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"THE CONNOISSEUR. 
Sir Giles Ommaney, of Ommaney Hall, 

Hertfordshire, Bart., J. P. and DL. for 
the county of Hertford, and representative 
of one ot the oldest titled families in Great 
Britain, was as blind as a bat. Nay—to 
be more accurate—his eyesight was entire- 
ly gone ; and the misfortune was greatly to 
be regretted, since he had acquired a repu- 
tation as a connoisseur in art, and was the 
most infallible judge of an “‘old master” in 
all the European countries put together. 

For twenty years of his life (it was said) 
he had pinched and saved and had impover- 
ished his estates; firstly, to build a msgni- 
ficent picture gallery at Ommaney Hall, 
and secondly to fill it with the finest speci- 
mens of the work of the great masters; the 
finest, that is to say, that pains, judgment 
and money could bring tcgether under a 
private roof. i + 

Sir Giles was well on in years at the time 
of this story ; and, since the failure of his 
sight, he had grown very feeble and help- 
less. Gout and rheumatism made a wreck 
of a man who had lived not ‘‘wisely but too 
well.” 
He was incessantly, faithfully, and pa- 

tiently attended upon, administered to, 
and borne with, by his valet Luigi, a 
swarthy Neapolitan, who had been some 
years in his s:xvicy, and whose 
fidelity to his master’s interests (as 
opposed to those of the rest of the 
world) had promoted him to the level of a 
trusted steward ard inseperable companion. 

Sir Giles was rarely seen by anyone but 
Luigi now. The unhappy old gentleman 
ossessed a horror of every kind of visitor. 
is natural reasons ware two-fold; bis 

first reason appeared to be only an obstin- 
ate fancy. He objected to the world in 
general, because it caused Lim to realize 
what a pitiful old fool he had become ; and 
ke detested friends and strangers alike, be- 
cause they all wanted to see the pictures 
which he himselt could no longer enjoy. 
His second reason—an absurd idea wlich 
Luigi unaccountably shared—was that 
everybody desired to enter the gallery for 
the - xpress purpose of injuring or making 
away with the masterpieces hung upon its 

So, for a long time, tle magnificent sa- 
Jon at Ommaney Hall remained closad. 
No one knew anything whatsoevar about 
the master’s reasons save Luigi, to whom 
alone from time to time was entrusted 
the task of dusting the piclures. Except- 
ing on these occasions, the key of the 
salon remained hidden in a corner of the 
baronet’s Russia-leather despatch box. 
But although Sir Giles Ommaney’s ten- 

ement of clay was perennially racked 
with pain and disease, and his eyes saw 
nothing, yet a flish of the old spirit of the 
connoisseur would now and again testify 
to the fact that the mind was not (nite so 
paralyz=d as the body. 

“Luigi,” he would sometimes say, ruh- 
bing his shrivelled bands together as he 
lay huddled up in his armchair, “I would 
like to have a look at my pictures to-day. 
I can’t see them with my eyes, but I can 
see them just as well in my mind—every 
bit as we'l, Luigi.” 
“Your excellency speaks the truth,” the 

Italian would say in re‘urn. 
“Remember, Luigi,” the old man liked 

to add, ‘remember that no one, except 
me and you, must ever ever enter the 
galley again so long as I live. My gems 
are too precious to be touched by wanton 
hands, or even to be g2z2d upon by vulgar 
eyes. You have heard, Luigi, of the 
Barberini vase at the British Museum—oh ! 
it makes my flesh creep to think of it; the 
inestimably priceless glass urn, Luigi, 
smashed to a thousand pieces by a mad- 
mad! Oh, horrible! horrible! We will 
not allow anyone to enter the gallery, 
Luigi. He might cut my pictures! Ah! 
I would rather hs thrust a knife into me !” 

“Your excellency need not fear. No 
one else shall ever enter the salon.” 

