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—For Truth.

SAVED BY A WOMAN,

BY L. B, M'KAY,

Mr. Robert Macdona'd was a wealthy re-
tirod dry goods werchant; and ocoupled a
princoly maunsion in tho suburbs of tho ity
of B, Scotland, The houso was in a blaze
of light, and beautified by all tho arte of
raodern taste—on tho night whon our story
opens,

It was tho twonty-first birthday of his
only daughter Jessie, aud Mr, Macdonald
waa giving & farhlonable dinuer party in
honour of the evont; and the invited guests
woro already assembling. An hour later wo
fisd them cnjoying the luxuries of Ar.
Macdonald’s woll furnished table, and laugh.
ing and chatting cheurfully—as thoso frco
from every care. At length the =incis
sauod around and cach of tho happy party

rink the health of their bost's daughter

with sincority and good will. ¢ Each'—
wo sald, but that was a mistake, for thore
was one young xan in the company who,
when the wine was offored him, ** begged to
be ercused,” and said, ‘“4Mr, Macdonald,
with your permission I sball drink your
daughter’s health in a cup of coffec.” This
{at that time) noval request hrought forth
& simper from the ladies, and a look of half
surpriso—hsalf contempt from the gentlemen,
While My, Macdonal ve a good-natured
laugh as he said: ‘ Why, llcss my soul,
four, you don't rvean to say you aro

afraid of a glass of wine ?” mansager to the cashier, when they wera
4¢ By no moans,” auswered Hnrry Balfour, } 8eated in the office of the former on the
“but I prefor coffec.” “Why," gaid Mr. | night in question,

Macdonald, I havo'always indulged ina
social glass, been a church member for over
twenty.five years, and have nover suffered
from the practice. Indeed I take it ‘for my
atomach’s sake,” a1 Paul says, and also, de-
cause I have no wish to bo coaridered an
oddity in socicty,” )

¢ Here, hore,” spoke out tho gentlemen,
while the Iadies smiled wnd bowed their
approval, Mr. Harry Balfour was the fortu.
nately accepted lover of Miss Jessio Mac-
donald, and held the position of cashierin a
weoll-known bank in the city,

“I havo always been taught to regard
liguor of any kind as dangerous and in-
jurious to both body and mind, as well as
injurious to & man's best interests and in.
stincts, and therefore I havo refrained from
its use, said young Balfour inangwer to his
host’s remarks on tho wine question. Had
he held to these sentiments, the dark and
bitter days which followed would never
havo been known by him, But, alas, as tho
sequel will show,che gave up his coavic-
tions in an ovil moment to pleascothers, and
therefore loat all.

s If I thought, Balfour, that a glass of
wine would harm you, 1'd be the last in the
world to offcr it to you, but I don’t think it
could ; and I thereforo would bo pleased to
have you join us in drinking tholbealth of my
daughter on this her twenty-first birthday.”

# ¥riends,” added the host. “ fli your
glasaca and let us all drink together.” The

lazses wero filled and raised, ready to be
gmuk. Ercery oyo was turned to Iarry Bal-
four. Would heyield, or would bohold fastto
his faith and bear their half-disguised con-
tempt? His gles still stocd beside his
plate on the tsble, e was trembling on
tho edgo of tho precipice of doubt, as if he
saw into tho future, and bcheld the abyss
into which that ono glass of wine would
hurl him if he drank it. 1o glanced around
—thoy were all waiting.

¢¢ Now, then, Harry,” said hu;')ro:pcczivo
father.in-law, ¢ wo wait for you.”

One awift, nervous glance at his sweot.
heart, and & quicl, impulsivo motion of the
haund, and his first glass was drank with a
despair that left tho other gueats behind
wit their wine untouched.

