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Home is where there is One to Love Us.
: ny cm;x._}_:r; SWAIN -

Home's not morely four square walls

Though with plctures hung and gilded;
Home is where affection calls—

Filled with shrines the Heart bath builded!
Home-—go watch the faithiul dove

Sui]ix:g. ‘neath the heaven above us—
Home Is where thero's one to love!

Home is where there’s one to love us!

Home's not merely roof and room, A
It needs something to endure it;
ITome is where the heart can bloom:

Where there’s some kind lip to cheer it! b

What is home with noune to mect!
Nene to welcome, noeno to greet us?
Home is sweet—and only sweet— -
“Where there's oue we love to meet us!

From Putnam’s Monthly.

Summer and Autumn,

o .
The hot nti lsumuer, the L;riglxt midsummer,
2 Raigns in itk glory now;
The earth is scorched with a golden fire,
There are berries, dead-ripe on overy briar.
And fruits on every Lough!

But tho Autumn days, so snber anid calm,
Steeped ina dreamy liaze ;

When the uplands all with harvests shine,

And we drink the wind like a fine cool wine—
Ah, those are the lest of days!

Stlect @ale.

| From Dickins's Iouschold Words for August.]

DOCTOR DUBOIS.

Dactor Duboia had just finished a dinmer
whicli, if not served up according to thc?hi-
losophical princijles of Brillat-Savarin, was
ot any rate both succu'eunt and substantial.—
ile had turned his feet towards the fire—it’
was in the month of December—and was

slowly cracking his nuts and almonds, and o¢-n,.

casionully moistening them with n glass of
genuine Beaune,  Evidently he considered
that bis day had been ‘well cmployed\, and
fervently hoped that the goddess Hygela would
watch for that evening at least over his nu-
merous patients. A pair of comfortable slip-
- pers, presented by a nervous lady for his ns.
jiduous attendance upon n scratch on the little
fingor of her left hand, adorned his small fat
feet. A black velvet skullcap was pulled half
- " over his ears, and a brilliant morning gown
fell in graceful folds aboat his legs. Bobonne
had retired to prepare (he customary coffee.—
TLe evening paper had arrived. Fraught with
interesting, becnuse as yet unknown intelli-
gence, it was waiting on the edge of the table
to bo opened. There might be news of a new
war or of an unexpected peace; some miracu-
lous rise or fall of the funds might have taken
place. The worthy doctor had already thrice
glanced at the damp parallelogram of folded
paper; but it was his custom to tantalise him-
selt’ agreeably before satisfying his curiesity. -

He dallied with the little stoue colored strips

that lield the journal in & cross and bore
his name and address beforo he liberated it,
and was glancing at the first column when he
was started by a melancholy shriek of wind
that came up the Rue de Sevres, mingled with

- the crash of falling tiles and ¢himneypots, the
do:hiog of sbutters, nnd the loud splashing of
rain.

“Whew! peste!’ ejaculated Doctor Dubois, in
& tone of pleasant wonder; ‘what a night!—

- Jlow fortunate it is that I am not called out!
This weather will protect me. All my friends
are going on nicely, bless them! No one is in
danger of a crisis. Madame Favre has pro-
mised to wait till to-morrow. Nothing but a
desperate case could make people disturb me
at such o time. Decidedly, I shall have one
quiet ovening this week.’

The words were scarcely out of the doctor’s
mouth when the bell of the apartment rang
violently. A physiognomist would have been
delighted with the sudden change from com-
plagent security to peevish despair that took
place on the doctor’s countenance. He plaged
both his hands firmly on his kneces; and, turn-
ing round towsrds the door, waited for the
announcement that was to chase him from his
comfortable fircaide, *

- My poor gentleman,” said Bobonne, bustling
in with a platter, on which was the expected

. coffee; ‘you must be off at once, Here isa -

" Jad-who will not believe that you aro not, al-
though T told him you are from home twice.
He says that his mother is dying.’

