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Dr. Best, the old professor and king of
the medieal school, was talking eagerly to

“a pleasant-faced, slight young student who

stood before him. The young man had
taken his degree and received hisdiploma
only the day before. He had graduateyl at
the top of his class, and, as L, Dbl
said to one of his fellow professors, as they
sat together sming the diplomas, he was
the on]y-wman inthe class who really had &
genius for his profession. : i

Dr. Best was a New York physician of
wide reputation who had kept his profos.
sorship in the medical school of one of the
small indand colleges, both because it was
his own college mud becanse the few weeks

" which his lectures -covered gave him al-

most the only vacation that he conld man-
age to get through the long hard-worked
JOATS. - e

“I'm not so suyre that I won’t take you
into partpership, my boy.” he said, after
ordinary means of persuasion had seemed
“That is, if you will take a ew
months first in the—hospital where 1'll
get you a grand chance. You ought not
to bury yourself in a country practice with
your gifts. I'll push you along as fast as [
can if you'll come to New York.”

The younger man threw back his fine
head with & sudden eager gesture—a
strange wistful look shane,in his eyes
He knew well enough all that the doctor’s
generous offer and fatherly affectionate-
ness meant; fame and money and all de-
Mghtful advantages were put easily within
his reach. He was reverent of the world
of art and of letiers, and of a man’s best
knowledge and close acquaintance with
aflairs. But he could not shut his eyes to
that other vision of a familiar upland
country; t
roads, ﬂtﬂ%ﬁj and red farmhouses of. Al-
ton. He remembered, too, his father, the
old doctor of all that region, physician of
sonls and bodies, whom everybody had
missed, he himself most of all.

“You're very kind, Dr. Best,” said John

" Ashurst, with a bright color in his cheeks.

“1 know how much your kindness wonld
mean—but you see they need a doctor up
at Alton.”

“There are plenty of doctors,” said the
old gentleman grufly, “The poople up
there can get a doctor—there’'s Duncan or

dark hills; the narrow rocky .

’
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| mysalf.

* about him, there was something

Grafton or Smith who promise fairly well,. |

and don't know where in the world to
settle. - You ought to have a larger place.
Come, make a push and take what belongs
to you." _

“I feel as if I were needed up at Alton,
sir,” said the young doctor, with the anx-
jety slowly leaving his face, and a happy
light coming into his eyes again, though
he reached his hand for the batk of a chair
close by and took hard hold of it. Duty
was so shining elear that the moment of
temptation was guickly over, but he sud-
denly remembered that he was turning his
back upon the most beloved companion-
ghip that he had ever known, except his
father's. The doctors about Alton, whom
he should sometimes meet, were old-fash-
joned pien; nat of the best sort; some of
whom were likely to be ‘jealous of him.
There would be no more talk for him now
with Dr. Best or withh other friends who
gaw their profession from anything like a

- wide point of view, to whom he could

in his own language. He was facing
a good deal of logeliness; he could not
hope to go to New York very often; he was
in debt already for hiseducation. Dr. Best
was an old man, too; they might never
meet again,  — '
“ The old doctor rose gruffly—the moment
had grown too painful for them both.
“Well, well!” he said, impatiently. “You
must do as you think best; mother living
and depending upon you; wouldn't feel at
homé anywhere else; sacred inheritance
from your father to take up, his work; I
know, 1 know, but if he were here he'd
feel just as I do. No, no, I sha'n't forget
you,

' good sense, everything he said.

I'm too busy to write much, I hever |

mise; but you write to me if you like, |
nd keep up with the periodicals; poor as

they are, they're better than mothing, and
you must follow the new notions, - Some
day, if I can get off, I may rum up Among
the hills in the summer. Gud bless you,
my boy!"” sald the old gentleman;, handing
him a book, but not even offering to shake
hands, and turning again, grumbling to
himself, to fumble among some papers.
John ; Ashurst escaped as quickly as he
counld=he felt a little light-headed and
broken, as if it would be easy to shed
tears. When he reachied his boarding

lace he sat down drearily, and thonght
Fnr a long time, deeply and anxiously,
And at last he looked at the great book.
It was the very best French surgioal work
of the day, one that Dr. Bést Wad just im-
ported; he could not have bought it him-
self with a month's hard work.

. I_L

good many years

H:c day, John Ashurst, grown older, and
sny and weather-beaten with his long

rives over the windy hills, came intoa
railroad ear from one of the small stations
within twenty miles of Alton. He earried
& heavy wrap over his Arm, a Scotch plaid
which Dr. dead now these many
had sent him once after a summer
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. I'm ashamed that there are no
stoves in the cars yet. I spoke to the con-
ductor this morning about them." .

