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She came at once.  She stepped before him at

“the bedside, and stood there, without moving.

She let him look at her as long as he would. It
was not long. He felt very ill. He regarded
her confusedly. He perceived a womsan of
mediom height, with a well-shaped h“d-_ He
saw the dress and carriage of a lady. H‘xs eye
fell upon her hands, which were crossed lightly
on the edge of the little table where his medi-
cines stood. Sick as he was, he notived un-
usual signs of strength in her fingers, which
were yet not deficient in delicacy. Yorke had
always judged people a good deal by their
hands. He repeated his nervous phrase :—

“1am in a woman's hands I .

She spread them out before him with a swift,
fine gesture ; then made as if she put something
unseen at one side from them. ]

*‘ Let me send for the man I spoke of. You
are irresolute.  You are losing strength and
time. This is a mistake ss well as a misfortune.
I can’t help being a woman, but I can help your
sutfering from the fact.”

**No,—not yet, No. Wait a moment. |
wish to speak’ with you. Will you pardon me
if 1 ask—a few questions

1 will pardon anything. But they must be
very few. 1 shall not stand by and see you
sp<nd your breath unnecessarily.”

** Are you an edueated physician, madam ¥

“ Yes, sit.”

“A beginner '

**1 have practiced several vears,”

*“ Do you thivk yvou nunderstand my case ¥’

““1 think I do.”

“This old man you speak of,—this other
doctor,—what is he ¥

** His patients trust him."”

“ Do you think I should trust him ¥

‘* No, sir.”

“Are you the only homecopathist in this
region

““There i3 one at Cherryfield ; others at
Bangor ; none within thirty wmiles.”

“Can you get a consultation "’

I have alre.ly telegraphed to Bangor for
advice ; there iv un eminent surgeon there ; he
will come if needed. ! know him well,”

*“ How much am I hurt?”

“A wood deal, sir.”

** Where are the injuries I”

- In the head, the fcot, and the right arm.”

“ What are they .

“[ do not wish you to talk of them. I de
not wish you to talk any more of apything.”

** Just this,—am 1 in danger 7'

**I hope not, Mr. Yorke.”

‘T see you can tell the truth.

I owm telling the truth.”

‘1 tegin to trust you.”

She pat her finger on her lip. He stirred
keavily, with an ineffectual attempt to writhe
himself into another position.

““I cannot ‘move. 1 did not know my arm
was hurt before— Ah, there 1"

As he spoke, blood sprang. The doctor made
towards him a motion remarkable for its union
of swiftness with great composure. Her fuce
bad a stern but pertectly steady light. She said
calmly :

““ Lie still, Mr. Yorke,” and with one hand
teld him down upor. the pillow. He perceived
then that a bandage ha(l slipped from a deep
wound just below the shoulder, and that a se.
vered artery was vozing red and hot. He grew
giddy and faint, but managed to keep his wits
together t> watch and see what the young
woman would do.  She quickly bared his arm,
from which the sleeve wag already cut away,

“ Mrs. Butterwell,” she called quietly, < wil}
you please bring me some hot water 7

During the little delay which ensned on this
order—a momentary one, for Mrs. Isaiah But-
terwell was one of those housekeepers whose
conscience would admit of a lukewarm sanctifi-
cation sooner than a lokewarm boiler—the
doctor gently uurolled the bandage from the
wound, which she then thoroughly spunged and
cleaused. The patient thought he heard her
say something about ¢ secondary heworchages;”
but the words, if indeed she used them at all,
were not addressed to him. The hot water il
not stop the blood, which seemed to him to be
sucking his soul out.

““Hold this arms, Mrs. Batterwell,” said the
Young lady—*¢ just so. Keep it in this position
till I tell you to let go. Do you understand 1
There.  No, wtay. Call Mr. Butterwell, |
want two.”

