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The Storyteller

ALL FIVE OF THEM.

Winter had unexpectedly arrived in
the night. It had quietly come
whilo all were aslerp and had filled
the streels aud the lanes of the ety
with snow, tq tho dehight of the chil-
dren, who scarcely expected  their
good friend the snow so early n tho
Year ; but not so to the older people,
who found rwalking in the soft, loose
snow very ditficuit,

Dr. Brandt, a thick-set man of
about 50 years, with an unmistake-
ably good-natured face, made Iasg
way through the snow, now and then
uttering inaudibly an exasperated re-
mark over tho detestable weather.

Having arrived at a pleasant house
standing alone in the suburbs the
doctor walked through a smali hall
into the kitchen, and thera found a
group of five children standing ex-
pectantly before the hearth.

' Well, what are you doing hero
that you are all huddled together as
if in a swallow s nest ?’' gaid the
doctor, laying aside his hoat and
cano and stamping the snow from hisg
shoes.

‘“We aroe waiting for our baked ap-
ples to be done,’ said the clildren.

‘B0 ? Don't forget to save one
for me. Is your mother in this
roem ? ' llo did not wait for an
answer, but opened the door after a
hasty knock.

A delicate, slight woman arosc
frem a table covered with aell kinds
of drawing material near the win-
dow. Her still perfectly brown hair
and the Lively cxpression of  her
beautiful eyes made her sceam youngoer
than her shightly stooping figure and
the dowrncast features of her pale
face would indicate, but she could
not, have been moros than thirty odd
years of age.

At tho sudden enirance of the doc-
tor a quick flush canie over her fea-
tures, whilo i1 cough shook her whole
frame, compelling her to delay greet-
ing the doctor for a moment

The doctor took 1 her apponranco
with a quick glance., " Why did yeu
not send for me carher 1f you wero
sick 7’

1 hoped 3t would pass by, she an-
gwered, still strugglg for breath

* It sounds like 1t grumbled the
doctor. “ Dut we will see’ Ilc then
put a few short, pointed questions to
the sufferer and examined her lungs
When he had hinished his countenance
wors a peculiar expression

She threw a  scarching glonce at
him and, snnlimg with diuliculty said:
‘¥ou fOnd moe worse than you
thought ? '

‘I find yvou very sick,’ ho answered,
without changing Ins  expression.
"You musl e down amniediately
Absolute rest 19 the first hecessity
for you.’

It is lmpossible for mo Lo thnk
of rest now,’ sha rophed. * It 15 al-
ready November. These drawings
must be done 1n two weeks at tho la-
test. The preparation of lustra-~
tions for tho large journals requires
50 much time, you see.” Sho took up
a couple of drawings from the tuabla
and heldd them outl to the  doctor
‘ This wreath of Christmas roses and
holly branches i1s designed to encirela
a Christmas poewm. This httle Swe-
dish peasani’s house, with the Christ-
mas  sheaf onr the roof and the
Christmus treo, hotween whasa
Youghs childron’s hewds  are peering
forth, is to be the headpiece of  a
Christmas story '

' You must not dare take another
atroke of work on these thags,” saad
tha doctor, pushing (he papers hast-
ily away.

‘ But, you see, they must be done
for Christmaos '

- Somecone else can be found to fin-
#h them.!

'Y should forfeiyd for ever the confi-
dence of the cditors who gave me o
chance Lo earn some money. No,

doctor, that will not do. Rich peo-
ple can allow themselves the Juxury
of bemg sick, but not the poor ”

She had spoken her last words in
a sportive tone, while her €yos still
retamed their anxiously searching
expression.

< Poor people die also,” he
avading her glance.

‘Do you mean that I must die?’

‘Have I sard so ? ' answered the
doctor,

‘ Not with your hips, but with your
eyes.  Sudidenty she seized bis hands
and said implormngly. ‘ Do not say
that I must die. 1 dare noi, for the
sake of my chiidren. Thero are fivo
of them and thewr father is dead.’

‘Have you no property ?° asked
the doctor.

“No.'

‘ No relatives who would take care
of your children in an extremo case?’

‘1 have none.’

‘No acquaintances ? Friends 7'

‘No one. As long as 1 Irve and
kreatha I stand between my children
and misery. If 1 die—"

' You must learn to give yourself
absolute rest.’

"flow can I? Must [ not earn
bread for all? But [ shall surely
be better again, doctor ? The desire
to live does much, and I long to hive.
Not too long, but several years still
until my children aro in a condition
to help themselves.'

The doctor shook his head

*You are morye oxperienced  and
worldly wice than I, doctor Tell e
according 1o your hest  knowledge
what would becoma of the children
1f 1T should be taken away frem Lheom
now.’

