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THE DOCTOR'S STORY. own home, the same deep, unalterable had all that life can hold, but they
look of perfect love passed from her
- sou! to his,
The doctor was t}lmcd forty, and had | and knelt by his chair, resting one 1
leams of white in his dark hair and | ivory white hand on its crimson back.

Neither of them was over young.

a delicate tracery of fine lines about
the corners of his eyes.
trimmed beard was gray under the
chin ; and as for Margaret, she was a
woman whose lovely charm only 1n-

creased with the gracious, dignifying | ment with a slow, sweet smile : but in
the doctor's eyes there was no surprise.

years, She lived near us in the city,
and for four years had kept house for
her father and brothers,

We were all so surprised when they
married, though I am sure 1 do not
know why we should be.

day night ; he had gone directly to
her house, and the next morning they
appeared at church together. She
had had such a quiet life ; many loved
her, though the men whom she knew
never dared to overstep, to our knowl-

edge, the bounds of friendship, and |did not.

then he had been away for so long.
The few who did known of the attact-
ment had alinost forgotten it.  He was
ship doctor on board the Ilarnia, and
had always thought hims:l{ too poor to
ask her to marry him and was too
proud to ask her to wait. But now
the captain, dying, had left him a
tidy income and a house and farm
just outside of Baltimore.

A little before the wedding Mar-
garet told me in her quiet way that
they had been lovers all their lives.
Separated by time and circumstances
they never really had been parted in
their hearts. They had rarely written,
but each knew the other would be
faithful to the end. ** When this
chance came,” she said, ‘*it seemed
only natural that he should come back
to me.” **All things come to those
who wait.” Twelve years are a long
time to look forward to, but when one
looks back they do not appear so very
long. ‘‘1seem to have just been get-
ting ready all this time,” and she
smiled softly as she stroked the beauti-
ful damask she was making. So she
had been getting ready. The girl of
twenty-three had ripened and devel-
oped into the sweet-faced, placid

woman. No storm had shaken her
heart. Perfect sympathy had kept

her nature poised and balanced, and
ever sweet and wholesome, for the one
man to her in the whole world. I could
see she was intensely happy, though
not demonstratively so. They were
married quietly in September, and
not long afterwards they asked me out
there. Jurnside was at its best,
ablaze in all its autumn glory. Her
two brothers, Neil and Langdon, were
with her when I arrived.

I had known Margaret for a long
time and had always admired her, but
never had fully understood the deep,
calm, quiet nature until I saw her in
her own home. The love that had
withstood time, distance, and change
had now been crowned in the sweet
afternoon of her life by this perfect
marriage. Her serene and happy
face was a pleasure to look upon, as
g¢he moved about her lovely home.

The chilly nights with their frost-
nipped air and early darkening shad-
ows made the library the brightest
room in the house. It was but seldom
the doctor had an evening to himself,
but on thisevening he lay out-stretched
in his big, wide, old sleepy hollow,
lazily basking in the firelight with
dreamily happy eyes. It was a large
room, somewhat darkly furnished in a
pleasant harmony of rich browns and
reds, and lit by lamps in all sorts of
curious shapes and shades. The place
showed the rovings of the master
There were relics from nearly all his
voyages, rugs from the East, Turkish
embroideries, delf from Holland in
thick ebony frames, cabinets filled
with curios from India and Japan.
Fitting into the chimney corner was a
huge divan piled high with cushions.
There were large, old leather chairs,
and blue and white cups and saucers
— Margaret's contribution from her

family relics. The doctor’s eyes roved
about the lovely room, but rested often-
est on Margaret's bent head as she sat
working at the table under the crim-
son-shaded lamp. She was good to
look at ; from her brown hair curling
softly on her temples, her drooping
eye-lids, her happy, peaceful lips, her
white throat, she made a lovely pie-
ture to the man who was looking at
her with his heart in his eyes. I sat
there with a book, but enjoyed the
living romance far more than the
printed one on my knee.

Neil lay on the rug propped up on

is elbows poring over the medical :
. e h He | said petulantly,

journal spread out before him.
adored his brother-in-law,

under him.

His closely | in a low reverent, tone ; ** particularly
l now that I am so happy.

grieve if God called me to night.” | death.
lushing their lives with tints of roses, Century writer by a personage con
and shortness of life brought no rude | cerned in it, the Comte de G
awakening.
they saw bud in the morning of their
lives they sa
of all, saw decay .
bition were fulfilled, but brought no |:
pleasure in the realization.
iiled up on wealth, but where was the | even had the habit of addres
by the affectionate terin of **maman.’

searcely need of words between thos
two perfect souls,

y Iis ship | to him, death had no terror, asit meant
had come in unexpectedly one Satur- | an e

and was
coon to take up the study of medicine
Whenever the reins of
conversation wera left in that lad’s
hands the talk was pretty sure to turn

She left the table and went |
|
“1 do not fear for death,” she said | |
1
I would not | r

She answered her brother’s move- | f

Lover-hushand as he was, there was |

He felt as though
he himself had said it ; and to her, as

ity together.

