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Chapter 1 The Telegram
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«
@ytelegram for you, Andy!” said Arthur Bacon, as he entered the

room of Andy Grant in Penhurst Academy.

“A telegram!” repeated Andy, in vague alarm, for the word suggested
something urgent—probably bad news of some kind.

He tore open the envelope and read the few words of the message:

“Come home at once. Something has happened. MOTHER.”

“What can it be?” thought Andy, perplexed. “At any rate, mother is well,
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for she sent the telegram.”
“What is it?” asked Arthur.
“I don’t know. You can read the telegram for yourself.”
“Must you go home?” asked Arthur, in a tone of regfet.
“Yes. When is there a train?”
“At three this afternoon.”
“I will take it. I must go and see Dr. Crabb.”
“But won’t you come back again?”

“I don’t know. I am all in the dark. I think something must have happened
to my father.”

Dr. Crabb was at his deskin his library—it was Saturday afternoorn, and
school was not in session—whenAndy knocked at the door.

“Come in!” said the doctor, in a deep voice.

Andy opened the door and entered. Dr. Crabb smiled, for Andy was his
favorite pupil.

“Come in, Grant!” he said. “What can I do for you?”

“Give me permission to go home. I have just had a telegram. I will show it
to you.”

The doctor was a man of fifty-five, with a high forehead and an
intellectual face. He wore glasses, and had done so for ten years. They gave
him the appearance of a learned scholar, as he was.

“Dear me!” he said. “How unfortunate! Only two weeks to the end of the
term, and you are our primus!”

“I am very sorry, sir, but perhaps I may be able to come back.”

“Do so, by all means, if you can. There is hardly a pupil I could not better

spare.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Andy gratefully. “There is a train at three o’clock. I
would like to take it.”

“By all means. And let me hear from you, even if you can’t come back.”

“I will certainly write, doctor. Thank you for all your kindness.”

Penhurst Academy was an endowed school. On account of the
endowments ,the annual rate to boarding scholars was very reasonable—only

three hundred dollars, including everything.
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The academy had a fine reputation, which it owed in large part to the high
character and gifts of Dr. Crabb, who had been the principal for twenty-five
years. He had connected himself with the school soon after he left Dartmouth,
and had been identified with it for the greater part of his active life.

Andy had been a pupil for over two years, and was an excellent Latin and
Greek scholar. In a few months he would be ready for college.

Dr. Crabb was anxious to have him go to Dartmouth, his own alma mater,
being convinced that he would do him credit and make a brilliant record for
scholarship. Indeed, it was settled that he would go, his parents being ready to
be guided by the doctor’s advice.

From Penhurst to Arden, where Andy’s parents lived, was fifty miles.
Starting at three o’clock, the train reached Arden station at five.

As Andy stepped on the platform he saw Roland Hunter, the son of a
neighbor.

“How are you, Andy?” said Roland, with a cheerful greeting. “How do
you happen to be coming home? Is it vacation?”

“No, I was summoned home by a telegram. Is—are they all well at
home?”

“Yes, so far as I know.”

Andy breathed a sigh of relief.

“I'am glad of that,” he said. “I was afraid some one in the family might be
sick.”

“I don’t think so. I would have heard, living so near.”

“Father is well, then?”

“Come to think of it, I heard he had a bad headache.”

“At any rate, it isn’t anything serious. Are you going home? If you are, I’ll
walk along with you.”

“We can do better than that; I've got uncle’s buggy on the other side of the
depot. I’1l take you, bag and baggage.”

“Thank you, Roland. My bag is rather heavy, and as it is a mile to the
house, I shall be glad to accept your offer.”

“Bundle in, then,” said Roland, merrily. “I don’t know but I ought to
charge you a quarter. That’s the regular fare by stage.”
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“All right! charge it if you like,” rejoined Andy, smiling. “Are your folks
all well?”

“Oh, yes, especially Lily. You and she are great friends, I believe.”

“Oh, yes,” answered Andy, with a smile.

“She thinks a good deal more of you than she does of me.”

“Girls don’t generally appreciate their brothers, I believe. If I had a sister, I
presume she would like you better than me.”

Roland dropped Andy at his father’s gate.