The elderly traveler turned a grateful]
surprised face. ' “You're very kind, sir,”
he said.  “I've been fairly suffering. I
haven't, been well, and it was a great risk
to take'®™his journey!”

John Ashurst considered a little, “fm_ .

you are not well, sir,” he said at Tast.
“I'm a stranger to you, but I'm a doctor,

doctor up at Alton,” as he had said at the |

beginning of his brave carser. There was
many & poor soul that felt unbefriended
now, and undompanioned, with no one to
lock to for help, spiritusl or matefial,
And as for Dr Ashurst's own household,
the sorrow of poverty was sdded to sorrow
jtself. "The mother and her two children

body whe lived in Cuba—who died last
month, has left father and his heirs—" she

* coulil not hold her voice steady—*"has left

father in Kind remembrance of most helyp-
ful services in time of need, fifty thous

and dollars, to be paid at once according |

to directions. Oh, mgther, mother!”
“Let me see it, dear,”" said the frail little

were left really poor. John Ashubst al- = woman,shaking with excitement and com-

ways hoped to leave his family a good sum

of money, to buy a comfortable life insur

ance before he shonld be taken away, but
the necessities of the moment always hid
the fear of the future.” He bhad lost what

. money he had by the failure of a bank and

atd 1 'think I could give you some ease -

now, and perhaps head off what's likely to
trouble you a gowd deal if it goes on.” -
The stranger took a straightforward

look at this unexpeeted Good Samaritan”

« He saw a man who looked rich in Kindli-

ness and wisdom, and poor in everything
besides, -but there was a look of distinetion
that
whispered to him to have confidence.
Go'on, sir,” he said, “if you think you
have time. I should be very much obliged
to you." ; N
“There isn't much time, but I'll write

- you a prescription, Tell me if—" and }

asked a question or two with sympathy
and directness, By the rime they parted
they were already friends. The traveler
was n man of few wonds and great sin-
cerity. He said that he was in business in
Cuba, and had much against his wil! Dty
obliged to come to the Statesat this sene
son. His health had suddenly begun to

fuil him in such a way that he was much |

eoncerned.

He insisted, in a blunt, old- |

fashioned way, upon paging the aoctor his |
fee, hut the doctor latghed and sald the |

advice was his own proposal—it was noth-

ing, and at that moment he rose and safd |
good-by, hastily. “Keep the wrap,” he |

snih. “You ean send it baek by express to
Dr. John Ashurst, Alton. . Be l‘ll.rt"rllll
about chills. That is part of the prescrip-
tion."

The traveler watched him as he left the
car and got into a shaky-looking open

buggy with which a young woman was -

waiting fo drive him away. As the

cars moved on he twisted .bout to watch
| the buggy as far s he could down the

Trozen road under a gray, bleak sky.

It |

was a poor-looking, hilly.piece of country. |

The traveler took n pote book and gold
pencil ont of his pocket, and wrote down
carefully the name of Dr. John Ashurst, of
Alton; then he tucked the Scoteh plaid
well about him and smoothed it over his

YK EEP THE WRAP," HE SAID,
knees aflTectionately.: *“Ihat's a  scnoiar
and a gentleman,” he thought, with an

unusual glow in his heart. “He treated
me like a brothet. 1 wonder how he comes
to be hidden away in this corner. Well,
the world isn't as bad as I thought; it was
That fel
low I saw yesterday made a trade of it, and
this one put me on the right road, if there
is any r_ip:ht rond. [ know my condition
better than he thought—buat he didn’t lie
once, and he explained just what chance 1
had, and how to go to work to take it
That’s the doctor for me,"" and the travele
drummed on the dusty windowsill with
a pleasant sense of taking a new lease ef
li;t-.' :

Dr. John Ashurst was driving away

- wall.

