TALES OF THE BORDELS.

143

for the inspection of his brother, and great
was his brother’s admiration.

“Whnt may be their valus Peter?" in-
quired Paul.

* Batween ourselves Paul,” replied Peter»
1 would not part with the lot under a thou-
sand guineasi”

" A thousand guineas,!” ejaculated thestu-
dentin surprise, *“ do you say so 7"

“ Yes, 1 say it,’ answered the painter with
importance—" Jook ye Paul,~observe thie

ibriddl party at the altar,~~see the blush on
“the bride’s cheek, the joy in the bridegroom’s
eyc—is it not natural Z—and fook at the
grouping 1—observe the warnsth of the col-
ouring, the breadth of effect, the depth of
shade, the freedom of touch ¥—now, tell me
candidly as a brother, is it not a gem 7

"It ia certainly beautiful,” answered Paul.

“T tell you what,” continued the artist,
“though I say it who should not say it, 1
have eeen worse things sold for a thousand
guineas.”

“You don't say s0o!” responded the aston-
ished student, and he wishef that he had
*been an artist instead of a scholar.

do you think T intend to do with the money
which this wiil bring 2
‘* How should I know brother” returned the

Ts

Ottl‘eWhy ther,” sz he, “¥ am resolved to
pay off the mortgage on ourfather’s property,
that the old man may spand the remainder
of his daya in comfort.”?

Paul wept, and taking his brother’s hand
#aid, “ and if you do, the property shall be
yours Peter.”

“Never brother I replied the other—" ra-
ther than rob you of your birthright I would
cus my hand off.”

‘The pictures were again packed up, and
the brothers went out in quest of the Secre-
tary to'the exhibition, in order to have them
submitted 20%the Committee for admission.
The Secretary received them with polite-
ness; he said he was afraid that they could
not find rodm for so many pieces as Mr, Don-
aldeon mentioned, for they wished to give
every one a fair chance, but he desired him
to forward the pictures and he would see
what could be done for them. The paint-
ings were sent, and Peter heard no more of
them for a week, when a printed catalogue
and perp2tual ticket were sent to him with
the~ Secrétary’s compliments. Peter’s eyes

ran over the catalogue—at length they foll
upon * No. 210, A Bridal PartysP. Don-
aldson,” and again, ** No. 230, Dead Game
—P, Donaldeon,”® but his pame did not
again occur in the whole catalogue. This
was a disappointment, but it was sonte con-
solation that his favorite piece hiad béen cho-

g, : N

Next day the exhibition opened, and Peter
and Paul visited it together. The *'Brical
Party” wasa small picture with a modest
frame, and they anxiotsly sought roand the
room in which it was said to bt placed, but
they saw it not. At length, * heve it is,” said
Paul—and there indeed it was, thrust into a
dark corner of the room, the frame touching
the floor, literally crushed and overshadowed
beneath a glaring battle piece, six feet in
length, and with a frame seven inches in
depth. It was impossible to examine it with-
out going upon your knees. Peter’s indigna-
nation knew no bounds. He would have torn
the picture from ite hiding-plaee, but Paul
prevented him. They next looked for No.
230, and to increase the indignation of the

1do,” added Peter, * and now Paul, what ! artist, it, with twenty others, was huddled

into the passage, where, as Miiton saith,
there was

** Nolight, but rather datkness visible,”

Or as Spencer hath jt-~
#A little ploomy Light much Lha shade.”

¥or fourteen daya did Peter visit the exhi-
bition and veturn to the lodgings of his bro-
ther, sorrowful and disappointed. The ma-
gical word SOLD was not yet attached to
the painting which was to redvem hii father’s
propertys

One evening, Paul being engaged with tis
pupils, the artist had gone into & tavern, to
drown the bitterness of his disappointment
for a few moments with a bottleof ale. The
keenness of his feelings had rendered hsm
oblivious, and in his abstraction and mmery
he had spoken aloud of his favoume pamung
the Bridal Party. Two' young gentlemen
gat in the next bok ; they 'either weré not in
the room when he entered, or he did not
observe them. They everheard the thono-
logue to which the “artist had unconsciously
given utterarive, and it 'struck them as a
prime jest to lark with his misery. :The
words “Splendid piece yon-Bridal Party ’—
“ Beautiful - Production of. & ‘master’--
“ Wonderful that it 3ol -in-such a bad ‘light
and shameful situation!” fell dpon Peter's



