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fashioned grate, contracted into the smallest
possible ocompass by ocheeks of firebriok.
Throughout the room, scrupulously neat in every
detall, Lueius recognized the guiding spirit of
parsimony, tempered in all things by some gen-
tler household spirit which contrived to impart
some look of comfort even to those meagre sur-
roundings. A pair of candles, not lighted, stood
on the table. Mr. S8ivewright lighted one of
these, and for the first time Luctus was able to
see what manner of man his new aoquaintance
was. All he had been able to disgover in the fog
‘was the leonine head and hawk’s eye.

The light of the candle showed him a coun-
tenanoce once handsome, but now deeply lined,
the complexion dark and sallow, deepening to
almost a copper tint in the shadows. The nose
aquiline and strongly marked, with thin deli.
cately curved nostrils; the upper lip singularly
long, the mouth about as indicative of softness
or flexibility as if it had heen fashioned out of
wrought iron; the cheeks worn and hollow ; the
brow and temples almost hidden by the long
loose gray hair, which gave that lion.like
aspect to the large head—altogether a face and
heed to be remembered. The figure tall and
spare, but with breadth of shoulder; at ttmes
bent, but in sorne moments of vivacity drawn
suddenly erect, as if the man by mere force of
will could when he pleased recover for an in-
terval the lost energy of his departed youth.

"« A curious face,” thought Luctus; « and there
is something in it—something that seems like
& memory or an association—which strikes me
more foreibly than the face itself, Yet I know
not what, I daresay I have dreamed of such a
face, or have shaped it in my owa fancy to fit
some favorite creature — Ugolino, Lear, who
knowa ”

«“ 81t down,” said Mr, Sivewright, pointing toa
chair opposite his own, into which he bad es-
tablished himself with as comfortable an air as
if the chair itself had been the crowning triumph
of luxurious upholstery. ¢ You can drink claret,
I suppose ?” taking a couple of glasses from the
Florentine eabinet, and filling them with the
wine on the table. «I drink no other wine
myself. A sound light Medoc which can hurt
nobody.”

«“ Nobody whose stomach is fortified with a
double casing of Iron,” thought Lucius, as he
sipped the acrid beverage, which he accepted
out of courtesy.

¢+ Ten minutes past six,” sald Mr. Stvewright,
ringing a bell; #my dinner ought to be on the
table.”

An inner door behind Lucius opened as he
spoke, and a girl came into the room carrying a
little tray, with two small covered dishes.
Lucius supposed the new-comer to be a servant,

and did not trouble himself to look up till she |

had placed her dishes on the table, and lingered
to give the finishing touches tothe arrangement
of the board. He did look up then, and saw that
this ministering spirit was no common serving.
wench, but one of the most interesting women
he had ever seen,

She was hardly to be called a woman; she
was but in the opening blossom of girlhood; a
fragile-looking flower, pale as some waxen pe-
talled exotic reared under glass, with the ther-
mometer at seventy-six. She had something
foreign, or even tropical, in her appearance ;
eyes dark as night, hair of the same som)re
hue, Her figure was of middle hetght, slim, but
with no sharpness of outiine; every curve per-
fection, every line grace fitself. Her features
were delicately penctlled, but not strikingly
beautiful. Indeed, the chief and all-pervading
charm of her appearance was that exquisite
delicacy, that flower-like fragility which moved
one to exclaim ¢ How lovely, but how short-
lived I”

Yet it is not always these dolicate hlossoms
which fade the first; the sturdy foxglove will
sometimes he mown down by death’s inexora-
ble sickle, while the opal-hued petals of the dog-
rose Btill breast the storm. There was a strength
of endurance beneath this fragile exterior which
Luclus would have been slow to belleve in.
The girl glanced at the stranger with mach
surprise, but without the slightest embarrass-
ment. Rarely did a stranger sit beaide that
nearth; but there hid been such Intruders from
time to time, traders or clients of the old man'’s.
She had no curiosity upon the subject,

“Your dinner is quite ready, grandfather,”
slie sald; « you had better eat it before it grows
cold.”

She lifted the covers from the two dainty
little dishes—a morscl of steak cooked in some
foreign fashion—a handful of sliced potato fried
in oll.