Prosaic  Neil grew 1estless, flung
himself into a new attitude and jerked
out: **Well, by hookey, I for one
wigh there was'nt any such thing as
death !"

The doctor smiled, though Margaret
**Neil,” he said, ‘*that re-
minds me of a story I heard in my
young days, and have not thought of
it in vears.”

¢ Pell it,” he said.

Langdon moved out of his corner,
keeping his finger on his book, jealous
of every moment spent away trom the
library shelves, though anxious to
hear the story from the well-travelled
man that he knew the doctor to be.
“ Daring my student life,” he be-
gan, ‘I went on one of my vacations
on a walking tour through the Apen-
nines. 1 had started with a chum,
and when we were but two days out
he was summoned home by a telegram.
I went on alone, stopping for rest and
night'slodgings wherever I happened
to be. The whole trip was thoroughly
enjoyable except for the latter part,
and I will tell of that at once. One
day I was caught in a terrific moun-
tain storm and wandered about for
hours afterwards in my wet clothes.
Towards evening I found myself near
a convent. The good nuns could not
harbor a man, of course, so they
directed me to the cure’s house, a tew
roods down the road. I could see its
light twinkling in the darkness like a
big fire-fly in the woods. I was re-
ceived with all the hospitality and
goodwill in the werld, and made as
welcome as though the unlooked-for
intrusion was the payment of a long-
promised visit. 1 had a very good but
simple meal, and found my host very
entertaining. At 9 o'clock we could
just hear the ringing of the con-
vent bell. 1 was as ready to go to
rest as the priest, who had been up
since 4.

¢ was shown into a little white
room that had not much style, but very
great cleanliness. On the white-
washed wall hung an immense cruci-
fix. The floor was sanded in some
attempt at a floral design : to get into
the high, white curtained bed I had to
use the single rush-bottomed chair as a
step, but after once tumbling in I was
not long awake. The next morning
I found myself a vietim to what I had
laid myself out for — rheumatic fever.
For three long weeks I lay there suffer-
ing every kind of physical torture, and
when the terrible pain in my body had
gone my head commenced. Blind with
pain, 1 could only lie there motionless
for days, and pray that the sun would
stop shining in through the uncur-
tained window on the dazzling white
wall opposite.
¢ Was there no woman there,” said
Margaret, horror-: ken.
" Yes.,”

“Margaret had been mentally put-
ting a green paper blind on that win-
dow ever since the sun began to come
in,” said Neil, mischievously.
¢ There was an old woman there,”
the doetor went on, ‘‘but 1 guess poor
old Battino had no use for sick young
men, or green blinds, or anything
else much, and I was trouble enough
asit was. At last one day came when
I was able to get up ; and one evening,
just before sunset, dizzy and weak, 1
crept to the porch outside, where the
cure sat and smiled a languid acquies-
cence to his repeated expressions of
sorrow for my illness, joy at my re-
covery, and determination to keep me
till T was ‘wholeagair.’ 1leaned back
in his cushioned chair, and let the
cool breeze play on my hot eyes and
head, and slowly could feel the tide
of life creeping back from its low ebb.
The dreadful pain I had been in shut
out the seriousness of my attack, and I
now heard, with something like sur-
prise, how near to death he thought
me. 1 do not know what definite
thought was in my sick brain, but I
¢And to think that
all our suffering here, in every ill
that flesh is heir to, is not enough, but
we have to add death to the list. Surely

| knew not death.

youth were theirs, and untramme!led

I

capacity for enjoyment?
them down, toppled them over—but

down by the wayside ;

v At first that was grand. The
prilliant
yy thoughts of extinction. Ambition

rosistless time or sudden cessation by |1
Dreams of great wealth wore |t

But alas! the hopes

w blossom, and, saddest

“They grew older and older; the
infirmities of age came on, weighed

no release. After a time the old, old
people grew helpless and dropped
they fainted by
the doorsteps, but there
succour them. The young were all
eagerly working for their own susten-
ance ere they, too, would fall by the
way., Every day added fresh num-
bers to the heap of skin and bone that