‘Diable!” exclaimed Dr. Dubois, half in com-
possion, half in anger. ‘Give mo my coffec;
tell bioi to comein. Where are my boots?

. Indeed if she be dying, really dying, I am

" poarcely wanted. A priest would have been
more euitable. Howevor, duty, duty, duty,’

*Wo shall be eternally grateful,’ said g
‘yoéng man who, without waiting to be sum.
moned, had eontered the room, but who had

* gnly onught the last words. ‘When duty is
willingly performed it is doubly worthy,’

*Cortainly, sir,’ replied the dootor, question-

fng Bobonne with his eysbrows™ to know ..

whother his previous grumbling could have

been overheard. *Isholl be with you direotly, -

Warm yourself by the fire, my dear young
man, whilst I arm myself for combat.’ .
The youth, who was tall and slight, not
more than eighteen years of age, walked im-
patiently up-and down the foom whilst Dr.
Dubois pulled on .his boots, swallowed his
sealding coffee, wriggled into his great coat,
half strangled himself with his muffler, and
received his umbrella from the attentive Bo-
bonne.
‘I have a finere,” said the youth.
‘So much the better,’ quoth Dr. Dubois;
‘but precautions never do any harm. Now I
am ready. You seo a man' may still be
sprightly at fifty. Go to bed, Bobonne; and
take a little tisane—that cough of yours must
be cared for—hot, mind.’
The. buxom housckeeper followed her master
to the door; and nn old bachelor who witnes-
sed the little nttentions with which she perse-
cuted him—buttoning his cont tighter, pulling
his mufiler higher over his chin, giving a tug
to the brim of hig hat, and, mdst significant of
all, stopping him in the passage }o turn up his
trousers nearly to the knees lest they might
be spéjfud by the mud—no one of the doctor’s
bachelor friends who witnessed all this (and
the occurrence was frequent) failed to envy
the doctor his excellent housekeeper. The
youth saw nothing. He had gone down stains
three steps at a time, and was in the vehicle
and angry with impatience long before ‘the
man of science bustled out, thinking that he
had been extraordinary encrgetic, and wonder-
ing how much more decision of character was
required to make o general of division or an
emperor. .
*Now that we are in full march,’” quoth he,
as the driver was endeavoring to make his
drenched hacks step/out briskly, I should like
to know somethingof the case; not the par-
ticular symptoms, but the génernl facts.—
What is your mother’s nge?’
The youth replied that she was nbout forty,
and had been ill some time  Her family had
supposed, however, until then, that her dis-
ease was rather mental than physical. He
said other things; but the doctor felt certain
that there was something behind which shame
had concenled,
The yehicle continued to roll; but it had left
the Rue de Sevres, and was treading some of
the sombre streets between that and the Rue
de Varcunes,
‘You came a long way to look for me,’ said
the physician, half inquiringly. _
The youth muttered some answer that was
unintelligible, and was saved from further
questioning by the stopping of the cabriolet.
Oun getting out the dootor recoguised the house
as ono of the largest private hotels inkthat]
quarter. ;He Lad often passed by, and thought
it was uninhabited. The porte cochere was
opened by an elderly serviog man, who looked
sad and sorrowful,
‘She is not yet,” exclalmed the youth, not
daring to utter the word of the omen.
"*No, no! but she has begun to talk reason-

+ ably.’

‘Be frank,” whispered Doctor Dubois, as
they crossed the court under the hastily open-
ed umberelln. ‘Ilns your mother’s mind becn
affected? It is necessary that I should know
this.’ }
*Yes, in one particular; in one particular
only. I will explain all; but it is very humili-
ating.’ )

‘Medical men are cont‘essors,t said the doc-
tor, sententiously. ’
‘Well, you shall know everything; but first
let me entreat you to come in and see my poor
mother, and tell us whether there there is any
immediate danger. I think, yes, I'am sure,
that if we can prolong her lifo but just a little,
health will return, and we shall hnve ber with
us for many happy years.'

