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Il EST ERI.

B1-JES5IE, INCHAY.

IlTuis way, Sir."
Dr. Lee followcd bis guide, a silarl) littie

liotol runner, up long flighits of stairs-through
lialls and eorridors-past rows of nuiuber cd
doors-tili at Iast hoe stoppcd suddenly.

Before lio eould notice bis arrivai the door
wvas opened quickly, yot softly, fromn witin,
and a lady's nmaid gazod anxiously and inquisi-
tively -it tho doctor. Shie was about to ushier
lîini in when the boy grasped lier apron.

"Well ?" she deinanded, interrogatively.
"Didn't I bring the doctor to yer ail riglit ?"
"Yes," sho replied, rathor tartly.
"Thon, miss, don't you nover go for to call

a 'spoctablo boy namoes agin. Hlinp, indeod;
,what's a himp I'd like to knctv?'

lIt was the dubiousness of the terrn-hhe on-
tire ignoraÏice of eockney frcedorn with that
partieular rudiment of literature, the letter k-
that hall tbrown a weight of nystorious inquiry
on the lad's illid.

The girl drew a snall bit of silvor froin about
hoer porson, and tossing it contemptiiously on
he carpot, said-"l Thore, go and buy more
mnarbios ;" and irnediately elosed the entrance
with tho same cautions promptitude as before.
Dlan looked dospondingly at tho coin; but the
love of cvil eonquored blis disgust, and lifting
it protestingly, ho departed, Nsith visions of
"lstonies" and othor olaborate variotios firing
bis ambition.

Dr. Lee glancod inquiringly at the rnai( wbio
rosponded-"1 My mistress wvas taken suddenly
111 a short time ago-a fit it seenied; whcen shie
ivas able to spoak slhe called your name. 1Iran
ont at once and asked that urchin-for I arn a
stranger in this city-if sticb a doctor lived
liero, and imnoediately sent bu»ii off for youi.-
PIease to follow me, Sir."

Slie led the way inho anl adjacent rooni, whiere
a lady in an elegant diskabille wua Iying on a
conch.

The moment tbe girl hiad withidrawn the in-
valid arose with a low cry of joyfîîl recognition,
and, holding ont lier bands, exclaiîued softly,
lovingly, lingorinigly,-

"lChiarlie!"
Dr. Lee pansed, and a flush oversproad bis

face; but it was only for al moment. Ho ad-
vaned( courtcously, and taking tue proffered
hand, said gently, IlI arn sorry to find you hI,1
Mrs. Mlaynard."

lOnIy Mrs. Matynard !" she mnurrnured, -%itb
tremulous lip, and a shadow alinost of despair
stoaling over bier lovely face, -Ohi, Chiarlie !"

"lQuiet yoursolf, xny doear madam," urged
the ])octor, in the soothixig toile eue uses to a
si<lk clîild, 1I b ave corne for tie purpose of ai-

leviating, flot increasing, youir illness. lPray
tell me how you are afitd?

"I arn btter-it ivas nothing--oh Chiarlie---"
"But there must ]lave been a cause," inter-

ruptod the ])octor, doubtless wvisbing ho change
the tenor of bier thonglits.

"'Yes, yes; there is a causo," slie repeatcd
with thrilling accent, Il and it is net reuioved.
WVhen I went away se sad and desolate, and
you blamiing mie-"

I nover blamod you, madam. Wlien yen
transforred yonr love to another, it was only
jnst ho give hlm your baud also."

"1'Transferred niy love !" she itorated scorio-
fully, 14you know 1 nevor loved Iirin-you know
it wvas ouly to please my parents that I gave up
your love, Charlie. I can't bear te speak, or
even'think of those tonl dreary years that fol-
Iowcd. But they were gone at last-I %vas
free, and I returned to mny old liome, wvhere I
arn almost a st ranger. I knew you liad nover
married, and I hioped your heart hiad been truc
to me, even as mine hiad been truc to yen.
To-day I ealled on an old acquaintance, Mrs.
Graine, and there I beard wbat it would kill
nie to repeat, and it sent mie back to the hotel
blindivith anguish. I went in bystories, I sup-
pose, and called on yon in miy agony. Mar-
gory hoard me, and in lier frigbt sont for yon.
But I ani glad to sec you, Chiarlie, and it can't
ho truc-teou me that it is not truc !"

lier plaintive, îrnploring utterance migbit
hiave moved a less impressible man than Doctor
Lee; it certaiuly affected him peoverfulIy,
tîtough not, perhaps, in the nmanner she, bad in-
tended.

Dili this grave, higbi-minded gentleman imia-
gine it a pretty delusion-a scelle acted by the

mnistress, and abetted by the maid?
1'erhaps so. And yet it cost an effort to

thromv the inantle of truth over that Cireen vi-
sion, not that the kind Doctor would for one
moment blave gone back to bis old bonds; but
bis Iîeart was tender towards tue suffering, and
lie would gladly have spared pain and confusion
ho the wouman who biad once been bis betrotbed
bride,-wbio hadl broken the contract for wealth
and fashion. Tiiose gilded apples of fortune
liad since fallen into bis own bauds, but ho
valued thern less than the glance of a dark oye
that 'vatc1hed for biis coming.

"i isqite truc," lie saïd, after a xnement's
hesitation,u 'that I blave offéed îny beart te
Miss Moine, if that is what yen hozard att Mrs.
Grainc's," and bis voice was full of tender
compassion.

"A plIain, quiet girl, without style or beauty;
so they told me. But you cannot, çannot love
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