taste, sans everything.’ Their strength
was only enough to moan, and that
moaning rent the air. lLayer after
layer of dust settled on the moaning
heap, and even through those thicken-
ing strata the awful s und went on :
O kind Death! O dear Death! O
longed-for rest that never comes.
“That sadly peopled planet even
yet goes spinning down the aisles of
space, and the wailing still goes on.
“Listen ! In every wind that blows
the sound of it comes to our waiting
ear. Even in summer the wind is sad
with the burden of that ceaseless
plaint, andin winter it is inaxpressibly
s0. In November we pray for the
souls of the dead ; why not pray for
those poor unfortunates who had
everything in life but its chief blessing
—death? That's the story.”
As the doctor finished the wind out-
side rose to a shriek, and Langdon
and 1 started as though we had been
shot. Even Margaret’s face grew a
shade pale, and she held closer the
hand within her own. It was as if we
heard the pitiful cries of those con-
demued souls.
t“Gad! but
story,’ said Neil.
of it, Margaret ?”
Margaret’s pure, sweet eyes sought
her husband's. *‘It is a good story,
dear, "she said. ** Never has that line
been brought home to me with such
force : O grave, where is thy victory ?
O death where is thy sting?’ We
should not be afraid of death. To
Catholic hearts there is no separation
in death Every day we say we be-
lieve in the ‘communion of saints :’
surely we cannot let the words slip by
and leave no trace. If T were to die
to-night,” and she smiled half sadly at
the convulsive pressure her fingers re-
ceived, ** 1 would not be far away -—
would be just across the river whose
lapping waves we can almost hear in
moments like this,” and the lovely,
dreamy voice sank almost to a whisper.
¢ Jehoshaphat ! maybe when I am
married I too can talk in that strain,
but until then give me flesh and blood.
Langdon, come (o bed ; and Neil
hurried out. We could hear them
scurrying through the dim hall and
laughing to chase away each other’s

that’s a gruesome
¢ What do you think

| ONE WAY TO CATCH A THIEF.

hopes incidental to golden curious and complicated
but it cannot be denied that in those
days life and property enjoyed a de
nounted high and met no wall of | gree of security which afterward did

Parisian society of that time
The dreams of am- | timate with an old

Wealth | he had known her for many years, and

he found her in a great state of agita
tion : sho had just discovered that she
had been robbed of a lar
money,
was none to | agent dechange.

could and, having ascertained that she

lay there—'sans teeth, sans eyes, sans and to leave the mani

The police force of the empire was a
institution,

ot exist, A remarkable instance of
he acuteness shown was related toa

r . well known in the highest
The Comte de G 1 was in
Marquise of the
wristoeratic Faubourg Saint-Germain ¢

s her

a

One day paying ‘“maman " a visit,

sum ot
which she had placed in her
bureau pending its investinent by her

The Count soothed her as well as he

had not yet mentioned what she had
just discovered to any one but himself,
he urged her to keep the matter secret,
ment of it in
his hands, which she consented to do
The Count then went at once to the
chfef of the police, who listened atten
tively, and merely remarking that the
theft must have been committed by
some one well acquainted with the
house. asked carlessly what were the
habits of the Marquise. The Count
answered that she led the quiet life of
an eclderly lady, only varied by a
dinner-party every week, on that very
day : but that she was so disturbed by
her loss that probably on this oceasion
the guests would be put off.
“On no account ! eried the prefect
of police. **Tell your friend, above
all things, to make no change: she
must give her dinner party as usual—
but she must allow me to send her a
guest.”

The Count started. ** What—a de
tective ? My friend will not like the
idea atall.”
“If she wishes to recover her money,
she must let me manage this matter in
my own way. DBe so kind as to go to
the Passage Delorme, opposite the
Tuileries Palace, at b o'clock this even
ing. You will find there a young man
who will address you by name, and
who will call himself M. de Saint
Julien. You will take him to your
friend, and he will join her party.
[eave the rest to me.”
A good deal disturbed, the Count re
turned to the Marquise, who at first
was horrified at the idea of a detective
for a guest ; but she yielded at length,
and the Count went, as agreed, to the
Passage Delorme. The gallery was
empty, and the Count was beginning
to look into the shop-windows to be
guile the time, when he saw a young
man, fashionably dressed and of re
markably elegant and gentlemanly
appearance, who also began to look at
the toys. After a short pause he ac
costed the Count.

¢« Monsieur, you are, I
waiting for some one.”
“Monsieur,” answered the Count,
¢ 1 am, indeed, expecting some one to
meet me ; but 1 should be greatly sur-
prised if that individual were your-
sel.”

