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TOM HALIFAX, M.D.

BY “THB SECOND."”

“HERE i3 a pretty look-out !" said Tom Hal-
ifax, M. D., with ironic grimness. . ‘‘ A remark-
ably jolly look-out! Four months and not a
single patient! Oh, yes! there was one—the
old lady who aroused me in the middle of the
night, to ride five miles and draw a tooth, and
then offered to pay me ‘in a settin’ of goose
eggs.” Well, of course, that was something.
Not as much as & fellow might wish for, but it
all goes to make up a reputation, goose eggs
and all.” And Tom Halifax, M. D., burst into
a jolly laugh, which really did him great eredit
under the circumstances.

Tom Halifax, M. D., was not¢ a near relation
to John Halifax, Gentleman. Indeed, I have
my doubts whether the two had ever made each
other’s acquaintance. Tom Halifax, M. D.,
had come to Dorning four months before with
the fixed intention of carving out for himself a
wonderful name in the medical world. He
was to make his fortune, of course, and it was
to be a very large one something rather out
of the common way ; something which should
make A. T. Stewart and J. J. Astor look
rather insignificant than otherwise. Not that
making people appear insignificant was the
youthful M. D.’s specialty, but because in his
exuberance of life and buoyant spirits the
world looked so full of hope; seemed to hold
forth so much of promise for the future. For
the first few days after his arrival at the little
town, he had been too fully occupied with his
new arrangements to think of anything else,
and, after that, a few days had been very
.pleasantly spent in the elevation of those
charming architectural constructions known as
Chateauz en Espagne, but as three weeks
and brought nothing of reality to him, the
young gentleman began to wonder. A month
and no patients; five, six, seven weeks, and
the Chateawz en Espagne were several stories
lower ; two months, and they had disappeared
one by one like the joints of a telescope.

This was the fourth month, and with the one
solitary and not very promising exception, our
hero was still an M. D., minus practice. But
he was not inclined to melancholy. Indeed,
in that respect he was anything but heroic,
being naturally apt to take things easily, have
a good appetite, laugh when he was pleased,
and look rather fierce when he was vexed.
Dreadful qualifications for a hero, but as fate
gave him into my hands, I must make the best
of him. )

This evening, perhaps, he was a little more
despondent than usual. His cigars were out
and so was his money, and, altogether, pros-
pects were not very flattering. Still, he thought
over his troubles in a very matter-of-fact way,
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not despairingly, in spite of the unpromising
appearance matters wore.

“Never mind,"” he soliloquized, cheerily, ‘1
dare say it will all come right in the end, and
as I can’t afford Havanas, I will content myself
with a meerschaum.” And, having lighted
the article in question, leaned back in his chair
the better to enjoy it. It is astonishing the
effect the little weed has on & man. Before
long, as the blue smoke wreathed itself around
him, he forgot his disappointments, and the
telescopic castles actuslly began to draw out
their joints again.

One, two, three raps at the door; pretty
brisk ones; evidently the summons of one wheo
had not much time or patience to spare. One,
two, three again, and Tom shouted sans céré-
monie :— .

“Come in!”

Enter small white-headed boy, in a hlgl
state of excitement.

“What’s your name? What's the matter?”
said Tom, turning in the smoke wreaths, and
smiling good-humoredly.

“Name's Wash’'nton Pike, and the keers is
run off the track.”

Tom gave a great jump, and flung down the
meerschaum, only just finding time to check a
‘rather inconsiderate ‘ Good !’

“Where is it? Anybody hurt?”

“Right at the depot. Right smart of ’em.
Men a-cussin’, an’ women a-hollerin’, an’ chil-
dren a-screechin’. Man sent me here. Said
you was to come straight along.”

Washington Pike was a youth of few words,
and Tom could not learn much from him, but
on the way to the scene of the accident he was
able to glean that there was less real injury
than fright in the case.

““Colonel Ashby was on,” confided Master
Pike; ‘‘an’ Miss Bessie an’ her aunt. I know
Miss Bessie, an’ she ’s a nice girl, she is.”

¢ Is she pretty ?’* queried Tom, with excusa-
ble curiosity.

“She's got curls,’” said Washington, tersely.
‘ An’ she gives us candy.”

“ Generous young lady !I’’ laughed Tom, and
instantly began to build another story to the
castle to put Miss Bessie Ashby in it.

There were no very dangerous hurts at the
depot; still, the M.D. found plenty to do.
The men stopped ‘“cussin’ "’ at the sight of his
good-humored face, and the women became
calmer, and even the children, under the influ-
ence of his jolliness and sweet temper, forgot
their fright.

When every one seemed attended to, and the
excitement was over, Tom found himself won-
dering about Miss Bessie ; he had not seen her.
Perhaps she had gone home. Well, she would
be at church on Sunday. But just then some
one touched his arm. It was Washington
Pike
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“You are to come over to our house,” he
_ said. “Miss Almiry Ashby says her neck’s

broke.”’

¢ Says her neck is broken? All right,”” said
Tom, and followed his leader across the street
into a large frame house.

In the kitchen by the fire stood a young lady
in a coquettish travelling dress. Travelling
dresses are not generally coguettish, but this
one was. Deep maroon brown, with miracu-
lous scarlet adornments; a very witch of a
scarlet plumed hat; and a wonderfully tanta-
lizing little boot, patting not a trifle petujantly
on the boarded floor. It was evident that the
young lady was not in the most seraphic of
tempers, for the decided frown on her forehead
was only equalled by the decided pout on her
mouth. .

‘‘Miss Ashby’—began Tom, hesitatingly,
but she stopped him, giving her pretty brown
curls quite a haughty shake.

““No. Miss Bessie Ashby. My aunt is in
the parlor. Doctor Halifax, I presume?”’

Tom bowed, and Miss Bessie led the way
into the next room.

‘The doctor, aunt,’”’ she announced briefly,
and taking a seat, began the petulant patting
again.

* Do you suffer much, madam ?”’ asked Tom,
feeling somewhat awkward as he bent over the
gaunt form on the sofa.

Oh, no, not at all{’* snapped the lady, with
ferocious jocularity. ¢Oh, no! Only my
neck happens to be disiocated, and my ribs
fractured, and my arm crushed as flat as a
pancake, and my backbore wriggling like a
caterplllar, and 1've lost my new silk umbrella.
I told David Ashby how it would be, but he
wouldn’t believe me."’ :

Oh, how the little foot @id patter then! Its
sound checked Tom’s inclination to Jaugh. He
bent over his patient again to examine her in-
juries. They did not extend farther than a
few bruises he found, and if a lively use of the
tongue be any proof of strength, Miss Almira
was certainly not weak.

