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MONTREAL, FRIDAY, OCTOBER 20, 1865.

No. 1!.

THE STORY OF A PIN.

VIil.— THE PICTURE GALLERY.

George found himself 1o the office of Mon-
sier Wolft, after a long and serious business con-
versation. _

¢ Enough of business for to-day,’ said tbe
banker. *Tell me George: I was hstening ro
you the other day 1o the salon ; you pretend to

- know something about painting.’

« Not the_ least pretension,’ replied George:
¢ but I have seen many picturss, and they, like
all beautiful things, give me pleasure. . In former
times, with my excellent father, I used to pass
many happy days in the galleries of the Louvre.
Al gir, we enjoyed ourselves with a luxury of
joy. We sometimes resolved to look at but
three pictures, but then there was so much to
see n these three! Then we would advance
cautiously, with bowed beads, following the long
hnes of the polisbed, inlaid floor, and measuring
our way by the pedestals of the columns, © tdlere
we are,” my father would say, and then we would
raise.our eyes before a Corregio, a Rap!lael, a
Leonardo da Viaci. Our- ever fresh interest
would be directed to the merits of these ncom-
parable masterpieces. Seated in this palace,
upon a large divan, in contemplatian before these
excellent works, iy father would explam to me,
as an arlist, a cennoisseur, and a mao fully ac-
quawted with the subject of which he was speak-
ing, the distmnctions which characterise the | dit-
ferent schools, and would relate the curious anec-
dotes which are told concernng celebrated paint-
ers, whose lives have become, hike the hives of
the saints, a golden legend. Those happy times !
Those pleasant days will never return.’

¢ And why?

¢ Because,’ said George, ¢ the tume of pleasure
is past. Misfortune, which is always sure to
come, has come in good seasoa for me. I am
obliged to make the sacrifice of my tastes, and_l
assure you that Lwill find a pleasure mn this sacri-
fice ; for my labor with you, Moasieur, who have
received  stranger with an 10-lulgence so pater-
pat, is very agreeable, and very salu'tary to we.’

“Ah, well, to-day,’ said Monsieur Wold,
f since you are so submissive to my wishes, Moe-
sieur the publisher, it pleases me Lbat instead of
returasng o your bustness, we will study art.—
The day is a splendid one. Follow me, a-nd
study, if you will, the lines of the polished, in-
laid floor, siace that is the way you prefer tolook
at picture galleries.’

He then conducted George through several
galons, and opening, With a certain sigmficancy,
a folding-door, and the heavy hangings which

were behind it : . )
¢ What do you say to this, Monsier the con-

poisseur ¥’

It should be said that the collectror of Baron
Wolff was celebrated, and kaown among all the
amatenrs of Europe. George lound himself in
a lorg gallery, which was severe, yet pleasing in
style, and judiciously and agreeably lighted by a
window in the rvoof. There nothing common-
place, nothing queslionable, qolhing superfluous,
was fousd. There were specimens of each school
founded by the different masters, aud of t-;‘acll
master @ swogle pictuce, a'chef-d’ceuvre. The
pictures did not touch each other—were not
squeezed together, lilze travellers, side by side,n
an over-crowded omaibus. A large space was
preserved between each painting, which was oc-
cupied by a green ground ; and 1n these inter-
vals were placed marble statues, some transport-
ed from Ttaly, others due to our pleasiog and
teeming French school. George was at first
dazzled. The authenticity of each painting was.
as evident as if the pamter was still there to sub-
scribe to it. There is no need to tell that the
Ttalian school reigned chief in this palace. The
romantic school was conspicuous for ideality ; the
school of Florence for purity ; the .school of
Venice for brilliancy -of coloring. A Munllo,
that the sovereigns of the world would have
vied with each other to obtain in the excilement
of an auction, and a Velasquez, represented
Spain. Teniers, Rubens, and Van Dyke trans-
ported-the spectator to the finest period of the
Flemish schaol. As for the Dutch, what a choice
selection from’ those amusing and varied masters,
whom one canpot help admwing. An Interior
by Gerard Dow, a Landscape . by Ruysdaell, a
Bouquet .of Flowers,by Vao Huysum ; nothing
was:lacking. - F - 7 T T o