*Let us bope so,’ Dr. Dubois ejaculated, ns,
after stamping Lis feet aud shaking his hat,
mufiler, and cont and depositing bis umbrella,
he crossed a-scarcely finished hall and entered
at oncq, upon“xi Ii¥ge apartment on the ground
floor, preceded by his guide.

The inmatoes of the room were two, besides
the sick person, who lay in a bed at the Turther
extremity, There ,was first an old man—a
very old man—sitting in a chair, with his
knces advanced towards the remnant of a fire,
which he wns watching intently with lack.
luster eye. His garments were scanty and
threadbare, but it was not difficult for n prac-
tised eyo to see that he bad formerly. lived
amidst wealth -and ease. He rose when the
dootor entered, made n graceful bow; and then
sank back into his chair almost exhausted with
fatigue. :

A girl of about seventcen sat by the bed-
side of tho sick, pergon, in whose hand hor
band was clsped. She was' ovidently the
sister of the youth who had disturbed Doctor
Dubois from his comfortable desert. The in-
valid was dendly pale nnd fearfully thin; but
but traces both of beauty and intelligende ro-
mained on her countenance; at leaat so thought

‘| thes dootor, whilst at the. snmo timo lgo was
‘| dotaching, as it were, from those sickly foa-

tures tho expression which formed thelr chiof
oharaoteristic, and which indicnted to him the
ﬁgm of her mind. Combining what he had
already [heard with what he saw,-he onsily

came to the conolusion that one at least of the
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mental facultics of his now patient was in
abeyance. He sat down in o chair which the
youth had placed for him, felt the lady’s pulse,
put on his usual wise look, and, after haying
received answers to a' variety of questions,
seemed to fill the apartment with life and joy
by-announcing that there was no immediate
danger. The old man near the fire place, who
had been looking eagerly over bis shoulder,
clasped bis harfds and cast up a rapid glance
to henven; the servant, who still remained in
the room, muttered a prayer of thanksgiving;
and the two young people absolutely sprang
into each other’s arms, embracing, laughing
and crying. The persrr who scem8d lenst
interested in this good news was the sick lady
herself. ’

in a tone of mingled tenderness and pride.—
‘Why are you so pleased with what this good man

been in danger. But this cannot be, or clse
the Duchess of Noailles would have come to
sce me, and the Countess of Malmont and the
dowager of Montsarrel. They would not let
me be in daonger of (lying‘ without paying me
one visit. Dy the way, what cards have been
left to-day, Valerie?’ -

These words, most of which were rather

i murmured than spolen, were greedily caught

by the observant doctor, who began dimly to
perceive the true state of the case. Me re-
ceived further enlightenment from the nnswer
of Valerie, who, glancing furtively at him and
becoming very red, recited at random a list of
names; Bome of them belonging to persons
whom he knew to bein the country or dend.

‘I wish to write a prescription,’ said Doctor
Dubois.

‘Will you step this way?' replied the young
man who hal brought him te that place, and
who now conducted him to a little room fur-
nished with only one chuir and n table covered
with books. Other books and a variety of
papers were scattered about the floor.

‘A student, I sece.” Dr. Dubois smwiled. He
wished to iutimate that he attributed the dis-
order and nudity he could not but perceive to
eccentricity rather thun to poverty.

‘Wo must do what we can,’ eagerly replied
the youth, as if delighted at the opportunity
of n sudden confession. ¢We are too poor to
be otherwise than you see.’

Doctor Dubois tried to look pompous and
conceited. *Madame de—de—'

“Jarante.’ o
““Madame de Jarante,” he continued, *has
been undermined by a slow fever, the result of
—vwhat shall I sny?—an insufficient supply of
those necessaries of life which humble people
“¢ill luxuries. You need not hang your head,
my young friend. These things happen every
dny, and the proudest of us have passod
through the snme ordeal. How long has this
state of things lasted?’ -

‘Two years.”

