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She got into the phaeton and sat beside hinn
leaning back, and watching him with a gentle
eagerness which he would have Jared to call
tender if he had uot remembered that it was pro-
fessional.  **1 will eat it all,” said Yorke.

She made & pretence of sharing the slice with
him, but he could see that she was Kkeenly ex.
cited.

¢« Xow,” she said, when ths bread and coflee
were gone, ‘‘are you better? Are vou strong
enough to hiear what 1 want of you ?”

“Try me aud see.”’

¢ They are together there,”—she pointed to
the poor girl's bouse,—** thase two, who ought

to be together for all their lives, 71+ is the
man.” i
“The drowned man® ecried Yorke. Slhe

nedded fiereely.

‘] want you to come up there with me, 1
want von lor a witness. 1 may fail in the thing,
but it's got to be fried. 1 cau’t have any of
those {ellows there, and there’s nobody atr home
but s young step-mother, who won’t come near
us., Are you able to do this

Yorke replied by silently taking the reins.
He, too, felt execited and strong. They drove
up the steep. short hill, and elose to the poor
place. At the gate stood 3 wagon, coutaining
an elderly and gentlemaniy but very impatient
person. A few men were hanging about the
door-steps.  The doctor helped her patient out,
and he followed her into the house, asking no
questions.

They went into a low, clean room ou the
ground flear. .\ man was there upon a lounge,
swathed in blankets ; he was ghastly white. A
girl hang over him : she uttered low, ivarticu-

ate cries: she rained her tears upon his face,
his hands,~ may, her Kisses on his great coarse
feet, as if he were her Saviour. The doctor shut
the door softly, and Yorke stood uncovered be-
side her. The girl noticed them no more than
if they had been spirits.

“Why, Molly V" said the fellow weakly.
“Why, Moliy’ 1 hain’t dene so well by you
that yon should-—kiss me—now. I don't de-
serve it,” he added, after a moment's thonght.

*“ Molly,” said the doctor, coming forward
with her nervous step, *‘leave Jim to me a
minute. ] want to talk to him."”

Molly gathered hersell together, a miserable
little etfort,—shame and love and tears,—and
obeved., She wasq pretty girl, with blonde hair.

* Deserve it ™ said Doctor Zay, in a changed
manner, us soon as the girl was gone. ¢ Juserve
! You have lehaved to her like a coward and
asneak.  She is behaving like—a woman. She
fores him, 1 suppm-e,” added the doctor in an
undertane.  “*This i the way with thede
women.  Now, thew, Jim Paisley ! 1 have just
this to say toyou.  You areable to sit up. Let
me seq vou do it.”

The resuscitated mua struggled to an obtnse
angle wgainst the pillows.

“VYery momi. | wish you could stand ap,
Lut that will de. [ want you to marry Molly.
I will call herback.”

* But, Doctor”™--began Jim.

* No shiflv-shailying,” returned the doctor
sharply.  ““Not & word,  Let me see it done
Lefore | leave the hounse. 1 sent Henry for the
uiinister the first breath you drew, —out there
on the shore,-—before 1 sent for the brandy, be.
fore you gusped twice,  He is sitting at the gate
this minute, with a borrowed horse, too, that
he’s in a hurry to get bhack to-a man who is
wowing, lou't waste auy more of our time,
1t's too precions Jor you.  Come 1

‘¢ Bat, Doctor, how can 1 be warried, done
up in blavkets like a ruummy.  1t's—so—ridi-
culous 1 pleaded Jim. **I'd have liked my
best clothes on.” .

*¢ Paisley ! said the doctor, towering and
superl, **did I work over you fourtéen minutes
after every man in Sherman would have given
you up for dead ! Fourteen minutes longer than
is laid down by Hering, too,'” she added, turn-
ing to Yorke.

““Well, Doctor, I's'pose you did.”

“Did 1 bring back the soul to your senseless,
sinfol body, after it had gone God knows where,
but where you'll never go again till you go to
stay ¥

“That's a fact, Doctor,  Yes, marm.”

