
The mans eyes expresse1 his gratitude. He saw clearly the
motive that prompted the other to offer him such a sum for a
worthless object,and he wasnot ungrateful. He took the piece of
goldJacob handed him,and was leaving the shop when the dealer
stoppedhim.'

Tell me.' he said, ' didmuch depend on the value of this little
casket I

'
"Yes.' said thestranger slowly, 'a great deal.'
'Ah

'
said th« dealer thoughtfully

'
Ithought RO. How is it ?

You havea family or a wife at home ?
''

T hnvpboth
'

was the rpsnnnsß. 'My wife is ill. my ohilrlren
go hungry, and myself— well, I'm bothill and hungry. But this,'
he added, holding up the gold piece, 'this will soonmend us all.'
He walked a few steps towarde the door, then turned and Baid
earnestly,

'
I'veanother request to make of you.''

Name it,' said the dealer.'
Iwant you not to put that little casket in someoldstore-room

among therubbish. It's too dear to me. Promise me youwill not
treat itlike that. You will keep it out here whereitwillnot be
lost or forgotten. Some day,' he said wistfully,

'
Imay be able to

get itbark again. Who knows ?
''Very w<*ll,' said Jacob, touched at the appeal, 'I'lldo as you

ask.' Then an idea seemed to strike him. 'What is your name ?
'

he questioned.'
Richard Tadsley,' was the response." Andyour address ?''
No 3 Cradly's Court,off the next street;youknow it.''Yes,' said Jacob, and he made a note of the information.

When he looked up the man was gone.
JacobDrew tookup thetiny black casketand turneditoverinhia

fingers. '
Strange.' be mused. 'Idon't think I'veever quite Been

anything like it before,and yet it's hardly a decade old.'
He laidil aside and fell to thinking of the sad story hehad

just heard,and wondered tohimself what the fate of theunhappy
family wouldbe, and made a mental resolve to pay them an early
visit withcharitable intent.

ButJacob Drew reckoned without his weight of yearsand its
effect on the memory; be the intent for goodor evil the memory
cares not;like a faulty knitter that slips a stitch here and there
and parses on unconcernedly because unconsciously, even though
the fault of omission be great and its effects far-reaching, it
goes its way untroubled. Andso it happened that the olddealer's
errand of mercy slipped from his mind and the Tadsley family re-
ceived no visit from him. certainly not then,nor, indeed,ever.

Months after there stood in the little shop one whose know-
ledge of ancient lore was inferior to Jacob Drew's in some things
only. He chatted with the old manand examined with interest the
quaint oldobjects strewn around. Suddenly he utteredan exclama-
tion of surpriseand delight.'

What's the matter .'' asked the old dealerquerulously." Look at this
'

saul the other enthusiastically, holding up the
littleblack casket thathad kun forgotten among the other things.

Whore did you pick it up ? It's a treasure' And he went on to
eulogise tin article as something unique, wonderful,everything in
fact that Jacob Drew had thought itnot to be.

At tirst the old mansceptically shook his head. It washard to
believe that tlv's modern-looking little trifle was really of Buch great
value, harder, still, tuat he whose judgment had never erred before
should be in 1-.,ikeu. Hut the other held to his opinion, explained
it,reasoned it out.and ultimately convinced the dealer that for the
fir~t time in his life he hud tormed a wrong judgment. Andas the
conviction of his error gradually dawned on him, Jacob Drew's
sell-con fidence went forth trom him. leaving him irresolute, weak,
incapible of trusting his own judgment. The more he pondered
over his Mii-t-ike, the more his belief in himself waxed less till he
determine 1 to pose no longer as an authority in those things in
which hereto!o>e his word hud been as the law. The infirmity of
hi^ a(.■ irs w >s coming on him, he told himself sorrowfully, and the
poweis of his judgment that had so long and so faithfully stood
him in good stead were beginning to fail him. But this considera-
tion coul i not entirely relieve him from the chagrin and regrethe
felt for his blunder. The little black wood casket that he valued
at a tew shillings was.he knew now really worthhundreds. Andthen
his memory brought up before him the circumstances under which
he had become pos-essed of the little casket. Again he saw the
gaunt,hunger-stricken man with the famished look in his staring
eye-, and he recalled the sad story of the dying wife and little ones
at home. The recollection was fraught with bitter,self-accusing
niemoiies that increased the old man's sorrow tenfold. He sought
out with feverish fingers the address theman hadgiven him.

11" found it. and lost no time in making his wayround the
grimy court oIT the street hard by. The address he sought was a
great, mary-windowud tenement honse, filled to over-flowingwith
poverty-stricken inmates. Everywhere was the hallmark of
■\\ri-cii dness and misery that caused Jacob Drew to utter an in-
M Inv v yprayer that he had not come too late. He askedseveral
of t"(.>-<" lie met on the stairs as to the whereaboutsof theTadsley
domicile, but they could tell him nothing. At length he met a
woman more intelligent or more loquacious than the others.

1If it's coming to do thema good turn you are,' she said, with
a wag of her head, 'you're too late. Mrs. Tadsley,poor thing, was
ailing for a long time, and nothing would have cured her but
delicacies

—
and them we hadn't to give her. So she died, poor

thing, one mightpay, of starvation, und her two little onesdidn't
stay long after her. When they were all gone from him the
husband wentawaysomewhere—

anyway he has never come back
here since. And that's the last of them all, poor souls,' concluded
the kindly-hearted woman, " and I'm sorry for them that you're
come so late.'

