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L —-THE ENCHAN TED BASKET

\TTLE, rattle, rattle down the

peautiful Shanghai water-front

went the jin-rickshaws, over the
Houg Kew bridge and along the Bund
joward ihe long row of foreign banks
qear the Nan King road. “Ho Lan Yin
Hong! ifo Lan Yin Hong! Aw Saw
aik!  Aw Saw Dikl” cried the hotei-
hov who was acting as gulde to the
ihree Americans—("To the

oy
ﬁ;ﬁh-.\xfa.tit: Bank! To the Dutch-
sgiatic  Bank! Hurry up! Hurry
up!”) The coolies increased their al-
sead rapid pace and in a very few
noments more deposited their burdens

at the gateway of a pretentious looking
from the flag-staff of which
foutad tri-colored flag of the
Netherlands, “Al] three piecee man
.an waitée this side little time,” said
jiams of the China Navigation

puilding,
the

. W
T'Lml..m_ 's medical staff. quite ready to
hibit his knowledge of pidgin-En-
gish 10 the later arrivals, and turning
to the ludy and gentleman who accom-
nanied him, added: “Here we are, now
we will all go in and divide the spoils.”
They pitssed up the steps and en-
rered the bank, where the assistant
ompradore  (OF native cashier) re-
sived them at the counter and took
\heip cards into the managear's office.

“That looks all right, doesn't it?" said
ihe surgeon as he pointed significantly

L,

{0 a handsomely framed notice on tie
inner desk—
TICKETS
of the

Rovul Dutch Lottery of Batavia
cashed here.

“Now the only question is: shall we
take it in sovereigns or bank-notes or
glver? Let me see—ten thousand dol-
lafs divided among three, that mafes
about three thousand, three hundred
and thHirty-three apiece, with a little
oxtra change thrown in, doesn't.it?” -

It certainly does,” answered Miss
Olivia Spencer, who, with her brother
Jack, formed the remainder of the trio,
«and T congratulate you on the exeei-
knce of vour mathematics. I think 1
will t2ke mine half in bank-notes and
alf in gold—you know I just love the
sght and feel of gold; I can’t help it,
ieaught it in California—but none of
:hdse awful “chop dollars” for me, if
vou piease. Why, it would take an
extra jin-rikshaw to carry the load,
and then, the very thought of ali the
people that have been handling them
fs enough to give you the creeps, any-
way."

“4vd vou, Jack®? What shall-we say
for you?” .

“Notes, old man, and notes only; I
want to have that old-fashioned Amer-
ican feeling of a ‘fat roll’ in my pocket,
you know."

Harry Wagenpool, the genial Duic
manager, appearad at this moment and
greeted his customers with real East
Indian courtesy. ‘“First of all ladics
&nd gentlemen,” he said, knocking the
ashes from his Sumatra cigar, “Y want
teextend to you my. hearty con_g'ra.tula-
tions on winning the third prize, and
1o assure you that the directors of the
Royal Lottery wil} be especially pleased
to know that it has gone to a group of
Americans, We are anxious- to have
oyr institution better xnown in your
part of ihe world whare”—he smiled
broadly as he spoke the words—"I be-
licve there still lingers a little of the
old-fashioned prejudice against raising
4 government’s income by these means.
Pleasp #tep izto the inner office and
we will call the head compradore at

once When all were seated he
uched g hell, and the long-gowned
Celestial immediately responded.

‘Talkes Compradore come this side
just now!" The wision bowed nd
Vanished as silently as he came.

*You have the ticket with you, cf
l‘ﬂl.ll'sl.' I‘.‘I Ef

"Oh, yes”
Prompily,
bug.”

“And the number is—?" ¥

“Thirty-six-thousand-and-one. And
here is the special telegram from Bata-
Vid, which reached us before the papers
émounced the lucky npmbers this
morning."

"Quite right, quite right, and the
third grang prize is yours.” Then, ad-
dressing the native cashier who had
Just entereq in answer to the sum:
mons: “Compradore, please cash tnis

order for ten thousand dollars for the
Visitors.»

answered Miss Spencer
“it’s right here in my little

R
g

zood,” bowed the aérpulent
Ching Pow, “wantchee all notee? Some
Eoide, some silliber, how fashion?”

