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&Holos JEITERATURE.

TOM'S HEATHEN,

CHATTER XVl RECONSILERRD AND ACUEPTED.

Late the next mormug Robert Lyon.awoxe and found g
refreshing breakfast awaiting him, which he ate in silence,
while 1 sat over by the window busily writing,

** Doctor,"” said he at length, **you bmugﬁl me back in
spite of mysclf, only to add to my obligation te you. The
recollection of your kindness :uuf my seeming ingratitude
was all that stood between me and a wretched death last
night. I wanted you to think as well as you could of me,
and so come to tell you that I an gong to get snmething to
do, and for your sake will try to live a%u;'.xcr life.,’

‘¢ Let the past go,” said I, reaching him myhand. “We
will wipe it all out and begin on a clean page. 1 have been
waiting for you to go up street with me and get your mnoney,
or what amounts 10 the same thing, bilis of exchange pay.
able in New York.  Then I want you to go home and start
anew.” T talked with him long and earnestly, spoke or his
mother and of Ton:, and when I told him of his mother’s last
wotds, and how poor Tom loved him, and hnd sought him
everywhere, he covered his face ‘with his hands and fairly
broke down. His past sickness and present weakness ren-
dered him more accessible. I pressed my advantage to the
utmost, requiring no pledges, knowing how useless that
would be, and so far won the day as to pus him before night
in possession of his property, part in ready money, but
mostly in bills of exchange. These, mistrusung himself,, he
wished me to hold for the present.

On the street I found an acquaintance who was going to
Laverpool, and from there by the nextsteamerto New York.
Robert Lyon finally consented togo withhim. I found that
he was, somehow, unwilling to face Tom just yet. Promus.
ing to follow 1n a short e, I gave hum letters of introduc-
tion to Mary and Hal, and telegraphed Hal to meet him in
New York and take hun home till 1 came.

It s cunous liow far the consciousness of being well
dressed and of possessing & certain amount of filthy lucre
goes to rchabilitate 2 man in his own esteem, as also 1n the
esteemn of thuse about him.  \Wien I parted with Robert
Lyon at the depot, he was a self-r=specting, dignified-look-
ing man. A superlicial observer cculd see nothing wrong
about lum, and if he could have the courage and persever-
ance to live down his evil appetites Le would be once more
a man of whom Toin could be proud.

As 1 placed the receipt signed by Robert Lyon in Jocl
Dyer’s hands, he stared incredulously  As he failed to un.
derstand the man'’s refusal at the first, vo he failed to under-
stand his acceptance in the end.  But I gave him hisglasses
and called Agnes to look at an engraving I had found in an
old shop, that he might read tus receipt and indulge his
thraghts secure from observation,

At last I ventured 10 look at him. He was still holding
the reccipt, and his face was like a written e. He re.
alized clearly that so much mnoney was gone forever from
his control, and it was a large sum to pay away ncedlessly.
With him anything rtat could not be legally collected was
necdlessly paid.  He had purchased peace of mind ata high
price. 1t was a costly luxurf'. But then, he reflected, that
through a long lifc he had allowed himself few luxuries, and
perhaps could afford to indulge himself in this, since the
thing would not occur in, and beside, he was so near
through with it all.  Thinking of that, he folded the paper
carcfully and put it in his pocket-book, Never was bond or
mortgage so precious as this. It was, he beliered, an assur-
ance of peace in this life, and a sort of mortgage on the Lord
—a note on demand to be presented at the cntrance of that
mysterions life toward which he was joumcying fast. Yes,
he could pass the remainder of his daysin peace. He had
escaped; he had circumvented that worthless Robert Lyon;
he could afiord to exult, cven; and with these thoughts he
swung himself off the couch, a deep, scarlet spotlike ablood
suin‘fmmmg cither hollew cheek; and in the: old, imperi-
tive tone he called:

“ Come, Agnes get my cane. I want to walk, I shall
get well now, and we will go home at once.”

He began to improve steadily.  He possessed an astonish-
ing amount of what is alled * recuperative ™ force.  The
prospect of ;;oin;‘,:1 home helped to put new vigor in him, and
Agnes began to hope for 2 permanent improvement, if not a
final cure.

