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The Bank Robbery!

[ my boyhood, and what a fight T had to | Do You know I told
| break it off.  ITe is altogother too muchin | fivst of the week, that there was dangerous

He has been | chavacters about town, and nsked you to
twice before in Tinhorongh, driving home | keep vonr eyes

A GOOD STORY.
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T is not of the least nse to argne the
A question, father. Tell me plainly.
yes or no, and I will bother yon no more
about it?*

I eanmot indulge you in this, Harry. In-
deed, yon should believe me when T say we
cannot afford it."

Mr. Houghton leaned his head heavily on
his hands as he spoke, and seemed to dep-
recate the displeasure of his handsome, im-
patient son.

“ Very well, sir,” gaid the youth of nine-
teen, his hand quivering as he arose with
the anger he seemed striving to keep ond
of his words and tones,  “I hope you will
never be sorry for the trifle yon have refused
me to-night. I shall make the trip to Lake
Feorge, aoxt week, nevertheless, it T have
to sell grandfather's watoh and chain to got
the money.*’

A half groan eame from the hidden face
of Foster Houghton, and a reproachiul ¢ 0

Harry,” from his motlier, whose ¢yos had |

been filling with tears as she sat silent diir-
ing the stormy interview. But the boy was
angry and in camnest, and he twisted the
<hain in his waisicoat to give emphasis to
the threat. As he took his cloak and eap
from the closet, he eontinued ;

“You negd not sit up for me, or leave the
door unlocked. T am going to Tinborough
with the (ellows to a strawberry purty, and
a there will be a danee, and the nights are
short, I shall wait for daylight to come

home,if I do nat stop and enteh anap at the |

Valley House before starting,

“Who s going from BElmfield?" inguired
the father, more from o desire to show an
intevest and win 1he Loy from hig moodi
ness, than from curio sity,

“ Nearly everybody of my st said Hnr
ry, with somelhing of studied coldness,
“Arthur Brooks and Tom Boxham and
Frank Pettengill—and Harrison Fry, il you
wint the whole list.”

His Ffather turned sharply away, but the
mother spoke appenlingly:

“If you would cut off your intimacy with
Harrison Fry, now and forever, T think
there arve few things your father would re-
fuse yon. T have his evil influence
over you ever sinee he oume back from the
city. He was a bad boy and will be & bad
man."

** Like myself and other wickéd poople,”
said the boy, louking nt his watel, Marry
Fry is not so Dack as he is pninted,  But 1
am: not #o intimate with him as you faney.
As to futher, Tdo not think his tredtment
of me gives him a claim to interfere with
my friendships,”

Henry Houghton shot his shaft deliber-

seen

ately, for he knew his father's sensitive nn-

ture, in which it would rankle eruelly;— g

and in o moment e was off, bounding
through the low open window, and mmning
with fleet steps down the sidewalk townrd
the common,

The family civele thus divided was that
of the eashier of the Blue River Nationn
Bouk of Elmfleld.  Foster Hongliton was a
man past middle age, and older than lis
years in appearance and in beart. e had
petted his only son in his cliildhood enongh
10 spoil most boys, aud now made the bal-

inee even by repressing the exuberance of

his youth with a sharpness sometimes no
more than just, sometimes quernlous and
unreasonable.  The boy’s grandfather, old
| Peleg Houghton, who died a vear hefore at
ninety and over, had almost worshipped
| him, and on his deathibed had presented his
own superh Frodseham wateh to the Jad:—
and both father and mother kiew he must
be deeply moved to speak so lightly of part-
| ing with it

1 fear Ienry is getting in g very bad

way,” said Mr. Ionghton gloomily, after a | "OPody was within hearing

iowriting school. with which he. somoetimoes
wofitably combined a singing scehool, with
profitable concerts at the end of the tepm,
He was clerk of the five company and had
never been abgent from o fire, thongh some
of his manifold doties kept im rviding in
his light gig through the neighboying
towns a great deal ol the time. He had
vaised a company and commanded i, in the
nine months’ army of '62.  Ile kept o little

book store on the corner of the village

| square, and managed o very small cirenlas

ting library, with the aid of the oldest of
his ten ehildren; and he was equal partner
in the fictory at the Falls,  Mr. Houghton
did vob venture to guess on what erramd
Mr. Bixby came to see him, and showed

him to a chair in the twilighted sitting

room, with a face composed to decline n ye-
quest to discount a note, or to join witly in-
terest in a conversation on the Bunday
sehool, of Lo listen 1o a veport oi the new
fire engine fand, with equal ease and alae-
rity.