1 have the pleasure of
the Comte de G—— F——7
“Yes."

believe,

addressing

fear. 1 followed the boys, leaving
those two before the fire looking with
love-lit eyes, not into the future, but
beyond it — into eternity. — Cathelic
World.
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One Attraction of The Saloon,

¢ ain't going home, 1 tell you.
There ain't no fire there, and there
ain't goin’ to be none.” Two men,
who looked like workingmen, were
walking along the street together.
One was evidently trying to get the
other to go home.

The answer gives one an idea what
a missionary influence a warm fire
may be. DPossibly this man's wife and
child were at home and had to stay
there whether there was going to be a
fire or not.
family reasoned that since he had no
employment by means of which to ob
tain money to build a fire, and could
not help his wife and child if he were

was a fire—the saloon. There arc
always plenty of places where even an
unemployed man may find warmth.
Of course, such a person may go to the
public library and read the books and
papers, but somehow the public library
is not as easily accessible as the saloon,

God ought to be satisfied and not give
us that bitter cup too.’

y ; ) ‘v y DY
sooner or later to what Langdon called « And would you live for ever:

‘¢ his beloved bones.”
“ Do you know what I heard a doc

tor say once,” he said, ‘ when he was :
medicine ? The cure leaned forward and rested

questioned why he studied

He said he had just lost his wife, and

went into the profession to find ow
why people died.”

“Ig is a pity he could not go a little
farther and keep them from dying,”

said Langdon

“Why do people want to be kept

from dying ?" said the doctor.

« Afraid of the dark,” answered

Langdon.

« Better keep the ills we have than
fly to ills we know not of, ' quoted | since.
“ Fverybody does seem afraid

Neill. ;
of it, though, don't they ?

¢ Margaret,” said the doctor, ““what | us. ory.
: what you will; it is a nut that has

are your thoughts on the matter e

The blood just tingled her cheek, as
it always did when his voice sounded

her name. She looked up ; her dar

eyes had a depth that seldom came 6x-

cept when she was alone with him an

said the cure. And I, thinking of a
_| certain heart waiting here at home for
me, said, ** Yes.”

his arms on his kunees, his thin white
t | fingers swinging to and fro. There
was on his lips the calm smile of age
as it listens to the wild fantasies of
our low youth.

*t Why can we not live on and have
no death,” he said. ** My son, that has
been the eternal guestion since that
awful morning when the gates ol Par-
adise shut with a clang that has been
echoing down the walls of time ever
Let me tell you a story ; and

on the narrow strip of gravel between
Call it allegory, fable and moral,

plenty of meat.”

men not unlike ourselves.

heart spoke to heart.

he got up and began pacing to and fro |

« Onee there was a planet wonder-
k | fully like this, inhabited by a race of
They lived,
d | had all the sorrows and joys of life, its
Yet to-night | manifold pleasures and pains, its quiet wild Cherry and Hypophosphites cures all |

and cheerful conversation is not forbid-
den in the latter, And there is gener
ally somebody in the saloon who will
helpeven an unemployed man to do that
which will enable him for a time to for-
get his poverty and remember his
misery no more. Incidentally he for-
gots his wife and remembers his chil-
dren no more. What if there were
a few places —well, a good many places
in the poor quarters of the city, just as
accessible as the saloons, where men
and women who cannot have fires in
their rooms might go and be warm and
comfortable and find nothing more mis-
chievous to drink then hot milk or
coffee.

= o i

| Spring is full of terrors to all whose

| constitution is not able to resist the
sudden changes of tempe
other insalubrites of the season. T«

as Ayer's Sarsaparilla. Take it now.

Milburn's Beef, Iron and Wine the bes
Beef Iron and Wine, Milburn’s the bes

Perhaps the head of the | Saint-Julien " was duly introduced to

there, he might as well go where there
A 1=} i)

ure and

put the system in condition to over-
come these evils, nothing is so effective

¢ 1 am M. de Saint-Julien.”
Greatly astonished, the Count howed,
and at once began to pace the gallery

cireumstances of the robbery, and,

the thief must be some one well ac
quainted with the ways of the Mar
quise, he added :

house.”
« But,” said the Count, ‘‘ how shal

clue ?”

detective made a rapid circular motien
with his right hand, holding the fore-
finger extended.
This point being settled, *f M. de

the Marquise. Soon he had charmed
every one present by his perfect ease
of manner and brilliancy of conversa-
tion.

d The Count sat gravely watching the 1 do.” was the answer.
strange guest, little pleased at his ap- A heavenly smile lit up her face,
parent forgetfulness of the only motive «Meet me in heaven, Willie.”
which explained his presence in such “ By the grace of God, I will.”

