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TONY THE TRAMP

CHAPTER I

TWO TRAMPS

A man and a boy were ascending a steep street in a country town in eastern New York. The man was
tall and dark-complexioned, with a sinister look which of itself excited distrust. He wore a slouch hat,
which, coming down over his forehead, nearly concealed from view his low, receding brow. A pair of
black, piercing eyes looked out from beneath the brim. The first impression produced upon those who
met him was that he was of gypsy blood, and the impression was a correct one. Where he was born no
one seemed to know; perhaps he did not himself know, for all his life he had been a wanderer, but
English was the tongue which he spoke, and, apart from the gypsy dialect, he knew no other.

His companion was a boy of fourteen. Between the two there was not the slightest resemblance.
Though browned by exposure to the sun and the wind, it was easy to see that the boy was originally of
light complexion. His hair was chestnut and his eyes blue. His features were regular and strikingly
handsome, though owing to the vagrant life he was compelled to lead, he was not able to pay that
attention to cleanliness which he might have done if he had had a settled home.

It was five o’clock in the afternoon, and the boy looked weary. He seemed scarcely able to drag one
foot after the other. His companion turned upon him roughly.

“What are you dawdling that way for, Tony?” he demanded. “You creep like a boy of three.”
“I can’t help it, Rudolph,” said the boy wearily; “I'm tired.”

“What business have you to be tired?”

“I’ve walked far to-day.”

“You’ve walked no further than I. I don’t dawdle like you.”



“You’re a man. You’re stronger than I am, Rudolph.”
“And you’re a milksop,” said the man contemptuously.

I’m nothing of the sort,” said the boy, with a flash of spirit. “I’m not made of cast iron, and that’s why I
can’t stand walking all day long. Besides, I have had no dinner.”

“That isn’t my fault, is it?”
“I didn’t say it was, but it makes me weak for all that.”

“Well,” said Rudolph, “perhaps you’re right. I feel like eating something myself. We’ll go to some
house and ask for supper.”

Tony looked dissatisfied.
I wish we were not obliged to beg our meals,” he said; “I don’t like it.”

“Oh, you’re getting proud, are you?” sneered Rudolph. “If you’ve got money to pay for your supper we
won’t beg, as you call it.”

“Why can’t we do as other people do?” asked Tony.
What’s that?”

“Live somewhere, and not go tramping round the country all the time. It would be a good deal
pleasanter.”

“Not for me. I’'m a vagrant by nature. I can’t be cooped up in one place. I should die of stagnation. I
come of a roving stock. My mother and father before me were rovers, and I follow in their steps.”

The man spoke with animation, his eye flashing as he gazed about him, and unconsciously quickened
his pace.

Then I’'m not like you,” said Tony decidedly. “I don’t want to be a tramp. Were my father and mother
rovers like yours?”

“Of course they were,” answered Rudolph, but not without hesitation. “Ain’t I your uncle?”
“I don’t know. Are you?” returned Tony searchingly.

Haven’t I told you so a hundred times?” demanded Rudolph impatiently.

Yes,” said the boy slowly, “but there’s no likeness between us. You’re dark and I am light.”

“That proves nothing,” said the elder tramp hastily. “Brothers are often as unlike. Perhaps you don’t
want to look upon me as a relation?”

The boy was silent.
Are you getting ashamed of me?” demanded Rudolph, in a harsh tone.

I am ashamed of myself,” said Tony bitterly. “I’m nothing but a tramp, begging my bread from door to
door, sleeping in barns, outhouses, in the fields, anywhere I can. I’m as ignorant as a boy of eight. I can
just read and that’s all.”



“You know as much as I do.”

»

“That don’t satisfy me. When I grow up I don’t want to be

Tony hesitated.
You don’t want to be like me. Is that it?” asked Rudolph angrily.

No, I don’t want to be like you,” answered Tony boldly. “I want to have a home, and a business, and to
live like other people.”

“Humph!” muttered Rudolph, fixing his eyes thoughtfully upon his young companion. “This is
something new. You never talked like that before.”

“But I’ve felt like that plenty of times. I’m tired of being a tramp.”

“Then you’re a fool. There’s no life so free and independent. You can go where you please, with no one
to order you here nor there, the scene changing always, instead of being obliged to look always upon
the same people and the same fields.”

“What’s the good of it all? I'm tired of it. I’ve got no home, and never had any.”
“You’ve got no spirit. You’re only fit for a farmboy or an apprentice.”
“I wish I was either one.”

“Sit down here if you are tired,” said the man abruptly, throwing himself down under a wide-spreading
tree by the roadside.

Tony stretched himself out at a little distance, and uttered a sigh of relief as he found himself permitted
to rest.

Have you been thinking of this long?” asked Rudolph.
Of what?”

“Of not liking to be a tramp?”

“Yes.”

“You have not spoken of it before.”

“I’ve been thinking of it more lately.”

“How did that come?”

“I’1l tell you,” said Tony. “Don’t you remember last week when we passed by a schoolhouse? It was
recess, and the boys were out at play. While you were away a few minutes, one of the boys sat down by
me and talked. He told me what he was studying, and what he was going to do when he got older, and
then he asked me about myself.”

“What did you tell him?”

“What did I tell him?” said Tony bitterly. “I told him that I was a tramp, and that when I got older I
should be a tramp still.”



“Well,” said Rudolph sharply, “what then?”

“The boy told me I ought to get some regular work to do, and grow into a respectable member of
society. He said that his father would help me, he thought, and——" “So you want to leave me, do
you?” demanded Rudolph fiercely. “Is that what you’re coming to, my chicken?”

“It isn’t that so much as the life you make me lead. I want to leave that, Rudolph.”
“Well, you can’t do it,” said the man shortly.

Why not?”

“I say so, and that’s enough.”

Tony was silent for a moment. He was not greatly disappointed, for he expected a refusal. He changed
the subject.

Rudolph,” he said, “there’s something else I want to ask you about.”

“Well?”

“Who am I?”

“Who are you? A young fool,” muttered the tramp, but he appeared a little uneasy at the question.
I want to know something about my father and mother.”

“Your mother was my sister. She died soon after you were born.”

“And my father?”

“He was put in jail for theft, and was shot in trying to make his escape. Does that satisfy you?”
“No, it doesn’t, and what’s more, I don’t believe it,” said Tony boldly.

Look here,” said Rudolph sternly. “I’ve had enough of your insolence. Do you see this strap?”
He produced a long leather strap, which he drew through his fingers menacingly.

Yes, I see it.”

“You’ll feel it if you ain’t careful. Now get up. It’s time to be moving.”

CHAPTERII

AT THE FARMHOUSE

“Where are we going to stop to-night?” asked Tony ten minutes later.
There,” answered Rudolph, pointing out a farmhouse a little to the left.
Suppose they won’t let us.”

“They will admit us into the barn at least, if we play our cards right. Listen to what I say. You are to be
my son.”



“But I am not your son.”

“Be silent!” said the other tramp, “and don’t you dare to contradict me. You have been sick, and are too
weak to go further.”

“That is a lie, Rudolph.”

“That doesn’t matter. If they believe it, they won’t turn us away. Perhaps they will let you sleep in the
house.”

“Away from you?”
‘(Yes »

Tony was puzzled. It seemed as if Rudolph wanted him to be more comfortably provided for than
himself, but the boy knew him too well not to suspect that there was some concealed motive for this
apparent kindness.

Well, what are you thinking about?” demanded Rudolph, suspiciously, as he observed the boy’s earnest
gaze.

Why do you want me to sleep in the house?” he asked.

I will tell you. When all the family are asleep, I want you to steal downstairs, open the back door, and
let me in.”

“What for?” asked the boy, startled.

Never you mind. Do as I tell you.”

“But I don’t want to do it. You never asked me to do that before.”
“Didn’t I? Well, I had no occasion. I ask you now.”

“What are you going to do? Are you going to harm anyone?”

“No. I’ll tell you what I’m going to do, but mind you, if you breathe a word to any being, I’ll cut your
tongue out.”

Tony looked troubled, but not frightened.
Go on,” he said.
Rudolph continued in a rapid tone.

I want money to carry out a plan of importance. This farm belongs to a farmer who is rich, and who
keeps a part of his money in the house.”

“How do you know that?”

“A friend of mine stopped there last week, and found out. He put me on the scent. The old man keeps
from two to three hundred dollars in his desk. I must have that money.”

“I don’t want to help you in this, Rudolph,” said Tony. “I won’t betray you, but you mustn’t compel me
to be a thief.”



“I can’t get along without you, and help me you must.”
“Suppose we fail?”

“Then we must take to our legs. If we’re caught we’re both in the same box. I don’t ask you to take any
risks that I don’t run myself.”

Tony was about to remonstrate further, but it was too late. They had already reached the farmhouse, and
caught sight of the owner standing under a tree in the front yard.

Remember!” hissed the older tramp. “Follow my lead, or I’ll beat you till you are half dead. Good-
evening, sir.”

This last was said in an humble tone to the farmer, who advanced to the gate.
“Good-evening,” said the farmer, ingenuously.

He was a man of sixty, roughly dressed to suit his work, with grizzled hair, a form somewhat bowed,
and a face seamed with wrinkles. He had been a hard worker, and showed abundant traces of it in his
appearance.

We are very tired and hungry, my boy and I,” whined Rudolph. “We’ve traveled many miles since
morning. Would you kindly give us some supper and a night’s lodging?”

“My wife’ll give you something to eat,” said the old man. “Thank Heaven! we’ve got enough for
ourselves and a bit for the poor besides. But I don’t know about lodging. I don’t like to take in strangers
that I know nothing about.”

“I don’t blame you, sir,” said Rudolph, in a tone of affected humility. “There’s many rogues going
round the country, I’ve heard, but I'm a poor, hard-working man.”

“Then why are you not at work?”

“Times are hard, and I can get nothing to do. I am in search of work. I can do almost anything. I'm a
carpenter by trade.”

Rudolph knew no more of the carpenter’s trade than the man in the moon, but that would do as well as
any other.

“Where are you from?”

“From Buffalo,” he answered, with slight hesitation.

“Is business dull there?”

“Nothing doing.”

“Well, my friend, you haven’t come to the right place. There’s nothing but farming done here.”

“I don’t know anything about that,” said Rudolph, hastily, for he had no disposition to be set to work in
the fields.

I don’t need any extra hands,” said the farmer.



I am glad of that,” thought the tramp.
“Go round to the back door, and I will speak to my wife about supper,” said the old man.

Come, Tony,” said Rudolph, motioning to take the boy’s hand, but Tony did not see fit to notice the
movement, and walked in silence by his side.

A motherly looking old woman made her appearance at the back door.

Come in,” she said. “Come right in, and sit down to the table. Abner, make room for the poor man and
his son.”

Abner was a stalwart youth of eighteen, hard-handed and muscular. He was the only permanent “hired
man” employed on the farm. In haying time there were others transiently employed.

A farmer’s table is plentiful, though homely. The two tramps made an abundant meal, both doing
justice to the homely fare. The farmer’s wife looked on with hospitable satisfaction. She could not bear
to have anybody hungry under her roof.

You’ll excuse our appetite, ma’am,” said Rudolph, “but we’ve had nothing to eat since breakfast.”
“Eat as much as you like,” said she. “We never stint anybody here. Is that your son?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Tony bent his eyes upon his plate, and frowned slightly. He wanted to deny it, but did not dare.
He don’t look a bit like you,” said the woman. “He’s light, and you’re very dark.”

