CHAPTER 1. i

The Fanvel Bank, Rues de Provence, is
an lmportant institution, and from (ts |
large stalf, presonts the appearance of
a government ofice. In an old-fashioned
way the banker's dwelling is nnder the
same roof. His private office is on the
fist floor over the oMees, and leads into
his own apartments, which communicate
directly with the bank hy @eans of a
parrow ktalrease, openlug into the room
eccupled by the head cashler.

Thiz eashroom I8 reckoned proof
against all attacks, able to stand a siege,
being sheathed in steel like an ironelad.
A strong gate prevents a burgiar coming
down through the fireplace. Clamped to
the wall is s formidable chest, calculated
to il with longing the mun whose wealth
may be comprisad iu one little wallet.

This masterpicce of wrought-lron Is
pix feet by four aud a half, with triple
sides, snd divided into separate fireproof
It {8 opened hy a special
key, but this cannot be inserted into the
lock, or nsed, unless the five knobs un|

compartments.

which are the alphabetical letters, are
turned to form & wond in ecombination
This word is often changed, as nsaal in
such cases. Tho banker and his chiet
teller alone kpow it, nnd they alone have
& key in duplicate.

On & certain morping in February the
bank clerks were sll busy in their de-
partments, at about ten o'clock, when
oue named Cavaillon soddenly raised the
warnlng cry: '

“Here comes the eashior™

Prosper Bertomy, the head cashler of
the bank, was a tall, handsome man of
ghont thirty, with fair halr and Inrge
dark blue eres, serupulously neat and
dressed in the fashion,

“Ah, hers you are!” cried Cavalllon
“Kome one has just beea asking for you.”

“Who?! The iron manufacturer, was it
pnot? Well he will come back agaln
Ruowing that [ would coms late this
morping, 1 made ell my armangements
yesterduy.”

Prosper hnd oolocked his office door,
and, as he finlshed speaking, entered and
closed it behind him.

“Look!™ exclaimed one of the eclerka,
“there Is & man who sits up all night,
and doesn't feel like going to work early
In the morping. Did you potice how
very pale he looked when he came in}”

A moment later the cashroom door
stddenly opened, snd the teller sppeared
before them with tottering step and o
hagenrd Inok on his ashy face.

“Itobbed!" he gasped, his horrified ex-
pression, hollow volee and trembling lips
betraying such fearful suffering that the
clerks jumped up from their desks and
ran toward him., Ther gathered round
and begeed him to explein,

“All the czsh in the safe has been
taken'" snid Bertomy, as soon as he had
recoversd; “threa packets each of one
bundred thousand frane notes, and one of
firty thousand—all four done up In one
paper wrapper, tied and sealed.”

With the swiftness of lightning the
mews had spread, and the maln roan was
crowded with the Inquisitive. As Cavall-
jon was sboat to run snd tell the banker,
be arrived, haviog already been notified
M. Andre Fauvel was & man of fifty,
luclined to stoutness, medium fu helght,
gray haired, and with a alight stoop like
brain workers. The news had extremely
agitated him, for his osually florid face
wan pale.

“What la this [ haar has happened T’
he wsald to the clerks, who respectfully
stood axide when he entered the room.

“Mousieur,” began the cashier, “hav-
Ing, an you know, a payment to make
this morning, | yesterday drew from the
Bank of France three hundred and fifty
thousand francs."

“Why yesterday, monslear? lnterrupt-
ed the banker, “l think 1 have a hun-
dred timen ordered you to wait untll the
pay day.”

"I know It, monsieur, and did wrong
to disobey you Bat the avll s done.
Yesterday evening I locked the monaey
up; it has disnppenred, and yet the safe
has not been broken open”

“You must he mad!” exclaimed M.
Fauvel; “speak! Whe do you pretend
to may opetied the safe? Answer me.
No one hut yon and 1 know the secret
word, No one but you and 1 had keyn"

“In other words, mopslear, | am the
only persoit who could Lave taken
maney.”

*Tuhappy wreteh ™

Prosper drow himsel! to his full height
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minutes returned, holding in his hand a
letter and & bundle of securities.