With these words, the crippled master 
would be litted in Luigi's arms, and placed 
tenderly on the seat of a bath chalr, to be 
wheeled away like a child in a perambul- 
ator, to the enjoyment of his toys. 
“Ah! now I call this real enjoymeut,” 

Sir Giles would begin chuckling. ¢ Enu- 
merate, Luigi. Enumerate. Point you 
to each picture in turn and tell me what it 
is. Not that I don’t know, bless your 
Leart ; but it will make me feel that they 
are there, and no mistake. Enumerate, I 
say.” 
One day Luigi had been reading off as 

usual from each frame in turn the 1nscrip- 
tion recording thejname of the picture and 
of the artist who painted it, and had been 
throwing in a gratuitous comment here and 
there. 

*“ ‘Numero 43,’ your excellency; ‘Head 
of the Holy Virgin,” ‘Albrecht’ (the deuce 
root out these Germans and their lingua), 
ardon, your excellency, ‘Albrecht Durer,’ 

{ had as soon speak my own tongue with a 
fishbone in my throat. ‘Numero 44, The 
Alehouse, Adrian Vin Ostade.” How yon 
traveller in the background sleeps! we can 
hear him snore, almost. Next, from the 
ridiculous to the sublime, ‘Numero 45, 
Europa, Paolo Veronese,” Santa Maria! 
behold the beauty of a goddess, your ex- 
cellency—it makes come the water to the 
mouth.” 
““He—he—- he!” joined in Sir Giles. 

“It does—it does, Luigi, make your mouth 
water. I can see every inch of canvas in 
my mind’s eye.” 

“That is well, yonr excellency. You 
need the painting itself no more.” 
“Eh? what! Are you mad, Luigi? I 

would not sell that Verones for three 
thousand pounds. What do you mean ?” 

“Pardon, your excellency,” explained 
Tigi, ““It is my imperfect English. I de- 
sired to say that you see even better with 
your mind than with your eyes.” 

“J do, I do,” muttered the baronet, bet- 
ter pleased, and quite iguoring that the 
compliment was two edged and doubtful. 

““‘Numero 46,” Luigi continued, 
“+Zincali in Seville, John Phillip, R. A. 
Unfinished.” May I venture to ask your 
excellency the reason for including a half 
painted group of Zingara in a collection ot 
priceless masterpiecea ?” 
““He—he—he !” chuckled Sir Giles. 

“The halt-painted picture is itself price- 
less, my good Luigi. That is why it 1s in- 
cluded in my collection.” 

“But, your excellency !” exclaimed the 
Italian, **The canvas is but partly covered 
with color. If an artist were to finish it 
now, it worth would be untold —" 

“Untold nothing !” interrupted Sir 
Giles. “Take down this ‘Phillip,’ and 
ive it to me here, Luigi. Well—well, 

don't vou hear me ? Which picture? The 

‘Phillip,’ I say the ‘Phillip,’§ the ‘Phillip,’ 
the “Phillip I” 
The valet resitated for a moment, and 

then complied. Sir Giles handled the 
frame with care, and passed his hand lov- 
ingly over the surface ot the picture. 
“My dear Luigi, the value of this in- 

complete gem lies in this, that we see here 
the technique of the great masters in act- 
ual operatioi. These figures which are 
only roughly outlined with the brash (I 
can feel them with my forefinger) teach us 
more than the whole finished group could 
do. Do you see?’ 

Luigi looked at the picture and then at 
his mastex. *‘I never thought ot that be- 
fore your excellency. It seemed to be 
worth nothing.” ic 
“Worth nothing!” cried Sir Giles in- 

dignantly. **All the gold in Europe could 
not buy another like it.” 
The **Zincali” were presently restored to 

the walls and+~Luigi continued his enumera- 
tion 
“Numero 47,"” and Luigi paused. 
“Well 7” said his master, interrogatively, 

and with the mischievous air of one who 
already knows the aniwer to his own 
question. 

