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The Way of His Fathers
By Alice (icirlanJ Steele

The oM doctor sat forward in hih 
tiling y with 1 lie look of one who was 
running ;« race. And yet there was no 
hurry: he had half an hour t 
the four o'clock train, and the 
was only ton minutes away, 
ambled peacefully along the 
street; lie knew by the way t ht 
held the reins that this was not 
rail, so he took his time. And 
doctor was ga l lopin 
st rides 1 i\ irig over

» catch 
Ktrrtdon 
Magog 
village 
doctor 

a hurry 
yet the 

in long mental 
a in, in a sort of

rapid transit fashion, the events of his 
hon s Mfe: for his son his college bred 
son—was coming home to stay!

His father saw him again, a little 
duller, playing about the old white 
house, catching sunshine on the bare 
walls, building cars with the grave 
medical works in the well worn library, 
joking awav the dust from attic rafters 
on some voyage of childish discovery. 
Even then Bentlv had been “up and 
doing-’’ always going somewhere. His 
life had been a reaching out and be 
yond wonderful to the doctor, who 
never saw a longer vista than the arch 
ing elms on Main street; who never 
drove beyond Hong Hollow Farm, where 
his district ended and Dr. Baker’s be 
gnn; who lived thru the years as he 
did thru the four seasons, unconscious 
that the summer of youth had given 
place to the winter of age.

Bent 1 y liad been different. Had the 
doctor been called uj»on to define j»ro 
«'ression, he would have said proudly, 
“My son! V But he had always known 
it vvouhl stoj> in time; that the tumult 
and passion of youth would settle down 
at last to the green pastures in which 
the doctor had browsed for so many 
years: that the wanderlust would lead 
him jn.ljie end to the safe portals ni 
home. So when a*-’ a child In- had cried 
i or the moon, hi - parents did tjmir best ; 
and a little later, when it had been 
‘‘give me college,’’ they had st ret e-l-t-ed 
the country juirse and let him go.

They had been lonely years, but now 
they were oxer, and he was coming back 
to t road the way of his fathers, lb- 
had taken the medical course, and would 
stand henceforth by the old doctor 
side. to deal out pills and powders; and 
in t iii i e he would come to that benign 
fatherhood which i< every country do- 
tor’s heritage the . i Hit to lecture and 
scold and teach arid lead and mal e glad 
the whole countryside!

Magog drew up at the station, and 
the doctor let-died about with a start. 
Then lie got out and walked' nervousl;. 
uj> and down the jd at form, listening foi 
the slirill whistle. The 1 ic ket -agent, 
came oxer with, the j>rivilege of old 
acfjua i n tancesh ip.

‘ ‘ Waiting for the train, doc? She's a 
bit late.”

The doctor nodded.
‘ ‘ Yes, I expect my son home today.
“Well, how. that’s nice! But 1 sup 

jio.se . he Tl* be off again soon ? ’
“Off again? I gun:- - not ! ft s tor 

good, 1 liis time. Berkins for good '
The doctor spoke with excitement, for 

lie hated the suggestion of more wan 
dering. The ticket agent, consHous that, 
he. had blundered, too!: off hi- cap and 
examined it- worn patent-leather peak: 
then he blew his nose with a red hand
kerchief.
“That’s nice for you and the missis. 

What’s he going to do -<-t up store ? I 
heard Sam Walker say he was intending 
to -ell out, and 1 gue- ed right away 
that you r Bent. ! y

‘ ‘ Nn, sir! " ’ broke in the doctor. ' ' f 
Mm'n 't. ka-.e my -on in any store. ' He 
eb-arerl }jj-, throat. “He 11 be right iri 
the office • with me yes. sir. in rn 
office ! ’ ’

The agent reddened.

his eyes eagerly searching the smoke 
grinterf windows. Wlu-u lie caught sight 
of Bent lv lie pushed forward.

• ’Son !' ’
“Oh, hello, dad ' Bently dragged at 

Ins suit case, arid put out a cool, gloved 
hand. “ Hlad to see you! Didn’t know 
you’d be down. Thought some old duf 
for would need a plaster or a pill just 
at four o’clock. What made ’em con 
siderate enough to put it off?

The doctor smilingly led the wax to 
the buggy.

“Oh, 1 got a way. H\«• ry body’s jiretty 
well just now all' except old Mrs. Hall 
at the Hove. He sighed a little; his 
peojde were bone of- hi- bone. “Tlmt’s 
right put in your bag at the back. 
How about your trunk?”

The dajiper figure in blue serge 
pa used.

“Oh, that's all right I didn’t bring 
a ny. ’ ’

‘ ‘ I)i.dn’t bring any ! ’ ’
“ No this was enough. I’ve got a 

change or two in li<*re, ami there- are 
some togs at the* house if I need extras. 
11 ow ’s t he lift le mat • r, dad ? ’ ’

The doctor gathered nji the reins 
slowly, under a sudden cloud of dtijires 
si on.