The doctor rubbed his forchead a
few times with his handkerchief.
* Have you tha right of o native
here 77

* My hushand had’

"H'm, the community would have
to take care of your children then.
One of the older ones would pro-
bably go into the orphun asylum,
the smallest 1nto the miant asvlium,
andt the others would be taken inlo
poor workingmen's  famihies  for a
snall recompense

She pres~cd her Lhips gonvulsively
together, then aquietly 3aid - ' You
see that T darve not die. Or do yvou
mdeed believe thot my tendar  chil-
dren, nurtured 1n leve, would survive
Being torn from onc another and di-
vided among strangers ? No, God
cannot wish 1t, But I will follow
yvour advice, doctor, and will sparo
myself.  As soon as these drawings
are done I =il he down and take a
thorough rest, Are you satished
with that, doctor? -

“if b 1w not too late,” he wanted
to say, but ho had not the heart {o
do 80 Ile  pressed the woman's
hand and  left.  the house hastily,
without payving any attention  this
e to the company of children m
il kitchen When he was already
an the strecl he suddenly heard -
self called,

‘Doctor, doclor, here is the apple
which wo soved for yon ™ He stood
still and  Jet thoe clild, a boy  of
ahoul e acars olid, come to lam
‘Lbust o you oeat st vowmself, my boy !
I stroked s flaxen head i o
hindly  way COr puie it to your
mother And take good care,  do
sou hear, and see that <he does not
work too nwuch. Who hnews how
lone——

1Te dud nel, ionsh the sentence, but
al the corner furned ones morve and
saw the oy <hill standing in the
muddle of (e strect, lookhme  affer
him with carnest and mauirimg gaze,
s0ill holding tha apple ' s hand.

-*

said,

f

Dr. Drawdl foupht his way home
m tho storm with bowed head  and
cout  wrapped  Lightly  about him
after o hard day's work, for No-

vember had brought with it  sick-
ness and death. The dampness had
settled upon his hair and clothes,
while the cutting wind threatened to
extinguish the cigar between his
Iipe. ~ He drew a long breath when
at last he stood in the comfortabiy-
warmed entry hall of his dwelling.

"Say, Stina,’ he ealled as  =soon
as he got his breath, ' please draw
off these detestable hoots. The things
stick as if they had grown to me.
Such miscrablo weather ' I helieve
there 13 not a  dry stitch on me,
ut my hoois nn the hearth, but nod
0o near, so they won't shrink like
old glove-skins. Understand ?  You
can hang my coat noarer. Supper is
rondy 1 hope.’

" The cutlets are now on the table.'

‘That is good. I am as hungry
2s a woli.” Just as the doctor was
opening the door of the dining-
room, where his wife was busily en-
goged awong rattling dishes and
glasses, the shritl ring of the door
bell hroke upon his ear.

*'Thunder and lightning !’ ex-
claimed the docter. 'Y hope no one
else will come to-night. One thing
I know, whoever it may be, I will
not go out to-night. A physician is
also a human being, so to speak,
and I have done iy share for to-day.

Tie opened the door so viclently
that he almost threw the hoy stand-
ing eclose in  front of it backward
down the steps. * Well, can't you
took out ? ' he called, grasping the
boy. What iz the matter ?’

The boy did not answer, but stood
panting heavily and turned his face
to the light without much ceremony.

‘ What, ts it you?’ asked the doe-
tor, suddenly calmed when he recog-
nised the boy who had brought him
the apple a short time before. ‘I
hope no misfortune has occurred at
home 7

‘My mother !’ was all that the
boy could utter. The doctor asked
no more. ‘The terrified look of the
boy must have cxpressed more than
his words.

‘ ITa, this
murmured,

has come quickly,” he
“Just wait a moment,
my boyv . T will come with you at
once.  Stina, my ceat and hoots.'

Sighing, the doctor crawled into
the damp coverings of his outer man
which he had just laid aside. Five
niinutes later, without having taken
timoe to greet his  wife or cast a
piance at the supper table, he was
tramping towards the little house
i the suburb through wind and
ria and holding the boy fast by thae
hand.

This Lime ne group of children
stood by the hearth roasting apples,
but a kind neighhor was busy warm-
meg cloths and heating water {for
ponltices.

With o few words the doctor mada
himself informed of what had hap-
pened and  then walked into the
room  Tho two older children stood
before {keir mother's bed groaning
bitierly, and the boy who had come
for him now joined them, weeping
aloud, while the two younger chil-
oren were fast asleep in their little
hed with no forebodings. One glanco
at the sick  woman, who lay upon
ihie bed with closed eyes as in  a
swoon, showed the physician that
there was little more for hun to do.
Fle  hastily wroie a  prescription
which seemied necessary for the mo-
ment and sent a ncighbor to  the
apolhecary,

Snddenly tho sick one opened her
exveos, her  questioning and confused
Zazo wandering about until it fell
upon the face of the doctor. At the
samo  moment  the sobbing of the
cluldren pierced her ear. An expres-
sion  of anguish spread over her
countenance. ‘1 ecannot die, Oh,
my children ' ' she whispered,

Without answering, but with tender
gympathy, the doctor sought to give
her all the aid within his power.
But again and  apain as he raised
her head higher, moistening her dry
hips or wiping the pergpiration from
her forehead, there sounded in his
car in  monstenous, heart-rending
tones : ' I cannot die. My childrent™
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