¢¢ Numero 47," ” 
slowly. 
«See there, now?” remarked the baro- 

net aloud; but as if addressing himself. 
“Finding co inscription on the frame, my 
good Luigi cannot remember the title of 
the picture and the name of the artist.” 
“Your excellency will excuse me. My 

memory is not so good as it used to be. If 
your excellency can help me—- ” 
Help you, of course I can. Don’t I 

know them all by heart? Can't I see 
them all in my mind's eye?” 

“I am well satisfied, your excellency, 
that it is so.” 
“And I, too—-ha—ha !—much more 

pleased even than y u, my friend.” 
“‘Assuredly,” assented Luigi. 
Sir Giles felt sometimes that there ex- 

isted an ambiguity about Luigi complacent 
attitude towards his master’s blindness. 
But the suspicion was always thrust quickly 
aside. : 

“Well, well --let us return to the point, 
my friend. That is a picture which I 
value more than all the rest put together.” 
Why ? I discovered it myself. I may 

even claim to have painted a part of it, and 
I have certainly made it wa’ it is.” 

“Will your excellency explain?” 
“Explan? Whynot? Listen. It shall 

b2 a secret, Luigi—a dead secret between 
you and me.” 

Sir Giles reached out his hand and drew 
the valet nearer to him. Then he said, in 
a halt-whisper: 
“That ‘Madonna’ is by Raphael—noth- 

ing less! How do I know? Ah! I know! 
Look at the grace, purity of expression, 
and human feeling ; mark the beauty of 
line, the glow ot color, and the skill dis- 
played in the handling of light and shade. 
Yon face is that of Raphael's fair flower- 
girl—idealized, spiritualiz3d, rendered al- 
most divine. When it first came into view 
I thought it was a Perugino ; but as it un- 
folded itself before my eyes, I recognizad 
the hand of the world's greatest master, in 
the delicacy and freedom and elaboration 
combined there. Do you perceive all this 
my good Luig1” 
“Not quite all, your exceilency. My 

eyes are untrained to see so cleverly. I 
am no connoisseur.” 
“‘Humph !” commented Sir Giles, ‘‘you 

will soon be a fair judge of pictures if you 
listen to me.” 

““l] am all attention. But your excel- 
lency spoke of this canvas ‘unfolding itself 
betora your eyes.” I do not unterstand.” 
“You shall then,” responded his master. 
Ths bent figure in the bath-chair straigh- 

tened itselt for a moment with something 
of a long-lost energy. The dull eyes of the 
invalid—though now of no more use than 
darkened windows—shone again over his 
wizaned cheeks with a flash of ths old 
spirit. Sir Giles was almost himself again. 

“It was in this way, lLougi,” he began. 

“Twenty years ago, at a sale—I should 
not like to say where—they put up a pic- 
ture that made everybody laugh. It was 
so astounding a daub that it haunted me 
for nights atterwards. Of course no one 
bought it. The badness of the coloring 
seemed incredible ; it was so bad that I be- 
came positively interested. Now, some 
times in this world we meet a man who in 
mind and body appears to be s mere ill- 
constructed specimen of creation; but 
though repellent in feature and manner, 
he may Le so very unlike anything we have 
ever before seen or admired, that we are 
fascinated by him. In course of time, and 
upon nearer acquaintance, we find that 
there is some real good in him—nay, much 
real good in him ; we learn, perhaps that 
some sad history is attached to him; per- 
haps a magnificent energy has been diverted 
from its proper course, a genius thrust out 
of its natural bent, or a heart broken by 
its weight of disappointment. All shame 
upon his enemies. 

