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man's house with the quickness of rats, stripped it hare as

a corpse, and sold the tinware themselves in their own shop.

Once a year, when December came round, Sauviat would go

to Paris', travelinj; in a public conveyance; from which prem-

ises, observers in the quarter concluded that the dealer in

old iron saw to his investments in Paris himself, so that he

might keep the amount of his money a secret. It came out

in after years that as a lad Sauviat had known one of the

most celebrated metal merchants in Paris, a fellow-country-

man from Aiivergne, and that Sauviat's savings were in-

vested with the prosperous firm of Brezac, the corner-stone

of the famous association of the Black Band, which was

started, as has been said, by Sauviat's advice, and in which

he held shares.

Sauviat was short and stout. He had a weary-looking face

and an honest expression, which attracted customers, and was

of no little use to him in the matter of sales. The dryness

of his affirmations, and the perfect indifference of his manner,

aided his pretensions It was not easy to guess the color of

the skin beneath the black metallic grime which covered his

curly hair and countenance seamed with the smallpox. His

forehead was not without a certain nobility; indeed, he re-

sembled the traditional type chosen by painters for Saint

Peter, the man of the people among the apostles, the roughest

among their number, and likewise the shrewdest; Sauviat

had the hands of an indefatigable worker, rifted by inefface-

able cracks, square-shaped, and coarse and large. The mus-

cular framework of his chest seemed indestructible. All

through his life he dressed like a hawker, wearing the thick

iron-bound shoes, the blue stockings which his wife knitted

for him, the leather gaiters, breeches of bottle-green vel-

veteen, a coat with short skirts of the same material, and a

flapped waistcoat, where the copper key of a silver watch

dangled from an iron chain, worn by constant friction, till it

shone like polished steel. Round his neck he wore a cotton

handkerchief, frayed by the constant rubbing of his beard.

On Sundays and holidays he appeared in a maroon overcoat


