
Young Dr. Felton, famous, rich, and admired by the circle he
movfd in, was somewhat uneasy anddiscontented. Why heshould
be hehimself could not explain,for the worldat largeserved him
well. There were no visits to be made to hospital wards no
students toaccompany to clinics, no fashionableinvalids inneed ofhis care, and even the poor wretches of the slums in whom he had
become interested had been attended to thatmorning. So he had
promised himself the whole afternoon to prosecute the study of a
theoryhe was developing in which he earnestlyhoped to reduce to
practice. The best-disciplinedminds, however,are at times subject
to overpowering moods, and it was one of these thatnow caused
his discontentedne»s. Probably it was due to a Bense of freedomfrom thethousand duties that usually hedged him in; or Bhall we
oharge this unaccustomed state of mind tothe faintsuggestion of
early spring that hadstolen across country fieldsand foundhim outinhisNew York flat ? Whatever it was, theDoctor's studies were
not made thatApril afternoon.

A retrospective mood, in whichmemories of thepassed welled
up in his heart, controlled him. Under its influence, this busy
young doctor, the astonishment of the profession, whose firmness
and almost womanly gentleness alleviated the fever-racked hospital
patient, and whose kindness brightened the life of many a poorfactory girl, as his skill satisfied the wealthysociety lady,became
almost a boy again. It was not his wont to indulge in thesememories, forhis life was toobusy. Butnowhis discontentslipped
away ashegave himself up to them. Andashe sank down inhis
easy chair,it wasnot the walls of his library, thebookß, the instru-
ments, or the anatomical charts that formedhis horizon. He had
little thought for his profession that afternoon. It was the littleNew England town of his birth and his student days he was
absorbed in.

He could not be more than 28, but onemight readexperience
in thatclever,good-looking young face. Pensive lines markedhis
features as his thoughts dwelt uponhis littlehome on thehillside.beautified by his mother's flower-beds andclinging vines. There,
next door,hadbeen the home of the littlegirl whohadbeen the
best friend a boy everhad, ashe used to think in those days. What
a refreshing sensation the thought of that littlegirlbrought ! andthe young doctor smiled unconsciously as he pictured the pranksthey played together. The smile faded as his mother's early death
came to him, how she had died in her youth and happiness,
leaving him with his grief-stricken father. And well he remem-bered thequiet life they then had led together; the evenings they
had spent in the lonely home thinking of her. Sometimes the
father wouldread to his boy, or would tell him the hopeshe hadof
seeing his little lad a physician like himself one day. For the
parenthad also been a medical man, one of the true servants ofGod's people,who labors not solely for money,and was, therefore,
greatly beloved by his fellow-townsmen.

Then camehis father's sudden death, hastened by theunending
labors that kept sapping his strength throughout one long dreary
winter. Before the youngdoctor's eyes that scene of 15 yearspastvividly presented itself. On a wild March day, far unlike the
present golden afternoon, he stood in the quaint little churchyard
bitterly crying as the cold stones fell witha dull sound upon his
father's coffin. And whilehe knelt among the sympathetic friends,
and the goodold parish priest prayed fervently for the departed
eoul of the good man lying there beneath them, his grief rendered
him insensible to the sharp cut of the sleet andrain. One thing
only had been able to cheer him, and that washis littleneighbor,who, as his city aunt led him from the sad place, whispered :—:

—'Willie, don't feel so badly. Your papa is in heaven,and Ilove
you.' Butnowhe couldhardly recall her name, so utterlyhad thoheold times ceased to interest him.

"
Deadas Helen of Troy for all Iknow,' he said to himself.

His aunt had takenhim to New York to live,and there he had
met one of his father's college friends, a man high up in themedicalprofession. For his friend's sake this man interested him-Belf, and observing the boy's bright clever ways,he trained himunder his own eyes in all the mysteries of medicine. C .n-fully
watohingas theboy grew up to young manhood,he discovered rich
traits that promised to reward pystematic development. When it
was time, therefore, he sent the boy abroad tohave the advantageof
the ripeet knowledge in Europe. He Btudied at Paris undrr thefamousBavanta there. Andafter several years spent profitably he
went to Berlin. It was to the German student-life he owed muchof his character, for he had loved that life with its excitement, itsduels, its singing, and the clear-headedmen he met. When he left
thereand came back to America he was a brilliant,masterful man,almost agenius, and not hampered,as he toldhimself, by too manyreligious convictions. He was not positively irreligious,not atall
a cynic, but, like the Germans whom he had known,one who con-
sidered all the obligations fulfilled when themandates of honor and
duty areob-encd. Still he acknowledged that the faithof thobe
poor wretches whom out of philanthropy he often visited, was ths
onesunny spot in their gloomy existence. But for himself,he was
wont to tell the young Catholic priest whoused to meethim at the
hospitals,and who had interestedhim in thepoor, that to do right
by one'sfellow-men, be charitable, and admitthe existence of God
wassufficient^ And then Father Ryan, whosaw the nobility of theyoung dootor'sheart, endeavoring toconvince him of his mistake,
wouldbe told that nothing short of a tangible scientificexperimentcouldbe of any availas anargument.