“Well, Luigi, I said to myself, ‘perhaps 
that poor deformity of a picture has a his- 
tory.” And the more the thing haunted me, 
the more I regretted not having looked at 
it closely. 
“Months afterwards, I saw and recog- 

nized this ‘ugly duckling’ again, in a show- 
room. As betore, 1 was strangely fascin- 
ated. I examined the thing at my leisure. 
What an incomprehensible daub it was. 
Now, when the face of a picture does not 
reveal what I desire to know, I look at the 
back, I turned ‘the ugly duckling’ over, 
and looked at its back. ‘Humph,’ I re- 
flacted, ‘this grubby old canvas is too good 
for the painting’ I offered the dealer 
seven shillings and sixpence down for the 
despised work of art. He accepted it. 
He even laughed as I left the shop, canvas 
in hand. He thought he had got the bet- 
ter of me. And so he had, as far as it 
concerned him. In his hands the picture's 
kinetic value (if I may use the phrace —and 
I am not going to define its meaning) — 
the picture’s kinetic value was not ten- 
pence. In my hands its potential value 
proved to be more like ten thousand 
pounds.” ; 
“Santa Maria !” cried the Italian. “Ten 

thousand pounds for a little square yard 
of|painted cloth.” ee 
“At the very least my good Luigi." 
The swarthy Neapolitan continued to 

express his astonishment by exclamations 
in his own language. ‘*‘Your excellency 
turns dross into pure gold. Is your excel- 
lency an alchemist ?” 
“No, no, I am no alchemist, only an 

enthusiast. The pursuit was one into which 
I threw my whole heart. I lived for my 
pictures. I would die to save them from 
sacrilegious hands.” 

repeated Luigi, 

For some moments Sir Giles appeared to 
be in a dream. Iis mind had gone back to 
the past. Ile was recalling the excitements 
of the auction room, the triumph of secur- 
ing the rich prize or another, the pleasure 
of examining some gem under the magnify- 
ing-glass, the paics taken to hang it well, 
and the delight of visiting it twenty times a 
day in order to find in it beauties that had 
hitherto escaped his eyes. 
“No doubt,” suggested Luigi, awaken- 

ing his master, ‘‘no doubt your excellency 
took ‘the ugly duckling’ to a piciure-re- 
storer.” 

“(rood heavens ! no. What an idea! 1 
keew better what to do to it than any 
tinkering scoundrel. I took it home I stood 
it or: a chair in my study and locked the 
door. First of all, I took a good look at 
the surface through a magnifying glass. I 
noticed —wherever the paint was thin—that 
the groundwork was inconsistent with the 
color on the surface. As I had expected 
from the first, the daub was painted over 
an older piece of work. AsI took the pic- 
ture out of its frame—phew—the dust 
nearly choked me. I scraped off some of 
the dirt with my penknife. That dirt was 
hundreds of years old. I wiped the edges 
as clean as I could, and perceived at once 
than the canvas at some time or other had 
been restretched, and the siz> of the pic- 
ture slightly reduced. Over the edge of the 
stretcher I could see, to my delight, brush 
strokes laid on by the artist who originally 
worked on the canvas, a very different 
hand from that which subsequently con- 
trived the daub.” 

“Wonderful ! your excellency, wonder- 
ful I’ 
“Ah, Luigi! that was but the commen ce- 

ment ot the battle. The question was, 
‘how to remove the daub in order to see 
what lay beneath it.” I began by experi- 
menting with my penknife on the edges and 
corners of the picture. It soon became 
clear to me that the daub was one of tte 
thinnest poseible kind—thick enough per? 
haps to discourage the looters in a captured 
city from assuming the true value, but th'n 
encuzh to be scraped away altogether, wi'h 
cire and patience. Under the shallow 
crust of surface paint I came to a thick 
layer of varnish, consisting probably of 
several coats of the preservative medium. 
By diaot of many weeks’ labor, I removed 
successfully the whole of the horrible daub 
and the greater part of the medium. Still 
a fine stratum of discolored varnish re- 
mined, that ¢{fzctually prevented me from 
seeing the true character of the original 
painting. Rubbing gently and perpetually 
with the sensitive skin of my fingers, 1 re- 
duced this veil of yarnish to an impalpable 
powder, which I blew away as I worked. 
At last, after infinite labor, I reached a 
portion of the true paiating. Then, bit by 
bit"—here Sir Giles pointed to the place 
on the wall where he knew the priceless 
‘‘Madonna” to be hanging—‘‘bit by bit 
that pathetic face came into view; those 
eyes with the soft and dreamy ids, that 
brow of pearly, smooh and opalescent 
texture, those lips expressive of sadness 
for man’s sins, mingled with love and tend- 
erness for all who seek pity.” 