For the ‘Freach school, the fortunate owner of
this gailery,bad "not neglected to introduce the
most;adrmred masters ;- that 18 -to‘say'that Claude
Lorrawe; Greuze, Proudhon,: shane, surrounded
by satellites of -that-bright and fruitful ‘constella-
tion which is-called:the French school. =~ -

George was distracted and thoughtful. He
had petceived in.a: corner a.little;picture. .which
had greatly, sffected..him ;. but he ‘would not let
liis emetion becowe evident. « “‘ cEhew

¢ You siy nothing, rémarked Monsier,
¢ thndeglidecion Zﬁ’ﬁeé'tﬁlsliqﬁf;gnﬁb_glhx thy
estof an amatenr 7.

Wolfl;

HES ST IGH

It 15 all grand) replied George. v T see!

Lth,e:

he inters [ith

nothing to cbange ; a better choice could.not be
made. I could tell the name of each paiater,
while making the circle of this gallery ; chey are
all real. Oane could pass his life i this paradise,
1o admire the pature here poetized by art, to
implore the blessing of these virgin saims. How
fine a Uhog 1s fortune, if only to permit to one
the possession of these treasures. 1 could wish
to be rich

¢ Behold,’ exclaimed Moosieur Wolff, ¢my
phylosophy already at faalt, Do you not see,
Moansieur the eavious, that a diamtond 15 missing
{rom the crown? Search, then, for the great
master of Parma, the regenerator of art. 1inust
have a Corregio.’ ‘

¢ You shall nave one. But I, who can only
look at three, have seen so many beautiful things,’
said George with a swile, ¢ that I feel greatly
fatigued, and cao scarcely see or speak. I am
unworthy to remsin bere long: however, I
shall be very bappy if L am allowed to come again.’

Moosieur Wolfl was delighted at having a
connoisseur within his reach.

¢ Not only shall you come again,’ lLe replied,
¢ but it shall be your duty to come bere to per-
form some works I bave sought this means of
drawing you from your other eccupations, to
which you apply yourself too closely. Wikl you
be the custodian of my gallery? If you. koow
how to enjoy these things withoul possessing
them ; if, lor an artist like you, seeing is having,
these pictures will belong to us both. Monsteur
the custodian, your wages will be two thousand
francs.  You will be in correspoadence with art-
ists, picture dealers, and amatears. The first
work which I demand of yous an accurate ca-
talogue of my collection. I have long desired
it, and the time is passing away. I give you full
authority.’ ,

Wiat a good piece of fortune for our George !
He was by nature an artist; all bis instincus
pushed bim in that direction j reason and neces-
sity had brought him back to more sure cccupa-
tious. He had struggled, and be was resigned ;
but in arl were his tnost agreeable remembrarces.
He bad drawn much, and with success; noth-
ing could be more to his faste tban such a pro-
positidn.

He eatered immediately upon bis duties, and
brought nto this new labor the spirit of order
and method winch anunated him in all things.—
The pictures were arranged almost at random,
or ratter, as the size and effect of each canvas
required. In his catalogue he classed them by
schools, gave their precise dimensions, wrote a
short notlice upon each painter, nnd 2n exact de-
seription of the picture 5 avoiding the exagge-
rated expressions usually found 1n catalogues, but
bearing upoa the peculizrities which attested to
the autbenticity of the woilk, Whea his task
was fimished, resiewed with scrupulous care, aod
copied with that precision which was so pleasing
te Monsieur Wolff, he laid 1t upon the desk in
his office. ‘

Monsieur Wolff ran through the list with cu-
riosity, and expressed his approbation. However,
he added :

¢ Mopsieur, the Jack of all Trades, I fiad you
in e ror: ¥ Allegry, called Corregio ; Uahappi-
ness, a female bead You have read the sigoa-
ture wrongly, and made a mistake., It 1s a
charming study by Allori. [ certaioly believe
that [ told you that. a Corregio was among wmy
most to be regretted desulerata.’