‘A long time. It seems to me that your
mother has been kept in o stato of “delusion
as to her position. She belicves herself to be
still wealthy, still to form part of tho world of
fashion, in epite of the accident which remov-
od her from it.

*You know our history then ?’

‘Ono incident I know, in common with all
Paris. Evwery one read in the papers the re.
port of the trial by which your family lost
its immense fortune, It thought you had
quitted Paris, and never dreamed that after
that disaster’ -

‘You mean disgrace,’ put in the youth, bit-
terly.

‘That after that disaster you continued to
inhabit your old hotel in the Faubourg St
Germain. Whenever I pass I see the shutters
closed. I see no one come in or go out. I
am not inquisitive. Indeed, I bave noticed
these symptoms without even reflecting upon
them. I had forgotten your name. I now
understand that you have remained here ever
since, living on the ruina of your fortune, and

keeping your poor mother in the illusion that
nothing bas been changed; "that she is still
rich, honored, and bappy.’ ) ‘
*All this is true,’ exclaimed the youth, seia-
ing the hand of the Doctor; *but you do not
know all,” * '
“+I kuow enough,’ was the roply, ‘to make
me honor and respect you.’ 3
The story which the young man, in the
fullness of his heart, now told was curious
and painful. M. do Chesnel, his grandfather,
the old man whom Dr. Dubois had seen in the
other room was oue of the nobles who had
emigrated during the first French Revolution.
Heo had gone to America where he married
the daughtar of a Virginia planter quite hope-
loas of ever veturning to his native country,—
After o time his wife died, and left him with
an only daughter, He ocame to Fatis, where
although his fortyno was small, he was able
to give his child o complote edncation. After
pighteen hundred and thirty, news came to
him from Amerion that bis father-in-law had
died, leaving all his property to him. He
ogain crossed the Atlantio with his doughter,
then ninetoen years of agoe. On the voyage
out he made the acquaintance of M, de Jar-
anto, a young French noblemon of great
wealth, who was going to the West in or®

“What is the ni'nt‘ter?' she inquired at length,.

says? You will make me believe I have really”

der to spend his superabundant activity in
travel, .

An affection éprung up between this young
man and M. de Chesnel’s daughter, The con-
sequence was, that some time after their arri-
val in America they were married. But M.
de Jarante had not entirely lost his wandering
propensities. Whilst M, de Chesnel was en-
gnged in an unexpected lawsuit with the re-
lations of his father-in-lnw—which ended in
the will being utterly set aside—the young
couple travelled togother in various directions.
This lasted some yenrs'. Victor, the youth
who related the story to the Doctor, and Vn]:
erie were born, and the mother found it ne-
cessary to remain more stationary than before
to look after her children. Then M. de Jar-
anto undertook to explore Cordilleggs of the
Andes nlone, and seot his wife and family
back to France.

Victor evidently slurred over certain domes:
tic quarrels here ; but it came out that M. de
Chesnel had repronched his son-in-law with
neglecting his daughter, and secmed to think
that it was partly Hecause the fortune which
she bad expected had been taken from ber.
M. Jarante afterwards returned in safety, and
led a very quict life in Paris. His wife
thought that his restlessness was now quite
worn out; but at length he again started for
South America, wrote hnme—,-f&qucntly send-
ing valuable collections which he made by the
way—and was last heard of when about to
undertake a voynge ncross tho Pncific. .This
happened six pears before the period at which
Doctor Dubois became hequainted with the
story. For some time madame Jarante suf
fered no misfortune but separation from her
husband ; but at length his relations had rea-
son to consider him to be dead. They. asked
bis wife to give nn account of his immense
fortune. She refused, saying that it devolved-
upon her children.: Then, to her surprise,
they asked for proofs of her marringe.  She
had none to give.