As this flood of enthusiasm was poured 
ou*, Luigi stared eagerly— not at the pic- 
ture, but at the blind man’s face, But he 
said nothing. 
“At last, Luigi, my reward came. My 

own brush remedied skiltully some few 
flaws and injuries to the canvas. I have 
restored a masterpiece otf immense value to 
the world. Value, did I say? Yes, by 
the memory of Raptwl, the world will 
value his chef d'wavre at ten thousand 
pounds! But, Luigi—ccmes nearer—Iat 
me whisper in your ear, Luigi; I would 
have given fifty thousand for it,” 

Luigi started back. 
“And for this fifty thousand pounds’ 

worth your excellency paid but seven shil- 
lings and sixpence !" 

*‘Precisely.” 
“Your excellency spared not the man 

who gave you a fortune for a couple of sil- 
ver coins.” 
“Not a bit of it, Luigi, not a bit of it! 

The man knew no better. He has not 
learnt any better to this day. He will 
never know that he had lost anything. He 
is ignorant, stupid, blind.” 

“Blind, your excellency ?"’ 
“Yes, blind ; not as I am, but as a fool 

is. lt is surely no crime to take advantage 
of a fool, when the fool never knows his 
folly, eh, Luigi, is it not so? Dcar me! 
why the deuce do you suggest that I did 
not act honorably? Itis nonsense. All's 
fair in love and picture-dealing. Wheel 
me back, Luigi—wheel me back to my own 
room, and thank your stars that you are 
{wice as wise as when you entered this 
door.” 
‘I thank your excellency for the lesson.” 
Years had gone by since Sir Giles Om- 

maney’s first access of blindness. His 
strength had failed gradually but surely. 
He had grown feebler, and feebler, more 
and more hopelessly incapable of stopping 
the downhill progress of disease, and more 
and more conscious of the certain approach 
of death. 
The old man, however. still clung to life. 

Hs had really little or nothing to live for, 
and by rights he ought to have succumbed 
gracetully long ago; yet he lived on. 

Still once or twice a year he would make 
a pathetic pilgrimage to the picture-gallery 
‘to see for himself,” as he expressed it, 
“how his beloved canvases were doing.” 
On all such occasions luigi, and none 
other, performed the part of guide and at- 
tendant, and recounted the tittles and par- 
ticulars of every picture in turn as he 
wheeled the pain-racked invalid to and fro 
before the walls of the salon. 
At all other times and to all other people 

the sacred treasure-room was closed. The 
public bad, at last, learnt tke tutility ot ap- 
plying to be ‘‘admitied to view.” Indeed, 
as years rolled by, the existenca of the col- 
lection of pictures at Ommaney Hall began 
to be forgotten altogether, even by the 
neighbors, who had always been inclined 
to regard Sir Giles as little better than a 
madman, and his private picture-gallery as 
scarcely more substantial than a castle in 
the air. 
A great commotion, therefore, was 

caused among th local gossips one fine 
morning by a report which was spread 
about to the effect that a stranger had 
arrived at the village inn and declared his 
intention of calling at Ommaney Hall. 
The statement was perfectly well founded 

for the same afternoon a visitor presented 
himself at the door of the mansion and de- 
liberately rang the bell. He asked for Sir 
Giles in the usual form, and refused to ac- 
cept the answer ‘‘not at home" given to 
him by the footman. 
“Take up my card to your master, and 
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ask if he will see we,” ordered the stran- 
ger. 