¢I beleve also that I replied,’ said George,
¢ that you should have a Corregie.’

¢ How did you understand me, sir? Do you
believe that I will countenance these interpreta-
tions? Know, then, my young {riend, that all
which is in that temple of art is as pure as the
purest gold, and tnat fraud shall never enter
there,

¢ The thought of fraud is farthest from me ¥
rephied George. I have not, [ confess, closely
examined the signature, bat | dare to affirm that
it'is a delightful Corregic. Have the goodness
to read the few lines which lollow the tille of the
picture.’ , .

¢ Let us see, then, smd Monsieur Wolff,

- And he read: S

¢ Antonto Allegri, called Carre
piness, a female head.

¢ Do you sincerely believe it, George ¥’

¢ Read,’ said the latter.

¢ A youog giel in the attitude of meditalion, 1s
drawwg over her uncovered breast a this black
drapery ; a pale star ghttérs upon her forehead.
The 1deal expression. of the head, the faullless
exccution - of the: hands, force us to recoguaize
the master. ' The:barmomous tone of the sombre
drapery-adds to'the whiteness of the shoulder,
the light blue veins upon which one can imagine
‘to be flowing with life.., A fine copy of this prc-
ture i preserved :in. this Munich gallery. - The |
‘precions onigidal;of ‘whiich we have’ just’ given'|
e: déseription; formed: ‘pact; of
Dissellor il gallery,dnd was admiced there under |:

e titlerolis Unhappiness: which:wes have:/pré.|

gio ; Unhap-

served in remembrance of the misfortunes of the
master,’ .

. |-and penetratling, seemed to defy suffering, as the

_port you must:be’; friends who will cousole you.>

v

the celebrated .

¢ Is it indeed possible, ny son 7’ asked Men-
steur Wolft; ¢ but it must be proved. Come,
come I’ '

And he dragged George away to the gallery
with passionate impetuosity.

la contrast to lus ardor, the beautiful poetic
figure ot * Unbappiness’ showed that divine calm-
pess, that 1nspration of genius which survives
centuries, The hand which had created this
charming work was chilled, and bad become dust
which the wind bad scattered ; the thought still
lived.  Monsieur Wolff took down the pie-
ture carefully.

¢ Allegri ! be exclaimed, deciphering the
nearly effaced name, '

George examined the other side of the pic-
ture,which was painted upon an old wooden panel
still seeking for some dication in support of his
assertion, '

He read, nearly upon the edge: ¢ Parma,
1523.°

¢ Altegn, Parma ? exclsimed Monsier Wolfl.
¢ George, I am too hbappy! Embrace me, my
son I’

Aand ke threw himself into the arms of George,
atler he bad replaced his picture with the great-
est cere.

‘An old Jew of Frankford sold it to we,
twenty years age, fur five hundred florins, as an
Allors. 1 did net baggle about the price, finding
it a delightful picture. I would not part with it
to day for ten umes that amonnt. But what a
bumiliation ! 1 have possessed such a treasure
for so long a tie without knowing its value, and
a child must come and open my eye.. There is
some witcherait about it, George ; £ bave con-
cluded to believe in your talismao.’

¢ The story is the simplest in the world,’ re-
plied Greorge. ¢ You perceived my ewption up-
on entering your gallery. This preiry bead 1y
well known to me, and I was greaily surprised to
find 1t here stdl mere beautedful.  Itis the com-
panion of my days and my mgits.’

Aund opening his pocket-book, he showed the
astopished banker a very fine sketch of this pamnt-
ng.

Beneath it was wntter: ¢ After Corregio,
May, 18 =

1X.—THE APPARITION.

