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C .botce Ltterature,
HIS F1RST CRIME.

Wbeu Mr. John Atwood, the owncr of the great Atwood
elevator at Enfield, Minnesota, was about to go to dinner
at noon on a certain brigbt October day, twelve yeams ago,
be obsemved that he was leaving a cauvas bag lyina in plain
sîgbt upon the table. That canvas bag contained $850 lu
gold and $5o lu silver. Mr. Atwood bad left the key of bis
safe at bis home-two miles away-and the bag bad been
an aunoyance to hlm ever since it had been given to bimn that
moruiug by one of bis men who bad been out collecting.

" It won't do to leave that there," he said to himself.
Rie took up the bag. lb was too beavy and too bnlky to

carry witb him. At last be tucked it into the drawer of the
table by wbich be was standing, turncd bbc key, put it in bis
pocket, and went to the neighbonriug hotel, perhaps fifty rods
away, to get bis dinner. lu about two hours he returned to
find the office door, whicb was hall of glass, shattered to
fragments, the table drawcr open, and bbc canvas bag, with
tbe money, gone.

Mr. Atwood was not a poor man, and if the money neyer
turncd up again be was not going to be mmcnd ; but it was
an ugly thing 10 be ai the memcy of au unknowfi tbief. The
great grain dealer stepped acmoss tbe broken glass to bis
chair and sat down in it, sick at heart.

He rose, ater a uitile, and critically examiued the door
and the table. From the marks upon tbemn, he hecame con-
vinced tbat a certain hatchet, which bung always in the
engine-room, had been used lu making the robbemy. le
walked out into the engine-room. The batchet was lu its place.

" Wboever did this," mfected Mr. Atwood, "'knew wbere
the batchet was kept, and was cameful to put it back alter
usîng il."

The young engineer, Eben Dorlon, who also acted as
hostler and " general utility " mari, was whistling and singiug
as be attended to bis englue. Hie bad been aI work for Mr.
Atwood for about a yeam. le was a bigbt faccd, happy boy,
and Mr. Atwood trusted hlm implicitly.

"lCorne bere, Eben," he said.
The young fellow followed bis employer obedieutly mbt

tbc office.
" Good gracions 1" e exclaimed, wben he saw tbc shat-

tered glass " wbab's been going on here?"
"lTbat's wbat I want to know," rejoiucd Mr. Atwood,

steru ly.
IlI-I tbonght 1 beard a noise," stamrnered Eben : but

when I listened 1 didn't bear anybhing more. 1 thougbt lb
was tbe men over at tbe hotel stables. 1 hope nobhing is
missing, Mm. Atwood?"

" Only nlue bnndred dollars-that bag of money that 1
banded to you this morning, wben 1 got off my horse."

11I-I baven't seen a soul arc'und. You-you couldn't
thiuk for a moment that I could have doue such a bing."

IlWell-I shouldu't have tbougbt of it "-bis employer
lookcd sbarply int the boy's face-" only there isn't anybody
cisc around to suspect."

Eben drew bimself up with a good air of injured innocence.
IlI beg, Mr. Atwood, that you will searcb me and seamcb

my room. Yom know, as well as 1 do, that I could flot steal
-and "

At Ibis moment the hotel keeper came rusbing lu.
'lI hear you lost a large sum of money whilc you were

out at dinner, Mm. Atwood," be began.
IlThen tbc thief must bave bold of t,>' said Mr. Atwood,

with sudden conviction; for 1 bave only just found it out
mnyseif.'>

The man, however, did flot sethe significanc of tbis fact.
" Four men bave this moment baken tbc train for Minnea-

polis-strangers. Tbey took dinner with me. Hadu't you
better telegraph 10 bave them arrested ?"'

This was doue, but witb no result, as Mm. Atwood
expected, cxcepb bo make tbc men very angry. Eben Dor.
lon's request to be searcbed was also complîed wibb, and tbc
litile town was tborougbly ansackcd ; but no trace was
obtained of the missing money or of tbc bbief.

