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LIFE'S TRUE IMPORT.

BY H. PATTERSON.

—

Life’s not n timo to curclesnspend,
Bt Hlore the chis tomit befeiend ;
And God, our Maker please!

H’ﬁr:-thrn}u should‘e\'cni' regitlate
ho procious, passiug hours ;
"Twill tond te ﬂthy elevate,

€ soul's nspiring powers,

Wo live in actions from the mind;
In thoughts which breathe the voul ;
In foelimge’s luw townrds aur kind
That from the heurt-springs roll ;—

Heo trizest lives who warmest feels ;
Who ncts his very best :

Who ever triex to lussen ills.
Yot spotloss keeps his breast,

(For the Hearthatone.)

FROM BAD TO WORSE.

A TALE OF MONTREAL LIFE. +

BY J. A. PHILLIPS.

CHAPTER IX,
OUT OF TUE DETHCTIVE'™S OFFICE.

Mr. Benson id not find his tusk in New York
an aasy one, e did not tind so many of his
old friends In Wall Strect us he expeeted.
« Black Friday,” #the collapse In Marlposa,”
<4the big rixe in Centenl,” el other prouwlnent
events In that specuintive loeallly hau tnkon
place during Mr. Bunson'’s absence from the
home of Amerlenn gambling, and many of his
friends - had been “on the wrong side ” and had
been squoezed dry by the bulls und bears, and
had retired sadder and wiser mon, but Intlaitely
poorer ones also. Wall Streel brokers ure not,
as u rule, communicative men; if they are very
anxious and willing to give you #a point,” you
may bo pretty sure the ¢ point?” is the wrong
way; and it Is not at all likely that brokers to
whom ho was purtially unkuown would tell Mr,
Benson that they were denling In bhonds or secu-
ritles which were known to have been stolen,
or inform him wihich of them hand rocelved ten
thousund dollars which was Known to hnve been
obtulned on o forged cheque,  Ilis only way of
gaining the Ingormantion he wanted was through
his old fellow clorks; but most of them had
elther developed into full blown brokers, or had
speculated, got rulned, and «left the sireet.”
The two ur three that he found In thelrold posi-
tions elther knew nothing of elther bonuds or
money, or knew too much to sny anything ; and
Mr. Boneson found that his acquuintunce in Wall
Ntreet avalled. him nothing. It took him
week (o nrrive.at this conclusion, and when he
had arrived at it, he felt ruther discournged; lie
had counted surely on being able to trace seme
of the bonds or securitfes by their numbers—he
hiad obtained n list of numbers, &c., of the secu-
ritles from Mr. Lownds, who had found it in
Arthur's desk ;—but his efforts were anavailing,
and although he left a printed deseription of the
wvurious socurities with every broker, nothing
was known ef them, and he bogan to feur that
they had either not beon placed on the market
or had been scnt elsowhere than Now York.
He applied to Cuptnin Young of the detective
force, aid offered him live thousand doldrs for
thg recovery of the securliles—It Is ng use try-
ing to got a detoctive in New York to do any-
thing unless you offer him a blg reward,—but
nothing camg-of it. Day after duy, Mr. Ben-
son's spirlts fell more and more, and when the
first of Juno camo, and bo bad discovered no-
thing, his spirits foll to zoro, aud ho very ncarly
ubandoned his task as hopeless. Captain Young
told him the same story overy time he called
on himu: the bonds had not beon offered on the
market and nothing was known of Mr. Brydon.
On the fourth of June, Mr. Beason gat in his
room at the Hoftman House aftor dinner, rumi-
nating on hix fulinr- and thinking himself the
most injsorable follow in New York. Aguin
and aguin he read over the following tele~
g'ruml,{ received n fow minutes before from Mliss

Tank: . .

" s 'Wihint a¥e you about? Why don't you find
out someothing atonce? Arthur is to be tried

" to-morrow and will be convieted unless you do
- sometidng. '

.And the more he read it, the more convineed

Ploase do someothing;” -

he beenme that he could not #do somothing.”
At lnst, In sheer desperation, he put on his hat

" aad started for Police hondquarters to sco Cap-
- taln Young and find ont If he could ¢ (o some-

thing, Ho strolled lelsurely down Brordwuy,
putiing at a very doubtful cigar, for which ho
had been charged a quarter and which obsti-
nately rofuséd to “draw,” and thinking whether
it would not be hettor for him to telegraph
Chapleay that he had “done something,” and
that ho must got the trinl postponed until the
next term.  The lden did not strike him us very
briiliant, but ho thoughl postponement wonld
bo bettor.than nothing, aud he had almost de-
clded o send the telegrnm when, just us ho was