Somo vices pull & man down graduully,
others drag him down foatfully fast. Such
is tho way of wine, and s0 was it with
Harry Balfour. His downfall from bad to
worsd was 8o rapid that six months later we
find him & habitual drinker and & coafirmed
gambler. In his rambles around tho city,
ho formed the acqualotance of two crooks,
who wore always on the look out for fresh
prey. Their names wero Jim Fairbanks
and Bob Homer, and wo find them on the
night in question flecciog Balfour for all ho's
worth at a gamo of “pakor.” Asho rises to
80, baving lost heavily, Fairbanks says:

¢“Nover mind, Harry; botter Iuck
noxt timo. Have a drink beforo you

0. In drawing the oork, it breaks in tho

ttlo; and ho breaks its ncck to get tho

liquor out, and in 8o doinghe'cuts his hand,

{;zurbnndkorchlef, Ealfour,” headds,turniog

that tho noxt time he saw it, it woul

{‘x_xmish the most damaging proof againat
im,

constant caller at the Macdonald manafon;
but now his calls were liko angels' visits,
¢ fow and far betwoen ;”* and onco or twice,
when his lady Jove complained, and asked
him where he spont his ovenings, he told
her ‘“ho waa very buvy at the bank, and
that most of his time was spout thore,”
Tbis reply quleted her foars for the present
to somne oxtent, but Mias Macdonald folt by
no means satisfiod, Still sho thought it
best to say nomore just dhon, but hope for
the best, and give her lover tho benefit
of tho denbt.  Hor quick oye, and womanly
instinct told her that Harry and his caps
wero becoming too intimate, and even the
bank clerks saw the traces of drink and dis-
sipation on his onco bandsomo face,

offico to-nightat nine o’clock ; thero'sa little
difficult
about which I wish to consult you.”

hank mansger, and tne tim. was the 21st

of Decor hor,
Al at, sir; I'll be on hand,”
“Ja orry v iad several false entrics

in the ladger by young Brownlee, whom yeu
rccommended to me last spring,” said the

‘Confound the luck," ho exclaims, *lend me

Harry,

Harry complies, little drenning

A short timo ago Harry Balfour was a

¢ Balfour, I want yon to meet me in the
{pointing to the bauk ledger)
The speaker was Rickard Ryonalds, the

er to

*Is it poasible )’ exclaimed Hurry, in
surprise,

¢ Too true,” replied Mr, Ryonalds, “and
now, Balfonr, tell me what you advise.”

‘d‘Wh):. an inveatigation of course, sir,
‘n .—_'
¢ What I have done already,” interrupt-
cd Mr. Ryonalds; ¢ and X fear I must have
him arrestod.”

It will be & great blow to his parents,
and I wonld very much ke if you conld
give him aunother chance,” pleaded the
cashier. They had talked for two hours,
and Mr. Ryonald rose to go.

‘“Balfour,” he said, ‘I can't afford to
have a dishomest man in my employ, no
matter what the ocensoquences msy be.
Good night, Balfour.”

“ Good i ¢, sir,” said Harry, as he
closed the oute: doir, and made his way
homeward.

Just as he quitted the bank, two men
entered, and stole quietly along to the man.
ager's room.
¢ Just in timo,” sald & voice to them, as
they halted a momest at the office door,
Tho voice wasthe voice of Brownlee, the
defaunliter, who hac ancrd the manager ask
Balfoar during tu. Wv to meot him that
pight at the bun't, snd who had secreted
himsel! in tho brilding for the purpose of
hearing what t" . mansger had to say,—
and Fairbanks h: ' bribod bim toaid him
in his dark doods °f wickedneas, as will be
soen later on.

The moruning sun loocked forth on a scene
of tho wildut confusion around the bank,
and, in fact, all over the city, which was
stirred to ita ocentre. The bank er
was found, the morning following his dis-
cassion with Balfour, murdered in
bis chair, stabbed to the heart by a dagger.
On the dead man’s desk the police found a
silk handkeichicf, and neatly worked on
one corner was the unfortunats namo,
¢ H. Balfour,” Beside the handkerchief
thoy found & number of notes Learing tho
samo zame. With these facts in thoir pos-
scasion the polico felt it their duty to arrcst
Harry Balfour,

At the coroner’s inquest which followed
tho prisoner could not give any aatisfactory
acoount ,of himself on the night of the
murder, the reason being that when ho
left tho bank he met an old fricnd, and both
drank a0 froeoly that they wero soonine
boaatly stato of intoxication. As to the
handkerchief, ho admitted that it waas his,
bat could not conceive how it came to be
found where it was, andthe notes he xaid
ho knew nothing about whatever,

Drink bad clonded his memory, and rob.
bed meinory of her nower, o gave an ao-
count of his last interview with tho late
manager of the bask, but that stox, as well
as his pretendod innocerico about the forged
notes, wasnot bolloved in tho faco of the
otker evidence agalnst bim,

Brownles, the clerk, teatified that ho hoard

notafford to have a dishoneat man in his

supposed to be the forger. .