“] told David .Ashby,’’ she reiterated, ‘but
he wouldn’t believe me! Icame here to keep
house for him, and take care of that child,”
nodding at Bessie. ‘“ And now I'm crippled
for life, and it’s a mercy if I don’t go dis-
tracted! My goodness! That bran new um-
brella I paid five dollars for! Well, well, it
all goes to prove Scripture. We ought to lay
up treasures in heaven, where there 's"’—

“ Aunt!” exclaimed Bessie, with an emphatic
little stamp, and I am sorry to say that her
pretty white teeth shut up with a snap which
was quite suggestive of a disposition to bite
somebody. It was very evident that Miss Bes-
sie was rather proud, perhaps a trifie spoiled,
and consequently did not like this open display
of her relative’s weaknesses. ’

Tom saw this, and turned the conversation
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with adroit good humor, and really with great
success. After a while the pretty, clouded
face began to clear, and by the time Miss Al-
mira was consoled and soothed into quietness,
our M. D. began to think that, taking all things
into consideration, Master Pike had exhibited
good taste.

“Your aunt is not much hurt,” he said, as
he took up his hat. ¢‘Only a little shaken. I
will call to-morrow, but stay—shall I find you
here?””

‘“Not if you think she may bé moved. Papa
went to arrange about the carriage an hour
ago. Come to the house. Colonel Ashby’s,
you know. Good-evening, Doctor Halifax !
and Miss Bessie bowed him out of the door.

“Colonel Ashby is one of the F.F. V.’s, I
hear. Strictly speaking, Miss Ashby is charm-
ing. The old lady eccentric!” mused Doctor
Halifax, as he went on his way rejoicing.

The next morning, in obedience to com-
mands, he made his call. Miss Bessiec was on
the piazza superintending the training of a re-
bellious vine. Coming up the street, Tom
eanght sight of her and smiled. A pretty
figure, rounded and slender, a sweeping wrap-
per ornamented with insinuating frills, pretty
hands holding up the vine, and a pretty slip-
pered foot scarlet rosetted.

*“Good-morning, Miss Bessie!"

Looking back on her cordial good-night, he
was hardly prepared for her greeting. A
slight turn of the head over her shoulder, toss-
ing back the veiling curls, and then a cool
little nod.

* #¢Oh, good-morning, Doctor Halifax! Walk
into the parlor. Aunt is there. A little more
this way, Jim!” And Miss Bessie was as
deeply occupied with her work as though there
had been no Doctor Halifax in existence.

Of course it was somewhat annoying, but the
M. D. was pretty well balanced, and took it
philosophically. Miss Bessie was as capricious
as she was pretty, that was very plain; and
besides—perhaps Tom’s face did flush a little
as he thought it—even in republican America
there is such a thing as caste, and an insignifi-
cant young physician, with his fortune to
make, is scarcely an eligible acquaintance.

“Pshaw I'” said he, inwardly, and marched
into the parlor with his head very crect.

Miss Almira had come to the conclusion that
it was not her neck which was broken, it was
her back ; but apart from this, and & slight at-
tack of yellow fever, which she said she had
caught from a fellow traveller, she was im-
proving. She was rather a trying old lady, on
the whole, to a person with a keen sense of the
ridiculous, but by dint of a strong effort, Tom
managed to keep his countenance, and leave a
tolerably good impression.

“ A very worthy young man!"’ declded Miss
Almira, when, after he had taken his depar-
ture, her niece entered the room.
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Bessie shrugged her shoulders contempiu-
ously. Not being a very dutiful young lady,
and rather impatient of controly her aunt's
eulogy was quite enough to stamp any ome as
intensely disagreeable. Besides, considering
how she had condescended in her high position
as lady patroness, she thought the ‘ worthy
young man’’ had been rather too cool and self-
possessed.

“I don’t see anything very enmtertaining
about him,” she said, coldly. “And I am
sure he was dreadfully shabby. His coat was
quite threadbare, and Mxs. Pike says he has no
practice at all.”

Tom had been quite right in concluding that
Miss Ashby was spoiled and capricious. She
was accustomed to being admired and looked
up to, and could not understand people who
wore shabby coats meeting her on a polite
equality.

I have made an apology for my hero; here I
must make one for my heroine. Heroines
should be perfect ; mine is not. Only a pretty,
spoiled girl, whose natural goodness is pretty
evenly balanced against the old Adam; having
plenty of temper and plenty of impulsive
warm-heartedness. As I said of my hero, 1
say of my heroine : Here she is ; make the best
of her.

The next time Tom called on his patient,
Miss Bessie was in.the room. Influenced by a
new whim, she tried to patronize him, but he
was not to be patronized. IIe had taken her
snubbing with polite good-humor and indiffer-
ence; but the patronage was another thing,
and in putting it aside, easily and coolly, he
incurred her great displeasure. By the time
he made his adieu, he had come to the conclu-~
sion that it was a pity that Miss Bessie was not
as amiable as she was pretty.

Miss Almira Ashby was rather a troublesome

patient, but in time Tom found that she would,
in all probability, prove a profitable one. Peo-
ple who had not been willing to trust him be-
fore were quite willing to follow the lead of the
aristocratic Ashbys; and, influenced by their
patronage of the young doctor, patients began
to drop in slowly. Colonel Ashby himself,
making his acquaintance, became wonderfully
prepossessed in his favor. How could he help
§t? An honest, handsome, manly young fel-
low, with a kind heart and a sweet temper,
cannot fail to win friends, and in time Tom
Halifax won them. Young men, who were
members of the best families of the small town,
forming friendships for him, voted him ‘“a
good fellow,” and, inviting him to their houses,
fjntroduced him to their prettiest sisters. Of
course, this was an improvement on the old
dull life, apd Tom enjoyed it very much. He
attended the parties and pienics, and danced
wwith the belles, and, perbaps, flirted with them
a little in a certain gay, genial style. He was
gnite equal to it
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In society he met no one oftener than Bessie
Ashby ; but for some reason Bessie Ashby and
the M. D. did not agree very well, acting upon
each other very much as lucifer matches act
upon rocks--with a result of fire and smoke.
Bessie was the belle of Dorning, and it was
clearly every one’s duty to be awe-stricken by
her perfections. Tom Halifax, M. D., was not.
He would not be patronized, and consequently
it was difficult to snub him.

Miss Ashby feit injured, and informed her
friends confidentially that she thought Doctor
Halifax was a little presuming, considering
his position. Of course, this was very pleasant
news for Doctor Halifax to hear, but it did not
appear to disconcert him very much. He
might possibly bave been a little cooler on the
ocoasion of his next meeting with his fair
enemy, but that was all. But matters got
worse and worse; and, reaching a climax, be-
came almost open war. At last one of the
‘““‘dear five hundred,” in- & charming spirit of
friendliness, confided to Bessie the fact that
Doctor Halifax had made some remarks con-
cerning mushroom aristocracy. This was all
that was needed. She would “cut’’ him.