- passing Walluek's Theatre, that prinee of tickot

speculintors, Gus. Hamilton, nceosted him with s
o Waw'l o ticket, SIr? Good séants in the
orchestrn or “dress clrole. Houso very full,

. Can't got any seats at the box office,”

Mr. Benson paused for a moment, nndfooking
at the posters on tho side of the entry wiy, vaw.
advertised ¢ ¢ Last nighty of the senkon. Last

penrunico of Mr. Lester Wallnok 1o Rosednle.!”
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Tus WTSLLLENT JURY, APTER MUCH DELIRERATION, BROCGHT IN A YERD(CT oF 8gtcton.

as he had not seen him net for some time ho
thought hie would go in « for an hour or so;” he,
therefore, invested 10 the extent of n dolur nnd
u hall with the obliging Mr. Hamlilton nnd got
o pretty good sent In the dress circle. When a
man goes to Wallnek’s to see * Rosedale” «for
un hour or s0,” ho generally stuys until the
performance Is over, aud it was a quarter past
dloven whon Mr, Benson lefl tho theatre. It
was too Inte then, he thought, to see Captuin
Young, and he walked down 1ith Street to Del-
maonleu's to get some supper, his dinner having
been rather light, and nature reminding him
that she needed support. He entered that
fushl ble r ant, and wns making his
wiy to n vacant table near & window opening
on Firth Avenue, when & gentleman, who was
siuing at ono of the ceutre tablos with a couple
of young lndles, suddenly rose and cume towards
him exelalming:

«Why, Charlie, old boy, where did you drop
from "

« Fred, old fellow, I'm. delighted to seo you.
I've beon wondering several thnes thnt I have
not mot you. I called nt Clarke Iodge & Co's.,
but the Loy fn tho office at the time told me
you had left, and did not know where you
were.”

“You; I left them over o year ago. I am
with Ffank Work & Co. now. Come over Lo
otr tuble and tnke supper with us, I'll intro-
duce you to some nice girls.” -

Mr. Benson went, wig duly Introduced to the
s“nice girls,” and chnxed for & quarter of an
hour on unimportant toples, varying his con-
versation with a spirited attack on an exeellent
chicken salnd—you can’t got ehicken salad In
perfeetion anywhere but at Delmonleo’s—and
an ocensionnl slp of ehnmpngne. His [friend,
Mr. Fred. Pumsons, wus desperntoly attentlve to
ong of the young Iadics, and the. conversntion
wius almost entlrely conflned to matters dra-
matie, Mr. Parsons and his party having been
to Nlblo’s, and the young ladles belng rather

octtatic nbout the sconory of the « Black (rook,”

and the wondarful duneing of the beautiful
young ladles In very seant clothing. After the
snlnd'had been finlshed, and theatrien] muatters
pietly well discussed, convorsation flngged n
Htlle, and Mr, Parsons found time to ask Ben-
son. something nbout Iis own athidrs.

“Well, Charlle,” : he sald, ufter rather an
awkward pause, “whore have you been, and

o was a great admirer of Lester Walluek, and

what have you been doing, the Inst two yeurs o™

¢ I've been In my natlve city, Moutreal; you
know I left New York to go there to my father,
who 15 In business there, and I mvu been with
bim ever since.”

s And what brings you to Now York ?”

s#Well,” replled Mr. Boiwon, rather hesl-
tutingly, “partly business, partly pleasure;” he
did not want to tell Mr, Parsous exactly what
business he wus on, and how miscrably he had
fallod.

“Oh yes! T know. You Montreal chaps
seem to be lucky. You've come on to tinvest,’
I suppose. By the by, do you remember Bry-
don who used to bo with Austin & Son some
five yeurs ngo? Of course you don't, that wns
before your time In Wall Street.  Wall, he
sceios to have Wiy o fat thing In Montrewd, I
hope you were In with ahm,”

¢ No, I wasn't,” half gasped Mr, Honxon, ¥ 1
know Brydon; what fat thing hnd he been
into? I never hoard of it in Montseal.”

#No! why, he sent us.on n ot of bonds and
olher things threo or four weeks ago, nhd onter-
od them all to be sold and invesfed in New York
Central and BEric; bhe knows what he Is about,
both stocks nre suro to rise.”