Such was the natnreof Dr.Felton's reveries, andhe mighthave
continued them had he not thought of FatherRyan. When the
priest entered his mind,he remembereda promisehe had made to

visit him. Thia afternoon washis opportunity. Hehadgiven npall his plans of study that day,and besides he felt that thepom-pany of the sincere young' clergyman would do him food. So,Btill possessed by reoolleotions,he gotupand wentout of theheaseinto the atreet.
After a short walkhe arrivedand wasadmittedinto theparlorof thepastoralresidence by the neat,elderly housekeeper. In tileinterval of waitinghe occupiedhimself by admiring theexquisitelycarved ivory crucifix that hung above the door. A slight amUeplayed over his mouth as he lookedat the tokensof Catholittfaitharound the room, for to him they were littlebetter tfram instru-ments of superstition,and itsomewhatpuzzledhim that his priest-friend oould so implicitly believe in theusefulnessof suoh things.His meditations were broken off abruptly by the appearanoe ofFather Ryan, who took him up tohisownroom. He wasdelighted

to have this busy youngdootorpay himavisit,andespecially sincehis leisurely mannerpromised a long, pleasanttalkwithhim.The doctor wasstill full of memories,and of thesehe appeareddesirous of talking. Father Ryan, therefore,sympathised enoughtoset the smouldering fireof these memories ablaze,and soon hewas listening to thestoryof his friend'slife. Tohim thisexplainedvery much and also encouraged him greatly. Itwas no plightinterest hehadin the young doctor who was so clever, good, andhonorable,but whosereligious views pained him deeply. He hadoften wondered at the familiarity his rationalistic friendshowedwithCatholic observances wheneverthey had visited together thesick poorof his flock. Where could he have acquainted himself sowell as to know whenoandlesand holy water wereneoeasary? Heventured tosay accordingly:'Doctor,pardonme, butit strikes me,after hearinglyoudwellso on your life, that youonce were a Catholic,and stillhare thefaith, despite your apparent indifference.''Not atall,Father,not in the least'rejoinedhe, "although you
have rightly guessed thatIwasborn in.your faith. There is nouse,Iamconvinced, in tying oneself down to those unreasonableceremonies of religion. Youknow my profession of belief,andIthink ita foodone.''Well,Iknow yourmindtoo thoroughly toargue withyou onthatpoint,' the priestanswered; " but tell me, are you not greatlyinfluencedby these recollectionsof your childhood when theyoomeback to you ?

'
The othernodded assent.

'
ThenImay venture tosay thatby them youwillbe led back to the faith in which youwereborn.'

Thedoctor wasnow gettingmerry,ashe sawhis friendbecom-ing so earnest, and ralliedhim by declaring thatno power onearthcould makehim believe otherwise than he did, unless it was theproof based on scientific data he had beforementioned.'
We shall see,' said thepriest.

1If everit does oome to pass otherwise,' answered the dootor,'
111devotemyself more than ever to yourpoor,Father.'A knock at the door interrupted their conversation. Openingit,Father Ryan washanded a letter stamped specially to hastenitsdelivery. The rather unconcerned glance he at first oast on the

envelopesuddenly vanished, anda look of interestandgreat antici-pation succeeded. Excusing himself, he broke the seal andfound his interest justified, for it was from an old priest whohadbeen a great friend or his,and whom he had not heard from in
years. Tha letter informedhim that his friend had a parish inalittle New England town, and the reasonof his writing was to re-questa favor.

Evidently Father Ryan thought the doctor might like to hearwhatthe letter contained,|for,asking him to listen, he readthe fol-lowing excerpt:'Knowing- that your circumstancesbring you intodaily oontaotwith thebeet medical menin thecity,Ibeg of you by any n>e*n*
possible to persuade some specialist in brain diseases to come up
htre immediately. The patient is a young lady, theonly ohild left
a widowed mother. The localphysicians are mystifiedat the case,
anddeclare a cureimpossible. ButIwould notaooeptthatdecisionwithout makinga great effort to secure someone who couldspeak
moreauthoritatively. Letno fear of expenseretardyou,

'If you can do this favor for me you will secure my lasting
gratitude,besides a mother's blessing.'Believeme,

Yours sincerely in Christ,
'Thomas Bxxkily.'

Turning to the doctor, theyoungpriest inquiredif he had notdeeply investigateddisorders affecting thebrain.'It has beenmy favoritestudy,' he replied.' Well, then, wouldyounot be willing to takeup thiaoaaewhich
so puz/Jes the village doctors ?

'
'If you wish it,andIcan accomplish the journey so aa tore-turn to-morrowmorning,Iam willing, Bntyouhavenotmentionedwhere you wishme togo,haveyou?

''True. The nameof the town,is Brassville, inConnecticut,ontheNew York,New Haven,andHartford Railway,not far distantf iom Hartford,Ibelieve.'"Bra^svilleisa nameIneverheard of in Connecticut, which ismy ownhome, Father, andIwasborn in the vicinity of Hartford;butIsuppose, sinceI've forgotten so many things,I'vealso letslip
thenamesof towns;but if yousayIcan get there and returnin
the limited time atmy disposal,Ishallbe veryglad todo whateverlies in my power for the young lady.''Then,dootor, it's settled,and I'll telegraph toFather Berkely
to meet you to-night at the station. Now you must hurry your
preparations,for your train will leaveinaboutanhour. Good-bye
and on your journey reflectupon the things I'vesaid to you thisafternoon.'

This partingshot brought asmile to the doctor's face aaheleftthehouse andhastened towardshis own home. Arriving themheselected thenecessary articles and was off directly for the GrandCentralStation, Andashe wentalong heww once againplunged
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