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DAN'S WIFE.

RY EATE JANNATT WOODS,

Up in early morning light, |
Sweepineg. dusting, ' setting right,”
Qiling all the houschold springs,
Sewing buttons, tying strings,
Telling Brideet what to do,
Mending rips in Johuny's shoe,
Running up and down the stair.
Tying baby in his ehair,
Cutting meat and spreading hread,
Dishing out so much per head,
Enting as she ean by chance,
Giving husband kindly glance,
Toiling, working, busy life,

** Smart woman,

Dau’s wite.”

Dan comes home at fall of night.
Home so cheerful, neat and bright,
Children meet him at the door,
Pull him in and look him o'er,
Wife asks * how the work has rone?”
** Busy times with us at home 1
Supper done—Dan reads at ease,
Children must be put to bed—
Ali the little prayvers are said ;
ittle shoes are placed in rows,

Bed-clothes tucked o'er little toes,
Busy, noisy, wearing iife,

Tired woman,

Dan’s wit'e.

Dan reads on, and falls asleep,
See the woman softly creep:
Bahy rests at last, poor dear,
Nata word her heart to cheer;
Mending basket full totop—
Stockings, shirts aud little frock—
Tired eves and weary brain,
Side with darting ugly pain—
‘> Never mind, "twill pass away <"
She must work, hut never play;
Closed piano, unused books,
Dene the walks to coer nooks,
DBrightness faded out of life,
Saddened woman,
Dan’s wife.

Up-stairs, tossing to and fro,
Fever holds the woman low:
Children wander. free to play
When and where they will to-day;
Bridget loiters—dinner's cold,
Dan looks aexiocus, eross and old ;
Household serews are out of place,
Lacking one dear, patient face:
Steady hands—so weak. but true—
Hands that keew just what to do.
Never knowing rest or play,
Folded now—and laidaway :
Werk of sixin one short life,

Shattered woman,

Dan’s wife.

THE DOCTOR’S STORY.

BY 8. J. CARLETON.

Why did I renounce my profession? I will
tell you, baut do not think I take a pleasure in
telling the story ; it is anything, everything but
that. Like Cardenis, I cannot bear interrup-
tion ; therefore do not say a word after I com-
mence.

To my everlasting regret, I once performed
that most terrible of all midnight operations—
the raising of a body. 1 was not afraid. I never
was afraid of the dead. I can take hold of a
dead man’s hand as calmly as 1 can take vours.
If there wasnot a higher and holier principle in-
volved, I could unearth a human body as calmly
as I can eat my supper. But there is something
that whispers to the inward consciousness, and
says, ‘‘ Let the dead rest.’”’ I have heard it ever
since, and cannot turn therefrom.

1 waited several days for a dark, rainy night,
but no dark, rainy night came. The sun set
without a cloud. The moon came up serene
and beautiful, and shone down upon the new-
made grave. The xirl had slept longer than
Lozarus ; for che had been shrouded and earthed
aweek, I knew well where she lay ; I sawthem
when they placed her there, and flung the clods
upon her ; and afterwards I saw them go there
at mild eventide to weep. The mound had been
raised with great care. Green turf had been cut,
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of the girl. There was something reproachful in
the woe-begone appearancs of the humble mourn-
ers as they passed me with their stricken heads
bent low. [ followed the funeral corfége. 1 saw
the body lowered to what they destined to beits
final resting place.

The prayers said for the poor are brief; and
those were. The mourners tottered away from
the sound of the falling earth, more crushed in
appearance than before. 1 was ready to forego
my purpose, for those sobs and those tears were
directed at me.

An hour over *“ Wistar” and *‘ Bell " restored
me to myself and my purpose. Buttime did not
favor me. wunted, as ] have said, a dark
night ; for the cburchyard was in the heart of
the village, and I could not perform the deed
without a mantle of darkness around me.

