She met his look of blank surprise,
her comely face dimpling with de-
light.

113 H! you foolish boy! to fancy
your mother is blind. Do you
think that I could not see how

miserable you were yesterday when

you returned from the horrible dis-
secting-room. Oh! my darling, how

I pitied you. I was at your door last

night while you were awake, and in

your room when you were asleep. Do
you really think, Hugh, it would please
me to see you miserable? Of course,

I made up my mind at once it was not

to be. This afternoon I went to Sir

Dominick and told him. ‘I believe

you are quite right, madame, he

said. ‘To men of vivid imagination
our profession is impossible. Their
minds cannot stand the strain. It
drives them mad. It is only prosaic
chaps like myself that can eat, sleep,
and keep on doctoring. What do you
think of doing with the lad now? Can

I help at all?

‘“‘He loves pictures,” I said. He an-
swered ‘Humph!” It wasn’t exactly
encouraging. But when I showed himn
the picture you picked up the other
day, and which I brought with me in
the cab, he was interested at once.”

“ ‘It looks a wonderful find,” he said,
‘but between ourselves, though I have
to keep up a pretence like the rest of
the world, I know very little aboutl
art, except what I am told by my
friends who do know. One of those
same friends is the director of the
National Gallery. Leave the picture
here, if you can trust me with it, and
I'll have him over.” So I left the pic-
ture, and five minutes before you came
in T had this wire:—

“‘Picture all right. Bring Hugh
along to-morrow morning. Think can
arrange. D.C.

“And now my dear, we can go to
dinner with light hearts.”

When they called at Sir Dominick’s
house at Merrion Square there was a
man with him in his study—a tall,
thin, dark man, with wonderfully
bright eyes, studying Hugh’s picture.

“Allow me, Sir Philip,” said the
doctor, “to introduce Mrs. Limner, the
widow of a dear old friend, and her
son who bought this masterpiece for
your gallery.”

“Aren’t you going a little too fast,
Si" Dominick?” asked Sir Philip smil-
ing.

“Not a bit. I am sure you two will
have a deal. Hugh, my boy, Sir Philip
is the director of the National Gal-
lery, and the best judge of pictures in
the world.”

Sir Philip broke in again, address-
ing himself to Hugh.

“Where did you get the Jan
Weenix, my boy?”

Hugh noted with delight that he
took the painter for granted.

“In a shop in Liffey Street, sir,”
he said. “It is a Jan Weenix, isn't
pha

“Unmistakable, and about the finest
examvle of his work I have ever seen,
though vperhaps T ought not to say
that until our bargain is made.”

“Don’t play the Jew with the boy,
Phil,” Sir Dominick interposed.

“It was daubed over with a portrait
when I saw it,” Hugh went on. “There
was just a little bit of landscape show-
ing in the background, and I knew at
once the man who painted the daub
could not paint the landscape.”

“It was pretty quick of you,” said
Sir Philip, “you like pictures?”

“I love them,” Hugh answered.

“Then you have been to our Gal-
lery, I suppose?”

“Every day almost since I came to
town.”

Sir Dominick so far forgot his dig-
nity as to actually wink at Mrs. Lim-
ner as Sir Philio and Hugh began to
talk pictures, the man plainly im-
pressed and delighted Tty the boy's
knowledge and enthusiasm.

Sir Philip was descanting on the
wonderful colour of Turner’s sunsets
when Sir Dominick chipped in:

“That’s all right, Phil, we’ll take it
for granted. T'll admit your Turner
could paint a finer sky than ever God
made if that will please you. But
this is business, and my patients will
be getting well if T don’t see after
them. The question now is what are
you going to give the bhoy for his Jan
Weenix? if that’s the name of it.”
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Sir Philip relapsed into business at
once. ‘“What does the boy want for
it?”

“That’s not the question, you sweat-
er. The boy, I'll take it, doesn’t know
what to want. He has no notion of
the commercial value of the picture,
and you have. Of course, you won’t
give him full price, you want a bar-
gain for your Gallery.”

“We are a bit short of funds in the
Gallery at the present time,” said Sir
Phiiip.

“I expected that,” grumbled the
doctor. :

“But all the same I can offer a fair
price. Very likely he’d get more at
Christie’s. But he might get a greatl
deal less. An auction is a lottery.”

“How much?”’ cut in Sir Dominick.

“Two hundred and fifty pounds.”

Both Hugh and his mother gave a
little cry of delight 'and surprise, but
Sir Dominick tried to look dis-
appointed.

The other went on hastily. “Can-
didly, I don’t think it’s the value of
the picture. You know it’s my busi-
ness to buy pictures under value, and
I often do, though I don’t often say
so before the bargain is made. But I
mean to make it up to our young
friend another way if I can. It is
plain he has the gift for art. He's a
deal too good for your unpleasant
profession, Dominick. I'm a believer
in putting a boy to the work he has
a taste for.”

“So am I,” asserted Sir Dominick.
““The labour we delight in physics
pain,’ as a wiser man than either of
us remarked.”

