
the Clergyman, visibly embarrassed by the

Idiot's imcxpectod cross-examination.

" It's the same way with books," put in the

Bibliomaniac, an unfortunate bein<,' whoso

love of rare first editions had brought him
down from aHluencc to boarding. " ]\[any a

man who wouldn't steal a dolhir wouhl run

off with a book. I had a friend once wiio

had a rare copy of Through Africa bij J)ai/-

light. It was a beautiful book. Only twv^nty-

five copies printed. The margins of the

pages vrere four inches wide, and the title-

page was rubricated; the frontispiece was

colored by hand, and the seventeenth page

had one of the most amusing typogra[)hical

errors on it
—"'

" Was there any reading-matter in the

book?" asked the Idiot, blowing li'oftly on a

hot potato that was nicely balanced on the

end of his fork.

" Yes, a little ; but it didn't amount to

much," returned the Bibliomaniac. "It isn't

as reading-matter that men like myself care

for l)Ooks, yoii know. We have a higher no-

tion than that. It is as a specimen of the

book-maker's art that wo admire a cliastc

bit of literature like Through Africa hi/ Dau-

v»