There was no questioning in the salon, con-
cerning the reality of the discovery of Monsieur
George, and of the good fortune of Monsieur
Wolll 1o possessing the ¢ Unbappiness’ of Cor-
regio. ‘There was no chaace for doubt ; the
proofs were too certan,

George related how his uncle, a merchant in
Germany, bad seat lnm travelling on commer-
cial atfairs ; how lus taste for the fine arts had
always attracted bhim into the gellenes, where be
bad gathered inleresting notes, at Dresden, Vien-
na, and Mumch. Ia the latter city, the city of
the arts, he had received the news of the deatt
of his father. He was overwbelmed with deep
affliction, and became a victim to a depression
which be was unable to conquer. EHowever, a
sense of duty towards s famly, and the remem-
brance of lhe task which now devclved vpon
biin, sustained hm, and he attempted to resume
the studies which were bis oaly neass of distrac-
tion.

It was in this state of mind that he was seated
one day in one of the splendid hatls of the gailery
at Mooicb. But be could lovk at nothing yet.
His thougbts were carried back to that good fa-
ther, who bad given evidence of so sweet and un-
varied an affection. e reproached himself for
all the days passed =o far from bim. If he could
but bave heard his fast words, have received lus
final adieu, bave felt that venerated bhand resting
cnce more upon his head, before entering into
eternal rest.

After having been absorbed in these reflec-
tions, he raised bis eyes with indiflerence ; an ap-
parition stood before hin, but balf revealed 1n the
imperfect light, It was a young girl whose ex-
pression was morz beautiful than beauty itself.—
A bitter sorrow had passed over her brow, but
that brow had remaived pure; and her look, clear

virgin martyr entering the arena defied Cesar,
saying, io a ringing voice,*I am a Christan !’
Tius beavliful figure, drawing, with simplicity
and modesty, 2 black drapery over ber nncover-
ed bosom, seemied to speak to him with the voice
of a'beloved sister, and to say : ¢ George, have I
not suflered ? "Have I not lost that which was
most dear to me? Am I not without support,
alone in the worid? I have trust, notwilhstand-
ig; L.will' live in. my memories. But you,
George, you have more than memories; you
have duties. " Youhave a motber that wails for
you to wipe away her tears;  sisters whose. sup-
« Al this 'she: said,- the - benevolent fairy,- and’
maoy other things” . T Tt TS
“He aroge 10 bear  still more, but the ilusion-
disappeared._: He awoke from:, his-:sem slumber-,
to' iad mself before -the ¢ Unhappiness ’ ot Gors
regio,

“writing master.

‘aud geoteel, - .

this confidante of his sorrows. Fle had found
the expression which most resembled his grief.—
All conversation was painful ; these silent inver-
views with ¢ Unhappiness * comforted him. e
could not leave it. He got permission to make
a sketch from this painting, which was oaly an
admirable copy, executed by a German painter,
i the seventeenth century. e brought it away
thus and always carried upon, is beart this
image which responded to bis nmost thoughts.—
And it was thus that ke bad been enabled to
make known to Mounsteur Walfl the full value of
the treasure which he had so loug possessed.

X.—THE WAGER.,

Are not some women of the world, some
beavtiful and great ladies, most unmerciful 7 In-
aclion, wearwness of pleasure, and. curiosity, give
thew some straoge tancies. In order to pass the
time between the trying on of a new dress and
the first visit ; between the return from the park
and the late dinner hour; between the concert
and the ball ; it becomes necessary to have re-
course to inventions, to improvise adventures, to
lay wagers., These fine jadies are surrounded
with dandies, idlers, atterers and mischief-mak-
ers ; but they become weary of them ; they en-
dure and despise them. They are most [rivol-
ous persons, 10deed, who concur in the frivolity
of their sovereigns., Who could better tell them
the news of the turf, the petty scandals of the
day, the hazardous adventure bebind the scenes
at the theatres, or at the masked bull; and most
sertous and 1mportant ol all, the current events
of the day, and the rate of exchange? How
fine a thing to make captive these people, wito
hold fast to nething, who trail thewr insigmficance
after the towing of a petlicoat.

