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THE TRADER.

samples, and bas thom ocopied by his own
workmen, with his own matoriale. As
the snmplo sots ar+ of tho most expensive
order, this branch of the trade is a very
profitablo one, in spite of tho limits sct
to its proportions. But privato buyors
frequently doal with tho dismond drum-
mor, too. Woll known drummers, on
amiving at a placo whore they proposo
opernting, generally got o personal in the
local papors, stating that so and so, the
woll known und popular dinmond dealer,
clo,, is in town, at such and such a liotel,
and privato custom soon finds him out,
Thoro is in Baltimore an old man, who
prosents the apponrauce of a voritable
vagrant, who is a regular buyor of dia-
monds for invistment. He is a heavy
spoculator in grain, and tarns overy dol-
lar hoe wins into diamonds, Where ho
hides them no onc knows, but sovoral
attompts to rob him have failed to dis-
covor their whoreabonts. Ho is popularly
reputed ‘o bury them, but where their
gravo 18 will probubly romain a mystery
till he goes to his own, if, indeed, it is
discovered then,

Apropos of robbory, that of a diamond
drummer is vory rare, though it doos
oceur now and then. He travels heavily
though not obtrusively armed, docs not
go to bed in his hotel with the door un-
latohed, and never canies his slock with
him in strango places at night. By ob-
sorving sucly simple, common-senso rules
of precaution, he preserves himself from
most of the perils that menaco & man
known to be travelling with a store of
wealth about hi, and generally lives to
a gond and opulan* old age. When he
is robbed his loss is generally irredeem-
ablo, for oven tho oloverest diamond
drummer could not swear to his own
jowels with the sottings removed or a
facet or two rocut. He would rocognize
them to his own satisfaction, but it
would requiro a jury of diamond experts
to conviot a thief on tho slender evidence
he conld adduce.—Eachangs.

ROMANOE OF OLD GOLD.

There has always been moro or less
roverence attached to old and venorablo
specimens of wrought gold, and poets
aud novelists bave dealt lovingly with
the thome. As a mntler of fact, how-
cver, from a businoss standpoint, old
samples of wrought gold are usually
worth just what their value is after
cmerging from the melting pot. But

associations and pleasant memories have,
with many a value that money ocannot
buy, and in the hands of this class of
porsons, old samples of wrought gold,
that have beon heirlooms in families for
ages, becomo incstimable treasures.
Thero is, howevor, much oxaggoration
rolativo to gold workors that the public
lends a roady car to, Tor iustaunce wo
have heard the story frequently repoated
that an ontorprising man once gathered
tho dirt in John Strcot, including the
swoopings from many jowelors' shops,
and on assaying the dirt, recovered over
$10,000 worth of old -gold waste. The
oraft must indeed bo wealthy when it can
throw such a bonanza into the street.
Of course tho story is absurd, but there
are many such in oxistence to which o
oredulons ear is lent. A roporier of a
daily paper recontly published the result
of hisinvestigations upon tho subject of
old gold, and below we givo the substanco
of what he says on tho subject :
Passing through John street, the other
day, a glare of a brilliant light blazed
blindingly in the reportez's oyes. It was
tho reflection’of the rays of the noonday
sun from an eccentric mass of whito
motal in the dirty little window in o
dirty littlo shop which was sandwiched
botween two of the -handsome silver-
smiths’ stores, liko somo skalking tramp
being taken care of by a brace of stal.
wart guardians of the poace. How the‘L
solar shaft over pierced the grimed panes
with sufficient power to create such a
rosponsive radiance is a mystery, It
was as much as the reporter could do to
make out that the white metal wasa
mass of crucibie silver, of the most
fantastio and charming filagree strao-
turo, its surfaco frotted like the frost-
ing on a winter morning window in
designs which might have been made in
fairy-land. In trays and heaps all
around it was a confused mass of tho
most hetrogeneous articles of ornaments
and utility, or rather of bygone orna.
monts, whatever their present utility
might be, of both antiquo and modern
pattern, but all of one of the two
precious motals, and all run to one
common character of seed. Thero were
long cbains festooned all ahout and coil-
ing in heaps liko sleoping secrpents,
battered bracolets and rings varying in
style from the plain wedding circlet to
the aristooratic seal strung like dried
apples on long wires. A golden sword
hilt and a gold arabesqued scabbard,

goveral daggers with tarnished silver
grips, ornamontal scrolls wrenoched from
gun slooks and rovolver butls with
tho rivets still sticking in them, brooches
withou! piny, earrings without hooks,
watoh cnses, old ocoins, medals and
badgos of overy desoription. A couplo
of orucibles wers orammed with sot-
tings from which the jewels had boon
torn, and thero was a bushel or so
of tho same spoiled jowolers’ work in
two battered black silver pitohers, whose
dinted but portly corporosities bore an
ongraved. crest with a gracefnl mono-
gram and tho date of 1742. Theoss heir-
looms come to a common level with
their frivolous companions, and waiting,
like thom, for the melting-pot, had the
air of dignity about them of two gentle-
men of the old school, dropped by wis.
fortune among the proletarian paupors
of an almshoueo. The flaunting sign in
the window, “Old gold and silver bought
at the bost pricos," seemed a wanton in-
sult to them, a fling at their hapless
detoriorated age.

The shop inside was, if that is pos-
siblo, more in want of a purification than
tho exterior. In its gloomiest corner
a red-eyed furnace glowed through a vail
of blue charcoal smoke. The -ceiling
was black and festooned with cobwaebs,
whioh made hammocks for the soot and
dust to repose in, The walls were
black—a emecary, unwholesome black,
Jike the complexion of ome of those
toilers in a Biberian Lead mine who
have forgotten the light of day. There
wero some cards and price lists gummed
to them, but their inseriptions had long
sinco boen smudged into illegibility.
Over a board conunter a bent old man
was testing some chains and brace-
lete with acid, while' their vendor stood
by and awaited the decision of the dumb
detective a8 to the worthiness of his
stock. A florid gentleman was tumb-
ling over the chaotic contents of a
boxfull of secals, monograms and the
like, which had been deprived of their
gettings, ¢ It's no use,” he observed;
« it isn't hero, that's certain. I must
try another place.”

*“He has been here every day for a
month now,” explained the man bohind
the counter. ¢ His house was robbed
lately, and among the articles stolen was
a seal ring which had belonged to his
fomily for annumbered generations. He
had hoped that he might come across it
here, but I guess his chance is a elim