A moutb passed. lb was now tbc middle of November.
Mm. Atwood, thougb he was as determiued as ever to probe
thie affair to the bottom, was beginning to grow discouraged
about getting any proofs in the matter, tbougb be felt sure
from bbce first that he kncw bbc cuiprit.

One day bis mail contained a rabber odd-looking leter,
addressed bo bbc Atwood Elevator Company, lu a femninine
baud. Upon opening it, Mr. Atwood found inclosed a tele-
gram, tbree days old. This was addrcssed to I"Miss Millie
Sargent, Lakn's Valley, Minu.," and read as follows:

IlMillic,lookout for a littie package by express to-morrow.">
There was no signature, but tbc girl had evidently found

out that tbc package bad corne from tbc Atwood Elevator
Compauy, for lu bhe 'note inclosing tbc telegmam she said,
coqnettishly ; IlWill tbc Atwood Elevator Company please
tell me wbo sent the inclosed tclegram ? 1 waut to be sure
and tbank the right person."

Larkiu's Valley was about twenty miles from Enfield.
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tinued, good-naturedly ; "and you had better write hlm in
person. I think you must know his name"

Miss Millie simpered and bridled, and remarked finally
that she didn't know anybody in Enfield very well, and she
wasn't in the habit of accepting presents from anybody she
didn't know very well. But it wasn't any matter. Maybe
she could guess ; and she was sorry to have troubled Mr.
Atwood.

Poor littie Miss Millie 1 She had made more trouble for
somebody else than for Mr. Atwood.

He left ber, after gallantly assuring her that that was al
right. He was convînced that wherever guilt might lie, it
was flot in the foolish littie bosom of Miss Millie Sargent.
That evening he reached Branch, to find that the Dorlon
family, though poor, was highly respected, and that the boy
Eben had always borne a good character. This made him
feel more uncomio)rtable than ever.

IlI can't bear to hunt hlm down" he thought, as he
tossed restlessly on his bed that night. IlThe boy took the
money ; but it is evidcntly his first crime, and was done
under the impulse of the moment. He does flot intend to do
anything worse with it than to buy breastpins for pretty girls,
and trinkets for his mother and sisters."'

In the morning he had corne to a decision, for which he
could flot wholly account to himself, but to wbich he feit
inwardly irnpelled. He proceeded to the littie express office
of the place, and called the agent aside. Alter telling hlm
who he was, and enjoining upon hlm absolute secrecy, he
said : " You will probably receive at this office soon a package
from Enfield-not large, but very heavy. It will contain
seven or eight huudred dollars in specie, belonging to me.
1 ernpower you to open that package, no matter to wbom it
may be addressed. Telegraph me irnmediately upon the
receipt of such a parcel as 1 have described."

The agent promised, and Mr. Atwood drove toward home.
Just as be was entering bis stable, wbicb was close by bis

elevator, he saw a man coming out of the cngine-room. It
was Louis Preneau, a young Canadian, and an old school
mate of Eben Dorlon, who was just now in charge of the
railroad station, while Mr. Emery, the regular station master,
was away ou his vacation. It suddenly flashed over Mr.
Atwood's mind that this young man bad been a good deal
with Eben lately. Ther. be remembcred Miss Millie's tele-
gram and express package. Perhaps they migbt not have been
sent if the usual statict master (who was also telegraph opera-
tor and express agent) had been ln charge. Mr. Emery,
though he bad been out of town, happened jus t now to be in
Enficld. On Monday be was to resumne bis duties. It was
now Friday afternoon. Mr. Atwood strolled over to the
station, found that Emery way in his private room, and bad
a talk with hlm. He had known him for years, and felt sure
that he could rely on him.

" Don't tell Preneau," be said, signifcantly; <but il any
despatcb comes for me, see that I get it at once, and show me
the lîst of express parcels that are sent from Enfield fromn
to-day onward."

