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VI.—{Contined.)

_ Doctor Zay was sitting by her office table. A

* half-open drawer showed "surgical instruments.

Rows of vials exhibited mystericus white pellets

and powders.  Mecdieal books lay apen under.

neath her hat and gloves, which she bad tossed
down on voming in. But Handy regarded these
points with the apathy. of famiharity. The en-
virenment did not interest this scientific child.

Doctor Zay, who drove the fastest horse in

Shermap, who always knew by an awful omnis-

cience whether von missed a pailful or shook

the oat-measure ; Doctor Zay, who had got old

Doctor Adoniram’s practice hall away from

him ; Handy's Doctor Zay, was bent anfi bowed
over her office table, her face crushed into her

resolute hands; ssif she had been stricken down

by a power that no man could see. .

If Handy's education had progressed a little
farther he would have called this a phenomenon.
As it was, he could only say,— .

‘ [t'sa thunderin’ Ananias'n’ Sapphiry shame,

Nothin® but a Bailey baby 1"

It accurred to Handy, as he walked sadly
away, over the heavy wet heads of the clover.
tops, back to the sawdust heap by the wood-
pi{e, that perhaps he had peeped as far for that

one night as the perquisites of his calling al-
Jowed.

“Two of 'em,’’ reflected Handy. * Heads
down, Jike unlucky coppers. One on hiscrutch.
T'other on her leanin'. Bobailey an’ all his
tribe ain't wath it.*”

Handy was confused by jealous of vomething.
He imagined it was Bob Bailey.

The doctor was called out that night to see a
poor girl, three miles away. Handy accom-
panied her. * As they drove through the chilly
dawn together, Handy’s emotions waxed mighty
within him.

““Doctor ¥’ he said, in a pleasant, confiden-
tial way,

* Well, Handy

*“Is Mr., Yorke wuss ¥

* Why, no, Handy.”

*“ Ain’t wrong in his head or nothin’, is he ¥’

“ Oh, no, Handy.”

“Well. 1 didn’t know. While you were
taking on so about the Baileybaby, he flopped
over on them Bangor crutches, and says he,
‘ Poor girl U He says it out Joud. I heern him.
Now, you kmow, you ainl a girl; you're a
dozfor. 1 thought may be he was a nite
looney, and we'd ought to look after him.
Do you keep any medicine for loons, Doctor ¥’

She made her call, as usual, the next morn-
ing; & very short one. Yorke had hoped ke
knew not what, he knew not why, from it ; she
left him only his powders and his disappoint-
ment. ]t was impossible to draw her within
telescopic sweep of a personality. She had
seemed near to him in that outburst of grief,
1ast night, as if some kiodly or friendly impulse
in her reached out its hands to him ; precisely
by the width of that impnlse was she now re-
moved. He had hed his day's onders from his
doctor; nothing more. She luoked, as Mrs, But.
terwell had prophesied, really ill. He thonght of
her; he thought of her till he was ashamed to
think how long it was since he had thought of
anything else. The terrible leisure of invalid-
ism gaped, a gulf, and filled itself with her. If
he could buve arisen like a wan, and bridged it,
or like & hero, and leaped .into it, she wounld
never, he said to himself doggedly, have this
exquisite advantage over him. He lay there
like a woman, reduced from activity to endar.
ance, from resolve to patience, while she
amassed her importance to him,—how idly t—
like gold that she gave herself no tronble to
count.

He was surprised that night at receiving a
second visit; but his momentary gratification
quaickly spent itself. "Her errand was to inform
him that she should not come again.

“1 do not undervtand you,” Doctor Lloyd,”
said the young man, with an effort of com-
posare ; his breath shortened, and he felt dizzy
and faint. .

“Oh, 1 mean, if you are able, won't you
come to the office I’ she snswered wearily, ‘[
aai prececupiad, and begin wrong end forelost.
{ do not mean to nl:g*iect you. Butl really
think you able to get around to my door. The

- air.and exercise will be beneficial to you. There
i no resson for my coming to you so often. You
. van take the morning hour, from eight to nine,
or the one at noon, as you prefer.’’.

She gave thet slight and fine emphasis of hers
to the word ““reason.” . . . 0

“*This means that I am not to see you—here
-——any longer ¥ . . » L :
i, Not unless it is necessary.” S

**Sappose 1 find it necessary, Dr. Lloyd 1

** | must be the judge of that, Mr. Yorke."

S 4 Yery well,” maid Yorke,. after a moment’s
thought, ‘1 will come to your office to-mor-
mw"l’ B . B - ; B

He went. He stumped around on the Ban-
‘gor erutches over the piszza to - the office door,

which set forth.the legend “ Z. A. Lioyd, M.D.,".