In f ar and trembling for the wigging he 
expected to receive, the footman complied 
with the request. 

* Dr. Bartholomew" was the name Luigi 
read out from the card which the irrepres- 
sible visitor had sent in. 

“Bartholomew, Bartholomew,” muti-red 
Sir Griles feebly. “Who on earth 1s Dr. 
Bartholomew ?” I don’t know anybody of 
the name of Bartholomew, do I? Stay, I 
remember, he is the oculist I consulted at 
Aix some years ago. Dut what on earth 
does he want here, Luigi?” 

* [here can be no doubt, your excellency, 
that hz is an inquisitive person who wishes to 
see your collection of pictures,” 

“Wishes to see my pictures, does he? 
He shall not. He shall not, I say. I won't 
all)y him on any account—not him, nor 
any one els>. No one shall see my pictures 
except me and you, so long as theresa 
gasp in this dilapidated old body of mine. 
eh, Luigi?” 
“Your excellency is quite right.  Mis- 

trust is the mother of satety. It is best to 
adhere to your fixed intention. You little 
know what damage this signor might try to 
do in the saloon. If he takes a fincy to 
some of your pictures he will doubtless im- 
portune you to sell them.” 
¢Sell—se!l—I—sell my pictures !” gasp- 

ed Sir Giles, trembling with rage. 
‘‘Angels forbid !” replied Luigi, devout- | 

ly. 
Dr. Bartholomew was therefore repulsed 

for that day. It was not long, however, 
before he returned to the charge. The 
very next morning, as shamelessly as be- 
fore, he presented himself atthe door of 
Ommaney Hall, and insisted that he should 
see Sir (ziles. In vain the embarrassed 
man-servant repeated the formula refusing 
admission. Dr. Bartholomew would take 
no denial. Finally, Luigi was appealed to, 
and the stranger was asked to state the ob- 
ject of his visit. This he refused to do to 
any one but Sir Giles himself. 
On learning that the doctor had no de- 

signs whatever upon the picture gallery— 
indeed, was not even aware of its existence 
—the Italian consented to take in his card 
once more. 
Within a few hours Dr. Bartholomew 

was recalled. More than that, he was re- 
ceived with open arms by Sir Giles, who 
(all the prognostications and warnings of 
Luigi notwithstanding) agreed to submit 
to any operation, and any treatment, which 
the specialist might forthwith decide upon. 
Bat Luigr’s troubles did not come alene. 
The following day another refl:ction (he 
deemed it) was cast upon his competence 
and trustworthiness; namely, by the ar- 
rival at Ommaney Hall ofa trained hospital 
nursa, to whom the care of the master was 
wholly entrusted. Sir Giles banished Luigi 
temporarily down the back stairs, and the 
new-comer reigned supreme in his stead. 
The operation of which Dr. Bartholomew 

had spoken was performed without further 
delay. The operator ventured to declare 
immediately afterward that it would prove 
quite successful. Some weeks, however, 
would elapse before the bandages could 
be removed from the patient's eyes, and 
there was nothing mora to be done for the 
time but to nurse him carefully and wait in 
patience. 
Meantime Luigi's health soffered to a 

surprising degree under suspence and anx- 
iety. He grew nevous and irritable, pale 
and thin. He begged incessantly of Dr. 
Bartholomew to be allowed to attend on 
his master a request which was persist- 
ently refused for reasons best know to the 
doctor. 
At last the time came for the preliminary 

test of the success o! the operation, Dr. 
Patholomew decided that the bandage 
should now for the first time ba removed 
from his patient's eyes. The experiment 
was therefore made in the darkened cham- 
ber to which Sir Giles had been confined 
since the operation. It revealed the fact 
that the old man’s sight was at least part- 
ially restored. It was evident, however, 
that the eyes were not yet strong enough 
to be ln freely, and that great care must 
be taken to prevent a relapse to the for- 
mer state of blindness. 