Mr. Emerv promised rcadily.
"I1 hate to risk these next two days," mused Mr. Atwood,

as be turned away ; I"but I must trust to Emery's ovcrsight."l
Just then the hotel keeper approached hlm.
"bc adn't thought to tell you before, Mr. Atwood," be

said, witb some littie embarrassment, and in a low voice.
I couldn't remember at the time ; but it occurred to me the

other day that it was Preneau who told me that you had Jiad
some miney stolen-the day it happeued, you know."1

Mr. Atwood tbanked bim, asked hlm to say nothing of
the matter to anyone, and went on. There was another fact
against Eben. He bad told Preneau within baîf an hour, pro-
bably, alter committing the tbeft.

It was nearly ten o'clock on Saturday morniug before Mr.
Atwood was able to leave home for the elevator. As be
approacbed it, be saw Preneau and Eben just outside the
engine-room door, engaged ln close conversation. When they
saw hlm, tbey parted, and Mr. Atwood saw Preneau tuck
something into bis vest pocket.

IlMy despatch has corne," tbought Mr. Atwood. Hie
determined to go abead boldly on this supposition.

Hastily beckouing Eben to take bis horse, be overtook
Preneau on the station platform. They walked into the wait-
ing roomn together, and Mr. Atwood gave the Young man
ample opportunity to make any announcement that he might
wisb. Seeiug at last that the boy was flot going to say any.
thing, Mr. Atwood said flrmly: IlMr. Preneau, you may give
me the despatch wbich you have in your vest pocket."l

The young man stared at hlm aghast.
" Wbat-wbat made you tbink 1 had a despatch for you ? '

he stammered. Then bis manner suddenly changed. " Oh,
Mr. Atwood," he began, 'imploringly ; " if-if you'Il see that
I am suitably protected, 1 think 1 can put you on the track of
at least part of that money that you lost.

H4isc;ringring air, and iA wlign1%o;er& i fin

aown aitogether. He bowed bis head upoun the -t-able, the
scene of bis crime and burst into tears.

IlI don't kuow wbat made me do it, Mr. Atwvood," he
sobbed; Il d it for weeks lu the ashes. 1 didu't have
auvthing in my mind to do with it. 1 wanted te give it back
but 1 didn't dare. I just bought a few presents witb it for
my friends, and then 1 sent it-the most o i-to my niother.
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I told ber that I had donc so well that you bad given me a
share lu a consigument of wheat, and it had panued out bet-
ter than wc expected.

The boy had raised bis head now. His tear.stailCdt
working features werc pitiful to behold.

Mr. Atwood could say nothing for a moment, and the
boy continued: Arc you going to send me to prison r
Atwood? "

Il 'm afraid I ought to do just that, Eben."
He rose and began to pace the ,room. Hie was a Chris-

tian man. He wanted to do bis duty. Hie wished that the
Lord would somehow make it plain to him.

"Oh, that would kilI mny mother ! wept the boy, no'#
alruost beside himself with grief and fright. " She is the
best woman lu the world, Mr. Atwood. Here 1 "-he lifted
bis head and with trembliug bauds drew a letter froal bis
muner pocket-"l here is ber last letter. I wish you woi.ld
read it."1

Mr. Atwood opencd the letter. It said
My DEAR SON : We are very happy in your god fortune. W

expect you to be loved wherever you go ; but Mr. Atwood's kindnes'
is indeed remarkable. He could scarcely do more for you if Y0"'
were bis son. Hie is a noble man. Thauk hlm for jour fatheran
me for bis generosity to you. I wish be did not abject, as yotl -51
he does, ta having us write directly to hlm. Night and morning 1
pray for you, aud my prayers are being answered. We wtll keeP
your rnoney for you until you corneborne. I cannot cousent tO 's
it for myself. We think you had better consuit Mr. Atwood abot
the investrnent of it. AUl send tbanks to you for the beautiful pre;sents wbich you have given them. With renewed messages of 0"
love and pride in you, I arn your devoted IlMother."