A trinl took place, and, nlthough some cor-
roborative testimony was brought forward, it
did not satisfy thie law, and Madame Jarante
was not only deprived of her husband's for-
tune, but was called upon te pive an account
of many large sums she had_ _spent. M. de
Chesnel sacrificed all that femained to him
to protect her. The botel in which they lived
had luckily been taken in his pame., They
sold the turniture piecemenl to enable them to
live. Then it was that Madame de Jarante
first showed symptoms of her mental disorder
She could ngt believe in the disaster that had
overtaken her: and, to save her from com-
plete insanity, her father and cbildrén found
it necessary to commencesthe deception which
they had ever afterwards been compelled to
carry on. Victor gave many details of the
extraordinary means they took for this pur-
pose—always successfully, His mothepin-
variably kept her room.  Only within thd last
few weeks, however, had sho thown signs of
bodily decay. Assistance had not been called
in on account of their poverty.

‘And what, may I now enquire,” said the
Doctor, deeply interrested, ‘are the grounds
of hopes of better times which you seem to
entertain ¥’

‘I am certiin,’ replied Victor, ‘that my fa-
ther is not dead. He will return there is no
doubt, and restore us to our former position.
All that I ask is that my mother's life shall
be presorved uatil then.’ .

Doctor Dubois did not entertain the same
confidence. ‘Little stress,” ho said, ‘must be
lnid or presentiments of that kind. Mean-
while your mother must not be allowed to
want for any thing. You must borrow money
of some friend.’

*We have no friends,’ said the young man.

*Then I +shall write a preseription,” mut-
tered tho Dootor, 0s he- seized pen and pa-
per. .
What he wrote was as follows:

‘Monsieur : I nu in want of money immed;.
ately ; pleaso send me three hundred francs
by the bearer. -Arrnoxse Duno1s.

*‘There,’ snid he getting up, ‘take that to
its;pddress to-morrow morning, and do not let
mo hear from you again until you have used
what you receive. I will come again tomor-
row cvening.’ .

So saying, the Doctor bustled away to es-
cape the thanks of Viotor, .and crossed the
court in 8o great o hurry that he forgot to put
up his umbrella.

In the evening Doctor Dubois returned to
the hotel, and felt his heart warmed by the
cvidences of greater conifort ho beheld. He
now ventured to prescribe medicine, and sue-
ceeded eventually in restoring his patient’s
health, 'Thero was no change.howover in her
mental condition,. She still believed herself
to be surrounded by wealth ; only she thought
her children werc more attentive than be.
foro. The little comforts they now gave her
excited not surprise, but gratitude. ~ The Doo-
tor continued his visita ond his loans,  Ygu
shall pay me back, with interest,’ ho snid
when Viotor hesitated to acoept. '

‘Good worka are never lost,’ remarked Bo-
bonne, folling in with her master's humor,

.One evening in the following summer; when

ready for a comfortabie evening with his feet
in the same slippers; with the usual plate of
‘nuts and almonds before him and an uncork-
ed bottle of Beanue, with which he took alter-
nate draughts of Seltzer wator ; with the same
black velvet skulleap thrust to the back of
hig head, and the same morni;!g-gown thrown
batk in graceful folds—Bobonune had Just
come in with the coffeo and the evening paper
—the bell rang agnin.—Doctor Dubois again
exclaimed, ‘Diable !’ and ‘peste !’ It was Vie-
tor as beforo. : ’

‘Come,’ he exclaimed, ‘to save us from the
consequences of excess of joy I’

Doctor without moving,
ter 2 '
*My father has returned.’
Bobonne inétnntly undersiSod the signiﬁ;
cance of these words, was the first to urge her

‘What is the mat-

in banding Kim his hat. *As for your coffee
you,’ sho said in a tone of affectionate famil-
iarity which was new to Victor. .