“Here, quick, Coutnrier! he said to
one of his clecks, “tuke my carringe.
wiiting at the door, and go with this
gentleman to Rothsehild's.  Hand him
this letter and securition; in exchange you
will receive three hundred thousand

francs, which you will hand to this gen- i

tleman.*

The ironmaster was visibly disappoint- |

od; he seemed desirous of apologizing for
his impertinence.

“1 assure you, monsleur, that 1 had no
intention of giving offense. Our rela-
tions for some years have been such that
1 hope——"

"Enough, monsleur,” interrupted the
banker, "l desire no apologies. Follow

tarning to his clorks, who stood ecurions-
Iy looking on, he sald: “Gentleen, be
gond enongh to resume your desks”

everyone except the clerks belonging
there, and they sat nt their desks with
thelr noses almost touching the paper
before them, as If too absorbed in thelr
work to think of nuything eolse,

“We tmust have an explanation”
the banker to Prosper.
your office,™
The cashier mechanionlly obeyed with-
|out & wond, and his chief* followed him,
| taking no precaution to close the door
after them.

“Now that we are alone, Prosper,” he
said. “Pray, confide in me: it Is your
only chance of salvation. 1 am SOur em-
ployer, it is true; but | am before all and
above all your friend—your best and
troest friend. [ cannot forget that in
this very room, fifteen years agy, you
| were intrusted to me by your father; and
| ever sinew that day have | had cause to
congratulate myseif oo possessing wso
faithful and efeient a clerk, Have 1
not always been like a father to you?
From the first day my house has been
| open to you; youl were treated as a mem-
ber of my family. Madeline and my
sona loked upon you as m brother. But
you grew weary of this peaceful life.
One day, a year ago, yoa suddeuly began
to shun as—Ah, do you thiok I am ignor
| not of the life you have been leading
since you left my roof & year ago?™”
The banker paused, as if hoping for a

| waid

“let us go ioto

confession, which, bowever, did not
comes,
“Come, Prosper, have courage, be

frank! [ will go upstairs, while you will
look again in the safe; I am sure that
in yeur agitation yom did not search
thoronghly. This evening [ will return;
and [ am confident that, during the day,
you will have found, If not the missing
sum, the greater portion of It; and to-
morrow neither yon nor 1 will remem-~
ber anything about this false alarm."

“Your genercuity Is useless, monslear,”
said Prosper, bitterly; “having taken
nothing, I can restore nothlug. [ have
searched carefully; the bank notes have
been stolen, mnd by all that is sacred, not
by me.*”

“Wretch! Do you mean to say that 1
took the money? Ab, then!" mid M.
Faovel, unable to contain himself any
longer, “butween you and me, Bertomy,
Justice whall decide. 1 have sent for
the commissary of police: he must be
waiting o my rooms. Shall 1 eall him
down?"

“Do as you will"

The banker was near the door, which
he opened, and after giving the cashier &
last searching look, said to an ofice boy:

“Anselme, sk the commissary of po-
lice to come.”

CHAPTER 1I.

The commimary soon made hlis appear
ance. He was followed by a short man
dressed in black, slightly relieved by a
crumpled collar. The banker, scarcely
bowing, mald:

“Doubtleas, monsienr, you have hesn
apprised of the palnful elrcumstiance
which compels me to have recourse to
your sssistance, An infamous and mys-
terious robbery has been committed In
this office, from the safe you ses open
there, of which my cashier alone pos
semses Lhe key and the word.”

“Hxeure me, mousiear,” sald the rash-
ler tn the cammissary, In a low tone.

