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CHAPTER XV.-TWO SIDES 0F ONE MAN.

Late the next morning niy patient awoke, rational, but
very weak. For some time hie was unable to speak, and for
several days needed careful nursing. Through these days 1
was with hiîn the greater portion of the time. H1e was a
mani to feel keenly any kindness, and in his subdued condi-
tion thoroughiy appreciated the littie I could do for him.
Sonie one was officious enough to tell him of my supposed
agency in his recovery, and his gratitude knew no bounds.
However littie he may have valued life, howcver much he
may have wished to overtake death, when death turned upon
him and hie was pursued instead of pursuing, it was quite
another matter.

Hie was stili in a nervous and critical condition, and the
hospital sights and sounds annoyed him greatly. As soon
as practicable hie was removed to a pleasant, private room
flot far from the apartments occupied by Mr. Dyer and his
daugbter. H1e submitted to my wilI, askirxg no questions.
H1e knew only that 1 was an American physician disposcd to
help a disabled fellow.coun tqman. H1e I"took to me," as
the phrase goes. H1e had lived such a vagabond, uncarcd-
for life that he had grown to consider himself part of the
offscouring of the earth. And now in bis low estate to be
taken up, cared for, and treated with consideration, was to
him a grateful surprise.

Many times a day he declared that the remainder of his
life should be devoted to my service. But I knew much of
this would pass with returning hcath and strength, and that
after a while old appetites and passions would re-assert them-
selves with renewed ferocity. Now was the golden oppor.
tunity. Now, too, was the time to tell Joei Dyer.

He brightened up as if new vitality were injected into
every fibre of bis being. No solitary prisoner confined in
underground ccli, reeking with horrors, could have been
more rejoiced at the prospect of freedom than was Joei Dyer
at the thought of giving this man bis money and gctting free
from the torment of his mental presence. H1e was so cager
and so hurried that he could scarcely be restrainred from
pounicing in upon him, throwing the money in bis hands and
bidding him be gone forever.

Robert Lyon-I stili called himn Norman Lee-had no sus-
picion that 1 knew anything of bis former life or of bis haif-
brother, Thomas Peebles. From time to time he told me
fragments of bis past, and among the rest tbe episode of
Dyer and bis experience in stock speculation. H1e witbbeld
the namne, but dwelt with great bitterness upon that onie
transaction and its effect upon bis subsequent life. He was
not one who would naturally hold a rescntment long, and
the fact of bis extreme detestation of this man told that Dyer
bad made upon bim the one indellible impression of bis life.
He was speaking of this orie day whcn I said:

"You may recover that money yet ?"
"Neyer. The stars fight against me."

"But the man may sec that he bas wronged you, and be
disposed to make up the loss."

He lauged-a bitter, increduloos laugb.
"«It is not impossible," said 1, after a littie. "lThe Lord

cati make him see that be bas wronged you."
"The Lord ?" and be laugbcd again. 9"4Why, tbat man

is one of the Lord's pets. My mother used to say that no-
thirig bappened without tbe Lord's knowledge and consent.
Well, if that is truc, and 1 don't say that it is not true, wby
then the Lord knew that this man was going to rob me, and
11e coriscnted. And sec how he bas beeri coddlcd ever
since. H1e began as he once told me without a dollar in the
world, and to-day be Imys dlaim to a million or more. Well,
how did he get that? By steady, bonest work? No min
gets rich that way. If he is industrious be carris a living
anid saves sometbing, but be does not get ricb. How then?
By brcaking into bauk-vaults, or by bighway robbcry? Oh
no. H1e is far too shrewd for that. There is a neater and
more respectable way. H1e over-reaches some one, bis best
friend pcrhaps, in some business transaction, and picks bis
pockcts so deftly, and so entirely witbin the 1mw, ah tbce
while appearing so plausible and so friendly, that until bis
eycs are suddenly pried opcn he is inclincd to believe bim a
pbilanthropist or an evangclist, or somc other sugar-coated
sham. H1e always rnakes another man's necessity his oppor-
tunity. I bave seen him watch a marn wbose financial foot.
ing was getting insecure, and wben a belping band would
steady hinm through the storm, not only refuse that help him.
self, but by insinuations and wise looks keep others fromn
bciping. Then how he would watch and watch, gloating
over his drowning strugglcs, and just as he was going under,
step up with a cool smile and buy him out dlean.