Luctus rose to depart.

«I won’t intrude upon you any longer, Mr.
Stvewright,” he sald; « but if you will allow me
to call upon you some day and look at your
wonderful collection, I shall be very glad.”

“ Htny where you are,” answered the other in
his authoritative way; «you've dined, I've no
doubt.” A convenient way of settling that
question. ¢ Lucille, my granddaughter, oan give
you acup of tea.”

Luctlle smiled, with a litile gesture of assent
strikingly foreign, Lucius thought; and an Eng.
Hsh girl would hardly have been so gracious to a
.namelexs stranger,

“1told you, when we first met in
Able fog that liked your voioce.
now, and say I like your face.
your profession, as I sald hefore.
my collection to.night,»

#That Is a8 much as to say, <See all you want

that abamin.
I’ll go farther
I forgive you
Stay, and see

E FAVORITE.

however; drew
his chair to the tea-table, and drank two cups
of tea and ate two or three small slices of bread.-
and.-butter with a sublime disregard of the fact
that he had not broken his fast since eight
o'clock in the morning. He had acquired a
Passion for mild decoctions of congou in those
days of privation far away beyond the Saskat.
chewan ; and this particular tea seemed to have
a subtle aroma that made it better than any he
had ever brewed for himself beside his solitury
hearth.

“1 became a tea-drinker four years ago, in
the Far West,” he said, as an excuse for his
second cup.

“Do you mean in America ?” the girl asked
eagerly,

“Yes. Have you ever been over yonder 2"

“Never; only I am always interested in hear-
ing of America.”

‘“You bad much better be interested in hear.
ing of the moon,” said Mr. Sivewright with an
angry look; “you are just as likely to discover
anything there that concerns you,”

“You have relations or friends in America,
perhaps, Miss Sivewright 1 inquired Lucius ;
but & little warning look and gesture from Lu.
cille prevented bis repeating the question,

He began to' tell her some of his adventures
beyond the. Red River—not his hours of dire
stralt and calamity, not the horror of his forest
experiences ; those were things he never spoke
of, scenes he dared not think of, which it was
misery to him to remember.

“You must have gone through great hard-
ship,” she said, after listening to him with keen
interest. ¢ Were you never in actual peril?”
__“Once, We were lost in a forest beyond the
Rocky Mountains, But that is a period I do not
care to speak of. My dearest friend was 1ll—at
the point of death. Happlly for us a ocompany
of Canadian emigrants, bound for the gold.fields,
‘came across our track just in time to save us.
Bat for that providential circumstance I shouldn’t
be here to tell you the story. Wolves or wolve.
rines would have picked my bones,”

¢« Horribie I” exclaimed Lucllle, with a shud-
der.
¢ Yes. Wolves are not agreeable society. But
human nature is still more horrible when it
casts off the mask of civilisation,”

Mr, Sivewright had finished his dinner by this
time, and had absorbed two glasses of the sound
Medoc without a single oontortion of his visage;
a striking tnstance of the force of habit.

« Come,” said he. «I'll show you some of my
ocollection. You’re no judge of art, I suppose, I
never knew a young man who was; though
they're always ready enough with their opi-
nions,”

He took up one of the candles, and led the
way to the hall, thence to a room on the other
side of the house, larger than the family sitting-
room, and used as a storehouse for his treasures,
Here Luctus beheld the same confusion of bric-
a-brac whicf had bewildered him on his first
entrance into that singular mansion, only on a
larger soale. Pictures again, statues again, cabi.
nets, tables, fragmentary pieces of medireval
oak carving, strry panels that had once lined
old Flemish churches, choir-stalls with all the
sacred story carved upon their arms and backs;
armour again, grim and ghastly as the collec-
tion of the Hotel Cluny, demonstrating how
man’s invention, before it entered the vast field
of gunnery, had lavished its wanton cruelty on
forms that hack and hew, and jag and tear and
saw; spikey swords, pole-axes with serrated
edges, spears with dangling iron balls studded
with sharp points, and so on. Ceramic ware,
again, of every age, from a drinking-vessel dug
from beneath one of the earth-mounds on the
shores of the Euphrates to the chocolatiére out
of which Marie Jeanne Vaubernier, otherwise
Du Barri, took her last breakfast; and rising
grim above the frivolities of art loomed the
gaunt outline of a Scottish Maiden, the rough
germ of the Gallic guillotine.

