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THE ORIT!IO:

A VISION OF THE NIGHT.

“Charlie, do you believe in dreames?"

It was o the great hall of the Pouhon spring at Spa. Among the
crowd were Gerald Lovell and his friend, Charles Warren, Mr. Warren
was puftlog rlogs of cigarette smoke into the air.

“ Aek me,” he said with distinct irreverence, * avother.”

“ A queer thing happened to me lsst night *

“If you have any malicious Intention of inflicting upon me a dream,
young man, there'll be a row.”

# But I'm not sure that this was a dream. Anyhow, jast listen,”

“If I must,” sald Mr. Warren. And he sighed.

¢ I dreamt that a woman kissed me 1"

“ If I could only dream such a thing. Some men have all the luck.

“ The queer thiog was that it was soreal, I dreamt that a woman came
fato my room. She came to my bed-side. She stood looking down on me
as I slepl. Suddenly she stooped and kissed me. That same instant I
awoke. I felt her kiss still tingliog on my lips. I got up and lit the gas
and searched the rcom. There was nothing and no one.”

* It was a dream !’

“If it was It was the most vivid dream I remember to have heard of;
certsinly the most vivid dream I ever dreamt. 1 saw the woman so dis-
tioctly, and ber face as she stooped over me with laughter in her eyes. The
whole thiog had impressed me so intensely that I made a drawing of her
then and thers.”

Mr. Lowell haoc~d his sketch-book to his friend open st a page on
which was a drawing of a woman’s face, Mr. Warren sat up in kis chair
with a show of sudden interest.

“Gerald] Isay! Do you know that this is the best drawing of youra
I have ever seep, young man?l”

#1 belleve itis.”

¢ It looks to me—I don’t want to flatter you ; goodness knows you've
conceit enough already I—but it looks 1o me as though it were a genuine
bit of inspiration.”

« Jokiog apart, it seems to me a'most as if it were an inspiration.”

# ] wish an inspiration of the ssme kind would come to me. 1'd be
considerably grateful—even fora nightmare. I should useit fora picture.”

T thought of doiog something of the kind myself.”

é Jast a study of a woman's face. Aond you might call it—the title
would be apposite—* A vision of the night.”

Aund Mr. Lovell did. He began to palnt a woman's face—jast a
woman's face and nothing more. She was looking a httle downward, as 2
woman might look who was about to stoop to kiss some one lying asleep
in bed—say a sleepiog cbild—and she glanced from the canvass with
laughing eyes.

It was the first of Mr. Lovell's pictures which ever had been buog.
And it attractedquite 2 considerable amonnt of attention in this way. It
was 501d on the opening day.

Ooe mornicg about the middle of Junea card was brought ioto Mr.
Lovell. On it was ipscribed a name—Vicomte d’'Hamleres. The card was
followed immediately by its owner, a tall, s)ightly bruilt gentleman, uomi-
stakably a foreigaer.

s Mr. Gerald Lovell.”

The accent was Frencb, but for a Frenchman the Eoglish was fair.

¢ I am Gerald Lovell.”

¢ Ab, that's good! You arc a gentleman, Mr., Lovell, whom I wish
particularly to see. I believe that we are not strangers—you and I.

Mr. Lovell g:anced at the card which he was atill holding.

¢ I am afraid—it is uopardonsble remissness on my part; batI am
afraid that if I have ever had the pleasure of meetiog you before it is a
pleasuro which has escaped my memory.”

¢Jt is mot that we have ever met before—no, it is not that. It is my
name to which you are not a stranger.”

3r. Lovell glanced again at the carg.

“ Ycur name? I am sfraid, Vicomte, that 1 do not remember haviog
ever heard your name before,”

“Ah! Isthat so¥”’

*¢ My basiness with you, Mr. Lovell, is of a rather peculiar kind. I
have come to ask you to acquains me with the remdence of my wife.”

“ With the—did you say with the—residence of jour wite #*°

¢ That is what I s2id. I bave come to ask you to acquaint me with the
residence of my wife.” The artist stared.

“ Bat, o far as I am aware, I do not know your wife.”

* That 1s absard, I do not say, Mr. Lovell, that you are counscious ol
the absurdity. DBat still—it is absurd—1 wa2s not aware that you were ac-
qualnt,e,:d with my wife until Ilearned the fact this morniog at your Aca
demy.

* At our Acsdemy?’

** You have a picture, Mr, Lovell, at the Acaderay?”

“J have,”

“Tt is a portrait.”

* Pardon me ; it is not a portrait.”

* Pardon me, Mr, Lovell, in my turn; it is & portrait. As a portrait It
15 a perfoct portrait. It is a portrait of my wife.”

*Of your wife! You are dreaming1”
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“ You flatter me, Mr. Lovell. Is it that you suppose I 2= animbecile |
Are not the features of a wife familiar to a husband? Very good. Iem
lh.? l}}uband of my wife, Your plctare, Mr, Lovell, is a portrait of my
wife,

I cannot but think you have mlstaken some other piclure for miae,
%Ilnl:: i's 2 simple study of s woman's face, Itis called, * A Vision of the

‘g t‘ 1 -

“Precisely, And ¢ A Vision of the Night’—Is my wife.”

