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and best. Few minds which have had the finest traln-
ing of the schools and breathed the higher air of the
best cuiture become the masters of classic standards
and methods instead of being mastered by them. A
Salnte Beuve may make common caase with the
romanticists in his youth, but his maturity almost ine-
vitably records a reaction toward classicism. To
command all the accumulated resources of art, to have
mastered all its fine and delicate craft, and yet to be as
open to new excellence as to old, to discover the half-
concealed promise of the modern, which has still to
educate its audience, as surely as the rounded loveli-
ness of the antique, which has already taught the
generations—this is a rare mental possession, and it is
Mr. Stedman’s.

There is abundant evidence of his familiarity with
the literatures of the world, of his ample equipment
with that scholarship which is the arsenal and store-
house of creative power. He is himself a master of
the literary art by virtue of a style of rare delicacy and
vigor, and of such weight and amplitude that the
sentences seem hardly capacious enough for the thought
committed to them. The accuracy and fine quality of
his scholarship were long ago displayed in a str.king
comparative study of Tennyson and Theocritus. Yet,
with all the Instincts and predilections of high culture,
he has an openness of mind which one must look
long to match in contemporaneous literature. He
combines with the refilnements of intellectual aristoc-
racy absolute freedom. His question concerning every
new product is not, How does this square with ac-
cepted principles of art? but, What has this to teach
me ? He Is as ready as the next critic to apply to con-
struction and expression the most delicate and exact-
ing tests which art has perfected; but for the in-
forming idea of the new product he has only conscien-
tious and sympathetic stady. Though it overturn the
classics, it shall have a hearing as fair and full as was
accorded them. His latest essay in criticism, the paper
on Walt Whitman in the last number of ¢ Scribner’s
Monthly,” strikingly illustrates this trait, the posses-
sion of which must be adduced as weighty evidence
in support of the statemen'. that Mr. Stedman’s place
is at the front, and that he stands in the direct line of
literary succession. :

MatthewArnold has literary perceptions ofuncommon
reflnement and a keenness of judgment which has won
for him wide and bigh regard as a critic; but it is his
great misfortune to have lost a little his hold upon life
at large. Art is fed out of the deep fountains of uni-
versal experience, and it is true and lasting only so
long as the communication between its processes and
the great currents of popular life is free and unbroken.
If the flow of that vital stream is checked, the touch of
the brush may be as fine as ever, but the creative
poweris gune. Every great art age had a rich popular
life behind it. Mr. Arnold will have nothing of civil-
1zation except its last fine product of art; the restis
Philistinism. There 18 a genuine Philistinism which
is at enmity with all that is creative and progres-
sive; but Mr. Arnold strikes wide of the mark when
he stamps the intermediate and imperfect stages of
growth out of which art is evolved as Philistine;
and this is the weakness of almost all European
thinking. The bloom of the rose is possible only
through the petal, the stem and the root, and in the
truer vision which discerns the unbroken life of the
plant they bave each their share in the beauty of the
whole. It s just here that Mr. Stedman discloses his

power and the distinctively American temper of his |
- James.

mind. He has the faith of oné who sees thé¢ flowing
lines of beauty slowly evolving out of ¢rude and raw
material. ' His imagination does mot lean on present
realization'to aid it in its search for the ideal, bat with
broad, strong flight spans the space between the seed
and the flower. Hence the vitality of his thought, his
hold apon and faith in the outcome of free institations,

the background of rich and mavifold popular life which |,

one feels lke an'indistinct but fruitfol landscape back
&fat) nis‘'work.. In his conception art is not an exotic,
Broaght to bloom in an artificial air, but a perfect
growth of that which Is finest and truest in the uni-
versal life of men aud ages. He is tolerant, therefore,
of intermediate processes and stages, and waits con-
tentedly for the splendid flower which compensatgs
the barren centuries. This is perhaps the deepest and
most individual conception in American literature, and
in the fulluess with which Mr. Stedman holds it and the
power with which he has expressed it he makes good
a second time his claim to the very first place in our
literary pantheon.