The next evening they met at a concert given
by an amateur society. On the seat before
her sat her enemy, talking to a lonely and not
very interesting young lady, who had no one
to take care of her. It was rather difficult to
‘“cut’’ him, when he turned his handsome,
smiling face towards her, bat she did it. No-
thing could have been more politely blank than "
her expression, nothing more icy than the well-
bred stare with which ghe returned his pleasant
bow. He looked astonished at first, but by no
means embarrassed. Tom Halifax, M. D., was
cool by nasure, and he bent over his companion
agein, débonnaire as ever.

The concert over, Bessie repaired to the
dressing-room to don her wrappings; and, to
her chagrin, found they had disappeared, and,
after a long, fruitless search, returned to the
hall, shivering. The passage was entirely va-
cant. Her first glance told her that her friends
had left the hotel without her. Here was a
nice state of affairs. Given, a cool autumn
night, & young lady in a thin evening dress,
and minus protector, at eleven o’clock. At
first she felt inclined to be indignant, but
second thoughts showed her that her friends
were not to blame. Supposing that she had
returned with one of her numerous admirers,
they had left the building. What could she
do? No alternative presented itself but to
walk home alone. Of course, it was hardly a
pleasant prospect, but it seemed as though the
ordeal must be passed through; so, making
the best of a disagreeable position, she stepped
into the street.

The loungers at the door stared and whis-
pered ; people turned on the pavement, looking
at her wonderingly.  But this was not the
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worst. Turning a corner, she came upon a
group of young men standing together. A
few words, a low laugh, and one of them
stepped up to her, touching his hat with mock
politeness.

“If 1 might have the pleasure, miss’’—he
began. But Bessie drew aside, throwing her
pretty head back in bot anger.

‘‘How dare you?’’ she said.
you, sir!”

“Which, of course, I regret deeply,” sald
the man. ‘Pray permit me to improve the
acquaintance !”

Poor Bessie! She glanced up and down the
dimly-lighted thoroughfare, but saw no means
of escape. She had almost made up her mind
to beat a swift and undignified retreat, when a
gentleman, who had been standing on the op-
posite side of the way, crossed with a quick,
decided step. Tom Halifax, M. D.!

‘“This man is annoying you, I see,”’ he said,
quietly. ‘‘Excuse me, Miss Ashby!" And
the man lay on the pavement, stretched there
by a charming illustration of that charming sci-
ence, whose first rule is to “strike from the
shoulder.””

It was so coolly done, and there was so little
of excitement tn it, that Bessie was in a perfect
state of bewilderment, and was only brought
to her senses by her protector’s voice :—

‘“You have lost your party, I pereetve.
Allow me to offer you my shawl, and if you
will accept my arm, I think I can take care of
you.”

I really must say ‘“Poor Bessie!” again.
_ Only an hour ago she had slighted this man

openly, and now he had made her eternally his
debtor; and yet, as he folded the shawl over
her shoulders, she had not a word t8 say. It
was no use to struggle for dignity and self-
possession. She had lost all control ever her-
self. A few steps she took trembling and al-
most choking, then, in a little impulsive rush,
her excitement broke forth.

0O Doctor Halifax ! she said.
Halifax I’ and burst into tears.

When first he came to her rescae, Tom had
some very natural ideas of being rather digni-
fied, and, indeed, I think he would have man-
aged it very well. But the trembling hand on
his arm, the pretty, drooping head, were rather
too much for him, and the burst of girlish tears
served as a finishing stroke.

‘“Never mind,” he said, soothingly. “Don't
let us talk about it, Miss Beasie.”

‘“‘But it isn’t that,”’ said Bessie, in a burst
of impetaous penitence. ‘““I have been so hor-
ribly rude to you. 1 don’t see how yod can
excuse me. You ought to hate me, Doctor
Halifax.”

“Idon’t think I ought,” sald Tom, smiling.
‘“What does the Bible say, ‘Loveé them that
fata you?” And I think you have hated me.”

Uis good-nature removed Bessie's embarrass-

¢ ¥ don’t know

¢ O Doctor
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ment, and by the time they reached home, she
had changed her opinion on the subject of
Doctor Halifax's presumption.

After he had bidden her good-night, he held
her hand a moment, looking down upon her
half-quizzically.

“Is it to be peaee or war, Miss Bessie ?”’ he
asked.

‘‘Peace, if you please,”” she said, with a very
becoming blush. ‘And—and I think I ought
to tell you that—that I am very sorry, Doctor
Halifax.”

From that time forward the M. D.’s star was
on the ascendant. Miss Ashby never did any-
thing by halves, and her admiration for her
former enemy became as great as her dislike
had been.

Doctor Tom himself began to wonder at the
bilindness he had displayed in not discovering
her many perfections before. How charming
she was, how warm-hearted, how sympathetie,
how very much prettier than he had ever
imagined. Altogether, he was in rather a
dangerous position.

In tiine people began to speculate and gos-
sip, and the wisest of the village critics to
shake their heads sagely, as the young doetor.
dashed by on horseback with Miss Bessie, radi-
ant in flying curls and sweeping habit, and
wonder *what Captain Housted would say.”
But Bessie Ashby had not stopped to think of
Captain Housted. Dorning was dull some-
times, and Doctor Halifax was entertaining,
and it was very pleasant to have a witty, in-
telligent companion always on hand.

But one day, returning from a long ride, she
ran up to her room to change her dress, and
was suddenly reminded of him. A tiny branch
of coral-hued leaves clung to her curls, and as
she passed the mirror, their brightness caught
her eye. ‘Tom Halifax had placed them there
half an hour ago. This was the first time she
remembered Captain Housted ; and as she re-
membered him, she glanced at the scarlet
leaves, with her cheeks glowing, and patting
her foot with the old petulant emotion the
M. D. had noticed the first time he met her.

“Nonsense!” she said, eontemptuously, a
moment after. ¢ Doctor Halifax and I are
good friends, that is all.”

I have told you that my heroine was not per-
fect, and that you must take the best of her.
I wonder if you will blame her very much
when I tell you the whole truth about Captain
Housted.