“I've gnl some rights in your life, have I,
Jim ¥’

":\'er, marm. [ dou’t deny you brought me
to.

““Do you suppose you were worth fouching,
except that you had it in your miserable power
to right a poor wronged girl 7 Come ! Do you 1’

*“ No, marm.”

** 1f you don't marry Molly before 1 leave this
house, every lumberman in Sherman may throw
you into the will-pond,—and some of them
will.  I'l} stand Ly and see them doit. I won't
“lift,ayfinger for you," . .

**You're hard on a fellow.”
1 hain't said 1 wouldn’t. =1 only said 1'd ra.
ther wait snd get my best elose. | vam, when
I come to, and— - Good-Lord 1. dil you see her,
Doctor? -1 hain’t,doue right by her, that'sa
. fuct, | told herlso.”
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“Well, well " sald Doctor Zay, softening.
She went at once to call the girl, who lay
crouched like a spaniel ontside the door, upon
the bare entry floor. ¢ Come here, Molly,” she
said, with ineffable wentleness, ¢ dim wants to
be married,”

Molly stoed  still.
over her delicate neck.

“He hain't asked me himself,” she said.
Jim held out Lis hand to her,

“The doetor thenght Twasu't fit to ask you,
Molly,  She ain't far out, either.”

The girl adeanesd stowly, looking at him
seatchingly, Then, with a certain Jignity, she
gave the wan one hand, and said, -

“ Very well, Doctor.”

I'he miuister came, talking about his borrowed
horse.  He was worried and hurried.

“Where is your certiticate of intention to
marrs 17 he asked, shortly, “we require tive
days' natice of inteution in our State.™

“The marriage will be legal,” replisd Dr,
Zay, promptly. ¢ I've had occasion to look into
that.  Whatever formalities are necessary, |
will astend to myself. | will pay your line, if
you are called toaccount for this.”

“1ris a lange fine,”” said the ministor, slowly,

1 will be responsible for it,” persisted the
Doctor. ‘1 must see the thing done now.
Soweihing might go wrong with the case yet.
The man is very weak.”

The old miuister yielded his poiut after a
little feeble protest ; he wanted 1o get back to
his mowing.

Yorke and the physivian wilnessed the mar.
riage.  And the young stevpmother, out in the
front vanl, gossiped with the lumbermen through
it all.

Doctor Zay took her patient home itume-
diately when the paiuful scene was over. He
was greatly exhaustead.  She sent him at once
to bed, left minute onders for his care, and went
off on her afternoon rounds.

In the evening she came to him again.
sat some time, She was anxious, gentle, half
deprecating. She gave her professional tender-
ness a beautiful freedor:.  He felt her sympathy
like a sparkling tonic. She atoned for what
she had cost him by a divine hour.

"She did not mention the poor girl. Bat
Yorke thought of the caryatide lifting warble
arms to hold the Temple *‘ high above our
heads.” :

The color slowly cropt

She
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The patient continued for several days clearly
worse for the episode of Molly and Jim. The
physician was penitently assidnous io her at-
tentions. A3 soo0n as he was better they cooled
off quietly, but so obricusly that Mrs. Butter-
well turnad bersoft eyes, not without sympatny,
upon her invalid lodger.

“She's like a candle, ~knows her mould,
apd gets into it, and no fuss. Some folks are
like fee-cream : can’t freeze without churning.
Doctor's always just so with patients. 1 wouldn’t
notiee her,—she has to be ; they'd lsan her life
out.'”

In fact, Yorke found himself reduced to his
office-calls agaiv, and th a limited allowance of
those. He now took occasional meals with the
family, and thus sometimes met her at the
table. She was very irregular.  The offico-belt
pealed, or Handy summoned her authoritatively;
or she was hours behind time.  Sho nodded to
him kindly whin she came, or they chatted a
few moments. She glinced at him with her
direct, brilliant, healthy look.  He watched her
with his sad, refined, invalid eyez. She poured
her sbundant personality into half a hondred
empty livesa day. He received into his vacant
hours the influences of the moment, She went;
he stayed. He suffered ; she acted. He re-
membered ; she forzot,

One day he called her, ashe sat on the piazza.
She was coming from the dining-room, after a
late and hurried dinner. She had her hat and
gloves in her hand. *Doctor,'’ he said, “do
you know that this is Angust 1

““Itis the Jd,—yes.”