Jacob Drew listened to her story with moist eyes,and went
forth from theplace withhis head bowed low ouhis breast, for the
shadow ofa great grief was over his heart. Sadly afflicted inspirit
he went back to his accustomed seat by the doorwayand fell to
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Old Jacob Drew was as his father and grandfather had been
bnfor" V>im Yeir in vi'nrnnt with seircelv a hrealc fur wfll-niirh
three generations,a Drew had sat in theblackened oldchair near the
dcorvay ff +vv Ht-i-l» uhnn in thp prim old hack street- and peered
wistfully out at the passers-by from the gloom andshadows within.
To his occupation Jacob had brought an hereditary fervor of
devotion;added to this a long and caieful apprenticeshipunder the
kindly guidance of his father, and while still a young-man Jacob
foundhimself second tononein the cult of the antique. As a child
he hadgrown to love the quaint oldcurios, the queer, fantastically-
carvedold rarities, and the vague, flickering, ill-defined shadows
that went to make up the essential features of the curious old shop
that was some day to be his heritage. And whenJacob's father had
gone the way of all tlesh, and was laid to rest beside the mother and
the grandparents faraway on the outskirts of the city, the young
man had slipped into hia father's place and taken his seat in the
ancestral chair by thedoorway, and all unconsciously adopted the
habitsandsimple, childlike waysof its former occupants. But in
onerespect didJacob differ from his immediate progenitors. They
had, each in his day,attained a certain local celebrity by reason of
their wide and deep knowledge of all things relating to ancient
lore. But Jacob's knowledge was far beyond theirs. The little they
knew had come to him almost naturally. Beyond that his studies
had broadenedout, including every branch of the vast subject of
antiquities, till he had grown saturated with theknowledge of all
things pertaining thereto,and had become,in fine, a veritablemaster
of his craft.

Andhia love for the dim. shadowy pa°t was greater than that
of his sires, even ashis knowledge of its products was far beyond
theirs. The cruel,rusty old weapons, the faded fragments of old-
fashioned tapestry, the many multi-shaped relics of a by-gone age,
he lovedthem every one. In a word, he worshippedat the shrine
of antiquity, anditonly needed the accident of age in anything to
causehim to look onitas something sacred, venerable,tobe preserved
undefined.

Gradually at first, butnone the less surely, he found himself
becoming noted for the accuracy and keenness of his judgments on
allmattersrelating to the valuationand age of curios and things of
a like nature. His pronouncements were respected and sought
after in proportionas their correctness became realised. He found
himself soonset up as a judge of a higher standing than ever his
father or grandfather betore him had been. As the days went by
his crowd of visitors went on increasing. They Hocked tohim from
everywhere. His opinions were sought in difficult cases where
others who had posed as expyits h'ui iailul. Ami he w^- never
wrong. Itwas a sourceof gratino.it on to him to watch thespmen
hanging on his every wori. S ated m the hi-unic chair by the
door he gave forthhis judgments to all and sundry who care1 to
seek them He demanded no p .ynent; th" pleasure it ga\e him
waß sufficientrequital. Whenshams w erebroughtMmhedimply '-hook
his head. He was never uiisunder-'ood But occasionally when
somethingof real valuo, some rare old article of vertu. came into
his hands he revelled in the keen enjoyment it afforded him, At
such times it not infrequently happened that the curio changed
hands, and the judge thus nhowedhis belief in his own infallibility
by purchasing thearticle at the outside limit of its worth. Though
his purchas-s were tew, his sales were lower still. Happily how-
ever,he was not dependant on the profits. Those who had gone
before, good thrifty souls that they were,hadseen to that. Bcsidt s,

he had no luxurious tastes to gratify, his pas-iion for acquiring
antiquated valuables. Nor had he any wish to marry

— lm quaint
old oddments afforded him companionshipuncugh.

And thus pa'M-Ml Jacob Hrew's youth and middle ago, andas
hegrew in advancing years his fame waxed greater, andhis word
became law inall things relating to the dead past.

One day there came to the dealer a tall, gaunt, hnllow-cheekod
man, with grim, famished, hunger staring trom out his laek-lastre
eyes. In his hand he carried a small, wrapped-up parcel. Care-
fullyhe undid the string,and removed the paper, disclosing to old
Jacob's eyes a small, curiously- wrought black woodcasket. Jacob
seizediteagerly andexamined it attentively, turning it round and
round,and peeping into its tiny interior with gradually imreasii.g
interest. For once it seemed as though the old dealer wai> non-
plussed. At la«t he gave a little start and lookedce.irchmgly at
the mark on the lid. Then he looked upsuldmly an the str lined.
anxious face watching him, and his heart smote him. For Jacob
Drew was a conscientious man, and pp ike truth on all ue"a--ioiis,
even when he saw thatby doing so he mrlictei a stab of disappoint-
ment that was both cruel and bitter. He lookedhard at the man,
andsaid slowly :—:

—
'I am sorry for you. but it's worthless— that is, it's com-

paratively worthless
—

only worth at most a tew shillings or th< re-
abouts.'

The stranger, strong man though he wai, drew ba:k with
something betweena gasp and a sob. It was plain that he had set
great storeby the tiny black o.ibket, and thjdimllu-ionmeiiL pained
him keenly.

'Ihad hopes.' he said huskily,
'that it was of value. I've had

it for years without thinking much of it.when suddenly Igot an
idea thatit wasprecious, and— and

'
'
And youcame tome,' said the dealer.

'Ah,I«cc. lamsorry
for your sake thatit is valueless. It wouldmean a lot to you were
itotherwise. Ipresume .'

'

The stranger nodded.
'However,' Jacob went on. 'l'll let you havehalf-a-soverugn

for it if you care topart withit.'
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