Captain Housted was her cousin and her
slave, had been her slave for a year. When
she had returned from the North, she had left
him behind her, giving him some hope that
she would welcome him at Dorning. Captain
Housted was handsome, pleasant, aristocratic,
and—rich. He adored her, and was “ eligible’”
fn every sense of the serm; so she had allowed
him to play the devoted cavalier, so long as he
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did not interfere with her arrangements. For
a few months this had been all very well, but
now an obstacle had arisen in the shape of
Tom Halifax, M. D. It was rather strange,
for, unlike the gallant captain, Doctor Halifax
had not made decided love to her. He had
even dared to contravert her pet theories, and
once or twice had politely contradicted her.
Still, he was an obstacle. Of course, this would
never do. All sensible people know that brains
stand a very poor chance when thrown into the
scale of soeiety to balance against the powerful
dollar, even if a warm Leart and a pair of elo-
quent eyesare flung in as make weight. ‘Doctor
Halifax and the Dorning practice versus Cap-
tain Housted and ten thousand a year. Pshaw !
The Dorning practice would hardly supply her
with bonnets, and any one who looks at things
seriously will acknowledge that bonnets are a
grave consideration. Besides, there was the
¢« position.” No, it was not to be thought of
(remember my heroine is far from perfect) ; so
Mademoiselle Capricieuse tore the red leaves
into tiny atoms, and, flinging them out of the
window, watched them as they fluttered to the
ground. Butstill one cannot snubone’s friends,
she decided, and, receiving the M. D., day by
day, with all fascinations in full play, allowed
him to fall much more deeply in love than was
quite right, considering the unfortunate Dor-
ning practice.

But sometimes, in spite of appearances, Tom
did not feel quite at ease. Bessie Ashby was
capricious and self-willed, that he acknowl-
edged ; still, the knowledge hardly reconciled
him to the fits of imperious indifference by
which of late she had been so often ruled.
One day all brightness and sweetness, the next
full of whimsical, almost petulant, coquetry.
Handsome Tom did not like it, and at last, in
his own honest, frank way, he remonstrated
with her. .

‘1t ain’t fair to me, Bessie, you know.” (It
was always Bessie now.) ‘‘ And—and”’—with
the warm color rising to his face—‘‘it hurts
me."”’

They were standing together at the gate at
the close of an evening call, during which Miss
Bessie had been more than usually trying. To
tell the truth, she had heard from Captain
Housted the day before, and had been thinking
pretty deeply on the subject of the visit he
proposed making. It was clear that the Dorn-
ing practice would not pay, 8o in spite of its
pleasant accompaniment (how very pleasant
it had become to her, she had lately begun
to discover), the Dorning practice must go
overboard. Idare say you are inclined to ery
shame on her! but keeping in view the fact
that she was only an average angel, remember
that her life and surroundings had from her
birth been very different from what she could
possibly expect from such a future, for beside
berself, there were two sturdy brothers at
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- half frown.

West Point to look for her father’s patronage
in life. Was she very mercenary? Perhaps
s0; but, to a practical mind, love in a cottage,
on a trifle less than nothing a year, is not an
alluring prospect. But how long I am keeping
the M. D. waiting for his answer!

It isn’t fair to me, Bessie, you know. And
—and it hurts me.”’

Bessie shook the brown curls back over her
pretty shoulders, and began to play with the
gate latch.

“I am very sorry, I am sure,” with a little
‘“But I don’t see why it should.”

Tom glanced at the soft, restless hand with
a half-annoyed expression.

“I think you know very well why it should,”
he said ; ‘‘and why unkindness and caprice on
your part always hurts me. Why do I care
for you, Bessie?”’

Why did he, indeed? The curling lashes
drooped very low on Bessie/s cheek. Ah, me!
it the Dorning practice had only been more
remunerative !

“] don’t know why again. I am sare it is
very strange, considering how capricious, and
stupid, and disagreeable’’—

‘‘ Bessie!”’ exclaimed Tom, with an authori-
tative ring in his voice, which was new to her.
Fred Housted had never made her heart beat
with a changed tone. Women must be the
strangest of contradictions, for if she had never
loved him before, she loved him then. It
needed quite an effort to regain her equi-
librium.

“You have no need to be so dreadfully
cross,”’ she said, resorting to feminine tyranny
by way of making her position more secure.
“You know you dsd say so. Not that it mat-
ters,’” raising her pretty arched brows. “Of
course, I don’t care.”

Here I must again remind you that my hero
is only a commonplace mortal, because at this
point I am sorry to say that he lost his temper.
She did not care, and could say so after he had
told her how her whims wounded him.

¢ Well, of course,” he said, coolly; “if my
opinions are of no value to you, I can remedy
my past intrusion by ceasing to trouble you
with them. Thank you for your candor!
Good-evening, Miss Ashby!"

‘“Don’t mention it,”’ said Bessie, with sting-
ing sweetness. ‘‘And do call to-morrow.
Fred—Captain Housted will be here, and I am
anxious you should make his acquaintance.
He is so nice!” )

Tom Halifax, M. D., whirled around on his
heel as he touched his hat, feeling shockingly
profane. That was the secret, wasit? A few
days ago he had heard of Captain Housted,
and only that evening he had come upon his
carts de viste, placed in a graceful juxtaposi-
tion to Miss Bessie’s own.

This was the first time the gallant captain
crossed his path, but it was by no means the
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last. Omnce or twice before he had had little
squabbles with his lady-love, and they had
passed into oblivion without second mention;
or, better still, with such pretty contrition as
made them almost a pleasure, but this one was
doomed to a more serious end.

The next morning, as the train came puffin
into the Dorning depot, Doctor Halifax s
upon the platform watching it, and smoking a
cigar. It was interesting at any time to study
the different faces as they entered or left the
cars, but this morning the M. D.’s interest may
have been a little deeper than usual. One old
gentleman with an umbrella, one lady with a
bundle, one child in a large bonnet, and—yes,
that must be Captain Housted.

Captain Housted certainly had every ad-
vantage of good looks. He was stylish and
well-proportioned, and bad an extremely good-
humored and good-featured face. Friendly
and off-hand he looked, and friendly and off-
hand he proved to be; for, reaching the plat-
form, and seeing our hero standing alone, he
saluted him, and began to chat easily.

‘‘ Never been to Dorning before,’’ he sald, at
last. ‘“Only know it by repute. Are you a
citizen of the burgh?”’

‘“Resident physician,”” Tom said, smiling.
‘“Doctor Halifax, at your service.”

“And I Captain Housted. Of course you
are acquainted with Colonel Ashby?”

Tom bowed.

‘¢ And—and”’—with a merry, half-confused
laugh—* Miss Bessie?"’

““ ‘Yes.u

“See here!” laughing again. ‘“She is my
cousin. I am an amiable youth; dutiful, and
all that sort of thing. Come down to see my
uncle.”

“You will ind him at home,’’ answered our
M. D., feeling, in spite of his predisposition for
the gay, genial young fellow, as if he would
like to strangle him. ‘“Could you bear it if you
did not?”’

*“No,” with great solemnity. ‘I should
sink to the earth, entirely overpowered by the

agonizing disappointment. How many cases

of spontaneous combustion have there been
since mademoiselle came home! Charming as
she is, Miss Bessie is like the rest of the angels.
Uses men as we do cigars—puff, puff, puff, un-
til the fire is drawn out, and then throw away
the ashes and try another.’’

As he walked home that morning, after leav-
ing his rival, Tom’s thoughts took a new vein.