““ 1 thought you wouldn't know.
you happen to

‘I nlways date my preseriptions.”

* 1 might have known there wax a scientific
reason.  For, as nearly ny an ignorant layman
can observe, the seasons slip away from your at.
tention like cured patients. Oneis like another
to you. Doctor Zay. do yon know that you have
never agked me to call on you ¢ ;

“To call on—0Oh, you mean™-=ghe stopped.

‘“As noperson, | mean, not a patient. Ia
there any reason why | shouldn’t 70 . 0

“Why, no!” she said cordially,~~* none i
the world,” .

“ Only you never thooght of it

How did

complained Jim.

“That isall,” quictly.

“ AL eried Yorke, RN

She swept upon him a fine look ; half rebuke,
like » monarch’s, hall perplexity, like a little
gir’s. - He hastened to placate thix expression,

“Wonlld you like to have me come! 1 had
rather be denied than endured:*’ e

*That is manly. ' 8o should 1. Certdinly |

sbogld {ike topee you.. Only | never am at

home. 1 suppose it was rudo not to ask you be-
fore. 1 aiu s0 out of the way of —all these little
things.” .

"She spoke the last three words with au
acceut before which his heart shrank.  But he
‘'only said, —- : ‘

* May | come—to-night *" .

“ Ol yes,"" she answered lightly ; #* any time
you like, after oftice-hours and Lefore your bed-
time.” o

“1’m coming,” he said, in a low, signiticant
tone.

“ What did you say 1"

He rose and confronted her.  He leaned upon
his crutch, but she felt that the man was wax.
ing strong. :

“I'm ** coming™ be repeated firmly.

She had turned to go, but regarded him for an
instant over her shoulder.” A beautiful mock-
ing light darted from her lip to her vye. She
did not say a word. But he heard every nerve
in the woman defy him., It was like the chal-
lenge before a battle. The convalescing man
welvamed the signal of contest,

He went that evening, ** after oftice hours and
before bed-time,’* dutifully, as she had bidden,
1t way a superb evening, and he lingered a mo-
ment oulsinl]e the door to watch the western col.
ors behiud the forest. He had already acquired
that hal-plaintive sympathy with the settiog
sun which is noticeably « feature in the lives of
invalids, 1 it becanse the hour marks another
finistied period of sutfering, or that it promises
renewsl of life, whick is slways resurreetion of
hope ¢

1t was n quiet sunset of pale chromes and vio-
lets, sinking gently into gray below, welting to
the Jdeep blue of advancing night above,  The
loug forest, with its processiou of pine outlines,
cut the horizon. The heavy mists of the Maine
evening rose from the little river and the mill-
pouds. This fog ecaught tire, and the village
seemed to stagger in 1t Mr. and Mrx. Isaiah
Butterwell were picking currants tugether in the !
imrden, stooping to their task in the leve light ;
they did not watch the sunset. Handy wans |
watering old Usk at the spring in the pasture be. |
hind the barn. The stage was late, and two
worn horses struggled, with hanging heads, up
the louely street,  Two or three lumbermen fol-
lowed the stage, singing. They sang a chorus
which ran,—

** Thus with the man, thus with the tree,
Sharp at the voot the axe shall be.

Mr. Butterwell called out to the driver to toss'
him over a paper. The stage erawled on, and .
turned the corner to the post office. The fire !
fell from the mists, the deserted road grew gmy, -
and Yorke felt damp as =o0n as the color dropped.

