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TOM'S HEATHEN.

CHAPTER V.—~CHECKERS AND DRSTINY,

About this time my brilliant young nephew made a dis-
covery that set him as wild as aluoauc. It chanced one
very busy day that after my morning call upon Ms, Dyer, a
vial of medicine and directivns were to be sent to Miss Agnes
for her father. I had not a momen: to spare just then, and
Hal, who was lounginﬁ about the house, generously volun.
teered his services. The directions were oral, and of course
the fellow saw Miss Agnes. At dinner he pounced upon
me.

* Uncle Doctor, why dida't you tell me I was going to
meet the most elegant young lady in town? There I went
stnding 1nto the house, with the stopple out, ready to pour
the concentrated wisdom of your directions into the ear of
some pursed-up old maid of a nurse, and asked for Miss
Agncs; when lo! in came the daintiest and completest crea-
ture I ever beheld. By George! she took my breath away.
Such eyes! such a figurs! such a hand! And there I stood
like a gaping fool!”

' And forgat the directions, you young idiot?"

“*No. I grabbed them when my breath came again, and
got them out somehow; but whether right end first, or wrong
end first, 1 never can tell.  She must have thought me a
verdant specimen.”

‘*As youare. And probably she did not notice you at
all, ’Somcthing of more consequence demands her ‘atten.
tion.”

**But you don't mean, Uncle Doctor, that she is the
nurse 2*

“Yes."

“Wish I were sick!”

*‘She is his daughter.”

¢ Oh! that alters the case.

“Eat your dinner."

. Hal took up his fork and balanced it upon s forefinger,
while the other hand stroked his brown moustache. He was
a healthy, good-looking cub.

“*Hold on, please,” he sad, deprecatingly, **ull 1 pet
myselftogether. I should assoon think of stuffing on Mount
Parnassus as of eating with this divinity in my thoughts. I
have a project. You just get another influenza, Uncle Doc-
tor, and I will come home and take care of you and this old
patient of yourstoo. He would bea good one to begin upon,
since he is old and rich and wouldn’t be missed. And I
should become quite reconailed to my fate asan M.D. if 1
were to meet such an interesting nurse daily.”

Aftera pause, receiving no answer, he broke out again:
‘1 say it 1s a sin and a shame to keep her newed up in the
house with 2 sick man.”

«¢She is on the street every day, per order.”

“She is? Does she ride or walk 2"

4 Mary, feel the lad’s pulse. He 510 a fever.,”

“It1s of no use, Uncle Doctor. I am going to see her

in, riding or walking.”

¢ She would not know you, and besides, your time is up.
You return to New Haven: to-morrow.**

“¢See if I stay there! 1 will find some excuse for running
home. TI’il have a filial fit;” and he looked mischievously
at his mother.  Mary was proud of her eldest son, and wit
teason, though he had his full share of nonsense and student
scli-complacency.

I, too, liked Hal. He brought back the old joliy days of
my own student life, and was cvery way refreshing and en-
tertaiming. 1 adopted lum wath the rest of Mary's fatherless
children, and he was cusreatly reported my favonte.

It was dunng the long weeks of Mr. Dyer's slow con-
valescence that 1 really became acquainted with lum.  After
he began to mend there was no necessity for medical attend-
ance, bat he had becume accustomed to my «isits and qued-
ulously 1asisted that I shovld continue tocall. Andif I was
not anusually busy 1found ume dunng the day torun inand
chat a few moments. Somctimes I passed whole evenings
with him, and he was becoming a singularly anteresing
study, I found him unusvally wellinformed fcr a business
man. His conversaucn ruved over 2 wide range, often
seeking to draw me out, but carefully avouding anything
that looked personal. I disceracd, however, 1n an ungoard-
ed moment, an aneasiness, a menatal fret so deep as to leave
little trace on the surface.  Its cause I could not conjecture,
aor its probable dunation.

Then, too, his willingnm-—;)crha!ps 1 should say ks sup-
pressed eagemess—io avail himsel! of sugpested remedics,
was quite 1a contrast to his former andificrence, and proved
that he had sull an object 1 hiving.

Agnes detected this, and onc day as I was taking leave of
her in the hall, she said: * Doctor, I tzhieve you are my
father’s best fnend and minc also. Fiad out for me the
thing he is living for 27

1 looked strasght anto her deep cyes to reach the bottom
of her thosghi. 'You thak thae # something, then—
something that was not there a while ago?”