I was not the only one, by many, that he robbed-Iegal-
ly, of course, ail legally. Oh, the curscd forcsigbt -if that
mari! He kncw just whcn to buy and just when to sell, and
when lie had clutched a handsomc fortune be kncw enough
to leave the broking business; knew enougb to put bis band
on the throat of bis thirst of gold and say: ' Look here!
Steady! Steady! No more risks!'1 No mani ever bad bim-
self better in hand. This cursed foresigbt was cqualled only
by curscd self-control. Now be could afford to go into
bankirig iri a slow but safe and highly respectable way. No
ot>her mar iiroldhave beld bimnself like that- IStckbrokinrg

believe in your Lord. It was bred in me wberi my bories
were a soft gristie; I assimilated it witb mny mother's milk.
I grant ail you cari say of His omnipotenice and oniscience;
and I know that let me go irito the heart of the eartb, or the
depths of the sea, 1 canriot get away from HLm. 0 yes; 1
know there is a Lord, anid he makes sucb meri as Joei Dyer,
and holds them in bis hand, and hedges them about lest ariy
barm befall them. And though ail the rest of the world
may bow to Hum, He is none of mine."

Tbrills of borror, like an ague, ran over me as I looked at
him and istened to bis alniost blasphemous words. We sat
opposite eacb other, and be was speaking more vehemeritly
than at any time since bis recovery, and to mie it was Tom's
let band that was gesticulating, and Tom's impassioned
voice that rose and feil with every utterarice. Even the
swiftly alternating expressions of bis face, pallid and thinner
since bis sickncss, reminded me forcibly of Tom, poor Tom,
wbo was ever praying and beseeching the Lord for this
wrecked soul. I laid my hand heavily upon his knee, and
with a voice that was scrcely steady said:

"lNow let me show you the other side of this man. It is
truc tbat he bas been greatly prospered. Lt is also truc that
he bas paid for ail that be bas bad. No man gets 'some-
tbing for notbing.' This mari bas toiied like a galley-slave,
tbrough anxious days and sleepless nigbts, allowing himself
no timne for rest or recreation. If the actual work he bas
donc had beeri compulsory, he wouild have (ied long ago.
And so be bas paid for ail that be bas bonestly won. And
for what be bas accumnulated by over-reaching and unfair
advantage, for Mhat be bas also paid, and pid an awful price,
and will continue to pay as long as tbere is a breatb of life
left in bim; and how much longer God only knows. Do
you suppose that wbicb tbe Lord permits 11e endorses?
fias Hie not seen the end fros» the beginning-and does 11e
not know the utmost fartbing that this man must pay ? I
tell you that every dollar disbonestly obtained costs a mari
a tbousand times more than it is ever wortb, and sooner or
later, unless repented of, and as far as possible restored,
burris into the accumulator's soul witb unquenchable ire."

"That sourids well, and it is easy to say; but wait tilI you
know thi.r mar," rep]ied he, tbrusting back bis coat and
sbooting bis tbumbs into the ars»-holes of bis vest witb the
air of a mari wbo bad said something unanswerable.

1I do know bim."
"Joel, Dyer?"

You know Joel D er ?" and his tbumbs came out of the
arm-holes of bis vest,' anc h stared at me witb wide.open
eycs.

«I know Joel Dyer."

