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(She met lis look of blanli surprise,
lier comely face dimpling with de-
liglit.

46f'H! you fooliali boy! to fancy
.J your mother is blind. Do you

thinli that I could flot see how
miserable, you were yesterday when
You returned from the horrible dis-
sectin-g-room. Oh! my darling, liow
1 pitied you. I was at your door last
nîght while you were awake, and Iu
your room when yo'u were asleep. Do
you really thinli, Huýgl, It would please
me to see you miserable? 0f course,
I made up my mînd at once it was not
to be. This alternoon I went to Sir
Dominlck and told hlm. 'I believe
you are quite ri'ght, madame,' hie
said. 'To men of vivid Imagination
our profession la Impossible. Their
xninds cannot stand the straîn. It
drives thein madl. It 15 only prosale
chaps like myseif that can eat, Sloop,
and keep on doctoring. Wliat do you
think of doing with the lad now? Can
I help at al?'

Il He loves pictures,' I said. He an-
swered ',Humph!' It wasn't exactly
en*couraging. But when I showed hlmn
the picture ynu picked up the other
day, and whidh 1 brouglit wlth me lu
the cab, -lie was iuterested at once."

Ilt looks a wonderful fiud,' lie said,
,'but between ourselves, though Ihave
to keep up, a pretencu like the rest of
the world, I know very littie about
art, except what I amn told by my
frlends who do know. Que of those
samne friends is the dîrector of the
National Gallery. Leave the picture
hore, if you eau trust me with It, and
l'Il have hlm. over.' So I left the pic-
ture, and five minutes before you came
lu 1 had thîs wre:-

'Picture ail] right. Brlng Hugli
along to-morrow morning. Thlnk eau
arrange. D.C.'

"And now my dear, we cau go to
dinner with llght buarts."'

When they called at 'Sîr D5omlnlek's
bouse at Merrion Square there was a
man wlth hlm lu hIs study-a taîl,
thîn. dark maxi, wlVli wouderfully
bright eyes, studylng Hugh's picture.

"Allow me, Sir Phllp," sald the
doçtor, "to lutroduce Mrs. Lîrner, the
widow of a dear old frlend, and lier
son wlio bouglit thîs masterplece for
your, gallery."1

"Aren't you golng a littie too fast,
Si- Domlulck?"' asked Sîr Plip smîl-
lng.

'iNot a bit. I am sure you two wll
have a deal. Hugh, my boy, iSir Phillp
la the dîrector of the National Gai-
lery, and the best Judýge of pîctures lu
the world."

Sir Phîlîn broce, In again, address-
Insr hlmself to, Hugli.

"'Wliere dld you get thle Jan
W"enlx, My boyl?"

Hugli uoted wlth delîglit that he
tooli the painter for granted.

"lun a shop lI Liffey Street, sir,"
lie sald. "It is a Jan Weeulx, lsn't

"'Unmlstakable, and about the finest
examffle cdf lits work 1 have uver seen,
thougli nerhaps I our~ht not to say
that until our bargaln Is made."

"ilon't play the Jew wlth the, boy,
Phli,"' ISr Domlnick lnterposed.

"It was daubud over wltli a portrait
when I saw IV'" Hugli went ou. "There
was Just a Ilttle bit of laudscape show-
lng ln the backgrouud, and I knew at
once the man wmho paînted the daub
could net paint the laxidscape.".

"It was prutty quick of you," sald
Slr Phullp, "you Ilke pletures?"

"I lo"e them," Hugh answered.
"Then you have been to our Gal-

lery, I suppose?"
"Every day aimost since I came to

town."p
Sir Domlnlck se far forzot hits dlg-

nity as to actually wluk et Mrs. Llmý
fier as Sir Phblln and Hugli began to
taîk' pîctures, the man plinly lIm-
pressed and dellglited ly the boy's
irnwledere ancl enthusiasm.

ýSîr PhIllp was descautlng on the
wonderful colour of Turner's sunsets
wliun 'Sir Doxiilulek chlpped In:

"Th'at's ail rîglit, Phil, we'Il take It
for graxited. li admIt yonr Turner
could paint a fluer sky than uver God
matie If that will, plesse you. But
thls Is busIness, and my patients wll
be gettIng well If 1 don't see after
them. The question uew le what are
you golng to give the boy for lis Jan
Ween1x? If that's the naine of it."1

Sir Philip relapsed into business ut
once. "What does the boy waut for

"That's not the question, you sweat-
er. The boy, l'Il take It, doesu't know
what to want. He lias no notion of
the commercial value of the picture,
and you have. 0f course, you won't
give hlm full price, you want a bar-
gain for your Galler'y."