“His mother was light,” said Rudolph. “He takes after her.”

“How old is he?”

“Tony, tell the lady how old you are.”

“Fourteen.”

“He is well grown at his age.”

“Yes; he will make a good-sized man. He’s been sick.”

“Has he? What has been the matter?”

“I don’t know. Poor folks like us can’t call in a doctor.”

“He don’t look sick,” said the farmer’s wife thoughtfully.

He’s delicate, though he don’t look it. It’s sleeping out in the open air, I expect.”

“Do you have to sleep out in the open air?”

“Yes; we can’t afford to pay for lodgings, and people won’t take us into their houses. I don’t mind
myself—I’m tough—but Tony can’t stand it as well as I can.”



While this conversation was going on, Tony fixed his eyes upon his plate. He was angry that such
falsehoods should be told about him, but if he should utter a word of objection he knew that there
would be an explosion of wrath on the part of his guardian, and he remained silent.

The farmer’s wife was a simple-minded, kind-hearted woman, and though Tony did not look at all
delicate, she never thought of questioning the statement of Rudolph. Indeed she was already revolving
in her mind inviting the boy to sleep in the house. She was rather prejudiced in favor of Rudolph by his
show of parental solicitude.

When supper was over, having in the meantime consulted her husband, she said to Rudolph:

“My husband says you may sleep in the barn, if you don’t smoke. We can find a bed for your son with
Abner. You won’t mind taking him into your room?”

“He can come,” said Abner good-naturedly.

So it was arranged. At half-past eight, for they retired at that early hour in the farmhouse, Rudolph left
the fireside, and sought the barn. As he left the room he looked suspiciously at Tony, and shook his
head warningly.

CHAPTER III

RUDOLPH’S DISAPPOINTMENT

Abner slept in a large room in the attic. It had been roughly partitioned off, and was not even plastered.
The beams were plainly visible. Upon nails which had been driven into them hung Abner’s limited
wardrobe. There were two cot beds in the room, as a part of the year the farmer employed more than
one hired man.

You can sleep there, youngster,” said Abner, pointing to one of the beds. “This is my bed.”
“Thank you,” said Tony politely.

I s’pose you’ve traveled round considerable,” said Abner, with curiosity.

Yes, a good deal.”

“Do you like it?”

“No; I’'m tired of it.”

“How do you make your livin’?”

“As we can. We often go hungry.”

“Why don’t your father settle down somewhere?”

Tony thought of disclaiming the relationship implied, but he reflected that Rudolph would be angry,
and merely answered:

“He prefers to travel round.”

“Was you ever in New York?” asked Abner.



Do you mean the city of New York? Yes.”

“I’d like to see it,” said Abner, regarding Tony with new respect. “I’ve heard a sight about it. It’s
powerful big, isn’t it?”

“It’s very large.”

“There’s as many as a thousand houses, isn’t there?”

“There’s a hundred thousand, I should think,” answered Tony.

Sho! you don’t say so!” exclaimed Abner, awestruck. “I’d like to go there.”
“Didn’t you ever visit the city?”

“No; I never traveled any. I never was more’n fifteen miles from home. Dad wouldn’t let me. When
I’m a man, I’m bound to see the world.”

“Ain’t you a man now?” inquired Tony, surveying his herculean proportions with astonishment.
No; I’'m only eighteen.”

“You’re as big as a man.”

“Yes, I’m pooty big,” said Abner, with a complacent grin. “I can do a man’s work.”

“I should think you might. I thought you were more than four years older than me. I’'m fourteen.”
“I guess I weigh twice as much as you.”

“I’m not small for my age,” said Tony jealously.

Maybe not. I’m a regular bouncer. That’s what dad says. Why, I’m half as big again as he is.”
“Does he ever lick you?” asked Tony, smiling.

I’d like to see him try it,” said Abner, bursting into a roar of laughter. “He’d have to get upon a milkin’
stool. Does your dad lick you?”

“No,” answered Tony shortly.
He looks as if he might sometimes. He’s kinder fractious-looking.”

Tony did not care to say much on the subject of Rudolph. He felt that it was his policy to be silent. If he
said anything he might say too much, and if it got to Rudolph’s ears, the man’s vindictive temper would
make it dangerous for him.

We get along pretty well,” he said guardedly. “Do you get up early?”
“Four o’clock. You won’t have to, though.”
“What time do you get breakfast?”

“Half-past five, after I’ve milked and done the chores. You must be up by that time, or you won’t get
anything to eat.”



“That’s pretty early,” thought Tony. “I don’t see the use of getting up so early.”
“I guess I’ll go to sleep,” said Abner. “I’m tuckered out.”

“Good-night,” said Tony.

Good-night.”

The young giant turned over, closed his eyes, and in five minutes was asleep.

Tony did not compose himself to sleep so readily, partly because Abner began to snore in a boisterous
manner, partly because he felt disturbed by the thought of the treachery which Rudolph required at his
hands.

Tony was only a tramp, but he had an instinct of honor in him. In the farmhouse he had been kindly
treated and hospitably entertained. He felt that it would be very mean to steal down in the dead of night
and open the door to his companion in order that he might rob the unsuspecting farmer of his money.
On the other hand, if he did not do this he knew that he would be severely beaten by Rudolph.

Why am I tied to this man?” he thought. “What chance is there of my ever being anything but a tramp
while I stay with him?”

He had thought this before now, but the circumstances in which he now found himself placed made the
feeling stronger. He had been often humiliated by being forced to beg from door to door, by the thought
that he was a vagrant, and the companion of a vagrant, but he had not been urged to actual crime until
now. He knew enough to be aware that he ran the risk of arrest and imprisonment if he obeyed
Rudolph. On the other hand, if he refused he was sure of a beating.

What should he do?

It was certainly a difficult question to decide, and Tony debated it in his own mind for some time.
Finally he came to a determination. Rudolph might beat him, but he would not be guilty of this
treachery.

He felt better after he had come to this resolve, and, the burden being now off his mind, he composed
himself to sleep.

He did not know how long he slept, but he had a troubled dream. He thought that in compliance with
his companion’s order he rose and opened the door to him. While Rudolph was opening the farmer’s
desk, he thought that heavy steps were heard and Abner and the farmer entered the room, provided with
a lantern. He thought that Rudolph and himself were overpowered and bound. Just as he reached this
part he awoke, and was reassured by hearing Abner’s heavy breathing.

I’m glad it’s a dream,” he thought, breathing a sigh of relief.

At this instant his attention was called by a noise upon the panes of the only window in the room.
He listened, and detected the cause.

Some one was throwing gravel stones against it.

It’s Rudolph,” he thought instantly. “He’s trying to call my attention.”



He thought of pretending to be asleep, and taking no notice of the signal. But he feared Abner would
awake, and ascertain the meaning of it. He decided to go to the window, show himself, and stop the
noise if he could.

He rose from his bed, and presented himself at the window. Looking down, he saw the dark figure of
Rudolph leaning against the well curb, with his eyes fixed on the window.

Oh, you’re there at last!” growled Rudolph. “I thought I’d never wake you up. Is the man asleep?”
“Yes,” said Tony.

Then come down and let me in.”

“I would rather not,” said Tony, uneasily.

What’s the fool afraid of?” answered Rudolph, in a low, menacing tone.

The man might wake up.”

“No danger. Such animals always sleep heavily. There’s no danger, I tell you.”

“I don’t want to do it,” said Tony. “It would be mean. They’ve treated me well, and I don’t want to help
rob them.”

“Curse the young idiot!” exclaimed Rudolph, in low tones of concentrated passion. “Do you mean to
disobey me?”

“I can’t do as you wish, Rudolph. Ask me anything else.”

“I wish I could get at him!” muttered Rudolph, between his teeth. “He never dared to disobey me
before. Once more! Will you open the door to me?” demanded Rudolph.

Tony bethought himself of an expedient. He might pretend that Abner was waking up.
Hush!” he said, in feigned alarm. “The man is waking up. Get out of sight quick.”

He disappeared from the window, and Rudolph, supposing there was really danger of detection,
hurriedly stole away to the barn, where he had been permitted to lodge.

He came out half an hour later, and again made the old signal, but this time Tony did not show himself.
He had made up his mind not to comply with the elder tramp’s demands, and it would do no good to
argue the point.

I wish I knew whether he was asleep, or only pretending, the young rascal,” muttered Rudolph. “I must
manage to have him stay here another night. That money must and shall be mine, and he shall help to
get it for me.”



CHAPTER 1V

SETTING ATRAP

At half-past five Tony got up. He would have liked to remain in bed two hours longer, but there was no
chance for late resting at the farmhouse. Rudolph, too, was awakened by Abner, and the two tramps
took their seats at the breakfast table with the rest of the family.

Rudolph furtively scowled at Tony. To him he attributed the failure of his plans the night before, and he
was furious against him—the more so that he did not dare to say anything in presence of the farmer’s
family.

Where are you going to-day?” asked the farmer, addressing Rudolph.

I am going to walk to Crampton. I may get employment there.”

“It is twelve miles away. That is a good walk.”

“I don’t mind for myself. I mind it for my son,” said Rudolph hypocritically.
He can stay here till you come back,” said the farmer’s wife hospitably.

If you’re willing to have him, I’1l leave him for one more night,” said Rudolph. “It’ll do him good to
rest.”

“He can stay as well as not,” said the farmer. “When are you coming back?”

“Perhaps to-night. But I think not till to-morrow.”

“Don’t trouble yourself about your son. He will be safe here.”

“You are very kind,” said the elder tramp. “Tony, thank them good people for their kindness to you.”
“I do thank them,” said Tony, glancing uneasily at the other.

When breakfast was over, Rudolph took his hat and said:

“I’ll get started early. I have a long walk before me.”

Tony sat still, hoping that he would not be called upon to join him. But he was destined to be
disappointed.

Come and walk a piece with me, Tony,” said Rudolph. “You needn’t walk far.”
Reluctantly Tony got his hat and set out with him.

As long as they were in sight and hearing, Rudolph spoke to him gently, but when they were far enough
for him to throw off the mask safely he turned furiously upon the boy.

Now, you young rascal,” he said roughly, “tell me why you did not obey me last night.”
“It wasn’t safe,” said Tony. “We should both have been caught.”
“Why should we? Wasn’t the man asleep?”

“He stirred in his sleep. If I had moved about much, or opened the door, it would have waked him up.”



“You are a coward,” sneered Rudolph. “When I was of your age I wouldn’t have given up a job so
easily. Such men sleep sound. No matter if they do move about, they won’t wake up. If you had had a
little more courage we should have succeeded last night in capturing the money.”

“I wish you’d give it up, Rudolph,” said Tony earnestly.

You don’t know what you’re talking about,” said the tramp harshly. “You’re a milksop. The world owes
us a living, and we must call for it.”

“I’d rather work than steal.”

“There’s no work to be had, and we must have money. More depends on it than you think. But we’ve
got one more night to work in.”

“What do you mean to do?” asked Tony uneasily.

Thanks to my management, you will sleep in the same room to-night. Look round the house during the
day; see if the key’s in the desk. If you can get hold of the money, all the better. In that case, come and
hide it in that hollow tree, and we can secure it after the hue and cry is over. Do you hear?”

“Yes.”

