Grey's Old Court.

language had mado hor hoid aloof from them, snatched up their
tatt-rod skirts, for fear in pas<ing sho might touch them. Some-
times her eyes would be lilted with a pititul despaising look in
them to theso faces which knew no puty; but oftener they fell
hieavily as she walked with hands clusping cach other, and lips
pressed tight toxether to press down tho choking in her throat
and keep bacek the unruly tears.

One day she found a visitor in the widow's cottage, and would
Lave shrunk away as usual, but tho stranger rose, calling to her
by name, and then she hnew that it was the ductor who had cured
hor mother, and whe was now attending Richard Grey.

“T want you,” he said to her. ¢ Mr. Grey is constantly repeating
your name; I thizk it might do himn good to seo you.”

The poor girl began to tremble all over, and the desperale,
hunted Jook came into her cyes.

¢« Oh sir, I can’t.  The housckeeper—Janet.”

“Don't be frightened. I shall be with you.”

The doctor put his hand on her head, as a father might have
donc; hio looked down full into the appealing faco that never
shrank from his gaze, aund his voice was very gentle.

“ ICeep a good heart,” he said, unconsciously cchoing the little
dressmaker’s words. ¢ There’s somo mystery at thoe bottom of it,
but be patient, my child; it will all como right.”

Mattic’s heart gave a quick throb at this unexpected kindnoss
and belief in her innocence ; and by an uncontrollable impulse sho
took the doctor’s hand from her head and kissed it.

¢ Thank you, sir.  1'm ready.”

Up the familiar stairease, with a shudder, which the doctor
notived, and at which he drew her hand within his arm, into the
old room with its wormeaten chairs and table, its ragged curtains
and its carthy smell.  Janct was thero. Janet darted forwards
with a scowl, to bo quictly repulsed by the doctor; and then
Mattio stood beside the bed where the old man lay babbling to
himself and laughing at times with a painful laughter.

¢ T havo brought Mattic to sce you, Mr. Grey.”

e started, and a wild look passed over his faco.

* Tuko her away ; sho belongs to John, not to me. Take her
away, I tell you. She never cared for me; sho told me so.”

“ You mistake. This is little Mattic who comes every Friday
you know. Look at her.”

The old man’s eyes wandered over Mattie's face absently, and
then a faint light of recognition dawned in them.

“Isit? Soitis. Littlo Mattio; always a good child to me. X
—T'm fond of little Mattie.”

Instinctively the doctor raised his eyes to mecet Janet’s, fixed
upon him. She laughed, a disagrecablo laugh.

“ How should he know, doctor? The blow was struck from
behind.”

¢ Is she better, Mattie?” went on the old man. ¢ Janet keops
me very close, you know, but it's all right. She thinks she’ll have
it all somo day.” Ilcre the miser sat up in bed with a sudden
eagernoss in his tone,
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