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CHAPTER VII,—TOM'S STORY.

The next morning [ was stillin a specuiative mood, and
we wete siung gravely abuut the break(ast table, an unusuat
occurtence, for [ insist that a nurthinl breakfast 1s essential
tu a healthy day —a vantage-ground from which to meet for
the next wwenty -fuus hours fues, spinitaal aod physical. Sud-
denly the door bunst open and i rushed Hal tke a northe
west wind.

** Halloa, mother! Halloa, Uacle Doctor!  tlaMoa, every-
body!"”

*Milder! Milder! you young hurricane! Did you leave
your manners in New Haven?”

**Yes, and everything ebse but my precious self.  Chum
vows 1 have been up and dressed all night, else 1 should
never have gotten ofl by the early train.  You understand it
15 Saturday, and 1 thought 1t would be healthier for body
and mind to run home for Sunday. I assure you it is purely
a sanative measure,”’ rattled he, kissing has mother on either
cheek.

Kate came in to set a plate for Master Hal, her favornte
in the houschold, and when he had established himself at
his mother's stde I looked at the group of happy faces and
disnussed my speculations for the present.

Few men are so fortunate as to have all the comforts,
conveniences and civilizing influences of a family home, who
have neither wafe nor child,  Yet such had fallen to my lot.
Sister Mary came to me at once after her husband’s death,
and from boarding 1 went to_housekeeping. Her children
had become, 1n a sense, my children, without the cams and
anxicties incident to parentage. They were a comely lot.
There was Hal, student and incipient physician, 2 good-
looking fellow, and he knew it.  And Maud, a just-graduated
school-girl, fair as the dawn, and as sentimental as her sen.
sible mother would permit.  And Jack, scapegoat, respon-
sible for all the mischief on the premises—and there was
enough of it—a big-headed boy, with touseled hsir and gen-
crous mouth, that was always whistling unless he was eaung.
Hal snssted thatthere was 2 muchaess every way about that
boy that ought to be pruned. But when he attempted the
prutung business he found moute than he cuuld conveniently
manage, and laterly Jack had his own way, and a long way
it was to.  There wasav telling what he would prove to be,
1 was prepared for anything not absolutely vicious.

* I tell you, mother,” said Hal, passing up his coffeecu
the second ume, “‘1 just ached to bnng Chum hume axlk
me. The puur prodigal's hume s ihree thousand miles
awnay, and he has not seen 1t for morc than three years,”

““Three years,"” repeate. Mary with tender cosnicern, won-
dering how lus mother c.uld live without seeing him for
three long years.

“\What s his name, and where is his home?" asked
Maud.

**You must have 2 good memory.
about him.”

“*You rave about Chum, without naming or placiog bim.”

** Qut with your note-book, then, and down with theatems.
Name, Northrop I Duff; called North, for short. But, as
he 1s long, feaifully long, he 1s dubbed North Pole by most
of the fellows. There 1s a tradiion among the Sophs that
he sleeps 1n the halls, the bed-rvoms beng 100 short for his
accommodation. As for hus heme, 1t 15 in San Franasco,
which accounts for his absurd growth; and, as to humself, he
152 capital fellow, every way.™

After consultauoa st was dewded thar Hal could :nvite
him home, only he was not to pounce upon us in this unex-
pected fashion.

Maud said we should have to pul another story to the
house, and Jack mattered that hus legs would take up so
much room under the table, that the cgsmxly would have to
stand, and fur his past, he should dine un the kitchen,

After breakfast f,ial picked up Maud as he would pick up
a kitten, and carned her off protesting that she would be
treated as a baby no longei.  Was she not almost cighteen
and just graduated 2 As 1 passed the hall doot a few mo-
ments later, 1 saw Maud and Hal basily whispenog to-
gether, and knew that some precious scheme was incubsting.

And a precious scheme it provad, for at dinner Hal came
cracking his fingers about my cars hike an Ethiopian end.
man, calling, **Wake ap! Uncle Doctor; wakeuptl For
oace you are caaght nappiag.”

*“Don't be silly, Hal.  Draw off your artillery or you will
deafen me.”

At that he flew around the table, stunng like adancing.
ing master, and with 2 profound bow sad, solemaly, 1
have gone and done it, Uncle Doctor.”

