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1HE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONIOLE.

FACE TO FACE.

BY M. H. IN IRIEH CATHOLIC.

Some years ago in a Southern city the
yellow fever was at its height. Day by
day and hour by hour death won its vio-
tims., The business of the fated city waa
stopped, and over the people’s hearts lay
the deep, smothering pall of fear and wos,

for the pestilence with its contagious ele-
ments added dread and isolatlon foits
“other evils. : :

Joy and gladness vanished from the
people’s faces, and even the children
lisped the tales of death and counted
with childish wonder the numerous fune-
rzls, and catching up their parent’s cry,
“ Jonged for the coming of the frost.”

Most of the wealthy people bad sought
safety in cooler climes, and their elegant
houses were closed for the season. Bunt
some of the fine residences were atill
occupied, especially in the suburban
parts ot the city.

From one of these, early one Septem-
ber morning, & 1ady emerged. She was
dressed in deepest mourning, but her
heavy veil was tbrown sside from her
face, revealing its sad sweetnces. An
irresistible charm lay in the laree, dark,
pathetic eyes. Otherwise the face was
plain. The features stood sharply out
from the pale, thin face, marked with
heavy lin s of some stesdy-weighing
grief.

Yesars ago M. Amhill had been left a
widow, with an only son. For a time
the child was her consolation, but as he
grew up to manhood be made her life
miserable. Wild, wilful, reckless, he re-
jected all guidance, flung aside the saving
re~traints of religion, and finally became
involved in some gambler’s quarrel. Em-
bittered at his own misconduct he aban-
dored his home without a word of fare-
well.

Ten years had passed, His mother's
efforis to find bim had failed, and she had
almost despaired of ever hearing of him
again when, accidentally, in & Western
paper she 1ead the account of bis death;
shot in a drunken revel by ope of bis
boon companioni—Max Glenn. Thenews
crushed her. The narae of her son’s
murderer haunted her. The evidence as
to the victim being her son sgemed con-
clusive—age, birthplace and name,
Harold Foxtone Amhill, all were cor-
rect. When she recovered fromthe first
shock she made every effort to obtain
further particulars, but in vain. As the
affair had occurred upon the plains there
seemed to be no bope of further infor-
mation. Conscling hersolf as best she
could, she had been preparing to visit
the place herself when the fever broke
out, end she found herself barred within
the fever scourged oity.

Mrs. Amhill, walking quickly along,
soon found herself before the doors of an
immense building, the City Hospital,
under the charge of the Sisters of Char-
ity. She entered almost gaily, for the
heroic misgsion upon which she was bent
gave new energy to ber weary soul and
lightened her shadowed hesrt. She sal-
uted the Superioreses in a cheerful tone
and then shortly and urgently offered
her services,

“You have lcst one of your Bisters re-
cently, let me take her place. I want to
do something useful, and now is the
chance. Let me work with you. For
God’s sake I will tend these poor cres-
tures, and—you see I am sgelfish—in
opening my heart to them perhaps I
shall let out my own griet.”

The Siater was surprised. She had long
known of tbe lady’s worth and charity,
but this self-sacrifice was exceptional.
As a friend'she was dear to all the Sis-
ters, but the Superioress hesitated before
she congented,

“You are 80 unused, dear Mrs. Ambhill,
to this life, to the close, sifling air, to
the dangers ard discomforts, to ail this
trying scene. I fear your brave heart
ovesrestimates your power of endurance,”
added the Sister gently, as the remem-
brance of Mra, Amhill’s beautiful home
rose in contrast to their plain surround-

ings. '

The lady at oncereplied : “Do not fear
because of my ignorance of such places,
do not refuse me, Sister.”

_“1 dare not refuse you,” answered the
Bister, gravely, “I dare refuse uo one lest
perbaps the eick and dying sbould up-
braid me; but I would have you count
th ¢ 8 1 yourund. rraking

“Tam not sy (o juke Tuav.

considered the matter, and without rash
presumption, I shall hold to my resolu-
tion.”