She drew her surgical case fram her pocket,
and selocted an srtery forceps,  She opened the
wound, and. iustructed Mr. Butterwell how to
liold the forceps in position while she ligated

- the artery. She bandaged the arm, and adjusted

it to suit her upon a pillow,  She had a firm
and fearless touch. He . face betrayed ro yn-
easiness ; only the contraction of the brows in.
separable from studious attention,

The patient looked at the physician with
glezing eyes. : ~
it Write  to my mother,” he said weakly,

~* Don't say you are not a man. Only say you

are not an allopath—and that I have given my

case unreservedly to you. Tell her mnot to
worry.  Give her my love.  Tell her"—

And with th's he fainted quite :\\m{‘

This faint was the prelude to a hard pull.
Days of alternate syncope and delirinm followed.
Short iutervals of consciousness found him
quiet, but alarmingly weak. His early anxioty
had ceased to manifest itself. He yiolded to the
treatment he received without criticism or
demer. In fact, he was too ill to do anything
else. This condition lasted for more then a
week.

One day he awoke, conscious and calm. It
was a sunny day. There scemed to be a faint
woody perfume in the room, from some source
unknown. A long, narrow block of light lay
yellow on the stiff-patterned brown earpet ; it
was by no means, bowever, a cheap carpet.
There was an_expensive red and gold paper on
the walls, and marble-topped furniture. There
were two pictures. QOne was a framed certificate
setting forth the fact of Mr, Butterwell’s honored
and honorable career as a Freemason, The other
was an engraving of the Sistine Madonna.
Yorke had ganily noticed the contents of his
room before. He ohserved these detsils with
the vivid interest of a newly-made invalid,
wondering how long he was likely to lie and
look at them. As his eve wandered weakly
about the room it rested upon the bureau,
which stood somewhat behind him. A vase of
yellow Austrinn glass was on the bureau : it
held a spray of apple-blossams.

While he lay breatbing in their delicate out-
lines like a perfume, and fecling their perfume
like a coler, the hulf-opened ioor pushed gently
in, and & woman—a lady—entered with aquick
step.  She was a young lady ; or at least she
was under thirty. ~ She stopped on seeiug that
he was awake, and the two regarded each other.
She saw a very hagyard-looking youug fellow,
with 4 sane eye and a wan smile. He saw
Llooming cresture. She had her hat on and
driving-gloves in her hand. Her face was sen.
sitive with pleasare at the change in the yatient.
She advanced towards him heartily, holding out
her hand. He said, —

‘“Are you the doctor 1

“ Yes, sir.”’

** What is—excuse me—bat, madam, I don’t
know ywur name.”

“My name is Lloyd. You are better to-
day 1”

“Infinitely ! Wait, please. . . . [ have
seen you before. Where have I seen you?t”

“Three times & day for a week, - without
couutinfg the nights,” said the young lady, with
mischief in her voice. She had a pleasant
voice. She spoké a little too quickly, perhaps,
She stood beside his bed.  She stood crect and
strong. Her hair was dark, and she had rather
large, dark blue eyes. He thought it was a fine,
strong face ; he did not know but it might be
safe to call it beautiful. She wore a blue Hannel
dress.

“1 know {"* he said suddenly,
caryatide.” '

¢ IWhat, sir

“You are the blue caryatide— Never mind.,
Lam not deranged again. Have | been very
crazy 17 )

*‘Sometimes,” said the lady gravely. Her
expression and manner had changed.  She sat
down beside him and opened her medicine.case,
which she lail wpon the table, H. smitiesd
when he saw the tiny vials. She either did not
observe or did not return the smile. Her face
had settled into an intent and studions form,
like a hardening cast, il thought, She js pat
beautiful.

She took out her note-book, and hegan to ask
him a series of professional questivis. She spoke
with the distinet bt rapid enuneiation w‘hiwh
he had noticed before.  She wry.; down his an.
swers carefully.  Mauy of Ler questions were
more personal than he had expeotod : he was
not used to what Mrs Butterwell eallod © don.
toring.”  This yonng lady  eeqaired his e,
hix habits, famil> nucarv, Tand other itemy not
immedietely conuecied jy the patient’s mind
with a dislo.ated ankle.