It has been continoally reiterated in recent years,
with a cadence as melancholy as the refrain of the
chorus in a Greek tragedy, that the spread of the
scieutitic spirit means the decay of the literary impulse,
the blight of imagination, the death of poetry. Re-
quiems have been chanted by the poets round the dead
gods of Greece, as if in thelr passing away the power
which gave them birth had also ceased to be. In many
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quarters the breaking of the old spell has been followed
by impotence; dreary walling around ruined shrines
has become the poet's vocation. Not so, however,
with Mr. Stedman, and for this reason he still waits
a recognition which has not yet been fully accorded
him, but which is hissureinheritance, He is one of the
few who have brought themselves into harmony with
the changed conditions of the age. He has absorbed
the results of scientific teaching and has been enriched
and Inspired by it, as every creative mind must be.
The aids upon which feeble imaginations leaned have
gone, it is true, but in their places have come concep-
tions so large and stimulating that they urge the imag-
ination to more daring flights. Faun, satyr and dryad
have forsaken the woods which they once made popu-
lous, but a thought of the oneness of forest and sea and
star makes the same woods far more fruoitful to the im-
agination strong enough to rest upon the new thought
and be upborne by it. Mr. S8tedman holds the past in
reverent remembrance, but the light which comes from
his thought is from the dawning, not the fading day.
Scientific teaching has purified his imagination, while
it has given it ampler range by disclosing the deeper
and larger relationships of nature and life.

The brief limits of an article devoted especially
to the discovery of the creatlve qualities of Mr.
Stedman’s work forbid the discussion of its techni-
cal excellences; it is enough to say that they are of
a character quite as rare as his genius. A masculine
earnestness and intensity separates his writing widely
from the studled and artificial style of much contem-
poraneous criticism. No weak cosmopolitanism has
exhausted those vigorous and distinctively American
convictions in which lies the secre: of his power and
out of which alone the enduring literature of the future
must draw its life.

The radical defect in Matthew Arnold’s position has
been indicated ; Mr. Lowell has written some valuable
and charmiag criticlsin, but it is largely discursive and
fails to put the reader in complete mastery of the siib-
Ject; Mr. Henry James, Jr., has reflned his natural
gifts to the point of obliterating all traces of the race
from which he springs, and has become little more
than a style and a ;oint of view ; Mr. Stedman, among
his compeers in the English writing world, stands
easily first in the original force which peunetrates, en-
larges and intensifies his convictions, in the breadth and
thoroughness which characterize all his judgments,
and in the range and delicacy of his art.

THE OLD PALACE KEEPER.
BY CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.

N May, 1878, my niece Lucy and I were {n Florence,
We had been there, energetic, Industrious, and
solemnly conscientious, through three long months of
sight-seeing, and were now teking our ease. I‘think
the first three months in Florence or Rome is like learn-
ing the alphabet; it is some time before one can read.
‘We were now beginning toread. But Mayin Italy means
American summer, and we were not as energetic as we

' had been; we were, however, visiting the palaces in &

leisurely way, 8 way that was mixed with much driving
out towards the violet mountains, buying the wonder-
ful flowers, and even reading novels. Nomnovelhad we
read during those first solemm three months; we had
subsisted upon the solid food of Hare, Horner and

' Crowe, with a foundation of Vasarl and Ruskin, and a
- superstructure of the Hawthornes and the Brownings.

We were now shading off with ‘“Romola” and Henry

One morning, old Catarin1, who dusted our apart-
ments daily after the amiable and inefiicient Italian
msanner, asked if we had seen the Palazzo Accolti, in
the Via Lorenzini; there were wonderful art-treasures
there. As both Lucy and I had studied Italian, we
talked to the servants and to the shop people in their
own language in preference to the parti-colored French
which, in Italy, s held sacred to the English and
Americans. At Catarina’s speech, the young serving
man who was in the next room (she did not know it)
laughed ; and then, appearing with deep respect and
apologles at the door, explained that there was nothing
in that old palace for the illustrious ladies to see; noth-
ing at all. It was but a delusion of old Catarina’s,
who had lived there when a girl, and who could never
—with the permission of their nobleness—remember
the flight of time. Treasures were there, without
doubt, once ; but they had all been sold. The whole
world knew this save Catarina alone. The old woman
had shrunk at the sound of his voice and would say no
more. Buat the next time I found her alone I ques-
tioned her, and, at length, won from her the belief that
the art-treasures of the old palace were not sold, but
still in their places in the dark closed rooms above.
She knew that the ground floor was turned into shops;
but old Marco, the keeper, still llved above, and why
shotld he live there if there were no treasures ? Why
should there still be a keeper If there was nothing to

keep ? The palace itself could not be sold while the
old Marchese lived. At his death, no doubt ¢ the
wicked nephew,” who had already sold all that he
could, would sell that also; but the old Marchese stiil
lived.