"Oh, only about a hundred dollars in
tlver” spoke up Dr. Williams, “the
'est in notes and then”—pointing sig-
Uicantly toward the vault behind the
the glasy partition—“you might give
U three of those mice little bags of
lew sovereigng you always keep in
thera £op vour specia] friends.”

Ching Pow withdrew to the -inner

uy ‘.'.[‘uy

were ch.nkmg the coin. He was e:one
but an dnstant when he rushed bavk
with a look of. surprise-and anxiety on
his usual placid - countenance, and
startled the manager and his guests
with the exclamation: “Dis ticket him
no good, my have pay dis money one
piecee Chineymau dis morning., S'posee
some man he hab makee stealee!”

“What on earth do you mean?” ericd
Mr, Wagenpool, rising from his geat
and snatching the ticket and order
from the compradore’s hand. “You say
youw've already paid -this number? Go
back there and get me the other ticket
at once!” Then, calming himself, ne
turned to the party: “There may have
been some serious mistake here on the
part of the native staff—although they
are always over-particular with their
customers—but we wlli have it cor-
rected at o:ice.”

“Why, what can it possibly be?" ex-
claimed the lady, “there certainly aie
no duplicate tickets and these people,
with all their cunning ingenuity are
surely ot abl: to forza one?”

Ching Pow reappeared with a book
and two pieces 8f paper which he laid
on the astonished mar’lagt-{r’s desk.
Sure enough! There was the unmis-
takable evidence before them: ticket
number thirty-six-thousand-and-oae
had been presented at the mnative
counter fully three hours before; the
cash had been duly paid to the holder
Ting Sang and the bird and the prey
had vanished ‘cgether!

“My friends,” said Harr Wagenponl,
after he and his customers had ex-
amined the papers, “I am bound to
confess that we are the victims-of a
very clever forgery—the very first in
all my experience here—we Wwill sum-’
mon ‘the Police Department at once.”
“A pretty serious affair, this,” re-
marked Dr. Williams as the party rose
to take their departure, “And who,
may I ask, has to Pear the loss in the
case, we or the Royal Dutch Lottery?
That's the all- jmportant question for
us.” i
“‘Ah, that will have tn be determlnpd’

their report. The bank can pay only
one ticket and the evidence must Je-
termine whzch is the genuine one and
which is the forgery.”

““#xng are we to leave our ticket with
youy now?”

“Yes, the police must have posses-
sion of them both.”

“Well,” remarked the surgeon
order to make sure of future identi
tion I will just put my private | 1
on ours,” and drawing a little vial of
iodine from his pocket, before the man-
ager geuld stop him, he painted with
the little brush in the cork the initials
“A, R, W.” right acrossg the face of the
ticket.

* *
Right across the wide Nan King
Road with its twinkling lights, and up
toward the noerth where the Tea House
of the Ancient Sages entertains its
hundreds of nightly guests, there
passed that same evening a solitary
ﬁgure\' clad in the long blue gown of
the scholar and followad by a coolie
bearing on his bambco twb common-
place bundles of matting. They turned

= . -

elbowed their way through the narrow
Alley of the Genii until they came to
the rear entrance of one of those hand-
somely-gilded sheps which front on the
Ho Nan Road, and which are known
all over China as places where lottery-
tickets are ‘bought “and ‘sold. There
were no ﬂiamp posts in the alley and
the.‘,r had almost to feel their way
a.long There were no distinguishing
signs or numbers on the doors and each’]
house looked exactly like its neighbor.
When they stopped, the leader felt with
his hand across the stone lintel and
muttered to himself: “No, not here; it
must be next door.” He went a few
paces further and felt the stone again,
This time his fingers went into a r.-.re:.ck'
Fand out of it he drew a long brass key.
“Ah, it is here!” . '
“Put” the bundles down and I will
carry them in,” he said to the panting
coolie, who was mopping his-brow with
a very ragged piece of white cloth. -
“The venerable master speaksth
well,” wag the reply, “and, now as- the
night is dark and the way is long and
the burden is heavy, I know the mas-
ter will not,begrudge his servant a
few extra cash.”
“We bargained for & hundred and
fifty, did we not?”
“The mdster's-words are truth itselr
bt the extra pipe and-bowl of ‘tea are
not amiss”
“Hold out thy hand! ‘Behold the
extra fen—and now begonel” _
He walted until the coolie had dis-
appeared, and then Bladng the: brags
key in the ancient lock heé-opened the
door and dragged the two “bundles iuto.
the courtyard. Leaving them there. in
‘safety, he ascended three small woodan