“Yon are the

“Now your puls, please,” she said, when

she had reached the end of her catechism.  She
took his wrist in a bus'ness.like way., The
young man  experienced u- certain embarrass.
ment.  The physician gave evidenes of none.,
She laid his hand down again, ws if it had besn
a bottle or u bundage, tohl. him that she wax
greatlyfrali}ic--l with hig marked improvement,
prepared his pea lers, auod, drawing the little
rubber clasp over hor medicine.case, gave him
to understand by her wintion and wanier that
she considered the consultation at an end,

““One powder in six tablespoonfuls of water :
one. tablespoonful every four hours,"” she xuid,’
rising,  “ Are you quize able to remember! Or
I will speak to Mrs. Butterwel] myself as’] go
out. ‘She will be with you goon, and | have
directed that some one shall be within  eall
whenever you are left alone.  You do not ohject
to being alone somewhat 7’ B ~

“I likeit.” - : L
'] was sure ofit, 1 prefer you to e alone aq
much s you can’ bear now, gut you will not

be negle¢ted. lwill Bee you again to-night,”

you were sick, Mr. Yorke.

L ahoabi like 1o talk with ‘you. w little,”
stammered. Yorke, handly knowing whel was
the etiquetts of this nuomalous position - ¢~ Can-
vol you stay longer ?" Ll
“She lvoked at ker witeh, hesitated, and sat
down again, ‘ T

“1can give you a fow winntex, U have &
busy day before me,” -

*Did you write to my mother,” began the
patient, ** and what has she answered 17!

*If yaa go on improving at this raty, you
may read your letters to.morrow, Mr, Yerke.”
| “Not toaday I

" NO-"

“ You are arhitrury, Miss—~Dr, {loyd.”

¢ She gave bim & cool, keen luok.

“That is tay business,” she said,

“What has been the matter with me 1"’ per-
sisted the voung man, ** What are my injur-
jos 1 1 wish to know.”

A disloeation of the ankle ; a severed artery
in the arm ; and concussion of the brajn,—he
sides the miner cats attendant an such an sevci-
dent as yours. Fach of these is doing finely.
You have now no cause for wlarm. It was a
beautiful dislocation ' added  the physician,
with enthusiasm. :

“Have 1 been dangerously il !

e "

‘“ Have you had a consultation 7"

By telegraph every day, your worst days ;
by letter when [ have thought yvou wonld feel
easier to know that I had it.”

“How soon shall T be about again 1

‘1 cannet promise you anything at present.
You are doing remarkably well. . But you will
have oceasion for patienee, sir.™

“T must hav Loemed very  rwle —r odie-
trustful of you, ac..e first,”

“On the conteary, Mr. Yorke, you have
shown me every rasonable  confidence, ~-far
wore than i eould have expectnd under the cie
cumstances. 1 have appreciated it”

The sensitiveness had ecowe into her face
again : she gave him a diret, full look ) and
he thought onee more that she was a beantiful
wotnan.

¢ Believe,” he said rarnestiy, *“that 1 am
grateful to you, madam.”

She smiled indulgently, bowed, anid left him.
He heard her quick step in the hall, and her

N

voice speaking to Mrs. Botterwell; then he |

heard her chirmp to her pony, and the souud of
wheels, She drove rapidly, aud was sonn gone,

The day passed iu the faint, sweer, hazy way
that only the convalesernt knows, Ne other
creature eve: goty beliind that glamonr., Ko
turning 17 ;s towsrds one so solemnly that
the sou] wuaul krep upon its knees, were 3t unt
so weak ; one dares not pray; one ventopes
only to sev the frolic in the eyes of the advane.
ing power, and dashes into jov as bees inte
rhythm, or as flowers inte color.” Waldo Varke
was very happy. He thought of his mother ;
his heart was full.  He looked at the hlock of
yellow Jight upon the earpet; at the applee-
blossoms in the vase ; ut the pateh of Jaue shy
that burned beyoud that one apent window,
Life and light, he theught, are here,