**I am quite sure?™

1 had an smpression of that sost, but T am apt to distrast
my own impressions il they are fortified by proof. That
you have divined the same thing is a sort of proof. Bat 1
think you would be morelikely than 110 find ont what itis.”

** No; free as he 1s about anything clse, 1 cannot get dven
a hint of the thing that :sabsorbing lis thovght.  He knows
how 1 feel, and if it 15 any concern for what 1s hereafter, he
wil! not tell me. He kas no suspicion that you want to
* convert him,” x5 the phrase goes, and yos canget at hum
more easily than 1. Are yoa willing to try 2™

“ Yes,” taking the hand she offered me. It was 2 pretty
hand, 2s Hal averred.  Somchow this grl assumed that 1

thized fully in her desires concerning her father’s
spintoal wellare; =5 if saving souls as well as bodices had be-
come apart of my profession.  Well, perhaps herenthusiasm
ke many another enthusiasm was contagioas.

The soixtion of her perplexny was nearer than either sup-

It was Miss Dyer, then?”

posed. While I was at tea that night this note was handed
in:

“Dear DocTorR:—Agnes has an invitation to pass the
evening with # friend.  If you are at liberty be compassion-
ate enough to come over and let me defeat you at a game of
checkers. Yours, okL Dygg."

He did not say that Agnes’s acceptance depended upon
my compliance with his request, but I knew that it did, and
sent back a verbal message that I would come,

During tlie later stages of his convalescence we played
many a game of checkers in my non-professional calls. He
was a good playcr, and we were not badly matched. Tt
was the only recreation for which heseemed to have a taste.

I went catly, lest I should be detained by calls, profes-
sional or otherwise; but early asit was I found Mr, Dyer
alone.

it was my privilege to enter unannounced, and having
ascertatned that he was in the library, for he was able to
range about the house, I went in through the half-open door,
and saw him situng by the table, surrounded by newspapers
which he had pushed aside. He was leaning his elbows on
the table, his forehead resting in the uptarned palms of his
hands, and I caught a glimpse of 2 worried, deprassed face
that through all his pain and sickness I had never seen be-
fore. A s?i ht noise caused him to rhamic his position and
look up. 'l‘%xe face I met was the one I kulalways seen—
intelligent, impenurbably calir, but perhaps a shade more
thoughtful and refined than before his sickness.

‘“Ah, I am glad you have come. It was getting dull;”
said he, rising and offering me a seat with his habitual cour-
tesy. I believe he never shook hands with any one, He
seemed to have an unronquerable aversion to personal con-
tact.

After alittle he reached for the checker-board, saying,
1 like this game because there 1s noroom for chance. Itis
all cause and effect.  If you are defeated you have only your
own carelessness and inexpetience to blame, In fact, the
existence of such a thing as chance, fate or destiny is to be
questioned.  All things are caused, though we see only re-
sults.” -

“Somcbody says, ‘All things that exist have sufficient
reason for existing.’ ™

‘¢ And somebody says true; otherwise we should be in a
pretty muddle. T hate mysteries, abstractions, things that
cannot be seen, heard or touched, or taken into rational cog-
nizance,” said he, with unwonted energy.

There was a kind of suppressed exgerness within the man
that betrayed itself in his checked intonations and the ner-
vous motions of his hands as he placed the men; and besides
he played badly. The fruitless attempts of a fy to escape
from a spider’s web were somchow suggested to me as
watched him. My own game was more careless than usual,
for T was preoccupied; but for some reason he played worse,
and was defeated 1n three straight games,
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It is useless,” said he, shoving back the board at the
close of the third game. **There is 2 * combination,’and 1
have gone short.”

“Youare not fecling as well to-night;” 1 remarked, pick-
ing up the stray men. ) )

“ Yes;" indifferently, e lifted his long arms, and rest-
ing the back of his hezd in his clasped hands, said posi-
tively: ** Doctor, a sick man is a spoiled man. He gets full
of ootions and whimseys, and is no longer judicial or master
of himself. For instance, = little affair pesters methat is not
worth 2 moment'sconsideration. At any other timne it would
not trouble me an instant, but now, I cannot nd myselt of
i." Musingly—* 1€ 1 consult you, possibly you may think
of some way out of it.”  And without waiung for a reply,
he went on 1n a matter-of-fact way.