I don’t believe Bessie #s a flirt,”’ he would
say, over and over again, as though trying to
convince himself that he spoke the truth.
**She is naturally coquettish, but I don’t think
she is a flirt.”

But by the time he reached his office, he ap-
peared to have changed his mind.

“Confound. it, yes!” he said, energetically
slamming the door after him. ‘‘There is only
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one alternative; the eaptain or the ecivilian
goes to the wall.”

It was a week before he called on Miss Bes-
sle again, though he had the pleasure of seeing
her every day. Pleasure did I say? Well,
perhaps so. Riding with the captain, driving
with the captain, walking with the captain,
and waltzing with the captain, in the little
whirlpool of gayety in which the arrival of
that hero had involved the small eity. But at
last the call was made, and being made, was
hardly satisfactory.

In the course of your experience, have you
ever heard of a phase of treatment designated
by the term ‘‘ Strawberry ice?’’ If you have
not, permit me to explain it. It is the grand
climax or finishing stroke on all special ocea-
slons, and it is effectually demonstrated by an
extremely sweet and remarkably cold de-
meanor. As a bon-bon it is delicious, but
rather apt to make a victim’s teeth chatter.
To a dish of the delicacy our hero was treated.
Miss Ashby’s greeting was something remark-
able as a specimen of politeness ; her grace and
dignity throughout the evening alinost an im-
possibility of perfection. But Doctor Halifax
did not understand it, and coupling it with the
memory of their last meeting, he became not a
little indignant. As I have said before, the
call in itself was anything but a success, and
an addition in the shape of a remark from Miss
Almira made it a wretched failure.

“That would be a good match for Bessie,”
said theold lady, eyeing her niece complacently.
“If she expects to hold her position (as of
course she does), she must marry money.
You know the colonel has Frank and Dane to
provide for, and Captain Housted is worth ten
thousand a year.”

Half an hour after, Tom took his departure.

« 1f Bessie expects to hold her position,’’ he
repeated when he got into the street, ‘* (and of
course she does) she must marry money. The
position a country physician holds is hardly a
magnificent sinecure, and—Captain Housted is
worth ten thousand a year. The civilian goes
to the wall, I see,’” with a bitter sigh. “ And
Miss Ashby proves to be a flirt after all.””

From that day the old friendship became a
thing of the past. There were confabs and
rides as before, but it was not Tom Halifax
who took part in them. Captain Housted did
not discuss Rembrandt, Murello, and Salvator
Rosa with his cousin ; neither did he read Ten-
nyson and Byron to her, or mark passages of
Beethoven, Mendelssohn, and Meyerbeer. On
the contrary, he gave it as his opinion that
the old masters were a bore, and frankly
confessed that he knew no more of poetry than
& tame oyster, which was rather a forcible
comparison. Did Bessie ever look back regret-
fully ? I think it Is likely that she did. But
then in these days there had grown between
herself and her old friend & cold restraint, and
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on her melting moods Doctor Halifax acted as
a refrigerator. She had given him no cause for
annoyance, she decided (though not without
seme twinges of conscience), and if he chose to
slight her, she would certainly nreet his coolness
half-way. So by degrees cooling friendship
became a cooler intemeourse, limited sometimes
to bows, sometimes to frosty politeness, or
frostier smiles. Tom began to think that his
estimate of Miss Ashby had been placed rather
too high, and ignoring his six months of happi-
ness, became very attentive to the Dorning
practice.

In his own particular style, Captain Housted
was enjoying himself very much. His intellect
may not have been stupendous, but he was
certainly well poised, and in every other re-
spect of heart, manner, and bravery, was per-
fectly Tom Halifax’s equal. His tastes may
not have been ®sthetic, but they were refined,
and as a courageous and loyal gentleman few
could equal him in anything ; indeed, but that
I have a hero already, I should have great
pleasure in recording his success with my he-
roine. Why should I not? Women have
married such men, and do marry such men,
and love and revere them, and thank God
every day for the blessing their warm-hearted
strength proves through life.

Captain Housted had decided that his cousin
was bright and pretty, and would make him a
bright and pretty wife. Under these circum-
stances nothing was to be done but gain the
young lady’s consent. But this did not prove
such an easy matter. Captain Housted was
on the field ready for action at any time, and
Miss Bessie was not in a hurry, even if she de-
cided to marry him, which as yet she had not
quite done. True, the star of the M. D. was
no longer on the ascendant,.and its brilliancy
was somewhat paled, for say what you will of
eternal misery as connected with love, my ex-
perience teaches me it'is to a great extent a
poetic fiction.

Despair lasts, on an average, three months
in the winter, with an impaired digestion ; two
months in the summer, in a healthy state of
body. For the first two weeks, we think of
taking the veil (figuratively) and retiring from
the heartless world ; two weeks after, we con-
clude it would be better to hide our wounds in
the dissipations of society. Month No. 2 we
become interested in Pompadour hair dressing
and the latest style of fichu. Month No. 3 we
burn up our love letters, sighing over their
ashes perhaps, but still finding spirits to peruse
our invitations immediately afterwards, and
enjoying our dances with Fitzgallope the next
evening immensely. Twelve months after,
suddenly reminded of our past experience, we
smile amusedly, saying: “Dear me! it was a
year to-day since Frank married Miss Shoddy.
How odd it was I should admire & man with a
-red moustache!” Twelve months ago we im-
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plicitly believed that moustache was golden,
or, as we delighted to call it, ‘“‘blonde."’

So it was with Bessie. The M. D. seemed to
have ceased to interest himself in her; so, if
any little ache thrilled in her heart, it must be
mastered and hidden away under the admira-
tion she really felt for her kind-hearted cousin.
It was not pleasant to be obliged to forget that
Tom Halifax had beena lover, now that he was
less than a friend. I was a little difficult to
sing the old tender songs in his presence as if
they were selections from Mother Goose; it
was rather hard to give him the tips of her
fingers in the grand chain, and pirouette inde-
pendently through the final square. Still it
was the role she must enact, and which she
brought to such perfection as to convince her
victim that she had even less heart than he had
imagined, and make him exceedingly wroth
and perhaps a little indifferent.

Of course, I have no doubt but that they
would both have outlived it in time, and in all
probability been very comfortable and happy ;
but, marriages being made in heaven, in this
case fate interposed.

&For several months there had been a great
deal of sickness, and, in his professional rounds,
Doctor Halifax had met with several severe
cases of smalipox. At first this had seemed
nothing remarkable; but as the cases became
more numerous and severe, fears were enter-
tained that the disease would prove epidemic.
For some time it had been warded off ; but on
returning home one night from a party, Tom
found a note waiting for him. It came from
the doctor of a small town about four miles
from Dorning.

