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TOMS HEATHEN.
CHALTER MX. —JOLI DVFR RECOGNIZES HIS ANTAGONIST.

1t was some ume before 1 got back into the old routine
broken by a year's absence; and when at last I settled to
woth, I found that my round of practice had consuderably
changed.  Several families who had employed me fer years
continued te call upon Dr, Hope whenever medical attend.
ance was des.ved; others, life-long friends, had wandered to
various practitioners, and only a few of my old patients re-
turned to me like sheep to a shepherd.  Of course 1 could
find no fault; it was all right; but sometimes 1 moralized
upon the mutability of human affections and interests. I
went so far as to subscribe to this:

*“That could the dead, whose dying eyes
Were clused swith wall, resume this life,
‘They wuuld but find in child and wile
. An iron welcome when they rise.”

Now that Robert Lyon was off my nund, I found time to
look after my own houschold, somewhat, Hal came up to
see me and report progress in his studies. After mature
deliberation, he decided to stick to lus hrst choice, my own

rofession; believing he could serve as eifectually there 2s
in the pulpit;- and he was now pushing his studies vigorously.
He was improving every way. His disappointment in re-
gard to Miss Dyer was hard to bear, but he was too healthy
in body and mind to be scriously crippled by a trouble of
this nature. In fact, painful as it was, its influence had
been salutary. A man is ecither better or worse for suffer-
ing. An added dignity, sympathy and compassion, told that
Hal was already better,

And Maud—I conld not bring myself to believe that after
all my pet cared for Northrop Duff except as her own and
her brother's friend, till she told me so swith her own lips.
She was a courageous little piece.  She liked Northrop and
she would not be coaxed or laughed out of it, absurd as it
was. At first 1 felt that I must protest against so unequal
amateh, Why, the child could walk under his elbow; and
when I spoke of the dispanty, she laughed and asked if tall
men did not always sclect short wives, and small men stout
women? Besideshe would be sucha convenience; he could
reach where she could not; he could sez where her sight
failed; and if danger came, he could pick her up and carry
her off with no trouble atall.  And then, more seriously,
* 1 love him, Uncle Doctor, and he loves me, and who or
what shall stand between us?2”  And so T held my peace
and madc ready for the inevitable.

Isull saw Mr, Dyer occasionally, but my presence was
by no means as essenual as formerly. As soon as Robert
Lyon was found and the proposed payment became a fact,
Ins bold upon me visibly relaxed.  With the occasion went
the demand.  He knew that I could do no more for him.
It was his way to use people while he needed them—an old
habit that he weald cry to hus grave. Gratitude was by
no means a part of this man's strectuse; and 3t was appas-
cotly 100 late 1o put 1n anything new. Al thes I discounted
before it came. Then Agnes was an excellent nurse, and
with occasional consultations could take my place profes-
sionally.  \What was a great relief to me was an added bur-
den to her.  Then, too, not long after my retum, 1 per-
ceaved that, although he was as courteous as ever, he avoided
speaking of himself, and no longer cared to be left alone
with me; and the reason for that was also evident. Hewas
by no means at peace with himself. The relief he supposed
he had parchased, and had so confidently expected, came
not, It wasin vain that he read over his receipt, and as-
sured humself that he had done even more than the most
scrupulous could demand —that he had behaved magnificent-
ly. And he was unwilling to have me sce that after all he
had been defeated.  He invented all manner of excuses for
the delzy of returning peace; and as they proved futile, one
after another, he was deeply chagnined as well as troubled.
Of course, undet such conditivns his health cozld not im-
prove, and I expected to see him run down now that he had
no longer a special motive for living; buthelived on and on,
seemingly no better and no worse, till T began to think he
might outlive us all,

More than a year after our retumn from Paris, [ found a
note from Agnes on my office table. She was troubled
about her father.  Would I call2