‘My clief nlso has the word and the
‘.t" -
The commissary st once drew Lis own

These two men aecuwed
From thelr own siatemonts,

~onelusionn

enchi othar

and, looking M. Fauvel square in the | ane or the other was guilty

face, added: CWell," be sald, “a robberr han been
“Or youl™ perpetrated, but by whom? Did the rob
The bauker made a o reatenlng ges- | her enter from withogt 7™

ture, and thers I8 no koowing """"l'| *“1 am certain ke did not™ sald Pros

woitld kave happened if they had not | per

been interrupted by loud, angry voices at 1 ‘However,” =aid the eommissary, “we

the frott deor

A man losiated upou entering, and ane
eonded in foreing hin way In. 1t was M
de Clameran, the lrem foonder, wha Aid
not nppenr to olserve anythivg unususl
Ho sdvanced, and, without lifting
bat, enld In an Impertiveut tone:

“It Is after ten o'clock, gentlemen, 1
congratiulate myse!f upon foding you In
At Inwt. T have been hare apes before
this moming, snd now | am refuned ad-
tmittance, and am compelled to fores my
way ln. Be so good an to tell me wheth
er [ ean have miy money.*

M. Fuuvel's fushed face tuened pnle
with anger, as he listensd to this lhso
lence: yot he coatrollad Limasle

I would be obliged to you, monslenr,
for a short delay. This mornine, this
very lusant, T find I have bheen robbed
of three hundred aud Aty thoussnd
franea”

Clameran bowed ironleally, nnd aald:

“Bhall 1 have to walt long ¥

“Long enough for me to send to the
bank. Write and send an quickly na pos
eible 16 the bank mn order for three
hundred thonsand francs. Lot the mes
penger take o bhaek,” he sald to the
eashior, who trembled, aa it trylog to
ahake off a terrible nightmare,

"It ln vaeless o send,” he wald, In &
msasured tone; “we owe this geptleman
thres hundeod thonsand francs, and we
have less than one hundred thousund at
the bank."

“Oh, don't ba alarmed, monsleur!”
pald the banker to M. de Clumersn: “this
hounse bhus other resotirces, Be king
enough to awalt untll wy return.”

He left the rmoom, went up the narrow

stepe leadiog to Lin office, and lu & Cew

must make sure of
ward his eompanion, he mald: “M. Fan
feriot. ner I you eannot discover traces
| that escnped the attention of these gen

" and tamniog to-

:]--turn."

M. Faureriot, nleknamed “The Bquir
il was lndelted to his prodiglous ngl!
ity for this title, of which he wan nat a
little prond. Already, before the com
minsary spoke to him, be had ferretad
|--n-r|u1.rrv ptudied the doors, soypded
the partitlons, examined the wicket, and
wtirred nup the ashes o the Areplace

“lI rannot lmaglue,” msald he, “how an
outsldar eoold have efected sn entry
here' [le opened the door of the pri-

| vate etalrense, “Where do thess stalrs

lend ta?" he asked,

| “To my privats oMee,” replled M. Fan
vel “Follow me, gontletien And yuu
vome, too, Prosper”

M. Fauvel's oMee eonslsted of two
rome; the waiting room. wtar ptaousl y
farnished and heantifully decorated, and
the study wher he transactsd busliess
These two rootan had only three doars
nnng u;wlar-i on tha |-r1u|tc- llnirlr\_ an
othar into the banker’s bedroows, and the
third Into the malp vestibuole, |t was
through this s door that the baunker's
elionts wnd visltors were admitted, M
Fanferiot examinesd the windy st »
glante. 1le weomed puzzied like a8 man
who had fattered Klmsalf with the bhope
of discavering some clew and had Tound
| nothing.

“lot ua see tha adloining room,” e
wald, and passed Into the walting room,
followed Ly the bhanker and the cormis
RAry.

Prosper retusloed alone in the wstudy.
He wan sitting sear the Greplace, ab

.

my clerk; he will pay you;” and then |

In an instant the room was cleared of

sorbed in the most gloomy forebodings,
| when the bunker's chamber door sudden-
| Iy opeusd nud a beautitul girl appeared

{upon the threshold. Soeing Prosper In |

the stuily, where probably she expacted
| to find her uncle alone, she could not re-

frain from an exclumation of surprise.
l “Youn, Prosper—yon!™

These words broke the spell. The cash-
| ler droppad the white hand which he had

canght, and answered bitterly:
| “Yes, this Is Prosper, the companion
of your childhvod—suspected, aceussil of
the most disgraceful thert; Prosper,
whom your uncle has just delivered up
to Justice, and who, bhefore the day Is
over, will be urrested and thrown inte
prison,"

“Good heaven!
saying?