The old man looked round his storehouse
with a smile of triumph, holding aloft his single
candle, every object showing strangely, and cast-
ing nncanny shadows in that feeble light, he
himself not the least curious figure in the various
picture. ile looked like r~ome enchanter, who,
at a breath, had called these things into being,

“ You astound me !" exclaimed Lucius, look-
ing about him with unaffected wonder. « You
spoke some time ago of having saved the rem.
nant of your stock; but you have here a col-
lection larger than I should have supposed any
dealer in curiosities would care to amass, cven
in the full swing of his busincss.”

« Perhaps,” answered Mr. Sivewright with a
dreamy air. * For the mere purposes of trade—
for trade upon the nimble-ninepence system—.
there 18 no doubt too much. But these things
have accumulated since I left off business. The
passion for collecting them Wwas not to be put
away as easily as I put up my shutters with the
expiry of a long lease. My harpy of a landlorq
asked a rent so exorbitant, that I preferreq
cutting short a guccessful trade to pandering to
his greed. True that the situation had increaged
in value during the last twenty-one years of my

another man's profit,

"and

t

Bond-streel, determined to take life quletly jn
future. I found this old house—a dead bargam,
roomy enough to hold my treasurex,

Since thattime I have amuscd myselfby attanq. |

ing all the great sales, and a g00d many of the

little ones, I have even been OVer W Parls_gpg -
. rarther atleld—on special occasions. My cojjg,.

to sec to-night, and don't plague me with any ' tjon bhas grown upon me—It Trepresents a)y 1

future visits,’” thought Lucius,
meagrely-furnished room, that scanty fire,

more
-attractive sluce the appearance of Lucille,

who found that |

possess in the world, all that I'ca.n everleave to
my descendants. As I told 5‘_‘“)} Antleipate
that as the valne of money decreases, ang tpe

residence; but, in short, I declined to tofl for '
T turned my back npon -

age RrOws more artistic, the value of these
specimens, all relics of departed arts, will be
multiplied fourfold.”

“ A wise (nvestment in that case,” replied Lu-
cius; “but if the age should have touched its
highest point of luxurious living, if the passion
for splendid surroundings, once the attribute
only of a Buckingham or a Hertford, now the
vice of the million, should work its own cure,
and give place to a Spartan simplicity, how
then ?”

« My collection would most likely be pur-
chased by the State,” said the old man coolly ;
“a destiny which I shouid infinitely prefer to
its disintegration, however profitable. Then,
Mr. Davoren, the name of Homer Sivewright
would go down to posterity linked with one of
the noblest museums ever created by a single
individual.”

“ Pardon me,” saild Lucius; “but your name
Homer—is that a family or merely a Christian
name ?”

“The name glven me by my foolish old father
—Wwhose father Was a contemporary of Bentley
who gave his life to the study of Homer, and
tried to establish the thesis that early Greece
had but one poet; that the eyclic poets were the
merest phantasma; and that Stasimus, Arctinus,
Lesches, and the rest, were but the mouthpieces
of that one mighty bard. Every man 1s said to
be mad upon one point, or mad once in twenty-
four hours. My father was very mad about
Greek. He gave me my ridiculous pame-
which made me the laughing.stock of my school-
fellows—a untversity education, and his blessing.
He had no more to give. My college career cost
him the only fortune he conld have left me;
and I found myselfat one-and.twenty fatherless,
motherless, homeless, and penniless, and—what
to my poor father would have seemed worst of
all plucked for my incapacity to appreciate the
niceties of Homeric Greek.”

“ How did you weather the storm 7

I might not have weathered it at all, but for
a self.delusion which sustained me in the very
face of starvation. But for that I could hardly
have crossed Waterloo-bridge without being
sorely tempted to take the shortest ent out of
my perplexities. I fancied myself a painter.
That dream kept me alive, I got bread some-
how ; sold my daubs to a dealer: made some
progress even in the art of daubing; and ouly
after five years of hard work and harder living
awoke one day to the bitter truth that I was no
more a painter than I was a Grecian, no nearer
Reynolds than Porson,”

“You bore your disappointment bravely, I
imagine.”’