4 0Oh yos! Ho knows—.that s I know-~how
muck did he send ? said Mr, Bonson, {n such o
strunge, oxeited manner that his friend, instead
of replying, asked :

s Charlle, old boy, what's tho matter? You
don’t look woell.”

s I'mallright ; how mueh ¢
how much ™

“[ don'lL know. Something llke fifty thou-

sand, I think,”
. wID've got him,” half shouted M. Benson,
#d——n him, I’'vo got him, and Pve ¢done
somethiing’ after all;” he was go much excited
Lthnt hie bronght his hand down with s sudden
slap on the table—mistaking i1, no doubt, for
Mr, Brydon's head;—the ladies sercamed n
little, and the polita walter, almost strungled In
n white tie, slid deferentinlly up to the table to
see If the genlleman hnd not buen tuking two
much wine,

«What Isithe matter, CharlieX” sakl Mr. Par-
sohs, o lttle nlarmed about his fricid’s sunlty.
s .A\re you 111?" :

s Al right, ol follow,” snld Mr. Beason, re-
maining his composure, «I'm all right now.
Exceuso me, Indies,” ho continuned, bowing to

Tell me quickly,

them, you can have no idenof the fmportanaco |

of the Information Fred has given e, or yom

would forgive my apparent rudeness ; let mo
hope you wiM forgive mce anyway, and [ will
not offend nyuin,”

The Indies, of course, howed forgivenesy, hut
looked uncomfortable, and the one to whoemn
Mr, Parsons seemed devoted gave that gentle-
man a very menning nod,nid pushed her chair
hack a little, Intimating that it was time to go.
Mr, Parsons was greatly astonished at Mr, Ben-
son's warmth of mumier; but he managed to
stammer out :

¢ My information, old hoy, what do yon
menn 2"

“XNothing,” sukl Mr. Renson, who had quite
recovered his composure; 1 was n lttle nse
tonished at something you suld, but this Is not
the pluce w talk nbhout It.  Can you call at the
Hof'man to-night for half an hour? You will
do me a great fuvor, and the matter {8 urgent
und important,” )

s All right, old fellow, I wlill bo there in
about—=" he hesitated, looked nt his young
Ly, shio shook her hend, he sighod, and then
added, ¢ hnlf an hour,”

The party left the restaurant, Mr. Parsons to
eseort the two young ladles home, and Mr.
Benson to rush up Fifth Avenue to the Hoffman
Nouse as though hls life depended on his being
there befors Mr. Parsons, Onco arrived at the
Hotel he stationed himaself at the entrance, and
Imputiently awaited Mr, Parsons. That gen-
tlemand was late; he found that hie hud more
slnst words ” Lo sy to his young ludy than he
had thought of, and many times he had to stop
her us she was golng from the door to tell her
something very important und to—; well,
never mind; maost of us, I suppose, know how

Mr.
to his room, and explained fully to bim the na-
tare of his business in New York, sid how the
infornmation ol Brydon's sending a Inrge sum of
money from Montronl immedintely aftor the
robbery woulld attuct the ease,

Mr. Parsons b known Arthar when he was
one of the luminaries of Walt Street, and it was
an honoe to know biny, aid be was wittlgg and
ready to help him now., e tokl Mr. Benson
that some three or tour wecks sines Frouk
Work & Cfo.—the firm he was employ el by -
hnad receivied a letter from Mr, B3rydon, who was
uan old eustomer of their's, cneloslug o nrge
anmount of U7, 8%, and other Amerlenn seeurities,
with orders to sell them, and ke other n-
vestments; they bl e vinl no gold or notes
Mr. Pursons, of conrs 1] not. Know the num-
bers of the bonlds, but promised to get a list ol
them in the moralng, ns well as the letter (rom
Brydon to IF'raak Worls & o, el voluteered
to aecompany Benson to Moutreal.

. . . . - - .

Mr. Benson slept happily awl econtentedly
that nlght, althowgt bes dreeanet o Bitle ;) bat s
drenms only addad to his happiness, for e
drenmnt ouly two dreaims, tn one ol which he
saw Mr. Brydon hung up by the neck, nud in
the other he eMr, Benson) was hauling Miss
Frank to the altar,  He addreamt these drenms
over and over, wnd aw i the wmorning in
grent state of eestusy, i that he was maeh
more thau a mateh for Mre, UBrydon, sowl very
vontident that hg would soeh prove too nuel
for thul gentleman,  Hee nuel Mr, Parsons at
the time appointed; bot was greatly disap-
pointed to thd that the bonds atel scearitios
senl on by Mr, Beydon diid not ngree lnany pnre
tieulnr with tho )ist found In Arthae's desk,
My, Parsons was gulle saee ahont the nmbers,
denominations, &e., of the sceurities rerclyed
by Frank Waork & Co. bBelng ebrreet, aud M.
Benson telt thoronghly nonplussed. AL fast b
thought he would enll on Captain Young ana

nee | that clonr-hy: deteetive could throw
utnc,v Uit ob uia'y 1“]‘4'-!3‘("'.‘ L !

