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l!(/]it. But, as I was saying, my friend had

this book, and lie'd extra-illustrated it. lie

liad pietures from all parts of the world in

it, and the book had grown from a volume of

one hundred pages to four volumes of two

Inmdred pages each,"

" And it was stolen by a highly honorable

friend, I suppose ?" the Idiot interrupted.

"Yes, it was stolen—and mv friend never

knew by whom," said the Bibliomaniac.

" What ?" cried the Idiot, in mock surprise.
'•' Did you never confess ?

"

It was fortunate for tho Idiot that the

buckwheat cakes were brought on at this

moment. Had there not been some diver-

sion of that kind, it is certain that the Biblio-

maniac would have assaulted him.

" It is very kind of ]\Irs. Smitlicrs, I think,"

said the School-Master, " to provide us with

such delightful cakes as these free of charge."

" Yes," said the Idiot, helping himself to

six cakes. " Very kind indeed, although I

n^ust say they arc extremely economical from

an architectural, point of view—which is to

say, they are rather fuller of pores than of

buckwlieat. I wonder why it is," he con-

tinued, possibly to avert the landlady's re-