“Alax, mademoiselle!” answered Pros
per, “you will only too woon learn my
| misfortune and my disgrace; then, yes,
then yon will applaud yoursslf for what
you have done. Your uncle v in the ad-
Joining rom, with the comwmissary of
police and & detective.
return. | entreat you to retire that they
mway not find you here.”

As he spoke he gently pushed her
through the door snd closed It upon her.
(It was time, for the pext moment the
commissary and M. Fauvel entered. They
had visited the maln entragce and walt-
Ing room, and had heanl nwothing of what
| hnd passed In the study. But Fanfer

lot had heard for them.

“1 understand the case now,” sald he,
to himself. “This young man loves tha
young Indy, who Is really very pretty;
and, ax he Is handsowme, 1 suppose his

| love Is reciprocated. This love afair
vexes the banker, who, not knowing how
to get rid of the importunate lover by

| fair meaus, has to resort to foul ones

| and pluns this imaginary robhery, which
is very ingenlous."

Mennwhile,
| pleted, M. Fanvel and the commissary
returned to where Prosper wns waiting,
The commissary, »o ealm when he first
came, now looked grave and perplexed.

“You sce, gentlemen,” he began, “our
search has only confirmed our fHrest sus
pleion. What do you think, M. Faufer
lot ¥

Fanferlot did not answer. Occupled
In studying the safe lock, he munifested
elgns of surprise. Evideotly he had just
made an important discovery. M. Fau.

Prosper, what are you

and surrounded him.

“Have you discoversd any clew ¥ sald
the banker, eagerly.

*“1 have merely convinesd myself that
this safe has been recently opened or
shut, | know not which, with great vio
lence and haste. Look at this werateh
near the loek.™

The commissary stooped down, and
earefully examined the safe: he saw &«
slight seratch several Inchea long that
had removed the outer coat of varnish,

“I seo the acrateh,” sald he; “but what
does that prove?”

“It is of po Importance.™

Fanferlot said this, but It was not his
real opinion. This seratch, undenlably
fresh, had for him a signification that es-
caped the others. He said to Lilmself:

“This confirrus my suspicions, If the
eashier had stolen milllons there was
na oceavion for his being in a hurry;
whereas, the banker creeping down in the
dead of the night, for fear of awakeuing
the portsr in the antercom, in order to
rob hix own safe, had eviry reascn to
tremble. to hastily withdraw the key,
which, slipping aleng the Jock, seratehed
off the varnish."

Resolved alone to unravel the tangled
thread of this mystery, the detoctive do-
termiined to keep his coujectures to him-
self, for the same reason he was silent
as to the interview between Madeline
and Prosper. He hastened to divert at
tention from the scratch upon the lock
“To econclude,” he sald, addresaing the
commissary, “1 am convineed that no one
ontside af the bank could have obtalned
access to this room. Those who opened
the safe kpew the word and possessed
the key."

“That belng the case,” sald the eom-
minsary, 1 must request A few moments’
couversation with M. Faovel.”

(Te be continued.)

New Feata in Medicine,

The first principle of learning about
the progress of medicine and surgery
is to accept with distrust all the lnfor.
mation that the newspapers give, It s
Almost Impossible to tell the tale of a
surgeon’s hopes or a plysiclan’s expec-
tations so that 1t will convey to the lny
wind the precise degree of Information
thint Ia ready to be ttansmitted, When
the surgeon or the physician talks to
lils mates, as at doctors® conventiona,
Lis facts are understood and his con-
jectunres are sifted in the llght of the
ecxperfonce of his fellows, but we lay
men are apt o swallow whole the
tnles we rend of medieal discgvery, and
o b dlsappointed when the expecta
tlona we form nre disappointed, The
papers have bhegun to disclose, for ex-
ample, that experimanta are golng on
that look to the cure of Bright's dls
ense by n surgieal operntion on the kid-
neys, HBurgeons no longer stand on
much esremony with the kidneys, but
deal with them as (hey wonld with
eyes, or nny of the duplex orguns, tak.
lug one out when It Is hopelessly dis
ordered and maldng repales on such an
nre repulrable, They say one of the
new operations for Dright's discase 8
ta peel off the outerconts of the kid-
neys and leave them to work, as you
mny say, In sbirtsloeves, Al Any eate,
some of the surgeons do some kind of
aperntion which Is sald to cure the pa-
tient, though the whole provesding in
still In the experimental stage, and
there has not heen time yet to detar
mine whether the cure s permanent, —
Harper's Weekly.