"’-""“'\ where hijs brother Celestiuls

el

steps and knocked upon  a- cloaed

by ‘the.Consul when the police make'| ,

at the corner by the Tea House and | ‘.

wooden shutter first, three knocl\s,
then two, then one. He waited a mo-
ment and then he heara the holt drawn
from within' “The shutter was opened
cautiously. “Have you brought it?”
asked a mysterious voice. “It is all
here,” he replied, .“come out and help
me carry it in.” A small door opened

1and-4 figure emerged (bowed over with

the apparent weight of years, he was
really physically afflicted—none other
than “Cripple Ching,” the well-known
vendor of chances) he attempted to 1°ft
one of the bundles, but it was too much
for him, so he untied it and took out
carefully twenty rolls of rough brown
paper and carried them, five at a time,
into the house. They closed the door
and the shutter and both sat down at
a table. A small and wvery smoky
kerosene lamp shed a dim light from
a ghelf above them. Cripple Ching be-
gan: “All went well as I directed?
You took three thousangd in gold, three
thousand in notes and the rest in
silver?” =

“Exactly =so0,” replied the faithful
confederate Lang Shin (“Twin Stars,”
go called from two star-like frost bi‘es
that adorned his cheeks).
gold and the notes,” placing the bags
and rolls upon the table; “and here are
the forty packets of a hundred dollars
each,”

“And the compradores
nothing ?” .

“Nothing at all—they simply over-

suspected

“Here is the

der the great golden sign of t.h.e eg*ah_.
lishment—
. “MIAO IAN TZRE"
(The Enchanted Basket)
* * * g *

Inspector Joseph McArthur of the
Shanghai Police looked across - the
table at his deputy, Captain O'Keéfe,
ag they sat in secret conference in the
private room at Headquarters, and
pointing his finger significantly at two
lottery tickets that lay before. him,
said: “Well, Cap, it's a mighty- clever
piece of work and no mistake. Now
the first question is: Were they made
here or abroad?”

“Oh, sir, you can take my word for
it, they were made right here in the
Settlement, and what's more, they
were made by their own people. You
see they're so sly and secretive and
suspicious that they wouldn't let the
tickets go out of their own country for
fear they'd never get them back.” -

“f pelieve you're right—and now the
very first thing is to 'Search eyery
printing house in Shanghal and fina
out whether they have. any press that
will do this kind of work. Put Ah
Sam and his 'hrizther at it; they®re our
best native officers, and they'll ferret
it out quitker than ever we could.”

“Beg pardon, Chief, I. put thém at ot
yeatérdw morning and they report
that there's only one possible place

.

pointing to a group of v&dﬂ'&rmn in the
courtyard—that i3 the printer! There
are only. {wo' men in our whole outfit
who are really what you could call
skilleg lithographers, and I know them
s0 well that I wouldn't suspect them
for a mom(;nt. Besides this, I superin-
tend all this“kind of work in person
and it would be impossible for them
to put'any matter on a stone without
my knowing it at once. No, 'gentle-
men, the Baptist Mission Press is pot
responsible for~ this fraud; you will
have to. look elsewhere,”

Inspector McArthnr. however, was
far from béing satisfied with this
statement of the manager and insisted
on accompanying him to the pressroom
and in putting him through a reguiar

third degree, and, evidently to his
great annoyance, included his two
native assistants in the process.