The solitude of the scene wppressed hiwm at |
that moment, as if he had kuown that he should §
never have power to separate himself from it.
The limit of life in this poor place, its denial, |
its desolateness, came to his consciousness with |
the vividness and remomelessness of personal |
fate. He thought of going hack to Boston, and |
leaving her. He rang the office-Uell sharply, !
aud entered without waiting for it o be an-:
swered. :

No one was in the reception.room, and he ;
passed through. The office was empty, Allj
the doars were open.  As he stood hesitating,
she came from the parlor buyond,  She steod ju
the donrway, and Lield out her hand,

“Ab, it is you 1" she said graciously. [e
was confused by a consciousness of change in her,
but could not have told what it was. As he .
followedd her into the room, he peredved that
the irmpressica cawe from her dress,  She wore
& muslin gown of a violet color ; it was finished
at the throat and wrists by fluttering satin rib. |
bons and lace ; it was a cool, sheer thing, as be.
fitted the warm night,—a parlor dress, Qwu-yin'.:
the floor. He had always seen her in lier busi.
ness clothes, :

He was not sure at first that he liked to sen
her in any other way.,  He felt a vague jealon.y
of her individaality, on which this dainty femi.
nine gear seemed to encrosch. lint in a moment,
when he had accustomed his eye to the transfor.
‘mation, he acknowledged that he would not have
missed it for the worlﬁ.

“* What i the matter I"* she asked,in her out.
right fashion ; her profession had enltivated in
her, to perhaps an extreme limit, what was pro-
bably great native directness of inanner,

*“Excuse me. Whas [ staring? | have never
seent you in a~~don't you call them trails 1 ;

She blushed a little looking over her shonlder
down at the wave of purple colar, ont of which
she seemed to rize ns if she floated on it

** 1 do not wear such things. 1 do not respeet
them,” she said, with a latent vexation in her
voice. ‘1 feelas if I ought to apologize to my
womaphood or something, every time | encun-
ber my feet and other people’sin this way, But
it was so. warm, and this the conlest 'thing I
have, [ had been dusty and uncomfartable all
day.m And it 2 pretty, in itself, 1 think ; don't

ot

“ 1 shall not—that is to may 1 cannot—tall
you what I think,” he answered. The undis.
guised admiration in hix eves rawmed over her
with daring leisnre.

It was characteristic of these twa people—nnd
to which the more creditable, sur can hurdly
way~that it no more ocenrred o the young man
that there was a remote tonch of pardonable fo-
minine coquetry in the coincidance of hin eal
and the violet nulin: than it ‘did to the lady
that he might think so. " Doctor Zny knew how
often: she wore that gown on warm evenings,
abut in alone in her dark little partor, wlter e ¢
last patient was'gone, alter tha care and fever of

other jan’t,

.4 that you are not musical.

. Musicand sciencr are twins,

the lmig day ‘wero spont,~— when: the Jdoctar

melted into the womnn,
ing to know Doctor Zay.

qlu took the eagy-chair which she offerad him
quietly ohserving the seene upon which he had
fulton, and in which the violot muslin was anly
what artisty would eali:the “high Jight,” Ator
hix haircloth sofa and framed certificate, thiy
young lady's parlor affected him like a restored
and preciouy painting. . As felt the powerful jy,.
fluence of the culiivated interior, to which he
vielded with that conuposite emotion, half hone.
sickness, half justinet, whieh we all know, ang
which draws the exile from what we are pleaced
to call “* the world,” like a magnet, hack,

Yorke, as he sat and talked of little things
assimilated his surronndings gently : the booky
the engravings, few but fine, the brouze Psvehe
the little laudseaps of GitTond's, magaziges
newspapers, reviews, and colors that he Tmul nu;
seen sines he leit home,

While she busied herelin deawing the lang
curtains aud lighting the lamps, Le noticed 11,0
Chickering upright across the corner, and 4
enrions u?:;lmn. knit of dull, harmonious ting,
like a Persian rug. There were flowers, tuq
The lamps had green and yellow globes,  Theq,
werz many pillows in the room, of odd shapws
atd all sorts of hospitable things to sit ou ; 4y,
open  fire-place, fillel now  with ferus: .,
pothing seemed to be a reproduction of & fashing.
able eraze,  There was 1o incohiersut attempr
atfecting cracked brieabrae, deteriorated Japay.
e art, or doubtful colonial fushions, One i}
not vven think of Queen Aune or Lonis Quine,,
but enly of Doctor Zay, who had a plensany
room ansd fived ther, i

It atfected Yorke strongly to meet his doctay
here,~—-a lady, like other ludiex, in 4 shelte
amony little lovely things, quiet and xer ay.u‘t’
&»mlﬂflud from eacronchuents, forgetful of vare.

