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A VISION 0FTHE NIGIIT,
46 Charlie, do yau believe in dreame ?"
It was lis the great hall of the Pouhon apring at Spa. Among the

crowd wcrc Gerald Love)! and his (riend, Charles Warren. Mr. Warren
was puffing rings of cigarette amoke loto the air.

"Ask meC," hie said witb distinct Irreverence, Ilanother."1
"A qucer thing happcned to me lent night I
"If you have any malicions intention of inflicting upon me a dream,

young mian, tbereI1 be a row."1
"lBut 1'm flot sure that ibis was a dream. Anyhow, jusi listen."
"1If I muet," said Mr. Warren. And he sighed.
"I dreamt that a womnan kisscd me 1"
"If I cauld ooiy dream such a tbing. Some men have ail tbe luck.

"1The queer thing was that iLwas so real. I dreai that a woman camne
fnomry rooni. She came ta rny bed.side. Sre stood lookiig down on me
as I ilept. Suddenly she stooped and kissed me. That samne instant 1
awoke. I feit ber kiss still tîngling on roy lips. I got up and lit the gase
and searched tbe room. There was natblng and no one.',

"h was a dream II
"If it was It was the most vivid dreain I remember to have heard of;

certainly the mant vivid dreani I ever drcamt. I saw the woman no dis-
tinctly, and ber face as sble stooped over me with laughter in ber eyes. The
whole tbing had impressed me so, intensely Chat 1 made a drawing of ber
then and ther.-."

Mr. Lowell hane-d hie sketch-book to bis friend open ai a page on
whicb was a dnawing af a wornan's face. Mr. Warren sat up in )-.: chair
with a show of audden interea:.

"IGerald 1 1 say 1 Do you know thst Ibis is the best drawing af youra
I bave ever seen, Young man II"

III believe it is."
"IlI looks to, me-I don't want to flattez yon; goodocas knowa you've

conceit enough already I-but if looks to me as tbough lt were a SenuI.Z!e
bit ai inspiratIon)."

"Joking apani, it seerne to me amost as If il were an inspiration."
1I wisb an Inspiration of the saine kind would corne to me. r'd be

considtrably grateful-even fors a igbimare. I ahould use it for a pictare."
I6 tbought of do!nDg soxnethlog of the kind inyself."

~6Jusi a sîudy af a woman's face. And you rnight cali it-tbe tille
would bc apposite-"«IA vision of the nigbî."

And Mr. Lavell did. He begin io palot a warnan's face-jýast a
woman's face and notbing more. She was looking a little downward, as a
warnan migbt look wbo was about to stoop to kiss sanie ane lying aeleep
in bed-say a sleeping cbild-and ahe gianced from tbe canvass with
langhing eyea.

XI was the first of Mr. Lovell's pictures whlch ever had been hung.
And Il; attractcd-quite a considerable arnount of attention In tii way. hi
was sold on the opening day.

One mornicg about tbe middle of June a card was brougbt ino Mr.
1.vell. On h was inscribed aname-Vacomte d'Humleres. Tne card was
followed irnmediately by its awnen, a tall, s)-gbtly hut gentleman, unni-
stakably a foreigner.

IlMr. Gerald Love)!."
The accent was French, but for a Frencbman the English was fair.

I6 arn Gerald Loveli."
"Ab, ihat's goodl1 You arc a gentleman, Mr. I.ovell, whom I wisb

particulatly ta sec. I b.-leve ibat we arc not strangers-you and 1.
Mr. Loveli gianced at the card whlchbc was stil! holding.
II amn afrad-zî is Unpardonable rernissness an rny part; but I amn

afraid that if I have ever had the pleasure of meeting you bef ore i bu a
pleasura wblch bas escaped my memory."l

"IlI is flot filet we have ever met belore-no, It is nat that. It la, My
malme 10, whlcb you are mot a etranger,"

Mr. Lovel! glanced again ai the card.
"Yuur Dame? 1 amn afraid, Vicomte, thai 1 do mot rernember having

ever hecard your Dame before."
"Ab! le thai sol1"

M63y business with yon, Mr. Love)), is af a rather peculiar kind. I
have corne ta ask yau to acquaint. me wsîh the renidencc of rny wlfe."

14Wzithe-did you say with the--residence of your wife ?
IIThst is what I said. 1 have corne to ask y0u to acquaint me witb the

residence of my wbfc." The axtiut 8tarcd.
BDut, -o fan as I amn aware, 1 do mot know your wife."1

6That is absurd, 1 do flot aay, Mn. Lovell, that yau are conscious o!
the absurdity. But sîil-it ie absurd-I wae not aware thai you were ac-
qualoîed with my wIie until 1 icamned the faci this mornbng ai your Aca
demy."

"At aur Actdemy I'
"You have a plceure, Mr. I.ovcll, ai the Acaderay?"

III have."
If i a portrait."

"Pardon me ; il is flot a portrait."
"Pardon me, Mn. Love!), In rny turau; k is a portrait. As a portrait It,

lu a perfect portrait. hI I.s a portrait of myrvijie."1
"0f your wife 1 You arc dreamlng II"
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if Yau flatter me, Mn. Ilovell. la It thst yau suppose I am nnimbecile 1
Are not the feutures of a wife familiarto a husband? Vcry goad. I arn
the husband of my wmue. Your plceure, Mr. Lovell, l. a portrait of rny
wifo.11

.11I cannot but think you have miutaken some other picture for mine.
Mine le a simple study of a womsn's face. XI la called, ' A Vision af the
Nlgbî."'I

"Precsely. And ' A Vision of the Nlght '-là niy whfe."1
"It is Impossible 1"
"Do I understand you ta aay, 'br. Lovell, af a thing wbich h say ls sa

that It is impossible?"
The Vicomte rose. lis voice bad a very significant Intonation. Mr.