Arifal Jane.

“Jane Bummers Is an artful ming”

“What has she done how 7"’

“Why, when that handsome Mr
Cobb ealled there the other night shin
hind a plecs of deisd mistlstos twisled
ito the top of that high lvory back
omb of hems™

“Iid shin supposs he'd notles 1t

“Yea. Ehe found out
that he was a botanist.'-
ain Dealer

wmew liere
“Oleyeinnd

e only s exempt from fullures whe
makes no efforts.—Whately,

They will woon l

THE LIVING LANDMARK,

Of our swift passage
seemery

Of lite and death, more durable than we,

What landmark so congenial an s Lres,

Repeating its green legend every spring,

Type of our brief but still-resewed mor-
tality.

through this

Met's monunments, grown old,
their names

They should eternise, but the place

Where shinlng souls have passed lmbibes
R ErRee

Beyoud mere earth; some aweelbess of
thelr fames

Leaves lu the wsoll
irace,

That penetrates our lives and heightens

*  them or shames,
~~Jamoes Russell Lowell

forget

its unextinguished

+

fic LOTIERY  TIGKET.
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AMES LANNING was & mechan

the search upstairs com:- !

vel, Prosper and the commissnry sross, |

“Ohb, nothing at ail!™ said !"lu(erlul.l

J e, & young, honeat man, whose

highest ambitlon was W galn a
comfortable home for himself and wife
o be thought well of by bis nelgh
bora.. He had bullt himself a house,
amd there still remalned upon It a
mortgage of fyve hundred dollars; but
this sum he hoped to pay In o few
Years If be only had his bealth. Hao
had caleulated exactly how long It
would take him w cleir off this incum
brance, and he went to work with his
eyos open

Onie evenlng James came home to his
Supger more Woughtful than
s young wife
and abe Inguiced its canse,
| “What s It, Jumes?"
Lasked, “Why, 1
o sober before”
F O "Well, T'IE tell you,
turned the young man, with a
besltation In lis manner. “1 have Just
been thinking that 1 would buy a lot
tery ticket"

Hannal Lanning did not aAnswer I
medintely, Bbe looked down and
smootlied the silken hnlr of ber babe,
which waas chirping like a robin in her
arins, and the shades of her hand.
some features ahowed that she waa
taking time to think
| "How much will It coat? alie asked,
At length, lopking half thaldly up into
her hushand’'s face

“Twenty dollars,” returned James,
trying to assume a confidence which
| he did not feel.

“And have you made up your mind
o buy it

“Well, 1 think I shall
think about 0¥
“If you should ask my advice, 1
|should sny not to buy it"
| "But why so?
| “For miny rensons”
wife, in a trembling tone

She would pot offend her husband.
and she shrank from giving bhim ad-
| yiee which he might not follow,

“In the first place,” she sald, *1
think the whole sclence of lotteries In
a bad one; and then you have no
money to risk."

“But Just look at the prizea’” sald
James, drawing a “scheme" from his
pocket. “Here is one prize of twenty
thousand dollars, another of ten thou.
sand, another five thousand, and so on.
Something tells me that If [ buy a tek-
et | shall draw a large prize And
then just think, Hennah, how eanlly 1
could pay all up for my houss, and
perhaps have a good handsome sum
jeft.”

The young man spoke with much
sarnestness and assurancs: but he saw
that there was a cloud upon Lls wife's
{ hrow.
' “It seems to me that the chance of
drawing a prize & very doubtful,” satd
| Hannah, as she took the scheme.
“Here are many thousand tickots 1o be
mld."”

The babe tried hard to snatch the
paper, and Hannah inid It aside,

“I think I shall run the rlak.” re
sumed Jaumes, glancing once more over
the paper, and resting with a nervous
longing upon the figures which repre.
sented the higher prizes. "“Thoere's Bur-
ney; he drew about elght bundrad dol
lnra a yenr ago."