‘“Come quickly!”” he wrote. ‘At least a _
dozen cases of smallpox have broken out dur-
ing the day, and I wm] to consult with you at
once. The disease begins to wear a dangerous
aspect.” _

Without waiting to make any preparations,
Tom mounted his horse, and in twenty min-
utes was galloping towards Rossville. Not a
dozen cases—two dozen, three dozen; in the
course of a few days at least sixty.

Women turned away from their children,
sickening ; young men came home from their
work, pale and deathly, and took to their beds;
old men sank down ; and little children stopped
their play, and fell to the earth, stricken with
the dreadful pest. Never had the country suf-
fered such a visitation before. All the strength
and vim In Tom Halifax was brought into play.
Backward and forward, from sick-bed to death-
bed, from death-bed to sick-bed. From fair lit-
tle children, wailing and shuddering, to strong,
sturdy men, fighting and struggling with the
great reaper. From frail, young mothers, with
dead babies in their arms, to old, old men,
sinking weak and wordless into the Valley of
Death. Riding through the silent streets in
the daytime, under the scorching sun; riding
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through the darkness at night, when the click
of his horse’s hoofs seemed like a terrible warn-
ing. Holding strong hands battling in de-
lirium; and touching the slender fingers of
sweet-faced girls, who only paled and paled,
and seemed at the last but to sink into peace-
ful sleep. Catching a few moments’ heavy
sleep, as some anxious one took his place as
watcher ; snatching a hurried meal, standing,
with his saddle pockets in his hand, ready to
start afresh. This was work for him, such
work as he had never seen before, such work
as brought out all the inanly strength and
powerful purpose which was innately his.
e was a brave man and a chivalrous one, and
loved his profession as holding something of
glory, and so felt no fear. Sometimes, indeed,
his heart failed him a little. It was when the
wild, haggard, watching faces turned to hear
his verdict on the sufferer, who was so dear to
them; when they waited, not daring to speak,
to hear whether hope or despair lay before
them. It was in such hours as these that the
young doctor won his name, won it by his
impulsive tenderness and utter seif-abnegation.

Through the town the plague crept frem
house to house, from street to street; through
the country from homestead to homestead,
from hut to hut. Only a few miles journeyed
in a week, and it had reached Dorning. Then
Tom’s labor was doubled. Night and day,
night and day, it seemed almost an impossi-
bility to perform the tasks laid before him,
but the brave spirit dashed through it all. I
think I must stop now and retract my old
assertion as regards Tom Halifax not being a
hero, for in those long weeks of terror he
proved himself one. The whole country-side
rung with the sound of his praises. His kind-
ness, his warm heart, his skill, his patience,
and the wonderful strength and energy, which
seemed almost unconguerable, all won the lov-
ing eulogies of those he had befriended.

In her pretty parlor Bessie Ashby sat day
by day, every new-comer bringing some fresh
story of the young doctor, and with every word
raking to stirring life the something she had
tried to kill. And then, in days after, when
the cloud of death thickened around the place,
the pretty parlor became a place for thought.
How noble he must be to risk all -this danger
‘and wretchedness! How much he had sacri-
ficed in his true-hearted bravery! And as she
compared his conduct with her, own, she saw
that she had been selfish and mercenary.

‘“Halifax is in town again,” said Captain
Housted, one morning. ‘ Bessie, that fellow
is a hero, body and soul.”

‘“ What is he doing?’’ asked Bessie.

“Doing! Working day and night for pure
nobleness and eharity. Broiling in the dirtiest
hovels, toiling without rest, and living through
what would have killed an ordinary man."”’

‘¢ Does the sickness spread as much as ever?”’
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The captain looked grave. “I am afrald it
does. You must be very careful, Bessie. It is
a horrible thing.”

After he was gone, Bessie took a seat by the
window, feeling heart-sick and weary. Yes,
it was a horrible thing. Two months had mnade
the gay little town silent and gloomy. With
danger and terror filling the air, those who
were not sick or watching hardly dared to
venture forth, unless compelled by necessity,
so that the once busy streets were almost en-
tirely deserted. Bessie’s eyes filled with tears
as she looked up and down the road. Death
was on every side. Friends and acquaintances
had drifted out into the ocean of eternity, pass-
ing silently into the mysterious darkness, and
making no sign. Little children whose faces
had been familiar to her, and whom she had
loved, girls who had been as full of bright
gracefulness as herself, had sickened one day,
and the next folded their white hands in the
long sleep ‘‘ which is death.” In one house,
she knew, lay a pretty, waxen baby, whose
flower face she had kissed, girl-like, a thousand
times ; in another an old man, who bad held her
in his arms when she had been a child. Here
a husband watching over his young wife, there
a young wife wept over her dying husband.
The girl’s lips parted in a little, pitying prayer,
as she thought of the grief which as yet had
not directly touched her.

She hardly knew how it was, but through
all the fear and excitement her heart had been
turning with a faint, sad thrill to the tender
story she had but half-read. She had closed
the record with a light, firm hand, perhaps not
feeling any great sense of loss; but now, when
solemn grief and pain were near her, she knew
that each unturned page would have been a
sweeter revelation. She would have sacrificed
a great deal then to have listaned to the clear,
ringing voice, and felt the clasp of the strong,
kind hand on hers. She was very young, and
the desolation around her filled her with a wild
longing for sympathy and helpful strength,
and this strength and sympathy she felt that
Tom Halifax could have offered.

‘““Why cannot I do something ?”’ she said to
herself. ¢ There must be some work for me to
do. Oh! why am I so useless?”

She had asked herself this question again
and again in a little wondering sorrow at her
own inability, but this morning it was answered
in an unexpected manner.

She had been resting her head upon her
hand, full of thought, when suddenly she
heard the sounds of horse’s hoofs clattering
down the street. She looked up, wondering
who the rider could be, and looking up half-
startled. It was Doctor Halifax himself, and
as he reached the gate, he slackened his speed,
and, dismounting, came up the garden walk
with & hurried step. She did not wait for the
servants, but, stepping into the hall, flung open
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the shade blinds in response to his summons,
and stood before him.

He certainiy had not expected to see her,
but bhe did not wince, merely.bowing, and
coloring slightly.

“1 beg your pardom, Miss Ashby,” he said.
“But I have come to solicit charity on the be-
half of one of my patients. I am not & rich
man myself,” with the calm, handsome eyes on
her face, ‘‘and your father told me that I
might rely upon him in this terrible trouble.”

*“I am very glad to be of service,” said Bes-
sie. ‘““What is most needed, Doctor Halifax ?”’

He made a few such suggestions as he thought
proper, and, under his directions, she filled a
large basket with food and wine. It seemed
as though he was at least ten years older, and
Bessie’s heart grew very full at the sight of
his pale, grave face as she completed her task.