L.ove!! nesented i.
"II do mot know, Vicomte, thai I amn called upon ta explain ta you.

But lu face af your remankable àtatemenct. I wilI volunteer an explanation.
I saw the face whicb I have painted in a drearn."

IlIndecd, is thai saP What sort of a dream was ic in wbich you saw
my wife'a face, Mr. Inveli 1"

The young man flushled. The strangex'a tone was dlstixictly offensive.
"it was a dream which I dreami last Augusi ai Spa."
AhI This la curious. At what bote! were you stopping last Auguat

at Spa ?"
Athe Hotel de Flandre--tbough I don't know wby yau ask."'

6Sa I Luti Augusi, my wife and 1, we were i Spa. We stayed, my
wife and Il ai the Hotel de Flandre. XI was ai the Hlotel de Flandre rny
wiie lefi me. I have never sceu hier since. Penhaps, Mr. Gzrald Lovell,
yau will be so, gond as ta informn me what sort cf a dreain ht was la which
you saw my wifes face at the Hotel de Flandre last August at Spa?"

Mr. Lovell hesitatcd. He IcIt thatl ifeb entered int minute pantleu-
lars ai his dream Ihere migbi bc a mieunderstinding: wh th e Vicomte. So
Le temparized-or he endesvored ta.

IlI have a!ready tld you Chat I saw the face lu rny drcam. If is the
simple faci-thai I have no other explanathon ta offer."

II Veny good no far, Mr. Gersld Love)). I thoughi it possible that you
.nlght have some explanation ta offen. I was at the Academy witb a friendl
wheo I perceived my wife's portrait an the walls, and that it was pleintedl by
a Mn. Gerald Loveli, I said ta my friend : 1I will go ta tbis Mr. Love)) and
I will ask him, wbo authorizzed hlm ta exhibit my wife's portrait.' My
fri'.nld proposed toasccornpany me. But I said : « No. I wil! go alone. I
will sec wbat sort ai explanation Mr. Lo:ve)! bas ta offer. If il is not satis-
factory then we mill go together, yoa and I.' I go ta sck rny friand, Mr.
Lovell. Shortly ire will return. Then I wili requesi af your courtesy au
explanation of thst very curions drearn in wbich you ssw my wife's face ai
the Hote) de Flandre. Mn. Love)), I wish you, until ibeo, good-day."

The Vicomte witbdrcw. The artist looked at bis vislton'a card, witb
a puzzled expression.

I Ibte Vicomte d'Harnieres retunos, it strikes me there'»l be a little in-
tcrcsting conversation."

"lPardon!1 May I eoter ?"
The sillet turned, and atared. For there, peeplng through the panî)y

open door, was the woman of bis dream ! Altbougb the head was covered
with the latest thing in Persian hata tbere wau na mistaklng, whben anc once
bad seen it-as lic had seen it-tbat lavely face, Chose leugiig eyca.

89Yon are Mr. Gerald Lovell i"
As sbe carne iat the roome percelved that she was not anly divinely

fain, but mout divinely ta)!. Hen figure, clad, la the. most zecent coqueînies
af Paris, was the molit exquisie îbing iu figures be had lately zeen.

IlYau are tbe painter of rny portrait ï' For the life ai him he knew
not irbat ta aay. "D ut, if you are Mn. Gerald Liveil, it is certain that
you arc. flesides, 1 sec i in your face. There le genius in your ect.
Mr. Lovell, how arn 1I ta bnk yon for Ibis honor yon hive donc me?
Movicg ta hlm she bald ont to hlm ber band. He gave ber bis. She ne-
îained nie-or tather part ai lt-mn ber small palm. IlIf I arn ever des-
tined ta attain ta Immartality, i is ta your brash il ivili be owing. Mon-
sieur, permit me ta sainte the master."

flcfjre hie Lad au lnkling ai bier intention abe raisedl bis band and
touched ita boer lips. He wlîbdrew it quickly.

"IMadame 1"
She exbibited no eigus oi discomposure.
il1 was ai your Academy with a f niend, flot bail an hour ago. 1 bcead

miles ai mediocrity. Suddenly 1 stw-my face! my awn face! glancing
ai me frum the walis!1 Ah quelle plaitir I But my face-bow many times
more beautiful 1 My face dep;.ctad by the band af a great antist 1 by tbe
brusb ai a poci and a genlual1 Monsieur, yorÀ have placed an me tan
tbousand obligations."

She gave bim the most sweaping curisey with whicb bc Lad ever been
favored, and iu ber cyes was laugbîcr ait the time. He was recoverlng ils
presence af mind. He eict ibai it was urne ta, put a stop ta the lady'. flow
of flowery language. HIe wai abolit ta do sa wben a question she put ta
hlm again sent haif bis enses flying.

' There iu ane tbing I ivished to, ask jou, Monsieur. When and where
did I sit ta you for my portrait? h do not remember ta have the pleasure
and the honor ai meeting you b.-fore.' The lady's laugblng cyca wmere
fixed iotenîly an bis face. 'And yet, as I look al yan, a sort of sbadowy
recollecîton comeis ta me af a previaus encounter ; i Is very sîrange 1.
Monsieur, wirere was me w encountcred-a and I ?"
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