“God bless you, then, I will give you
our dead Sister’s post. It is in the men’s
department. Ah, poor mother, you may
be as a mother to many suffering ones!”

She then led the way to an immense
room, s crowded ward, and pointing to a
long line of low beds, whispered a few
brief directions, then left the new volun-
teer nurse to her strange duties Mrs.
Amhill had laid aside her veil and
donned & snow-white apron over her
black dress. Though extremely simple
in her attire, her lady-like air wasstriking
and attractive as ever. The lovely light
of charity gleamed from ber expressive
eyer aa she glanced down the room and
beheld the tossing, struggling, fever-burnt
patients, whose very breath meant con-
tamination and perbaps death.

Turning to her task, with venewed zeal,
she emoothed the pillows,handed water
to this one, consoled that convalescent
crying for food that muat be refused, and
busied herself in various ways.

Soon the doctor came on his rounds,
and she listened attentively to his differ-
ent directions.

After he had made his calls he stopped

for a few moments to give a short, part-
ingadvice:
_ ‘“Give particular attention No. 12, he
is the only dapgerous case you bave. He
wses found in a raging fever yesterday in
the woods. He must havs been sick for
two days at least. Look out for him, He
needs watching.”

No. 12 was at the extreme end of the
row ; and by order of the physician, his
bed was pushed into an alcove beside the
window.

The man lay in all the distress of a
burning fever, tossing hia head from side
to side as if to ease its racking pain, and
throwing his arms wildly about while
his staring eyes sbone with all the start-
ling brighiness of the fever heat. His
high brow, well-formed features and
shapely head gave eviderce that he must
have once been handsome. But now the
dishevelled, matted hair, the thick un-
trimmed beard, the contraction of the
face did not warrant such an epithet.
Mrs. Ambill did not scrutinise his ap-
pearance; her quick glance only marked
the pained, harrassed look, and then,
seeking to make him mcre comfortable,
she slightly raised the ourtain to admit
more air,

“Thank you,” he murmured; “are

you a new nurse? O, I am so thirsty,
and so hot "
“ Let me give you your medicine, it is
timenow. Perhaps you will feel better,”
said the lady, as she handed him the
carefully prepared mixture.

He drank it quickly, then taking a
dusty, soiled pocket-handkerchief he wip-
ed hia lips, and flung it aside,.

“ Horred, isn’t it? I've kept this
thing about me ever since I've been
sick. My eyes are blurred, but I know
it isa’t it to use., 1 wish [ had a clean
onel”

“ T will get you one, there are some in
the next room ready for distribution. I
will put yours where it will be sent to
the laundry. Give it to me.”

He handed it to her with an apology,
and something of respectful courtesy was
in his manner.

She stepped into the adjoining room,
selected some clean handkerchiefs, and
was about to cast the soiled one aside
when her eye fell on the delicately trac-
ed letters written in the cormer—Max
Glen, :

The few letters were quickly soanned,
but instantly, asjif petrified, she stopped ;
holding it at arm’s length in the full
light of the morning sunshine, re-read it
with a searching gaze—then again, pro-
nouncing the words in a low, awe-struck
tone—Max Glgon! Then, as if each re-
petition had added new conviction, as if
the utterasnce of the name had been a
lightning flash rifting in twain the last
cloud of doubt, she flung the handker-
chief loathingly from her. Staggering as
if blinded, she tottered towards the open
window, and leaning against it for sup-
port, she gave vent to her long pent up
feelings.

For & moment she remained thus, for-
getful, heedless of sll elae, realizing only
the terrific import of that name. She
had beheld the murderer of her son, and
as if angnish must be weighted with tor-
ture, she found hersslf acting as nurse to
the destroyer of her own child,

A first she faltered, bitterness, wrath
and hate strogeled in her heart, Nature
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She raised her eves despairingly, half
resolving to abandon her new found
charge. She Jooked with a vacant stare
far out on the city beyond, Her gaze
was drawn almost magnetically to the
croas of 8t. Peter's Church. High in air,
it rose almost upbraidingly before her,
teaching ber anew, the lesson of self-
gacrifice. She gaw in vision the dying
Chriat, and the mother standing beside
Him receiving us all—the cracifiers of
her Child—as her own children. Quick
to her soul came the guestion: *Could
any mother love as she loved ?”

