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THE DOCTORS COMPROMISE.

WHEX he had asked bis friend to uudertuke the case of the young
dady wuflering Trow by 1o- or Ryen Dittle anspected the
turning-point he was effec ing in that one’s life, The next day he
met hum ut vie bospital ws valiz znd geitle with the parients as
ever, yet with a precccupied, alimst absent-minded expression epen
his features.

The epring parsed away, and ns the early summer came on the
doctor began to feel uneary.” Ile was muach preozcupied at tires ;
he wee less geninl than he had been, too, but a 5ot unbecoming
gravity Lad settled over lim, He became more thoughtiul, but he
guarded his thoughis, and even Father Ryan had no inkling that
the patient he had visited on that April might was responeible for
this charge. Such was the fact, however. After returning from
her he had felt & great longing to visit the hume of his boybood, to
look at tho old house in which Le was born and lived & bappy
childhood, and to see the graves of his parents. Often he would
call up the werds the girl hal said, words which seemed to have
once bren epid te him . 'Wiitie, lev's go down by the stone wall
and gather flowers for the May alwar,’ he heard as distinctly as
upon that pighi over a month sgo, avd they male him think of
snother stone wall where he used to pick violets with—why, with his
lintle neighbor pext door, IHow tanvled it all seomed to him ! His
nind was made tp.  He would go back to bis 0ld home and see the
placen again, and—her,

The doctor's decision surprised himself, and he laughed like a
boy at it. Yes, he would take the vacation he had not had since
entering upon his profession, Father Ryan was not taken by eur-
prise, for he had been watchiog his friend daily. Hepromised himn-
self some interesting developments of this vacation. When he bade
the doctor good-bye he baunteringly told the dostor not to fall in
love while nsway. He had touched the mark nearer than he kuew,

It was & very dark night when Doctor Felton came home to his
birthplace. In the neat new station he looked around asit he
expected to meet old friends, and when it occurred to him that 15
years must have liften them ont of his recognition he laughed quite
eadly. Everything asround him was pew. The station he was in
lgoked familiar, but that was tot extraordinary, because it was just
like many others built by the same railway company. The hatel be
waa directed to was also smart and new, Indeed he expecied to
find an enrirely renovatel town next morning when he awoke,
That night he went to bed filled with happy auticipations of meet-
iog cld friends a1 school ¢ nnpanions, And plearant it would be
to vimt the old home and then wo into the house next door where
sbe lived as he usrd to when Lhey were boy and girl,

He awoke enrly and eagerly dressed. Then he went oud to see
the pilace befire the peeple began to stir about the streets, It hap-
pened to be funday morning, and s be went out everycthiog was
very quict. The Lotel was 1nanewy part of the town, the wmudein
appeara: ¢e of which attested its gquite recent growih, 1here were
mora fectoriea than thers had been, but as he went along he recog-
niged the old landmarke,

Returning to his hotel he met a rural-looking person wha
easnally asked him 1f ha waa a 'strenger,” Nothing loath to suter
into a ennversation, the doctor told hun he bad beeun ab<ent from tne
plare a long time.

*Wall,' interjocted hin guestioner, 'the taown has chunged
mightily to you, I guess. Them new factries in causing it.  Sowe
say thesummer resort folks 1 tight shy of the plice nuow ; butthey
wunt ef some of u<hev anything to say. hnterprise’s all right
when it dun't epile bizness, but when it comes to changing a
picteresk name that the Injuns giv the place it's runnin' tos tar,
Thet's what them boomers did. Why, they led a tarwn.
meetin’ and chanyed the name to Brassville, because they lowed it
wounld draw trade, But we warn't goin' to lose the sumws r people,
and so another taown-meetin’ wo asrembled, and we put old 11l
Jehneen chairman, so's the nane Lecame Mattatuck agen, The
fact'ry people wear thet it wouldn’t have been done if sume of the
farmers hedn’t filled a good many voters with hard cider theo Gay.
But I'll swan thet's gune of m.y bizness,'

* What do you say, sir ! Did you really change the name of the
place to Brassville !’

f Thet's what they did, but we bet them and changel it back

en.
* The farmer curion:ly watched the ook of perplexity thet over-
rpread his questioner’s face.  HKut the cther smilid and cowmentd
the farmers for their shrewdness, and as he went into breaktuet the
rural Yankece chu kled out -

‘Bwan it was o good juke ‘hout the hard cider’

It was no wonder the doctor was wo deeply perplexed. for if
Brassville asd Muttatuck were gne and the same, then he bad ure-
knowing'y visited big old home that Avril nmyght, amd whe yoang
lady he had opcrated upon lived there,  He speculuted whether she
had entirely recovered, as he hut not beard of her sinie, And so
he sat 1n the hotel window revolviag tng v xed problem in bia
mind.

