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THE ARTIST'S PRIZE.

Tho last rays of the setting sun
penotrated the heavily draped windows
of a large and spacious apartment and
fell aslant tho half exposed canvas upon
which was pictured in fresh and glow-
ing colors a nowly finished Madonua
and child. Before tho easel sat the
pointer Rubons—an old mao of some
fifty-five summers— with his ey s fixed
iutently upon tho warmly-tinted picture
his arms folded complacently across his
breast,and his whole soul, as it wero,
revelling in the tlood of golden light
which seemed to invest the heads of
both mother and son with a soft and
heavenly lustra. The shadows of oven-
ing werealready decpening into twilight,
when a faint tap at the door aroused
the artist from the long and abstracted
reverio into wbich ho bad fallen.
Rubens started, and in a low voice
said :

* QJome in."

The door opened, and a tall and
graceful youth, whe bad numbered
some twenty years, entered, bearing in
his hand a portfolio and sketch book.
With a8 modest mien and faltering step

the young man advanced towards the

artist, who bad risen from his eeat and
stood quietly surveying the intruder.
For a moment silence was preserved by
both parties, at Jast the former ven-
tured to speak :

¢ 1 bave come in to request the great
favor of becoming a pupil of the illus.
trious and world-renowned Rubens.”

“ May I ask by what means you
bave becoms so well acquasinted with
wy labors in the field of painting, that
thus you eulogize and extol me " said
tho old man, calmly.

“Sir,” replied the youth with en.
thusiasm, * are pot the galleries of
Brussels freighted with the rich pro-
ductions of your skillfal pencil 1

“You have been in Brussels then 1"
said Rulear, with an inquiring glance,

*¢ Yes I have sojourned thera for the
past ten years of my life. My history
is a short one, and if I am not encroach
ing upon your patience, I will give it
you at unce,” said the young mab, with
a sorrowfal glance.

« I pray you do relate it. My ears
are most attentive listeners,” said the
old man, becoming momentarily more
and more interested in the strange
youth before him.

The two beiog seated, the younger
one commenced the recital of his tale.

“ Ay carliest recollections of home
wero in Rome, that glorious city of the
past. My father, Alexardredel Sarto,
was an artist, professing ever a strong
love aud attachment for his favorite
and chosen profession. But in Rome
his efforts wero but slightly apgreciated,
and the trivisl sum received by him
for thesale of his pictures wen quite
iosuflicent for the daily support of his
family. Discouraged and vexed at his
want of success, my father conceived
the somewhat rash idea of visiting
Brussels to try once again his luck in
painting. Accompanied by bhis wifu
and two children, be cmbarked for
Brussels, with many hopes and visions

* of foture success. Arriving there safely
our littlo fawily bad bardly established
themselves, before my littlo and only
sister was seizzd with a terrible fever.

 Tbe day which dawned opon ber burial
witnessed, also the complete prostration
of my father ; and ere two weeks bad
flown, the inanimate body of my loved
father was laid beside that of my
swter.”

At this point of his life's sad history
the young man paused, whilo tears
coureed slowly down bis cheeks.

* Aud your father's property ¥" said
Rubens, bis heart’s deep sympatbies
fairly aroused.

** Alas! the only inberitance left to
his orphan child was a natural taste
and inclination for that samo profeesion
in the pursuanco of which fortune had
only tempted but to frown npon him.”

I will not further detail the partic-
ulars of that loog aud protracted meot
ing between the groat waster and the
poor atrange youth in whom he had
become so suddonly yot deeply interest
ed Suflico tosay, that the next morn
ing after their intorview found Andrea
del Sarto an inmate of the studio of tho
painter Rubens, notwitbstanding the
latter had long sinco openly avowed
hia determination to receive no more
pupils in his profession as an artist.

Months passed by, and tho young
student bad mnde rapid progress in
his studies. Rubens himsulf was fair-
ly delighted with tho fertilo gonius and
wondrous talents of bis protege. Al
ready had he entrusted Andrea del
Sarto with the execution of many fawm-
ily portraits, for which he bad received
orders, aud although such pictures
were supposed by the public to be the
gonuine productions of Ruber ‘s skilful
pencil, ic was suflicient compensation
in the oyes of Andrea to know that his
style was 80 near tbe countorpart of
bis master's as scarcoly distinguishable
from that artist's works except by the
most fastidious and critical eye.

