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The Storpteller.

THE DOCTOR'S COMPROMISE,

Youxg Dr, Felton, famous, rich, and admired by the eircle he
moved in, was somewhat uneasy and discontented, Why he should
bo he bimeelf could not expiain, for the world at large served him
well, There werz no visits to be made te hospital wards no
students to accompuny Lo clinics, no fashionable invalids ip need of
his care, snd even the poor wretches of the sluma in whom he had
become interested had been attended to that morning., So he had
promised himeelf the whole afternoon to prosecute the stndy of a
theory he was developing in which he esrnestly hoped to reduce to
praotice. The best-disciplined minds, however, are at times subject
to overpowering moods, and it was one of these that now caused
his discontentedness, Probably it was due to a semse of freedom
from the thousand duties that usually hedged him in; or shall we
charge this unaccostomed state of mind to the faint suggestion of
early spring that had stolen across country fields and found him out
in hia New York flat ? Whatever it was, the Dootor’s studies were
not made that April afterncon.

A retrospective mood, in which memories of the passed welled
up in his heart, controlled him. Under its influence, this busy
young doctor, the astonishment of the profession, whose firmness
and almost womanly gentlenesn alleviated the fever-racked hoapital

tient, and whose kindness brightened the life of many & poor
actory girl, as his skil} satisfied the wealthy society lady, became
almost a boy again. It was not his wont to indulge in these
memories, for kis life was toe busy. But now his discontent slipped
away as he gave himself up to them. And as he sank down in his
eaay chair, it was not the walls of his library, the books, the instro-
ments, or the anatomical charts that formed his harizon, He had
little thought for his profession that afternoon. It was the little
New England town of his birth and his student days he was
abaorbed io,

He could not be more than 28, but one might read experience
in that clever, good-looking young face. Pensive lines marked his
features as his thoughts dwelt upon his little home on the hillside.
beautified by his mother's Rower-beds and clinging vines. There,
next door, had been the home of the little girl who had been the
best friend a boy ever had, as he used to think in those days. What
a refreshing wensation the thought of that little girl brought | and
the young doctor smiled unconsciously as he pictured the pranks
they 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 the quiet life they then had led together; the svenings they
had spent in the lonely home thinking of her, Sometimes the
father would read 10 his boy, or would feil him the hopes he had of
seeing his little lad a pbysician like himself one day. For the
parent had also been a medical man, one of the true servanta of
God's peaple, who labors not solely for money, and was, therefore,
greatly beloved by his fellow-townsmen,

Thea came hie father's sadden death, hastened by the unending
Iabors that kept sapping his strength throughout one long dreary
winter. Before the young doctor's eyes that scene of 13 years past
vividly 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 with a dull sonnd upon bis
father’a coffin, And while he knelt among the sympathetic friends,
and the good old parish priest prayed fervently for the departed
soul of the good man lying there beneath them, his grief rendercd
him insensible to the sharp cut of the sleet and rain. One thing
only had been able to cheer him, and that was his little neighbor,
who, a8 his city sunt led him from the sad place, whispered :—
* Willie, don't feel so badly. Your paps is in heaven, and I lave
you.! Bat now he could hardly recall her name, so utterly had those
old times ceazed to interest him., ‘Dead ae Helen of Troy for all I
know,' he said to himeelf.

His aent had taken him to New York to live, and there he had
met one of his father's college friends, a man high up in the
medical profession. For his friend's aake this man interested him-
solf, and observing the boy's bright clever waye, he trained him
under his own eyes in all the mysteries of medicine. C.refully
watohing rs the boy grew up to young manhood, he discovered rich
traits that promised to reward eystematic development. When it
wae time, therefore, he sent the boy abroad to have the advantage of
the ripeet knowledge in Europe. He studied at Paris under the
famous savants there, And after several years spent prufitably he
went to Berlin, It was to the German student-life he owed much
of his character, for he had loved that life with ita exciternent, 1ts
duels, its singing, and the clear-headed men he met. When he left
there and came back to America he was a brilliant, masterfal man,
almost & genius, and not hampered, as he told himself, by too many
religious convictions. He was not positively irreligious, not at all
& cynig, bat, like the Germans whom he had known, one who con-
sidered all the obligations fulfilled when the mandates of honor and
duty are ob-eried, Still he acknowledged that the faith of those
poor wrotches whom out of philanthropy he often visited, was the
one sunny spot in their gloomy existence. But for himself, he was
wonb to tell the youny Catholic priest who used to meet him at the
hospitals, and who had interested him in the poor, that to do right
by one’s fellow-men, be charitable, and admit the existence of God
waa soflicient, And then Father Ryan, who saw the nobility of the
young dootor's heart, endeavoring to convince him of his mistake,
would be told that nothing short of a tangible scientific experiment
could be of any avail as an argument.

Such was the natnre of Dr. Felton’s reveries, and he might have
continued them had he not thought of Father Ryan, When the
prieat entered his mind, he remembered a promise he had made to

visit him. This afterncon was his opportunity. He had given np
all hie plans of study that day, snd beeides he felt that the o0nL
pany of the sincere young clergyman would do him good. Bo,
etill possessed by recollections, he got up and went out of the hense
into the atreet.