She fell on her kness; the Crucified
and the Mother of Sorrows had wrought
their effect, and the frail, quivering heart
triumphed. Rising after a prayer for
strength,sher-turned again to her duties,
feeling that God would aid her in her
hours of trial,

Her mission was not fulfilled without

endurine keener pangs than any bodily’

pain. Every moment was brewing its
own bitter dranght as she hung about
thesick bed of her strange patient.,

" Bvery groan from his lips, every sigh,
every touch of his fevered hand, even
his very noutterings added a fresh sting
to her maternal heart, and recalled the
proud, handsome face of her lamented
child.

And so the days wore on. No. 12 was
rapidly growiog worse, and Mrs. Awmhill,
fearful lest he should become delirious,
tried to suggest to him some thoughts of
God, and of preparation for death.

But the man fretted viaibly at her
words: ‘

*“ Not now ; don't talk to me now, if I
had got home to my mother she might,
but—am I going to die? Don’t tell me
I am going to die !” he exclaimed wildly,
clutching the lady’s band.

** We will hope not,” she said softly
alarmed at the effect his agitation might
have upon bim, “Try and be quiet,
and if you wish, I could send for your
mother,” added Mre. Ambill, all her
sympsathies going out to the unknown
mother,

¢ No—no—no,” he repeated fiercely ;
“ not here. She thinks I am dead, and
it would only break her heart over
again. If I die hexe it will be better for
her not to know,” and he groaned and
writhed at the agonizing thought.

Mrs. Amhill, sesing further expostula-
tion was unwise, left him for a while to
atiend to her other patients, but made
fer\;ent. aspirations to God for the poor
sonl,

Soon afterwards No. 12 became deliri-
ous, and a8 Mrs, Amhill lingered beside
the bed she could not fail to hear the
strange, incoherent words, the wild,
meaningless exclamations, and wilder
oaths, while now and again, like fragrant
flowers among the thorns of his rough
language, came the word—* Mother—
mother!”

Once from his fever parched lips, with
a strange emphasis, foll a short sentence,
“ Harold Foxtone—Amhill—you—you—
you__n

Mis. Amhill clasped her hands convul-

sively, the words ard tone jarred strongly |

on her feelings, and it required zll the
force of her resolute nature and lofty
virtue to still the tempest unwittingly
aroused.

Bui her very emotion nerved her to
greater watchfulness, and, fearful of
leaving anything undone, she bestowed
extrems cars upon her strange charge.

After some time the patient fell into a
refreshing sleep, and his face took on &
more natural expression,

Mrs. Amhill, glad of the change, at-
tended to the needs of her other patienta.
When No. 12 awaked Mrs. Amhill per-
ceived at once that the fever had de-
creased, and that he was rational.

TFor the first time since she had seen
him his eyes had lost their unnatural
brilliancy, and the glow of fever was re-
placed by an ashen pallor.

i i‘] Do you feel better ?” she asked hope-
ully. _

“Yes, I'm not burning up now. Shali
I die?”

“ I hope not, but-—"" .

‘ But I shall die,” he said, interrupting
her; “Isball dis, young as I arm, and—
my soul will be lost forever!”

“* Don't say that,” said Mrs. Amhill

tenderly. “One instant’s time is enough

to save you if you but repent.”