Ie was glad that the patientswere never allowed
to come intethat yoows. He felt dizzy with his
own privilege. ’

He leaned his head back against kLis bo
modern  but proportionally easy  chair, anid
witclied her, while they chatted  pleasant)y,
They talked of Hoston, of Lwaks, of people, uf
well things. Left to herself, Lo xm\ice-‘ tha
she avoided all pathological subjects with « rigor
which in itself was all that reminded hinm of
their saistence. She made no inquiries alug
the state of his prevailing sensations, nor aiin ot
it any way to his relation as a patient to el
She had a fioe tact fn this, which maode him o]
as if he were o well man agaiu,  He rested oo
her dainty vicinity, the quies things she ol
the sound of her voice, the delicacy of her driss,
in hersell, He forgat for one delicious haar .
real and rugged world in which she Hved. 0
rather, perhaps, il he aunalyzed his feeling, Lo
had a vague sense of mastery, ax stimmiating a-
it way unprecedented, as if he himself wers the
agent, not the subject, of & new experiencs

And Yorke wag begin.

i
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{ which he drew her from a conserration ta a

dream.

He asked her to play for him.

$0 Na,”" she said, **you are a Bostopian

* Bat not a critie,”

“Tmpossible ! You approve the Handel sn
Haydun, and patronize the Symphouy,  Vou do
your duty by the prevailing artists | hald thers

Pat arm's-dength ax | do wmy last uew bahies, with

about the same complacency in their v xistonr,
as if the Creator had an ohligation tu yen for the
fact,  You are likn the man wha declined ta b

8 vegetarian on the ground that pdesds foie gra.

was good enough for bim. [ had a patient onee
who ahandened smoking becanse hi» taste L
develaped so fastidious a quality that he could
find no tobascw fine enough foe him."

1 amostiil a crude snoker,
please 1

“f know twa tines -

Play for e,

one is China, and the
Wihich will you have 7*
“The other nne.  Piay for me ™

It isa Scotch song. Do you hike Scorh
songs 7'

*“Dao you sin

“ Notin thcﬁ
paniment,”

He made a little movemant of jmpaticnes,
He was by natare of a restless, not 1o say an -
perious temper, which hin illness ior perhaps it
would bre more peecise to say, his phyastciany had
subdued rother than instigated,

Her ready merriment came to her syes.

* Yon cannot make me believe,' he insisted,
Physicinng ar.”

“*"That is trae evough,” she answered, quickiy
warming to the subject.  *Seience is harnony.
Musicis the femi-

t"
casl. | can play you the aconin-

nine, though, 1 think,™

B is o tine wnrriage.
twins, though,” B

“ You ars net so far out of the way,  Thers
is an element of twinship in all absolute war
tingze.”  Thin wae sald with her scientifie #x-
presaion, an ifshe were dissecting a rndial artery,

* How many ‘absolute’ marringes have you
kuown ™ asked Yorke, us nearly s possible in
the same tone,

“lust thiree,” said Dostor Zay.

“lu all your experience? Only thres that
wonld -« that’ won wouhl have heen satisfied
with I ’ oo

“ALix not n question of what would satisly
one’s sell” she sad, freezing swiftly wid hightly,
like thin November jce. <t in n mattero
prychological investigation,” .. )

“What a horrible advantage over mankind
your profession gives I’ waid Yorke, batween fus
teeth. - She nodded gravely, - -

“ 1L is numatched, [ believe, . Evon the cles
have / poor one beside us, . We stand at_an

Oh, you ealled them
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