Toward night I went over. 1 had not seen him for several
weeks, and a marked change was apparent. A new diffi-
culty of breathing, with dropsical symptoms, convinced me
that the beginning of the ead had arrived.  His face wasin-
describably anxious, though he bore his sufferings with un-
bLroken courage. Agnes, 109, was morc anxious than I had
ever seen her before. She did aot ask me to tell her his
condition. There was a certainty in her own heart that
shrank {rom cxpression as confirmation, and for a while she
was touched with something like despais.  She had so
longed and prayed that even at the cleventh hour her father

might sce how Xhomu%}hly wsong and sclfish and barren of

all gnod 1o others and himscll had been his life, and that he
would repeat while repentance was possible.  And now the
cleveath hour was at hand, and be would dicas he hadlived,
blind xnd hopeless of any life but this.  Perhaps she under-
stood that 2 man can ive so intensely here as o depnve
himsclf of any realizng sensc of a herealicr,—however ortho-
dozmay be histicoreuc belief.  **Canthe Ethiopiaa change
s skin or the lcopand his spots 2

After a few days lus soffering abated somewhat, and one
moring 1 said: ** Yoa arc iovking betics to-day, Mr. Dyer.™

* Bat 1 am 1o better, and 1 am so tired of fiving, 1 mish
\ conid dic to-mighy,” said he 1n so weary atone that I could
bt second his wish. 1 saw Agmes sink down ot of her
father s sight, and cover het face with hes hands, and taking
a seat at his bedside I asked:

* Because your suficnngs arc so great2”

Y ¢s; though I can bt pan; bataf I wasdead I shonld
stop thinkang. At least T should get awzy from mysclf.”

Do you think s02”

‘*Yes. \Yby nat? You see I have a poor, worn-out
body, so tharoughly diseased that it affects my mind, and
kecrs me thinking of things T should never think of if I were
well,  And when I get rid of this body, as 1 shall when 1
die, these things will trouble m2 no more.”

‘¢\What things, Mr, Dyer?"

‘CWelll” said he, afler a moment's hesitation, ** 1 will
tell you, that you may see how this disease operates.  You
remember that affair of Robert Lyon:” (this was the first
altusion he had made to Robert Lyon since the receipt was
placed in his hands; he neither knew, nor cared 1o know
what had become of him,) *‘and how this disease brought
it up and kept it continually before me, till 1 was bribad to
buy him off.  Well!"—and he ]l):msed. lost in thought—*¢* 1
might have saved my money, I ought to have known that
it was this distemper, this (fisc:\sc. and that it was not to be
bought or sold. For when the money was paid and I was
released from the supposed clam, the torment would not
go. There he stood, asking, not now for money, but with
that absurd demand for his *lost life,’ his ‘ruined soul.’
I'hose were the words; I have heavd them ever since.  Now
admitung for the moment that there was anything wropg in
that transaction, did I not repay hum fully and fairly all that
he could clum?”

¢Sn far as money goes I think you did.”

‘¢ So far as money goes?’ money covers the entire claim.
Could I —could any one—give him back his *lost life,” his
‘ ruined soul2®  If he had fooled away one and dgstroyed
the other it was his own fault, not minc; and it is only this
discasc affecting my mind, that keeps this preposterous de-
mand in my ears and before my cyes.”

*‘ You consider yourself a sane man?”

‘“Yes, certainly.”

‘¢ And you have a full and intelligent use of all your men-
tal faculties? "

““Of course I have,”

‘“Then 1f Robert Lyon demands of you an impossibility
why are you troubled ?”

** Because I am sick; because J am no longer master of
myself,”

“Thatis partly true. If you were well and sound, and
about your usual busigess, you would not think of these
things at all.”

‘*Not for 2 moment, " interrupted he, eagerly.

** But you are, as you say, sick; you have known for the
}):le three years that you could never be well agam.  You
elt your hold on hfe loosen daily, and you could not help
thinking, Now was 1t your disease that made you think 2
or was it the consciousness that you were almost through
with life, and felt within yourself the need of some prepara-
tion, sume protection before entenng the Uaknown; as a
man puts on his overcoat and his hat before going out into
the mght 2"

*Have I not made preparatiun?™ ashed he, harnedly,
reaching for his pocket-book. **See, here s the receipt!™
and he nenously anfulded the papes, worn and crached with
frequent handling, and held 1t out as if that was to stand be-
tween him and cternal bankruptey.