¢ To the discredit of us 22"

** Ask Miss Dyer.”

For a mument Tieh as of a hand were clatching my throat.
A prepostciuus fancy.  Hal was waiting for cemarks, and 1
sud, ‘‘1 have something else to do.”

** But you should have kept bette: watch.”

¢ Of what?™

** Of Miss Dyer.”

**1 watch herfather.”

** All right,” with tremendous cmphasis.  You watch the
old gentleman, aad I will watch the daughter.”

**11a], Hal, what noasense are you up to now 2™ asked
Mary, looking mysified and concerned.

¢“\Vhy, mother, when I was home last Unele Doctor in-
oculated me, and it has been taking effect evei since.™

** ¥For what 2" asked Mary, looking at me in alamm.

* For lunacy, lest he shounld necome an idiol.”

¢ Uscless; hic was born one,” muttered Jack,

*Maud, do cxplain, or I shall believe the hoase has
turned 1ato 2 lunauc asylom in sober cainest,™ said Mary,
wth increasing perploxity.

“Ttis no:hin;iclsc when Hal is at home.”

* Be sull, Jack, Maud and 1 are sane at all cveats,” and
<hie fooked 2 ingly at Maund.

** It 1s nothing, mother, only tlus: whea 13al was here 2

I am always talking

few weeks 2go, Uncle sent him over to the Dyer place with
medicines, Ile saw Miss Dyer, and it seems did not ac.
quaint himself to his own satisfaction, and has been brood.
ing over the matter ever since, He is a little sensitive, you
know."

**Concented!” cjaculnted the youngest member of the
council.

“*Don't interrupt me! This monung Hal took me into
s confidence, and upon companng notes found that Miss
Dyer and myself were classimates before she went to Vassar,
Consequently I dressed, Hal got the carnage, and we went
to call on Miss Dyer.  She received us graciously, seemed
inlcascd to renew our acquaintance, smiled u;lmn Hal, though

must say that 1 never saw him so stupid before, and he
came away gratified.  That is the begunning and end of the
wonderful mystery.”

1 am afraid not,” said Mary, gravely, before whose ma.
ternal eyes, visions of entanglements began to float.  *“You
must look out for him, Doctor,” as if some dire cvil was
impending.

*There 1s no cause for anxiety. Itis only asort of in-
ternal measles, and when the onslaught 1s so tierce, it runs
to hhc rear by rapid and easy stages; no danger of stnking

At this, Hal flamed; said he wasa man, and not a boy;
knew his own mind, and so forth, at which we all laughed
uproariously.

The aftermoon was a busy one, but I found tme to scud
through Tom's article in the ** Review,” wnttenn one of
his metaphysical moods, fcclinF in the dark for answers to
questions that are unanswerable this side of the grave. It
was prudent to read it, for I knew that he would run in be-
fore he slept for **my mptessipns,” as he phrased it. In
our long talks he opened himself more freely to me than to
any onc else, and .he insistad that 1 had a straightforward
way of putting things that often helped him out of his wiost
obstinate difficulties. Be that as it may, his talk was 2 rare
feast to me, and we passed many and many a pleasant and
I believe profitable hour, discussing the interests that iie
close to every human suul.  Just now, however, my concern
centred not in Tom, but 1n Tom's half-brother, upon whose
fate much would seem to depend.

It was past mne o'clock when hie came quietly 1a after hus
Thursday evening prayer-meeting, and with only a nud for
greeting, stretched himself on the lounge ahittle weanied and
a hittle depressed, by some church mauter which he after-
wards menuoned, but did not explain.

1 Flu:é:cd mto his article, dweliing on the main questun,
Lut failed toarouse his wonted enthustasm.  He lay motion-
less and said yes, or no, Ut nuthing-gcncmily nothing. He
was in one of his ** oyster muwods, '’ as he called them, when
one could get nothing into him oz out ¢f bim without Lreak-
ing his shell. To-night, of all nights, I would have him
communicative. The direct way was the best way to deal
with him, 2nd I tumed upon him suddenly, asking:

“'Tom, what ever became of that brilliant half-brother of
yours, Bob Lyon?"

If 1 had struck him a stinging blow, the effect could not
have been more immediate or surpnsing.  He camenstant-
Iy to his feet, and glared at me; pained, outraged, and de-
1ant.