““Can I do nothing more?’’ she asked, as she
gave him the basket. ‘O Doctor Halifax, if I
only could!” And in spite ef herself, the
thick, gathering tears filled her eyes.

He looked surprised, and then his face soft-
ened. ‘‘Thank you!” he replied. “1 will
remember what you have said.”

When/Tom Halifax mounted his horse again,
it was with a thrill of pleasurable pain and a
backward glance at the slender figure on the
piazza. He had looked down npon the pretty
face beneath Its veiling curls, the wet lashes,
and tremulous mouth, thinking a little sadly

_ of the days when her eyes would have met his
with a warmer glow. Yes, it all came to the
same thing in the end. The old wound was
not completely healed, and a soft glance from
the girlish eyes had set it throbbing again al-
most as fiercely as ever. That night he came
upon Captain Housted.

“Cannot I help you, Halifax?'’ said the
kind-hearted fellow. ‘You are killing your-
self. Let me do something, if it is dnly to grind
powders.”’

‘“You must not run the risk of infection,"
said Tom. * You have something at home to
take care of.”

“Yes,” said Captain Fred. ‘“But I don’t
think the little somebody cares much.” His
voice had stopped a tone or so, and he was
tapping his boot with his whip as though mus-
ingly.

‘“ Ask her,” suggested Tom, with a short
laugh, that almost choked him.

“J am going to ask her to-night,” said the
captain, raising his head suddenly, with a half
smile. “It’s all a lottery, you know. It re-
mains to be proved whether my prize is a Blank
or not.”

Three hours after Bessie stood with her cou-
sin in the garden.

“It is no use,” she said, with impetuous
tremor. “I don't love you, Cousin Fred—at
least, not as I must love the man I marry. 1
thought I did, but lately’’— She stopped,
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drooping her face, and then added, almost in a
whisper: “I have been very wicked and fool-
ish. Please forgive me!”

The captain looked down a little gravely.
¢When did you change your mind, Bessie ?”’

“A few weeks ago. Since this dreadful
plague. It made me think, and I saw that—I
Mad not been doing rightly.”

It was fully three minutes before Fred
Housted spoke again.

‘*See here, Bessie!"’ he said, at last. “Iam
learning something, too. I never believed the
gossip before, but now"”’— A moment’s pause,
and his smothered doubt burst forth : ¢ Bessie,
why did you quarrel with Tom Halifax ?**

“O Fred, don’t!”’ she said.

“Don’t cry,” said Fred. ‘I want to know
the truth.”

I have said Bessie Ashby never did anything
by halves. In her grief and excitement she
forgot that she had flirted with her cousin;
forgot about the ‘“ position ;”’ forgot everything,
but that she was frightened, and miserable,
and tired of acting.

“I have been so horribly selfish!” she
sobbed. “I didn°t think I cared so much, and
—and he was so poor, and then we quarrelled,
and I thought I could like you well enough.
I don’t think I should have been so wicked,
but he was so proud, and things got worse
every day, but lately it has all come back, and
I can’t help it.”

“You have not treated me well, Bessie,”
saild the honest young captain, after a short
silence. ‘“Men don’'t want women to marry
them because they ‘think they can like them
well enough,’” but I think you see how you
have wronged me. It is all over now, so we
will say no more about it.”

I have said before thathearts do not break.
They may stretch, and perhaps suffer a little
in the rebound, but realy breaking is out of
the question ; and warm and true though our
brave captain might be, it was not likely to
disgrace the general India-rubber reputation
by snapping, even in this painful strain, so
pray do not blame poor penitent Bessie for any
misfortunes which may hereafter befal him.

The next morning Doctor Halifax met his
rival in the street. i

«T prophesied rightly, old fellow,” said the
gentleman, quietly. *The affirmative proves
to be a negative after all.” ‘

¢ Mademoiselle is changeable,” said Tom.
“I hope I am not going to have you for a pa- .
tient, Housted. You are as pale as a ghost.”

“Broken heart,” laughed the captain. ‘‘No,
I don’t think you will. The warmth gives me
a slight headache ; that is all."”

But there was something more. As the day
grew, the slight headache became a severe one,
throbbing and pulsing, the pale face flushed,
and the strong limbs failed and trembled as
they had never done before.
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At about six o’clock, as Tom sat in his office
writing out some prescriptions, Captain Hous-
ted entered the room and staggered into a
chair.

“] am afraid you are going to have a patient,
Halifax,” he said, smiling feebly. ¢I feel
rather faint.”” And as he said it, he dropped
his deathly face upon the table, and lay there
without moving.

He had braved it a long time, but the dread-
ful pest had come upon him at last. Tom sent
for Colonel Ashby, and the sick ixan was car-
ried home. At the door Bessie met them, with
a pale face, but steady eyes.

‘“She ought to have been sent away,” said
Tom.

‘““But I am not afraid," she answered, firmly.
“Please let me stay ?”’

I dare say you will decide that Doctor Hali-
fax was shockingly unstable when I tell you
that from that time his mind began to waver
as regarded Bessie Ashby. Meeting her every
day in her cousin’s sick-room, it was not easy
to feel cold and stern. She was so sweet and
girlish in her new humility, now the old ca-
pricious coquetry was thrown aside, and in all
her appealing obedience to his orders he could
not fail to see a little sensitive fear which
sometimes troubled but always stirred his
heart. He must take care of her too; every
shadow that crossed the pretty face must be
inquired into. He was not going to fall in
love again, of course; he was merely doing his
duty as a’'medical man. Still, it was rather
interesting. '

Captain Housted was the last serious case of
sickness, but it was a very severe one. For
months the poor fellow's life lay trembling in
the balance—one day fevered and delirious, the
next seemingly sinking into death. Butin time
he began to struggle through it, and, thanks to
Tom’s skill and patiente, the shadowy face
began to light with a faint glimmer of return-
ing strength.

Gradually the fearful scourge weakened its
power, and little by little seemed passing
away. There were still patients to be visited,
and work to be done, but the awful rage of the
pestilence had swept by. Then it was that
Tom Halifax began to reap his reward. Peo-
ple who had never heard his name six months
before, sent for him in all critical cases. Men
of wealth and high standing in society courted
his acquaintance as ‘“the brave young fellow
who did his work so nobly throughout the
sickness at Dorning.’* Men and women pointed
him out to each other on the street, saying:
“But for him I should have been laid in my
grave.” ‘“He saved my children for me.”
‘“When my old mother died, he was the last
man she knew.’”’ “When wea were in trouble,
he worked for us day and night. God bless
him!” Had there been nothing else, the
warm, loyal young heart would have thrilled
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with tender thankfulness at the simple grati-
tude of the humble sufferers to whom he
seemed almost a Saviour, but apart from this,
reality came to him.

