be s
daughter—aiserable my, driven to use such Bat-
tery b=t N he said 1 “Chis granddanghter,”
I howsd, wicl went on,. The yvoung lady had re-
spguested e not o dnelude i my Hst s smail
family porteait of some value,

1 kuow the thing,” he sid impatientiy,
* She has been talking to ma about it Let it
o ltis ouly a faney, sir, which: does not enis-
cern your husiness here. I want the galliry
cleared, and 1 am only sorry =0 muny of those
vapid daubs of our ancestors bave to remain
there.” o

His severe tone and cold looks were almost (v
mieh far me ; bat 1 was not outmastered yit.
I replisdin:a firm but respectful manner, aorry
for theartifice I was pesorting to against his
gray-haired ‘ruined pride: “ You say, sir, it
does not matter to you whether the pi-ture bring
8 fow poninds mare or leas, - The price of the dne
is no valie to'yon, and the™ portrait itself iz of
value to the young lady so mueh for whomw |
speak thatahe herwelf made it ba my business
and my coneern to mention-it."”  This was the
homethrst, B S

**Of eourse 1 don’t care abont the paltry
price,”" hegaid.. ** If she really wants the thing
so mnch strike it ont of your list."' - After that
hurried speech  he  bowed  my - dismissal
ws he h:u.‘ done at the last interview, ouly
remarking that he supposed [ would carry the
result of my waork to Loudon: in the morning;
and thers wonld be. no. further dalay. ~ When 1
had gone to the foot of the stairease, in the dusk
of the spacions Nagged hall, T saw his grand.
daughter coming hastily fromn a deorway,; ‘whore
no doudt sha had waited anxiously for my step’
on the staira. o ' )

" Have you asked grandfather "' she whis.
pered. ) ; o

s Thave.:. He will do as yon wish about the
portrait. - 1 have struck it off iy Tiat." o =

*t I'amso glad 1" she said, still in a low voice.
* I'wwould not part with' it for the world i And
sha seemied sucprised at her good fortune, while
f knew but too well that the seeret of it lay in
‘my allusion to money affairs, n snbject on which
the poor min woull tiot have a stranger's anspi-
cion arouscd, . RN D

‘* You have been very kind," ahe said—**very.
good to me.” And with some sudden impnlan

of gratitude, she stretched out her hand, which
I was but too prond-to prass. for u moment in.
‘token of friennship,