"Then you know one of the grcatest rascals that ever

«'I know one of the greatest sufferers that ever lived.
You tell me that for the past twenty years you bave lived a
wretcbed life-a series of blunders, struggles, wickedriess and
misery-">

" «Ail that and more! " interrupted be, witb sharp erriest-
ness.

fiAýnd that to-day you are bomeless and friendless, barik-rupt evcry way, and witb an ppalling future staring you in
the face-"

"V'es," said be, tears of self-pity filling bis despairing
eyes as be looked into mine.

IlWell, then, let me tell you tbat, riotwitbstanding al
this, to-day you would not change places witb Joel I)yer
witb ml bis money and much as you tbink the Lord prefers
bim to you. You do not begin to know wbat the word an-
guisb means, compared with the knowledge tbat bas come
to that mar."

"How bappened you to know Joei Dyer?"
"1e bas been my patient for the pmst two yers."
"And be told you ail this ?"
"He needed not to tel 1 me. Lt is writteri ail over bim."

::And you believe it ?"
"I do.,
"And so wil Iwben be offers to give, back my money;"

and be hughed.
9"9Will you go with me now, and get your money? " skedI, baridirig bis bis bat and gettini y own.
He looked astouridcd and took the bat, not knowirig wbat

cIsc to do. Seeing that I stood waiting he asked, "Go
whitber ?"

"To rooms a little fartber up the street."
"To wbom ?"
"Joel Dycr. "
"Doctor," said be, looking rigtened and distressed,

"Doctor, orie of us bas gorie mmd. Is it you or I ?"
"l t is neither. This is ail. Mr. Pyer wishes to returri

the money you lost tbrougb bis». For teri years be bas been
trying to find you. 11e came to Paris for that purpose.
H1e bas been waiting several days to give you tbis money,
and as he cannot come to you I promised to bring you to
bi. "

IHe stared at me blankly, bis lower jaw fallirig ike a mari
Iosing consciousness.

1"Robert Lyon!" said I, grasping bis shoulder. As be
beard that name the biood went rusbing to bis brain, bis
pallid face cris»soned, anid he looked eagerly at me. IIX'es,
Robert Lyon. The Lord you disown bas beeri watcbîng
over you li these ycars. H1e bas kept trmck of you, bas
spared your life, bias allowed you to commit mortal offerices
only aginst yourself and Himself, anid 1He bas put it irito

IlWeil, if you put t that way I will go. Tbougb I musi
protest that I do not untderstand this at ail. Joel Dyer-.
wants-to-give-back--my--money!", said be, slowly, and
pausirig betweeri the words as if the thing was beyond bis
comprehension. IlWell, lead on; I wiil go. But wbetber
I go on s»y bead or my feet, or whetber I am going to the
devil or otherwise, is more than I cari tell."

1 waited for no retraction, but taking bis ars» burried bis»
along the street to Dyer's aparts»erts.

CHAPTER XVI.-ROBERT LYON S REFUSAL.

At Agnes's strenuous entreaty, drafts for the full amount
of Robert Lyon's inheritance bad been made out on a well-
known banking-bouse in the city. It was for a considerabie
amount and for a wbile Mr. Dyer demnurred, saying that be
paid back a portion of bis inheritance when be re.bought the
stock, anid if Lyoni bad wasted that portion in subsequent
stock operations it was no fauit of bis. The love of money
was stilI strong ini the man. This relinquisbment, now that
t was at band, gave bis» sharp twinges of pain. Lt was

like an amputation. fie was willing for the sake of getting
rid of the whole matter, to make good the loss actually sus.
tained by the depreciation oh the stock whilc in Lyon's
barids, and thougbt that iri so doirig be was acting witb un-
exampled bonesty and liberality. Anid so he was, as the
world counts bonesty and liberality. But wben Agnes asked
bis» bow s»uch the money Robert Lyon lost bad beeb wortb
to bis», ow mucb it bad heeri the s»eans of making ail these
years, he was silerit. And fearirig she would nsist that the
entire accumulations of that sus» wbich be had so, skilfuily
bandled sbould be paid over, be signed the drafts anid wrote
a receipt for Robert Lyoni to sign.