But then, if \hey enceunter a serious man, one
who is really a siranger to tbe thousand fancies
and uselessness which make up the life of the
privileged, it is that one which they will attempt
to ture aside, to challengs ; and whose attention
and homage they are resoived lo attain at any
price. He must be subdued and conquered,
that they may alterwards laugh at the enchamed
slave.

These reflections, which apply only to a small
number (God keep us from making the exception
the rule), these reflections are indulged i1n on the
occasion of a frivolous conversation which took
place n the little circle of intimate ladies in the
boudotr of Madame Wolll,

¢ My dear, said a fair visitor, ¢your favorte,
your Monsieur George, is a veritable savage.—
He is here among us in person, which is-exceed-
ingly preseatable, «t must be confessed, but lus
mind ts elsewbere, and lus beart I know not
where. Do you remark with what coldness he
listeus to us?  Me is extremely polite, but vo-
der this faultless politeness there is an mndomit-
able pride.
there 1s a company of pretty women, and at the
other some sober talkers, he quickiy forgets us,
io going aver to join the black coats, Ab, well,
upder an appearance of simplieity, there 1s.a
touch of pedantry, which is not the least flatter-
ing to you.’

¢ And what say you,) said another good seul,
¢of tlus mystification of the wagic pin ; of this
affectation of wearing tn his sleeve this precious
talisinan, twenly-five like which can be bought
for aseu? Did you notice with what a magis-
terial air he explained to us, the other day, at
table, the merits of bis pin ¥

¢ Ah, my dear,) said a young lady, ‘ do you
not know that this pto 1s a fairy, and that it leads
hun towards the beautiful and the good, as surely
as the magoetic veedle points towards the pole ?
It is fortunate for e that he possesses such a
compass.’

Madame Wolff bad listened to these opinions
with a certain disdain. She was stretched upon
a divan with atl the freedom of intimacy,
and she said, 10 a querulous voice, with a half
smile—

¢ George will do here like all the rest of the
world. [He will do what I shall desire ; and
it I wish it he will give me his pin, and he
will fasten 1t with Lis own hand in tis little rib-
bon,

¢ Yet thus pio is his whole fortune,’ said a cre-
dulous Lnghsh lady.- ¢ In Scotland we also
have many tulismass which . accomplish woaders.
Do you, then, believe that without the assistance
of this second sight, Monsicur George would
have ‘made the discovery m your gallery of a
pamting of Corregio, which would bring a thou-
'sand gumeas in Eogland? I 1odeed defy you to
‘take uway_his livelihood.” . o

¢ Ab, well,? sasid Madame Wolff, ¢if ] wished
to-meddle with it, I would have it this evening,
‘and 1t would - be- so-certainly 1hat pin, that you.
‘would never see anoth

s raillery exceeding Fié‘a_qaﬁt,

... They  found

A Whatzwall.yo,\i ':wager‘ ibat::he will notinave
‘s pin this evening 7'

¢ Ten louis that you will not have 1t,) said the

He frequently returned to seat himself before’

Eoglish ladg.

And if, at one side of the salon,.

ever-renewed scene of the temp

er upon the sleeve of tins | - She-coughed'siightiy” to atiract George’s-at-- '™/

¢ Twenty lovis that I will have it said
Madame Wolff, arising with vivacity.

¢I would really like to know,’ said a young
lady, whose fingers bad been carelessly running.
over the keys of the piano, turning on the pano
stool, ¢ what this poor yousg man has done to
you. Tutler he will not refain lis pin, and then
the fine conquest! ar lie may really wish to keep
it as a souvenir ; azd 1 (hat case 1t is really too
bad to conspire aganst him. You complnin that’
this lad reasons rightly, and never speaks except
1 his turn. Have you not had enough of blunder-
ers, who cannot reason at all, who know nothing,-
and who put in iheir word at every turn? L
warn you that I take im under my protection.”
¢ You can shelter him uonder your wiite wing,
like a guardian angel) suid Madame Wollfl;
¢ but theu take good care, for the sums are stak--
ed, and I shall strive for the wager.’

