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suddenly, gather up his paints and brushes, 
and with a questioning glance at me anda 
hasty bow, rushfromthe room. ‘ Funny!” 
I thought, as I went on with my work. 

I believe it was the perfect stillness all 
around which began to rouse meat last ; for 
the first time I found myself listening in- 
tently for the well-known signal. But no 
bell was to be heard! A certain rest- 
lessness took possession of me, and caused 
the tips of my fingers to tingle. I laid 
down my brush, then took it up again, 
while the lurking malicious face of the 
Pharisee on the canvas’ appeared. to be 
watching all my movements. I seated my- 
self once more in position, and mixed a 
fresh colour, but only to lay down brush 
and palette as before, and to determine to 
pack up my things for the night. 

The gallery should ‘witness for once the 
curious spectacle to see me among the first 
to go home so hoping that the immortal 
spirit of Titian would forgive my human 
weakness, I walked rapidly through several 
rooms, rather astonished to find them empty, 
and reached the inner corridor, from which 
exit is gained through the porter’s small 
anteroom, 

“ How tiresome !” I exclaimed angrily, as 
I did not succeed in opening the door. I 
tapped loudly, believing that he would come 
and let me out. But no, only the echo of 
my knocking came back to me; no other 
sound reached my ears. The man had left, 
and the door was firmly locked. “He can- 
not be far off as yet,” I thought, and called 
him loudly by his name; my voice sounded 
strange and hollow through the lofty cham- 
bers, and a slight shiver passed over me as 
I felt what the old man had prophesied » 
had come to pass—I was locked in for the 
night. 

It was but too true. I had again omitted 
hearing the bell, and a less careful man 

- than my aged friend had been on duty that 
night, and neglected to go the round of 
the gallery before retiring from his post. 
It was not to be wondered at that all had 
been anxious to reach their sheltering roofs 
on that miserable wet day, even I had not 

  

  

  

been able to withstand a certain longing to 
gethome as the evening drew near. And 
now they had all gone, my kind old friend 
tco; and I? I was the only living thing 
among thousands of inanimate ones. 

To be fully aware how I was situated, 
you must know that none of the officials re- 
side in the building, and that the latter stands 
isolated in a large open space which is very 
little frequented at that time of day and in 
such weather. If assistance had been near 
at hand, the well closed double-windows 
would have defied any attempt on my part 
to open them; the same or rather more so 
with the doors. Therefore no prospect of 
release! I must submit to the inevitable, 
and I tried to do so. - 

Returning to my old place, I took out 
my things, only just neatly packed together, 
and prepared anew for my work. What 
more did I want? Now I could paint, 
paint, paint in peace, and to my heart’s 
content, untroubled by the warning of the 
detested bell! And I painted on, leaving 
out the head of the lurking tempter; and 
forgetting myself in the holy grandeur of 
the Saviour’s features, painted on till the 
darkening twilight would no longer permit 
me to distinguish the colours. 

But now the feeling of utter loneliness 
came over me in its full force, and with it 

the question, “What shallI do?” ‘Make 
the best of it,” my reason told me, and with 

this praiseworthy intention my adventure 
appeared to me ina new light. What more 

interesting thing could a young genius 
think of than a night’s quarters in such @ 
place? Hada professed enthusiast petition 
ed for permission to sleep there, he would 
not have received it. £was probably the 
first and the last person whom chance thus 

favoured. 
Involuntarily I still hoped for release; 

sometimes I fancied I. heard a door open, 
or a voice call to me. At every distant 
sound of wheels, at every angry blast of 
wind, I started up, only to sink back into 
my seat with a heightened feeling of dis- 
appointment. Staring vacantly at the win- 
dow, I saw how the raindrops ran like