Mr. Atwood's eyes were mnoist as he coucluded this epistle'
It did flot scem to hlm as though he ought, for a first ofi'ence,
ta crush the bcart of a mother like that.

As he sat silent, the boy broke in wîtb a ring of new cour'
age to bis voice : IlMr. Atwood, you knuw I bave told yoU
bbe truth. You know I have always tried to do just right,
tilI-tilI this happeued. If you could sec your way ta fOr'
giviug me this time, 1 would promise you, as solemnly-Ob,
sa much more solemnly than I ever promised anything in
my life 1-to live the best I know how always after this.1
think I couldu't suifer more in prison than I have suffei'ed
ever since that bappened,-only that my mother would (e! it
so. 1-I don't suppose you could let me oft, could you?"

The agony of hesitation and uncerbaiuty expressed in bis
voice ouly increased Mr. Atwood's agitation.

IlEben," he said, at last, I 1arn a man who believes in
prayer. Your motber believes lu prayer. We will pray OVCI
this matter."

They kucît beside the table, and in a straiued voice the
ricb grain dealer prayed that be might be guided arigbt 1in
regard to the treatmnent of bis erriug young engineer. The
boy sobbed uucontrollably duriug tbc whole petition.

Wben tbey rose from their knces, Mr. Atwood*walked tO
tbe window and back again several times. Then be said:
I suppose, Eben, that I might be accused of compouniding~

a felony, if it were kuowu that I let you off iu this way ; but
as this is your first crime, and since 1 cannot doubi y0ilf
penibence, I will give you another chance. I believe tbat

you will do rigbt hcnceforward ; but if you ever do sin agiain'
I shall feel constrained to tell the story of this sin also.'1
bbe meantime, you may leave this part of the country and8

begiu new and fair, if you will restore my property. I W1
wait for what you canuot pay at once until you can caril' t'
Some hint nf tbe trouble will leak out, I presumne, but 1Il
do ail that I can to keep lt quiet. I advise you not to ba'e
anything more to do witb that precious crony of y0ulrsf
Prcueau. Hec was ready just now to give you up, if be could
only be saved himself.

The boy could only weep softly for some time. Mt'
Atwood wcnt to writing. At last, Eben rose, flung bis affi5
around bis employer, and pressed a kiss upon tbe top of bis
bald bcad.

IlYou bave saved me, Mr. Atwood 1 " he said, trcisib'
liugly. IlI won't disappoint you;, God belpiug me, 1 won't!
Good-by."

The package, which was retunend to Mr. Atwood in a e
days, contained a large part of the lost moncy. Prenfl
undoubtedly had some of what was lacking. Eben butsel
Nent to the far West. What explanation he made to bis P00f
mother, Mr. Atwood neyer kucw but lu less thau a yen!' be
bad repaid the missing sum, and he bas now grown ta b
one of the leading citizeus of bis adopted home.

IlI have often tbought of that Eben Dorlon," Mr. AtwOO0
was saying flot long ago to bis wife. I did right to (orgîve
hlm, 1 kuow. lu fact, 1 believe 1 was more to blame thail be
was ln the matter. I had no business bo tempt hlm 00
Nine hundred doWlars isu't sucb a great suni to me, but t
bim it was a fortune. We men put temptation lu tbe waY of
youug felfows like hlm boo oftcu. Wheu we must, we tts
Wben we dou'î really need to, we shonldn'î. I 'icarned o~
mucb of a lesson froni that case as the boy biniscîf did'
Kate Ufrron Clark, in lre Indeoendent.

Bonaparte broached tbc pVu of re cutting tbrougb S110%
Haîf a century later Engîncer De Lesseps did * wactually cbanged geography. He broke a continent if'
for the world's commerce. An old man now, Count de l5
seps writes for Thre Yeutir's Com ain ubmrucbarol"
iug velu, bow be came to build the canal.


