
-The Lov ue
(By Mary. A P. Stahsbury.)

The'windows of,: the great house were
S darkued, the door-bell ,'as .muffied and
the pavement-n front strewn' withï rushqs,
-. while the physician's- carrage waited long
óutside.

In 'ti hushed 'chamber Mrs.. Allison lay
stîi with closed, eyes. Ddctor and;'nurse
bent over ber in anxious ministration, but
the expressionr of the ivan features never fal
tered, , and, : beyond a -faint modo.llable
elicited with difficulty ln reply to a quetion
no words came from -t'he pallid lips.~, The
watchers ,exchanged signiflcant.-glancecs.

Il will be back in an hour,' the doctor~said
1êoking athswatch.

.As.hestopped into the hal, a'waitingfig
ure came forward to meet hlm.

'How is she now, doctor?'
The doctor shook his bead.
'Shall we go-into the next~roon, Mr. Alli-

son?' said lhe; 'I wil speak with you there.
The two men sat down facing eaci other,

Mr.'Allison grasping the' arms chair
as f oteay imelf., , The lines, of is

strong;- masterful face were drawn, and,
drops stood on bis forehead.

'May I venture to ask .you a delicate ques-

:tion, Mr. Allison?' said the physician. 'Can
it be that sone secret grief- or anxiety ls
prIying upo~ your -wife's m.ind?'

"Socret grief-anxiety"? Certainly not!
My dear doctor, ho could you imagine
such a thing?' .

'I beg your pardon, Mr. Allison. ItL oc-
curred to me only as a renote possibility
The facts of th case are these: 'The force
of Mrs. 'lison's disease Is broken,' and she
is absolutely without fever.- Yet she 'shows
nosign of ralying. On the~contrary, she
consta.ntly grows weaker. It is imposslible
to arouse ber. There' scems to be' not oniy
no -physIcal respoase .to the remedies ém-
ployod, but she apparently lacks even the
sIlghtest interest ri anything, including her-Y Thirecovory. 'Unless this condition be speedilyTi
changed-which appears altogo'er unlikely
-I ca no longer offer any hope. The pati-
ent is evidently drifting away from us, while
we stand powerless to hold ber back.'

TE ÝILLAGE SCHOOLASTER.

man: severe he was, and stern'to view:. While words of learned.length and thunder-
rnew him well, ad every truant knew. ing sound . .
t he was.kind, or-if seere lu auglt, m. azed the gazing rustics ranged around;
e love he bore to learning was in fault. And still they gazed and still the wonder
e village all declared bow much he know; grew,
was certain he could write and cipher too; That one snall head could carry all heknew!

- -'The Deserted Village,' Goldsrith

Mr. Allison groaned aloud and l'ai d his l -_ho' la. soi drlvexi et the. offie,-especially,
face inhis hands. The physici an rose, and,- fcu u bs buds Tc pysiiauros, udsinice lie ,went iuto, polities-ýthat -he cau't
after a few sympathetic expressions, left him
alone. hcd eraago- wheu we wvere first, married.
ý.Meanw.hile, In the 'sick roomn, the nurseMcaw.fle i th sci oon, heui~seHow happy wie were-so .long-,0 long, ago

busied herself with conscientious care about l
hier charge. There was no perceptible move- Helen,.was br!Henry habeýarsn
ment in the outlines. of the .quiet f orn lyingyt
upon the bed, and the skilled watcher had
no, suspicion that behind the shut 'eyelids
ad apatheti fatures ùind and spirit werestil active

,,. . The'air. of teé rooin bad grn heavy and
.1 - ~tho n.urse set thc door .ajar.:, eQisou: e

'I*int hard to die, after all,' rau 'thesd
slow current of the sick woanu's thought,
'It is esier than to live. One grows , tired,
somehow, atter so many years. It seems
seet just t stop trying, ad-let go! Idoor, said t r-
have accomplished so little of all I meant to
do, but-the Lord understands!

'The ehildren will mis me for a wile-earswasolyan
poor dears - but sorrow isn't natural to Indistinct-murrr,'te the nerve-seue sharp-
young people. 'I'm fnot necessary te themn ened bý 'InesslowlYs
as I was wben they -were little. It Id woude
have been dreadful te leave my babies, 'but oùsness awake
now-it is different. Helen has ber lover- as Ifspoken along-somo Inisibletelephone-

oger S -a goodiman, and they will be going lixieuf theapir
Int a h6oe of thir owni before long. And - -ý

Dorothy-so beautiful, audsuch a favorite- roicu:and sobbing?-'No hope! Dle
her friends must, comfort ber. And thea
boys - somehow they seen to have grown 'No iees ler condition
away froñ1 me a bItE I oughtn't te mind It it, v"befa r'o m ' 1ht as - in:Lto o - ere .- words.father. tîold me.' Tha
It must be soi I-suppose. as boys grow worintorp d yf1ike ch

.I-ilitbeheardeltforltheleufeother; nbut Caro srtIreaeave.t

'But she was better yesterday!' That was
Rob, the handsome young colleglan, wbo
ihad boen summoned home when bis mo-
ther's illness began to cause apprehension.

'So it seemed., But she does not rally-
she takes no notice.'

'But she can't -be going--to die-and leave
us! She wouldn't do sucb a thing-Mother!'
The, tones of sixteen-year-old Rupert were
smitten through with Incredulous horror.

'I don't understand It,' answered the eider
sister. 'She is "drifting away," the doctor
says. O Dorothy! O boys!' sbe said, In a
low, 'intense voice, 'we haven't any of us
looked atter mother as we o 0ught. We have
always been so used tohav.ing lher, do for us.
I bave been miserably selfish% siace-since I
had Roger. I- didn't meanit, 'but-I see it
all now.' . - ' *- '-

'You haven't been one-balf as selfish as I,'
sobbed Doro'thy. 'Here have-I been ru.hing
hre and 'there evening ' after evenig, and
she often sitting by herself! ,T muat have
been out of my mInd! As If all the parties
and concerts in the world were. worth so
much to"me 'as mam'miina's little fin*ger!'

'And I've been so.careless about writig to
her regularly.' There was a break In Rob's
voice. 'There was always sbmething or
other gog on out, of stud h.ours, and I
didn't realze. It was se' easy to think
mother iwouldn't mind. And now-why,
girls, I never ould go bak to college atal