he had never been provident, It was the
rainy day of the moment and not of the
future with which he_ concerned Kimself,
Now that the small bills that could be
collected were al] paid, many accounts
having never been kept at all and stilk
more_ forgiven—it was but a pobr de
pendence, and the girls were wendering
what they conld possibly do. One had io-
herited her father's gift of teaching, and
had gatherefl'a little school, but it was
more & thing of love than of business, and
of late she had taken the district school
fiear at hand, and her poor pay was the
mainstay that was feft. They had always
felt 50 rich all their lives that they did not
know how to feel poor; exactly. In the
late years when Dr. Ashurst had been sewt
for far and wiide, and now and then a large

fee came in his way, they had begun to feel |

like people of fortune, And only the last
Thanksuiving day, the fortnight before his
three days' illness began, what joy they

had in making happiness {or many poor

households! The olid chalse had gone its
rounds with a high-heaped meund of bene-
factions under the bullala robe, and this

olil woman must have this thing to make |

her bappy, and the other something else,

for Thanksgiving was still kept in all its F

glory of neighborliness and good cheer in
Alton, and Christins itsell seemed to be
the happier for young people, because their

elders and betters made the most of the

earlier festival,

The doctor's study, where ajight was

apt to burn so lave on winter nights, was

R~

“SHE HAD REENX LOOKING AT SOME
' BOOKS. "

a plain room full of books, with a great
desk and some three-cornered chairs which
had been old Dr. Ashurst’s beforer they be-

longed to our friend, whou the elder peo-
There was |

ple still call the young doctor,
acarious dry odor of drugs and Russia
leather bindings. Therr “was a huge
wasp's nest en one bookease, and a bust of
Dante on the other, and a beautiful old
engraving of Sydenhant hanging on the
Oné could not help tinding it &
charming, scholarly sort of a place; there

cowenls still a delightful air of sympathy and

e

with one of his daughters, and explaining

to. her under what cireumstances he had
left his wrap in the train. ‘Tosr, cross
old man,” he said.

He was just where that first-rate prescrip
tion will hit him right between the eyes;
he'll be surprised to find how much bettey
ke feels even within a day or two," _
“I hope he'll remember to send. the
plaid back,” =said the doctor's young
daughter, smiling a _little. She was toc
well used to her father's doing such kind-
nesses on évery hand, to take special note
of this. Only the thought sometimes flit-
ted through her mind that people hardly
ever took the trouble to do him a kindness

in return, and when the plaid arrived |

neatly folded and addressed, but without
a word of acknowledgment, she put it:in
its place tn the study sofa. and loved bhe,
father all the more, bechuse this stranger
seemed to love him less,

11,
It was late November the year after Dr.
Ashurst's -death, and his two daughters
and their mother were in a good

few good pictures. He

ha than any
other family in all that region ever dream:- -
edof being. He was still a good bit this

“1 should not” wonder |
“1t I patched him up for some years to come, -

¢ -suddenly, ‘Jliﬂ- on )
dried her ¢yes in'a hurry, and crossed the |-

“wished, * Nelly Ashurst mithrned with the

1y reproach, bat her trouble was all the

- triendtiness; as of & place were people were |
siire to come to tell their troubles, and

gure to go dawady comforted,

. It was the day before Thanksgiving, and
one of the doctor's daughters, who had
oftenest been his companion, was sitting
there alone, She had been looking at the
bonks and making a list of some of
themy about which one of her father’
friepds had written her. He had mﬂﬂz_
a good offer, out- of « friendliness, but
both Dr. Ashursts had known what
gool books were, and had left be
hind them some volumes of very great
value. Of course they must sell them,
and it was a goml chance, but XNelly
Ashurst loved these particular books, and
treasured them all the more becanse her
father and grandigther had treasured them

o, She took down the old copy of the

Religio Medici, and held it for & moment— .
then shie kissed it and put it back again, |
and went over to the old desk to lay her .
head on her folded arms and ery. -The |
night before a proposal had come from her 1

impther's sister in one of the seaboard
towns, tiat they two should come to her
to spend the winter, leaving the elder
sister, who was the teacher, to board some-
where and go on with her school. In the
summer they could perhaps let their
house, for Alton was near one of the
hill towns where many people came to
pass the summer. ““At any rate,” the aunt
had said kindly, “when you are fairly
here, we can talk over plans and do
what =eems best.” Bhe wad not a . rich
woman, and Nelly Ashurst was grateful
for such thowghifulness, but her mother,
who had had many illuesses, was only well

athong these high, dry hills, and she sob-
bed to herself over the old desk: “This is
an end of our home, an end of our home!™

There getmed to be nowhere else to look, |

for the winter at least. , Perhaps when
summer came they could indeed come
back, and find some people who would
come to board in the pleasant old house,
But their independence and old free ways
were assailed; they must do what they
conld now, and never any mogé what they

despair of youth., She couldtalmost feel
her father's hand on her shoulder in kind

more bitter, poor girl, becanse it scemed
in some vague way to be a rebuké to him
whom shé loved and made her hero, She
had never felt the weight of pain and care
as she felt it now, She thought of her II

muother's face. - a3
“Nelly, where are " said her mother,
‘the deor, and Nelly |

room to stand before the, bookcase in the
shadow. “Nelly, dear," said Mrs. Ash
tho pout ol Dent alters. e somi
t - are u
%o see us—think of it .‘ml:
day! I wish we

