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debts, of course, some complications, and
then young Chariton made another mis-
take—the crowning one. When his for-
tunes were at their lowest e¢bb he mar-
ried his own model.. The_elder Charlton
when he heard of this step promptly
stopped the allowance and cut his son’s
name out of Lis
will.

After this sort
of thing hdd
been going on for
a couple of
years, , Charlton,
who had been
best man at the
wedding of the
Amorys, went
out to their mod-
est little cottage
at Scarboro, and
seamed to be in
a most depressed
and somber
mood.

DBut, if all that
was reported was
true, she found
the temptations
to lead a free
and easy life too

great to  over-
come. (‘harlton
was asked to

leave his stuadio,
where he had
difficulty to meet
the rent, and all
on account of

the visits paid
him by a bois-
terons wife.
That might
have Dbeen  en-
dured, but the
marriage itself

was mest unhap-
py. XNobody cver
said a kind word
about the young
wife, byg she may
have been driven
te it by poverty.
At 2ll events,
she went on In
the chorus of
musical comedy
and as her figure
had grown too
blowsy to serve
any longer for
an artist's model
it was perhaps
the only thing
she could do.

“I'm going to
cut the whole
thing, and try
Paris for a
year,” he said to
his friends. *“I
have a chance to
get across on a
cattle ship, and
perbhaps over
there I'll learn
how to draw.
Everybody criti-
cizes my draw-
Ing.”

“Are yop go-
ing alone®” guer-
ied Ilose Amory,
tremulously, for
she hoped he was
cntting his  dis-
graceful wife as
well.

¢ ¢ 0Oh, ves,"’
sald Charlton.

ITe spent the
afternoon with
the palr and re-
malned to dinner.
At its close he
handed John Amary

] a small
like a jeweler's box, and said:
“This is my only treasure, and, as you

package,

two are my old friends, I'm going to
ask you to take charge of it. Keep it
safely from me for a year, will you? If
at the end of that time I haven't re-
claimed the box, destroy it.”

John and Rose promiged. and soon after
Charlton took his leave and his sympa-
thetic friends had a chance to talk over
his wasted life.

Rose's curiosgity about the treasure was
very great, and she fairly tingled to open
the box and see what it contained; but
John solemnly locked it up in a drawer
in the tiny iibrary table, and there it re-
posed for a year.

During the twelve months nothing was
heard from Charlton, although his friends
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wondered sadly if he was getting on or
growing poorer and more hopeless all the

time, But toward the close of the year
great events happened.
First the " newspapers published ae-

counts of the sad ending- in Bellevue
fospital of Mabel Charlton, a once prom-
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ising soubrette, and John and Rose knew,
if few other people did, that one of the
fetters of their friend had been broken
by death.

Then they saw an advertisement for
Chatiton, or Kknowledge of his where-
abouts, in one of the daily papers. About
the same date they learned that old Mr.
Charlton had died. They put the two
facts together and ecame to the conelu-
sipn that the elder Charlton had forgiven
his son on his deathbed.

Next day John Amory called at the
lawyer's address, which had been given
in the newspaper, and told about Charl-
ton’s intention to go abroad. He learned
that what he had surmised was true,
and a goodly inheritance had fallen to
Charlie Charlton from his father.

When Grace Goes to a

“T will hav2 the article printed in the
newspapeis,"” spid the lawyer.

ureatly iejowcing, John
Rose,

went home to

“Isn't it splendid, John?" =she cried.
“I don't know any one I'd like to see
happy more than poor Charlie Charlton.”

Then she thought for a moment and
finally said:

“The year is up. Can’t we look at his
treasure now?'!”

“But he will probably
now,” replied the husband.
better walt until he does?"

“John Amory.” said Rose, tragically,
“I've waited a year to see what that box
holds, and I can’'t contain my curiosity
any longer.”