“But if there is no chance of that, look out for me at midnight. I will throw gravel against your window
as a signal. When you hear it, steal downstairs, with your shoes in your hands, and open the door to me.
I will attend to the rest. And mind,” he added sternly, “I shall take no excuses.”

“Suppose I am caught going downstairs?”

“Say you are taken sick. It will be easy enough to make an excuse.”

“Are you going to Crampton?” asked Tony.

Of course not. Do you think I am such a fool as to take a long walk like that?”
“You said you were going.”

“Only to put them off the scent. I shall hide in yonder wood till night. Then I will find my way back to
the farmhouse.”

“Do you want me to go any further with you?”
“No; you can go back now if you want to. Don’t forget my directions.”
“I will remember them,” said Tony quietly.

The two parted company, and Tony walked slowly back to the farm. He was troubled and perplexed.
He was in a dilemma, and how to get out of it he did not know.

It was not the first time that he thought over his relations to Rudolph.

As far back as he could remember he had been under the care of this man. Sometimes the latter had
been away for months, leaving him in the charge of a woman whose appearance indicated that she also
was of gypsy descent. He had experienced hunger, cold, neglect, but had lived through them all,
tolerably contented. Now, however, he saw that Rudolph intended to make a criminal of him, and he



was disposed to rebel. That his guardian was himself a thief, he had reason to know. He suspected that
some of his periodical absences were spent inside prison walls. Would he be content to follow his
example?

Tony answered unhesitatingly, “No.” Whatever the consequences might be, he would make a stand
there. He had reason to fear violence, but that was better than arrest and imprisonment. If matters came
to the worst, he would run away.

When he had come to a decision he felt better. He returned to the farm, and found Abner just leaving
the yard with a hoe in his hand.

Where are you going?” he asked.
To the cornfield.”

“May I go with you?”

“If you want to.”

So Tony went out to the field with the stalwart “hired man,” and kept him company through the
forenoon.

That’s easy work,” said Tony, after a while.

Do you think you can do it?”

“Let me try.”

Tony succeeded tolerably well, but he could not get over the ground so fast as Abner.
Why don’t you hire out on a farm?” asked Abner, as he took back the hoe.

I would if I could,” answered Tony.

Why can’t you? Won’t your father let you?”

“He wants me to go round with him,” answered Tony.

Wouldn’t he take me instead of you?” asked Abner, grinning. “I’d like to travel round and see the
world. You could stay here and do the farm work.”

“If he and the farmer agree to the change, I will,” answered Tony, with a smile.

At noon they went back to the farmhouse to dinner. Tony stared with astonishment at the quantity of
food Abner made away with. He concluded that farm work was favorable to the appetite.

The afternoon passed rapidly away, and night came. Again Tony went up to the attic to share Abner’s
room. He got nervous as the night wore on. He knew what was expected of him, and he shrank from
Rudolph’s anger. He tried to go to sleep, but could not.

At last the expected signal came. There was a rattling of gravel stones upon the window.

Shall I lie here and take no notice?” thought Tony.



In this case Rudolph would continue to fling gravel stones, and Abner might wake up. He decided to go
to the window and announce his determination.

When Rudolph saw him appear at the window, he called out:
“Come down quick, and open the door.”
“I would rather not,” answered Tony.

"’

You must!” exclaimed Rudolph, with a terrible oath. “If you dare to refuse I’ll flay you alive.”
“I can’t do it,” said Tony, pale, but resolute. “You have no right to ask it of me.”

Just then Tony was startled by a voice from the bed:

“Is that your father? What does he want?”

“I would rather not tell,” said Tony.

You must!” said Abner sternly.

He wants me to open the door and let him into the house,” Tony confessed reluctantly.
What for?”

“He wants to get your master’s money.”

“Ho, ho!” said Abner. “Well, we’ll go down and let him in.”

“What!” exclaimed Tony, in surprise.

Call from the window that you will be down directly.”

“I don’t want to get him into trouble.”

“You must, or I shall think you are a thief, too.”

Thus constrained, Tony called out that he would come down at once.

I thought you’d think better of it,” muttered Rudolph. “Hurry down, and waste no time.”

Five minutes later Abner and Tony crept downstairs, the former armed with a tough oak stick.

CHAPTER V

IN ATRAP

Unsuspicious of danger, Rudolph took a position on the doorstep. He was incensed with Tony for
having given him so much unnecessary trouble, and he was resolved to give the boy a lesson.

It was quite dark in the shadow of the house, and when the door opened, Rudolph, supposing, of
course, it was Tony who had opened it, seized the person, whom he saw but dimly, by the arm,
exclaiming, venomously, as he tried to shake him:

“I’ll teach you to keep me waiting, you young rascal!”



He was not long in finding out his mistake.

Abner was considerably larger and more muscular than the tramp, and he returned the compliment by
shaking off Rudolph’s grasp and seizing him in his own viselike grip.

You’ll teach me, will you, you villain!” retorted Abner. “I’1l teach you to come here like a thief!”
“Let go!” exclaimed the tramp, as he felt himself shaken roughly.

Not till I’ve given you a good drubbing,” returned Abner, and he began to use his cudgel with effect on
the back and shoulders of the tramp. “You’ve come to the wrong house, you have.”

Rudolph ground his teeth with ineffectual rage. He lamented that he had not a knife or pistol with him,
but he had made so sure of easy entrance into the house, and no resistance, that he had not prepared
himself. As to brute force, he was no match for Abner.

The boy betrayed me!” he shrieked. “I’ll have his life!”

“Not much,” said Abner. “You’ll be lucky to get away with your own. It isn’t the boy. I was awake and
heard you ask him to let you in. Now take yourself off.”

As he said this he gave a powerful push, and Rudolph reeled a moment and sank upon the ground,
striking his head with violence.

He won’t try it again,” said Abner, as he shut the door and bolted it. “I guess he’s got enough for once.”

Tony stood by, ashamed and mortified. He was afraid Abner would class him with the tramp who had
just been ignominiously expelled from the house. He was afraid he, too, would be thrust out of doors,
in which case he would be exposed to brutal treatment from Rudolph. But he did not need to fear this.
Abner had seen and heard enough to feel convinced that Tony was all right in the matter, and he did not
mean to make the innocent suffer for the guilty.

Now let us go to bed, Tony,” he said, in a friendly manner. “You don’t want to go with him, do you?”
“No,” said Tony. “I never want to see him again.”

“I shouldn’t think you would. He’s a rascal and a thief.”

“I hope you don’t think I wanted to rob the house,” said Tony.

No; I don’t believe you’re a bit like him. What makes you go with him?”

“I won’t any more.”

“He isn’t your father?”

“No; I don’t know who my father is.”

“That’s strange,” said Abner, who had seen but little of the world. Everyone that he knew had a father,
and knew who that father was. He could not realize that anyone could have an experience like Tony’s.

I wish I did know my father,” said Tony, thoughtfully. “I’m alone in the world now.”

“What do you mean to do?”



“I’ll go off by myself to-morrow, away from Rudolph. I never want to see him again.”
“Have you got any money?”

They had now got back into the chamber, and were taking off their clothes.

I’ve got five cents,” answered Tony.

Is that all?”

“Yes, but I don’t mind. I’'1l get along somehow.”

Tony had always got along somehow. He had never—at least not for long at a time—known what it
was to have a settled home or a permanent shelter. Whether the world owed him a living or not, he had
always got one, such as it was, and though he had often been cold and hungry, here he was at fourteen,
well and strong, and with plenty of pluck and courage to carry with him into the life struggle that was
opening before him. Abner’s training had been different, and he wondered at the coolness with which
Tony contemplated the future. But he was too sleepy to wonder long at anything, and, with a yawn, he
lapsed into slumber.

Tony did not go to sleep immediately. He had need to be thoughtful. He had made up his mind to be his
own master henceforth, but Rudolph he knew would have a word to say on that point. In getting away
the next morning he must manage to give the tramp a wide berth. It would be better for him to go to
some distant place, where, free from interference, he could make his own living.

There was another thought that came to him. Somewhere in the world he might come across a father or
mother, or more distant relative—one of whom he would not be ashamed, as he was of the companion
who tried to draw him into crime. This was the last thought in his mind, as he sank into a sound sleep
from which he did not awaken till he was called for breakfast.

To say that Rudolph was angry when he recovered from the temporary insensibility occasioned by his
fall would be a very mild expression. He had not only been thwarted in his designs, but suffered
violence and humiliation in the presence of the boy of whom he regarded himself as the guardian. He
thirsted for revenge, if not on Abner, then on Tony, whom it would be safer to maltreat and abuse.

Anger is unreasonable, and poor Tony would have fared badly if he had fallen into Rudolph’s clutches
just then. It made no difference that Abner had exonerated Tony from any share in the unpleasant
surprise he had met. He determined to give him a severe beating, nevertheless.

There is an old proverb: “You must catch your hare before you cook it.” This did not occur to the
tramp. He never supposed Tony would have the hardihood or courage to give him the slip.

The remainder of the night spent by Tony in sleeping was less pleasantly spent by Rudolph in the barn.

He meant to be up early, as he knew he was liable to arrest on account of his last night’s attempt, and
lie in wait for Tony, who, he supposed, would wait for breakfast.

He was right there. Tony did remain for breakfast. The farmer—MTr. Coleman—had already been
informed of Rudolph’s attempted burglary, and he did Tony the justice to exonerate him from any share
in it.



What are you going to do, my boy?” he asked, at the breakfast table.
I am going to set up for myself,” answered Tony, cheerfully.

“That’s right. Have nothing more to do with that man. He can only do you harm. Have you got any
money?”

“I’ve got five cents.”

“That isn’t enough to buy a farm.”

“Not a very large one,” said Tony, smiling.

Abner nearly choked with laughter. This was a joke which he could appreciate.

I don’t think I’ll go to farming,” continued Tony.

You can stay here a week or two,” said the farmer, hospitably, “till you get time to look around.”

“Thank you,” said Tony. “You are very kind, but I don’t think it will be safe. Rudolph will be on the
watch for me.”

“The man you came with?”

“Yes.”

“Guess he won’t touch you while I’'m round,” said Abner.

I don’t think he’ll want to tackle you again,” said Tony.

Didn’t I lay him out, though?” said Abner, with a grin. “He thought it was you, ho! ho!”
“He didn’t think so long,” said Tony. “I haven’t got such an arm as you.”

Abner was pleased with this compliment to his prowess, and wouldn’t have minded another tussle with
the tramp.

Where do you think that chap you call Rudolph is?” he asked.
He’s searching for me, I expect,” said Tony. “If I’m not careful he’ll get hold of me.”

Just then a neighbor’s boy, named Joe, came to the house on an errand. He was almost Tony’s size. He
waited about, not seeming in any hurry to be gone.

Abner,” said the farmer, “if you’ve got nothing else to do, you may load up the wagon with hay and
carry it to Castleton. We shall have more than we want.”

“All right,” said Abner.

“May I go, too? May I ride on the hay?” asked Joe eagerly.
Will your father let you?” asked the farmer.

Oh, yes; he won’t mind.”

“Then you may go,” was the reply. “Do you want to go, too, Tony?”



Tony was about to say yes, when an idea seized him.

If the other boy goes, Rudolph will think it is I, and he will follow the wagon. That will give me a
chance of getting off in another direction.”

