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only thing 1 am strong enongh to do, yetis to
love you. 1 believe it is the only thing | bave
ever done steongly in my Life. 1t will not be
the last. 1 can see already how it is goiug to
alter everything., Good God ! What is a wman

ing ta do, with life before him, aud such a
veling in it ! It will take the work of ten to
hold him. There isu't a wowan of the whale
of you that kivws what it i, T wre of
yoh than auy other waman 1 ever know, Lt
you don't know ; yon can’f know."”

She sat on the edge of the chair, a little side-
wise, leaning back, just as she had droppal
there when he askal her to sit by him, her
hanas clasped over the medicine-case, with
whose rubber strap she had bouud her fingers
down. Rhe watched him with a look which vo
plemmet in bis seul conld fathow,

S You are wrong I he aried. ** You are cold,
uunatiral b 1t was anwomanly in you to tell
me 1 was only nervous 1

“1¢is not the first time thai a
heen called nuwomanly for saying the truth,”
sadd Dactar Zay, without finching. 1 donot
Jdanbt 1 have seemned nnwomanly o you in
many respects. Your bleal and my fact are a
warld's width apart.”

“ You have never seemued nnwomanly to me,

womin las

in all that we have been through,—never
once!” said Yorke. *1 have theught you,

from the very first—you have bren to me the
loveliest woman 1§ ever kuew 1" His voiee
shook. She ssi, without a change either tu her
attitude or expression, regarding him with
parrow, inserutable eves.

“1 have not thought,” he wen® on, with ga-
thering strength, 1 have not dared to think,
that 1 had won anything from ou,—a sick man
whining on your bottles for the breath of lig !
And | know that others, other -1 undier-
stand my cruel disadvantage ; that that

[1ad

zalls me sot

LY

¢“ (ther men have nothing todo with " she

said gravely. 1 have had difterent things to
do from thinkiug what would be pleasing to

men. My life is not like other women’s, It is
not often that I am teoubled in this way. 1 do
not mesn to (reat vou harshly, lelieve me. Bug

i do not say bhard things easily
out of practice.”

“ Surely,” said Yorke, smiling despite
self at this, **vou have known what it is
loved.”

“Yes, | have been heloved,” she answered
simply. ‘1 suppose no womaa avoids that,
17 1 had pot, 1 should have noright to tell you
that yeu are unot in love. 1 should no: have
any standand.”

“ Nothing can give you any
repeated feverishly.

“1 do not know how to continue this diseus-
sion,” she said, after o paichd panse. ' ! seem
to have few ideas and fewer words for snch a
purposc. 1 can tfind nothing to tell vou but
what [ said in the carringe. My profissional
responsibility gives me my right.”

““And | reiterate what { said in the carriage,
—taat Uietiese vou of what you eall yonur re.
sponsibility.”

“Then | must ritiew my answer,-—that this
is a thing vou cannot do. So we are repeating
outselves, like history, antd proving how worse
than vatp it 15 to talk in this way,”

** You speak as if 1 were a creature leut to
you,—enttusted to you, soul and body 1 Llazed
the yvouny muu.

30 vou were,” said the physician gqaietly.
‘8o vou are.”

1 apything could make we waluve you,”
said Yorke, with calm desperation, *“ such a
speech as that wonld da ft. Bat it works just
tiee other way.  Listen towe, Miss Llovd. 1
witl Jove you.  You caunot help it. I will tell
you so. Youcanrot help that” You must ac.
cept it. . You must endure it. You tmust re-
memmber it. 1 shall not allow you to forget it.”

COne swift, dangerous gleam darted from her
guarded eves. The whole woman sermed im-.
pelled by some elemental instinet, mightier
than ke, mightier than herseif, to warn him off.
She did not trest herself tospeak, and this gave
him the first advantage he had felt; he hast.
ened 1o avail himnself of iz,

‘1t is insutferable that any woman shonld
treat apy mwan as you treal me. Becabse | am
a patient, am | not a man? Pecauwse I dis-
located my snkle and concussed my brain (as is
sjuite evident now, if it never was bwfore), am 1
to be set aside like a hysterical gir], for the state
of whose limp emotions her medical attendant
feels in honer hound to look ont

“Uap vou tell me avy reason,”” asked Doctar
Zay serenely, ““why I should st feel the same
sense of honor that a man would in the case you
describe t Bat 1 have never ealled you bys.
terieal.” -

“ You consider my love a symptom, 1 sup-
pone,—-another symptom ; like a nervouy sink-
ing-turn, or my afternoon lieadaches.”