“in modest little letters of gray and gold. = The
-Teception.room . was - partly - foll. - Five or six
"women sat there, and a:child or two ; one man,

~ DOCTOR ZAY.

. BY ELIZABETH ‘s"’ijU'ART PHELPS.

Mesers. Houghton, Miflin & C’Jmpzmy, Boston, Mass.,
Proprictors of the Atlantic Monthly. x

3 lnmberman, who said Puells said she wanted
wore powders for that crookedness in her mind.
Another man came, while Yorke waited, with
what he called an ‘*order” for an imwmedinte
call on his wife. Doctor Zay nodded to Yorke
pleasantly when she came out, but d_id_ not
speak. He perceived that he was to bide his
turn, like any other patient. The doctor said,
“Next 1 as if they had been children at school.
She was abstracted and palé. She had that look
of application which failed of being beautiful.
The reception-room was rather lpleusant. It wss
clear that the yvoung lady furnished her own part
of the house. Yorke took in an idle, luxunous
sense of familiar photographs and even a high-
art carpet. There were flowers all over the
roorn, and a table covered with books and
periodicals for -the patients. Some of the
women were rerding. He took up yesterday's
Roston Advertiscr, and hid his amusement, if
not his embarrassment behind it,

Presently he realized that they had all gone.
Doctor Zay stood waiting for him, gravely. e
followed her into the office : a tiny reom, hand.
Iy wore than a generous closet, She shut the
door and motioned him to a chair. She took
her own at the desk where the vials were,  Her
ledgers and note-beek, and one or twa volumes
of Materia Medics, were lving about. The
office, he saw at once, was lined from floor to
ceiling with book-cases, all full. The doctor
waited a moment, as iffor him to begin his daily
report. He did not. She raised her eyes
quickly to his face, and that sensitive change
he liked so much crossed her own. Then, for
the first time, he saw sivos of embarrassment in
her. She colored a little, and he smiled.

*‘ Really, Doctor.” he said, **Jdo you think
this iz an improvement !

She hesitated before she answered ; ¢ Really,
I—don’t know.”

‘Keeping me here among all those ladies,—
the only fellow, except Puella’s. #¢ didn't stay
by me long. I think, for my own part, it was
much better in my room.”

*¢ Perhaps it was,” she admitted, * bat''—

** But you Jon’t want to come any longer '

“ Frankly, Mr, Yorke, no.”

*“Then you shan’t. 1 won't be more dis-
agreeable than 1 must. 1 will come to the office,
as you wish.  But why cannet I bavea separate
hour, after the women are gone! It seems to
me it would be quite as pleasant, and much
Ie:is“~~lxe, too, hesitated hefore adding, ** notice-
al e.”

1 hardly know,” said Doctor Zay, kuittting
her brows. *“There are precedents, exuctly.”
He had never seen her irresolate before. She
looked fatigned and annoyed. *‘ There are new
questiona constantly arising,” she weat on, ** for
s woman in my position. - Une ceases to be an
individual. - One acts for the whole,—for the
sex, for 8 cause, for a future. We are not quite
free, like other people, in little perplexities. It
is what Panl said aboat no man’s living to him-
self.  We pay a price for our privilege.. 1 sup-
pose everything in this world repders its cost,
but nothing so heavily, nothing so relentleasly,
8% an unswerving purpose in a woman. Nothing
is more expensive than sostained usefulpess, —~
or what one tries to make sach. I hate to think
of petty things I shé added, with some fire.

“Then don’t?" urged the young man.
cannot see the need of it, ina case like yours.
Youn are an antidote to pettiness. You eat it
cut, like & swift and beantifol vitriol. You
would make us all ashamed of it. 1 catinot exist
where you are- | felt that in you the first time
I.saw you. And pretense,~I had got so tired
of pretense. . You went on yonr way wo simply.
You  were so thorouyh. 1 said, There is a
trained woman,  She is honest all through. ‘She
has the modesty of . knowledge. ¥ thanght all
this while you were tying that artery, before 1
fainted. . What a fuint that was 1" -~ :

** You -overestimaie ‘'me; Mr." Yorke,*" said
the doctur, rather distantly. ~And yet he was
sure that he had not displeased bher.” :

“Ihave sometimes’ wondered,” he went on,
with an awkward conmges, *“ what you thought
of me, the first time you saw me." [ dare say
you couldn’t remember. | don’t presums - beo
lieve me, that it was of mnch importance.”
. ** Oh, yes, I remernber perfectly,” said Doctor
Zay, laughing. *[ thought, of concussion and
dislocation ! Possibly a"fine compound frac.
ture. I have never had a compound fracture,
l'V‘f;l':f';‘h:l"t&d,onc.”.. L R