**Thatis a matter I never speak of,” sad he, between
set teeth.

** Pardon me, Tom,” saud I, quickly, with outstretched
hand. “‘You know I have no wish to hurt or offend. As
1 sat here last might thinking of you I thought alse of him,
and remembenng how much you loved lum and that you no
longer spoke of him, I thouyht he might bedead.”

Tom grasped my hand before I was half through, and
when I paused I found his eyes were fuli of tears, and suil
holding my hand he said, with unsteady utgrance:

“Would to God he wese dead, or had died years ago.”

Intense as my interest had now become, I could quesuiun
tlm no farther.  Unless he chose to tell me I should never

now.

In the silence that followed he bunied hus face i hus hands
and groaned. Presently he reached for his hat and went to
the doot. There he pansed and tumed, faang me. 1 sin-
cerely regretted my hasty question, and probably he saw i,
for he looked steadily and sorrowlfully ia my eyes for a me-
ment, threw bis hat 03 the table, and to my great relief came
back to his scat, saying apologetically:

*¢1 am anrcasonably depressed to-night, and your question
{cll upon an old sore that has been dumbly aching for days.
thc,x:w:sc I should have treated you with more conadera-
tion.

‘*You acquit me of any intent to wound ™

¢* Certainly, certzinly.  You know nothing of poor Beb,
and how could you know the pain, shame and indignation
his name called up.  .And having sud so muca, I will ex-
plain, and we will never touch the matter agzin.”

He stopped and thrust back that lock of har, wisibly
mnoved and pained. My thoughts ran back twenty-four
hours, and I saw Joel Dyes siting wath his thin hands dasp-
<d back of his head, his deep cyes gleaming like smoihicred
coals, while he t0ld me of the Robent Lyoa he bad used 20
save hrmself, and whose shadow followed hum relentlessly.
And now here was Tom stung with pain and hemiliation,
while I warted with the growing conviction that to-night 1
shoald hear the counterpart of the same sorrowful story,

*You remember,” began ke, speaking slowly, as if the
words were dragged out of lum, ‘¢ what a good-hearted, gen-
erous fcllow be was; genial and happy, carrying sunshinc
wherever he weat, and how we all loved him and how procd
we all were of him. 1 had no other brother and oo sistes.
My father died before I could know my loss, and Bob and
I had no one but cach othes and our mother, No ever
loved each other more, and our mother said we were the
two halves of her heart.  Bob's father et him quite a tittle
fortune—2 yearly allowance and an inheritance when he
should be twenty-fire. My father left me only his g ad
name. \When Bob knew this he insisted that I shonld share
hix allowance, and would have made it :ore but that our
motker intericzed.  Bob cared hittle for books and insisted
that T coukl study enaagh for both, and would net hear a
word.of college foz b f. It was hizallowancegeacronsly

fellow grew capncious and unaccountable.

shared that gave me wmy opportunitics and set ine on my { et.
He used to sa{ that study was my forte and money-making
us; m wiich he divined limself as many anvther man has
done—mistaking the desire for the ability, He had little
of the shrewdness and forethought that in some men amount
to prescience, and none of the concentrated selhishiness that
enters so largely into the chaiacters of most money-making
men. Nor do I think he cared for money for hunsell, It
was always for some one else; for mother and for me. We
should be nich; we should have an abundance.  Full of lus
hopes and plaus, he took his inhentance as soon as it came
1nto s possession; cunfidently ch)ccung to make a fortunc
for himself and us,” Tom paused, mentally going through
the past, and when he spoke again he saud rapidly: 7o
make the story short, Hob kell into the haads of a sharper
who had all along been waiting for him, and under a pre.
u;ncc of friendship and disinterested kindness fleeced him
clean.”

**Do you knew who the sharper was ?”

¢ No: Bob never told his name, northe fact till long after,
Lusappointment and chagnn kept him silent.  We only
know that he made desperate struggles to recover himselt,
retting deeper in at every attempt. ‘The genial, happy
Seasons of
boisterous gatety alternated wiath periods of deepest gloom,
\Wesaw the change long befure we knew thecause, Mother
took alarm, 1 thought needlessly; for I vasso fully absorbed
by the duties of my fint pansh that T saw but little of these
moods or the changes that were mamfest in lus personal ap.
pearance; and bLesides, the thought that Eob could go astiay
never occurred to me.

