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There is bread, 1 say again wlîiel was never kneaded by baker,
by milier nover crushed, noyer soivn by fariner. The truce
Brcadfinder Nvill seek diligently for that Pictures, Mlusic,
Poetry, EIc'quence, Sculpture, the Dramatie Talîent, the beau-
tiful, wvbieh it; also the Divine, wvill aiford it ta the seekier.
Art is the 111gb Priest, wbo candurts us ita the Sanctuary,
but the impure of soul enters wjtb veilcd cyce. Not even the
poot, wvha is "&God's darling,"' shall know the divinity of bis
mission, whio leads other than a simple and a divine lite.
Only therneek inu hoart shall sec Ood.

Hardiig left tio churchi For the first ture in bis lifo his
soul had got a glimpse of the truc brcad. Pursued by this
convicZaetn, ho did wbat under other circuinstances ho would
nover bave thouglit of doing. Ho visited an oid companion
of lis schoi.days, who wvas naîv a culptor of eminence, and
wboin bo had not seen for fifteen years. Ho scarcely expeut-
cd a wclcoxne, but bad found one, whien hoe made himseîf
known. Whcen lio entercd the atelier, the beautiful creations
of genius which lie sawv there, rccalled to bis mernory the rose
and tbo littie bud.

ilIii it poseible for one, at zny age, tu became a sculptur ?
lie denxands of his aid schooi-felloNv.

cgHumph, I don't kuoîv," replied Maberly-for that was
tho scuiptor's naine. t'Alfieri becarne a poot when hoe ias
aider than you are, and after years of dissipation. Hlave you
any ycarning for the Art?"I

cgV Ita so easy ta dec&ive miels seif, and ta uxistakie the~
power ta appreciate, for the goniusthat is impeiled to create.
Yesi 1 think-but yon will langh at me."

ccI shali not laugh. You tbink that yon could croate.
WclI, 1 have an engageament. I 'viii lave you alone for
three liaurs. Sec wbat you cati do in miy absence.

cgYou are not raaking fun of me?"'
"I1 amn incapable of sucb cruelty. Strip ofi your coatand

put on tlîiu blouse. 1 arn gaing ta a private tonccrt. Yen
have heard of the new singer, Madame Cacati ? "

"eEh, wbat of bier?"I cried Hlarding, who started, as thongli
hoe had been stnng.

"i She is ta sing, this niorniig, bofore a select audience.
I arn invited ta attend. 1IVo shahl judge if ail that bas been
reportcd of ber ho truc."

tg110w cau I model the hurnan formi-I, wlioknow noth-
ing of anatonîy?"I said Harding, resnrniag bis coat, whiub ho
bad a minute before talion off l"I ain absurd-a madman."

"&You are soon dibpirited. You ivillnoverrnalean artist.""9Yau are right, but 1 wvill yet clierish the ambition. Give
mne lcav'c ta visit you again."

"cLet nie zee you to-niorraw. I wili thon tell you of
Cacasi's succoas."

Harding hurried borne.
cgThat rascal Masson 1 " ho cried, an entering the bouse.

et He bas dleceived us, Einina. Hc bas playcd with yen. l'ou
are net Madamie Cacasi."1

Aud hoe related wbat he had beard.
c eare poor,"l %vas Euurna's quiet remark. ccWe live in

a bouse ujîhout a passage. M. jean Masson likes cernfort.»
"gBut, peî-hsps, Emma, your voice m.ay ho as excellent as

ever, and Masson's faultfii.iiag but a device te get rid of
you ?"I

"iAhi, if I tliaugbt sol Yau sec ivhat I arn doing, Will-
iam? Iliave undertaken tafind bread. These arc seamen's
shiits that I arn making"I

"Dear soul I-but wait only tili to-morrow."1

CHAPTEII IX.

HTLEN Harding said, IlWait oaly till to-morrow!"
htle was building an air-castle Ho was a clever

9;V architeet of air.cast'cs. Yanr inactive peaple usu-
eC ally are. But the Hope which hoe cberished in bis

own breas,,; and which ho desired ta irnpart ta Emma's, was
ta find a realization on that important day.

He faund Maberly in the atelier, crnploycd upon the bust
of a rclebrated actreas. His first enquiry was after Mladamne
Cacasi.

"9She will never do the great thinga thaV.>lepolini bas pre-
dicted,"' was the sculptor's ansiter. "9Do you know, it is
wbispered tliat she l1 fnot the real Cacasi ?"