All this delay was borne by Sir Giles 
Ommaney with angelic patience. He com- 

plied with the doctor's wishes in every 
particular ; be did not grumble at the slow- 
ness of the cure, and he never attempted to 
forestall the proper occasion for dispensing 
with the bandages over his eyes. He only 
exacted a promise that the final test of re- 
covery should be made in the picture-gal- 
lery, so that the first objacts he beheld 
might be his beloved coliection of paintings. 
“There cannot be the least objection to 

that,” agresd Dr. Bartholomew readily. 
“It will enable me to enjoy a peep at this 
magniticent gallery of yours, Sir (iiles.” 
“No, no, no!” exclaimed the baronet 

pettishly. *‘You must not come into my 
gallery on any account. I have a prejudice 
against anyone, except myself and Luigi 
going there until [am dead, and then— 
why, then the whole accumulation may be 
burnt, for all I care.” 
“You don’t seem to consider the feeling 

of posterity, Sir Giles.” 
“Nota rap. I didn’t collect for a gap- 

ing public, but for the pure art of the 
thing.” 
“Well; if you promise not to ex :ite 

yourself too much, I will give you a first 
look tomorrow afternoon.” 
“To-morrow !"” 
ol i 
“Ah! Bless you, doctor ! I can be wheel- 

ed to the gallery blindfold, aud in my bath- 
chair by Luigi. I will remove these band- 
ages myself. No one shall be present or 
accompany us. Neither you or anyone 
else shall ask or try to enter the gallery 
during my litetime. [ wish it.” 
“Very well, Sir Giles. I will help to 

enforce your conditions as far as it lies in 
my power to do 0.” 
The clock went slowly around for the 

next twenty-four hours. To the impatient 
old baronet the one day seemed a whole 
month. 
When the long-looked-tor moment ar- 

rived, Luigi was not to be found. 
De. Bartholomew, foreseeing the irri- 

tation this circumstance would cause bis 
patient, felt greatly annoyed with the ab- 
sent valet. Sir (riles became furious on 
hearing that no Luigi was forthcoming. 

““Confound him!he cried, ‘Didn't | | 
give him the most careful and exact in- 
structions? What the devil does he mean 
by it?” 

Dr. Bartholomew thereupon instituted 
inquiries among the servants, and pres- 
ently learn: that Luigi bad complained of 
illness about an hour before, and had 
hurried into the neighboring town to 
consult a physician. 
“How very unnecessary!” commented 

De. Bartholomew. “Why did he not con- 
sult me ?” 
At first Sir Giles proposed to wait un- 

til Luigi's return. A few hours’ delay, he 
said, were of no consequence. But as the 
afternoon wore on, and no Luigi appeared 
on the scene, the baronet lost all patience. 

Dr. Bartholomew, fearing that the an- 
noyance might affect the success of Sir 
(viles’s restoration to sight, now offered 
himself to wheel the old gentleman into 
the picture-gallery, agreeing at the same 
time to wear a large green shade over his 
eyes so that the sacred treasures might not 
be exposed to his common gaze. To this 
alternative, after some further delay, and 
still with reluctance, Sir Giles consented. 
Thereupon the doctor, having donned a 

large green shade that shut out all things 
from his view except the very floor he 
trod, wheeled the bath-chair to the door 
of the short corridor leading to the gal- 
lery. Sir Giles sat with bandaged eyes, 
and trembled with expectation and joy. 
The physician then took the key offer- 

ed him by Sir Giles; opened the outer 
folding-doors of the corridor, and closed 
and locked them behind him. Then he 
pushed the wheeled chair down the cor- 
ridor and into the very centre of the 
picture gallery. He wished to remain be- 
side his patient to observe the result of 
his labors, but Sir Giles objected. 
“Excuse me, Dr. Bartholomew, but my 

terms are final. i must enjoy my whim to 
the utmost. Wait without in the corridor 
until I call.” 
“Very well, Sir Giles. 
Dr. Bartholomew faithfully kept his part 

of the ent. He walked from the 
room with his eyes loyally bent on the 
floor. Closing the inner doors behind him, 

| he waited in the corridor, H2 could 
hardly help laughing at th: whim which 
was b2ing carried out with such absurd 
corapleteness. However, it pleased Sir 
Giles to have it so, and no one had a right 
to ot ject. 
A minute passed, bit no sign came 

from Sir Giles. 
Two mutes elapsed. Still no sign. 