¢ There ?”’ I asked.

Oh, no; withthe permission of their excellence, the
old Marchese had been stricken by God, in his mind,
forty years before, and was with those who cared for
such unfortunate ones. The wicked nephew said that
God had certainly forgotten him, since he was now
nearly ninety years old; but, plainly, it was that the
good Lord was in no haste to give to that wicked one
what he so much coveted. If their illustriousness
would condescend to go to the old palace, Catarina felt
sure that treasures were still to be seen.

Their illustriousness condescended; at least con-
descended to try. ‘It will be a comfort to see some-
thing not in the guide-books,” sald Lucy, who, having
learned all that those useful publications had to tell,
now ungratefully despised them. So one morning we
drove into the narrow Via Lorenzini in search of the
old palace, and finally found it, an old, grim, lofty
stone building, like many another in Florence; its
ground floor was now occupied by small shops, and all
the shutters were closed above. The great doors of
the entrance were locked, and looked as though they
had not been opened for a century; there was no bell.
We gazed upward in perplexity. But the whole neigh-
borhood was, as the French say, assisting, and we saw
that we had only to make inquiries; so, selecting a
vendor of lamps, who occupled the largest shop, we
said that we wished to enter the palace, and asked for
old Marco. This was evidently a su'prising demand ;
but the vendor of lamps would go in search of old
Marco, with all speed, if their highnesses would
graciously wait. Their highnesses waited, therefore,
I hope graciously; and business was suspended for the
morning in the Via Lorenzini. At last the vendor of
lamps returned, and ‘‘ with desperation.” Old Marco,
who was of an ¢ obstinacy most incredible,” refused to
believe that illustrious ones were waiting, but required
that they should come within his own coartyard where
he could see them, before he would descend and anbar
the door. This obstinacy made the vendor of lamps
desire to live no longer, such was his shame in the
presence of their nobilities. But their nobilities alight-
ed and followed him through his shop into the eourt-
yard, where, looking up, they saw a dim face behind
the glass gazing down from one of the upper windows;
it disappeared, and presently a lower door opened and
an old man looked out. The vendor of lamps flew at
him with a torrent of Itallan. Batold Marco, holding
the door open but a little way, admitted first Lucy,
then myself, and then closed it in the face of the
vendor and pushed the great bolt ; the massive portal
was 80 thick that we could not hear the torrent of
vowels which was no doubt surging against the outer
surface. .

‘We found ourselves in a vaulted hall, and, in spite of
the summer heat, the dusky air was here so cool that
I felt myself slightly shivering. In a dall, lifeless
voice, the old keeper was asking our pleasure. I ex-
plained. A light came suddenly into his eyes under
their heavy, creased, wrinkled lids, he straightened
himself, and even his voice changed and grew strong.
Yes, the art-treasures were all there ; their excellence
should see them if they would have the affability to
follow. They had the affability, but not the breath.
The keeper, old as he was, went up the broad stone
stalrway so rapidly that excellence was left behind and
obliged to come more slowly. The old palace was
built after the usual Florentine fashion. Below had
been the servants’ offices ; next came a comparatively
low half-story ; and then, above, began the stretch of
vast apartments with lofty ceilings and marble fioors,
which, whether furnished or unfurnished, are so unlike
the American idea of & home. The Florentine idea
was coolness, and dusky open space; the richness, if
there was any, came from the old pictures on the walls,
the statue in the niche, and the wide-mouthed jars
filled with flowers, on the floor, and not from what we
call ‘furniture.” But here there was nothing, not
even the jars ; the walls and floors of thestately rooms
were bare as we followed the keeper through one after
the other. We followed him ; but could never reach
him. He kept always in advance. His manner, too,
was peculiar ; as he entered each room he waved his
hand slowly, first to the right, then to the left, as if to
call our attention to something. But there was noth-
ing to be seen. We constantly expected to comeupon
an old shadowed picture, but the walls remained quite
bare. At the end of the long suite he went into the
hall and began ascending a second stately stairway,
leading to the upper story. ¢ 8hall we follow?” said
Lucy.

s Perhaps there fs something above,” 1 answered.
But we found only another procession of rooms like
those below, equally large, dusky and lofty, and equal-
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ly bare. The keeper was still in advance, waving his
band in the same slow way.