“You, I know 10" sald Hannah, with
more warmth than she had before
manifested, “and what has become of
the money? Yon know Le hus squan:
dered It all away. Ah, Jamos, money
fs of no use unless we cotue hopnestly
by 1.

usinl.

ol lved

she kindly

never saw you look

Fiannah," re-

What do you

returned  his

| “Honestly?" repeated the young
man.. “Surely, there I8 bothing dis
bouest In druwing & priee In a ot
tery ¥'

“I think thers In™ kindly but em-
phatically replied the wife. “All games
of hazard, where money s at stake,
are dishionest, Were you to draw a
prize of twenty thousand dollars, you
would rob a thousand men of twen.
ty dollars each; or, at least, yon would
take from them mopney for which you
returned them no eguivaient, Is it not
gambling In every sense of the word ¥
| %O, no! You look upon the matter
i too strong a lght”
| “Perbaps I do; but yot so it Jooks
| to me. What you may draw, soms one
oles must lose; and porhaps it may be
| mome one who ean sfford the loss no
| botter than you ean. [ wouldn't buy
the tlekot, Jamen, Let un live on the
products of our honest gaios, and we
shall be happler.™

James Lanning was uneasy. He had
no answer for his wife's arguimmentsa;
|at Ieast, no answer that could spring
| from lLis moral convictions, and he let
the matter drop. But the young man

could not drive the slren from his
heart. All tha next day his head was
full of “prives,” and while he was

at his work he kept muttering to him-
pelf, “Twenty thousand dollurs,” *“Pen
thounand dollars,” “"Filve thousand dol-
Jara,” and se on.

[ ing

his manner, |

alight |

-_——

When he went home the next night
pe wan almost unbappy with the nery-
ous anxlety loto which he had thrown
himnelf, The tempter bhad grasped
him Aemly, and whenover he thought
of the lottery he saw nothiug but plies
of goll and sliver. In sbort, Jamios
Launing had made up his olind that
he would buy the tieket.
the littie box where he lnd already
ane hundesd and twenty dollars Iald
up towand paying off the mortgage
from his house, The lock cllcked with
A startling sound, and when he threw
back the cover he hesitated. He looksd
it ks wife, and be saw that she wan
sl

“Ob, 'm sure 1 ahall deaw a prize!
he sald, with a falnt, fading simnlle,

He took four half eagles from the
box sod put them In his pocket, His
wife sald pothlng, She played with
bhor baby to hlde bher saduess, for she
did pot wish to say more on the sub-
Ject, She had seen that lttle plie of
gold gradually accumulating, and both
she and bor husband bad been bhappy
In antlelpating the day when the pret.
ty cottage would be all thelr own, But
when she saw those four pleces of gold
taken away from the store, she felt
& foreshadowlng of evil. Bhe might
have spoken again agalost the move
ment, bul she saw thal her husbamd
was sorely teider on the subjest, and
she jeb the nfalr go into the hands of
fate,

A week elapsed from the time that
Jawes bought his tioket to the draw
of the lottery, and durlng that
thne the young man had not & momaont
of renl enJoyment. He was alternat
Ing betweon hope amd fear, and there
fore his mind was constantly on the
streteh,

At length the day arrived.  Jamos
went to the office and found that the
drawing had taken place, and the st
of priges had made out,  He
wislped list and turted away, »o
thnt those who stood around should
not seo his face. e read the list
through and through, but be searched
for his number In valn! It was not
there. He had drawn a blank! e
left the oMire an unhappy man, ‘Those
twenty dollars which he had lost had
been the savings of two mooths of
bard Inbor, and bhe fell thelr loss most
keenly

When he returmed home that night
he told his wife that he had lost
She found no fault with him. She
only klssed him, and told bl that
the lesson wan & good one, even though
It had been dearly bought

But James Lanting was not satis
fled, He brooded over his loss with
A bitter apiril, and at length the
thought came to him that he might yet
draw a prize. He wished that be bad
not bought the Oret ticket, and he
thought that If he eould only get back
uls twenty dollars he would buy no
wore; but he could not rest under his

ey
the

losas, He was determined to make one
more trial, and he did so, ‘This thme
he purchased a tioket without his

wife's knowledge. The result was the
same as before, He drew a blank!