Mr. Bixby looked about him to see that

“*You'll ex-

panse in which the sharpevelick of his wife's | 08¢ me, I know, Squire, if T shut the |

needles told that her thonghts were busy.

| windows, Lot as it is:"" and before his host

““He goes to the other chiurel too often to | ©00ld 1ise to anticipate him he suited the

hegin with. Ile smokes, after T have re-

peatedly told him how the habit hurt mein

| Horrison Fry's company.,

action to the word.

“It's deteotive business, Tt's a big thing.
you, M. Ioughton, the

open at the bank. Will yon

' neross eonntry in the gray of the moming, | bear witness of that?”

And this project of going alone on o week's
| trip to Lake
lous,

ieorge is positively ridicu-

“Very likely you are the best judge, my
dear,” said Mrs. ounghton, She always
hegan in that way whonshe meant to prove
him otherwize. T fully agree with you in
regard to that reckless young Fry. Bt as
chareh,
| and his vikits to Tinborough, T think the

shme eause i8 ot the bottom of hoth, Graep
Chamberlain has been singing in the choir

to Harry's going to the Treown

over there,this spring, and vow ghe is visit-
ing lier annt at Tinborongh, And astothat,
| she is going with her aunt's family to Lake
| George to spend July, and I sappose they
| have expressed o wigh to meet lim there,—
Grace Chamberlnin is a vory pretty givl. you
| know, and Harry is like what you were at
his age,"’

“then why didn’t the boy tell me what he
was driving at?  Chasing aervoss the conmn-
try after & pretty face is foolish enougl, at
his age, but itis not so bad as going to o
watering place merely for the fashion of {1,
like some rich old nabob, or professional
dandy,  TF Hovry had told me Le wanted to
dangle after Grace Chamberlain, instead of
talking in "that despernte way abont {he
wateh, Twight liave taken it differently, —
Therve is a cliarm on the ehain with my mo-
ther's hair that T wouldn't lave goout of
the family for a fortune.”

Just here the dom-bell rng as ifa powoer-
af the handle, My,
Houghton answered the ring, for their one
domestic had been called awny by o mes.
sage from o sick sister, and the mistross of
the house was getting along alone for o day,
S0 when her quick enr told the visitor was
one tosce her hasband on business, sho
quitted the room to set away the milk, and
lock vp the rear doors of the house for the
night. s

The caller wns Mr. Silas Bixhy. Ile
wonld have been a sharp man in Elmficld
estimation who eould predict the object of
j one of Bllas Bixby's culls, thongh there

were few doors in the village at which his
| fice was not frequently seen. e was the

conktable, but he wis nlso the Superintend-
[ ent of the Sunday sehoo), and the assessop
| of internal vevenue in the distriot, 0 sy

ful, nervons hand was

! . : ]
| nothing of his being the agent of two or

[ three sewing machine companics, and one
[ life insurance company, aud the correspond.
| ent of the Tinborough Trumpet, He owned
a farm and monaged it at odd hours, He
gove some of Lis winter evenings to keeping

| day, uther than our own townspeople and

| pect,

“T remember it very well, My, Bixby,
and also that there has not heen o single
individual inside of the bank sinee that

friends,"”

*That is just it,"* said Silas, reflectively,
“They have some accomplice who knows
the neighborhiood and whom we don't suse
But we shall eatel him with the rest.

The fact is, My? Honglhton, the Blue Riv-
er National Bank is to be rolbbed to-niglit.—
The plot is laid and I have every thread in |
my land.”

Foster Houghton was one of a elass who
were hubitnally incredulons as to Silns Bix- |
by's nehievements, a8 annomnceed by him- |
selfy bt there was a positiveness and nssuy- |
ance ahout the constable’s manner whieh
carvied conviction with it, and he did not

[ concenl the shock which the news gave to
“ Pless my soul, Mary,™ snid the eashier, |

Liim, |
‘Llust you keep very cool, sir, and 1'1

tell you the whole story in very fow words, |

for T have got' one or two things to do he-

ised to look into Parson Pettingill's bavrn |

amd doctor his sick horse. Thore i':.lu-n|

[ menin the job, beside somebody thar is

working with them secretly in the village,
here,  You needn’t ask we how I managed
to overhear theiv pMfins, for T sha'u't tell —
You will veadit all in the Tinbovough Truwm-
petof the day after to-morrow.  They are

fegilar Now York erncksmoen, and they

have been stopping at the hotel at the

Falls, pretending to be inilliill;_{ at the wa- |
wer power.  They come heve on purpose |
to clean out Bine River National
Bank.”