«Why imagine that ?”

« Because your physiognomy teaches me your
ability to come safely through such an ordeal—
& will strong enough to stand against even a
worse shook.*’

“You are right, I parted with my delusion
quietly enough, though it had brightened my
boyhood, and kept me alive during five wedry
years. AsI could not be a painter of pictures,
T determined to be a dealer in them, and began
life once more in a little den of a shop, in a court,
near Lefcester-sgquare—began with ten pounds
for my capital; bought a bit of old china for
three-and-sixpence, and sold it for five shillings;
had an occasional stroke of luck as time went
by ; once picked up & smoke-darkened pleture of
a piggery, which turned out an indisputable
Morland ; went everywhere and saw everything
that was to be seen in the shape of picturesand
ceramic ware ; lived in an atmosphere of art,
and brought to bear upon my petty trade a
genuine passion for art, which stood me in good
stead against bigwigs whose knowledge was onl y
technical. In four years I have a stock worth
three thousand pounds, and was able to open a
shop in Bond-street, A man with a window in
Bond-street must be an arrant ass if he can't
make money. The diiettant! found me out, and
discovered that I had received the edueation of
a gentleman, Young men about town mademy
shop a lounge. I sold them the choicest brands
of cigars under the rose, and occasionally lent
them money, for which I charged them about
balf the interest they would have paid a pro-
fessed usurer. My profits were reinvested in
fresh stock as fast as they accumulated. I ac.
quired a reputation for judgment and taste; and,
ina word, I succeeded, which I should never

a neglected Raphael.”
«I thank you for your history, more interest.

tion. I do not wonder that you were loth to part
with the gems of art you had slowly gathered ;
but had none of your children the inclination to
continue =0 fascinating a trade ?”

‘ My children,” repeated Homer Sivewright,
with a gloomy look ; «1 have nochildren. When
you talk to a stranger, Mr, Davoren, beware of
commonplace questions, They sometimes gall
# raw spot.”

«“Pardon me; only sceing that interesting
young lady—your granddaughter—"

“Thnat granddaughter representsallmy kin.
"dred upon earth. I had a son—that girl’s father
! — but there i3 not a figure carved on yonder
oaken choir-stalls that is not of more account to
me than that son is now.”

Lucius was silent. He had been unlucky
enough to stumble upon the threshold of & fam.
. ly mystery, Yes, he had fancled some touch
of sadness, some vagne shadow of a quiet grief,
in that sweet young face. The child of a dis-
graced father ; doubtless her gentle spirit even
yet welghed down by the memory of some an-
cient shame. He thought of the sorrow that had
darkened his own youth—the bitter memory of
which haunted him even yet—the memory of
his lost sister,

'

{ an evil-minded raven. He turned his face ho
I ward,

have done had I insisted upon thinking myselr | bric-n-brac dealer only to have it Aatly re
{ed. But it was not wounded pride which ¥V

ing to my mind than any object in your eollec- ;
he

|

l for half-a-dozen years without seeing &

_caxe and latticed vail belongs to a gl
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He went through the collection, seeing tbi’f’_
as well as he could by the doubtful light of # 18
litary candle. Mr. Stvewright displaye m;
varlous treasures with infinite enthusiast
dilating upon the modelling here, the cOlF"
there ; through all the technicalities of art-
kept his guest absorbed in this invest enis
nearly two hours, although there were mol:
when the younger man’s thoughts ““u;""'
back to the parior where they had left L ar-

He was thinking of her even while he Wp:",
ed to listen with intense interest to M =
wright's explanation of the difference bﬂ"‘ﬁ ved
Dpate tendre and pdte dure; wondering if she her
alone in that huge rambling house Wi oally
grandfather, like little Nell in the ok:‘ Cnl:)“
Shop ; only it was to be hoped Wit o
diabolical familiar as Quilp privileged to m““‘;,
upon  her golitude. 80 anxious was he w.gk
satisfied on this point, that he ventured %0
the question, espite his previous ill-for'-““z‘