** But 15 1t sufficient 2 Are you untroubled 2%

It s my discase, I tedl yuu st as any discase that mahes
me so tryubled;” sad he, with inureasing carnestness,

*¢1 grant that your disease has rendercd you less capable
of resisting thought, less able to turn away from the demands
of something within yourself, something that must peuple
call conscience.”

“Isitthat? Is it that which sides with Robert Lyoa in
his demand for what I cannot give ?” questioned he, with a
startled Jook.

T fear it is.”

‘““But it is not a legitimate demand. 1 did not make
Robert Lyun a gambler or a drunkard.”

** If Rubert Lyon had never lost his money would he have
gone to gambling to get it back ?  \Would he have gone to
drinking to make kimsclf forget that he was a gambler? He
did these things of his own free will; bLut, consciously or un.
consciously, you were the first cause, and as such are an-
swerable.”  Cold drops stood upon his wrinkled forchead,
and his gzunt hands were locked in 7 death-like gripe My
heart ached with compassion, but to sparc him now would
be 2 cruelty. It was tas last chance, and with my whole
soul in the words I added, ** And it is zof Robert Lyan, who
brings this chatgc against you!”

*“Who then 2" cried he.

Before 1 could answer, Agnes came forward and threw
herself on her knees before her father crying:

‘* Father, if some one were to rob e and ruin my repu.
tation, would he hurt 2 alone? \Would he not hurt jox
cven more than me?”

** My child,” said he, tenderly, dropping tus tremulous
hands upon her head.

**\Well, father,” ened she, her voice braken by uncontroll-
able weeping, ** Robert Lyoun was God’s child.”

Saddenly his face became not as the face of a man, but as
the face of a spint before whose startled vision some awful
truth stood out. It was asif for that one moment he went
in behind the veil and saw what he must soon see forever
and forever.

““Isit Jfe T have wronged? Isat K I have fought?”
whispered he to himsslf.

What knowledge, what revelation came to him there, no
morial can tell.  In that one invant all selfiassertion, all
antaponism fell out of hum.  His changed face never recov.
crod its wonted look,

**Take anay the pllows, lay me down,™ said hic, gently.

TFor an hour 1 sat beside him while he lay with closed
eyces and folded hands, and that spirit-face peenug throzgh
his wan featares 2ill I was benumbed with awe.

Atlength Agaes fullowed mcintuthe ante-roum.  ““What
«a6 1 do." she whispered with bated breath, as if afraid to
break the pregnant silence.

**Tell him of Chnst, and pray.”

With an absent mind [ hurried through the remainder of
my calls for the day and retumed to him.

He lay as T left him, motionless, and with folded hands.
Agmes sat beside him with an open book.  She had been
reading from Joha: *'Y am the door; by me ifany man enter

in he shall be saved,” and other passages setting forth the
Atonement, and now she took up John's account of the
crucifixion, reading slowly and tenderly that mysterious
death of the God-man for men. 1le made no sign, but a
certain attentiveness 1 his face told that he heard.

For several days he lay thus, never sucakin except to
answer briefly some necessary question; taking whatever was
offered him as obediently as a child, and enduring his pain,
for he suffered greatly, without a murmur. The only per-
son he noticed was Agnes; for though his eyes were closed
he knew the moment she left his side, and was restless and
uneasy till shg returned. ‘The way she bore this terrible
strain was wonderful.  Tireless, tearless, calm and ineflably
tender as Ile who said: **Come unto me and I will give
you rest.”  “The peace she would have imparted to him sus-
tained her. .

At the close of the fifth day it became apparent that he
was rapidly drifting away.

*¢Stay with us to-might,” she entreated, as I entered the
room.

All through the long hours we sat beside him, watching,
hoping, praying. Towards morming he moved restlessly,
grasping about with his hand.

*Agnes!” called he, speaking clearer than he had spoken
for many days.

““Yes, father;” bending over him.

* Ammes, I leave Robert Lyon to you.”