“Where did they spend their nights?
Who kept the keys to the pressroom?
Was it not' possible for them to dupli-
cate the stone?” etc., etc., until his little
note-book was guite filled to overflow-
ing with memoranda; then he and the
deputy respec.fully took their leave.
“Well, Captain, what do you maXke
out of it?" he asked when the two
officers once more returned to the se-
clusion of the Chief’s private room.
“Believe me, sir, that “Charlés” and
“James" as he calls them—(the mis-

where it could be done, and that’'s up

'iee

thanked the Buddhas that'I had wom
it and not the white man.”

“Ah, that is as it should be, but it is
fortunate that you got there early, for
some miserable foreigner is almost sure
'to bring the other ticket before the day
is over. And you took it all to the
Baptist Mission and hid it in the store-
room until night?”

‘“Yes, exactly as we planned.”
“Then, by the aid of all the Buddhas,
we will count it all over once more
and place it in the Well of Heavenly
Blessings for safe keeping.”

Suiting the action to the word, Twin
Stars and - Cripple Ching~went over
every ccin and note and then, wrapping
them all carefully up, they lifted a
worn piece of matting from the floor
and opening a trap-door concealed by,
the dust, deposited the treasure in a
deep hole in-the ground and covered
up all traces of their crime.

“Now that all is successfully accom-
plished,” said the Cripple with a sigh
of relief, “what do yoﬁ say to a fresh
bowl and a pipe at the Tea House of
the Ancient Sages?”

“It -would be most refreshing after
this“hard and (’lang’erous day’s work,"
echoed Twin Stars

“Yes, we will drink the health of
the Royal Batavia Lottery—and then o
happy - dreama over . our new-found'
‘wealth, i I

- Bo they paaseﬂ out together through
the living-reom! into the gllded -shop
wi,th its’ mi.rrora and carvings ond
scrolls mﬂ a.ll the" paraphernalia of the

lottery deaﬁeHut lnto the street un-

Ve T

whelmed me with congratulations and

L

"Hai ppy dreams over,
ovr mw-tounb. weahh

at old Dr. Donaldson's. He's just fitted
out his place with a lot of  new
machinery from home.”

“You mean the  Baptist Mission
Press up by the Freach Bridge?”

“The game, sir.”

“Well, I think you and I had betier
just go up there quietly this afternoon
and have a private interview with the
old gentlaman before the natives be-
gin to get suspiclous and hide things.
Come around at two o'clock and we'll
hire a_couple: of public jin-rickshaws
on the Bund, and mind—no unt.torma.
Just eitizens’ clothes,”

“Right you are,:sir.” -

Early ‘that afternoon- the two. or-
ficers- called av the Missioni Press and
were courteously received by Dr. Don-
aldson in his study. They explained
the object of their visit and ended by,
asking if it was possible that thﬂr
tickets could have’ been © ffinted
course without his- knowledga—-—a.t h.#
establishment. - fl s .

He looked the. pa-pers over very’ care-
fully by 'a strong Jlight and finally
safd: “Well, genﬂamgn. it iz an excel—
lent piece of lithosraphlc Wurk, d we
have, T believe, the. orly new p:'eaa in
Sha.‘nghai that.fs usmabae. of it; but you:
must fefmamber that_ there-is somq.

thing. even more neéeBSRry tha.n a press {ni
for doing thig kind of m!ng. and thut—-— ]

read . quickly!)

sionaries being accustomed to give
Egglish names to their employees,
especlally if they are converts)—.-a.m a
sly and tricky couple. I think it would
pay us to inquire a little more deeply
into their whereabouts: and various
doings.. You see:the old gentleman will
believe anything those fellows tell him,
and how does he know. but that they
have fa{se keys and get into the press-
room at night and Wwork this sort of
game while he is asleep?” So for the
next two weeks a careful ‘wa.tch was
kept over Charles and Jamies,-but their
comings and goings weére as inmBeent
as those of any Chinese lambs, and at
the end of that time the police were
reluctantly obliged to confess to Harr
Wagenpool that they were.as much in
the dark ‘as at ‘the beginning. “Well,
gent.lamen." he “said,” ~you have evi-
dently come to the end of.ydir rope.