‘‘She’- not so wel I, Bciitlv. She’s

dreij miles, such a long way ! But, oh, 
Brut I y, it's so good to have you home 
again! ’ ’
“Vos,” In* said. '‘It’s very nice, 

mater. ’ ’
lie was thinking that hr had never 

noticed so much as now how plain and 
worn the room was the rmdodeon. in 
one corner, the battered bookcases and 
the cheajt little lamp, and the few dis 
colored engravings in unbeaul if ul 
frames. Thru it all he read his mother's 
joy, and it seemed extravagant and far 
fetched to him ; tie had learned at col 
lege the art of self control, and these 
emotions were too bare, too vivid, to Ins 
fastidious fancy.
“I wonder,” hr sanl, lightly, “wITo 

first got country towns into the undo 
dron habit, mater? I’d as soon listen 
t o it mouth organ ! ’ ' . ,

11 is mother smiled.
“ I ’ x r never t bought about it, Bent 

ly. It is funny; but, t hen, so few jday, 
and 1 hey are sweet; 1 hr old hymns ”.

“Oh, yes,” he laughed, “they’re first 
rate at camp meetings. ’’

Then, wit h a regret that he had been 
critical, hr began to speak of...the class 
day exercises, and of the girls hr had 
met at 1 he ‘ ‘ senior |>rom. ’ ’

I lis mot her listened eagerly,

ildki'c hi»"mother'n him<J rv«-ry wh«-r#*’

joneiv. j gars but no v. yon i <• back, 
«he'll improve right along.”

The voung man was looking with 
critical eye- at the old landmark the-, 
passed'.

“Boor mat er, I haven ’t writ.t en . to
i er half often enough. Say. dad, the 
town hasn’t changed -inn the Bilgrim 
Father- landed. Why doesn’t dim 
Sajuires put a new roof on hi . barn ? ”

I 1 11 ". he«n a jmett.v ie-a x x ear, and 
most, of the crojiH failed.'

BentJy yawned.
II The old -tory? If a farmer just 

missed heaven, he'd blame it on the
crops!’’

'Hie do'-tor -'hook his hea.d.

luck- ‘ ‘ Wldj.y-.-it \s 
all ready rn a 
a in ’t it ? But 

The do'-tor 
• om j.liment.

“He x'v i 11 go. a !: ea o 
It.’s young' blond va- 
Thor.* she comes; now! 

Be -tood } hi r ! a - t i,

sa - e aMinsjne -- 
!.. and waiting for you. 
i,e ’ll ne er be you. doc. ’ ’ 
wa. ed a wax the implied

of me. Berkins. 
r.er.j nowadays.

puffed

‘ ‘ It ’s hard t.O get along, tn v box . B.
on et irnes. ’ • lié wa thinking' of the

hoh: Bently’s: college bills had eat' •n in ■II,
hi A own little hoard ; but. he s-ni l.'.-d - iid up 1
den ly. he had been S' ) glad to do it. so ii ml
t-ro ud ! the

< ‘Magog’s - 'ef tin g ol'J.” -aid Be nt i v. l-ro-.
* ‘ ('an *t you w hip him up a t rifle ,j;,.d r a v. k

-j"he doctor would almost as soon fiii/i
\ e whipj ed Bent v a ■ Magog, but he |,lm-

ga x e the line- •: ;i gen tin little pull, it mi i II e
Ma g'eg. surpri ed from inaction, irterl llOIJ 7
i n t*-, the t rot he o < d for hurry <-all-. ’ 1 key
Tel i u.inu’e- .luti-r Ilf Ti-ly wu- with hi- fill
rh,,‘ther in t.m lihnir;y. 111- -nt oi,, 1ll<- II

. re loth sofa Hrnootf j i n 'J hi- - i'l I O’, e- hi*
on while h i-, mother ho-. efe,|
ove■r : iin try i u a t. >> hi-ii: her tW- te;, r you
f u j gjadne-s. irir.

•' Ar< tir<‘ 1. < ienr.i 1 Sour hull of y

‘It will seem 'j in et. to you here, just 
at fir-t, dear, after all that; but there 
are soiyr nice girl here, too ’’ She 
touched a bowl of j.ansies on the. desk. 
‘ Dorothy Hardin brought them for you 
t hi morning, from her garden.”