“So it will,” said Abner. “What a headpiece you’ve got,” he added admiringly. “I wouldn’t have
thought of that.”

Abner’s headpiece was nothing to boast of. He had strength of body, but to equalize matters his mind
was not equally endowed.

The plan was disclosed to Joe, who willingly agreed to enter into it. This was the more feasible because
he was of about Tony’s size, and wore a hat just like his.

The hay was loaded, and the wagon started off with Abner walking alongside. Joe was perched on top,
nearly buried in the hay, but with his hat rising from the mass. This was about all that could be seen of
him.

CHAPTER VI

ABNER’S RUSE

Abner and Joe had gone about half a mile when from the bushes by the roadside Rudolph emerged. He
had seen the hat, and he felt sure that Tony was trying to escape him in that way.

Well,” said Abner, with a grin, as he recognized his midnight foe, “how do you feel this morning?”
“None the better for you, curse you!” returned the tramp roughly.

Abner laughed.

That’s what I thought,” he said, cracking his whip.

Rudolph would like to have punished him then and there for his humiliation of the night before, but
Abner looked too powerful as he strode along manfully with vigorous steps. Besides, he had a heavy
whip in his hand, which the tramp suspected would be used unhesitatingly if there were occasion. The
prospect was not inviting. But, at any rate, Rudolph could demand that Tony be remitted to his custody.

Where’s my boy?” asked the tramp, keeping at a safe distance.
Didn’t know you had a boy,” said Abner.

I mean that villain Tony. Isn’t that he on that load of hay?”
“Kind o’ looks like him,” answered Abner, grinning.

Rudolph looked up, and caught sight of the hat.

Come down here, Tony,” he said sternly.

Joe, who had been instructed what to do, answered not a word.

Come down here, if you know what’s best for you,” continued the tramp.



Guess he’s hard of hearing,” laughed Abner.

Stop your wagon,” said Rudolph furiously, “I want to get hold of him.”

“Couldn’t do it,” said Abner coolly. “I’m in a hurry.”

“Will you give me the boy or not?” demanded the tramp hoarsely.

He can get off and go along with you if he wants to,” said Abner. “Do you want to get down, Tony?”
“No!” answered the supposed Tony.

You see, squire, he prefers to ride,” said Abner. “Can’t blame him much. I"d do it in his place.”

“Where are you going?” demanded the tramp, who hadn’t discovered that the voice was not that of
Tony.

I’m going to Castleton,” answered Abner.
“Are you going to leave the hay there?”
“Yes, that’s what I calc’late to do.”
“How far is it?”

“Six miles.”

“I’ll walk along, too.”

“Better not, squire, you’ll get tired.”

“I’1l risk that.”

Rudolph’s plan was manifest. When the hay was unloaded, of course Tony would have to get down.
Then he would get hold of him.

You can do just as you’ve a mind to,” said Abner. “You’ll be company to Tony and me, but you needn’t
put yourself out on our account, hey, Tony?”

There was a smothered laugh on top of the hay, which the tramp heard. His eyes snapped viciously, and
he privately determined to give Tony a settlement in full for all his offenses just as soon as he got hold
of him.

So they jogged on, mile after mile. Abner walked on one side, swinging his whip, and occasionally
cracking it. The tramp walked on the other side of the road, and the boy rode along luxuriously
imbedded in his fragrant couch of hay. Abner from time to time kept up the tramp’s illusion by calling
out, “Tony, you must take keer, or you’ll fall off.”

“I’ll catch him if he does,” said Rudolph grimly.
So you will,” chuckled Abner. “You’d like to, wouldn’t you?”
“Certainly. He is my son,” said Rudolph.

Do you hear that, Tony? He says you’re his son,” said Abner, grinning again.



There was another laugh from the boy on the load of hay.
You won’t find anything to laugh at when I get hold of you,” muttered Rudolph.
So they journeyed into Castleton.

From time to time Abner, as he thought how neatly the tramp had been sold, burst into a loud laugh,
which was echoed from the hay wagon. Rudolph was not only angry, but puzzled.

Does the boy hope to escape me?” he asked himself. “If so, he will find himself badly mistaken. He
will find that I am not to be trifled with.”

“Say, squire, what makes you look so glum?” asked Abner. “Maybe it’s because I didn’t let you in
when you called so late last night. We don’t receive visitors after midnight.”

Rudolph scowled, but said nothing.

How long has the boy been with you?” asked Abner, further.

Since he was born,” answered the tramp. “Ain’t I his father?”

“I don’t know. If it’s a conundrum, I give it up.”

“Well, I am, and no one has a right to keep him from me,” said the tramp, in a surly manner.
I wouldn’t keep him from you for a minute,” said Abner innocently.

You are doing it now.”

“No, I ain’t.”

“I can’t get at him on that hay.”

“He can come down if he wants to. I don’t stop him. You can come down if you want to, Tony,” he
said, looking up to where the boy’s hat was visible.

Tony did not answer, and Abner continued:

“You see he don’t want to come. He’d rather ride. You know he’s been sick,” said Abner, with a grin,
“and he’s too delicate to walk. He ain’t tough, like you and me.”

“He’ll need to be tough,” muttered the tramp, as he thought of the flogging he intended to give Tony.
What did you say?”
“Never mind.”

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Abner. “You can say what you want to. This is a free country, only you can’t
do what you’ve a mind to.”

Rudolph wished that he had a double stock of strength. It was very provoking to be laughed at and
derided by Abner, without being able to revenge himself. A pistol or a knife would make him even with
the countryman, but Rudolph was too much of a coward to commit such serious crimes where there
was so much danger of detection and punishment.



At last they entered Castleton.

The hay was to be delivered to a speculator, who collected large quantities of it, and forwarded it over
the railroad to a large city.

It had to be weighed, and Abner drove at once to the hay scales.

Now,” thought Rudolph, with exultation, “the boy must come down, and I shall get hold of him.”
“I guess you’d better slide down,” said Abner. “I can’t sell you for hay, Tony.”

There was a movement, and then the boy slid down, Abner catching him as he descended.
Rudolph’s face changed ominously when he saw that it wasn’t Tony who made his appearance.
What does this mean?” he demanded furiously.

What’s the matter?”

“This isn’t Tony.”

“Come to look at him, it isn’t,” said Abner, with a twinkle in his eye.

Didn’t you say it was Tony?” asked the tramp, exasperated.

I guess I was mistaken, squire,” said Abner, grinning.

Where is he, then?”

“I don’t know, I’m sure. It seems he didn’t come. Guess he must have given us the slip.”

The tramp, unable to control his rage, burst into a volley of execrations.

“Hope you feel better, squire,” said Abner, when he got through.

I’d like to see you hanged,” retorted Rudolph bitterly.

Thank you,” said Abner, “I’ll invite you when it comes off.”

The tramp strode off, vowing dire vengeance against both Abner and Tony.

CHAPTER VII

A STRANGE HOTEL

From the upper window in the farmhouse, which was situated on elevated ground, Tony saw his old
guardian follow Abner. Thus the way was opened for his escape.

Won’t you stay longer with us?” asked the farmer.

Thank you,” answered Tony, “but I wouldn’t dare to. Rudolph may be back for me, and I want to get
away before he has a chance.”

“Are you going to walk?” asked the farmer’s wife.

Yes,” said Tony. “I’ve only got five cents in my pocket, and I can’t ride far on that.”



“I’m afraid you will be tired,” she said.
Oh, I’'m used to tramping,” returned Tony lightly.
Can’t you put up some dinner for him, wife?” suggested the farmer. “It’ll make him hungry walking.”

“To be sure, I will,” she replied, and a large supply of eatables were put in a paper, sufficient to last
Tony twenty-four hours at least.

The farmer deliberated whether he should not offer our hero half a dollar, but he was close, so far as
money was concerned, and he decided in the negative.

So Tony set out, taking a course directly opposite to that pursued by Abner. In this way he thought he
should best avoid the chance of meeting Rudolph.

About five o’clock he felt that it was about time to look about for a night’s rest. A hotel was, of course,
out of the question, and he looked about for a farmhouse. The nearest dwelling was a small one, of four
rooms, setting back from the road, down a lane.

Perhaps I can get in there,” thought Tony.

An old man, with a patriarchal beard, whose neglected and squalid dress seemed to indicate poverty,
was sitting on the doorstep.

Good-evening,” said Tony.

Who are you?” demanded the old man suspiciously.

I am a poor traveler,” said Tony.

A tramp,” said the old man, in the same tone.

Yes, I suppose so,” said Tony.

Well, I’ve got nothing for you.”

“I don’t want anything except the chance to sleep.”

“Don’t you want any supper?”

“No; I’ve got my supper here,” returned our hero.

What have you got there?” asked the old man.

Some bread and butter, and cold meat.”

“It looks good,” said the other, with what Tony thought to be a longing look.
I’ll share it with you, if you’ll let me sleep here to-night,” said Tony.

The old man was a miser, as Tony suspected. He was able to live comfortably, but he deprived himself
of the necessaries of life in order to hoard away money. His face revealed that to Tony. He had nearly
starved himself, but he had not overcome his natural appetites, and the sight of Tony’s supper gave him
a craving for it.



I don’t know,” he said doubtfully. “If I let you sleep here, you might get up in the night and rob me.”
“You don’t look as if you had anything worth stealing.”

“You’re quite right,” said old Ben Hayden. “I’ve only saved a little money—a very little—to pay my
funeral expenses. You wouldn’t take that.”

“Oh, no,” said Tony. “I wouldn’t take it if you’d give it to me.”

“You wouldn’t? Why not?”

“Because you need it yourself. If you were a rich man it would be different.”

“So it would,” said old Hayden. “You’re a good boy—an excellent boy. I’ll trust you. You can stay.”
“Then let us eat supper,” said Tony.

He sat down on the doorstep and gave the old man half of his supply of food. He was interested to see
the avidity with which he ate it.

Is it good?” he asked.

I haven’t eaten anything so good for a long time. I couldn’t afford to buy food.”

“I am sorry for you.”

“You haven’t got any left for breakfast.”

“Oh, somebody will give me breakfast,” said Tony.

Do you travel round all the time?”

“Yes; but I hope to get a chance to go to work soon. I’d rather live in one place.”

“You might live with me, if I were not so poor.”

“Thank you,” answered Tony politely, but it did not appear that it was such a home as he would choose.
Do you live alone?” he asked.

Yes.”

“I didn’t know but you might be married.”

“I was married but my wife died long ago.”

“Why don’t you marry again?” inquired Tony.

I couldn’t afford it,” answered Hayden, frightened at the suggestion. “Women have terrible appetites.”
“Have they?” returned Tony, amused.

And I can’t get enough for myself to eat.”

“Have you always lived here?”

“No; I lived in England when I was a young man.”



“What made you leave it?”

“Why do you ask me that?” demanded old Ben.
“Oh, if it’s a secret, don’t tell me,” said Tony.

Who said it was a secret?” said the old man irritably.
Nobody that I know of.”

“Then why do you ask me such questions?”

“Don’t answer anything you don’t want to,” said our hero. “I only asked for the sake of saying
something.”

“I don’t mind telling,” said old Ben, more calmly. “It was because I was so poor. I thought I could do
better in America.”

“Do you own this place?”

“Yes, but it’s a very poor place. It isn’t worth much.”

“I shouldn’t think it was,” said Tony.

You’re a good lad. You see how poor I am.”