“ Yes,” answered Mr, Sivewright coolls °
live quite alone. Dull, you'll say, pel’h”’"hot.
my granddaughter. Ifit is, she must resigt ings -
self to circumstances, There are worse tvbt,hl!
to bear than want of company. If she hadn't ive
home, she’d have none. Well, I suppose yo“u'”
seen as many of these things as you care abo 28
I can sce your mind’s wandering, so we maJy od
well bid each other good-night. I'm ObUE

14
to you for your civility this afternoon. Th
way.” me-

He opened the door into the hall. A 80!

pot
bis
of

what abrupt dismissal, and one Luclus had
expected. He had reckoned upon finishing
evening far more pleasantly in the soctety
Lucille. "
«1 should like to bid Miss Sivewright §90%
evening,” he said. .
“There’s no ozcasion. I can do it for ’:::_
There’s your hat, on the black-marble slab yr b
der,” sceing his visitor looking round In se!: n
of that article, with a faint hope that he mI8
bave left it in the parlor, 4 my
“Thanks. But I hope you don't forbi us
coming to see you again sometimes ?” LU
asked bluntly. ald
“ Humph ! muttered the old man, « (tWO
sound ungracious to talk of forbidding any fub
visit. But I have lived n this house five Yo J
and have not made an acquaintance. Oue o was
chief attractions of this place, to my mind, wall
the fact that it was cut off by a ten-foot W o
from the world outside. With every wish 0%
civil, I can't see why I should make an e‘gew
tion In your favor. Besides you've scen allt 1d
is worth seeing within these walls ; you 0
bave no possible pleasure in coming to us
are poor, and we live poorly.”

“ I am not a seeker of wealthy acquﬂ““"nc:
A quiet fireside — an atmosphere of homz
brightened by the refinements of art : m.nse
what I should value above all things in & BO!
where I was free to visit; and that your it 1
could give me. But if you say No, I subm
caunot force myself upon you.”

“# 1 have a granddaughter who will be Penn';!
less If she offends me,” said the old man, his
the same gloomy look which had darkened
face when he spoke of his son, «I donot ]
for any strange influence to come between
Ax 1t 13, we are happy—not loving each O o
In any stlly romantic fashion, but ltving %8¢
ther in calm endarance of eaeh other. °’l°.
should be a fool to admit any disturbing ©
ment.”

“ Be it 80,"” said Lucius. « Iam a struggli?f
man, and have hardly trodden the first “”‘n
an uphtll journey. The friendship I offer 18
worth much,”

“I should refuse it in exactly the same D870
ner if you were a millionaire,” answe ite
other, opening the heavy old door, and adm
ting a rushof damp fog. He led the way
the forecourt, unlocked the tall fron gater
bis visitor passed out Into the sordid realit!
the Shadrack-road. .

« Once more, good-night,” said Mr. Si¥¢
wright, 1

“Good-night,’” answered Lucius, as the “o{
closed upon him, with a creak like the no me-

ud
intensely mortified. He was & Pr°

od
man, and had offered his friendship to 8 rebfC,

o8 0f

him as he walked home through the fog. B,
4

“There’s no such thing as love at fAirst s‘uvvd
said to himself; «yet whena man h“pre“y
to
fuce In his own rank of life, his heurt if 8%
be rather inflammable.”

To be continued.
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PERSIAN LADIES' DRESS,—Of all the f""::,y
costumes of the Enst the Persian is undel .
the most unbecoming, It is perfectly im llo¥-
ble to tell whether the figure wrapped i"ll :f' four”
teen or an old lady of sixty., Indoors » P‘"ia:ls
lady s searcely less inelegant, The long be
are usually of thick silk, reaching down 0
ankle, and from twenty to five-and-
Yards wide, and so stiff that they stand 00 .
the old hooped petticoats of our grandmollii,
The upper part of the body is covered bY * ;.
dice, more or less richly embrotdered,
Which a white silk chemise is to be M";e“,d,
Persian manner of sitting is not crossed- jtions
& la Turque, butis a complete knecling Pmnxlesy
With the hips almost resting upon the ®
and the back upon a cushion,