‘ gives me peace over the matter
had sométhing—1 reauly |

ing back across the room. “Oh, if your
dpar father were only "here! And how
often I have thought that so many people
were ungrateful, and he always sald that
the poor had the best paymaster, or that
he only asked for happiness enough to
his work done, and was glad ofthe liberty
to use what skill he hwid—and now this
comes, like a gift of his provision, for his
girls and me! Why, Nelly, dear, don't ery
so!" :
“There are those two old Dents  koock.
ing ‘and knocking-—conld you let them in,
mother?"” said Nelly, lnughing and,crying
at onee. “Oh, what a Thanksgiving we'll
ave! T wish Bister Lingie would  come,
What will she say?’ Fifty thousand dok
lars! Why,father sald ouee that he Wished
lie had just that foi his old age and for us,

—and no more; it wonld be all="" - |
Her mother, a little dazgd; -had gone te

bid the poor old guests & glad welcome,
Old Sarah, the dependence of the doctor's

N |
1

.

honsehold, who secemnd entirely one ol .

themselyes, was away that-afternoon, and
part of the sorrow and uncertainty that
was handest to bear had been in the
thought of turning her out of her home, il
they themselves must go. Now the dear
old liome was guing on, and the little
cofnforts and helps for many a poor per
sot. who was sick and old were to go on,
too.

The mystery of the legacy was never
made clear.” Nelly vaguely remembered
her father’s saying something about a sick,
old man, a merchant in Cuba, to whom he
lent his thick plaid in the cars one cold
day, and to whom ke gave advice; and that
was all. The good doctor was always
doing such things, but .the fact remained
that one heart, that seemed at the moment
to forget his kindness, had really remem-

bered, and was grateful for years of health |

and activity, which he had censed to, ex-
pect.  Out of his wealth he %ad made res
turn, not only for himself; bat for many

" anot her beside.

Aud on Thanksgiving day, the doector's
children and his wife took double joy in
doing everything and niore that they had
alw avs loved to do in the old days. They
tried to give all the old patients who were
sick or sorry, something to remind them
of their friend, but indeed a life that shines.
with love and sell-Torgetfulness is a troe
star of light, and cannot be forgotten, no
matter what part of our heaven it may be
be placed.

WHEN DOCTORS DISAGREE.

{omtinned trom Page 8ix)
door was closad, and the two doctors were
gone. i

“Oh, Gerald, yon carried it off splendid-
ly," said Helen, as they drove away.

Two days later Maj. Passmore sent Dr,
Lancewood a note asking him to call, and
apologizing for his conduct. At first Dr.
Lancewood decided to ignore the call, but

* Helen said:

“Yes, do, Gerald, for the poor girl's
snke; think of our own case.” So Dr.
Lancewood answered the summons.

“Are you still of the same opinion?”
asked Maj. Pasamore when they were to-

gether.
“Quite,” answerel Dr. Lancewood,
firmly. *“Because if you do not the girl

may not live a vear, for if her system be-
comes reduced her coustitutional weak-
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“SHE'S TOO YOUNG TO MARRY YET."

ness will supervene, and her decline will
be tapid.” ' .

“1 cannot close my eyes to the dafiger;
still, this young Plyne, [ mistrust, is mer

cenary.”
“You are mistaken about that, I have
.scen him, and 1 have guestioned Dr |

Wrench about his ability.__.He will make
his way in the world. . He has been a con:
soiemtions student, and he will make a
successful practitioner. If he remaine
with Dr. Wrench he will ultimately come
iuto a valuable practive. Therefore, I see
no reason why you should oppose lis
'"E, *ttlh your niece. .
ad ¥ -m IIJI.II.'I‘ h w_m'ﬂ
“You may withhold your sanction
the irreparable mischief is done.”
“This is your own individual comvio
o, A el _
““ h“ I -I & _ )
: suppose I must submit, fo
Ruth E of the same opinion and

unti

anxtous to
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—thranches of sport.

when he

was unsatisfactory
lishers had. refused
Weyman had the courage ~to dest
Some of the
wanrds used in "Thy

lish

MR, STANLEY JWEYMAN

e G T ——

. WHAT THE MOST POPULAR OF THE

NEWER NOVELISTS IS LIKE:

How Ie Drifted From the Law Into Litera=
ture—What Work He Has Now in Hand

—Hia Fifit Consplonons 'IH'"'-“

I!ﬂ_h‘.‘ﬂtrm.ﬁ‘ i

Mr. Stanley John Wegman, who has

‘suddenly bécome one of the most noted of

contemporary uovelists, will be 39-ih the
present year, having been born at Ludlow
in Shropshire, where his father was &
solicitor and Corones, in 1855, IHe remains
a bachelor, living with his mother in the

little town of his birth, and cultivates,

with an amateur's moderation, several of
the most characteristically. English

little, mot with any extreme vigor, “I
have," hil says himsell, “a very' keen eye
for gates.,” He ig particularly fond of
boatiug, and spent. the last A summer

- houseboat - on— the —Thames. —He

has, moreover, scen a little traveling,
having made a winter's expedition
intd Egypt and enjoyed a leisurely
period of exploration in Spain and Southern
France. Iudeed, he is very fairly familiar -
with the WestarmMediterranean, and de-
clares, pleasputly, that to get the good -of
travel it is by no means necessary to be up
in ‘Continental languliges. For Be has no
claims to being a lingunist. e has seen
some adventures ouliis journeys, too, of
which more anon. / In person Mr. Weyman
is small Bod slight, troubled somewhat by
a shortness of sight, and pot much abpve
the middle stature. Tlln is & type of
student whose sympathies are not con-
fined to books; who is, first and foremost,
a man of letters, but has so much of the
country spiritabout him that he will never,’

L in all the pressure of his engagements, de-
cline into a dry-as-dust. He feels that ta
“must be .

keep the brain .clear the
given free play, and his work amply mani-
fests the advantages of this, the suresd
system for sucoesd,

In & word, Mr. Weynian is a typical ex-

ample of the child of our English publie

school and university education,. when
that education has been allowed its per
fect work, when classics have not drowned
out.athletics nor the claims of thé running
ground prevented ' distinetion in . the-
schools, * Mr. Weyman was educated at
Shrewsbury School, that sound home of
learning at whieh, hall a century ago,

STANLEY J. WETMAN,

every boy was supposed teo ‘write Greek
“werses with the fluency of a Kvnaston, Ne
details of his school life are known, but

in due counrse at Cheist
Church, Oxford, he left a more indelible
mark behind him. He wasno great work-
er, it is true, but the men at the head of
the class list ‘are not always the best
grounded for after life, and Mr. Weyman
had other claims. p

He did nothing conapicuous upon the

“river or on the cricket ground, but among

the men of his timoe he was a familian
figure on the cinder path, During the
winter he ran pretty regularly with the
Christ Church beagles, a pack that still
continues to be the bugbear of the farmen
abont the Hinkseyes, and ocoasionally

brings a too ardent sportsman under the -

eye of the Woodstoek magistrate, with @
charge of breaking fences and retarding
crops! In the spring the training of the
winter told, snd in 1578 Mr. Wevyman won
the mile and two mile races at his college
sports, finishing his career by carrying ofl
the latter évent a second time in the suo
ceeding year: At the close of 1877 he took
his degree with the creditable; but nol
brillinnt recond, of a seeond class in modern
history. He had taken a thind in classioal
moderations the year before.

But in fiction he has been more success

fal. Mr. Jaines Payn is proverbial for his
skill in discovéring young talent; was he
not the first to recognise the merits of Mr,
Anstey, and one of the first to print Me
Barry Pain® To his other discoveries
Mr. Weyman must now be added, for in
18588 a short story, "' King Pepin,”

in the Cornhill Magazines of which (as
everyone, I suppose, is aware) Mr. Payn is
the editor, Mr. Weyman always speaks
with gratitude of that early recoguition.
In the same year the English illustrated
printed “Bab,” and “The Story of a Court-
ship"” appeared in Longman's. In 1585 and
the following year
mobe ambitions
write a full-length novel. But

he determined upon &
flight, and set h to .
result
, and,” when two
the manusorips, :
‘%
materinl, however, he

1 Naw Reotor." :
His first conspiouous success was (A8 80
the result of an acei- '

MAnY suceesses are)
dent. ﬁm-lln;a idle afternoon at the

club in 1888 he chanced upon & of
Baird’s “Rise of the Huguenots,” and was . -
greatly interested by’ The idea of &
romance upon the su framed Itselfin
his mind, and within a week he was off
upon “The House of the Wolt.” A

later the

 was ished in the
Illutrmm Hpuhlm MacMillan

He rides to hounds s
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