In a few days I could sec that notwithstanding his :piﬁr-
ent courage and cheerfulness, he was aot yet at rest. e
tormentin,? thought of this Robert Lyon had so growa into
him during the past two years that he could not rid himself
of it at once. It still haunted his sleep.  And if the relief
by day was not as complete as he expected, it was sull
cnough to give strength and invigoration toa frame pecuhiar-
Iy susceptible to menzal nfizences. He must have had a
tough physical coastitation to have zesisted g0 long the in-
roads of his aggressive mental force, which now that it had
at last obtained the upper-hand, was like a lion sampant.
I his restlessness hie tumed 1o the thought of his home with
the longing of 2 homesick child, O=ce thete, he felt assured
that the absolate tepose which he so craved would be hus.

1 had hoped for 2 few wecks of sight-scaing both for Agnes
and for mysell. Butl ke was so importunate, thinkiog as
usuzl only of his own claims and coavenmiences, that .Agnes,
plad to graufy him n anything, wishied to comply with his
desite.  And so before the autumn storms came on we start.
«d for home,

CHATTER XT1IL.—JACK OTENS MY EVES.

1 halt expected Hal to meet us in New York, but instead
Jack came pustung hus way through the cruwd as soon as the
steamer seached hetdoch. Lizaroid Jack!  Iscarcely knew
hm. He had grown a head tallet, and a downy darkness
on Ins uppet lip Letokened a coming mustacke.  His voice,
too, was in that transition period when 2 yosth commences
asautence ia onc octave and ends it in another. Bat his

heut was unchanged.  He hogged melike a bear, pulied off

his cap with an awkward bow to Miss Dyer, and shook hands
with her (ather as if they were just of an age. There wasa
brecz({ cheeriness and whole-heartedness about_the boy that
would ha!f cure one less hopelessly discased.  Even Ais face
bnghtened for a moment, but the brghtness ended in a sigh,
for as he stood with his cetd, weak palm in Jack's warm,
strong clasp, he could not help thinking, **He s at the be.
gumng and I am at the end of hfe,” "There could be no
sharper contrast. It was Alpha and Omega, with an im.
measurable stretch betwecn,

s How are they all at home, Jack?"” asked I, as soon as
our party were comfortably seated in the train that would
take us to our own city.

“ Firsterate! only mother has intermittent fidgets about
that Mr, Lyon you sent overtous. He is out every night
till nearly morming.  Mother says there is something wrong
aLout him, and I tell her of course there is; you have no in.
terest in people who are all sight.  1f I had a club-foot or a
liver-disease you would think as much again of me; now
wouldn't you Uncle Doctor?” and he gave me another spas-
modic hug, adding: ** Hal says that you are a philanthro-
pist as well as a physician, and that probably this man hasa
moral obliquity that you.arc endeavoring to straighten. 1
have tnied ever since to tind out what a moral obhiquity is,~
mother fears it 13 nfectious;” and Jack's mischievous cye
looked up inquinngly, as in the old, boyish days when he
coaaed for 2 tin-trumpet or a hobbly-horsc.

* Never you mind Jack!” said §, settling his cap, which
was forever perched on one side of his tousled head. ¢ But
tell e, where 15 Hal; and why did he not come to meet
us2"

**1s that a reflection upon your humble servant?” He
watted for me to shake my head and pinch his check, before
he continued: *‘ Hal said T could do just as well and better
than he,-and so got off the train at New IHaven, leaving ine
to comc on alone. I was to gve his love to you, and to say
that he was going to stick to his studies now, and should
spend no more time ruaning back and forth, unless abso-
lutely necessary. e also sent kindly regards to Miss Dyer
and her father.”  As Agnes smiled and bowed her thanks a
flush crept over her face, and as Jack wentontosay: *“ When
mother is not fidgeting about Mr. Lyon she fidgets about
Hal, She says he is not well, and is worrying himself to
death about something or other; and in truth the eld fellow
has grown awful poor and sober. But I tell her we shall
all get well now you have come home,”—her face grew
troubled and pitiful, and she looked steadily out of the car-
window with wistful eyes, that saw neither town nor land-
scape as we hurried on.

** But,” continued Jack, ** Maud makes up for all Hal’s
soberness.  She1s as gay as a latk, and sings from morming
till ught.  Sheand Tall Enough go about whispering to each
other, and laughing over the silliest thm?s. o

““What is that, Jack?" said I quickly, a gleam of light
just breaking in upon my benighted brain.