“Of course I do, and I’'m sorry for you. I would help you only I am very poor myself.”
“Have you got any money?” asked Ben, with interest.

I’ve got five cents,” answered Tony, laughing. “I hope you’ve got more than that.”

“A little more—a very little more,” said Ben.

The old miser began to consider whether he couldn’t charge Tony five cents for his lodging, but sighed
at the recollection that Tony had already paid for it in advance by giving him a supper.

At eight o’clock the miser suggested going to bed.

I haven’t any lights,” he said; “candles cost so much. Besides, a body’s better off in bed.”

“I’m willing to go to bed,” said Tony. “I’ve walked a good deal to-day, and I’m tired.”

They went into the house. There was a heap of rags in the corner of the room when they entered.
That’s my bed,” said old Ben; “it’s all I have.”

“I can sleep on the floor,” said Tony.

He took off his jacket, rolled it up for a pillow, and stretched himself out on the bare floor. He had often
slept so before.



CHAPTER VIII

TONY HIRES OUT

Tony was not slow in going to sleep. Neither his hard bed nor his strange bedchamber troubled him.

Generally he slept all night without awakening, but to-night, for some unknown reason, he awoke about
two o’clock. It was unusually light for that hour, and so he was enabled to see what at first startled him.
The old man had raised a plank forming a part of the flooring, and had lifted from beneath it a canvas
bag full of gold pieces. He was taking them out and counting them, apparently quite unconscious of
Tony’s presence.

Tony raised himself on his elbow, and looked at him. It occurred to him that for a man so suspicious it
was strange that he should expose his hoard before a stranger. Something, however, in the old man’s
look led him to think that he was in a sleep-walking fit.

Ninety-five, ninety-six, ninety-seven,” Tony heard him count; “that makes nine hundred and seventy
dollars, all gold, good, beautiful gold. Nobody knows the old man is so rich. There’s another bag, too.
There are one hundred pieces in that. Three more and this will be full, too. Nobody must know, nobody
must know.”

He put back the pieces, replaced the bag in its hiding place, and then, putting back the plank, lay down
once more on his heap of rags.

How uneasy he would be,” thought Tony, “if he knew I had seen his treasures. But I wouldn’t rob him
for the world, although the money would do me good, and he makes no use of it except to look at it.”

Tony slept till six when he was awakened by a piteous groaning.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

Who’s there?” demanded Ben, terrified.

It’s only I. Don’t you remember you let me sleep here last night?”

“Oh, yes. I remember now. I’m sick; very sick.”

“How do you feel?”

“I’m aching and trembling all over. Do you think I’'m going to die?” he asked, with a startled look.
Oh, no, I guess not,” said Tony reassuringly.

I never felt so before,” groaned Ben. “I’m an old man. Don’t you really think I shall die?”

Tony knew nothing of medicines or of diseases, but he had the sense to understand that the old man
would be more likely to recover if his terror could be allayed, and he said lightly:

“Oh, it’s only a trifle. You’ve taken cold, very likely. A cup of hot tea would be good for you.”
“I haven’t any tea,” groaned Ben. “It costs a great deal, and I’m very poor. I can’t afford to buy it.”

Tony smiled, remembering the hoard of gold.



I guess you’ve got some money,” said Tony. “You’d better let me go to the store, and buy some tea and
a fresh roll for you.”

“How much will it cost?” asked Ben.

I can get some bread, and tea, and sugar for thirty or forty cents,” answered Tony.
Forty cents! It’s frightful!” exclaimed Ben. “I—I guess I’ll do without it.”

“Oh, well, if you prefer to lie there and die, it’s none of my business,” said Tony, rather provoked.
But I don’t want to die,” whined Ben.

Then do as I tell you.”

Tony jumped up, unrolled his coat and put it on.

Now,” he said, “I’m ready to go for you, if you’ll give me the money.”

“But you may take it and not come back.”

“If you think you can’t trust me, you needn’t.”

“I think I’ll go myself,” said Ben.

He tried to raise himself, but a twinge of pain compelled him to lie down again.
No, I can’t,” he said.

Well, do you want me to go for you?”

“Yes,” answered Ben reluctantly.

Then give me the money.”

Ben produced twenty-five cents from his pocket.

Isn’t that enough?” he asked.

Better give me more,” said Tony.

He produced ten cents more, and vowed it was all the money he had in the world.

Tony decided not to contradict his assertion, but to make this go as far as it would. He put on his hat
and started out. He meant also to stop at the doctor’s, and ask him to call round, for he thought it
possible that the old man might be seriously sick.

After he left the grocery store, he called at the house of the village doctor.

Old Ben sick?” said Dr. Compton. “How did you happen to be in his house?”

Tony explained.

He has been repaid for taking you in,” said the doctor. “I’ll put on my hat and go right over with you.”

After Tony left the house, old Ben tormented himself with the thought that the boy would never come
back.



He was relieved by seeing the door open and Tony enter. But he looked dismayed when he saw the
doctor.

What did you come for?” he asked peevishly.

To see what I can do for you, Mr. Hayden.”

“But I can’t pay you,” whined old Ben.

We’ll talk about that afterward.”

“You can’t charge when I didn’t send for you.”

“Make your mind easy. I won’t charge for this visit. Let me feel your pulse.”
Old Ben no longer opposed medical treatment, finding it would cost nothing.
Am I going to die?” he asked, with an anxious look.

You need nourishing food and care, that is all,” was the reply. “You have had a chill, and you are
reduced by insufficient food.”

“I have some bread and tea here,” said Tony.

Then make a fire and boil the tea. And, by the way, Mr. Hayden needs somebody for a few days. Can
you look after him?”

“If he will give me money enough to buy what he needs,” said Tony.
Old Ben whined that he was poor, and had no money, but the doctor interrupted him impatiently.

That’s all nonsense,” he said. “You may not have much money, but you’ve got some, and you’ll die if
you don’t spend some on yourself. If you don’t agree to it I shall advise this boy here to leave you to
your fate. Then your only resource will be to go to the poorhouse.”

This proposal was not acceptable to Ben, who was unwilling to leave the house where his treasures
were concealed. He, therefore, reluctantly acceded to the doctor’s conditions, and Tony got his
breakfast.

Well,” thought Tony to himself, with a smile, “I’ve got a situation as plain cook and housekeeper. I

wonder how long it will last, and what’ll come of it. I don’t believe Rudolph will look for me here.”

CHAPTER IX

THE FACE AT THE WINDOW

Tony was not only cook and housekeeper, but he was sick nurse as well. Nor were his duties easy. The
main difficulty was about getting money to buy what was absolutely necessary. This was very irritating,
especially since Tony knew about Ben’s hidden treasure.

One morning Tony went to Ben for money, saying:

“There isn’t a scrap of food in the house except a little tea.”



“You can make some tea. That will do,” said Ben.

It may do for you, but it won’t for me.”

“It costs a sight to support two people.”

“I don’t know about that. I’ve only spent two dollars in six days. You don’t call that much, do you?”
“Two dollars!” ejaculated the old man, terrified. “Oh, it’s too much. I am ruined!”

“Are you?” said Tony coolly. “Then all I can say is, you’re easily ruined. I want half a dollar.”
“I shan’t give it to you,” snarled Ben.

Do you mean to starve?”

“I won’t part with all I have. You are robbing me.”

“That won’t make much difference, as you’ll be dead in three days,” said Tony.

What?” almost shrieked Ben, in dismay. “Who told you so? The doctor?”

“No.”

“You ain’t goin’ to murder me, are you?”

“No; you are going to murder yourself.”

“What do you mean?” demanded Ben peevishly.

You’re not willing to buy anything to eat,” explained Tony, “and you can’t live above three days on
nothing.”

“Is that all? What made you frighten me so0?”

“I only told you the truth. Are you going to give me the money?”

“Perhaps you’ll tell me where I’m going to get so much money?” said Ben, in the same tone.
I will tell you if you want me to,” answered Tony.

Where?” asked Ben eagerly.

Under the floor,” returned Tony composedly.

What!” screamed Ben, in consternation.

“Just where I said. There’s plenty of money under that plank.”

“Who told you?” groaned the old man, livid with terror. “Have—have you taken any?”
“Not a dollar. It’s all there.”

“Have you been spying when I was asleep?”

“No, I haven’t. That ain’t my style.”

“How could you find out, then?”



“I’1l tell you. The first night I was here, you got up in your sleep and took up the board. Then you drew
out two bags of gold pieces and counted them.”

“Oh, I’m ruined! I’'m undone!” lamented Ben.

I don’t see how you are.”

“I shall be robbed. There’s only a little there—only a few dollars to bury me.”

“I guess you mean to have a tall funeral,” said Tony coolly. “There’s a thousand dollars there.”
“No, no, only fifty,” answered the old man.

There’s no use talking, I know better. If you don’t believe it, suppose I count the pieces.”

“No, no!”

“Just as you say. As it is, you’ve got plenty of money, and I know it, and if you ain’t willing to use
some of it, I’ll go off and leave you alone.”

“Don’t go,” said Ben hastily. “You’re a good boy. You wouldn’t rob a poor old man, would you?”

“Nor a rich old man either, but I don’t mean to starve. So give me fifty cents and I’ll get some fresh
bread and butter, and tea and sugar.”
“No matter about the butter. It costs too much.”

“I want butter myself. My constitution requires it,” said Tony. “You needn’t eat it if you don’t want to.

Ben groaned again, but he produced the money required, and Tony soon returned from the grocery
store with small supplies of the articles he had named.

“Now we’ll have some breakfast,” said Tony cheerfully. “Don’t you feel hungry?”

“A—a little,” acknowledged Ben reluctantly. “I wish I wasn’t. It costs so much to live.”

“I don’t think it costs you much,” said Tony. “This morning I’m going to give you a boiled egg.”
“I can’t afford it,” groaned the old man.

You may as well eat it, as it’s here.”

“How much did you pay?”

“Three cents for two.”

Ben groaned again, but when breakfast was ready he showed an unusually good appetite, and did not
refrain from partaking of the egg, expensive as it was.

Dr. Compton came in the next morning, and pronounced the old man better and stronger.
Shall I be able to get up soon, doctor?” asked Ben.
In a day or two, I think.”

Ben heaved a sigh of relief.



I’'m glad of it,” he said. “I can’t afford to be sick.”
“Has it cost you much?” asked the doctor, amused.
It costs a sight to live. He eats a good deal.”

“He’s a growing boy; but he’s worth all he costs you. You’d better ask him to stay with you a few
weeks.”

“No, no; I can’t afford it,” said Ben hastily. “He’s a good boy; but he’s very hearty—very hearty.”
“Don’t vex him, doctor,” said our hero. “I’m tired of staying here. I want to get out on the road again.”
Ben looked relieved.

Right, boy,” he said—“you’re right. It’s a dull place. You’ll be better off to go.”

“You have been lucky to have him here during your sickness,” said the doctor. “Without his care, or
that of some one else, you would probably have died.”

“But I won’t die now?” asked old Ben anxiously.
Not at present, I hope. But you must live better than you have been accustomed to do.”

“I shall be glad to get away,” said Tony hurriedly, to the doctor, outside of the house. “I’m used to
tramping, and I can’t stand it much longer. There’s one thing I want to tell you before I go.”

“Go on, my boy.”

“I am afraid the old man will be robbed sometime.”

“Is there anything to steal?”