On entering bis studio one morning,
Rubens found lns pupil apparently so
much absorbed in the contemplation
of a winiature which he held in his
band as to be entircly unconscious of
the cxistence of all outward circum-
stances. Perceiving that his entrance
had been unnoticed by the youtb, the
old master advanced noiselessly bebind
the chair of the young man and glaunced
at tho miniature before him, which
was one of great female lovuliness. It
was executed upon ivory. and was a
work of rare merit. But as the old
man’s gaze rested a second time upon
it, be started back and uttered an ex-
clamation of surprigse, which caused
Andrea to turn quickly around to as-
certain the csuse of such a sudden and
unlooked-for intrusion. For a moment,
Andrea stood dismayed and cver-
whelmed with confusion, as his eves
encountered th.e stern gaze of his mas-
ter. The latter, however, instantly
recovered himself, and suid :

** You will doubtless wonder at the
emotion betrayed by me when my eye
fell upon the miaiature with whose
great beauty you seemed lost and rapt
in admiration. It was the striking
resen:hlance which the picture bore to
the face of my only daughter, whick
arrested my attention and surprise;
for never before hove theso eyes so
accustomed to look upon the human
face in its greatest variety, bohind a
face so ethereal in its perfect loveliness
as is that of Clara Rubens.” A smile
peased over the face of the old man,
as turniog to his companion he quickly
added : I trust you will pardon an old
father’s vanity in baving thus frankly
spoken of the beauty of bis child.”

¢ Most assuredly, sir,” said Andres,
respectfally, “it would give me much
pleasure to know the daughter of my
honored and beloved master. In re-
gord to the original of the miniature
which you found me exawining,”
said the youth, slightly coloring, <1
must tell you that I know almost as
little concerning her as yourself, ths
ministure baving come into my posses-
sion under very peculiar circurostances.”

*Indced! Perchanco it is somo
ideal creation of the painter’s fancy,”
gaid Rubens, good naturedly.

« 0, no! You are wmistaken,” said
Andrea, quickly; *for it was from
the hands of the original that I received
it, some three years since.”

*¢ Some lost friend, perbap.$”’ queried
Rubens.

¢ Listen, und I will tell you the cir-
cumstsnces which made me its happy
possessor,” replied the young artist.

“ It was carly one summer ovening,
some threo years since, tbat, heated
and fatigued by the cxtreme sultriness
of the day, I strolled into the country
for the purposo of recruiting my cn.
fecbled and weakened cnergics pre-
paratory to the labors of tho following
day. Indifferent to both time and

distance, I wandered on, s:arce known
whore I wont, until I found myself in
tho midst of a largo tract of woods,
sowe thres or four wiles distant from
the city. I was just on tho point of
rotracing my steps homoward when a
loud shrick rang through the <oods.
At firat, I supposed it to be thoscream
of some night bird, making satill more
desolute the usual solitude of tho pluce.
I paused. Aganin that cry of distress
fell upon my ear. Half breathless, 1
hastoned forwerd toward the spot
which the sound proceeded from. But
all around me was darknoss and gloom,
whilo a gontlo breezs sighed through
the thick and overspreading folisge.
The ground beneath my feet was cold
and domp, and a chilling sousation
begaun to crecp through wy veins. Bat
otili I hastened on, while the sounds,
which I now supposed to procesd from
somo human voice, scemed growiung
faioter aud fainter. Suddenly a dim
light, as from a lantern, attracted my
sttention. The feoble light served as
a beacon to guide me onward in the
path of duty. \With increased velocity
I sprang forward, and ero many mo.
ments elapsed I had reached the spot
of action. As I neared the thicket I
heard the pawing of hoofs upon the
ground, as of a steed impaticnt to be
gone. At this moment, a stream of
light issuing from the lantern rovealed
to my sight the slight form of a fomale
fizure, apparently a girl of some fifteen
sumwmers, struggling in the embraces
of a large and swarthy looking man.
cou'd bear no longer. Seizing a broken
Lough which lay near by, 1 cautiously
advanced from hehind a tres and aimed
a blow at the head of the monster
before me. With a wuttered curse
upon the author of his ivjury, the vil-
lain fell senseless to tho ground. It
was but the work of an instant for me
to apring forward and release the horse
which had been tied to a neighboring
treo ; then lifting the fainting form of
the gitl from the ground, I sprang into
the saddle, and we wers soon out of
reach of all human harm. T had not
rode far before my companion began
slowly to revive, the heavy night dew
acting as a restorative to her senses;
and from her trembling lips T learned
the particulars of that fearful advent-
ure from which, stripling as I was, I
bad rescued her.”