"Have you nothing else whatever to

effery"
“Nothing except Wahg Foo,” was the

: Insbector's rep]y

‘Wa.ng Foo" And uho ig he, pniv""

“The tamous detective at Hong
Kong."

“You mean the one who recently re-
covered the Governors stolen jewels?”

“The same, sir.”

“Please wire for him to come at once.
Make him the most liberal offer you
please 'and tell him. to spare no ex-
pense.” '

That same evening Old: Chang, the.
gatekeeper at No. 6-5-5 in the Red
Cloud Alley handed a piece ot'yellow
paper to his master -in * the room
above. “Tien pok, .tien pok, chiu lien

kwal, ‘¢hiu lien kwai!®™ (A lightning

message, a - lightning message, please
The man of mystery
opened " it,- perused it. cdFefully, - then
rang the bell for the Venerable Grand
One and said;: “Prepare the honorahle
baggage—I sail in the ea.r]y morniag
for Shanghai!” P
- * - s L

“Now, Doctor,” said Miss Spaqcer, as
she added another lump of sugar’ to
his dainty little teacup which he held
out beseechingly before her, “you really
‘must control youy trembling nerves or
you ' will_bé.dropping  your cup and
g - this  hotel

| the

it? Perhaps you are drinking too much
Ching tea;- they say. you know, that it
is apt to make new comers a trifle
shaky at firat.” - I

“Miss Olivia,” answered the plushing
young man, as he promptly steadierd
his arm and so avojded the threatened
crash of the porcelain, “do you really
notice that I am a' little nervous to-
day 7"

“You most certainly .are.”

"And_ do yQP.rea.lIy, in your heart of
hearts, think that it is nothing more

Jthan the Batavia Lottery and the

China tea that causeg it?”

“Why," she added, with that sweetly
innocent but very deep look that has
played over the countenances of the
daught?ra of Eve since the very first
day of a mortal man’s proposal,
what else can it be?”

“What else? What else?" he re-
peated ag he drew his.chair nearer to
her side—and inwardly thanked the
gods that her brother would be gone
at least another ten minutes—"“why
nothing else, of course, except just my
own foolish self and, a-n-d you.”

“And me? Oh, yes, I see.
it was all my fault. If I hadn't said
half-jokingly to you and Jack that
night, when the hotel-clerk offered us
the ticket, ‘Let us al! three taka a

“swhy

Of course,

.share In it!” why we shouldn’'t have

gotten into all this entanglement,
should we? Angd you wouldn't have
been obliged to run over here every
afternoon to tell me how the casq was
going on, would you?"

“Oh, I really didn’t mind that at a’l.
In fact, I've actually enjoyed it, so
much so that I've mustered up courage
fo come over here today and ask yuu
{0 share—"

“Another lottery-ticket with you?”
(Did he notice that she very deftly, as
she said these words, slipped a'littie
doyvly ‘over a paper novel that lay on
the table beside her, and just in time
to prevent his reading the title if he
had looked that way?) “Another lot-
tery? Why, that would just even-up
the account, wouldn't i{t. I inveigle
yvou and Jack into the Royal Dutch
game and then you turn around and
suggest a similar risk to me. Tirct
Eve tempts Adam and then Adam ro-
turns the compliment by a similar
temptation on his part—isn't that it””

‘Well, yes, it does look a little that
way, but this isn't that kind of a lot-
tery, I m-e-a-n it isn't that kind of
a risk, don't you see?”

“And where does poor Jack come in
on the risk? We couldnt leave him
out, you know."”

“Oh, he won't be left out but he
won't have exactly the same kind of
a share in the game that you and I
have. He will come in all right"—and
he actually did so that very instant as
he burst into his room and called out
to the verandah to save him g hot cup

of tea.

“Miss Olivia,” said the young sur-
geon, making a desperate effort to save
last: fewy moments before the
brother's’ appearance from his room,
“vou really didn’t give me time to
finish my sentéence. What I tried to
say to you—in fact, what I have been
trying to say to you ever since we first
met, is simply this:; I want you to
share my life and my home and 1ny
future with me, and to take me for
whatever risk I am. Are you not will-
ing to venture it?"