Tony, in a low tone, imparted to Dr. Compton the discovery he had made of the miser’s hoards.

I suspected as much,” said the doctor. “I will do what I can to induce Ben to have the gold moved to a
place of safety, but I don’t feel confident of my ability to do it. Such men generally like to have their
hoards within their own reach.”

Two nights later Tony awoke shortly after midnight. It was a bright, moonlight night, as on the first
night he slept there. Again he saw Ben crouched on the floor, engaged in counting his hoards. The old
man had recovered enough strength to get out of bed without assistance. This time, he was broad
awake.

Tony was not the only witness of the spectacle. Casting his eyes toward the window, he was startled by
seeing a dark, sinister face pressed against the pane, almost devouring the old man and his gold.

It was the face of Rudolph, the tramp!



CHAPTER X

RUDOLPH’S UNEXPECTED DEFEAT

“Has Rudolph tracked me, or is it only accident that has brought him here?”

This was the thought which naturally suggested itself to our hero, as in a very disturbed state of mind
he stared at Rudolph through the uncertain light.

Tony felt the difficulties of the position. Not only would the gold be taken, but, he, too, would fall into
the power of the tramp.

Old Ben had not yet discovered the sinister face at the window. He was too busily occupied with his
pleasant employment of counting over his gold.

But he was speedily aroused by the noise of the window being raised from the outside.

Then he turned with a startled look, which quickly deepened into astonishment and dismay, as he
caught the lowering look fixed upon him. There was more than this. There was recognition besides.

You here?” he gasped.
Yes, Ben, it’s me. May I come in?”
“No, no!” ejaculated the old man hastily.

I think I must,” returned the tramp, in the same mocking tone. “I came to see you as an old friend, but I
never dreamed you were so rich.”

“Rich!” repeated Ben. “I’'m very poor.”

“That looks like it.”

“It’s only a few dollars—enough to bury me.”

“Very well, Ben, I’ll take charge of it, and when you need burial I’ll attend to it. That’s fair, isn’t it?”

Rudolph, who had paused outside, now raised the window to its full height, and, despite the old man’s
terrified exclamations, bounded lightly into the room.
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Help! help! thieves!” screamed Ben.

Hold your jaw, you driveling old idiot!” said Rudolph, “or I’ll give you something to yell about.”
“Help, Tony, help!” continued the old man.

The tramp’s eyes, following the direction of Ben’s, discovered our hero on his rude bed in the corner.

Ho, ho!” he laughed, with a mirth that boded ill to Tony, “so I’ve found you at last, have I? You served
me a nice trick the other day, didn’t you?”

“I hoped I should never set eyes on you again.”

“I’ve no doubt you did. You undertook to run away from me, did you? I knew I should come across you
sooner or later.”



While this conversation was going on Ben glanced from one to the other in surprise, his attention
momentarily drawn away from his own troubles.

Do you know this boy, Rudolph?” he inquired.
I should think I did,” answered the tramp grimly.
Who is he?” asked Ben, evidently excited.

What’s that to you?” returned Rudolph. “It’s a boy I picked up, and have taken care of, and this is his
gratitude to me. A few days since he ran away from me, and I’ve had a long chase to find him.”

“Is this true?” asked Ben, turning to Tony.

Some of it is true,” said our hero. “I’ve been with him ever since I could remember, and I ran away
because he wanted me to join him in robbing a house. He calls me his son, but I know he is not my
father.”

“How do you know?” demanded the tramp sternly.

Didn’t you say so just now?”

“It was none of the old man’s business, and I didn’t care what I told him.”

“There’s something within me tells me that there’s no relationship between us,” said Tony boldly.
Is there, indeed? Is there anything within you tells you you are going to get a good flogging?”
“No, there isn’t.”

“Then you needn’t trust it, for that is just what is going to happen.”

He advanced toward Tony in a threatening manner, when he was diverted from his purpose by seeing
the old man hastily gathering up the gold. Punishment could wait, he thought, but the gold must be
secured now.

Not so fast, Ben!” he said. “You must lend me some of that.”
“I can’t,” said Ben, hurrying all the faster. “It’s all I have, and I am very poor.”

“I am poorer still, for I haven’t a red to bless myself with. Come, I won’t take all, but some I must
have.”

He stooped over and began to grasp at the gold pieces, some of which were heaped up in piles upon the
floor.

Even the weakest are capable of harm when exasperated, and Ben was gifted with preternatural
strength when he saw himself likely to lose the hoards of a lifetime, and his anger rose to fever heat
against the scoundrel whom he had known years before.

With a cry like that of a wild beast, he sprang upon the tramp, who, in his crouching position, was
unable to defend himself against a sudden attack. Rudolph fell backward, striking his head with great
force against the brick hearth and he lay insensible, with the blood gushing from a wound in his head.



The old man stood appalled at the consequence of his sudden attack.

Have I killed him? Shall I be hanged?”

“No, he’s only stunned,” said Tony, with all his wits about him. “We have no time to lose.”
“To run away? I can’t leave my gold,” said Ben.

I don’t mean that. We must secure him. Have you got some stout cord?”

“Yes, yes,” said Ben, beginning to understand our hero’s design. “Stay, I’ll get it right away.”
“You’d better, for he may come to at any minute.”

The old man fumbled round until in some out-of-the-way corner he discovered a quantity of stout cord.
The boy set to work with rapid hands to tie the prostrate tramp hand and foot.

How brave you are,” exclaimed the old man, admiringly. “I wouldn’t dare to touch him.”
“Nor I, if he were awake. I didn’t think you were so strong. He went over as if he were shot.”
“Did he?” asked the old man, bewildered.

It’s lucky for us you threw yourself upon him as you did. A little more cord, Mr. Hayden. I want to tie
him securely. You’d better be gathering up that gold, and putting it away before he comes to.”

Scarcely was the money put away in its place of concealment when the tramp recovered from his fit of
unconsciousness, and looked stupidly around him. Then he tried to move, and found himself hampered
by his bonds. Looking up, he met the terrified gaze of old Ben, and the steady glance of Tony. Then the
real state of the case flashed upon him, and he was filled with an overpowering rage at the audacity of
his late charge, to whom he rightly attributed his present humiliating plight.

CHAPTER XI

CAPTURED AT LAST

“Let me up!” roared Rudolph, struggling vigorously with the cords that bound him.

Ben was terrified by his demonstration, and had half a mind to comply with his demand.
Don’t you do it, Mr. Hayden!” Tony exclaimed.

What, young jackanapes!” said the tramp, scowling fiercely. “You dare to give him this advice?”
“Yes, I do,” said Tony boldly. “He will be a fool if he releases you.”

“If he don’t I’11 kill him, and you, too.”

“What shall I do?” added Ben helplessly.

Do you know what he’ll do if you untie him?”

“What will I do?” demanded Rudolph.

You will steal this old man’s money. It was what you were about to do when you fell over backward.”



“He threw me over,” said the tramp.

“I’m very sorry,” stammered Ben.

If you’re very sorry untie them cords, and let me up.”

“I didn’t tie you.”

“Who did?”

“The—the boy.”

“You dared to do it!” exclaimed Rudolph.

Yes, I did,” said Tony calmly. “It was the only way to keep you out of mischief.”
“Insolent puppy; if I only had my hands free I would strangle you both.”

“You hear what he says?” said Tony, turning to old Ben. “Are you in favor of untying him now?”
“No, no!” exclaimed Ben, trembling. “He is a dreadful man. Oh, why did he come here?”
“I came for your gold, you fool, and I’ll have it.”

“What shall I do?” asked the old man, wringing his hands in the excess of his terror.

Let me up, and I won’t hurt you.”

“Just now you said you would strangle the both of us, Rudolph.”

“I’1l strangle you, you cub, but I will do no harm to the old man.”

“Don’t you trust him, Mr. Hayden,” said Tony. “He will promise anything to get free, but he will forget
all about it when he is unbound.”

“I’d like to choke you!” muttered Rudolph.

I’ll go and call for help to arrest him,” said Tony.

And leave me alone with him?” asked Ben, terrified.

No, we will lock the door, and you shall go and stay outside till I come back.”

Tony’s proposal was distasteful to Rudolph. He had a wholesome dread of the law, and didn’t fancy the
prospect of an arrest. He made a fresh and violent struggle which portended danger to his captors.

Come out quick,” said Tony hastily. “It is not safe for you to stay here any longer.”
The old man followed him nothing loath, and Tony locked the door on the outside.
Do you think he will get free?” asked Ben nervously.

He may, and if he does there is no safety for either of us till he is caught again.”
“Oh, my gold! my gold!” groaned Ben. “He may get it.”

“Yes, he may; our only hope is to secure him as soon as possible.”



“I’m so weak I can’t go fast.”

“You must conceal yourself and let me run on.”

“I don’t know of any place.”

“Here’s a place. You will be safe here till I come for you.”

Tony pointed to an old ruined shed.

Will you be sure and come for me?”

“Yes, don’t be alarmed. Only don’t show yourself till you hear my voice.”

Ben crept into the temporary shelter, glad that in his weakened condition he should not be obliged to go
any further. He tormented himself with the thought that even now the desperate tramp might be robbing
him of his treasures. Still he had great confidence in Tony and hope was mingled with his terror.

He’s a brave boy,” he murmured. “I am glad he was with me, though he does eat a sight.”

Tony hurried on to the village, where he lost no time in arousing a sufficient number to effect the
capture of the burglar. He no longer felt any compunction in turning against his quondam guardian.

I owe him nothing,” thought Tony. “What has he ever done for me? He is not my father. Probably he
kidnaped me from my real home, and has made me an outcast and a tramp like himself.”

Meanwhile Rudolph was not idle.

It may be thought strange that he should have so much difficulty in freeing himself from the cords with
which Tony had bound him. But it must be remembered that the boy had done his work well.

After he had been locked in, Rudolph set to work energetically to obtain release. He succeeded in
raising himself to his feet, but as his ankles were tied together, this did not do him much good. He tried
to break the cords; but the only result was to chafe his wrists.

What a fool I am!” he exclaimed, at length. “The old man must have some table knives about
somewhere. With these I can cut the cords.”

When found, they proved so dull that even if he had had free use of one of his hands, it would not have
been found easy to make them of service. But when added to this was the embarrassment of his fettered
hands, it will not excite surprise that it required a long time to sever the tough cords which bound him.
But success came at length.

Now for revenge!” thought the tramp. “The boy shall rue this night’s task, or my name is not Rudolph.”

But, angry as he was, and thirsting as he did for vengeance, he did not forget the object which had
drawn him thither. Whatever else he might do, he must secure the miser’s gold.

He removed the plank, and there, beneath him lay the much-coveted bags of golden treasure.

These,” he said to himself, “will carry me back to England, and provide for me like a gentleman, till I
can get some more.”

He rose from the floor, and, with the bags in his hand, jumped out of the still open window.



But he was too late. Two strong men seized him, each by an arm, and said sternly:

“You are our prisoner!”

CHAPTER XII

TONY STARTS OUT ONCE MORE

After Rudolph’s seizure Ben discovered the bags of gold in the hands of the tramp.

Give me my money!” he shrieked.

It’s safe, Ben,” said one of the captors. “But who would have supposed you had so much money?”
“It isn’t much,” faltered the old man.

The bags are pretty heavy,” was the significant rejoinder. “Will you take two hundred dollars apiece for
them?”