* Do they mean to blow open the sufe 9
inquired M. Hougliton, who was pueing
the room.

“dust have patience, ‘Squire," said Si.
lag Bixby, T thonght it lest to "prepare
you, tnd 5o let you up kind o gradual.—
They have got fiulse keys to your house door
and to your bed-voom door, They are go-
ing to come in ab midnight or an hour after,
and g yon and your wile, and foree you |
at the mouih of the revoiver to 2o over to
the bank and open the eombination lock.
Your *help,” they say, has gone off : nnd
they did not sppear to be afyald of Hen-
ry."’

“Menry has gone to Tinborough,’" suid
Mr. Houghton, muchanically,

I presume they knew that, too, then," |
gald the constable, “They ecalenlate on
forty thousand dollars in the safe, govern-
ment bonds and all.  Their team is to be

the

ready on the Tinborough road, nvd they
mean to eateh the owl teain,  You they enl-
culite to leave, tHed hand and foot, on the
Bank floon, until you are found there in the |
morning,*

Foster Touston stopped his rapid walk up
and down the room, and took his boots out |
of the closet,

* Faiv play, *Squive,” snid Bixby, laying
a hand on the cashior's arm as e sat down
and kicked off his slipper.  ** 've told you
the whole story, when T might have earried
out my plan withont telling o word. Now
what are yon going to do?*

“I'm going to order a stout bolt fo be |
put on my front door immediately, and to

deposibthe banlk keys in the safeat Felton's
store,’

* You will think better of it if you will
just sit still and hear me theongh, ' replied
the visitor,  **Don't you see that will Just |
show our hand to the gang who are on {he
wateh, and they will only leave Elnfield o i
rob some other bank and make their for
tunes. Morcover, the plot never would be |
believed in the village, and sueh way of
mecting it wonld make no gensation at all
in print.  No, Mr. IToughton, you are
cashier of the hank, and it is your business
to proteet your property. 1 am s-nnst;nllh-l
at Elmfield, and it is my duty to ecapture
the burglars. 1 propose to do it ina way |
that the whele State shnall ving with 111.\'f
brilliant manngement of the wmatter, and
yours, too, of conrse, &0 fr as your part

goes.  The programme i complete and yon
hinve only to fall in."

Well, Mr. Bixby,” saidthe eldergentle-
man, again surendering to his eompanion’s
superior energy and  determination of chap- |
neter: “and what is the programme #*

CAs far as yon are coneerned, simply to
remain passive,” &aid the vl eonstable, |
“You are to show no knowledee of expect-
ing the visit, and after a proper display of
relnetance, you are to go with the burerlnrs,
with the keys in your hand. 11 T awvere to
arrest the rasenls now, T should have no-
thing to elinrge them with, and conld only
frighten themout of town,  When the hank
is entered the erime iscomplote.  1shall be
on the wateh, with two  strong  fol-
lows T have secured o hielp me who server
in my company, afid of nothing, and net
smnrt enough to olaim the whole eredit
when the job is dane.

Wihen you ave fuirly
inside the bank we shall pop out from Le-
hind the howling alley, guard the door,
fash one Innterns in their faces and m'vr-ll
power them at once. Tt sounds very shopt
papers.”” |
My Bixby," snid Foster Hougliton, with |
o gool deal of delileartive cinphinsis, "]I
have always thought yau o min of sense.—

ing to stand quietly by and see a conple of
ruffians tien n gag in the mouth of my wife, l
at her age, when 1 know T can prevent it |
beforehpnd™

BN, siny Texpect no such thing,** eaid |
Nalhy, not ab all embarenssed,  ©1 expect- |
ed like ns mob you wonld bving tip some |
stich ohjection, so 1 have provided for it |
in advanee.  Jobn Fletehier's wife is very
glek: they have gone the vounds of all the
folles on our street, taking turnsg watchine
there; to-night they eame to: me and spid:
*Bixby, cannot von find ns somehody to
witoh ¥ and T said T knew just the one who
wonld be glad to help a *neighlior, 8o 1
will deliver the message to Mrs, Houghton,
and yon needn't have a mite of anxioty for |
hor; up there, she is as safe and comfort-
able ns if' she wore twenty miles pway. "