¢ Some years ago 1 was engaged in the broking business,
and at first was unfortanate 1n two or three tramsacuons,
but after watching the knowing ones, I retneved my losses,
and became reasonably expert, It is an occupation in which
the percepuions are acutely trained.  If anything will give a
man a sixth sense, that sort of training will. It happened—
No! Nothung happens. 1 will put at this way: For reasons
pericctly intellipible to myself, I purchased at 2 low figure,
and at the nght moment, a stock that was sure to nise.  In
a short ume 1t venfied my cxpectations, by going up and up,
and with a Little urging, reached 2 dangerous clevation.
Sometimes the very impetus of momentumof a xagxdly asng
stock, carmies it out of sight, and men lose their heads, for-
getting that all these things follow a Paw, and that in such
2 case, there must be a collapse.  Just before this stock
teached that point, 1 began to scent danger, as a fox scents
a hcund. There was sowething in the finanaizl atmosphere
like the density that sends the mercury dowa before the
coming storm, though the sky be never so clear, and the day
never so bright. I passed z sleepless mght, and went down
town the next momming, determined to unload.™

He paunsed 2 moment, thiztung closely before ke said:
¢ Half-way down the street I csgxcd_my man. e was the
son of an old intance, who was about to come mto
possession of his inheritance, which had been delayed by the
terms of his father’s will, till he shoald be tweniy-five.  He
had previously paid me the compliment of consulung me as
a2 shrewd and successful operator, and asked my advice as to
she disposition of his moncy whenat shoold come into his
hands.

** Good mormingl™ said &e, cheerily. ¢ Yoaar just the
man 1 want to see. 1 came into possession yesterday, and
now I want to get rich guickly and quietly.”

* Wheres your money?”

“He mentioned the securities 1n which it was invested.
They were petfectly safe, but slow, paying small pereent.
2ges, and conld be called at any time.  If I was the man he
wanted o sce, he was the man 1 wanted to sce. He was
wild for the very stock that T wished to sell, and before noon,
the transfer was made.” .

Jocl Dyer lapsed into silence for 2 moment, rubbing his
hends in 2 pleasurable, seli-congratulatory way, that ve.
vealed an altogether new phase of this complex man, e

cvidently admired his own shrewdness and ngnclti;,n and
would have been astonished if one had called it by a harder
name. i bad no Fallence or compassion for a man less
shrewd than himself, His lips curled contemptuously as he
said to himsclf, ‘ Poor {voll he deserved his fate for his
haste and indiscretion.” ‘Then addressing me:  ¢“In twenty-
four hours the storm that had been so long brewing, sud-
denly burst.  That stock immediately collapsed. The man
came to me in alarm, 1 told him not to be frightened, and
not to scll, 12 was sure to come up ngain.  But he would not
listen, and went up and down as wild to sell as he had been
to hglz. Qf course just then no one would purchase,

** The silly fellow was half crazed, and at length when 1
became satisfied that the stock had touched bottom, and
must commence slowly but surely to rise—{for it was a good
stock, no wild-cat affair; only it had been blown up out of
all reason, and of course had fallen out of all reason)~I of.
fered to buy. 1e grabbed as hastily ny before, and sold for
a song what had cost him so much. He went off with the
absurd smpression that I was still his benefactor. But,
sometime later, when he found that this stock was rising and
would approximate to a true value, if there be such a thing,
he wishe(y to repurchase a few shares with a margin, so as
10 retrieve an part hus former loss, Agur he showed his in.
experience by supposing that [ would sell on a rising mar.
ket. And when lpconw'nccd him that stock-hroking knows
naither fiend nor foe, he said some very unhandsome things,
and took himself out of the way.

I heard of him afterwards as dabbling in stocks, in des-

rate attempts to cover his loss, Nature never intended
iim for a stockbroker, and he cught to have known enougl.
to have kept out of it; but he was one of thdse men who can.
not be taught by experience.  Aler repeated failures ke fell
into the contemptible habit of gambling, and lost thercby
what little money and reputation remained to him.