"We are a bit short of funds lu the
Gallery at the present time," said Sir
Phiiip.

'Il expected that," grumbled the
doctor.

"But ail the saine 1 eau offer a fair
pnie. Very likely he'd get more ut
Chrlstie's. But lie miglit get a great
deal less. An auction is a lottery."

"How mucli?" cut ln Sir Dominick.
"Two hundred and flfty pounds."
Both Hugli and lis mother gave a

littie cry ef deliglit*aud surprise, but
Sir Dominicli tried to look dis-
appoiuted.

The other went on hastily. "Can-
didly, I den't think it's the value of
the picture. Yeu know it's my busi-
ness to buy pictures under value, and
I oftuu do, thougli 1 don't often say
s0 before the bargain is made. But 1
mean to make it up to, our young
friend another wuy If I eau. It is
plain hie has the gift for art. He's a
dual too good for your npleasaut
profession, Deminick. im a believer
in putting a boy to, the work lie has
a taste for."

"ýSa arn Il" asserted Slr Dominick.
"'The labour we delîglit lu physica
pain,' as a wiser man than eîtlier of
us remarked."

"Well, I kuow a dealer lu Bond
Street wlio miglit be usefhil te hlm,
anid to whom lie mlght be useful later
ou if lie lias the gIft I thlnk lie lias.
Hle would spend 'lis morning amougst
pictures old and uew, learuing to dlean
tliem, and picking up ail the tricks
of the trade. You'll hardly kuow that
Jan Wiennlx wlien I 'have it properly
cleaned, my lad. After a whulu lie
miglit pIck Up somethiug else wortli
haviug ou lis own account. Flow
would that suit?"

ii PLENDmD," cried Hugli, and lis
bemother turued lier face from

the lîglit that lie mîglit not ase
the tears that started to lier eyes at
tlie sudden thouglit of parting.

"Shial we cousîder It settled, thenT"
said Sir Phllp, "sud I wlll give you
the clieque now and write to my man
to-day. I have liad dealluge wlth hlm
before, aud I tliuk lie would be will-
lng to oblige.",

"Make It t'lree hundred,"1 urged Sir
Domlnlck, "and we'll say dune."0

«ARl rîglit," assented 'Sir Phullp
easlly. "Three hundred was what I
meant to gîve, but I knew you would
trY to, squeeze an extra flfty out of
me, yeu old bloodsucker. Well, that's
settled. l'il take the pîcture wltli me.
I don't cane, to trust It ont of My siglit.
Lunch with me to-morrow, Mr. Llm-
uer, st the University Club, and we
wlll have a strol round the Gallery
together aftenwards. It ls not ofteu
I come acress anyone who loves pic-
tures as they ouglit to bu loved."1

The reactlon gave keenýen zest to
the treat whleh Hugli en joyed next
day at tlie Gallery. Sir Philip liad a
rare kuowledge and love of pîctunes,
and-a rarer quahîty stîll-ie could
tell what lie knew and fuît,

'Il trust you wlll always count me
your frlend, Hugli," sald Sîr Phillp,
as lie liauded hlm. the clieque lu ls
Own rSom wlieu thelr rounds of the
Gllery were done. III arn more tlian
uvur conviueed that Ambrose Pallaclo
wlll find a treasure Inxi s apprentice,"

"Pallaclo," crled Hugli lu great
amazement.

"Yus, Pallaclo, thu dealer 1 told you
Of. Why do you look lîke that? Have
You by auy chance huard of the man
before?"

'Il have seen the man himself," an-
swerud H-uýgl, aud stralglitway he toid
the wholu story of the stolun Velus-
quez.

"A gunuine Velasquez, you are
sure?"

l'Quite sure," said Hugli, and (Sir
Phill-P did not question is Judgment.

"Thoen," hie sald duclsively, "Il bu-
Ileve our trIund, Pallaclo, stole it.
Are you stili willlg to go Voi hlm as a
klnd e!o apprentie?"

S(Ta be continued.)

Napoleon Bonapartle'S
Naie flle more pages in the world'a solemn
history than any other mortai. The celebrated
suiff-box portra t reproduced herewiti f romi Rid-
path'a Hiatory of the WVorld is regarded as the

best likeness extant of the great Corsican. The tragic ac-
court of bis rise and fal
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that nuake up the history of every empire, kingdomn, principal-
ity and power, ail accurately and entertainingly told in the
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