** Since you press the question, Mr, Yorke, 1
do, indeed. That is just what { consider jt."”

“1t's a pretry serions one,” fiercely, ““ay yon
will find out before you have done with me. ™ |t
in beyond the reach of auy pellet in your little
case ; the remedy is not included in your Ma.
teria Medica.” )

‘“That may be ttue.  Bat Natore has her
own_unerring prescriptions. A single dose of
absence—even in the first. attennation--will
wortk a recovery which will ‘astonish yourself,
sir. It will not surprise me,"”

She said the last tive words with s vagne sad-
nesd, clusive as tie sigh' o a’ ghost, which did
not excapeithe lover’s Gne ear.  She rose as she
spoke, and pushed back her chair. - She stood

perhaps 1 am

him-
to be

such right!™ he

looking down at him. For a sileut moment his
suflering and weakness seemed to plead with her
splendid nerve and strength, and to find them
implavable ; yet to urge her, perhaps, against
her awn determination, into the tone of some-
thing like self-defenee, in which she said,

“What should 1 be, #f 1 could take charge of
a man like you,—-a sensitive man, stricken
down in perfect health by such a serieus nervous
shock, knowing nothiug of its subtler eflects
2 maa brought up frow the grip of death inch
by inch back to life, dependent on the ereature
whao saves him, vonfusirg bis gratitnde amd his
ttleness and his sutferiug with other feclings so
mach greater,-—what sort of 1 woan shonld 1
he, i 1 did not feel responsible for bim ! 1
shault despise myself, Mr. Votke, it ] let you
drift into suelt breakers as those 3 if 1 allewrad
vou to believe that this is love you feel for we,
1 shoull think it was the most unwowmanly
thing | ever did in my Jife !

e had risen to reply to her, aud they con-
fronted cacht other, dushing and pate,

“ Nota word mete toenight,” she said auw.
thotitatively, 1t wnsafe il wrong s |
cinnot permit you to talk in this way another
woment, Go back te your room, and go te
bed. Sleep if you can,  Go bome peal week
as yvou intended. It will be the wisest thing
you have done for a long white”

“1omust see ven again toe-morrow,’”
Yorke. stretching out his hand blindiy,

NV ery well,” she peplied, witheut hesitation.
“1do not advise ir, but | will oot refuse o
Culy go now, amd--1 hope yeu will sleep,” she
added sorrowfully,

{  She stood watching him as be tottered to the
Pdoor. Had he ween the expeession of her fuce
ke would have got no comlort from it 3 he wonld
not even have vinlerstood it vet he would hiave
felt it to b an indefinable gain that he had not
y missed ir.

P M. Yorke ! He turned drearily around.
i ¢ Tut yourself in my place fur a moment. Re
|

IR}

skl

| vise our positions.”

Her wonls died before his protesting, passion.
ate man’s eyxes. Just then she pitied them
more than apy woman's she bad ever seen.

1 can’t,”' he said hoarseiv. It makes 2

vee

madman of me !

X1

The next morning it rained.  Mro aud Mrs.
Butterwell therefore exparienced sstonishinent
when their invalid ledger appeared at breakfast
with the request that Mr. Butterwell would
drive him out to conduct some business relative
to his unele’s extate,

“You look fitter to be abed and tended up,”
said his hostess; halting st that stage of latent
sympathy which we are moved o express to the
sick by active severity. Ul read to you, if
that will keep vyou howne and teach you sense.
{11 read poetry, if you like. [ can. lsaiah has
a copy of Tenoyson's In Memorial {1 gave it to
{ hitm - Christisasy, though 1 wmiust say | neve
i could find head nor tail on it more’n ona roa tor
ed chwken, I'M read vou anvthing but the
Bitle. [It's agaiast my principles to read the
Bible to sick folks. It ain’t cheerlyl enough.
Mr. Butterwell had the liver complaint once,
and he got such a shiue for readin' in the Minor
Pruphersand the Imyprecatory Psalms | told the
Dortor it wag the most serions sympioms about
him ; and it was.  He'd have pined right along
if I hadn’t got him into the genealogies of
Matthew, and 59 eased off on 1o the secular page
of the Congrepationalist, and sligged bim up
one day into Mark Twain's Innocents Abroad.”