Doctor Dubois learned, as he walked toe
wards the hotel, that Monsieur de Jarante
hind suddenly appeared without giving any
warning whatever.: His wife became insensi-
ble on beholding him, and Vietor had instant-
1y rushed away for medical assistance, When
they reached the hotel all danger seemed to
have passed, and the returned traveller wag
listening with astonishment, anger,” and con-
trition to the story of the sufferings of his
fumily. For bis own part, he bad met with
many perils and fatigues, which bad disgusted
bim at last with o wandering life. e had
been shipwrecked on a remote islend, sealped
and escaped with his life only by a miracle.
e admitted that he had been neglectful.—
His future life, however. should atone.for-the
past. .

He naturally resumed possession of hig for-
tune and established the legality of -his . mar-
ringe nnd the legitimacy of his children. Ma-
dame de Jarante at length understood all that
had happened to her, and might have retura-
ed into the society which hiad so readily cast
her off ; but instead of seeking pleasure, she
occupies berself in relieving the poor, in which
benevolent pocupation she was much assisted
by Doctor Dubois. Her son and doughter
both married well; and, although M. de Ches-
nel recently died i the fullness of yenrs, the
whole family now enjoys o bappiness which it
-had never before known. .

1t may as well be mentioned that Doctor
Dubois went the other day, with rAther o con-
fusced look, to ask Victor to stand godfather
to a son and heir which Bobonne—we beg
pardon—which Madame Dubois had present-
ed him with. :

————

Vaceination.

The learned world is all alive. A physieian,
& mnn of the world, published about a fogt-
night ago a book upon a subject which in
former times agitated all Europe. The book
is entitled, “Moral and physical degenerntion
of the human race in consequence of vaccina-

helped to thin off the European family. You
may well suppose that such a work will scarce-
ly go unnoticed. Official scionce has preserv-
ed a grent dose of admiration of the English
doctor who found upon a cow’s dug the specific
which now-a-days is administered to every
child that is born. On the other hand a certain
school of medicine has lately grown up, whose
object is to rid the world of vaccination. Ae-
cording to these men g!l modern diseases re-
sult from inoculation with the cow virug—
cholera, gastritis, scrofula, more frequent cases
of consumption, and above all typhoid fevers.
Thus you see theyquestion may bring on every
species of discussion, a war of words, and
pamphlets in abundance. Our Imperial Aca-
demy of Medicine, consisting of the elite of
the doctors; has made the subject an order of
the dny. Experimental Germany and England,
8o interested in the quarrel, will both doubt-
less take parts in these polemics, Heaven
grant the victory may be some great acheive-
ment of science and some new good to hu-
manity.—~Faris Cor. Independencs Belge,

A Msan Man.——Wo have heard of mean

Louis Reveille mentions one to whom muss be

why there’s that Bill Johnston he's the meane
ost man T ever beard toll on. “Bill waa con-
stable thero. Why don’t you think he had sn
excoution against mo for a little matter of
groceries, and he came out nnd levied st my
old womans ducks, and wanted me to drive
*em up and ketoh ’em for him, and I told bim

round and round the houso, and every. time
he'd ketoh a duck, he’d set down and, wriag
its head off and chargo mileage.’ o

‘Our Naw Buaving Gnousn.’-Firsh .old
woman—‘What doéa the Jmipister say to cnr
now burying ground!’ Second old woman-.
‘He don’t like it all, he sdys he nover will bo
buried there, a8 long as he lves.” First old

tho physician happened again to be m""i"GJ

woman—*Well, if the Lord apaves me, I will,’

‘They are never very serious,’ quoth the .

master to be up and & doing, nnd lost no time

my dear Doctor, I will keep that warm for

tion,” and in it Jenner is accused of baving .

men in our day but a correspondont of the St. .

yielded the palm :—Talk nbout mean-men! ™

to ketch 'cm himself; and so he chased 'em
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