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flees away, and we shudder back into the warm 
sunshine of life, while the sound of the doctor’s 
retreating sleighbells makes music to our ears.

And once it was not so. The morning dawned 
and he did not come from the darkened room: 
only there came to our listening ears at times the 
sound of a sob or moan, and the doctor’s voice, 
firm and low, but with all hope gone from it.

And when at last he came, his face seemed old 
and sad as we had never seen it. He paused a 
moment on the threshold and we heard him say, 
“I have done all that I can.” Then he beckoned 
us into the darkened room, and, for the first 
time, we knew Death.

All that is forty years ago.
They tell me that, since then, the practice of 

medicine has been vastly improved. There are 
specialists now, I understand, for every conceiv
able illness and for every subdivision of it. If 
I fall ill, there is a whole battery of modern 
science to be turned upon me in a moment. 
There are X-rays ready to penetrate me in all 
directions. I may have any and every treatment 
— hypnotic, therapeutic or thaumaturgie — for 
which I am able to pay.