She did not answer at once, hut
reaching over to the table she geyly
withdrew the white doyley that cOv-
ered the novel and pointing to the
illuminated title on the cover said,
after a moment: “Perhaps it would be
well to settle the lesser before at-
tempting the greater.” He picked up
the book and read the words carefully.
They were gtartlingly clear and dis-
tinct: ‘Marriage, the Great Lottery of
Life.” . L4

Jack’'s appearance on the verandah
at this moment turned the conversation
into the commonpildces of the day, and
after a few moments the surgeon rose
to depart, more determined than ever
to secure the two great prizes of his
life, viz: Miss Olivia and the Batavia
gold! e

- - [ ]

When the China Merchants’ Packet
“King Loon" (or Golden Dragon) dis-
charged her passengers at the Hong
Kew wharf, among them was a diz-
nified native gentleman who created
somewhat of a sensation by the fact
that both the English Captain and the
First Officer came down from the
bridge and shook him cordially by the
hand as they bade him good-bye.
“Here's hoping to have you with us on
the next trip, Mr. Wang.”

“Thank you, gentlemen; it is always
a genuine pleasure to travel with you.”

He hailed g jin-rickshaw and also a
wharf-coolie. “Nan. King Loo, Pak
Yuin Kai, Tien Loo Miao, Hong Kong
Lan Tze Poo!” (Up the Nan King Road
and the White Cloua Alley to the
Shrine of the ileavenly Gong and the
shop of the Hong Kong basket-maker.)
After a cordial greeting from his old
fellow-townsmen and. a quiet night's
rest under their hospitable roof, he
started out early the mext morning to
find - hig friend, Inspector McArthur,
and from him and ther deputy he heard
the full story of the douhle ticket-and
the consequent loss of the third grand
prize of ten thousand dollars. He also
had lengthy interviews with Harr
Wagenpool and with Miss Spencer and

| Jack and the surgeon, and then he and

the Department went out with a drag-
net to try to find the criminal,

By the end of ihe week their mutual
investigations seemeq to point more
and more directly to the combination
of Charles :nd James at the Mission
Press. There -was no doubt that they
were’ skilled workmen and  perfectiy
capable of lithographing a  duplicate
ticket, but the difficulty was to estab-
lish the proofg of this particular crime.

Nor had any trace whatever been found

of .the mystérious person by the name

of Ting Sang who had a.ctual]y taken'

. accident

the money away from the bank
Scores of wheelbarrow coolies had beon |
nrrested and questioned, but nons
could give any account of the disap-
pearance of the treasure. At last the
tgmg link in the chain was discov-' - |

» and this is how it happened: . _ &
Late one night Wang Foo was return- -
ing from Headquarters, and being worn
out with the work of the day, he feli’
asleep on the seat of his jin-rickshaw
and only awoke when the coolie de-
posited him at the door of “The En- .
chanted Basket” in the Ho Nan Road. .
“I to]ld you to take me to “The Temple
Basket,” he said to the runner, that:
being the sign of.the shop of his friend. "
“Miao Lan Tze, Miao Lan Tze!” Then "
it suddenly dawned on him that the:
words for ‘“temple” and “enchant
being almost identical in sound, his..
runner had quite naturally mistaken . _
the one for the other. Recognizing the: .
shop as one where lottery-tickets were 7
offered for sale, he decided to enter and =
interview the proprietor. The door- !
keeper ushered him to a seat and in &
moment the form of Cripple Ching ape-
peared.

There was san’ unmistakable some- =
thing in his face™ that immediately
aroused the detective's susplicions and
he decided to take the chance of an '
evil conscience and bordly accuse him -
of the theft. After the formalitieg of
the tea and pipes he turned suddenly
upon him and siezing his arms with
both hands, he lifted him bodily to his .
feet, and looking him through a-ad
through with his piercing eyes, said:
“Cripple Ching! Lead me instantly to
the place where you concealed the
money!" s

“What money 2" askea the astonishe¢
proprietor of The Enchanted Baskei
struggling to free himself from the iron
grasp.