society.
M. de Saint - Julien, still carelessl

the Count and rapidly passed his hauc

but in such a mauner that it seemt

was saying.
On leaving the dinner table th
whispered *
“«You made the sign ?”
“Certainly.”
“You are on the track 27
¢« 1 know who it is.”

guarded at

mediately
chamber was then searched, and the

with the new comer, who questioued
him with astute quickness as to the

after quietly stating his opinion that

«Now take me to your friend’s

I know if you have discovered any

1 will make this gesture,” and the

But at the close of the dinner
talking and laughing, looked toward

with the forefinger extended, round the
wire of the finger glass before him,

the natural accompaniment to what he

every door.”  The man
really did try te escape, and was im-
stopped.  His  sleeping

whole sum was found except a fow
francs, spent probably at some cale. |
A few months later the Count was
walking on the Terrasse des Feuillauts
in the gardens of the Tuileries, when
he met a policeman in the usual dress
of his class, with a good humored but
very ordinary expression of L'Alllnll‘li-i
ance, wearing the small mustache and |
pointed beard of the serge nt de vill II
‘s
|

The man accosted him, and was not |
recognized until he
as M. de Saint Julien,

revealed himself

-

A STORY FOR YOUNG MEN,

I had grown after 1
moved to : that is, I fell in with
a crowd of professional friends, who
drank, swore, and cared nothing for
morality in general. At first | held

reckless

-

back : 1 had not been used to it; but | Mo Strength, Mo Ambition

I conld not withstand the sneering

laugh of my companions which always | ¥

greeted me when I refused to join in
any of their wickeld acts, and by d
grees 1 became  very reckless |
makes me shudder even now to think
of it. | had never been blessed with a
sister’s  love, P oresided with  my
mother in this village of about 100
inhabitants Many a night when
I would go reeling home from the shop
at the north end of the town, I would
find my dear mother watching tor hey
gson—listening if perchance she could
catch the sound of his unsteady step
Many a time did 1 waken from my
drunken slumber and hear that fond
mother sending up a petition to God
in behalt of her intemperateson,  Oh'!
what a wretech 1 was. I knew that |
was bringing down her gray hairs in
sorrow to the grave. She began to
look aged and careworn : but I Kept
on in my sinful ways until a circum
stance occurred to stop meinmy down
career.

I staried out one evening to the
grog shop when I suddenly remem
bered that 1 had spent all my money
the evening before. I remembered
so that I had seen my mother put a
few pennies (her hard earnings) in a
cup that day. I was tempted ! Itried
to resist, but my appetite was too
strong. I slipped cautiously to the
cupboard, removed the money from the
cup, deposited it in my pocket, and
was starting from the house when my
mother entered. I did not turn my
head for I felt guilty—guilty of what
[ never did before — a theft. My
mother called me ; there was some
thing in her voice that I could not
resist

** What isit, mother ?" said 1.

“(Oh, Willie! do stay home with
me to night,” she exclaimed, grasping
my hand in both of hers. ‘“‘Don't
drink to-night : take my advice just
once.”
Oh ! how many times since 1 have
wished that I had taken her advice
that night. But consoling her by tell
ing her that I would not stay long, |
wended my way to the grog shop.
But my mother’s words, ‘4 Oh, Willie,
do stay home with me to-night,” kept
ringing in my ears far louder than
the drunken oaths, and for once I did
not stay what I called late; but when
I reached home the bells in the neigh
boring city were tolling the midnight
hour.

A strange feeling seized me as [ ap
proached my home. The light was
placed in the window as usual to guide
the wanderer's steps. 1 went to the
window and looked in. There sat my
mother in her easy chair; her eyes
were closed and I thought she slept.
Her face was pale, but it was always
that. I tried to chase my fears away
when I went round to the door:my
hand trembled when I laid it on the
latch, and it thrilled my very heart
when it arose with a sharp click. 1
1| had never such feeling before. 1
entered ; I beheld in my mother's hand
the very cup from which Thad removed
the money. I laid my hand on
mother’s shoulder and spoke to her.
She moved not ; I spoke louder ; still,
no answer. 1 listened, but could not
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hear her breathe. 1 laid her gently
on the bed, brought water and bathed
her white forehead. Reader, imagine
my joy when I saw that dear mother
opened her eyes. **Oh, mother!”
eried I, “forgive me,
your erring boy.”

Oh, forgive

And my mother's spirit had fled to
Y | God who gave it.
It is not necessary for mes to prolong
L, | the description of the mourntul scene.
Suflice it to say that from that moment
I was a changed man—snatched, as a

'd | hrand from a burning flame. Since

or anything of the Kind, has passed my

v 1¢ | 1ips, and, by the health and strength
Count eagerly approached him, and

given me from above, never w ill.
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