“Well, I know a dealer in Bond
Street who might be useful to him,
and to whom he might be useful later
on if he has the gift I think he has.
He would spend his morning amongst
pictures old and new, learning to clean
them, and picking up all the tricks
of the trade. You’ll hardly know that
Jan Wennix when I have it properly
cleaned, my lad. After a while he
might pick up something else worth
having on his own account. How
would that suit?”

¢¢Q PLENDID,” cried Hugh, and his
mother turned her face from
the light that he might not see
the tears that started to her eyes at
the sudden thought of parting.

“Shall we consider it settled, then?”
said Sir Philip, “and I will give you
the cheque now and write to my man
to-day. I have had dealings with him
before, and I think he would be will-
ing to oblige.”

“Make it three hundred,” urged Sir
Dominick, “and we’ll say done.”

“All right,” assented Sir Philip
easily. “Three hundred was what I
meant to give, but I knew you would
try to squeeze an extra fifty out of
me, you old bloodsucker. Well, that's
settled. T’ll take the picture with me.
I don’t care to trust it out of my sight.
Lunch with me to-morrow, Mr. Lim-
ner, at the University Club, and we
will have a stroll round the Gallery
together afterwards. It is not often
I come across anyone who loves pic-
tures as they ought to be loved.”

The reaction gave keener zest to
the treat which Hugh enjoyed next
day at the Gallery. Sir Philip had a
rare knowledge and love of pictures,
and—a rarer quality still—he could
tell what he knew and felt,

“I trust you will always count me
your friend, Hugh,” said Sir Philip,
as he handed him the cheque in his
own room when their rounds of the
Gallery were done. “I am more than
ever convinced that Ambrose Pallacio
will find a treasure in his apprentice.”

“Pallacio,” cried Hugh in great
amazement.

“Yes, Pallacio, the dealer I told you
of. Why do you look like that? Have
you by any chance heard of the man
before?”

“T have seen the man himself,” an-
swered Hugh, and straightway he told
the whole story of the stolen Velas-
quez.

“A genuine Velasquez, you are
sure?”

“Quite sure,” said Hugh, and Sir
Philip did not question his judgment.

“Then,” he said decisively, “I be-
lieve our friend, Pallacio, stole it.
Are you still willing to go to him as a
kind of apprentice?”

(To be continued,)
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For many years Wilson’s Invalids’

Port & la Quina du Pérou has been
THE wine tonic, and the increasing
demand proves its merit—

Scientists have tested it.
Doctors have prescribed it.
Time has proved it.

and people in every walk of life are constantly using

it for Anemia, Weakness, Brain-fag, Sleeplessness.
For Comnvalescence it has no equal, it nourishes the
blood and its wonderful effects make it a boon for those

advanced in years.

Dr. D. H. Dowsley, the distinguished Surgeon,
(Member of the Royal College of Surgeons, England.)

Says i—

‘‘Having made some observations of Wilson’s
Invalids’ Port with reference to its palatability,
action on the stomach, etc., both on young and
veryold people, I wasfavorably impressed ; since
then I have prescribed it in varying conditions,

with good results to both patient and myself.”
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of History

IDPATH takes you back to
the dawn of history long be-
fore the Pyramids of Egypt
were built; down through
the romantic troubled
times of Chaldea’s
grandeur and Assyr'a’s
magnificence; of Baby-
lonia’s wealth and lux-
ury ; of Greek and
Roman splenior; of
Mohammedan culture and
refinement; of French ele-
gance and British power to
the dawn of yesterday. He
covers every race, every
nation, every time and holds

you spellbound by its won-
derful eloquence.

FREE!

We will mail free a beauti-
ful 46 page booklet of
sample pages from Rid-
path’s History of the World
to every reader who mails
to us the coupon.

Napoleon Bonaparte’s

Name fills more pages in the world’s solemn

history than any other mortal. The celebrated

snuff-box portra t reproduced herewith from Rid-

path’s History of the World is regarded as the
best likeness extant of the great Corsican. The tragic ac-
count of his rise and fall is but one event of all the thousands
_that make up the history of every empire, kingdom, principal-
ity and power, all accurately and entertainingly told in the
famous publication

Ridpath’s
History of the World

E will name our special low price and
easy terms of payment only in direct
letters. A coupon for your con-

venience is printed on the l,wer
corner of this advertisement.
coupon, write your name and address
plainly and mail. We do not publish
our special low price for the reason
Dr. Ridpath's widow derives her sup-
port from the royalty on this His-
tory, and to print our low price
broadcast would cause injury to
the sale of future editions.
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Western
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Association
H. E. Sever, Pres.
140 So. Dearborn St.
CHICAGO, ILL.

Please mail, free, 46 page
sample booklet of Ridpath's
History of the World, contain-
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Queen E.izabeih, Socrates, Caesar
and Shakespeare, diagram of Panama
Canal, ete., and write me full particulars
of your special offer to Canadian Courier,
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