“No,” said the old man, embarrassed.
Then there is considerable after all. But never mind. Take better care of them hereafter.”

Ben stooped to pick up the bags. He had got hold of them when the tramp aimed a kick at him which
completely upset him.

Even though he fell, however, he did not lose his grip of the bags, but clung to them while crying with
pain.

Take that, you old fool!” muttered the tramp. “It’s the first installment of the debt I owe you.”
“Take him away, take him away! He will murder me!” exclaimed old Ben, in terror.

Come along. You’ve done mischief enough,” said his captors, sternly, forcing the tramp along.
I’'ll do more yet,” muttered Rudolph.

He turned to Tony, who stood at a little distance.

I’ve got a score to settle with you, young traitor.”

“I’m sorry for you, Rudolph,” said Tony; “but you’ve brought it on yourself.”

“Bah! you hypocrite!” retorted the tramp. “I don’t want any of your sorrow. It won’t save you when the
day of reckoning comes.”

He was not allowed to say more, but was hurried away to the village lockup for detention.

Dr. Compton was among the party who had been summoned by Tony. He lingered behind, and took
Ben apart.

Mr. Hayden,” he said, “I want to give you a piece of advice.”
“What is it?” asked the old man.

Don’t keep this gold in your house. It isn’t safe.”



“Who do you think will take it?” asked Ben.
None of those here this morning, unless this tramp should escape from custody.”
“If he don’t, what danger is there?”

“It will get about that you have money secreted here, and I venture to say it will be stolen before three
months are over.”

“It will kill me,” said Ben piteously.
Then put it out of reach of danger.”
“Where?”

“I am going over to the county town, where there is a bank. Deposit it there, and whenever you want
any go and get it.”

“But banks break sometimes,” said Ben, in alarm.
This is an old established institution. You need not be afraid of it.”
“But I can’t see the money—I can’t count it.”

“You can see the deposit record in a book. Even if that doesn’t suit you as well, you can sleep
comfortably, knowing that you are not liable to be attacked and murdered by burglars.”

The old man vacillated, but finally yielded to the force of the doctor’s reasoning. A day or two later he
rode over to the neighboring town, and saw his precious gold deposited in the vaults of the bank.

We are anticipating, however.

When the confusion incident to the arrest was over, Tony came forward.

“Mr. Hayden,” he said, “you are so much better that I think you can spare me now.”
“But suppose Rudolph comes back.”

“I don’t think he can. He will be put in prison.”

“I suppose he will. What a bold, bad man.”

“Yes, he is a bad man, but I’'m sorry for him.”

“How did you come to be with him?”

“I don’t know, I have been with him as long as I can remember. You used to know him, didn’t you?”
“A little,” said the old man hastily.

Where was it?”

“In England—long ago.”

“In England. Was he born in England?”

“Yes.”



“Do you think I am English, too?”
“I think so; yes, I think so,” answered Ben cautiously.
Have you any idea who I am—who were my parents?”

“Don’t trouble me now,” said Ben peevishly. “I am not well. My head is confused. Some day I will
think it over and tell you what I know.”

“But if I am not here?”

“I will write it down, and give it to the doctor.”

“That will do,” said Tony. “I know he will keep it for me. Now, good-by.”

“Are you going?”

“Yes, I have my own way to make in the world. I can’t live on you any longer.”

“To be sure not,” said Ben. “I am too poor to feed two persons, and you have a very large appetite.”
“Yes,” said Tony, laughing, “I believe I have a healthy appetite. I’'m growing, you know.”

“It must be that. What is your name?”

“That is more than I know. I have always been called Tony, or Tony the Tramp. Rudolph’s last name is
Rugg, and he pretends that I am his son.”

“You are not his son. He never had any son.”
“I am glad to hear that. I shan’t have to say now that my father is in jail. Good-by, Mr. Hayden.”
“Good-by,” said Ben, following the boy thoughtfully with his eyes, till he had disappeared.

With a light heart, and a pocket still lighter, Tony walked on for several miles. Then he stopped at a
country grocery store, and bought five cents’ worth of crackers. These he ate with a good appetite,
slaking his thirst at a wayside spring.

He was lying carelessly on the greensward when a tin peddler’s cart drove slowly along the road.
Hello, there!” said the peddler.

Hello!” said Tony.

Do you want a lift?”

“Yes,” said Tony, with alacrity.

Then get up here. There’s room enough for both of us. You can hold the reins when I stop anywhere.”
“It’s a bargain,” said Tony.

Are you travelin’ for pleasure?”

“On business,” said Tony.

What is your business?”



“I want to find work,” said Tony.

You’re a good, stout youngster. You’d ought to get something to do.”

“So I think,” said Tony.

Got any folks?”

“If you mean wife and children, I haven’t,” answered our hero, with a smile.

Ho, ho!” laughed the peddler. “I guess not. I mean father or mother, uncles or aunts, and such like.”
“No, I am alone in the world.”

“Sho! you don’t say so. Well, that’s a pity. Why, I’ve got forty-’leven cousins and a mother-in-law to
boot. I’ll sell her cheap.”

“Never mind!” said Tony.

“I’ll tell you what,” said the peddler, “I feel interested in you. I’ll take you round with me for a day or
two, and maybe I can get you a place. What do you say?”

“Yes, and thank you,” said Tony.

Then it’s settled. Gee up, Dobbin!”

CHAPTER XIII

TONY GETS APLACE

Toward the close of the next day the tin peddler halted in front of a country tavern.
I’m going to stay here overnight,” he said.

Maybe they’ll let me sleep in the barn,” said Tony.

In the barn! Why not in the house?”

“I haven’t got any money, you know Mr. Bickford.”

“What’s the odds? They won’t charge anything extra for you to sleep with me.”

“You’re very kind, Mr. Bickford, but they won’t keep me for nothing, and I don’t want you to pay for
me.”

At this moment the landlord came out on the piazza, and asked the hostler:
“Where’s Tom?”

“Gone home—says he’s sick,” answered James.

Drat that boy! It’s my opinion he was born lazy. That’s what’s the matter with him.”
“I guess you’re right, Mr. Porter,” said James.

I wouldn’t take him back if I had anybody to take his place.”



“Do you hear that, Tony?” said the peddler.

Tony walked to the landlord and said:

“I’ll take his place.”

“Who are you?” asked the landlord, in surprise.

I have just come,” said Tony.

What can you do?”

“Anything you want me to do.”

“Have you any references?”

“I can refer to him,” said Tony, pointing to the tin peddler.

Oh, Mr. Bickford,” said the landlord, with a glance of recognition. “Well, that’s enough. I’ll take you.
James, take this boy to the kitchen, and give him some supper. What’s your name, boy?”

“Tony Rugg.”
“Very well, Tony, I’ll give you three dollars a week and your board as long as we suit each other.”
“I’ve got work sooner than I expected,” thought Tony.

The hostler set him to work in the barn, and, though he was new to the work, he quickly understood
what was wanted, and did it.

You work twice as fast as Sam,” said the hostler.
Won’t Sam be mad when he finds I have taken his place?” asked Tony.
Probably he will, but it’s his own fault.”

“Not if he’s sick.”

“He’s no more sick than I am.”

“Well, I am glad he left a vacancy for me,” said Tony.
Where did you work last?” asked the hostler.
Nowhere.”

“Never worked? Then how did you live?”

“I traveled with my guardian.”

“Were you rich?” asked James.

No; I just went round and lived as I could. I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t help it. I had to go where
Rudolph chose to lead me.”

“Where is he now?”

“I don’t know. I got tired of being a tramp, and ran away from him.”



“You did right,” said James, who was a steady man, and looked forward to a snug home of his own ere
long. “All the same, Mr. Porter wouldn’t have taken you if he had known you were a tramp.”

“I hope you won’t tell him, then.”
“No; I won’t tell him. I want you to stay here.”

Tony was assigned to a room in the attic. There were two beds in this chamber, one being occupied by
James. He slept soundly, and was up betimes in the morning. After breakfast Mr. Bickford, the tin
peddler, made ready to start.

Good-by, Tony,” he said, in a friendly manner, “I’m glad you’ve got a place.”

“I wouldn’t have got it if I hadn’t you to refer to.”

“The landlord didn’t ask how long I’d known you,” said Bickford, smiling. “Good luck to you.”

As the peddler drove away, Tony noticed a big, overgrown boy, who was just entering the hotel yard.
That’s Sam,” said the hostler. “He don’t know he’s lost his place.”

Sam was about two inches taller than Tony, red-haired, and freckled, with a big frame, loosely put
together. He was a born bully, and many were the tricks he had played on smaller boys in the village.

Sam strutted into the yard with the air of a proprietor. He took no particular notice of Tony, but
accosted James. The latter made a signal to Tony to be silent.

Well, have you just got along?” asked the hostler.
Ye-es,” drawled Sam.

What made you go home yesterday afternoon?”
“I didn’t feel well,” said Sam nonchalantly.

Do you think Mr. Porter can afford to pay you wages, and let you go home three times a week in the
middle of the afternoon?”

“I couldn’t work when I was sick of course.”

“I suppose you have come to work this morning?”

“Ye-es, but I can’t work very hard—I ain’t quite got over my headache.”
“Then you’ll be glad to hear that you won’t have to work at all.”

“Ain’t there anything to do?” asked Sam.

Yes, there’s plenty to do, but your services ain’t required. You’re bounced!”
“What!” exclaimed Sam.

Mr. Porter’s got tired of your delicate health. It interferes too much with business. He’s got a tougher
boy to take your place.”

“Where is he?” demanded Sam.



There,” answered the hostler, pointing out our hero, who stood quietly listening to the conversation.
Sam regarded Tony with a contemptuous scowl.

Who are you?” he demanded roughly.

Your successor,” answered Tony coolly.

What business had you to take my place?”

“The landlord hired me.”

“I don’t care if he did. He hired me first.”

“Then you’d better go to him and complain about it. It’s none of my business——” “It’s my business,”
said Sam, with emphasis.

Just as you like.”

“Will you give up the place?”

“No,” said Tony. “You must think I’m a fool. What should I give it up for?”

“Because it belongs to me.”

“I don’t see that. I suppose Mr. Porter has a right to hire anybody he likes.”

“He had no right to give you my place.”

“That’s his business. What shall I do next, James?”

“Go and shake down some hay for the horses.”

Sam walked off deeply incensed, muttering threats of vengeance against Tony.

Three days later a boy entered the stable, and, calling for Tony, presented the following missive:

“If you ain’t a coward, meet me to-morrow night at seven o’clock, back of the schoolhouse, and we’ll
settle, by fighting, which shall have the place, you or I? If you get licked you must clear out and leave it
to me.”

“Sam Payson.”
Tony showed the note to the hostler.
Well, Tony, what are you going to do about it?”

“I’1l be on hand,” said Tony, promptly.

CHAPTER XIV

THE BOYS’ DUEL

Sam Payson felt perfectly safe in challenging Tony to single combat. He had seen that he was two
inches shorter and probably twenty pounds lighter. But appearances were deceitful, and he had no idea
that Tony had received special training which he lacked.



In the course of his wanderings Tony had attracted the attention of a pugilist.

I’1l tell you what, Rudolph,” said the pugilist, “you can make something of that boy?”
“How?” asked the tramp.

I’ll teach him to box, and you can get an engagement for him in a circus.”

“Do it if you like,” said the tramp.