Several times it clonded up in the morning,
and 1 flattered myself that a favorable night
would set in. But no; the clouds lifted, the
fine, misty rain ceased to distil, and the sun
went down leaving a clear sky and starry pights;
and the benign moon still looked down upou the
new-made grave. For a week the shrouded girl
waited for the worm.

The seventh night was propitious. Dark clouds
coursed across the heavens, and & drizzling rain
came down, With the necessary implements for
exhuming the body, 1 awaited the hour of mid-
night in my oftice. Various emotions filled my
bosom, a5 | paced impatiently vp and down and
across. Melaucholy sounds crept through the
keyhole. Chilly gusts of wind sighed fitfully
through the window-casewments and made spite-
ful dashes at my lamp. The fire burned with a
sort of meody solemnity, and made uncouth
shadows upon the wall, which danced about like
living things.

I tried to sleep in an armchair until the hour
arrived ; but I heard (the clock tell the hours,
and, though I closed my eyes, the shadows on
the wall flitted before me, while my ears were
open to the dirges the wind seemed singing for
the departing minutes.

1 was conscious of mysterious influences hith-
erto unfeltr, anknown and unfeared.

Reasor: came to my aid. I thought of the
course | had marked out for myself, the great
arcana of science which it was mine to explore;
and strove to brush away the illusion I had
conjured iato life as I would brush away cob-
webs,

The clock struck twelve at last, and I made
preparations to go forth. First I drew on alarge
overcoat {borrowed for the uccasion), which cov-
ered me from head to foot. Throughthe handle
of the spade I passed a handkerchief, which was
made fast about my neck. Over this1 battoned
the capacious coat, which effectunlly concealed
it from view. Then taking a chisel and msllet
in my hand, and a large coffee-sack under my
arm, I opened the door and steppad out into the
dark midnight. The crusty breath of the dreary
storm et me with a mysterious chillness, as if
to warn me back. Slouching my hat over my
eyesand grasping my implements tightef, I di-
rected my steps to the gravevard. [ crossed a
long bridge, keeping assiduously in the middle,
instead of un the walksat the sides, for fear the
wind in a suddea fit of anger might lift me up
and dash me down into the tambling waters be-
neath.

A thousand whimsical and exaggerated ideas
and fears rushed into my brain at once, to deter
we from the contemplated deed; but I was
nerved up to it. My thirst for knowledge had
becorme a mania, an impulse capable of bearing
downanything in its way.

My own footfall upon the bridge had an in-
describably hollow, sepulchral sound—some-
thing like the first clods falling upon a coftin in
midwinter, when the ground is frozen. [ quick-
ened my pace, and felt relieved when I could no
longer hear the sullen roar of the waters and the
solemn echoes. No lights were gleaming in the
streets, aud none from the windows, save where
friends kept untiring vigils by the sick. The
whole village, as 1 caught dim and shadowy

and laid over it with mechanical nicety. Love | outlines thereof, took on the air and aspect of
could do no more than this; for the weepers | some ancient burial-place. 1 looked about me

were poor. .\ffection would havereared a column
of marble, but poverty sternly forbade it. The
name of the sleeper was written only in tears,

for the ghouls and gnomes that flit monrnfully
about uncanny places.
As I neared the last home of mortality, I felt

and her memory embalmed only in loving | a sickly coldness at my heart, as though an icy

hearts.

I was thirsting for knowledge. My sha
scalpels had never tasted human gore; I ha
never imbrued my fingers in human mortality.
I longed to lock into the organs of mind, to trace
the aqueducts of the heart wherein courses the
subtle principal of animal life, and examine the
infinitude of nervous expansion and ramification.
I had waited long for én opportunity, and strug-
gled with my better nature. An *‘ opportunity *
was now offered.

It had been whispered to me that she was
wastiug away and dying. The thooght flushed
througi my mind with the ra})idit of lightning
—the thought which some will call fiendish—to
wrest her from the grave when she was given
over to the worms. The suggestion seemed too

cool and deliberate, and I strove to banish it ;
but in vain. I found myself almost involuntarily
waturing and carrying out the idea, At first
there was something terrible in it. It was too
much like waitiug for Death and encouraging
him to a deed which he wae in no hasts to ac-
complish, At length the idea became familiar,
1 inquired daily of the villagers if she was dead.