“ Tt is impossible I”

“ Do I understangd you to say, Mr, Lovell, of athing which I say is so
that it is impossible?”

The Vicomte rose.
Lovell resented it.

“I do not know, Vicomte, that I am called upon to explain to you.
But in face of your remarkable statement, I will volunteer an explanation.
I saw the face which I have painted io a dream.”

# Indeed, is that so ? What sort of & dream was it ia whichk you saw
my wife's face, Mr. Lovell 1

The young man flushed. The siranger’s tone was distinctly offznsive.

“ It was a dream which I dreamt last Auguet at Spa.”

tS“ A?h'l Thisis curious. At what hotel were you stopping last August
at Spa?'

“ At the Hotel de Flandre—though I don’t know why you ask.”

“Sol Last August, my wife and I, we were at Spa. We stayed, my
wife aud I, at the Hotel de Flandre. It was at the Hotel de Flandre my
wife left me. I have never seen her since. Perhaps, Mr. Gerald Lovell,
you wiil be s0 good as to inform me what sort of a dream it was in which
you saw my wife's face at the Hotel de Flandre last August at Spa?”

Mr. Lovell hesitated. He felt that if be entered iato miaute partlca-
lars of his dream there might be a misunderstanding with the Vicomte, So
hetemporized—or he endeavored to.

“1 have already told you that I saw the face in my dream. Itis the
simple fact—that I have no other explanation to offer.”

“Very good a0 far, Mr. Gerald Lovell. I thought it possible that you
roight have some explanation to offer. I was at the Academy with a friend
when I perceived my wife's portrait on the walls, snd that it was painted by
a Mr. Gerald Lovell, I sald to my friend : I will go to this Mr. Lovell and
I will ask him, who authorized him 1o exhibit my wfe’s portrait.” My
friend proposed to accompany me. But Isaid: *No. I will goalone. I
will sec what sort of explanation Mr. Lovell has to offer.  If it is not satis-
factory then we will go together, youand 1.’ I go toseek my friead, Alr.
Lovell. Shortly we will return. Then I will request of your courtesy an
explanation of that very corious dream in which you ssw my wife's facz at
the Hotel de Flandre. Mr., Lovell, I wish you, until theo, good-day.”

The Vicomte withdrew., The artist looked at his visitor's card, with
a puzzled expression.

¢« If the Vicomte d'FHumieres returns, it strikes me there'll be a little in-
teresting conversation.”

“Pardon ! May I enter?”

Theartist tarned and stared. For there, peeplng through the partly
open door, was the woman of his dream ! Altbough the head was covered
with the latest thing in Persian hats there was no mistaking, when one once
had seen it—as he had scen it—that lovely face, those lsughiog eyes.

“Yonu are Mr. Gerald Lovell?”

As sbe came into the room he perceived that she was not only divinely
fair, but most divinely tall. Her figure, clad {n the most recent coquaetries
of Paris, was the most exquisite thing io figures he had lately seen.

“ You are the painter of my portrait " For the life of bim he koew
pot what to say. “ But, if you are Mr. Gerald Love!l, itis certain that
you are. Besides, Isecit in your face. There is genins io your eyea.
Mr. Lovell, how am I to thank you for this honor yoru hive done me?"
Movicg to him she held ount ‘o him her hacd. He gave her his. She re-
tsined bis—or rather part of it—in her small palm. “If I am ever des-
tined to attain to immorality, it is to your brash it will bz owing. Moan-
siear, permit me to salute the master.”

Befure he bad so inkling of ber intention she raised his hand and
toached it to her lips. He withdrew it quickly.

¢ Madame I"

She exhibited no eigns of discomposure.

1 was at your Academy with a friend, not hall anhoarago. I beheld
miles of mediocrity. Suddenly I ssw—my face! my own face! glancing
at me from the walls! 4% quelle plaisir! But my face—how many times
more beantiful ! My face depicted by the hand of a great artist? by the
brush of a poct and a genfus! Monsiear, you have placed on me ten
thousand obligations.”

She gave him the most sweeplng cartsey with which he had ever been
favored, and in her eyes was laughter all the time. He was recoverlog his
preseoce of mind. He felt that it was time to put a stop to the lady’s flow
of flowery language. He was aboat to do 8o when a question she pat to
him again sent half his senses flying.

¢ There is one thing I wished to ask youn, Monsieur. YWhen and where
did I sit to youfor my portrait? I do not remember to have the pleasure
and the honor of meeling you before’ The lady’s laughing eoyes were
fixed intently on his face. *And yet, as I look a% you, a sort of shadowy
recollection comes to me of a previous cncounter ; it is very strange!
Monsicur, where was it we encountered—jyoa and 12"

His voice bad a very significant intonation. MMr.
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