Lucy ran after him. ¢ But the pictures?” she said,
in Italian; ‘“ where are they?”

* Does their graciousness not observe them?” They
are everywhere,” he gravely answered.

Lucy came back to me startled. ¢ Shall we go any
farther?”’ she whispered

¢« Oh, yes,” I said. ‘¢ Even if his mind is somewhat
weakened, a8 it seems to be, he is probably quite harm-
less. There still may be something; and I confess I
am curious.”

When we had at last gone through all these rooms
the keeper turned down a corridor leading around the
court; from it opened smaller rooms, all empty. At
the end of the corridor he unlocked a door and stood
waiting.

*This,” he said, ‘‘is the famly chapel. Here, as
their illustriousness will observe, is our only fresco;
our others are all paintings in oil.”

The chapel was small, the smallest room we had.

seen; it was of peculiar shape, the rounding arch of
the ceiling beginning not at the top of the walls but at
the floor. It was quite bare, save for a small stone
altar; and, as the colored glass of the window above
had been replaced by coarse white panes, a flood of
clear golden light came in, very different from the
sombre gloom below.

‘“Oh, how lovely!"” cried Lucy, forgetting all about
the old keeper’s singularities in a sudden outburst of
enthusiasm. And as soon asI had put on my glasses
I echoed her cry. For there, on the back wall which
faced the altar, there gleamed out an angel so beautiful
that it seemed to me then, as in recollection it seems
to me now, the most heavenly vision upon which my
earthly eyes have rested. The figunre was boldly
painted, not quite the size of life; it was not flying,
but seemed to have just ceased its flight. Its arms
were full of the Florentine lilies—our own flower de
luce—and upon its face and in its lovely eyes, which
looked at us, there shone the smile which gave, proba-
bly, the mysterious charm. For it was & smile not of
earth, a smile like that which we dream will greet us
when, standing alone on the threshold of the next
world, wejsee coming to meet us those we have loved
best here, those whose absence has made life, inward-
ly, but a remembrance. The angel was alone; the
edges of its white robe, of the glory around its
head and of the lily branches it bore, were indistiuoct,
merged in the old whitewash with which all the re-
mainder of the wall was covered; it leaned towards us
out of this blankness, like the star seen through the
single rift in a dull gray cloud.

“] must come here every day and sketch it,’” said
Lucy; ¢ or, at least, try to; and, like Fra Angelico, I
shall work upon my knees. It is the most heavenly
face I have ever seen.”

I asked the old keeper, who had seated himself on

the step of the alvar with an uninterested air, when the.

whitewash was removed from this figure, and whether
it was supposed there were other figures still buried
beneath.

He replied that the old Marchese had discovered the
angel, and that it was by his order that the whitewash
had been removed. But God had aflicted him almost
on the very day of the completion of the labor, forty
years before; and all had since remained as he had
lefv it.

¢ But if there are other figures underneath as beauti-
ful as this,” I began, ¢ I should think that the nephew
might—" but here I stopped, alarmed. The word
“ nephew ” seemed to have turned the old man into a
living statue of hate. He did not move, but his eyes
grew so coldly flerce that they glittered. ¢¢Cursed,
cursed be he!”’ he cried, and his voice rang through the
chapel and corridor, and, passing down the stairs,
seemed to echo through all the empty house. Then he
rose, waved us out, relocked the door, and, without
pause, conducted s down to the outer door.

We were obliged to go. But we came again, and
many times ; and at length succeeded in forming a sort
of friendship with the old man: we did this for the
sake of the angel, whose face Lucy was ardently trying
to win from heaven down upon her earthly paper—so
far, trying in vain. Bdt no matter how often we came,
we were always obliged to go first through all the
great dusky rooms below before he would take us to
the chapel; this was a routine inevitable.

One day, while Lucy was at work, I asked him ‘if he
could describe to me the pictures on the empty walls
below, of course not to him calling them ¢‘ empty.”

¢ Most certainly,” he replied ; and we went down to-
gether. Then began a singular scene. From wall to
wall, from room to room we went, while, with no
knowledge of art and no enthusiasm, he yet described
each detail of every picture and its frame with a clear
exactness which I feit to be minutely accurate. He
pointed out this tint and that fold, this atmosphere and
that interior; he described the portraits of a stern old
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Accolti in armor, and another, a child, a dimpled baby
in a stiff little satin gown, so that I actually seemed to
see them. In truth I did see them all with my mind's
eye, and see them now. Up the broad stairway we
went and through the second story; and it seemed as
if a company of softly-sliding unseen ghosts were with
us and whisperingly following us. It was the most
weird two hours I ever spent, .