“Forty dollars!” was a sentence that
dwelt fearfully upon the mechanic's
Upn.

“Oh, | must draw a prise!” he sald
to himself. “I must make up what
I have lost. Let me once do that, and
I'll buy no more ticketa"

Another twenty dollars was taken
from the little bank, another ticket
was bought, another blank was drawn.
At the end of three months the little
bank was empty, and James Lanning
had the last ticket In his pocket. Ah,
how sarnestly he prayed that that last
ticket might draw a prise! §e had
becoms pale and careworn, and hia
wife—poor, confiding soul—thought he
only repined becaunse be had jost twen-
ty dollars. When ahe would try and
choer him he would laugh, and try to
make the matter light

“James,"” mald his wife to him one
day—It was the day before that on
which the lottery was to he drawn In
which he held the sixth ticket—"Mr,
Itowse has been liere today after his
semb-annunl Interest. [ tid him that
you would ses him to-morrow."

“"Yea, I will,” sald James, In a faint
volee,  “Yes, to-morrow 1 shall see
him."

Young Lanning thought of the lot.
tery, and of the prize. This was his
sixth trinl, and be felt sure that he
should draw,

The morrow came, and when James
Lapning returned to his home at night
he was penniless! All his golden vi
slons had faded nway, and he wan Jefl
In darkness and misery,

“IJnmes, have yon pnld Mr. Rowse
hia Intorest yot * ‘asked Hannah,
The young mnn leaned W& hood

upon his hands and groaned aloud,

“"For bheaveo's anke, Jnmes, what
has happened ¥ erisd the startlod wife,
gpringing to the side of her husband
and twining ber arm about his nook

The young man looked up with n
wild, hoggnrd expression,  Iis  lips
were bDloodless, and his fentures wero
nll stricken with a deatli-hue,

"What s 1t? Oh, what?' murmured
thie wife
"o look In our Dbox—our Nitle

bank!™ groansd the poor man,

Hannah hastened away, and when
shie returned she bore an empty box
in her hand.

"Robbed " she gasped, and ahe sank
tremblingly down by her bhusband's
Eide,

“Youn, Hannah," whispered the hns-
band, "1 bhave rabhed you”

The stricken wife gazed upon her
husband with a vacant lnok, for at flrst
she did vot comprebend; but she e
membered his belinlvior for  weoka
back: whe remembered how he had
murmured In bis gleep of lotteries and
tickets, of blanks and prizes, and gead
unlly the truth broke In upon her,

“I have done it all, Hannab,” bhoare.
ly whispered the condemned man,

He went to |

when he saw that his wife had guessed
the truth. “All, all has gone for lot-
tory tiokots. The demon tempter lured
me; he held up ghittering gold Iin his
hand, but he gave me none of It Ob,
do pot ohide me! You khow not what
1 have suffered-~what hours of agony
1 have passed--and you know how
oold I8 my heart now. Oh, my wife,
wonld to God | had listened to you!™

SALT calmly whispered the falthful
wife, as she drow her hand across her
bosband's heated bhrow, “"Mourn not
for what |a loat. | will not chide you,
It 1 hard thus for you to lose your
weanty earnings, but there might be
many calamities worde than that, Conr
nge, James; wa will soon forgot 10"

“And Mr. Howse will forecloss the
mortgage. You will be  homeless'
murmured young Lanuning in broken
Aecants

“No; T will wee that nll In sofe In
that quarter,” added Hanoah,

At that moment the baby awoke,
and the gentle mother was called to
ecare for It. On the next day, at noon,
Itannah Lannipg gave her husaband a
peceipt for ffteen dollara from Mr,
Rowne,

“Tlere,” sald she, “Interest ia paid.
Now lot us forget all that has pansed,
nnd commence ngain*

“Hut how-—whnat has pald this?*
mked Jumes, gusing Arst upon the re
colpt, and then upon hin wife

“Naver mind."