They found him in hix offiee talking to n
rather ditupidated looklug individoal, whn rose
on thelr entrnnee, anl, howing bluselr out of
the room, snid he would eall axaln In nn hour,
Thy Captaln heard Mre, Benson®s story, paased
for 1 moment to constder, and then sold @

o Mr, Benson, your case is ns goonl as tinished 3
the st of scenrittes you have Is a forged one,
put in the drower 1L was found In by Brydon, to
throw suspiclon on the wrong track,  We have
been tryling to tind bomls gl other seceurltles
whileh either don't exist, ot are onl of the mar-
ket, while the stolen bends have been guofetly
disposed of through ome ot the most vespectables
firms on Bromd Street, 1L was u elever dodae ot
Brydon’s—he must e o milghty sharp  oas-
tomer, and 1t I8 some eredlt to el square with
him j—hut the gine ean be spollel casy enogh
now. You want to tike Mr, I'nrsons, amnd an-
other witness, {1 possible, on to Montreal with
Brydows tetter to Frunk Work & Co.; yon nlso
want 1 good expert to compare the letter with
Brydon's writing o the books of the flem, &e.,
and with the forged chegue.  IUs Just about as
ensy o ense a8 1 ever saw, and {8 almost dend
sure to be all right. [ wish | could suy axmuch
for another cnse 1'm enguged In, but that is
tough one."”

wiwwhat Is L2 wnld Mr. Benson, not fecling
the lenst interest, but simply beesuse the de-
teetive seemal Interested In 1, Wad wppeared
unxlous to tell the story.

s Well, you ke it’s 0 ense of mistuken iden-
tity, sid has led to some queer developments.
Something Hki six months ago a man enlling
himself Rlelmrd Cranston went to iichmond,
Vi, put up st the Spottswood House, auld cut
quite a swell for i few duys,  He opened an ac-
count In the First Natlonal Bank of Richmond,
depositing n couple of thousand dollurs In bills,
and got protty well lked about the Notel on
necount of his casy plensnnt way, and the strong
Southern prineiples ho ndvoented,  After about
a week ho went into . tobneeo speculntion, and
bought several hundeed exses of plug to be ship-
ped to New York., It was a protty bl purchuse,
and hik money ran out, 5o he paid in o cheque
of the Cashier of the Bank of Commeres, New
York, te the IFirst Nationn]l Bank and drew
against i, The Cushler was o Hitle doubtful,
50 he telegraphed to New York and found that the
alicqye was u forgery ; Gf course, punymaent was
stopped, the tobacco wis not shipped, il Mr.,
Iranston only gotned n couple of hutclred dol-
1ars, but ho made: good his esenpe, nnd hns not
boen found since. A few duys nlter ho hind left
it waus found that the bills he had paid Into the
bank were counterfelts and the bank deters
mined to take active mensures to nnd  Mr,
‘Crunston’y  they oftered  $1,000  reward, and
Brownson, of the Richmond force, cnme vn
hore. Ho applicd to me, and together wo tracod
Cranston Lo the 3t. Charles Hotel, where we
found that hiw und his wife had been stay-
ing for a few duys., They hud left, and I could
not get any clue of them untll about ten dnys
wgo I discovered Crunston, by chanee, living out
at Flatbush; bis deseription answered exactly,
and I arrested him. Here comes tn the funny
part; the Cashier of the Riclinond Bank and
Brownson, both of whom knew Cranston by
sight, came on und identified him, but ho

leaded In , and proved without o shadow

u fellow fuels when ho Is talking (he
thinks 1t sound common sense) to the girl he
loves, or thinks ho loves, at the door of her
house, late nt night, and when he knows he
ought to go away at once, but don't wan't to,
and generally don't under an hour. Mr. Henson
got awully Impatient, and stempod about the
pavemoent in & most Impatient way, but that
did not hurry Mr. Pumons, and it was nearly
one o'cluck before thut gontleman appeared to
fill his enzagement, and even then he looked as
If he would greatly huve preferrcd to bo stand-
ing nl tho door he had just left, with his arm
aronnd——well, never mind, most of us like to
el our arms around some one at some time or

of doubt by numerous resy fble wit

that ho had not heen out of Brovklyn for moru
than & day or two at u time fur over two years ;
and on the very day the forged cheque was pre-
sented In Richmond, Cranston was in the Second
Precinet Station House, Brooklyn, arrested for
drunkenness, Lt wus the clearest alibi I over
snw, but stlll It would linvoe boen hard to got
him ofl; only tho story ho told and the way ho
accounted for bis being takon for tho Richard
Crauston wo  wanled was so plansible and’
straightlorward that we could not but bellevo
hilm. ‘This Crayston Is a peculiar looking man,
you ‘saw him flero wheit you entered to-day,
with long shaygy red halr and whiskers, and

oihor, -850 I will wot troublo about Mr. Parnsons
uly more. : o

Benson at onco lonk Mr, Pmsons up }\ﬂ

ratuor warked features , now It seems thut thero,