The doctor became curios, but he kept 
his post, while five m'nites crawled by. 
Then he grew anxious. He called out to 
SS it he might enter. There was no re- 
ny. 

Fearing that something had happened, 
he opened one of the folding doors. “Sir 
(xiles,” he called. 
No answer. 
“Sir Giles! do you hear? 

sike speak, sir.” 
Not a sound. 
Dr. Batholomew knew his duty. He 

pissed within and advauced quickly to the 
spot where the baronet’s chair stood. 

It was n> tim2 to stand upon trifling 
conditions. D¢:. Bartholomew tore the 
shade from his eyes and looked around. 
The scene literally astonished him. The 
magrificent gallery was hung with gorgeous 
picture frames—every one of them empty! 
The priceless pictures hid all been cut 
from their places. Nct one remained, 

Sir (riles lay back, pale and horrible to 
see! The bandage had been raised from 
his forehead and lay on the ground. [is 
eyes glared into vacancy. He was dead’ 
The shock of discovering his loss had 

killed the connoisseur. 
Luigi! Yes—Lnigi, inleed ! 

, never seen or heard of again. 
But when Ilast visited San Francisco, 

| people told me ot a mad picture-dealer 
who died there in abjzct misery and poverty. 

' He had been ‘‘burnt out” one night. S>me 
| of the pictures which he had attempt:d to 
| rescue from the flames were judged to be 
such irredeematle daubs that the humorous 
crowd before the burning house wrenched 

' the offending canvases from their frames 
and flung them back to the devouring 
elements. 
Can it be that Luigi learnt his lesson so 

' well from Sir Giles that he smudged 
over the priceless picture to escape detec- 

| tion ? 
Or did the destoyers failto appreciate 

the masterpieces of all time, alter the 
manner of ‘‘the crowd ?"—Argosy. 

For heaven’s 

Luigi wis 

His Position]Made Plair, 

As the C. and O. train was pulling out 

of Covington for Cincinnati, an Irish 

laborer, with his regulation tin dinner can 
and clay pipe, stepped into one of the 
passenger cars, and, putting his pail on 
the floor, ensconed himselt in a comfort- 
able seat, with his pipe in one corner of 
his mouth. A moment later the brake- 
man came in and, looking around, espied 
the Irishman. Leaning over, he tapped 
the man on the shoulder and said : 

“If you want to smoke, go forward to 
the smoking car.” 
The Irishman looked at him coolly for a, 

moment, and replied: ‘I'm not schmokin’, 
man : 
“You've got your pipe in’ your mouth, 

haven't you ?" 
“Faith, yes,” replied the son of Erin, 

““un I've got me fut in me boot, but I'm 
not wakin.’” 

The Way to Wear "Em, 

A beautifuf girl in white flannel bloomers 
and other fitiings cama bowling along a 
Dorsetshire road on a bicycle. Espying 
an agricultural sort of person sitting by 
the wayside, she pulled up, jumped off, 
and asked : 

“Is this the way to Wareham, d'you 
koow ?” 

“*As to that,” replied the lethargic tiller 
of the soil, with a sly glance at the rig-out. 
“I suppose it's all a matter o' taste, but 
my missis wears ‘er petticoats outside ‘em."” 
And the pace at which the fair one went 

off was a Zimmerman.—London Sporting 
Times. 

In sixteen years there has been forty-six 
murders in Lackawanna County, Pennsyl« 
vania. Yet only three perscns have been 
sentenced to be hanged. 