It may be said here that Mr. Grant owned a farm offitty acres, that yielded
him a comfortable living when supplemented by the interest on three thousand
dollars invested in government bonds. On the farm was a house of moderate
size which had always been a pleasant home to Andy and his little brother
Robert, generally called Robbie.

Andy opened the gate and walked up to the front door, valise in hand.

The house and everything about it seemed just as it did when he left at the
beginning of the school term. But Andy looked at them with different eyes.

Then he had been in good spirits, eager to return to his school work. Now
something had happened, he did not yet know what.

Mrs. Grant was in the back part of the house, and Andy was in the sitting
room before she was fully aware of his presence. Then she came in from the
kitchen, where she was preparing supper.

Her face seemed careworn, but there was a smile upon it as she greeted her
son.

“Then you got my telegram?” she said. “I didn’t think you would be here
so soon.”

“I started at once, mother, for I felt anxious. What has happened? Are you
all well?”

“Yes, thank God, we are in fair health, but we have met with misfortune.”

“What is it?”

“Nathan Lawrence, cashier of the bank in Benton, has disappeared with
twenty thousand dollars of the bank’s money.”

“What has that to do with father? He hasn’t much money in that bank.”

“Your father is on Mr. Lawrence’s bond to the amount of six thousand
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dollars.”

“I see,” answered Andy, gravely, “How much will he lose?”

“The whole of it.”

This, then, was what had happened. To a man in moderate circumstances,
it must needs be a heavy blow.

“I suppose it will make a great difference?” said Andy, inquiringly.

“You can judge. Your father’s property consists of this farm and three
thousand dollars in government bonds.

It will be necessary to sacrifice the bonds and place a mortgage of three
thousand dollars on the farm.”

“How much is the farm worth?”

“Not over six thousand dollars.”

“Then father’s property is nearly all swept away.”

“Yes,” said his mother, sadly. “Hereafter he will receive no help from
outside interest, and will, besides, have to pay interest . on a mortgage of three
thousand dollars, at six percent.”

“One hundred and eighty dollars.”

“Yes.”

“Altogether, then, it will diminish our income by. rather more than three
hundred dollars.”

“Yes, Andy.”

“That is about what my education has been costing father,” said Andy, in a
low voice.

He began to see how this misfortune was going to affect him.

“I am afraid,” faltered Mrs. Grant, “that you will have to leave school.”

“Of course I must,” said Andy, speaking with a cheerfulness which he did
not feel. “And in place of going to college I must see how I can help father bear
this burden.”

“It will be very hard upon you, Andy,” said his mother, in a tone of
sympathy.

“I shall be sorry, of course, mother; but there are plenty of boys who don’t
go to college. I shall be no worse off than they.”

“I am glad you bear the disappointment so well, Andy. It is of you your
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father and I have thought chiefly since the blow fell upon us.”

“Who will advance father the money on mortgage, mother?”

“Squire Carter has expressed a willingness to do so. He will be here this
evening to talk it over.”

“I am sorry for that, mother. He is a hard man. If there is a chance to take
advantage of father, he won’t hesitate to do it.”
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Chapter 2 Squire Carter
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OWhen Mr. Grant entered the room, he seemed to Andy to have grown
five years older. His face was sad, and he had lost the brisk, cheerful manner
which was habitual to him.

“Has your mother told you?” he asked.

“Yes, father.” Then he added with indignation: “What a wicked man Mr.
Lawrence must be!”

“I suppose he was tempted,” said Mr. Grant, slowly. “Here is a note I
received from him this morning.”

Andy took the envelope from his father’s hand, and, opening it, read the

following lines:

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘
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OLD FRIEND:

Perhaps by the time you receive this letter you will have heard of the
wrong I have done you and yours, and the loss I have brought upon you. It is to
me a source of the greatest sorrow, for I fear you will never recover from it. I
am just ready to go away. I cannot stay here to receive punishment, for it would
tie my hands, and prevent my making reparation, as I hope some day to do.
Why did I go wrong? I can’t explain, except that it was infatuation. In a
moment of madness I took some of the funds of the bank and risked them in
Wall Street. I lost and went in deeper, hoping to be more fortunate and replace
the stolen money. That is the way such things us ually happen.

I can say no more, except that it will be my earnest effort to give you back
the money you will lose by me. It may take years, but I hope we both shall live
long enough for me to do it.