“Why, Sar-ah V' said Mr. Butterwell pa-
tiently.  But he went eut to harness his bip
sgrrel  at once, sinee, if Mr. Yorke wishied to
ride, that endsd the matter, Mr, Butterwell
failed to see what his liver complaint had to do
with poor Jed's estate, and more than ever real.
ized his own deficiencies in general conversa-
tion,

“ Iy is time | began to thank you for au in-
finite series of obligations, Mrs. Buatterwell”
eabd Yorke, pushing bhack his chair from the
breakfast table. 1 am going home next
week.”

“lufinite fiddlesticks " retorted Mre, Bat.
terwell.  *“CGoing to—Surinam " Her soft
eyes peered at him goutly as a binl's over these
terrible words.  ** Why, Doctor hasn’t got half
threagh withiyon 1"

“1Vamalraid she has, quite through,” «aid
the young man, I am going by Monday's
boat, if [ eun get over (o Joneshorn' in season
to take it | shall find the best man 1 can round
here, and leave Uncle Jed's ailairs in the hands
of a lacal lawyer. | am nol strong enoujeh to e
bothered with them, T have written to wy mo-
ther that [ shall join her ot Naliant as svon ax
possible.”

“ Does Doctor think you're it to take the
journey ¥7 asked Mra,  Butterwell, after snme
studious considerntion,

“1 didu't ask her
going."

“ Dactor kuvows  best about things in her
line,” replied Mys, Buotterwell, closely: regnrd-
ing ‘her lodger. ** But between: you and me,
there’s one thing that ain’t in it.” :

* What iz that 7" asked Yorke, with apale
smile, ) .

“* Men-folks,"*
ly.
which it was not precise to amend by foot-notes,
Her shrewd, homely face lengthened as Mr.
Yorke limped away, ‘Mra. Butterwell had re-
ceived a shock. o S

Sha approves of iy

said Mrs. Putterwel] snecinet.

She considered this o truly scholarly reply, -

Doctor Zny was eallod ont early that duy, aml
kept out late.  Yorke attended to his business,
and ‘made uo eflort to see her till pight. She
was away at dinner, awd he took tea in Lis own
room;, The storm continued. Heo pussed an
idie, almost an entirely solitary day. e had
somu scicntific books of Wallaea's, which she
had lent him : he tried to read ; the thing waa
impossible. ‘The rmin camo in. gusts upon the
windows, with Tulls between 3 he listvned to it
with a sense of personal irtitation at the nervous
combat of sound and silence, which served as a
shallow outlet to the stoady tarrent of his feel.
ing. .
We tind it in our way, as we got well past
these slinrp alternations of shine and shade, o
miss something of sypathy with what time has
blurred futo gray backgromuds for varselves § to
see lexs of the dignity, less of the pathos, more
of the frailty, und niore of the fally of the great
passions before which youth aud vygoe and hope
atd reetitinde are beaten down Like breath before
the vneoming of cyelones.  Apd yet T think it
is not the best way of zeing, t grow so gy ot
the lieart, amd that it were what might ulmaost
be called o coarse thing to smile at our young
fellow hiere, writhing in the grip of bis finst
eleneh with life.  He loved, or thougl he did,
Tt is better to be off with our hats aud duwn on
our kpees to illusions that we have Jomg sinee
overthrown, than o withhold from the most
transparent of thew the reverence wlich is the
eternal due of human contlier.

He souglit her in the ceveuing, through the
steaidy downfall of the storm She had never
tnvitesd bim to make use of that other door,
which conteeted her patlor with the bady of the
honse. It wassa wet that be ventured to get there
before the ofice hours were nver, thisking that
no one woull be there,  He found hinsell mis-
taken, ) patient was in conference with her,
and be waited awkwardly in the ottice till the
woman had gone.

This little misstep seemed, when they were
left alone together, to give him an unuecessary
disadvantage before her, He stood, embarrassed
aud savage, midoway between the ofice and the
lighted parJor. | thought there was nohexdy
here,” he satd confusedlv.

¢ Aud there ixn'," she answered, smiling up
at him as if nothing had bappened. Her sweet
womanly graciousness, which set him at ease
agsin, seemed subtly te put her catef it and to
give hinmra vague sense of having puined 1 mas-
tery of the motent, which he Jdid not see his
way 1o use,

He did not try towse it, and foilowed herinto
the parlor, cunsing bils inadequacy.