I knew it would be unwisc to keep the two meri face to
face longer than was really necessary, anid cautioned Agnes
to bave the papers ready at a moment's notice.

Agnes opened the door mand I presented Mr. Lyon. She
grew suddenly white, but retained ber self-possession and
received him courteousiy.

Mr. Dyer was sitting #y the table wrmpped iri bis long
dressing-gown, grasping with botb hands the cane that stood
betweeri bis kr.ees; for he had beeri growirig feeble of late
and needed the cane in bis interminable walks up anid down
the roos». His cbeeks were stained a deep scarlet as lie
beard the rimme and realizcd that tbe mari he had so long
sougbt stood in bis preserice. But it passed lmost istaritly,
lemving bis» paler than ever. He did flot risc or change bis
position as be recognized Robert Lyon's presence by a cour.
teous bow.

Both men were startled by the changes manifest in each.
Indeed, Joel Dyer, but for bis eyes, lookerl more dead than
alive; and Robert Lyon, aged by bis excesses, looked years
olcier than he realiy was. From bis bald bead to bis drop.
sical bands, there was littie to certify that this was the fresh,
bandsome mari Dyer bad so deftly used some twenty years
mgo.

Aries preventcd any embarrassmerit by assuming the
position ber father was for the moment incapable of tmking.
She brougbt out tbe papers and inkstand and putting thes»
on the table at ber fatber's side said gravely and earnestly:

11Mr. Lyon, my father desires to recompense you for a loss
you sustained in some business transactions with bim." Sbe
was standing quite near, so near* that ber garments fel
mgainst bim, mnd I knew bow sad and earnest werc the eyes
that Iooked in bis as she sid gently: "lLet me add tbat you
will confer a great favor by rcceiving this moriey and as far
as possible forgetting the past."

She, not knowing the excecding bitterness that abode in
tbis man's beart, made a mistake in asking bis» to forget.
11e rose to bis feet, bis face darkening, as be asked in a
scrcely audible voice,

"Are you bis dmugbter ?
"Yes; bis only cbild."
"It was you, then, that I cursed for bis sake. " And sec-

ing how fair and pure she looked, as if no thougbt of wrong
or sin had ever fallen upon ber, said bitterly, IlEven my
curses are failures."

Every drop of blooa fled fros» ber horror-stricken face as
she beard bis words, and she turned appealingly to me. I
could bave knockcd bis» down, but instead grasped bis arm
and led bis» over to the table where Mr. Dyer sat absorbed
in the papers be was rurining over for tbe last time.

"Are you qui te rcady, Mr. Dyer ? " I asked hurriedly.
"Ves; " and witb an unsteady banid be gave the papers to

Robert Lyon, adding, IlPlease sign this; " pusbing along
the pen and receipt.

Robert Lyon unfolded the papers slowly, as if be was still
bewildered, and looking thes» leisurely over, began to realize
that tbey were genuine-that some good bad befallen bis».
At lmst, at last, bis luck bad turned; that secmed bis first
tbougbt, and be crusbed the papers in a tight grasp as if he
expected to figbt for thes». And then again, as if still doubt-
ing, be smootbed thes» out and rcad thes» carefully over, and
the growing certainty madc even bis beavy face glow witb
glad surprise. How carefully and lovingly he turned thes»
over! Lt was bis lost iriberitance, bemoaned and pursucd
and despmircd of, unexpectedly laid in bis hands. lie iifted
bis hcad, breathing deeply, and seemed to grow taller and
larger witb a sudden influx of self-respect and manliness. Lt
was a curjous and touching thirig to sec, and more than re-
paid me for ml My trouble and anxiety in the matter. I
wondered if t spoke to Joel Dyer as t spoke to me.

But as be stood there, lost in pleasant tbougzhts of bis

6 82