Mrs, Isaiah Dutterweli, however, was there,
too,  She was extremely kind, She entertanged
the young mau with & graphic acconut of his
accident and its consequinces,

sidered it {although the Bangor horse wax Eillw]s
a lucky thing,

“When he bronght vou home,” obseryyd the
bady, *Faaid, * He's dead.” | must sav L hogped
you were, for 1 «aid to my hinsband, THw'H b
an wliot if he fives.”  Jtalways seems to e a
if the Creatar was thinking he hadn’t mads
enough of ‘e, after all, and was watehing ap.
pertunities to increase the sterk. Bt our dey.
tor has beew & match for him this time 2 added
Mzs faaiah, with a suap of her soft ey,

“ Why, - Sar-ab 1" rebuked her husba}
guntly,

CWell, she has!” insisted Sarah ; “and |
dan't weo the harm.  He made hew, ton, | sups
pose, didn’t he t | think he sught to be proad
of her. I've no duubt he is—not the least i
the worlid.”

Y Why, Sarali ! repeated Mr. Battersoll,
He had the air of being just as mneh SHrprived
by these lttle conversational pecubirities 1n his
comsort as if he had not wintered and s ersd
them for better and worse for forty years.  Thie
amused the invalid.  He liked 1y hear them
telk.  He was s0 happy that day that Mrs.
Isaiah seemed to him  really very witty, e
drew her out. She dwelt a aeunt deal oy thye
doetor.  She explained to hing Ler ditlirulty in
concealing the fact of the physician’s ar v from
him thoss fiest few qays,

“1 would not vl a 6b for ye o Mr. Yarke,
even if you did_die.  And when YOu ran on wn
about seeing the doetor, | conld not sty ‘che,”
and [ would not suy “ he,’ for 1 would not say
*he, for she was not a *he* now, way het
Ouee | got stuck in the middle of a sentbenee ;
aud Mr. Butterwell way hare, and 1 said, * &Y.
Isainh l—he " 90 1 cut the word in two, don's
youscet Ouly I spelled it with an extra k.

“But I'd ruther sacrifice my spellin’ thin my con.

science,  And lsaiah axked we afterwards what
I sh-shd him_up for, when he had not opevied
his mouth. e did not open it very otten while
But he spoke ahoyt
your uncle, and was blye rnough. ] hud te
make up my- mind to_do the tatking for two,

‘when I married Mr. Putterwall, -What time did

Doctor Zay say she should look in:agnin, Mr.

Yorke 1" e AR
“Doctor Zay 1. repented the young gentle.

wan blankly, " - S T

were two-of - them, she and the oid AN 3 and

as luck would, thoy wiust have the sanie hame.
1 suappase he was ashamed of his, — Adoniray &
1 don't ‘blame him. At any rate, there's (hy
sign, ! Do AL Lloyd ~ And she hag some king
of . heathen name herself ; 1 never can pro.
nounco it so she takes to * Dr, .7, A, Lloyg,!
and . that’s how we come by it, Everybod'v
calls her Doctor Z1. But she apells it with 4 ;,
erself. We love the sound of it,"" ndded Mpq
Butterwell gently.  *“So would you, jf you'd
been 1 woman Down Fast, and sho the firat e

of all you you'd read wbout and needed, \‘ou'«'l
aver seen.” - .

“Bat I'm nota woman,” interrupted thy pa.
tient, laughing.  **I can't eall her Doctor 7y,
The youny lueily has dane admirably by e s 1
wdmit that.  How much 1 must have tronble}
her, to come here so often

1 would'nt wasts your feelings, sir," obwary.
wl Mrs. Butteewell, deyly, Feolings ure 144
rich ernam ta be skimmed for nothing.,  Detor
would have dane her dnty by you, anyhow ; by
it's been less of a sacrifice, considering she vy
here.”