“What money? What money?” re-
peated Wang Foo, feeling the power of
his threat beginning to work, “why the
ten thousand dollars that you cashed
on ticket No. 36001 of the Dutch Lot-
tery. Give it te me instantly or we«
will summon the police and tear up
every board in your floor.”

“I didn't forge the ficket! 1 didn't,
forge the ticket!” eried the terrified
Cripple, “it was genuine and T bought -
it and paid for it.”

“Never mind that; we will prove all
that later—show me the money or i
come the police, and straight to jal
you go!”

He led the way into the inner roor,
lifted up the torn piece of matting, un-
covered the “Well of Fleavenly Bless-
ings" and there lay the notes and the
gold and the silver just as he and Twin
Stars had hidden them! The latter
individual entered the room just at this -
moment, c¢limhing down the Iladder
from the loft above. Wang Foo ven-
tured one more chance. “Ting Sang!”
he cried, and the luckless Twin Stars,
looking ‘into the barrel of the detect-
ive's revolver and seeing that escape '
was impossible, surrendered himself a.s
his prisoner,

* * * .

“It looks very much as if The En-:
chanted Basket was like o magician’s -
hat,” remarked Inspector McArthur to .
Wang Foo, as they compared their final _
notes in the office. “It contains all the
goods we are looking for, and more be- |
sides. We've got both the villains and |
the money, and now all we want is tne -
man who forged the ticket; perhaps -
he's hiding down somewhere in tho !
basket, too. You can guarantee Ting .
Sang, belongee all same Twin Stars?"
he asked of the native officers whom he;
had summoned into the room.

“My can seclure all »loper,” was the *
answer; “dat bank compladore hab
come dis side two thlee timee talkea
he."”

“Then,” he added, turning once more
to Wang Foo, “let us summon all ouve,
friends and proceed to Mr. Wagenpool's'
at once.” s

When all the party were assembled
in the manager's- office, including Dr.
Donaldson, as well as Dr. Williams
and the Spencers, our Man of Mystery
arose, and tightly grasping a piece ot
vellow paper in hig hand, thus ad-
dressed them: “Ladies and gentlemen,
it has been a pleasure and a privilege
to me to work in connection with In-:
spector McArthur and his splendid De-
partment in unraveling this most in-
teresting case; and I now present ta
you my report, which takes the form of
three rather startling surprises, viz:
First, and perhaps most ‘important ‘o
you who were losers, we have recov-
ered every dollar of the ten thousand!,
Second, our suspected villains are en-
tirely innocent! Cripple Ching bought:
his ticket honestly from the regulim:
agency and Ting Sang cashed it
honestly for him! Third, we have nod
found any trace of the forger—for tiha
simple reason that there has not been
any forgery—and Charles and Jameg
must be freed from all suspicion at thq
Mission Press! Thig telégram from
Batavia will give you the needed in=
formation as well as the closing sur«
prise.”

He unfolded it and read as follows:}

L ]

“To Harr Wagenpool, Manager,
“Dutch Asiatic Bank, Shanghai.
“Just discovered that by curious

the numbering machine!
printed duplicate of ticket No. thirty-
gix-thcusand-and-one. If too late:to:
call them in, the Royal Dutch Lot-
tery will have, in honor, to pay them.
both, Kark Kringleson,

Government Agent.’™
.

* u * *

1t of course goes without saying that
Dr. Williams did not allow any delay
in the matter of interesting Miss Spen-
cer in the larger “Lottery in Life"—ay
an actual fact, the exchange of the
tickets, if such we may call the pro« &
posal.and acceptance, took place on
the steps of the bank and, as Wang
Foo smilingly remarked, “they bdth' i
drew prizes!”

And when, a few days after the wed.
ding, the bride wished to select a name
for their little bungalow on the Pealk,
to whom should she.-more naturaily
turn than to our famous detective, aiid
what could he—or you or I or amron._ o
say, but to tell her to christen it i 2

“Fhe Enchanted Basket.”