‘“A straoger in Brassels, she had
ridden forth, towards sunset, into tho
country ; but being suddenly overtaken
by night, she bad lost her way. Pass-
ing through the woods, her passage
was arrested by the strong and power-
ful arm of a man, who seized the reins
of her horse =nd in a loud voice de-
manded her purse. The young girl,
terrified with fear, obeyed ; but even
that did not satisfy the heart of the
ruffian, and tearing the weak and
powerless girl from the saddle, he
begau to strip her person of the few
jewels which she wore. Having suc-
ceeded in gaining all but a amall dia-
mond cross, it was in ber struggle for
the keeping of that precious relic that
Providence appointed me her deliverer.
The next day I received a note from
tho fair unknown, expressive of her
heart’s deep gratitude, and arging wy
acceptance of this little miniature
likeness of herself until time could
better reward me for the service ren-
dercd her”

* And have you nevor seon the lady
since tbat eventfal night?” said Ru-
bens, 0g Aundrea concluded his narra-
tive,

“XNo; as she steadily refosed dis-
closing her name, and was not a resi-
dent of Brussels, it was in vain that I
sought to find her out; and though
threo years havo passed, thus far suc-
cess has baflled all my efforts to obtain
2 clae to her whereabouta.”

¢ A strange bit of romance, truly,”
said Rubens, rubbing his hands smart-
ly together, and taking his bat to
leave,

It was not many weeks after the
abovo converaation before the youtbfal

ortist was called away from tho scono
of his labors toattend tho bedeido of
his dying mothor.  With mingled feol-
ings of sorrow und regret, Audron del
Sarto bado adieu to ono who, out of
tho boundless charitics of his heart,
had done so much towards shaping tho
fature career of the young artist.
Rubens, with tears in his oyes and a
prayer upon his lips for tho success
and prosperity of the untiring student,
witnessed tho departare of Audres for
Brussels,

Ouo monthb fromn the timo of his re-
turn howo the old master recoived a
luttor from his protego announcing tho
death of his only surviving relative
Tmpressed by tho bitter loneliness of
bis situation, now that all who were
dear to his beart had been taken from
him, ho was determined to seek his
fortune in some distant quarter of the
globe, when, God grant.. , him success,
he would return to Antworp, there to
lay his hard-earned laurels at the fcet
of bia respected patron and master,
and in bis charming socioty spend the
remnining years of his life. Such was
the bright pizture of the future which
the young eathusiast beheld in his
doy dreams. Would to God that the
reality wero always as beautiful and
truthful as the ideal!

In a loxurious apartment of one of
the most beautiful hotels situated upon
the Rue de Ja Frauncie, behold the
lovely and accomplished daughter of
the artist Rubens. The somewhat
slight, yet fully developed form, the
rose-tinted complexion, the pale and
lofty brow, over which & shower of
golden ringlets cluster in rich profusion,’
the deep and azure blue of ber eyes,
together with the sweet and radiant
smilo which ever illumines her coun-
tenance, combine to make Clara Ru-
bens g vision of almost avgelic loveli-
ness,

Tour yoars have past sinco the
opening of our story, and as the youth-
fol bud of promise has gradually de-
veloped into the full-blown rose, the
old father has watched with tender
solicitude the daily expansion of the
charms of botb soul and body of his
idolized child. Yes, Clara Rubens
was fair to look upon. All Antwerp
rendered her homsge. Sonnets were
indited to hor, murical bsllads were
dedicated to her, while her fairy-like
portrait graced not only the walls of
the gallery of fine arts but was found
embodied in many a sculplor’s group
in the various and numerous studios
of Antwerp.

Tke daughter of Rubens was in the
twenty-second year of her ago; and
though she had never failed for lack of
adwirers and suitors for ber hand in
marriage, yot up to tbat time the fair
gir! bad courteously declined all pro-
posals. Her father, conscious of the
decsy of naturc and bis declining years,
was anxious to see his only child the
established wife and partner of some
person worthy her position in life.
Having communicated this desire to
his child one morning, to his greatsur-
priso he found that Clara, who bad ever
been set and immovable on that point,
now yielded o ready nssent to his wishes.
The following plan, by which to make
choice of a husband, was conceived and
proposed to his daughter, which baving
met with ber acceptance, ran as follows,

As Clara Rubens, besides possessing
wondrous beauty, was also a reputed
heiress, she would doubtiess reccive
numberless offers from Loth the wealtby
and matrimonial speculator. To pre-
vent any umbitious and unwortby
motives on the part of the lovers of his
daughter, it was publicly announced in
journals of the day that to him who
should bo artist enough to cut from a
solid pieco of iron an elaborate and
beantiful wreath of roses only by the
aid of tho hammer and chisel, in an
allotted space of time, should bo given
tho hand of the daughuer of Rubens in
marriage.

As the list for competitors to tho
prizo was open to both old and young,