Harding, 'who n'as indignant witli M. Jean Masson,
vantcd no ailier encouragement than ibis renuark ta confide

tlie wlîoie stor3 ta bis ftiid. Maberly 'vas astonishod. lie
seized Harding's hîand.

ci What! " ho said. "eDo I u'derstand you aright? 18
your wifo ibo lady %wbomn Pepolinii lauded t.0ftio skies, six
months ago, as the possible rivai of Malibran? Be sure there
bas been saine unfair play. Pepolini coîîld net bave been
doceivcd in yaur wife's talent for so long a timie."

ciYeu tlîink that hoe lias been inllenced I"I said Harding.
ciUndaîîbtodly. 1 wish wo kinew wbo this prof cnded

Cacasi is. Slic la about twenty-six years; aid, of fair com-
plexion, short in stiature, ivith a disposition te embonpoint4
rather pretîy, but insipid, iio cbarîicter, no exprestieon. Do
yen recagnize ilier?"I

Haîding replied lu the negative.
"9Well, leave if ta me ta discover ber," said Malaerly.

"gYen wveuid, cf course, wisb yonr wifo ta appoar. I can
manage that for you."1

"cYen can?"I exclairned Harding. Ah, I said ta bier, ycs-
torday, ' Only n'ait tilI to-marraw I '"I

"eYen bave board of the celebrated tenor Scheffer. We
are great friends. I shiah t-ake hlm iet my confidence, and
ho ivill more iban snpply Pepaiini's place. They are ceb
and dog t a cdi ather, and Scheffer wihl hoe glad ta annoy
bis rival. Now, is there enytbing elso I cani de for yen ?"I

"iYen are a noble fe-low," replied Harding, n'hoso oyes
wcre melat wvith grateful tears. ciI amn at prescrnt ivithout
tiiemnians of getting bread. Have yen influence ia any quar-
ter vhiere 1 may find empleyrnent?"

"eYon woe esteemed a geod scliolar, if my mernory is not
treecheraus. Can you translate?>

"Rcadily"I
"The Timoeus of Plate, or the Cassandra of Lycaphron Vl

"(Yen are wiliing tu tryi lIamna boaster. Coheridgeo n-
fesses that hoe bas failed te attach a consistent rnoaning ta a
c,>uus3iderablo portion oi the Timmos-u. and 6very reader of
Greck knews tlic diffieulty of thîe Cassandra."1

-Will yen undertake te render Aristephanes into literai
prose? 1 knon' a pub)lisher wvho wishes ta issue sncbi a trans-
lation: and ne will l)ay well for it. When you have brougbt
that haber te a termination, I shiah probably be able ta offer
you sornothîing more warthy of your talents.".

-"Yen are mûy savieur, Nlaberly," cried Harding, touclied
ta tho qnick by the sculptor's k-indness.

-"And if yen will allow mue ta lend yen twerity pounds for
your prescrnt exigencies, yan wihl confer a favor on me."

Maberly was, indeed, wliat Harding called hit, a noble
fellow. A few sucb charactors dropped lucre and there iraVa
odd noaks and corners, are canstantly renewing the yanth of
the world.

But this uuexpected goad fortune seree only n nuockcry
ta bis misery, iloen after. Sncb la the uncerlainty af events.
Harding refiiusedtht boan, arnid such ailier groat kindness,
froin bis benefactor, aad went forth with a light beert of
liope and happiness. Biut hoe bad scarcely Icît the oieis
wben neîvs of bis fathier's sudden death staggered him an,
notbing more seemed real for sametime.

A dim knowiedge of.- being placed under arrcst bIowly
dawned upon hlm.

OHAPTER X.

N which sido la it ta, ho?"I were the firat words
addressed ta hlm, aftcr lie lied gat clear of the pzr-
tor'a lodge. Ho reflcctcd. The publisher far whoma
hie lied translated Aristaphanes, might have ather

occasion for lais services. And, indecd, if ever ho would taste
freedorn again, hie nusat exert hirnself as a traniatar, or iri
seme literary way. Qniet then, and solitude, wauld ho indîs-
pensible, tbougb neillier, iV n'as iikcly, were ta ho enjeyed ing
perfection witbin thoso walls.

- 1 uvil pay fer a reonu, if yau n'ihl flnd nie one," hoc said
ta bis condmuctor.

--Yon can sbare one witb anether gentleman, Sir," replied
the offluiel, suddenhy seized ivitb spasins ef politeneas, "ebut
yen can't rent one ont and out..

ciCannai I ho alone, if 1 wisli it, and pzay for the accornb-
dation?"

- Why, I don't kunon thînt ynu can," the mina anqweied,
"leastways you must buy the other ont, and lie wuld waut
a smart sum-smartcr perbap8 than voe, would like te stand."3

ccWoll, lot us sc the room."