The struggle was over at length. The spirit
went back to its origin, and the earth to itskin-
dred cloda.

The slow, solemn pealing of ti:e bells startled
e, I seemed to have some agency inthe death

hand had been laid upon it, checking its free
and healthful motion. [ passed the old church
where prayers had been said over the girl before
they laid her away to sleep. In fancy I heard
the subdued tone of the man of God, and saw
the bereaved ones pressing close to the coffin as
they came out.

Without pausing I clambered over the gate
which opens only at the approach of death.
When would it make space for me to enter ¢ The
Maker of the world only could answer, aud He
was silent; for why should He commune with
the earthly born?

1 stood among the graves—I who hoped one
day for a peaceful grave. How diamal that night
was! Igroped along cautiously, stumbliug over
the graves.

Strange sensetions are experienced in walking

among the graves at midnight—an undefinable
creeping of the flesh, which it is utterly eut of
y power to describe. Few have the coolness
and courage equal to the nameless terrors of such
& situation,
I fell upon a mound, and, by a rapid operation
of the mind, measured it, and knew it to bo
precisely my own extended length. There was
something revolting in the consciousness that
my length eorreaponded with that of the grave.
[ sprang from the wet ground as though a (fendly
serpent had fastened his faugs upon me.

1 stood beside her grave, at last. 1 knew it by
the new tur{ that ha§ been laid upen it.

It was the year's Autumn, The earth was
slightly stitfened with frost which the misty rain
Fad not yet thawed. This circumstance was
against mo, for the cut and approximated edges
of the turf were frosted tegether, and could not
be replaced so as to assume their present appear-
ance, and would pot until cold nights had again
exerted their influouce.

1 hesitated ; but it was for a moment ouly.
Throwing off—ot, more properly, striving to—
the superstitious fears that assailed me, as |
threw off my overcoat, I endeavored to imngine
myself as ca{m as the marble mouuments about
me, or as those who slept beneath them.

Upon my knees, and Ywnding over the grave
until my face nearly touched the earth. 1 ex-
amined it as well as the intense darkness would
permit. A flat stone, vertically placed, marked
the head. With my handa I carefully removed
the turf about one-third the length of the grave.
Fortunately, the sods clung tcgether so teua-
ciously that the piece was not broken, but re-
tained its peculiar and original form,

Grasping the spade with a kind of desperation,
I forced it into the ground with my foot. How
loud the harsh, grating noise sounded ! How it
jarred upon my nerves! I threw out spadeful
after spadeful, until out of breath. Reekin
with perspiration, I paused torest. As I sto
there a large mastifl, belonging to one of the
nearest dwellings, came out, and, putting his
forepaws upon the fence, barked snd howled
furiously. IHe was large enough to tear melimb
from limb, and 1 feared that such was his in-
tention.

Bat I had met the fellow several times™in the
village, and he had always recognized me with
a good-natured leer of the aye, a friendly wag of
the tail and a manifest desire to cultivate my
friendship ; what, then, ailed the dumb creature,
and why such demonstrations of hostility ?

Did he know I had no business there?! It
would seem so, for he kept up such a fierce bark-
ing and growling that I began to fear for the
safety of my enterprise. 1 sat Jdown upon the
grave and remained perfectly motionless, in a
frame of mind which po living creature could
envy-—not even the dog that bayed at me.

After what appeared an interminable age of
suspense, the savage mastiff ceased his noise.
Congratulating myself, I recommenced opera-
tions with an evergy almost superhuman.

