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‘Who is it from ¥ she asked,

" John Edward Levering, he replied.

“But you've never waited on any of his people
before ¥

*No,” he admitted, ‘I never have.’

‘ Well, then,” she said in a determined voice, if
I were in your place I simply wouldn’t go. T'd let
him get some other doctor.’

The physician halted for a morment, irresolute. His
wife's argument chimed in with his own desives. He
was sorely tempted to refuse the call, but the voice of
conscience arose and chided him, saying— The good
doctor must be like Caesar’s wife-—above suspicion.’

When he looked up into his wife’s face again his
resolution had been reached. Tle would go at all
hazards. She kissed him good-hye with tearful eyes.

* don't see,” she complained, ‘ why you should kill
yourself just for the sake of keeping other people alive.’

The motor car made good time, and it was but a
half-hour after midnight when he was ushered into the
handsome home of the Leverings.  1ie was so tired and
worn that he had to shalke himself to keep from goiug
asleep on his feet. 1le found the boy in a eritical com-
dition. A hasty examination proved that he had not
been summoned any too soon.  An operation was neces-
sary; that, and that alone, offered tle only possible
method of saving the life of John Edward Levering's
san and heir. Curiously enough, it happened to be
one of these strange cases which the doctor had made
his speeialty.  All of bis professional pride avose with-
in him, and with it the always present desive to save
a Luman life. 1ile went at lis work swiftly, skl
fully, and with the steadiness of hand and eye which
were winuing him a plare mmong the great physicians
of his dav.  The operation completed, 1t was necessary
that he shonld remain at the bedside of his patient until
the result of his work had beceme manifest.  The boy
Lhad been unconscious for many houvs, and Doctor
Carney said:

CPhe erisis will come at 3 o'cdlock in the morning.
One of two things will happen: he .will become con-
scions and speak, or he will pass o state of 1n-
seusibility. which means death

The doctor, the father and mother and severitl
relatives clustered about Uhe little ent. The clink ticked
its seconds with painlul slowness. Time seemed (o pass
with leaden heels.  U'wo o'vlock stroel, then three and
four, and finally five.  The last echo had scarcely dueild
out when the ¢lild on the bed tossed restlessly, aud
then sat upright and looked at the cirele of Taces around
him.

“VWhat's the matler?! he asked, in his bovish vuice.
“Why are vou all lere?

The crisis was over. The patient was saver.
Chries of joy came from ail sides In the midst of it
the doctor guictly shipped on hix cout and hurried out
of the house. [t was Sunday mormng, and Doctor
Carney resolved Lo hear Mass before returning home.
Tt was ouly a few wecks affer the Jestival of Christmas,
and echoes of the vulelide music seemsd to launt 1lie
Qunday marning serviec. T spite of his fatizne, il
doctor followed the Mass with attention and devotion,
and when the periad of thunkseiving came he olfered a
double prayer —one for the lifte that had been saved
and the otler for the templation to aveid duty which
he had resisted.

Tt was afler 6 o’clock when lie finally reached his
home. ITe staggared from weakness and want of rest.
He scarcely hid time to undress befove he enllapsed.
The room “and the furniture danced about him, and
then came darkness and oblivien.  When he opend his
eyes he found his wife bending over him.

T Tgn't it time for me to gt up? he asked.

She smiled wanly.

* ¥ou have been very sick, John, bul it's all right
now. Doctor Howard, who left only a short while
ago, says that il was a nervons collapse. e says that
nature has supplied the remedy—perfect rest.’

* How leng have I been in bed, Mary ¥’ he asked.

‘ Twa days,’ she replied.

He laughed.

« And the world has been going around for forly-
eight hours without my knowing anything about it?’

! Yes,” she replied brightly. ‘And good things
have been happening, too. ~ You have been made chief -
censulting surgeon at the Good Samaritan Hospital.
Isn’'t that a promotion ¥

“Yes,’ he nodded gravely, ‘ a decided promotion.’

“ And, besides that,’ she went on, ‘everybody is
talking about your wonderful triumph in saving the life
of Levering’s little boy.’

‘ Oh, that was nothing,” he said absently.

‘Yes, it was,” she retorted with wifely devotion;
‘it was a wonderful thing—an extraordinary triumph,
and you know it.’

1Te was siiting up by this time, and he put his
arm on her shoulder and loocked into her eyes, and as
lie did so he thought of how he had overcomse his inclina-
tion to avoid that call of duty.

‘Yes, Mary,” ho said, with infinite tenderness in
his Lones, " you are right. It was a preat triumph.'—
Derry Juurnal.

A PRAYER AT EASTERTIDE

Do you think she will live, doctor?’

The great specialist looked into Gilbert Kenmore's
haggard {ace.

[ntimacy with suffering and death had net made
L tmpervious to pity.  Ile had the good fortune,

still, 1o possess the rare gift of sympathy.  Then the
clreumstances were uuusual. Mr. Kenmore and his

wite were Amerteans and had been in Naples only a
few davs.  They had gone for a drive in the morning
and met with an acceident.  Mr. Kenmore had escaped
injnry, but his wile was not so fortunate.  His voice
frembled as he asked the question, and the physician
Liesifated.

"Docter, T wani te know --the truth.’

‘T can give you no hope, and the time wili be
shont. But 1 can promise one thing.  She will not
suffer.”

Me. Kewmors stood for a moment incapable of
speecit. Then Like a flash came the remembrance of a
line e dnd heard his wife sing only yesterday :

“The lipght of a whole life dies when love is done.’

Wias she voing 4o die - his beloved?  Then there
windd be nothing oo Life for him, for love would die,
tan. A wave of anguish seemed to roll over him, and
he felt the doctor grasp his hand.

“Try to beur 1t Nike a man,” he said, and turned
awday guickly,

e went down the bread marble sleps and through
the aarden.

Win ean describe a Neapolitan garden. Clusters of
flowers, bright hued as the rainbow; tropical blooms,
so redolent, it scemed, that there must be hidden in
the orange crove o magician who presided over a mysti-
eul alembic.

And to {hink in the midst of that beauty and fra-
arance the angel of death was liovering near. If only
e sun would darken and the incessant warbling of
the birds would cease, it would have been more in
accovdance with Gilbert Kewmore's mood, as he listened
te the words thal {hrew over his life the pall of sorrow.
Alwavs beforve fortune Lad favored him. He had
acenmulaied wealth and in the literary world he had
won merited recognition. Eartl's cup of joy, brim-
ming, Le had lifted te his lips.  The blow had fallen
and e reele] beueath it e staggered to a chair,
sat down, and Lis head fell forward en his breast, With
& groun he muttered aloud, ' This is the end of all, life,
love, evervihing ¥

“No, ii is the beginning for the one you love,” said
a firm vet pitying voice.

[Te slarted and looked around. Tt was the nurse,
a Sister of Merey, who had come softly down the
stairs.

“ Mrs. Kenmore is asking for you, sir.’

Ile sprang to his feet and turned to the Sister.
“Thank von for reminding me of my duty, Sister. I
will go to my wife’

Ag lig hwrried along; the trulh came to his mind.
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