“Won't you take the lounge?’
wheeling it lightly towards him.

“No. | mustlearn tosit up, i
Monday."”

“Monday ¥ She conld not, or «did nnt, con-
trol a slight mavement of surprise.  He tried in
vain to interpret it as one of regret.

“ I can. The sooner the hetter. You agres
with me, Vam sure”

*“As u person, yes.  As a physielan, no. It
would be safer for you to wait till the next boat,
You are hardly ready for the journey.  Youare
living on nerve.”

“And shall 61l 1 get away from you,”” sabd
Yorke bluntly. '

“ Perhaps s0,” retarned the doctor, sighing ;
“1 am of courss a little at sea in sach » case ax
this, 1 wish to facilitate your departiure as mueh
aud as fust as T con.” She suffened inte her
professional manner.  He felt as i Lie had strack
a glacier in a clover-feld.

* 1 want to talk this out lefors | po,*”
ceeded Yorke doggedly.

‘It only wastes nerve-filire,"
in an undrrtone. -

“The physiologiesl basis is not the enly one
on whick life is to be taken, Dostor Zay. | bave
told you before that I am a man as well a3 s
patient.  Try to remember it, i you can.”

*“ What {s the usr i remernbering iU she
said unexpectedly. e hell his breath for a
momeut, serutinizing her averted face.

Do you mind,” he asked suddeniy, “my
asking whether | am so far too late $uthe dic-
claration of my feeling for you, that some viber
man wonld have s right, or think he had, to™

“fam unt going to marry De. Penlnllow, if
that is what you mean,” sheinterrupted calinly,

“Thank yen” sald Yorke, sfter what seeed
to her a long silence,  He could not keep the
rebellious hape aut of his pade face. 11 dashed
ut her fike 0 sunlit shower,

She looked up, saw it ansd shook her liead a
ity a0 30 had been o word or untery,

. At ix net dmpessible, then,”  persisted he,

that you might wme ttme begin to toveme’ .

“ s like the miracles,” rephied the doctor,
“ At is wot dogic Lo pssume Weir impossibility.
Their buprobability is so great that 1t amounts
te about the same thing.  Pat aside the thought
of my loving yon, Mr. Yorke, in justice and in
fercy to yoursell. | caunnt domsonstrate to you
’.!u: futility of your hope. | cun only state it,
The seoner you aceept 1, the better for us both.
Lot us cousider this a cass of aphonia and
aphasia, aud be done with it,”

. Fxplain yoursell to the igneraut, my learned
physician.”

¢ Aplonin is inability to spenk*—

“Oh,yes oy Griek nnght have stood e
for thut,  And aphasin is inability to hear

* Precisely.””

“Ihat is a seientific reply,” said Vorks, e
garding her keenly, [ un not sure o it js ™
~He checked bimapll, -~ She did not ask hiw (o
finish ‘his sentence, Lut wat with - downesst
tronbled lidx before him, !

xhe {s:k‘,‘(!,

Fam ging

jrroe-

said thi doctor

1889,

.

* Suppose you could love me,™ he urged, ¢,
the course of time, after & good while'; yuppose
yow'did not thwart or deny the feeling of kigg.
‘il\\‘:q\\'l\icl\ Fhope T may say you bave for my -
suppose you reconsider the rensonableness of thg
miracle.” ,

Y1t wonlid make no ditference 1 none at alj
Shie lifted her head, aud hor eyes, ko sleeplo
sentinels, forced him off. Al his lm\n{mml
roused itself 10 Jefy them. He felt himsolf swept
along by a power as myaterions to him as if by
ounly out of the world had ever come inta help.
lesed and beautiful contaet with it. Al his 1o
liken Pagan fate, moved on in ita destined \m\t
to its appointed end. He experienced the tog.
rible avceleration of o passion, wand fonud thy
neither nature nor observation had given iy,
any more prevision of the force of the topent
than they had power wherewith to stay it,

1 luve you,” hie repeated, o1 Tove you
ax’if the fact itself muost be au appaal inexambie
10 bisr us the laws ol Yight, or gravitation, erany
natural cale which she conld uot dringe witd;.
ant penalty,

Rhe made aslight gestnes, which seemed ape
wf entreaty ruther than of Impatience, rose, and
walked over to the window, which she Huny
open. A dash of min swept through, She stood
in the gust for n moment. The hght frony (4L
globed amps struggled out against the darkpes.
atnd Vorke soudd see n wet hounysuckle amrm-i
in: the yellow Hower dripped and uodded
hn,

He got up aud followed her, hali wuon-
seiousty.