¢\What shall I do for him, father 2"

“ Save him.” :

Another long silence broken only by his slow, irregular
breathing. e was going fast now.

«“ A cs."

“Yes, father.” : .

“ Kiss me."”

\White and tremulous were the lips that kissed him, an
she laid her face on the pillow beside his. *

A little Jater 1 led her from the room and closed the door,

CHAPTER XX.~HER FATHER'S LEGACY.

As we stoad in the outer room, neither speaking, for at
such a time words hurt more than they help, the church
clocks tolled out the hour with four slow, heavy strokes;
and when all was still again, I was startled by the sound of
heavy breatlung near us, Pushing open the door into the
hall I saw on the upper landing, and almost at our fect, a
man, ctouched as fallen in a heap. 1 turned up the gas and
despite the tattered garments and uncleanness, recognized
Robert Lyon. ’

How came /c here—he of all men—and at'this time. 1
had not secn him for months, and knew only that, unable
o1 unwilling to resist his evil gropcnsitics, he had broken
away from all restraint and his brother’s entreaties, and ob-
tumng possession of his money hiad gone to New York and
was living in his own way. When he returned or how he
got into the house no one ever hnew. He had cvidently
been through a long debauch, and had fallen in a drunken
stupor. e must be moved.

1 endeavorad to heep Agnes from secing him, but some
strange premonition made her stoop over and turn his bloated
face to the Light. Theie was a pitiful tendemess in her low
voice as she said:

€]y father's legacy.™

“ He is intoxicated. T will have one of the servants take
him away,” said I, stanting to go down the stairs.

*No;" she answered. ¢ My father left him to me; the
Lord sent him hither, and here he must stay if he will.”

During the day T ascertained that Robert Lyon had come
up on the midaight train from New York; that he had been
smore or less intoxicated for weeks; had 13st all his money
at the gaming-table, or otherwise; that a comrade bought
him a ticket and left him in charge of the conductor to be
sut off the train here, where he had fricnds to care for him.

ic might have mistaken Joel Dyer's place for his brother’s
house, or he might have intcnded to reproach Mr. Df'cr to
his face, for it was his habit when in his cups to dwell upon
his wrong withiout sensc or reason.  Howeverthat might be,
hic was there, and before night 2 summons from Agnes calied
me to attend him professionally.

It appeared that while Mr. Dyer was being made ready
for his last resting-place, Robert Lyon was cleansed and put
into bed, and that what I supposed a drunken stupor was
likely to prove something much more serious. In fact a
closc examination proved that he feil on the landing in a fit
of some sort, and that apparently there was little chance of
recovery. Perhaps it was just as well,

As T was going out I met Tam, who called to offer Agnes
his sympathy and such consolation as was possible. He sup.
poscd tkat Robeit was sull in New York, and must be told
of his presence and condition, which could not be done with.
out betraying the secret kept inviolate while Joel Dyer lived,
Tom followed me up to the room where Mr. Dyer lay in his
last sleep, and geatly as possible I told him that this wasthe
man who had wronged his brother, who had also sought and
found lum, and made testitution, and with his last Lreath
1eft Robert to his daughter’s care.

*““He? Je?"” demanded Tom, retreating from the dead
man’s side. His dark face burned and his fists cleached.
Even the presence of death could not still his indignation.
**Ind 1 not tell you he was a heathen? aye; a thousand
times worse than a heathen.”  How dared he look me in the
face? Dospoiler!”

**Hush, Tom. e dicd without knowing that Robert was
anythiog to you.  And yet, strangely enocugh, you were your
broll’}cr's avenger.”

£1] "'

“Yo. Something in yowr voice and manner recailed
yout bruther long after the transactivn had been forpotten.
When he sat looked so intentiy at you it was not you
he saw, but your brother Robert. .And, Tem, if you knew
how this man has suffered, yoa would pity and forgive him,
cvea if ke were stil] alive.”

*He deserved to sufier; he has goae into etemity b
dened with my brother’s min.”

** ilc knew it a1l at last, Tom; and I believe accepted his
share of the responsilility. Your brother's ruin must be