The upshot of the argument was that
in a few minutes Rose held the little

soon  return
“Hadn't we

———

-about

By C. A. DOLSON

When Grace goes to a Mission Tea
She leaves a picked-up lunch for me
But that, of course, I do not mind,
Since 'tis for good of heathen-kind.
When Grace comes back at set of sun,
Her loving work for missions dore,

She sits across from me to> chat

Nor waits to put away her kat,

And all the news she tells to me,

Of whai she learned at Mission Tea.
The programme that they carried cut,
The cakes, the meals, they passed about;

And of the dainty ice-cream, too,
They had when all the rest was through, his
And how the Secretary spelled,

And when the next tea will be held.

Mission Tea

few moments,
wWias to say:

“I'll_give Charlle Charlton a piece of
my mind for fooling me so. If he dods
not return soon without knowing any-
thing of his good fortune, I mean to tease
him by keeping him in suspense. Promeg,
ise me, John, that you will let me tell
the r=oney his father left him.
Promise you won't tell first.”

John promised, and the treasure (?)
was repacked and again locked up in the
library drawer, .

Next day, while Rose was out market-
ing, who should coeme in® to John but
Charlie Charltqn, but looking so shabby,
s0 old and worn that his friend wis
shocked.

“Its no use,”’
get on. I

When she spoke again it

sald the traveler, “I can't
never will have a chance.
I've tried every-
thing and cannot
earn enongh to
more than keep
body and soul to-
getner. I'm a
derelict.”

Jonr smiled to
think that Cunar-
e little EKonew
Ihis ecliance had
come at last, He
prayed for Rose
to  return, and
tell”  the glad
news, for as he
hid promised to
et her tell it
lie meant to keep
his word.

“Did you know
your. wife was
dead " he askei.

Ch*arliton
smiled bitterly.

“"A man must
have sunk pretiy
low,” he said,
“when even that
is good news.
But I come for
another purpose,
1 come for my
box—my  treas-
ure.  Have you
got it sty

“Yes,”” sald
John, unlocking
the drawer and
handing it 1o
Charlton, w hso
unwrapped it,
1ook ont the
Immp of" sugar,
and solemnly
swallowed it.

“Good-by, old
men,” he sald to
John, 4 must
be going: T don't
want to die in
the house."

“Diel” gasped

John. ‘*Then
that was pol-
son.”
- “Yes, said
Charlton, “a
deadly poison: 1
will be gone in
an hour ;
through forever
with this miser-
ahle failure of a
life. 1 wanted
to take it a year
ago, but 1T prom
ised myse!f an
other trial. ['ve
had it and faiied.
Good-hy ™

“You sha'n't

~ . o, shouted
fohn. *iIs there
w antidote ?
Why, muan, your
father is daad:
he left vou all

money 2

Charlie Char!-
fon’s face turned
livid.

“Oh, '

.

yolu

. hiad told me that
For, ch! the news Grace brings to me, 8 fow  minutes
. before——"
When ske has been to Mission Teal 1 wounld. but
1 had promised
Rose—-""'
package in her hand, wose—who s talking te me?’ said
Do you suppose it contains a jewel?" that young woinan, running into the
she asked. room.
“Nonsense,” said John. *“If Charlie “Rose, Rose,"” cried her husband, *“he

had owned a jewel of price it would have
gone to the pawnbroker's long ago.”

The outside wrapping Wwas taken off
and a small jeweler's box was revealed,
On opening it, inside was found. reposing
in cotton, what looked like an ordinary
iump of sugar,

“It's a hoax!"" cried Rose.

*Sa it looks,” said John, *but why
should Charlie have spoken so solemnly
about it2"”

“John,” cried Rose, suddenly, “I won-
der if it can be ' Then she paused.

“What is it you are wondering?” asked
John. .

But Rose only looked thoughtful for a

has eaten that lump of sugar!"”

“*Well, what of it?”

“It's poison!"”

“Nonsense,” said Rose, “it's not pois-
on. Perhaps the one Charlie left here
wias: but this is out of my own suguar
bowl. When 1 saw that lump of sugar I
suspected something like this, so 1 just
threw it into the fire and substituted
another.”

Charlie Charlton’s color returned slow-
ly. He drew a long breath and cried
devoutly:

“Thank Heaven!"

“You had better thank Rose," sald her
husband.