After a short walk he arrived and was admitted into the parlor
of the pastoral residence by the neat, eldarly housekeeper, In the
interval of waiting he ocoupied himeelf by sdmiring the exquisi
carved ivory crucifix that hung above the door. A slight ami
played over his mouth as he looked at the tokens of Catholie faith
aronnd the room. for to him they were little better than instyn-
ments of superstition, and is somewhat puzzled him that his priest-
friend conld ro implicitly believe in the ussfnlness of suoh
His meditations were broken off abruptly by the sppewrance of
Father Ryan, who took him up to his own room. He was delighted
to have thia busy young dootor pay him & visit, and especially siuce
bis leisurely manner promised & long, pleasant talk with him.

The doctor was still full of memories, and of thaee ke appearad
desirous of talking. Father Ryan, therefore, sympathised sncugh
to set the amouldering fire of these memories ablaze, and soon
was listening to the story of his friend’slife. To him thia explained
very much and also encouraged him greatly, It was no alight
interest he had in the yooung doctor who was mo clever, good, and
honorable, but whose religiouns views pained him deeply. He had
often wondered at the familiarity his rationalistic friend showed
with Catholic observances whenever they bad visited together the
sick poor of hig flock. Where conld he have moquainted himself se
well as t0 know when candles and holy water were necessary ! He
ventnred to say accordingly :

‘ Doctor, pardon me, but it strikes me, after hoaring tyou dvrell
so on your life, that ryou once were a Catholic, and still have the
faith, despite your apparent indifference.’

‘Not at all, Father, not in the least, rejoined he, ¢ slthough yon
have rightly guessed that I was born in your faith. There is no
use, I am convinced, in tying oneself down to those unresscnable
ceremonier of religion. Youn know my profession of belief, snd I
think it a good one,.

* Well, T know your mind too thoroughly to argne with You on
that point,’ the pricet answered ; * but tell me, are you not greatly
influenced by these recollections of your childhood when they come
back to you 7’ The other nodded assent, ‘Then I may venturs to
say that by them you will be led back to the faith in which you
were born,’

The doctor was now getting merry, as he saw his friend heoom-
ing so earnest, and rallied him by declaring that ne povwer on earth
could make him beiieve otherwise than he did, unless it was the
proof based on scientific data he had before mentioned,

“ We shall see,’ said the priest,

' If ever it does come to pass otherwise, answered the doctar,
‘111 devote myself more than ever to your poor, Father,'

A knock at the door interrupted their conversation, Openiog
it, Father Ryan was handed a letter stamped specially to basten its
delivery. The rather unconcerned glance he at first csst on the
envelope suddenly vanished, and a look of interest and great sntici-
pation succeeded. Excusing himeelf, he broke the meal apd
found his interest justified, for it was from an old priest who had
been a great friend or his, and whom he had not besrd from in
years. Tha letter informed him that his friend had a parish in &
lttle New England town, and the reason of his writing was to re.
quest a favor,

Fvidently Father Ryan thought the doctor might like to hesr
what the letter contained,ifor, asking him to listen, he read the fol-
lowing excerpt:

* Knowing that your circumstances bring you into daily contact
with the best medical men in the city, I beg of Jou by any means
puraible to persnade some specialist in brain disesses to come up
here immediately. The patient is a_young Jady, the ooly ohild Ieft
a widewcd mother. The local physicians are mystified at the case,
and declare a cure impossible. But I would not accept that decision
withaut making a grest effort to secure someone whe conld speak
more authoritatively. Let no fear of expense retard you,

:1f you can do this favor for me you will secure my lustiog
gratitude, besides & mother's blessing,

' Believe me,
Yours sincerely in Christ,
‘THoMAS BERKELY.

Turaing to the dector, the young priest inquired if he bad not
deeply investigated disorders affecting the brain.

‘It has been my favorite study,’ he replied,

‘ Well, then, would you not be willing to take up thisosse which
20 puzsles the village doctors 7°

' Lf you wish it, and I can accomplish the journey g0 ma to re-
turn to-morrow morning, I am willing, Bat you have not mentioned
where you wish me to go, bave you 7’

‘ True. The name of the towr is Brassville, in Connecticut, on
the New York, New Haven, and Hartford Bailway, not far distant
fiom Iartford, I believe.'

* Brassville is & name I never heard of in Connecticut, which is
my own home, Father, and I waa born in the vicinity of Hartford ;
but I suppose, since F've forgotten so many things, ['ve aleo lat alip
the names of towns ; but if you say I can get there and retarn in
the limited time at my disposal, I shall be very glad to do whataver
lies in my power for the young lady.’

‘Then, dootor, it's settled, and I'll telagraph ta Father Barkely
to meet you to-night at the station, Now you must hurry your
preparations, for your train will leave in about an honr. Good-bye
and on your journey reflect upon the things 1've said to you this
afternoon.’

Thia parting shot brought & smile to the doctor's face as he left
the honee and hostened towards his own home. Arriving thers he
solected the necessary articles and was off directly for ths Grand
Central Station, And as he went along he was once again plypged