I became quite curious about the- old man; I won-
dered what he ate, and where he slept, and if he had
any friends who came to see him. The vendor of lamps
could satirfy me upon two of these points. Go to
market—old Marco? Oh, no; henever left the palazzo,
night or day. His few and small provisions, the same
through years, were brought and left at the inner
courtyard door. If, in the mean time, old Marco did
not descend, and cats appeared, was he, Raffaello, vend-
or of lamps, to be held in fault? Manifestly not; and
none but hardened souls would assert it, since the
honesty of all his (Raffaello’s) family was most clearly
established in all the quarter. Friends? No, old Marco
had no friends. He had a son living beside the straw-
market ; but, what would you! when there was such a
disposition as Marco’s, none could abide it, not even a
son—always with the nobilitles’ permission.

Once I did see the old man’s abode. He had taken
me up a little narrow concealed stairway, because I
had asked if there were any rooms above; there, under
the great cornice which cast a shadow over half the
street below, there were some small chambers, and in
the smallest of these, a mere cell, there was a narrow
pallet-bed and a chair. But from the narrow window
opened a magnificent view. All Florence lay beneath :

the Duomo, Giotto’s lovely campanile, the flower-stem -

tower of the Palazzo Vecchio, and, all around, the vio-
let mountains, and the beautiful valley of the Armo
going westward to the sea.

*“Is this your room, Marco?” I said.
magnificent view !”

¢ I am near-sighted,” replied the old man carelessly ;
‘I cannot see the view.”

One day he looked so feeble and ill that I was trou-
bled. ¢ He will die here some day, all alone, and no
one will know it,” I sald to Lucy. ¢ Let us try, on
the way home, to find that son.” 8o our driver took
us through the straw-market, and after some search
we found our man. He was a maker, or rather a mend-
er, of umbrellas, and at work in his little shop when
our carriage paused at his door; literally at his door
because there was no sidewalk, and we sat in our car-
riage and talked to him easily on his bench within.
He was a small, thin man of fifty, with bent shoulders
and a patient face. Yes, old Marco was his father; bat
he seldom saw him. He found it necessary—with their
permission—to keep steadily at work here at his bench.

¢ Say rather that thou dost not see him because he
will not see thee,” said his wife, who was behind in
the shadow with several children around her. ¢ Will
the most noble ladies believe it?” she continued, rising
and coming forward, unable to keep silence. ‘¢ Qld
Marco will not leave the palace, and has never there-
fore even seen the little ones, lest they should injure—
the innocents !—his pictures there! His pictures, said
I? And all the world knows that there are no pictures!
Ah, it is of a stubbornness !I”’

‘¢ My father is old; he has his fancies. - But he gives
us always the half, and more, of the little he has,” be-
gan the man’s mild voice.

¢ Say rather that he is mad,” interrupted the woman
indignantly. ¢ What is the money—I ask their noble-
ness—to a natural love for his own grandchildren?”
And, snatching up the baby who was crawling across
the floor, and calling the others, she disappeared, her
motherly ebullition no doubt for the moment quite sin-
cere in spite of the preciousness of the money.

Left alone, the umbrella mender looked at us apolo-
getically, in a mild silence. I began to explaln my
fears about she solitary old man. ¢ Do you never see
him?’ I asked.

‘““Twice each year, on Christmas day and St. John
Baptist, I go there,” he answered. ¢ It is then that he
gives me the money."”

‘¢ Have you tried to see him at other times?”

“Yes; but he only looks out ana shakes his head.
Their nobleness has perbaps observed that my fatlrer
is at times somewhat obstinate.”

So spoke the son, his thin, hard-worked hands folded
on the old green umbrella upon which he had been at
work ; something in his face which seemed to tell me
of years of patience with that father, made me rather
ashamed of my unasked interference. 8o, leaving
some coins for the children, I drove away, suggesting,
however, that he should try to see old Marco soon.
He promised, patiently; and went {on with his green
umbrella.