“*Why, Uncle Doctor! you would not believe it,” said
Jack earnestly, ‘‘but that Tall Enough is u&) to the house
every cvening, not to sce IHal cither. He has just taken
possession of our parlors and of Maud too. I don't believe
sh- knows there i1s any onc clsc in the world. A fellow
m ht as well have no sister, if she is to be appropnated in
that way."”

1 looked ovet to Agnes.  Notwithstanding her pre-occu-
pation she heard Jack’s specch, and met my questioning cyes
with an amused smile.

“Have I been blind 2™ queried I doubtingly, still looking
1 her face.

¢ Perhaps so.”

“ But you were not 2"

“No.'

** 1 have had so hittle expericnce 1in matters of that sor,
and am getting so far along in lifc that perhaps my blindnsss
is a permanent thing.  Your sight is clearer, Miss Dyer.”

Apain her face flushed, and this time with an exquisitely
pained and embarrassed ook that made me bite my tongue
with vexation for having said anything to trouble her.  She
Icaned back.in her seat, and her face was for a long time
hidden by the newspaper shc -was attentively perusing.
After alittle T observed that the paper was wroj side up.
Well, perhaps it was just as interesting that way.

ack was bouncing about as usual.

*¢ Sit still, old fellow. Did Maud tell you she was home-
sick in Italy ?™

“No; was she homesick?”

€ \?c .."

¢ Guess she would not have been, if you had taken Tall
Enongh along.”

* It is 100 absurd,” said 1 after a thoughtful pause.

¢\What is t0oo absurd?” asked Jack, lcaning his hcad
heavily on his shoulder.

¢ Nothing, it scems,” said 1, fecling morc annoyed than 1
was willing o admit. Here was'Maud caring for Northrop
Defi—a chicken beside 2 hawk; and here, too, was Agnes
flashing when Hal's name was spoken; and somchow the
joy of coming homc was marred already. Then there was
Lyon. Trouble ahcad in that direction,

The first look showed me that he had improved in health
and strength and general appearance since I saw him Jast,
and also.confirmed my suspicions that with returning health
and streagth came 2 resumrection of the old, evil appctites
and instincts. There was a restlessnessabout him that no-
thing could quict; an unexpended nerve-furce crowding him
tu action ot dissipation. Dissipation was the old channel,
and it would vent there, unless drawn off by steady and ex
haustive action.  As.soon as we were alone he asked for his
moncy, saying that ke was *‘dcad broke.” T knew that he
could not have spent the considerable sum in his posscssion
when he 1eft Liverpool, lqﬁxim:lcly; and giving hitn what
money I had with mec told him he had best wait a few days
before grtting his bills of exchange cashed, in order to make
a safe investment.

The ncxt day he came for more money —not shame-faced
as one wozld cxpect, but as coolly as hewould ask for a glass
of water, being thirsty.

*\What have you dons with that you had yesterday2”
asked I, trying to arrest his uncasy eyes.

‘¢ Lost every cent of it at faro last night;” adding hurried-
Iy, ** but T will get it back again to-night, and more too.”

‘*Look here, Robert,” said 1 gently: ‘1 thonght you
had got through with all that, and \vouldybcgin life ancw."”

** 1 never shall get®through with it,” said he fiercely. *¢ It
is like a consuming thirst, I have Lecome so accustomed
to the excitement that 1 have got to have 1t or drink till 1
drown the devilish craving,  So far, 1 have kept from drink;
but no one knows how I have fought, and no one knaws
how much longer I can abstain, I'staid in the house da
and night, because I could not trust myself out of docrs, tifl
I could bear it no longer.  Then I went out, and propelled
by an impulse I could not master, pushed stright for a
gambling saloon. IT there was one in the city, I knew 1
should go straight to it, blindfold. I tell you,’* said he with
an awed look and whispered tones, I am mastered by
something stronger than my own will; and it holds and
drags me whether I wiil or not.”

*“ But if you had work to do, work to keep you wholly
occupied through the day and thoroughly tired at night,
that ¢ something* which is orly an abnormal habit that has

turned with returning strength, could be kept down till your
weakened will' had grown strong enough to hold it there.
\ ou arenotasound man, Y our disease 1s moraldebulity; and
the cure lies almost wholly in_your own hands. Recognize
the fact that you are unsound, and treat yourself with the
same patieace and perseverence that you would treat a sick
child. Come! 1 will help you all in my power. Are you
willing to try2?" .