lie got uj. at rolling to the window 
“Why, dad i j.ufling up the honor 

himself. Where's the Jones boy ? ”
11 i mot her hesitated 
“Oh, lie left us last winter. It was 

money, Bent.lv; and, besides, they want 
• d him to go on with schmol. Your father 
doesn’t rrjiri'J <> much, now that it’s 
good weather ; but he i-n’t y(fijng any 
longer. and the strain I was quite wor 

i eij j n 1 )t r(tin her ’ ’
« • ri 't j y flung hi- head back 
O;, dad ’h all right! ”

he pathway. 11 ia face was flushed, 
the iion gray hair showed silver on 
tempi'- even a. cursory glance

e-i him older. Hamt} v turned away 
ward!. 11 e felt, as if resistless-
■i were j.robing out the tender 
'•s ; n h j s :-ou i It gave him a. feel 
of impa.1 the-e too intimate
•- were trxjjjg to a runn ’ calm 

arred life out of it* u-ual peace,

ev< - a • he saw t firm together.
We I.” he said, .“Bently. I’m glad 
re home, boy ' 1 in‘-t the Haw on

■ today t },<• ■ 'r<- planning all kinds 
'ood time- but 1 guess you’re used

to bring lionized. They told mo of h 
couple of jdrnivH next, week, and a trip 
to Bridal Veil the week after, and a 
barn dance;” but Bently was speaking, 
and lie stopped.

“ I «hull not be here the week after.” 
The young man laughed a little, to 
break the edge of the announcement.
'1 Why. Bent l v, ’•’ his mother «aid 

rather fa i nt ! y, * ’ you talk an if you were
on a x i.sit ! ’ ’
Her huh turned from her startled gaze.
“Yes, I’ve got to god away then. 

There ’n. a chap going West his uncle 
owns an elect rical j » In n t out there, and 
I’ve decided to go into it. ”

" Bently!”
Dxer I lie bridge* of their commun hope 

I he doctor sought his wife '« eyes; t he 
light in t hem had gone out. lie felt 
suddenly old and helpless.

“Bently, we have jdarmed that you 
should go into the office with me!”

The young man turned on him hotly.
“I know, you’ve done what you had 

no right to do built another man ’h 
fut ure. I’ve wasted years on rule and 
formula, on dried herbs as ah rive I oil an 
your own life has been! What have 
you ever done for thr world? What 
have you made yourself? A slave at 
the beck and call of every rheumatic 
old woman and weak kneed child in the 
village! I tell you, father, I’ve come to 
my senses. I '\ e been offered a good 
thing', and I’m going to take it!”

There was a silence. Then his mother 
m j Hike.

‘ ‘ Bent I y, ” she sa .id, ' ‘ would you mind 
j Hitt ing off the discussion till tomorrow f 
Your father is too tired to be worried

I onight. ”
Without a word he turned to the door. 

He felt m i e i a bly eon 'ions of I,is vie 
tory the xirlory of the strong over the 
W e M Is.
“I’m sorry, mother,” he said hr.tu 

t ant l\. "If ymi will look'at it from my 
side ' ’

lli mother JHIf out her hand.
“ We'll fry, dear,” was all she said.
‘ 4 I 'll go up, ’ ’ he said. ‘ ‘ Is my room 

ready ! I've got letters to write ”
“it's ready, B enfly. You’ll find

everything” her voice broke a little 
4 4 just as it always has been.”

lie went from t hem, their bent, gray 
figures dimly outlined in the twilight.

II
At the tea table there were few words. 

The atmosj/herc was heavy, oppressive, 
with the heat of early ./une. Out. thru 
the open window Bently could see an 
MHpen quivering', fho there was no wind; 
and the garden seemed full of hushed, 
fanciful noises, the murmur of shy, 
wild thing-. He could see his mother’s 
hand I'Vi-rywin-re the homemade cake, 
with the frosting' hr; had hungered for 
as a boy, the strawberries from the 
little patch of garden, the mignonette 
and sweet william set mar his jdat.e.
II e could hardly touch a nytiiiu^, nor 
dwell uj.on He .e tributes to his home 
<-orn i ng'.

Afterward, as they sat a silent trio on 
the j»orch, watching a world glorified 
by moonlight, he felt that he could 
stand anything'better than this still at 
mo -j<here of their love and disappoint^ 
ment. Oner- in a while his mother 
would fax him with a gentle question, 
but somehow thy personal note was left 
out. ID- was a thing apart beloved, 
but scjn'i rate.

At ten o’clock she rose and went to 
his father s side.
“Dear,” she said, “you’ve had a 

-long day ’ Hhe turned apologetically 
to Bently. “He was ijj> at. five,’’ she 
ex.plaiued, “to see old Mrs. Hall, at the 
Hove ; he rode twenty miles before 
tire a fast. ’ ’

With.-,a whispered “Hood night’’ they 
je ft him. and went, in iJJ/TA,h‘tr. He sat 
t here alone a long time, counting the 
• tar and watching the long shadows the 
trees cast on the grn- lb* heard the 
im-ei -ant hum of '-rickets, and the mur­
mur of katydids, and an occasional

( ontinued on F#*ge IS
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