Y And 1 have always thought, always main-
tained, that the scientific ;‘;n[m'ameﬁt' is the
hardest smong tivilized types. * He broke him-
self against “that flint,” { heard said once of a
sensitive man, in'a miserable instance,--it hap-
peued 'to be. s marriage,’ but that doesn't affvet
the point.” One comes opon  such - a nature as
agaiust the glacial period : it solidifies ‘againat
you;: it never bends nor shatters.”* - -

¢ Nor melts 1" she asked, smiling (he could
se¢) out of pure mischief, BTN
-.*"In the course of ages, I sappote.. Too late
to be of practical service. One freezes in the

process,” . B

" *“The best thing that could happen.!” she
mid quickly, 0 o epent she
A white light darted over the young man’s

thought—His mother would not know him.”
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fave, aud Justed,  He was a remankably. fin
loaking' folfow in these swift:pallors.” He 8h9gk
himself, as if to shake his weakness off.© .-

“*Come, Doctor,”  he said, lightly euough..
“Tell me ! Was that all you thought when I
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fell into your removssless handst -
“4¢No,”" she “said gravely ' and gently.

* Was | sohideous t” :

% Yas, you were badly mang)ed.’: o

“Well, [ am even with you.. That lirst time
you touched me, I thought I was in hell” .~

¢4 Yy, gir; you made the fact quite evident,
particularly when I set the ankle.”

¢ And now," he said, leaning his head back
in the office. chair, and dreamily  regarding ‘her
across the little distance that separated them,—
“pow l'am in" ' : e

The doctor looked at her watch, and moved
back her chair. ' ‘ .

] have spent fifteen minutes ou you I’ «he
suid, in a tone of vexation too gennine to be
mistaken by the blindest feeling for a freak of
ferinine coyuess, ** So long out of this short
moming ! Aund I have thirty-five calls'to make
before supper.  Contiuue the remedy you have,
ti}l to-morrow. Then eall on me again, - here.
Come st noon; the office will not be so full,
then. You may be.a little late. if you like.
You may come {o me twice a week, now, for an
office call.  If you need extra sttontion,—but I
do not think you will,-=-lwill call on you, as
formerly, . You must exense me now."”

“Twice a week 77 cried the patient,  She
made him po answer, rang her bell for Handy,
and, putting on her feathered hat, walked -
pidly away.

Yorke sat in the office a few minutes where
she had left him ; he Jooked confusedly about.
It seerued to him that he was taking her up in
new and unknown conditions, like the second
volame of a novel. e turned the leaves with a
dnll uneasiness, Something in him urged,
**Throw the book down!” He seurched his
soul for power to arise and do =0, He Tound
there only a great compulsion, as silent and as
terrible as the thread in the hand of Lachesis,
which he kpew would bind him down to read
on to the end.
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He did pot go st nown.  1f ocenrred to him
in the morning that he was well enongh to wait
till the evening oftice. He dreamed away his
day on the piazza, watching her as she went and
came : lost in admiration of his own selfore.
straint, and in a nebalous impression that it
was t{ime to take matters into a more strictly
masculine control.

She did not come home till eight o’clock. The
July twilight was already deepening down,
Handy came up from the depths of the sawdust
heap, and retired from publi=tife with Old Oak ;
the doctor went to her suppwr ; and Yorke got
around into the reception-rvem, and waited for

her in the dusk. = No other patients were there..

Roses were in the room somewhere,——he could
not see them. The folds of the long muslin
curtains drifted in the warm wind. The rows
of books in the oftice, seen through the open
door, looked tuller for the darkness. Beyond
them, another door led into the doctor’s private
parlor. He had heard Mrs. Butterwell say that
her lodger had three rooms below (‘*two and a
half,” Mrs. Butterwell called them}, and one
up-stairs. This other door was hell open,
swingiog idly on its hinges in the perfumed air.
He sat and watched it till she came in. It Jdid
not open; it would not shut, ’

She did not see see him at tirsg, and he admir.
ed the fine unconsciousness of lier movementsas
she crossed the moms, . She lighted her Gerqian
stadent lawp on the office table, and, pulling a
furmidable professional book towards her, with-
out & moment's irresolation, plunged into its
contents with the beadlong dash which only an
absorbing intellectnal passion gives. She leaned
her head upon her hand, with her controlled
‘profile towards him, while she read. Ha con-
trasted this little act cruelly with his invalid re.
veries. : :

‘A woman who says, ““ My Life s too M}l to
have: need of you," will be met by the historic
masculine, privilege cof reply, ** You take the
trouble to mention it. | reserve the benufit of
the daubt.” - Doctor Zay took the troubls to
mention nathing., -

