
THE WATCHER
The soft dusk of an early- autumn evening was fal-ling when the doctor came from the sicK-room intathe

spotless kitchen where Mary Catherine sat."How'dyou find him,Doctor ?' she inquired, anxious-ly. 'Is he real bad oil ?' * - "
The doctor gave her a little reassuring nod as he

seated himself, in a chair near her own.'.The fact is, Mary Catherine,' he said, lowering:hisvoice that his words might not carry to the invalidin the room beyond, ( your father ha's never in his lifebeen sick enough to realise what real illness is. He
hasn't any standard of his own for comparison, andconsequently, when he's a trifle indisposed, as he is
now, hi& imagination gets away with him. It's a- cold—a simple, old-fashioned cold, nothing more nor less.

t
Maybe' he's a bit worn out, too. It takes hold of aman who is on the wrong side ql seventy to work ashe does. But there's nothing in any way serious.He'll be as good as new in a few days. But you
can't make Mm think' so. He firmly believes that this

>is the beginning of the end, and you can't possiblyget the idea out of his head. End !' The doctorchuckled delightedly.
'
I'd give a good deal -to havehalf the constitution he - has now !

'
Mary Catherine gave a sigh of relief.' 'I'm glad. it's no worse,' she suld. 'This afternoonIwas realworried.

' —
'Naturally, naturally-,' laughed" the doctor. "Hemakes a fuss out of all proportion to his ailments.I've left some powders for him. You might give 'himone every two hours as long as they last. And I'dhumor him, if I were you. If he gets any comfortout of tl.lnking_ his time has. come, why, let 'him thinkso for a day cr two. Jt won't last longer, I war-rant you.'

-
He picked up his hat and medicine-case and wentout at the back *door, calling a cheerful .good-night

over his shoulder. A moment later the rumble ofwheels told of his departure. Hardly had the sound ofthem died away-when a voice called 'querulously^ from. the befdroom. :'
Mary Catherine, where are you ?'

, Maiy Catherine hurried into the presence of the in-valid. He lay in the high-posted bed— a well-preserved
old

-
man with huge .frame and small, dark eyes thatlocked at one piercingly frombeneath theirbu^hv white.brows. There was something plaintive in them as heturned eagerly to his 'daughter.'
W'hat'd he say ?'" lie asked curtly. ' -

" 'He says you're.. gc.tng to >be all right in a dayor two, father,' was the cheerful' response:
<He. never,' the old man flatly' contradicted, '"or"if he did,k he was tryin' to deceive you. That'ssornethin' Iain't goin' to do.' I'm goin' -tio foe outan' out with you. Sit down.'- - -' -\

' .
Mary Catherine sat down on the edge of the bed{ Im a sick man, Mary Catherine,' x he went on-. 'It'sbeen comin' on this good while. I've been failin' allsummer., -I ain't long for this world.'

','
O sho, father.! ' his daughter deprecated.'
Iain't ,long for this world,' hexrepeated

'
withsome warnrth, as if daring any xme to dispute.Urn." '

I guess Ican- tell pretty wellwhen my time's come.
I' feel it in my bones this is goin' to be' my 'last- sickness.' '

■'You'll feel diffe-ent in the monJUng,' Mary Catherine*declared.

At the same moment a large automobile" cameswiftly around the corner. -C^ui'dc, as"*thoughrrHt was"upon the .little flying,'figure. 1here was a frantic but -
useless effort to escape, a piercing scream^ a thud,-andthe child, bruised and bleeding, lay on 'the pavement.
The conveyance was stopped quickly, the occupants
alighted and gave what assistance they could. The '
child was tenderly laid on the cushioned seatand takenwith " all possible speed to the nearest hospital. -

It was twenty-four hours later that-Sister Augusta,
-accompanied by Mrs. Robertson, was' walking down along corridor in St. Joseph's Hospital.

1Yes, we are very busy,' said the Sister, in answerto the lady s inquiry.
'

There is so much sickness andmany accidents. A particularly sad case was'broughthere yesterday; a little"girl struck by an automobileand severely injured. The circumstances are unusual andmake it extremely pathetic' -'
What are the circumstances 1

'
asked Mrs.Robertason, more from politeness than because she felt inter-ested.

'I am going-'to relieve the Sister who has beencar-ing, for her,' said Sister Augusta. 'If you care t0accompany me, Ican tell you her history.'
A little later the two women were standingbesidea Xttie white bed. On it lay the "small bandaged

form. No wonder Sister Augusta's tender heart softenedwith a love almost maternal as she looked,at the"fairflushed face lying on the pillow. The bright eyesopened, but there was no recognition in their depths "
the lips moved, but to Mrs. Robertson 'the words wereincoherent.'

What is she saying, Sister ?"
''"Let me hear the music "—she ts 'always talking

of music, poor littleEliztabtth.'
The Sister laid her hand tenderly on the. short darkcurls, and waTs so intent in her contemplation of the"child that she did not observe the look that passed

-
over Mrs. Robertson's face. "

'Music— Elizabeth.' What memories those words re-called! Her voice bad lost the calm, steady- tone,and^ was slightly tremulous as she asked:Do you think she will recover, Sister ?
''Yes with good care, but there

-
will be manyweeks of pamv 'She will suffer greatly I fear ' "

iHhil^?7o^ hhIV-LlV-LV-L I,eisu?«' Please tell me' the history oflittle— of the child,' said Mrs. RobertsonWith a fe,w quiet but deft touches, Sister Augusta "
made the patient more comfortable, and sat down be-side her visiler.
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*

had entirely forgptten that he ever had' ah ungrateful 'daughter Eleanor died, and the sale of her few Sects -
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looted atl?r' ?obe^So]? "^ V head, the SisterSsed ttlvL"i^tanshmen*, and she scarcely reco^nised the voice that vibrated with feeling as she said :
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1Sister, let me relieve you 'of the care' and of lit—
the Elizabethherself, the caft~be-~ removed to myhousewithout danger, 'ami Ishall go myself to see Mrs. Mil-
ler. You have so many, Sister.- Let me frave'tMs weeone to care for, yes ,io love, as my very own.1

A..sob'brtdve -in her throat, and tears filledSbier eyes
and trembled-on

'
her long lashes. She seemed.a statue

awakened to the "blessing ol life, and the' rapture of
love. ■ , *

.Sister Augusta's eyes, were full of tears when shefinished, but they wei^e tears of -joy, to see" the oldloving nature of her dear friend assert itself.
Now she knew the ice -about her heart hadmelted,

never to congeal again.' She .had"found something upon
which to -lavish "her affection, and the little strangerwho, an a few hours had grown so dear, had found a"yhome. . ->- " ;.
/ And thus it was, that 'from the keys so long sil-
ent, came sweet entrancing strains ' of music that l
calmed the wearysuffering child and brought peaceandcomfort to the mother who often fancied she saw her
dear one's face smiling on her' in approbation..—Ex-
change.
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