While her hushand yeb heeitated Myis,
Houghton re-entered the room: and Bixly,
quick to secare an advantage, was ready at |
themoment with his petition.” |

“Good evening, Mrs. Houghton. Been
wiiting very patient for yon to come in. 1!

| over,

| veality ngain,

“You know Tam always reac yto lLelp
& neighbor in suoh trouble, "
graciously, with the

skl the Tady
prompt acqiiescence
which people inthe countiy grive o such
ealls.  “And now T think of §t, My, Bixhy,
I have anotlier enll to make on your street,
I think T will walk up with you, and so
et around to Metcher's at nine o' clock,
My hushand has severl letters to write, so
o will not miss me, "

Foster Honghton sat ina sort of maze,
while fate thns arranged affairs for him,
though they tended to a consummation
which was far from weléome o his mind.
His wife went out for her smelling salts her
spectacles, and her heavy shawl; and Bixby
gnatehed the hricof opport unity :

“1 have told yon everything, "Bquire, that
youneed to know, Ieep your mind easy,
and your head cool, and the whole thing
may be done ns easy as turning vour hand
Remember, it is the only way to
save the bank, and eateh the men that may
have robhed n dozen banks. Do not stir
out of the house again this evening,
will exeite suspicion,

ar )'flll
and ruin the gamoe.—
Botweon twelve and fwo you may expect
your company; and rely npon me in hiding
close to the bank. Mum iz the word."—
For Mrs. IHoughton was descending the
stairs.

*Come in agnin when yon enme back.
Bixby, ean’t you " said the cashier, still
loth to close so singular and hasty n har-
grain.

“ Not for the world,” replied the consta-
Me. Tt would expose our hand at onec,
and spoil the trick, Now, Mrs, Honghton
I'm prowd to bethe bean to such n pretty
voung belle,"”

And so, with a word of farewell they were
offy and Foster Mounghton =at alone in the
house with his seeret.

He was not a coward, hut o man of peace
by temperament and training, and the en-
terprise in which he lind been enlisted was
hoth foreign and distasteful to him.  How
many incidents might ocour, not set down
in Bixhy's programme., to make tlhe nighit's
work hoth dangerons and dissgoreenlilo ! is
very lonuoliness made the prospect seom
doubly unpleasant. A dozen times a8 ho
sk musing over it, hoe put forth his hand
for his boots with intent to go oot and
frustrate the robbery in his own way, re-
gardless of Bixhy's schemes of eapture and
glovy.  As many times he sat back in his
easy chair, thinking now that he was hound
in honor by his tueit agreement with the

| fore T eateh the burglars, and 1 have proms | NOW but it will easily fill a column in the constable, and again that the whole story

was nothing butb the frnit of the officer’s for-
tile imagination, and that only the inventor
should make himself vidiculous by his cr

dulity. Now he wishied his wife were w

| 0 it ¥ g
| T think so now. Do yon suppose I am go- [ home to make the walting moments pruss

more quickly, then that ey were ther
to give the aid of his daring and the stimn-
Ins of his boyish enthusiasm and courage.
And sometimes the old man’s thonghts
wanderod in spite of the excitemeont »f the
hour, to his boy, dancing away thoe night at
Tinborough. e veealled his anxiety over
his son's dissipations, his associates, his

| extravagnnt tastes;the look of hard definnee

His
heart yearned oyer the lad in spite of his
wild ways, like David over Absalom, and he
resoived to try the mother's method, and
imaging exouses, and replace harshness with
indulgence, heveafier, The village hel
clunged ont from the steeple close by, and
Fostor Hougliton dropped the thiead of his
revery with a start, and went back to the
Clearly he was getting oo
o mugt do sometliing to glinks

in his faee, but an hour ortwo Liefore.

NETVOUS,
it off.
ST get Harey's vevolver,” he thowght.
with little purpose what he shonld do with
it; and be took the lamp andwent up ¢

the boy's empty room. The drawers wen

called to see if yon felt able and willing to | thrown opén in a confusion whicly offonded
set up to-night, along with John Fletchers | the eashioe’s neat prejudices aequired in the

little givl. The child don't got any better, profession,

He knew where the pistol w e

and Mrs, Fletcher is just about sick abed | kept, but its box was empty,
LCONCLUDED NExT WEEK. )

herself with care and worry.”