“Ab, buat 1 must
Hannalh"

“Well, T have sold my gold wateh,"

“Rold 1

“But 1 can buy It ek again,. The
man Wil ot part with It if 1 want It
Mut | don't want I, James,
albsle

wlod. Tall we,

il we iare
Perbapn 1 shull never want It
You must not chlde e, for never did
I dorlve one lota of the pleasure from
Ita possession thut 1 now feel In the
rosult of s disposal™

James Lanuning clasped his wife to
his bosam, and he mormured o prayer,
and In that prayer there waa a pledge,

- - L] L] - L] L]

Two years passod away, and during
that thime James Lanning lost not a
slngle day from hik work. lie waa
e punctual as the sun, and the result
WAN AN MU,

It wan late on Baturday evening
when be eame home, After supper hie
drew a paper from his pocket, and laid
It upou the table.

“IThere, Haonpah," sald he, while a
noble pride beawmed In every fenlure,
“there Is my mortgage. “1've pald it
every cont. Thia house Is ours; It s
our own house. ['ve bougbht It with
dollara, every one of which has Leen
honestly earped by the sweat of my
brow. [ am happy now."

Hannah Lanulng saw that her hus
band had opened bis arins, and she sat
down upon bis koee aod lald her head
upon his shoulder,

“Uh, blessed moment!™
mured,

“You, It Is & bDlessed moment,” re
spouded bher hauband, “Do you re-
member, Hanoah, the hour of bitter
foan that we saw two years ago

The wife sbuddered, but made no re-
ply.

“Ah" camtinued the young man, I
have never forgotten that bitter los
soti; and even now I tremble when |
think how fatally | was decelved by
the tompter that has lured s0 many
thousands to destruction.”

“But Its horror s lost {n this happy
moment,” sald Haonad, looking up
with A amlile,

“It's terror may be lowt."” resumed
James, “but its lesson must never he
forgotten, Ah, the luring lottery ticket
has n dark slde—a nide which few nen
untll they feel Jr."

“And are not all its sides dark?"
softly asked the wife, “Lf there Is any
brightueas about It, It la only the ginre
of the fatal Ignls fatuus which ean
only lead the wayward traveler into
danger and disguiet,”

“You are right, my dear wife. You
were right at it AL" he contin-
ued, ns he drew the falthiul hitlng
more clowaly to his bosom, “If bus
bands would oftener obey tho lender
diriates of the loving wife, there would
be far less misery In the world thanp
thers I8 now."~Waverley Magazine,

shi®  mur-

Jdaps Loarn Western Ways,

Japanese Journnllam Is  developing
on Western lines and with surprising
eapldity. The eveuts of the present
wir are responsihie for extras whirh
nre sold on the atreer In the Amerioan
fustlon, The newsmen run barels geed
with a sort of napkin around the hesd
and n swanll bell at the belt, which
rings as they go,

When the war newws Is lively the
extran come out In a correspondingly
Wvely manner, ong afler the other, and
nre Hheenlly patronized, The sensne
tlonal reparter bas appeared there, as
well an the femule  Journalist, and
thinga are “whooped up” more than
1?"'] naed to e, Ope CONSMGIenes of
this Is that Jouroallsm hero and thers
beging to pay, wherk formerly It had
to e mubsidized ns 0 matter of patriot.
Ism and publle spirit,  There I8 an
English column in all the papers and
Inglish 1s stodled In all the sehools

The conntry hax 00 pewspapers In
all, and several of them have respect-
lvely a elrculation exceeding 100,000
coples,  As guldes and directors of
publie opinfon they nre perhaps not
Infertor to our own, Altogoether Japan-
ene Journallsm, in its Infancy, has n
bright future bhefore It and will Hkely
keep pnes with the progross of the
gouniry It serves,

What He Took Oomfort In.

The nrk hud Just landed,

“Thete s one comfort, anyway,”
remarked Nonh, “there Iso't any old
silt deft to tell ma e was Ih 8 worse
wtorm Lhirty yonra ngo."

With a thankful algh be proceeded

to vunslip his cargo—New York Trib
ane.