The amiable person who lad vadertaken the-
defence of the absent, was, as may bave been
guessed, the same lady who found in lim so ob~
liging a partner at the piane, She was of [tal-
ian origin, and her name was Mademoiselie
Borgeese. She was very good, lesz frivolous
than her companions, becaunse she knew how to
occupy herself. She was passionately fond of
music, and excelled in it; she was therefpre
greatly in demand and warmly welcomed at the
house of Baron Wolfl. Uhnlike the rest, she bad
no pretensions to beauly ; the independence of
her arlistic character had delayed her marriage.
She had the tone and manreer which, in society,
gave her the appellation donz enfunt, and ber
fartune allowed her the privilege of trankness in
speech.

of the wager.
XI.—ANTIOPE.

Mademoiselle Borghese passed a portion of
her tune i this splendid und hospitable nan-
sion.  She bad an apartment there, and was
familiar with every portion of the house, and alt
tts ways,

For examnple, she knew perfectly well tha
alter baving passed the morning with Monsiens
Wolll, George would repair to the picture gal-
lery to proceed in the work with which be was -
entrusted.

A wiuner garden commuaicated with this gal-
lery by two arcades, and it was masvellous to see -
thus united and coupled the wonders of art apd
of pature. This beautful, protected garden,
descended by a genteel dechivily, and by a thou~-
sand wuduigs aed undulations of the grouad,
from the picture gallery to the great garden of -
the palace. ‘“L'he finest plants were to be found
there ; flowers of orange, myrtle and olive trees, .
camelia and rhododendon bushes hid the silvery
thread of a swift brook which merrily fell,inty a-
basin of rosy tinted marble, and splasked its white-
foam over the fair arum flowers, which seemed
like vases of unwrought silver filled with sparkling
champagne.

It was a celightful place, where everylhng io--
viled to delicious repose and reverie. Made-
icoiselle Borghese was well aware that 1t was at
Bo other hour and in no otlier place that 1he
baroness would be enabled to find her victim,—
Therelore she hastened to repair to the winter-
garden.  She stationed herself, with a book, in-
a thick maguolia bush, under which some benches-
had been placed, and there she warted.

George was already 1 the gallery,
orders to some workmen,
parted.

Tbe treacherous baroress was long in making
her appearance, for she had to prepare herself
for the part she was about to play. She finally
eatered by a low door, stripped off some rose-
leaves in her way, and, following the winding
paths which led to the open door of the gallery,
passed very near Mademoiselle Borghese withous
perceiving her, and appeared, after some hesita-
tion on the threshold of‘lhe,gallery. o

Poor George! thou- who art so artless and-
stmple, 1a the preseace of so ‘much cuoning and

giviog..
who presently after dc;g-

1f I could but prevent thee !
httle pin; butf thou caast not keep me, msfor- -
tune will overtake thee ! o
The stren had carefully selected her attire, it
accordance wilh the scene she was abouf 1o
carry out. Her hair, of that farr shade loved by-
the Venetian ‘masters, was raised in thick ban-
deaux, and formed a heavy koot -at the back of~

her head.: She wore a simple white cape, and -
.upon her breast a knot of ribbons was arranged
with 2 careless grace. ' "Aud the davghfer of
paradise the-'"*

Eve recommenced:in ‘her mupiature

tation, "

IR f

3

tection.” ‘He arose, saluted ‘ee resgectfullyy and=t"
appeared tisposed to resmge bis labori™ * - .V -

\

They separatell with the promse of mueting -
agatn in the evening, ta order to learn the resuly -

roguery,'do not let thyself be taken'in'the pett -
Alas! [ am only 2. "

3

LN

.. 0, pardon we,-Monsieur' George,’ “said 'she; -
£ L thoug bt myaelf 'alone! ~ Bit will yoii” not ' té) 13
ane, i it 1-riot diStirbing you too “mughy what e
the name of Lhat swogular plant which trembles-
Pwhen T touch it aad which seems to be afraid of



