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parted to her my adventure of the previous 

day. During the first part of my narrative 

she interrupted me frequently with expres- 

sions of horror and surprise, but as I went 

on she grew silent and looked at me, her 

face deadly pale. It was some time before 

she recovered herself, and when she did, 

told me something that I was glad not to 
_ have known twenty-four hours previously. 

The first part of her story was not new 

to me; I had heard from my friends in 

what danger the richest treasure of Dresden, 

the picture gallery, had been in the days of 

_ the revolution, and that its preservation was 
mainly owing to the courage of an architect. 
In the streets the combat raged fiercely, the 
air reverberated with the approaching tramp 
of rebellious multitudes : a human sea which 

flooded all obstacles and threatened destruc- 
tion to everything in its blind fury. All 

order had vanished, nothing sacred was 
spared, and every hour the danger which 
threatened the gallery grew more imminent. 
Night fell, but it brought no rest ! 

Here and there a cannon-ball had already 
pierced the walls and shattered the window- 
panes. Pale and anxious, the few men on 
guard who had not fled walked to and fro 
in the darkening rooms, lighted up ever 
and anon by a sudden gleam of fire raging 
without. Forlorn hope was to be read in 
their agitated features, when all at once the 
man to whom we owe the preservation of 
so irreparable a treasure rushed into the 
building. His presence of mind and exam- 
ple worked wonders. What had appeared 
impossible was carried out. Next morning’s 
rising sun looked down on the most fearful 
devastation, on the broken windows and 
blackened walls of the gallery, but its 
precious contents were well packed and 
unharmed in safe places. 

My hostess did not dwell long on 
‘the merits of this courageous act, but 
took pains to describe the horrors of that 
night in all its details. This is not the 
place to give further particulars of the 
political events during those days; it is 
sufficient to add that after a temporary 

_ banishment in wooden cases, the works of 

  

art adorned the old walls again in their usual 
splendour. 

It was in the month of May, in the year 
following the revolution. The sentinel in 
front of the gallery was walking leisurely up 
and down, whistling softly to himself, when 
the clock of the nearest-steeple chimed the 

midnight hour. Dead silence reigned in 

the streets, myriads of stars glittered in the 
deep blue sky. 

“Strange !” he muttered, as he stood still, 

gazing intently upwards. Behind the well- 
secured windows he saw flashes of a blue 
light, coming and going fitfully, and casting 
their rays on the path below. 

“Strange!” he repeated, and his first 
thought being naturally of thieves, he 
hurried to the principal entrance, which he 
found, however, fastened as usual. Peeping 
through the keyhole into the interior, he 
could see nothing ; the corridors were wrapt 
in utter darkness, but on placing his ear to 

a crevice he heard distinctly a loud noise 
proceeding from the upper rooms. Was it 
the packers busy at work P 

The sentinel knew his instructions. 
With a loud cry, ‘Thieves! thieves!” he 
knocked at the door of the nearest official. 

In the course of afew moments the latter 

made his appearance with a dark lantern 

and the necessary keys, but on looking at 
the light at the windows, and listening to 
the noise from within, he declared that he 

could not act on his own responsibility, 

and ran off to rouse his superior from his 

first sweet slumber. 

“What can you want?” asked that 

worthy. ‘How are thieves to get into 

the place?” 
“ And. suppose—they were not—thieves, 

sir?” 
“ Well, surely you don’t believe they are 

ghosts? You coward ! I'll come, were it only 

to drive a cat from the premises. 
“ Bah ! it’s the reflection of the glittering 

stars,” he exclaimed, disdainfully, on seeing 

the light in the windows. Without hesita- 

ting further he pushed the huge key noisily 

into the lock, and took the lantern to light 

the way, his trembling subordinate following 
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