Em coroner's charge to ths jury was
strong agaiost the prisoner, and when they
had DLeen out !ort{ minutes thoy roturned
with @ verdict of ¢ wilful murder;"” and
Harry Balfour was committed to stand his
sl ‘at the coming asaizes for tho awful

crime,

Tho blow of disgrace foll on tho mombers
of Mr, Macdonald’s family with fearfa
force, and particularly on tho heart and
head of his daughter. She had an un-
speakable pity for® her unfortunato lover,
and sho folt in her inmoat soul tbat ho was
innocent.

« T must go and see him,” sho said to
horself, as sho aat in her own room. thiok-
ing the matter over, * PerbapoIcando
something for him.”

When sho veached the gaol where her
lover was confined she found bim sitting on
the aide of his cot in a most dejected
condition, and 2as soon as they wero
slone sho sprang to kis arms and in bro
ken sentences cried out:

«Qh, my poor, poor misgnided and
wronged Harry.”

s l%y darling treasure,” he mald, ¢for
myself I don't carc a0 mauch, but for your
sake I am suffering unteld tortures; but,
there now,” he continued, noticing the pain-
ful expression on her faco, I must not add
to your grief, which I know is already more
than you can bear. Tho sun often zhincs
tho’ we seo it not, and wo must not forget
that God reigns, and koows all, and that
‘He will by no means clear the guilty. 1
have fallen —fallen dis%racefnlly low ; but,
Jesaie, these hands of mino, thank God,
have never been atained with tho blood of &
follow-being. *Wine, wine’; in the bitter.
neas of my ﬁfo I fecl it, ‘wino iz a mocker’;
thero is a curse in tho cup, and now at the

last ‘it stingeth like a sovpent and bitoth

liko an adder.’ Drink has brought all this

apon me, I ses it pow. Canst thou for-
veme?’

Thus the bitterness of remorse and sorrow
wrang his soul, and he would bare contin-
uod to accuse himsell, but sho stupped him
Aol wood, Harry, that Rould
“Itis , Harry, tkat your cyes ahon
bo openc%, and X can quits beliove that you
fce) your position keenly ; but thik is not
the t:me nor place to discuss theso things;
wo must find the murderer of your late em-
loyer, He has entupsed you for some
Tk P and I am determined *- Gnd
who he is and where be is. Do you know,
Harry,” sho went on, *Ihave a strong sus.
icion 6f that sconndrol of a clerk, Brown-
?ee. I did not like his look attho inquest,
and I believe he knows more than ho carea
to tell, Iintend to have him shadowed at
soy rate, and we aball ses what comes from
s

it,
“For Goal'g sake, Jeasio, hkl? tz‘:)no :j
oursclf, aud don't expose yourse peri
zn my aocount,” nidxﬁu » Pleadingly,

«Nover fear, I ahall act carefully. Baut
I must leave you »now; here comes the
officer,”

One onate kiss and a ¢ good-bye,
darling,” and she wes goue.

Oa her way home she saw a crowd of peo-
ple looking into a shop window and abe
halted a secoud to see what they wers look-
ingat, Asshe did so her oyo canght sight
of Brownlee and Fairbanks just movingaway
from the window.

11} follow them,” she said to horself,
and leat they ahould notice her sho threw
around her the waterptoof claak she carried
and taking a thick veil from hor pockat she
tied it around hor faco awd kopt theiwo
men in sight. She mct s gentleman on the
way and, stopping a scwand, abo whispered
somothing in his esr and ho ran off, saying,
«All right.”

Tho two men, after turning » corner, had
eluded her, and, do her beat, she counld unt
discover them,

¢ Could their have Xknown mo?l’ she
thought. **I'll go to their rooma.”

And on she went, with but one thought
and ono desire, and that was—Harry must
be saved.

TWhen sho reached tho house sho found
tho gentleman fricnd she had apoken to on
the wayand with bim a city detective of
first-class ability.

¢« Have they arrived " she asknd,

¢ No,"” was their short reply.