So Tony received a gratuitous course of lessons in boxing, which were at last interrupted by a little
difficulty between his teacher and the officers of the law, resulting in the temporary confinement of the
former. The lessons were never resumed, but they had gone so far that Tony was a skillful boxer for a
boy.

He, too, had measured Sam and felt quite sure of being able to conquer him, and that with ease. He did
not, however, mention the grounds of his confidence to James, when the latter expressed some
apprehension that he would find Sam too much for him.

“Don’t be alarmed, James,” said Tony quietly.

He’s bigger than you,” said James doubtfully.

I know that, but he’s clumsy.”

“He’s slow, but he’s pretty strong.”

“Soam .”

“You’ve got pluck, and you deserve to win, Tony.”

“I mean to,” answered Tony. “Come along and see that it’s all fair.”

“I will if T can get away. Will you give up your place if you are licked?”
“Yes,” replied Tony. “I’ll give up my place and leave the village.”

“I don’t believe Mr. Porter will take Sam back.”

“I see you are expecting I will be whipped,” said Tony, laughing; “but you’re mistaken. Sam isn’t able
to do it.”

Meanwhile Sam had made known the duel which was about to take place. He confidently anticipated
victory, and wanted the village boys to be witnesses of the manner in which he was going to polish off
the interloper.

I’ll learn him to cut me out of my place,” he said boastfully: “I’ll learn him to mind his own business.”
“Will you get your place again if you lick him?” asked one of his companions.

Of course, I will.”

“Suppose he won’t give it up?”

“Then I'll lick him every day till he’s glad to clear out. All you boys know I don’t stand no nonsense.”



The result of Sam’s boastful talk was that about a hundred boys collected behind the schoolhouse.

Many of them who had suffered from Sam’s bullying disposition would have been glad to see him
worsted, but none anticipated it.

Nothing was known of Tony except that he was considerably smaller and lighter, and probably weaker.

Tony tried to be on hand at the time appointed, but he had more than usual to do, and it was five
minutes past seven before he entered the field.

There had been various speculations as to the cause of his delay.

He won’t come,” said Sam, with a sneer.

What’ll you do if he don’t come?” asked John Nolan.

What will I do? I’ll pitch into him wherever I see him.”

“There he comes!” shouted a small boy.

All eyes were turned upon Tony, as he entered the field, with James at his side.

I’m sorry to have kept you waiting, boys,” said our hero politely.

We concluded you’d backed out,” said Sam.

That isn’t my style,” returned Tony, with a quiet smile. “I had more to do than usual to-night.”
“You’ve still more to do,” said Sam jeeringly. “I pity you.”

“Do you? You’re very kind,” said Tony, unmoved.

Oh, don’t thank me too soon.”

“Then I won’t. When are the exercises to commence?”

“He takes it cool,” said Nolan.

Oh, it’s only show off,” said Sam. “You’ll see how he’ll wilt down when I get hold of him.”

The two boys stripped off coat and vest and faced each other. Tony was wary and looked into the eyes
of his adversary, showing no disposition to begin.

Sam swung heavily with his right. With scarcely an effort, Tony blocked the blow and returned it quick
as lightning, striking Sam full in the nose.

Sam was not only maddened but disagreeably surprised, especially when he discovered that blood was
trickling from the injured organ. He was still more incensed by the murmur of applause which followed
from the crowd of boys.

He breathed an audible curse, and losing all prudence began to swing at Tony with each fist in rapid
succession, with the intention of overpowering him. But unfortunately for him this exposed him to
attack, and a couple of heavy blows in his face warned him that this was too dangerous.

Tony stood upright, as cool and collected as at first. He had warded off every blow of his adversary.



There was a murmur of surprise among the boys. They had come to see Tony used up, and all the using
up proved to be from the other side. James was as much delighted as surprised. He could not repress
clapping his hands and was quickly imitated by the boys.

Tony knows how to take care of himself,” he thought. “That’s why he took matters so coolly.”

Sam felt humiliated and maddened. He regretted now that he had undertaken a task which seemed
every moment more formidable. What! was it possible that he, Sam Payson, the crack fighter of the
village, was being ignominiously whipped, and that by a smaller boy? He felt that if he permitted this,
his prestige would be forever gone, and with it the influence which he so much prized. He must make
one desperate effort.

If I can only get hold of him,” he thought. “I can shake the life out of him.”

He tried to grasp Tony round the body intending to throw him; but our hero was too quick for him, and
showered the blows upon him with such rapidity that, blinded and overwhelmed, Sam himself
staggered and fell on his back.

Instead of following up the victory, Tony drew off and let his adversary rise. Sam renewed the attack so
wildly that in two minutes he was again lying flat.

That’s enough, Sam! You’re whipped!” shouted the boys.

He got up sullenly, and, in a voice nearly choked with rage, said:

“I’ll be even with you yet, see if I don’t.”

“Hurrah for the stranger!” shouted the boys, enthusiastically, as they crowded around our hero.
Boys,” said Tony modestly, “I’m much obliged to you for your congratulations. Was it a fair fight?”
“Yes, yes!”

“Then it’s all right. Don’t say anything to him about it. He feels bad, as I should in his place. I haven’t
any ill will toward him, and I hope he hasn’t toward me.”

This speech made Tony a still greater favorite, and the boys, making a rush, took him on their
shoulders, and bore him in triumph to the inn. Poor Sam slunk home, suffering keener mortification
than he had ever before experienced in his life.

CHAPTER XV

RUDOLPH ESCAPES

Leaving Tony for a short time, we must return to Rudolph, whom we left in charge of a self-constituted
body of police on his way to the lockup.

When first arrested Rudolph was disposed to be violent and abusive. His disappointment was keen, for
he was just congratulating himself on the possession of the miser’s gold. Five minutes later, and he
would probably have been able to make good his escape. Mingled with his disappointment was a
feeling of intense hostility against Tony for his part in defeating his plans.



I’ll be revenged upon him yet,” he muttered.

They reached the lockup and he was led in. A small oil lamp was lighted and set on the floor.
Where are the handcuffs?” asked one of the captors.

I don’t know. They haven’t been needed for so long that they have been mislaid.”

“They won’t be needed now. The man can’t get out.”

Rudolph’s face betrayed satisfaction.

There’s your bed,” said Moses Hunt, who had Rudolph by the arm, pointing to a rude cot.
Rudolph threw himself upon it.

I’m dead tired,” he said, and closed his eyes.

The door was locked and Rudolph was left alone.

When five minutes had elapsed—time enough for his captors to get away—he got up.

I must get away from this if I can,” thought the tramp, “and before morning. I am glad they didn’t put
on handcuffs. Let me see, how shall I manage it?”

He looked about him thoughtfully.
It was a basement room, lighted only by windows three feet wide and a foot high.

I should like to set fire to the building, and burn it up,” thought the tramp. “That would cost them
something. But it wouldn’t be safe. Like as not I would be burned up myself, or at any rate be taken
again in getting away. No, no! that won’t do. I wonder if I can’t get through one of those windows?”

He stood on the chair, and as the room was low-ceiled he found he could easily reach the windows.
He shook them and found to his joy that it would be a comparatively easy thing to remove one of them.
What fools they are!” he muttered contemptuously. “Did they really expect to keep me here?”

He removed the window, and by great effort succeeded in raising himself so that he might have a
chance of drawing himself through the aperture. It did not prove so easy as he expected. He did,
however, succeed at length, and drew a long breath of satisfaction as he found himself once more in the
possession of his liberty.

I’m a free man once more,” he said. “What next?”

He would have been glad to return to the miser’s house and possess himself of some of his gold, but the
faint gray of dawn was already perceptible, and there was too much risk attending it.

Moreover, prudence dictated his putting as great a distance as possible between himself and the village.

The hundred miles intervening between New York and that place he got over in his usual way, begging
a meal at one house and a night’s lodging at another. He was never at a loss for a plausible story. At one
place, where he was evidently looked upon with suspicion, he said:



“I ain’t used to beggin’. I’'m a poor, hard-workin’ man, but I’ve heard that my poor daughter is sick in
New York, and I want to get to her.”

“What took her to New York?” asked the farmer whom he addressed.
She went to take a place in a store.”

“I’m sorry for you,” said the farmer’s wife, sympathizingly. “Ephraim, can’t we help along this poor
man?”

“If we can believe him. There’s many impostors about.”

“I hope you don’t take me for one,” said Rudolph meekly. “Poor Jane; what would she think if she
knew her poor father was so misunderstood.”

“Poor man! I believe you,” said the farmer’s wife. “You shall sleep in Jonathan’s bed. He’s away now.”

So Rudolph was provided with two abundant meals and a comfortable bed. The farmer’s wife never
doubted his story, though she could not help feeling that his looks were not prepossessing.

A few days later he was in New York. As a general thing he shunned the city, for he was already known
to the police, and he felt that watchful eyes would be upon him as soon as it was known that he was
back again.

On the second day he strolled into a low drinking place in the lower part of the city.

A man in shirt sleeves, and with an unhealthy complexion, was mixing drinks behind the bar.
“Hello, Rudolph! Back again?” was his salutation.

Yes,” said the tramp, throwing himself down in a seat.

Where have you been?”

“Tramping round the country.”

“Where’s the boy you used to have with you?”

“Run away; curse him!”

“Got tired of your company, eh?”

“He wants to be honest and respectable.”

“And he thought he could learn better under another teacher, did he?” said the bartender, with a laugh.
Yes, I suppose so. I’d like to wring his neck.”

“You’re no friend to the honest and respectable, then.”

“No, I’'m not.”

“Then, there’s no love lost, for they don’t seem to fancy you. What’ll you have to drink?”

“I’ve got no money.”



“I’1l trust. You’ll have some sometime.”
“Give me some whisky, then,” said the tramp.
The whisky was placed in his hands. He gulped it down, and breathed a sigh of satisfaction.

Then resuming his seat, he took up a morning paper. At first he read it listlessly, but soon his face
assumed a look of eager interest.

This was the paragraph that arrested his attention:

“Should this meet the eye of Rudolph Rugg, who left England in the fall of 1887, he is requested to
communicate with Jacob Morris, attorney at law, Room 1,503, No. —— Nassau street.”

Rudolph rose hurriedly.
Going?” asked the bartender.

Yes; I’ll be back again soon.”

CHAPTER XVI

AT THE ST. REGIS

When Rudolph reached the sidewalk he stopped to reflect on the meaning of the advertisement.
Perhaps it’s a trap,” he thought. “Perhaps after so many years they want to punish me. Shall I go?”
His hesitation was only temporary.

Ten minutes’ walk brought him to Nassau street. He ascended to the proper floor, opened the door of
No. 1,503, and found himself in a lawyer’s office. A tall man of forty was seated at a desk.

Well,” he said, “what can I do for you, sir?”

The address was not very cordial, for Rudolph did not have the look of one likely to be a profitable
client.

Are you Mr. Jacob Morris, attorney-at-law?”
“That is my name.”
“I am Rudolph Rugg.”

“Rudolph Rugg!” exclaimed the lawyer briskly, jumping from his chair. “You don’t say so. I am very
glad to see you. Take a chair, please.”

Reassured by this reception, Rudolph took the seat indicated.

So you saw my advertisement?”

“Yes, sir. I only saw it this morning.”

“It has been inserted for the last two weeks, daily. How happens it that you did not see it sooner?”

“I have been away from the 