An agonizing fear of discovery, and its ter-
rible consequences, together with a feverish wish
to succeed, and certain nnaccountable, nameless
terrors, were sutlicient incentives to such exer-
tions. Imprisonment and disgrace would be the
inevitable results of detection. 1 knew all this;
and what a blow it would be for me ! But, hap-
pily, it was very dark. At that moment I
looked up, and, to my consternation, the rain
had ceased 5 fall ; the heavy clouds had lifted,
and the round, full moon was looking down upon
the grave I stood in, [ dropped the spade in
sheer vexation and alarm. A score of the vil-
lagers might look out of their windows and sce
my operations. My ruin seemed inevitable.
What should 1 de? Shouid 1 steal from the
graveyard and leave my work unfinished, or
should 1 risk all by staying to accomplish it?

I quickly decided on the latter course. The
very desperateness of the undertaking gave me
strength, and an irresistible desire to succeed.
My nerves grew firm, and my mind bicame
calm. 1 weighed all the chances for and ngainst
me, and looked the danger in the face without
flinching., 1f [ succeeded—exhumed a body in
the middle of populous village on such a night,
within a stone's cast of a Jdozen dwellings—I
should accomplish a deed of daring no other
person would have thought of. I grasped the
spade, and wotked as I have never done before
or since, save on one occasion, when I worked
for life at a pump with a sinking ship beneath
me.

I had soon heaped the cold, damp carth all
around me. A wunauseous odor, ovziug through
the porous carth, came from a neighboring
grave, the occupant of which had long been with
the worm and winding-sheet. Oh, what a sickly
savor of mortality ! Poor human nature, to what
vileness dost thou siok at last ¢

A sound indescribably hollow aud disagreeable
assured me that my spade had struck upon the
coffin. T scraped it bare as far as the lid turned
back. Friends had taken their last look of the
dead face by means of that same lid.

This done, I commenced catting through with
the chisel and mallet ; but here another diffi-
culty excited my alarm—my blows might attract
too much attention and lead to my detection.
To avoid this, I wrapped my handkerchief about
the mallet, which deadened the sound of the
blows. This expedient answered my purpose.
Ina short time 1 had effected my object, and re-
moved the movable portion of the }id. I invol-
untarily started as I caught a glimpse of the
winding-sheet—the dress of Death.

But a more terrible sonsation crept over me,
when steoping, I put my hand into the coffin,
and laid it on the cold, cold face of the dead
gitl.  Merciful Father, would my body ever be.
come 5o icy in its coldness ?

With o half-expressed wish that Ged would

ardon what I was doing, I wound my fingers
into the long black hair, lifted hor head from her
hard pillow, and dragged her forth, The aper-
tore | had made was small, and it required all
my strength to wrest tho body from the grave.
Once I thought I could not succeed ; but, throw-
ing my arms about the corpse, T wrenched it
away with a sudden effort.

I laid her down by the desecrated grave, and

the quiet moon and the twinkling stars threw
their pale beams upon the wasted face. How
white and ghastly it was, with the contrasted
hair lying disordered upon the checks !

Conscience-smitten and awe struck, I stood ir-
resolute, and gazed upon her who came forth
“bound in her grave-clothes,” though not as
Lazaruy. But it was no time for nice reflections.
Thrusting the body into the sack, I turned my
attention to other matters. The grave was to be
re-filled, and all traces of my work obliterated.
Adjusting the lid as well as [ could, 1 threw
back the earth as fast and with as little uoise ag
possible. 1 was net long in accomplishing this;
then, laying aside the spade, I scraped up the
loose earth with my hands, and replaced the turf
1 had removed with the greatest care. Thuis part
of the transaction required patience and conl.
ness, and the exercise of no little ingenuity. It
was accomplished at leagth, and ! breathed
easier. | examined what way so recently n grave
from every point, and straightened up the grass
1 had trodden down.

1 had still a dangerous part of the business to
perfarm—to carry the suliject through the village
upon my back., Putting on the overcoat which
bad answered my purpose se well, 1 arranged my
implements as at first, and then lifting that
strange burden, threw it across my shoulders.

