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paintings-of what they now are, and what they will " 1 thank you, sir,-I find it ever a plesure, and
become-for here are already many things that certainly an advantage to contemplate fine paintings,
speak well for your future excellence-this land- of which, if I recollect right, you have many in your
scape, for instance, with its fine prospective, and collection."
depth and richness of.coloring." " True,-and I have often regretted the little cir-

" Pardon me, air. that is a Domenichino, which cumstance which interrupted our acquaintance, and
I may never hope to equal," said Pierre, amused debarred your visita to my gallery-but that is past,
by the mistake of se self-sufficient an amateur. and I trust with you quite forgotten, for, as you

" Ah, true," he said, mortified to have betrayed know, doubtless, my daughter is on the eve of mar-
any want of discrimination connected with a subject riage with the young Baron Desmonville, though,"
which he professed to know by heart-and raising he added with a bland smile, "had you substan-
his glass, he gazed more closely at the painting. tiated your right to this Guido, I cannot say but
"The light here is imperfect or I could not have ths Baron's claim might have been endangered by
been deceived, and yet I have heard of imitators, the promise I once laughingly made you.'P
who were almost as successful as their originale. "Not laughingly, air !" exclaimed the artist, his
In fact,"(the Count fet impelled to say this, though very lips pale with angry emotion; "and were that
he had not intended it,) "I have a Magdalen in my painting mine, neither the Baron's claim, though h
possession, which I purchased of Paul Rouisard, for were the monarch of this broad and goodly realm,
a Guido, and now, as perhaps you are aware, there nor that of any livihg man, should stand in the
is a rumour bruited about that the painting is the way of mine! Pardon me, Count De Clairville'," h
product of your pencil." added, suddenly checking his impetuous words, asa

" Of mine !" exclaimed Mignard, the hot blood consciousness of their imprudence forced itself upon
tingling to the very tips of his fingers, " and did M. him. " You have moved me too deeply by alluding
Roussard tell you this 1" to the past."

" He affects to know nothing of the matter, fur- "Let us speak of it no more, then," said the
ther than that the box containing the picture was Count, ahrinking from the fiaabing eye of Mignard,
brought to him along with other packages invoiced while a pang of unwonted self-reproach shot through
to his care, by the sailors of a Florentine brig, and hie callous heart. 'lCome to me tomorrow, as pou
by them, at his order, conveyed to me, where it was Ware wOnt t do; pou will meet Lebrun and sevaral
opened in his presence, and for the first time display- of the tlrst connoisseurs of Paria ai dinner, wbo are
ed to his view. But there may be some ruse in aIl once more t scrutinize the Magdalen, and detrmine
this, and since we have came to the point, I wish to its authenticity. y
hear from'your lips the truth." The heart of the young artist leaped for jap st

" You do me too much honour, Count de Clair- these Words; ha had won bis abject, for he saw in
ville, by the bare expression of a doubt upon the near view the certain fulfilment of bis hopea, and ho
subject," said the artist with well feigned humility. wasio consummate bis triumphjuat where and wben
"I paint like Guido ! look again at that St. Ceci- ha had Most wished it should be done, in the bouse
lia, one of the most elaborate, and highly finished of of the Count De Clairville, and in the presence or
my paintings, and say if it can bear the slightest witessee, wlo would appreciate and honour bia ge-
comparison with the works of that unrivalled mas- nius as it merited. But veiling is deep mation
ter-or look at this, and ibis," and he drew forward from the ayas of the Count, he yialded a calm as-
several indifferent specimens of his earlier work, sent ta hi8 invitation, bade bim a courteaus farewell,"and tell me if the hand which paints thus would and when thedoor closed upon him, he threw a glane
presume ta cope with, or even at humble distance of self-congratulation round bis silent studio, and
imitate the perfection of a Guida 11" mechanically tking up bis pencil began ta work at

" Candidly, I should think not," returned the hie Clorinda.
Count, readily inclined ta believe, as we all are, But era long be est it (rom him with a laugh: he
that which he ished ; "and I admire yur frankness. bad given ta th martial maiden the soft and miling
in promptly disclaiming the honour, which bas been eyes of hie Rosalie, and thoug ihey looked at him
sa confidently imputed to you, that even I have had with love, ha bad the courage ta blot tbem from the
my doubt on the subject. But you must sec this canvas ; then, tbrustin; aside bis palette, ha wa!ked
picture, about which there bas been so much dispute; forthtad;nawithbisfriandRoussard. Haliaddoncit may afford some hints for your pencil, and it is a for that day witb hie art.
peculiar pleasure to me ta lend what aids are in my The norrow, anxiausly expected and langad for,power ta the advancement of-a promising genius." came at langth, and at the hour appainted, Mignnrd

Mignard bowed, though it was with an air of cool found himelf once again occu pying a seat at the
contempt, which he could not disguise-but ho saw table ofthe CountDe Clairville. Rosalie,beauti(ul
that ho was about ta gain an important point, and h and happy, at Iida ber father, and ho could gazelaswered with eonstrained bienscance, .unchecked upon sr lovelineas, and read in br soft