The sabsiding expression of weariness an the
sick man's face rove 1o ane of interest, He ra.
wated, ** Lives here ' got without Sinnethine
ike encrgy . ”

“Yes, Pve had hera vear.  She was starving
al the Shermao Hotcd, wad 1 toak her . | uaed
to go to school with some conueetinns of her's,
#a b felt a Kind of respansibility for Lier.  Apg
then Pm always glad of society, el ok you
when ook you.  1'm social in my natnee, }
stuppose that’s why Providence wept oul of his
way b marey me to Mr, Butterwell, 1 yyy g
had been castin Portland, or Bangor, iy afy g
I should Tinve been frivolous, as 1 said to I+orer
Zay, the first time | saw her,~~it was ohili.” s
! thought ©eould trast Tier 5 1 didni't knos ep
then, you see, Do You mean to say you didy’
notice her sign 3 Then, if she'! got sick at the
hotel, they'd have said she was o woman, | had
the catse to consider,” added M, Batterwedl,
sofemnly,

The physician came again at night, as she had
promised.  She was Iater than usmal.  Yorks
listened for her wheels, and got restless. [t made
him nervous when the counlry waggons rollel
apy, and rumbled by, He had Bushed with 15
end of the day, and was feverish and miserablr,
He attemled to his sensations apxiously.  Ie
wishvd she wanld come. 1t was gaite dark whey
the low wheels of the phueton came sty
and suddenly 1o a stop in the great hack vanl;
Le heard the doctor’s voiee speaking cheertly 10
her by, Hamdy,” she called hiw. Huandy
touk the horse ;& Hght step pasceal the —aper
of the house, and vanished, % She must have
gane oa o the office door,” thought Yorke. He
found himself absorled in a little anessitess :
he wondered if she would take her tea fimt.

She did not.  She came to him direetly, o
things were off'; her haar smoothly brushed ; sle
stoad beside him, her pleasant figure, in ity
hotseatress, out against the fight that &3
through the open door.  She begnn at ones -
*There are patients in the office, -1 am late ;
T wus detsined by a tronblesome ense, 1 can give

L FEu Cvsaniuntes now, of come back when they
Mr. Batterwel} |
himself came in, for a momart, and briefly con. |

ate gane.  Lat me see ! Nhe went sul aud
brsniht the lamp, serutinized his face cloanly,

sat down, and folt his pulse sl did not coune

i, but quickly laid bis hand axigle,

Y Please come byaand by,” urged the yadug
san. Alteady he felt auaccenuutably better
1 ean waitt She hesitated a momenut, they
sabd, v Very well,*" and left him. She was g
half an hour,

* Have you had your supper ¥ asked Varke,
when she came back,

O, oy apper is used to waiting,” sad
Duoctor Zay, sheerfully, ** You have waited Juite
bong enough, sir.  Now, if you please, to busi.
Ttess,

“The note-hook, the peneil, the medicine-
case, amd the somewhat stolid,  studious ook
presented themselvenat ance. Yarke folt half
atnnsed, hadfannoyed,  He wanted to be talked
to, a5 if she had been like other women. e
thought it would do Bim more good than the
scunile peilets which she prepared so confidingly.
e was jast enongh bettor 1o begin to be home-
sick.  Heoasked her if he might tey to walk to-
marrow. - She prowptly replied in the negative,

*onwst walk next week,” wrged the patient,
setting a touch of his natum imperionsniss
againt her own,  She gave him one of her con-
e looke,

Y You will walk, Mr. Yorke, when I allow
Fo” she sind, courteonaly epough. She lonked
0 graceful and yeutle and womanly, sitting thers
beside Wiy, that o1} the man in him rebelled at
her authority,  “Their eves miet, ind elashed.

* When will that be t he insisted, with a
creditabile vffort at submission.

A dislocuted wikle is not to be used in ten
days,” replied the doctor, quietly, ¢ It is go-
ing to take time,"”

** How mneh time 1

* That depends partly on yourself, partly on
me, adittle on®e .

' Providence I” interrupted Yorke.

“Notatall.  God maile the ancle, you disla-
entedit, I set it; nature wast heal it -

** M, Butterwell might have said that.”

18 it possible,” waid the yonng lady, with a
shange of manner, **that 1 am growing to talk
like Mra. Batterwsli 1 ‘ ' ,

This wan the fir:: persoual accont which Yorke
had caught in:the “dactor's "voice. Thinking,
perhaps, to pursue a faint ndvautage, . which he

vaguely: felt would be of interest to him when

L0k, we call li§1r‘l)dc{tgi‘—f21{y;\ You see ﬂmre s
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