How heavy mortality is!—how the living
flesh shrinks from it! 1 have carried many
burdens, but never one like that. It was thin
and wasted, tou; but the laws of gravitation
seemed to act uponit ina wonderful degree. 1
asked wmyself, with a shudder, if the *'spirits
that walk in darkness " and the vampires that
suck up human gore, were not seated on wmy
shoulders to weigh down and tantalize me.

That lead of mortality chiiled me, and I con-
stantly changed its position, the sensation was
so unpleasant.

Once, when I stumbled and came near drop.
ping it, by some ** cantrap art " the beny arms
appeared to grasp and cling to me. 1 instinet-
ively quickened my pace, as if for fear the un-
canny beings who had Yower there at midaight,
and who had been beholding my work and men-
acing me, would uot permit me finally to escape.

I reached the bridge without interruption. To
my alarm | saw a man pacing back and forth
upon it like a sentinel. Laying dowa the *“sub.
jeet’” and crouching by t, I cbserved him for
some time. Ouncs he came quite near me, and [
was obliged to le flat upon my back, in the
shadow of the wall, and motionless as a stonpe.
When nearest, | recognized him. It was J——,
an acquaintance, who had evidently had his
suspicions excited by some of my movements,
{;robably by secing a fire in my office so late.

Pechaps the fellow saw me go towards the grave.
yard, and was congratulatiug himself with the
idea ofa grand discovery and a fright.

Naw, as good luck would have it, there was
another bridge, about a quarter of a mile below,
by which I could reach my office. When J—---
turned on his heel and walked away from me,
1 availed myself of the oppertunity to walk off
toward the other bridge.

A cold sweat stood on my forehead when [
reached my oftice, and I felt a weary ache in my
eyes. ] deposited tho body inn box prepared
for the occasion. Strange sensations came over
me as | stood there alous with the deald in the
dim lamplight.

Often sivee that night, in the illusion of
dreams, and the delirium of fever, the vision of
that pale, wasted face, and the disheveled waves
of contrasted hair has been present with me, 1
could not forget them ; they were always at my
pillow—ever pictured on the field o mental
vision, 1 have scen ler everywhere, Yeaterday
I met her in the streets ; last night [ saw her in
my dreams ; and | shall to-night. She never
speaks ; but her look tells me, *You have
broken my rest."’ .

I never meet those who wept for her, when 1
can avoid it. [ shun them ay 1 shun my enemies.
They are wy enemies, and their presence seems
to accuse me of some crisne,  Oue of those who
went to the grave, ‘* to weep there,” had her
eyes, and her face, and I uever look at her. 1
feel reproved, guilty, unbappy, when she is
near.

But I will dwell no longer upon this picture.
I will not tell of the weary, dreary nights I apent
over that poor body. Deeply the featares be.
came engraved upon my metory. For many
weeks | was alone with her and the scalpel. 1
sacrificed my best feelings to my thirst for kuow-
ledge; I hardened myself to the work ; tut I
never did it again—never wrested the dead from
the ““still house' where loving hearts had laid
them. I will not say it is a crime ; but it is re.
volting.

When I sleep, like Lazarus in the ¢ cave " of
death, and the ““ greatstone ' (which is ntloc-
tion) is rolled up to its mouth, let me rest there
with my sleep unbroken, save by the bright
dreams which eternity may roveal.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

Aun old physician, retired from practice, having
had placod in his hands by an East lndia missionnry
the formuia of a simple vdgotuble remedy for the
speedy and perwanent caro of Consuwption, Bron-
chitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all thront and Lung
Afleetions, nizo u poritive nnd radioal oure for Ner-
yvous Debility and sl Nervous Complnints, nfter
having tested its wonderful curative powers in thou-
sands of enses, has folt it bhis duty to make it known
to his suffering fellows, Actunted by thix mntive
and n desire Lo roliove humnn sutfering, § will-send
free of chargo, to nll‘ who desire it, this reeipe, in
termap, French, ar English, with full direotions for
prepuring and using. Sent by muil by addeossing
with stamyp, naming this puper, W. A. Novks 119
Powor's Block, Roohostor, N.Y.