“ It is useless! ™ said he with tears in his eyes.  “I am
past help, I have tried it over and over again. There will
come days when I think I am strongest that I cannot hold
myselfatall.  You have no idea what an utterly worthless
thing a rotten will is. Do you know a man can yield .and’
yield, tull he can do nothing else? 7 have come to that.’
e stuod staring at me with eyes full of horror that saw him-
self sliding surely, surely intoa bottomlessabyss. Suddenly
he covered his fuce with his hands exclaiming passionately:
¢ Would to God 1 had never been born! "

‘“ Have you scen your brother?”

**No, and I cannot,” said he with strange inconsistency,
“till I am more of a man. Giveme my money and 1 will
go off and see if I cannot do better somewhere clse.”

‘‘ Have you slept well of late?” asked I, apprehensive that
this uncontrollable restlessness would precipitate another de-
bauch with its consequences. .

¢ No; I cannot sleep till 1 am half-tired todeath.  Some-
times I think I never shall sleep again.”

* Come with me then, and I will see that you have a good
sound sleep. It will do you more good than anything else.”

He followed me obedicatly as 2 child. Vielding {was
casier thaa resisting. There is 2 constitutional laziness in
the mental make-up of some people which is often the tap-
root of their misfortunes. I gave him a large dose of hydrate
of chlorl and made him lic on the loungein my den. ~ Hav.
ing staid by him till he was in a sound safe sleep that.would
li-_Lst for some hours, I took my hat and went over to sce

om.

Tomn was as glad to sce me as I was to sec.him..and we
stood for a long time hand in hand, asking more questions
thg;\ cither could answer. At last therc was a pause, and I
saids

**Tom, you rememberwwe bad a conversation some two
)c;‘a‘xs‘ g0 upon a subject we agreed not to mention again?”

cs.

““Will you give me leave to speak of it now?”

‘* Yes3; for you would not speak of it needlessly, " answer-
ed Tom under his breath; for his intuition, keen.as a_wo-
man's, divined that T had -news of consequence for him.
He brought me a chair and sat down himself. 1 scarcely
hnew. how to begin, and lus 2nxiety helped me, for he asked
unsteadily:

‘*Is he alive?”

L \’CS- ”

“Where?"”

¢ In this city~—at my house.”

Tom's head wentdown. I could not see his covered face,
nor would I if T could.

After a liitle, glad to say what I must without looking at
him, T added, ** He wassick in a Paris hospital, and as soon
as he was well cnough I persuaded him to come homie. You
remember that he lost hisinheritance in an unfortunate tran-
saction with a broker. \Well, that man's conscience, or
somcthing behind it, or something within it, has foreed him
to make full restitution so far as money goes. Your brother
di2s his own once more, and it was about the disposal of this
moncy that 1 wanted to sec you this afternoon.”  *

. .a:!‘ Vhy docs he not come to me?™ asked Tom, lifting his
caqg.

It was best to be thoroughly honest with him, and T an-
swered. ‘I do not quitc understand. It seems to be a mix-
ture of fear and shame that keeps him away.” :

Tom’s datk face flushed 10 the roots of his hair. Hewas
grieved, pained and chagrined.  **X thought Bob kncw .me
better,” he said to himself; and tumning away he put 2 ques-
tion infinitely barder than all the rest:

“ IYatis he, Doctor?™

“ A man‘to be saved.”

*Then he is not wholly Jost?”

** T trust no man is holly lost while the breath of life re-
nins within him. Tom, —" reaching him niy hand which
he instantly grasped, - *‘my interest in.your poor birotha
has grown to be seeond oaly to yours; and however painfal
it may bc to you or to me, it is better 16 talk this matter up
thoroughly, 22d s¢e what we can do for. him."” . .

A long consultatian followed, in which 1.told Tom all that
Tknew f Roberts past or preseat; withholdingonly the
name- of the broker in whose interest the successful search

2d been proscruted.  Some day he woald know,  Tillthen
letit rest. T dwelt upon Robert’s present condition, neeces-
sary treatment and futuse prospects.  Our eamnest a3 pray
crful conference endedd by his going home wich me to 2o
Robert and if possible to persuade him to boome a -mem-
ber of his own family. Jfan.interest in some one or "some-
thing besides himsclf could be stimulated into action, if his
affections coald be drawn.oat -and fostered, and a- sclfores-