‘Ican’t help it!” he exclaimed bitterly,
“ dying—all my life wasted—gambler—
drunkard—nothing but sin! It isall be-
fore me now, my whole life, and there is
1o hope! no hope [”

The lads f.1l on her knees.
Biooi hus winned bor air,” 8-0 whispered
teVeroa Iy  pray L mersy,” .
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“ Hark ! that bell. Whatis it? Listen!”
he cried, ¢ listen |

The dying man setrained his ear to
catch the sound as the bell rang out with
its peculiar pauees. ‘

“ I used to know it long ago, when I
served at Maaa, ’

“1It is.the noon-day Angelus bell,”said
Mrs. Amhill gently. * Repeat the words
as I say them, and the Mother of Sinners
will surely aid you.”

His -failing voice joined in the Hail
Marys, and the lady was surprised and
pleased, Yet she made no further re-
mark 23 she arose, but silently moved on
to the other sick beds, feeling that grace
would soon win his newly awakened soul,
and that a little quiet reflection would
best suit his present needs. Coming
back, after a short interval, she noticed
 him start as be watcbed her intently
with a puzzled, wondering Inok. Asshe
came near him he seizad bher hand, and,
holding i:, looked fixedly into ber faocs,
then over the man’s face cams a look of
pain, followed instantly by an expression
of profound joy. Great tearsrolled down
his cheeks as he turned his face away,
burying it deep ia the pillows.

“0, I beg you not to distress yourse!l,”
she maid imploringly; * the fever will
return under such excitement.”

But he did not answer or look up-—only
hid his face more completely, as if un-
willing or afraid vo lnok upon her.

Disturbed and perplexad, Mes. Amhbill
moved aside, trying to conjecture the
resson of his emotion. She wondered
if in any way be could have discovered
her identity as his victim's motber, feel-
ing almost certain that some inkling of
it bad come to him,

After a long time he ralsed bis face,
but determinedly restrained his eyes
from resting upon her.

“ Madam,” he murmured, “your words
and prayers have borne fruit. Send for
& priest.”

* : * * *

Two hours after Mrs, Awhill re-enter-
ed the ward. In the meanwhile she had
dined and rested, having placed one of
the men nurwes as anbatitute in ber place.

“How is No. 127" she asked of the
nutse as she met him at the entrance of
the ward.

* No. 12 is all fixed up, ma'am. He is
all prepared for death, and nothing would
plesge him but I should shave his beard
all off and cut his hair. Itseems, ma’am,
a8 if he wante you so, and thinks you
ought to be overlastingly beside him.”

* Poor fellow,” murmurrd Mrs. Am-
hill, “perhaps he is thioking of his
mother,”

Bhe went at onca to No. 12. The
change in his personal appearance struck
her forcibly.

The beard was shaved off, and the
white face looked almost boyish, the
neatly brushed heair showed the high,
white brow. A lock of humble pesace
had eflaced =all traces of bitterness, and
brought back an expression of almost
childlike innocence.

He wa; looking eagerly towards her

as she approached him, and something
startlingly familiax shone in thie yearning
goulful, concentrated gaze.
- Impelled by some strange hope, she
rushed forward, pulled aside the curtain,
and stared at him spell bound, as if par-
alyzed by the awful suspenss.

The full brightnees of the light fell
upon his upturned face, and his sweet
child’s smile hovering on bia lips an-
swered her love’s bewilderment. Witha
mute appeal, the arms were held out to
enfold ber, and the weakening voice
found strength to speak the gludness of
the heart. She saw no longer the mur-
derer of her boy, but ber boy himself!
She heard the echoes of his childhood,
in the torilling cry :

* Mother! Mother!” .

She could not speak” B8till clinging to
him in that first rapturous embraoe,
heart and soul flooded with the rush of
profoundest joy, she could only hve—
apeech and sction were beyoud her. It
was enough to see him, to hear him, 10
clarp him 2s her very owan.. -

Her silence appalled him. X

“Mother—mother—have I killed you ?”
be exclaimed, brokenly.

“SATISFACLORY RESULTS.”

So says Dr. Curlett, an old and. honored
practiioper in Belleville, Ontario, who
‘writes : % For Wasting Disesses and
Scrofula I bave used Scott’s Ewmulsion
with the most satisfactory results.”
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