“‘One day mother sent for me and told me all her feass
and apprehensions.  She had not seen Bob for more than
three weeks, and begged me to find him and bring him home.
For ane long, terrible week I sought lum, going fram one
gambling hell to another, till I found my once innocent,
happy brother ina place I shall never forget. I got him
away, re-clothed lim in body and mind, and took him home
to our mother. Then he told us the whole story.  If ever
a man was full of penitence and remorse he was. 1 went
with him through all hissin and sorrow; it seemed laid upon
me.  Aand at length I thought, and do still somzatimes be-
hieve, a crisis was reached and passew. He reformed and
appearcd to mamfest all the symptums of 2 truly penitent
and regenerate soul. But—"and Tom stogpcd. breathing
hard, as « he was bearing an nsufferable burden, *‘1a a
few munihs he went to the bad again--huw ot why 1 cannut
teil.  He who hauvsall only havws, T fullowed him to no

urpose. He would not retarn and could not be found. It
t.]kd wut poot mother; she died w.th her haads in mine,
and her last words were a sulemn Jhaige. * Bring  yous
Liother Lach to Christ, as a seal of your ministry.” 1 have
seen her face and heard her words ever since.  And Gud
knows how I have striven to obey my mother’s charge, and
how unavailing my cfiorts have been.  He has fled from me
asif I were his mortal enemy, and 211 I could do was to
hopeand pray. He was followed to California and beyond.”
{ad he heard the rumor to which Mz, Dyer alluded? I
could not tell. He had stopped speaking, his head was
bowed and his lips silently moving as if in prayer.

“ And now,” said he, raising his head, *‘there is nothing
more to be sud. It 1s onc of thosc hopeless things that
canno? be touched and that must be bomne, and that trics a
man's faith an God more than almost anything else.  He 15
all-powerful. I ask not for myself, 1 ask only that He will
tot Chnst's sake, reach out and take His own.  If He will,
e wall; and I must leave it there. You understand now
why I cannot speak of this.” )

“*Yes; and after you have answered one question we will
allude to st no more. Do yuu hnuw where he s puw, v
where he was last2”

¢ No, I am totally ia the dark,"” answzred he, too deeply
tdled wath his ovn thuughits to sundes of I had a special
reason for .shing. ' He was repunied dead more than twe
years ago. But I cannot think it true, thoogh sometimes I
fecl as 3f st would Le a relief to haow ihat the worst wa.
passed. And then at tmes I have a belief, uncertain and
temulous, but still a belief strong enough tobe a litde com
fust, that He who remembered the Prodigal will alsa 1¢
member him, and that I shall yet sce his face and hear his
vuice and know that his soul 1s saved, if ot bere, why then
hereafter.” .

Tom stood with a far-off look in his eyes, sceing beyond
the walls of the room and the gathered dathness without, au
unknown place that held the brother he had loved and lost,
and whose ruin lay so heavily on his own soul.  Poor Tom!
I uaderstood lim “bet.er now; and as he gave me his hand
at parting, both knew, thocgh neither spoke, that this night
hiad brought us closer than ever before.

CHAPTER VIil.—1 AM APPROPRIATED.

This promised to be a very uncomlortable and unsatis-
fadtury affau, and T wished mysclf well out of it. If Joc!
Lryer must have help, why nol pitck apun sume oae havin,
mure lesure and an aptiude for the detective husiness?  Tle
hupe that I might hcrp Tom as well as Joel Dyer was the
only consideration that madeitatall endurable. Thesileace
and secrecy I thoroughly detested. Tom had opened hisin
most heart to me, and 1 had withheld the f2ct that Mr. Dyer
was the man who had injured his brotber. 1 d sce oo
food to be gained by the disclosure, cven if 1 were not held
10 scerecy, but it had 2 mean look and made me feel uncomm-
fortable. . Then, tor, there was Agnes to be kept in the
dark. Ncverin z)l my life was I so disquicted with myselt
and my position; and with all my pondering I coald see ne
way out of itexcept through it—and the end 1 conld not con-
jectare.

An impression of which 1 was =t first bat vaguely con-
sciaus now degan 1o verify itscll  Mr. Dyer found carly oc
casion to sead fos me, and the momen: we were alone plunged
into the mattes of Robert Lyon and the growing necessity of
finding him. Having orce vented himself, 2nd finding thr
rehicf expenenced thereby, he fastened opon measa pent-8p
pond fastens upon a sluice-way. There was no denying o
gelung away from lum, Before 1 kanew it 1 was appropn