The days passed by; and we spent now all our
mornings with the sngel. I too was attempting to
sketch the beautiful face, and not succeeding. Occa-
sionally Marco came in, and walked to and fro for a

“What a

few moments; he paid little attention to us, and was
not interested in our attempts. The fees which we
gave him he received, but with indifference and with-
out thanks.

‘“Do you not think the angel beauntiful?” I asked
one day.

¢ Oh, yes,” he answered quietly, ¢ but we have many
others that are beautiful also.” °

Another time I said, < What do you do all day?”

¢ There is much to do,” he answered—*‘ much. The
dust must be kept from all the frames, and there must
be no dampness. The flles must be destroyed also.
There is much to do.”

When my brother came back at last from his pilgrim-
age, we related our story, and took him to see our
angel. He admired it as much as we did; but, man-
like, he brushed away all our fine-spun fancies that it
could not, would not be copied, that it was too beauti-
ful to possess, but must fade back into the heaven from
whence it came, remembered but unpictured, like a
vision in & dream.

He announced his intention of searching out Signor
Accoltl.

¢ Do you mean the wicked nephew?” I said. For
Lucy and I always called him by that name.

¢ T shall be hardly likely to inquire for him by that
title at the door,” said Edward, smiling. .

The ¢ wicked nephew ” turned out, on acquaintance,
to be a fat, affable, middle-aged Italian, with dimpled
white hands and a taste for vegetable-gardening. The
frescoes in the little chapel were painted, he said, some
time in the sixteenth century, by a young artist,
an obscure person, patronized by one of his ancestors,
who had a taste for discovering geniuses, which, how-
ever, generally led to nothing. This artist, whoever
he was, died young, the chapel being his only extended
work. Of course the frescoes, having no name at-
attached, were worthless. They were subsequently
whitewashed over, aud so remained until about forty
years ago, when his uncle had the fancy to have them
uncovered ; but only a little was done when his sad
malady seized him. Ab, there was afate! To be mind-
less while the body lived on! Poor old man! He (‘¢ the
wicked nephew ) had often wept over him.

Photographed? Yes, certainly ; that is, if old Marco
would allowit? (Here the nephew laughed heartily.)
1f he would not allow it, we might as well attempt to
take a fortified tower.

As we were not rich enough to buy chapels, or the
walls of chapels, we decided to have, if possible, our
angel photographed, although it seemed in a certain
.ense like desecration. But when we proposed it to
Marco he went into one of his cold, flerce rages, and
said it should not be, and that he would not admit the
photographer. He was as good as his word, and al-
though we brought the man there three times, and
exhausted ourselves with entreaty and bribes, he re-
fused 10 open the door and we remained oatside, in
company with nearly all the inhabitants of the Via
Lorenzini, assembled to see the siege.

The summer heat was increasing, and Switzerland
was awalting us ; but we longed for our angel. Atlast
Lucy and I thought of another plan. We took with
us to the old palace a copyist, an English girl whohad
a peculiar skill in catching the most delicate shades of
expression. We introduced her, somewhat deceitfully,
a8 ‘‘a friend,” and then, while she was at work, we
took turns in asking old Marco to ‘‘ explain the pic-
tures ” to us in the somber rooms below. This he was
always ready to do ; and the ruse succeeded admira-
bly until one day when he stole up stairs without let-
ting us know, and, coming stealthily in behind the
English girl, looked at her work over her shoulder,
and then, suddenly stretching out his hand, seized it
and dashed it to the ground. Her frightened cry
brought us to the scene, where we found her half faint-
ing with terror, and Marco stamping on the copy.

“But we copied it too, Marco,” I said, trying to
soothe him. :

‘“You tried,” sald the old man with a withering
scorn, for the first time using the second person in
addressing us. ¢ But no one would ever have known
your coples 1”

My brother was not with us that day, and we
three women had to go; he would not allow us to stay
longer. Aand I think, on the whole, we were rather
glad to reach the street again. But the next morning
we went back, reinforced by Edward and an abundance
of gifts; even the English girl was fascinated by our
angel.

Old Marco admitted us. He was no longer angry;
there was a look of indifference on his face which made
us hope that he had forgotten it all. Baut, through the
whole of both the long vistas of empty rooms he made
us go, while he gave again his minute description of
all the vanished paintings, a description which was
never varied by so much as a new comma. Wedid not
dare to interrupt him lest it should ronse his wrath
again; and so we held our peace and went through the-
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