NA THAN LAWRENCE

Andy read this letter in silence and gave it back to his father.

“Do you believe hc is sincere?” he asked.

“Yes, he has many good points, and I believe he really feels attached to
me.”

“He has taken a strange way to show it.”

“He was weak, and yielded to temptation. There are many like him.”

“Do you believe he will ever be able to make up the loss?”

“I don’t know. He is a man of fine business talent, and may be able in time
to do something, but his defalcation amounts to twenty thousand dollars.”

“We must try to make the best of it, father. You have been spending three
hundred dollars a year for me, besides the expense of my clothes. If that is
saved, it will make up your loss of income.”

“But, my dear boy, I don’t like to sacrifice your prospects.”

“It won’t be sacrificing them,” said Andy, with forced cheerfulness. “It
will only change them. Of course, I must give up the thought of a college
education, but I may make a success in business.”

“It will be very hard upon you,” said Mr. Graut, sadly.

“No, father. I won’t deny that I shall be sorry just at first, but it may turn
out better for me in the end.”
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“You are a good boy, to take it so well, Andy. I had no right to risk so
much, even for a friend like Lawrence.”

“You have known Mr. Lawrence for many years, have you not, father?”

“Yes, we were schoolboys together. I thought him the soul of honor. But I
ought not to have risked three-quarters of my estate, even for him.”

“You can’t be blamed, father. You had full confidence in him.”

“Yes, I had full confidence in him,” sighed Mr. Grant.

“And he may yet be able to make up the loss to you.”

Though Andy said this, he only said it to mitigate his father’s regret, for he
had very little confidence in the missing cashier or his promises. He was repaid
by seeing his father brighten up.

“You have cheered me, Andy,” he said. “I don’t care so much for myself,
but I have been thinking of you and your mother.”

“And we have been thinking of you, father,” said Mrs. Grant. “It might be
worse.”

“I don’t see very well how that could be.”

“We are in good health, thank God! and your reputation is unblemished.
Compare your position with that of Nathan Lawrence, forced to flee in disgrace
under a load of shame.”

“You are right, wife. He is more to be pitied than I am.”

“Is he a married man, father?”

“No, that is, he is a widower.”

“While we are spared to each other. We must trust in God and hope for the
best.”

“Mother tells me you expect to get part of the money you need from
Squire Carter,” said Andy.

“Yes, he has promised to take a mortgage of three thousand dollars on the
old place.”

“I have heard he is a hard man, father. I don’t think he is influenced by
kindness.”

“I can’t afford to inquire into his motives. It is enough that he will furnish
the money. But for that I might have to sell the farm, and then we should be
quite helpless.”
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About seven o’clock Squire Carter made his appearance. Andy opened the
door for him.

He was a tall, florid-faced man, with an air of consequence based upon his
knowledge that he was the richest man in the town.

“Good-evening, Andrew,” he said, for he was always formal. “So you are
home from school?”

“Yes, sir.”

“When did you come?”

“This atternoon, sir.”

“I suppose you heard of your father’s misfortune?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Ha! it is very sad-very sad, indeed. I quite feel for your father. I am trying
to help him out of his trouble. He was a very foolish man to risk so much on
that rascal, Lawrence.”

Andy was disposed to agree with the squire, but he did not like to hear his
father blamed.

“I think he realizes that he was unwise, Squire Carter,” said Andy. “Won’t
you walk in?”

“I suppose your father is at home?” said the squire, as he stepped into the
front entry.

“Yes, sir, he was expecting you.”

Andy opened the door of the sitting room, and the squire entered. Mr.
Grant rose from the rocking-chair in which he was seated and welcomed his
visitor.

“T am glad to see you, squire,” he said. “Take a seat by the fire.”

“Thank you,” said the squire, with dignity. “I came, as I said I would. I do
not desert an old neighbor because he has been unfortunate.”

But for his patronizing tone his words would have awakened more
gratitude. As it was, his manner seemed to say: “See how kind-hearted I am.”

Somehow, Andy felt more and more sorry to think his father must be
indebted to such a man.

“It is getting quite fallish,” said the squire, rubbing his hands. “I suppose I

am more sensitive to cold, as my home is heated throughout with steam.”