*You would not want to give np your profes.
ston, " he Legan, ** You shouald not give it up !
Twonld notask it ’

Aslow, slight smile entded the delivate corgers
of her lipa.

“You will take eold,” she said, She dt the
winsdow, snd, turning, faest hin,
wet with the rain, and glittered,

*Have you mathing for me ' he cried.

'* Nothing that you wonld eare for.  Men o
nat value a woman's friemdship.” They do pot
understand it. They do not know what 1o da
with it.”

Y No ] will net have vour friendship 0 Hae
turced his hack to her, and stood, trembling,

1t worhd be swrtectly useless 10 you, i ven
would,”  sabd Doctor Zay, o little ddreanily,
“ You are pat well enough to try dithondt es-
periments. Make up your nind to let them i
alone,-—aud me, toa’’

* T will sever et you alone I
ander his breath,

Ok ves, you will,” said the wemar of
sctenge quictly. * In a few months you will tinl
it rasier to let me alone thau to shatter your neg-
vous s¥stety over me iu this way, Nothing could
be worse,”  she  added, ‘“for  those spinad
sy ptoms.””

* believe they are right,” answered Yorke,
with duil hitterness ; las imagination at that
moment wis denuded of hope.  ** A woman can-
not follow a carcer witheut ruin to wll that iy
nobilest and sweetest and truest in her pature,
Your heart is as hard as vour laneet.  Your -
stinet has becomeas eruel. 1 1 had a fairchatce
1t sheuld wot ba s, [ would compwl vou ty feel
Wy presence, trveophize my claim. You shouhi
e wonnded by w ballet th t you couhd not tind,
~tliatulipped, aud defied your prote, and rark-
ed 4ll yourerpeeted i7"

He hod made his way back, weakly, as be
spoke, tu the wofs, upou which he sank, pule and
franting.

“The atck are at such horrible ol ! he
sriwd, - L must be bail epough Tor s woman,
tut for a wan " — ‘

He steppuad, startled,  She had toatsl e him
with an unpetuaus motion.  Ho saw her out
stretehed hands | she loaned wbove him 5 her e
oltte features broke.

“Sep 1 she said. ¢ Please stop !

“ What should T stop for I He held up his
arms.  She retreated like a dream, and «teod
towering above him, like astatue, The agitation
of har tace vontrasted singulnrly with the was.
sivenexs of her attitnde, 1o waw sure that hie
saw tears before she dashed themo away, s
if they had been ignoble impulsed.

“Mr Yorke,” xhe said, in a tone of intinite

rentlraess, *f the time will come when yon will
dess e for what § oam deing now, ar v
heartlemsness, wy ‘eruelty,” my ¢ unwomanl-
ness”  They are three wonds casy th remember,
1 shall notlorget them—-ut onge.  You will re-
tract theni somy time. You will tell e that
perhinpy [ deserved seemiider phrase, But never
mimt that It is o question of what 1 de
serve, 1Lis not a question of what you reguire.
Beyoud doubt, that ix absolute saparation {rom
all this pathological sentiment, aud the sxeiting
cattse o it § insist upon this separation. |
will wot reecive any more expressions of your
sapposel teeling for mysell.  Go home 1o your
mother and your own people,—to the kimd of
women you are used to, and anderstand, Ax vou
grow physically stronger,  yon will rebound Lo
your own environment us uaturaily sy you will
wiik without erutehes. 1 duive Leen nothing
but a cruteh to you, Mr, Yorke !

‘He ruined himsely tpon “the pillows, leaning
hix head upon hix hand amd shiling his vyes,
watching her inteutly 3 e did not intarapt ber
She went on, incn low, coutrolled voiee 1~

“Take iCaway, and o slone, and you will
Jearn what you would” never learn as long as yon
depended o it 1 think you will always< reneuis
ber me gratefully snd atleetiountely, | hop yon
will.  Nothing Is wiove. vntunble ju life to'n

Hoer bty was

said the dovey,

phyai‘ci_nu than the tidelity  of o patient; it is
surprising how little thore iw of it, after nll. They