There was no lack of practice now, and the
name and fortune that had seemed so far away
& year ago, became a promise of truth. Of
ocourse as yet they were not quite perfected,
but still each day brought them nearer, and
showed something of solid advancement in life
and prospect. The Chateauz en Espogne were
beginning to stand on a substantial foundation.
Perhaps this might have made him very happy.
Naturally he felt thankful, but being a very
warm-hearted and (in some things) a very un-
sclentific M. D., he could not feel quite restful.

The truest of all truths is, that whatever wel
love, we can forgive, and whatever we forgive,
it is not difficult to love. Bessie Ashby had
refused Captain Housted. Why had she done
it? Could it be that ber foolish little heart
was subdued at last? - It is easy to be mag-
nanimous when one has been injured, and it is
hard not to be magnanimous when the injurer
fs a pretty girl whom one has loved. If this
were more than a simple record, I should cer-
tainly decide that my hero could not forgive
my heroine under any circumstances, and con-
sequently should doom them both to misery
and despair. But as it is, I am compelled to
say that Tom Halifax, M. D., forgave Bessie
Ashby, for the simple reason that, in spite of
her faults, he loved her.

And Bessie? During her cousin’s sickness
she had learned the extent of the M. D.’s
power. She had found out that she could look
up to him and rely upon his strength ; that she
could trust him implicitly. She began to dis-
cover that he had a higher object in view than
the regard for self, which had been the one
ruling power of her life, and his example
taught her the true nobility of generous sacri-
fice. Still, in spite of the change in the hearts
of both, they had not advanced much outwardly
from the old coldness. But in the second
month of Captain Housted’s illness, the dénoue-

came a8 a dénouement always comes, un-
expectedly. .

One evening there had been a slight return
of the fever, and after a heavy sleep the pa-
tient awakened, restless and wandering. Bes-
sie was standing at one side of the bed, and
Doctor Halifax at the other, holding the cap-
tain’s hand as he opened his eyes.

“It was you she loved after all, Halifax,”
he said, smiling faintly. “Iam ‘only Cousin
Fred.' ” .

The blood rushed into Bessie’s face. The
handsome eyes told her they undesstood ; told
her with one glance that burnt her cheek and
set her heart beating swiftly. The next mo-
ment she had brushed by him and left the
room.

Half an hour after, Doctor Halifax came
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down stairs and walked straight into the parlor
as though with some object in view. A very
pretty figure stood revealed in the dusky light
by the window—a pretty head, with long,
shining curls, resting upon an equally pretty
hand. I wonder if Miss Ashby knew what
was coming? Certainly her pulse flutiered
very fast, and she looked out into the garden
quite resolutely. :

‘‘ Bessie I

She did not move.

‘“ Bessie I’

He certainly was a determined gentleman
this Doctor Halifax, for he drew the pretty
hands away and turned Miss Ashby to the
light.

““Was it true?’’ he whispered, bending very
low over her.

The long curls drooped a little nearer. It
really looked as if Miss Ashby was going over
to the enemy. )

“I—I think it was,” she said, very softly.
“I think it has been true for a long time, Doc-
tor Halifax.”’

It was dreadfully undignified, but Miss Ashby
had positively made an unconditional surren-
der, and the cunls lay in a shining heap against
Doctor Halifax’s broad shoulder.

4:My dear little girl,”’ he said, tenderly kiss-
ing the pretty, tremulous face. My dear,
dear little girl, how happy you have made
me !D!

‘What more have I tosay? Ihave ended my
record, bringing both hero and heroine through
their adventures, and leaving them in a pro-
perly dramatic position. I have only to tell
you that Captain Housted proved my theory
of the clasticity of hearts, and recovering from
his sickness, recovered from his disappoint-
ment in a very sensible and decorous nanner.
In all probability he forgot his penchant for
brown eyes and married a blonde. If he did,
could there be a better proof that love is a
lottery, and “variety she spice of life?”’

WORDS. -

STRANGE, mysterious things are words. The
representatives of mind; the embodiment of
thought, feeling, sentiment, and passion are
they. The eye may discourse a language elo-
quent and imprgssive ; there may be a recogni-
tion of an invisible, spiritual essence surround-
ing us, an intuitive perception of unspoken
thoughts and feelings ; but words, with magic
skill, clothe this invisible presence, these subtle
operations of mind, and present them, as it
were, in tangible form.

Words have a fearful power. Swift-winged
messengers are they for good or evil. Could
each human sounl possess a tablet upon which,
by some mysterious agency, words might be
engraven in appropriate characters, how varied
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and full of meaning would those characters be,
and how potent their spell! Light words, the
interchange of friendly civilities, the little oc-
currences of everyday life, would be but faintly
impressed and recognized, only by the charm
investing them. Gay words, the pointed and
brilliant scintillations of, wit and fancy, spark-
ling as just dropped from a diamond point.
Bitter words, stinging, withering words of re-
proach and scorn, engraven as with a pen of
iron, and darkly enveloped with gloomy sha-
dows. Noble words, the embodiment of the
glowing thoughts and conceptions of genius,
set with gems, and enriched with a halo of
glory. And words of mercy, loving words ef
sympathy, burning with a radiance mild and
lovely as the breathings of an angel-presence.
This is not all fancy. Words are indeed en-
graven upon more enduring tablets than those
of ivory or brass; that of immortal minds.
Take the continual interchange in the particles
of matter ; particles thrown off from one sub-
stance filling the places in the formation of
another. So words are the particles which
minds are throwing off, to become incorporated
with other words, to be as unperishable as the
mind itself.

1t becomes us then to consider well the power
of this influence for good or evil in our keeping.-
That careless, thoughtless word of thine may
carry with it a thrill of agony almost too bitter
for the sensitive spirit to endure. A kindly
word may awaken in some soul energies which
shall burn en forever ; or its opposite crush to
earth some timid soul, and destroy within it
the power to rise. A word of encouragement,
fitly spoken, may cause the sweet flowers of
hope and joy to spring up in the heart, and
sweetly lure the bright buds of promise to un-
fold in beauty. One little word may touch
some chord, which shall vibrate tones of joy
ot sorrow through the endless ages of eternity.

TO MY MOTHER.

BY M. R. LE WAHL.

HERS was the first, the sweetest kiss

My infant brow e’er felt ;
And hers the fondest, purest wish,

‘Whispered to God as she knelt—
As she bent o'er the form in the eradle, to trace
God's silent work on my baby face,
And blessed, as she knelt In the self-same place,
‘What some called * a parcel of cambric and lace.”

And when my lisping tongue could speak,
I bowed in infant prayer,
And * Now I lay me down to sleep,”
Were the words I whispered there—
The words My Mother taught me, i tones so jow
and soft—
The same sweet, simple, childish prayer, old, and
repeated oft;
But the Hist’ning angels heard her, and musical and
soft
Are their voices up in heaven, as they raise the
prayer aloft.