¢ Joat alght of them on the way., YWhat

“They'll be hero ; lets got into the hons

lov, no matter what the consequences]bofore thoy coms,” said the dotective, iy,
:l\xi\%.gyiw, and this, it was anppoﬁd, had mar leamyaomot);h: of intoreat.” '
méronoe tn tho forged notes, anl Ae was| By bribiog the Iady of tho housethy

galnod an entrance to the room occupled by
Fairbanks, which was on the second floor,

Tho two men had scarcely got concealed

bshind a large wardrobe and taken upa P
sition, whon in came tho three confederater,
Fairbanks, Homer and Browrlece.
heroine had crept intoa cloact ured by thy
arooks for keeping wino in, 1t was thedsy
aftor the inquest, and of course their misgy
wero full of the subject. So when they gt
scated thoy began 1o talk freely of thea 5;

Oar

¢01d Ryonolds it: in Heaven by this ti,
I suppose,” said Fairbanke,

*He may thank ine who sent him there
roplied Homer.

“And I who admitted you both into tby
bank,” 2aid Brownleo.

1Vell, it was on that fool of a caghier
Balfour’s account that wo did tho dewd
said Fairbanks, speaking excitcdly— enly
for bim I might bave been married to old
Macdonald’s daughter. Never micd, be
won't got hor 3 1 have swern it.”

“Yon have sworn a lie, murderer, and
the m&e You intended for a bravo man}
nock shall encirclo your ownt”

The speaker was Jessio Macdonald, aad

thres men before her.
Tho detective and the gentleman by
came with him covered the threo raealy
with the muzzles of three rovolvers, ard
kept them pinned to the spot, while, iy

culiar whistle,the detective hrovght tbree
urly policemen ir.ta the room, who hund.
cuffed each crim’aal nd escorted them to
the police atation.
- [ ] *

YWhen the trial cam. on Brownlee, tomre
his owa miserable ni ck, turned Qucen's eri-
dence, and told the wlolemiserabloscheme,
the result of which w=a Homer paid th
gznalty of the law on the gallows, and Fuir-

oks was transported for life, DBrownle
left the country and was ncver heard d
afterwards, and poor Harry Balfour, wte
suffered so much, wasfliberated and restord
to his brave little swoetheart, to theiriofe
ite joy and delight.

One word moro about Fairbanks, Beferr
he becamo a gambler he moved in the bet
of society, his family being woalthy ardwel
connected. At thet time Mr, dacdonal
was amoog his most intimate acquaintanc,
snd bo wasa frequent callerat the ma
chant’s house,

He became charmed with the daughterd
his friend, and being madly in love withtle
fair one, asked her to be his wifa, Shers

decision. He therefore retired, from th
field in confasion, and being a bad wan
heart, he hated her as fiercely ashe b
once loved her, Harry Balfour was ther
fore his succesaful rival, and when the re
jected lover discovered that Balfour hadle,
come addicted to drink he thought he sy
a chanoe for revenge on both hia rival a¥
bislost Iove, Heaco the devilish plotw
tave just uufolded, and wo alresdy ket
how miserably that miscarried alvo.

Homer was led on in crime by Fair
in the hopo of sharing the apoils, as wanils
Brownlee, but their hoPu wero nipped &
the bud, and their rpoils the spoils of
criminal.

At ths request of his sweotheart, Hary
Balfour sigued the pledge before ho left
prison, and remained a total abstainer et
after.  Mr. Macdovald's eyes were
openvd to ths terriblo effects of wine, !
he Danished it from his tablo and b
Six montbs after this Harry Balfocta
Jessic Macdonald becamo one,—and wen
happy as mortals conld be.

s 1% nceessary to point ovt the mea!
Let mo give you the bintin tho word
the wise man— “ Look not upen
wino when it is red, when it g
its color in the cup; attho lestittic
like » scrpent and stingeth liko an adlx!
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Hapriness in a state of comtant «d
pation upon some desirable object, ¥id
continual scnse of progress toward i
tainment. .

All impatienco of monotony, sll weard
of beat thiogs oven, aro but sigoso d
eternity of our mature, tho brokenhes
fashions of the divino everlastivgness.

Tho chief ingredicnts in tho composd
of thoso qualities that gain cateed
pralse aro good Datara, truth, goods

tho mansger toll the prisoncr that be could

shall wo do?’

and good breeding,

her words fell like a thunderbolt on tie §

fused, and noth’ng could move her fromtiaf
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