‘*He passed quite out of mind, and probably I never should
have thought of him again, but that he had the assurance to
present himself ten years ago. e hr1 then become a mis-
crable, drunken wretch, and it is likely was inore than half
wmtoxicated at the ame. He clnim:dy to be a ruined man,
and 1 did not dispute him. And he went on to charge his
1min home upon me 1n language that none but a lunatic would
have used. 1 had the patience to show him conclusively that
our transactions were perfectly legal and business.like, and
that he had no one Lut himself to blame. He would not
hsten, and was so outrageous that 1 felt compelled to turn
him out of doots. . -

** e went away ciursing me and ming, as if there wasany
~fficacy 1n his curses to hurt Jae or to helphim. Then sgzin
he dropped from my recollection, till, as 1 sat on Sunday
listening to the Rev. Mr. Pecbles, pastor of our church—
and a very able man lie is—something in his voice as he was
speaking carnestly, and a singular gestore of his left hand,
unnoticed before, brought up instantly that crazy-headed,
would-be broker, as he stood in my door-way cursing me. 1
must confes to a genuine surprise. I suppose this disease
was working in me then, disturbing the nrm poise of my
nervous system; for, thereafter, as often as I saw the Rev.
Mr. Pecbles, 1 saw that despicable broker.

*¢ Somchow, by a process I cannot understand, and there-
fore am ashamed to own, I felt compelled to go to charch
Sabbath after Sabbath, and look constantly and intently at
Mr. Pecbles as if 1 were giving the closest attention;
whereas, the fact is, 1 scarcely heard a word that he said.
1saw onty that cursing broker, and felt that I must look him
down. I would not own this comcmﬁliblc weakness to any
one ¢Ise; but you, a physictan, must know that it is cauvsed
solely by my disease.

4 Well! 1t grew worse, and from being a thing that would
stay with me on Sunday, and that 1 could thrust off on
Moanday, 1t begantcabide with me through the week.  After
Agnes came home, that accursed broker haunted me day and
mght. 1 was never under bondage to any man, or any-
thing, and thus sort of surveillance 1s anything but pleasant.
1 have fought haid, gaving no quarter, but there he is, and
there he will be, unless somebody or something can nd me
of huis presence.  After 1 was compelled to take miy bed, it
occvrred to me that if 1 could find the man and secure him
the amount he claimed to have lost through me, I should
get frec agamn,  1say “claimed,’ for do not understand me
as admitung for an instant that 1 had done anything wrong.
1 had not. It was z2ll legal and fair. L make this con-
cession to 2 shadow, as a tnbute exacted by my disease.”

He paused with a weary sigh, . aad when he began agamn.
his chun had dropped upon his chest, and he scemed sprak-
ng to something within himself.

¢ Another thought comes and goes, and proves the more
harassing of the two. I said that curses have no cfficacy;
and they have not.  But Agnes 15 2 singular child, and has
notions that I cannot understand. And if she should ever
cume to kaow that she had been cursed as belonging to me,
1t mught affect her unpleasantly.  What was that she sauid 2
few days ago about the sins of the parents descending to the
third or fourth gencration? I sup she believes that sort
of thing, and to belicve it isas as to have it true.

Rasing tus head and again zddressing me he said: **'1
have wstituted a search for this man.  He appears to have
hived 2 vagabo 1 life, wandenug from place to place.  He
stopped longer 1n San Francisco than clsewhere, and shipped
from theace to the Sandwich Islands, and diszppeared as
cffectuzlly as if he had gone down the crater of a volaano.
Ihere 15 2 shocking rumor concerning him which 1 do not
believe, No, he is alive, somewhere. Bot where? is the
questicn.

** You will anderstand that 1 have spoken to you of this
matter, partly to g: it out of my road, and pattly in the
bope that you coald suggest some scheme for uneanthing this
man, and fmc:aﬁ me from his detestable presence.”

It is imnpussible to descride the eagemess and intensity
with which he told me all this. Tke smothered fire in his
eyes, the nervocs play of his shamp featares, no longer under

rfect control, and the coatinueus opening and shotting of

is aunt hands, produced a sart of uncanny {ascination, that
jor the time shut out cverything else.  When, exhausted, he
sank back in his chair, my gaze was still riveted upon hic
face. Be sat with his ejcs closed, and his hands fallen