Prerently bells began 1o ving and pecp’e were passi'p by on
their way to church, Father Ryan's letter had come frcm Father
Rerkely, he reflected.  Father Berkely had been parish prisat when
his Father lived, and his father's frewl. It woull do him good tu
gee the kind old prieat now, and 83 he decided to join th crowd of
church-goirs thatfill-d the street,

The little church had wit changed much, but the faces were
strange cnes, Dass was almost & forgotten fact with bim, and hae
determined to stay in the rear of the church that he might better
see the tace of Father Berkely and try to tell who were preseat as
the congregation vame vut at the end of the services, Ieremained

in his seat as the people filed out after Mass, and it gladdened him
when he found kimeelf able to recail many faces. And as he
studied the passing congregation be felt himself absorbed in o tall,
beantiful girl who cams down the aisle alone. Those bloe
eyes he conld not forget. It was the girl whom he had attended,

. Heleft thachurch and watched her as she came up to some
friends and went off chatting with them. But the little girl who
used to be his neighbor-~she of course was s young lady now—hs
hadnu't scen a1y sne who resembled her, Hin intereat, howaever, wes
now cectred in the youpy lady whom he had watched come down
the wisle, OF course he would ke to visit hies one-time playmate
and tolk over their early pranks. [t would be pleasant, but
not Luat the same ag he had imagined it during the last several
weeks,

. The churchyard was but a short walk away awsy and he bent
bi4 steps in that direction. He stood over his father's and mother’s
grave fuil of melancholy thoughts. Had he been what his mother
would have 8o loved to see him, a good man? Wonld his father
fecl proud of bim were he now alive! There came back to him
those words heard in delirium :

‘I kuow you'll be a good man, and have the priest say to you,
as Father Berkely says of your father, that he is a Christian Catholic
grentleman,

They rang through his head, and he dropped to his knees there
on his parents’ grave and prayed.

Father Ryan's rationalistic young friend was converted. As
he left the churchyard his heart was lighter than it had been for
many a day. How foolish ha had been, how apeeious his reasoning
he nuw cleariy saw, But he didn't care to think long about the
past ; be was 100 much absorbed in the present for that. Hedirected
his sieps to that pars of the town where his home had been. He
could see the hills beyond and between the greening trees glimpses
of houses came te him. He wondered if hia father's house remained
the same ; if there remained there now any of the pretty vines his
mother's care had reared. But what if it were 80, what pleasure
could he now derive from it? Strangers owned the place. But he
wanted to see it all, and at least speak to the people that lived there,
W ben he came to the part of the town in which he was born he was
delighted to see that the distorting finger of change had not touched
it. It was as of old. As be climbed the hillside the firat that came
1nto view wae the home of Mrs, Bayton. There were the old button-
ball trees be and Mary had so often played beueath, And as he
caine near he saw between the roadside and the fence a little oluster
of the sweet-willinm. How well he remembered the watch he and
Mary kept on that sweet-william, and her triumph when she first
discovered it in blossom, If Mary could only be the girl he had
rcen that morning coming out of church! He had passed Mrs,
baytou's, where everything was almost as ho recalled it 15 YOurs ago
and had veen no one. But he would call there later, and 20 he went
up the road to where he was born,

It was with mixed fealings of joy and regret he opened a gate
that creaked a little. But everything seemed as of old. There was
the rame nld-fashioned garden, not neat and well-kept, to be sure,
but tne hol'shocks and popp es and dablins were there just as they
had been in bis wother’s time, The people who lived on the
premises w1 st by shifiless, he thought, as hia eye fell oo the veatig«a
of decay. The waik was rotting, and some of the window-panes
were mlrwing from the house. He went up and knocked at the
door that tpeped where bis father's library used to be. No ore
cane to rpen, and alter waiting a long while it gceurred to him
tuai the prople mizht be at church. Then he turned the knob, and
£ L4 surprise tag dour opeued, showing him an empty room. The
hyuse wi~ virant. Lntering, he went from room to room, picturing
Lo himeeif Wiow they bad been long age. In his owan room he stood
Ly a window overlonking Mrs, Ssyton's house, As he turned to
leave Lhis weane one en ering the gate caught his eye, ‘The girl I
raw 10 chbureh this morning |’ he unconsciously exclaimed, *Com-
ing to rev Mary Isuppose. 1 may as well go in also and see my
old friends.’ In his haets to resch the house he had not reflectad
huw he would introdece bimgself, He was adwitted by the young
lndy whom he had seen opening the gate. She brought him into a
well-remombared sitting-room, and at his request went to find Mrs,
Zay.en  Why bad Le not taken pains to ascertain his patient'a
namae, | e asked himsell, But they were coming towards the room,
and as be lifted his eyes eagerly to meet them he saw before him the
di-tracted mother of several weeks before,

* The doctor |* she cried in astonisbment,

Iie wae quite as much disturbed at aight of her, bat collected
kimeel? to inquire for Mrs, Sayton, * What ! you Mrs. Sayton? Oh,
yus, one changes greatly in so macy yoears, And may Issk who this
younyg lady is 77

*Why. that is my daughter,

' Whut ! Mary 7" escaped his lips.

The mother was about to answer, when Mary herself, unable Lo
urdev~tand these exclamations and remarks, begred to know what
it alt meant. Al when she wag informed by her mother that
11 uwus the man whose skill had saved her life, she tharked
how eosmcerely that he felt amply repaid for all that he had done.

" Doctor, you saved my life, and I can never feel sufficiently
gretesal,’ she wue saying.

*But you, reiurned he, * have done me a greater favor, for yon
have brought me back to my faith,! And he told them his whola
story so well that Mrs. Sayton's eyes grew a little misty. To think
that this brilliant young man was the little fellow who had lived
next door, Mary's playmate and her dearest friend’s son, made her
feel li%e a mother towards him. So the doctor received a royul
welcome. fit, as Mary lauphingly declared, for any prodigal son,

Weeks slipped quickly away, and the docter was enjoying him-
relf glorionsly. It wae pleasant to meet old friends, sepecially
sincg they were both proud and delighted with his achievements.
And Mary was the same checrful. jolly girl he hed played with 156
years ago, although no one could be more stately and dignified
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