The young man had seen for hinvelf ¢hat which
all the little feminine protest in the worbd . conld
vever have made patent to his imagination : a
woman, skeorbed in her Vusliew, to whom a
man must be the accident, not the substanes, of
thought. - - »

He vose at once, and made her aware of Lis’

presetce.: She expressed thu slight, superficial
surprise of & preoccupied per-on, whowe jife
brings her in constant contact with the an-
expected. " {3he met him  very cordinlly, He
vaguely felt that she approved of him for stay
ing away half a day longer: than waa. neces.
sary.  He Hmped over to the uilice chair.  She
shut the doer,-and he surtndered  himsell to
the brief medical consultstion. . She found jt
necessary . to examine the injured foot, upon
whicl she laid for a - moment her vital, liealing
touch. ST e

** You wonld get on” much faster il this foot
could be properly treated every day, Mr. Yorke.
There is ‘not' a mm:_lnvrul:ger;zshort of Ban-

‘gor. - You: need one now.. You have reached

the stage where | should recommend it decided-

dye 1 am sorry.? o 0

Yorke made no reply ; be dnred ﬁét, he wu

##0 surs that he should say something unexpected

next day.. His ankle she thought,

] it.was’ to bo obeyed ot being t

to’ himself and annoyip ht
the consultation to anend. . As he wont 5 ‘§ t
shie ‘told him that she desired him ¢, ride t;w
w
the_tivotion,—one of the lnst exmﬂm‘e::} ‘{w‘f’z‘f
‘walking,—and he would have a driver, of coixrsrL
She gave tha order lightly, the menns by whic‘;{
he PRI
concern. _ 6 the physiciuns
~¢¢1 should like it, of all things,” sid Yorke
impulsively, “ [T may.”” Bot it is so du]] with
a driver, and Mr. Batterwell is going to 1

you kuow, for several duy. "1 don't alo\l;{:tg ‘;:::
would  offer to take me, if he were here, l

wish"~—
~4“Why, 1 suppose [ might take you,” said

Daoctor Zay, after & searcely perceptible paus

¢ [ never thought of it!" 3¢

1. didn’t supposa Jyou did," waid York,
laughing; ** but 1 dou’t see why 1 shouldy': go'
—-it_ydu won't let me bore you, that s -y,
you "

* Certainly not. 1 will take you with plewnure.
I often take patients in the summer, It ig
stupid waiting,  You wou't ind it uy exvikin}(
process, | warn you. But it will be betger for
you than mopiug oa the piwrza.  You have done
enough of that.™

~* Quite enough, 1 think,” said Yorke, jank.
ing fully into her upraised eyes.

* Persistent pallor 1"~ said the doctor o4
meditative tone.  * Tendeney to fixed jieg
This accards with other saymptomsy | hevy nnz\m-i.
L must dook it np carefully ; but 1 fe pre:.!\"
sure 1 shall give you "~—her face dighted wish i,
fervor of the symptomatologist-~""1 ahall e
You ctrby ceyetalbileys 7

They rode,  They rode three hours hirough
the warmth atid scent of roadside things, while
the summer morning waxed indolentic (-..w;ud;
the splendid noon.  Yorke bore the X poris .
with remarkable success. . The dowtor aterid
this to the crrbe regetabitia,

She chatted cordially with him, as they ireve
over the long, solitary intervals that «irated
one eall froms snother; or she came from 1 orave
case to it in the phaeton silent and i
and mind him no more than if lie Lol bop
Handy : or a patient was responding 1o 4 dia,
cult diagnosis or & pet theory, aml she rad
her happiness apon him. He did e 1
talk muck, Heabsorbed her idly, as be i3 .
turning life and the throbbing day. 1. 4ag
never been beside her for so long Veice, I,
thought of that first ride through the Muin,
forest, apd said dreamily, —

It seems like & modern magarine seria] that
I should be driving with the earyatide.  Fuap §
have not overtaken Atalanta: There is the vinel
tragady. No, don’t tarm to yonr note.be
am not delirious-~vet.  You need pot™.

** Need not whag, air '

“Neal not changs the remedy. It
well.” _

** You apeak in figures,” said the wonun of
science, cartly.  ““I ama person of fuets, 10l
Lo follow yon,™ .

They called at those Baileys’ wha had beoage
historic during the scarlet fover, and Yorks
looked about him with vagne reminisnoes
The woman came to the door o0 weleowne the
dector, extendivg her lean armn.

“There ! it's the sign-post woman ™ ovind
Yorke. ** We owe it sllto her.”

“ You arestruggling in allegory, agaic. i1
a case of asphyxia,” said the doctor, handing
him the bloe mins.

“ | mean, we owe it to her that | ever oot o
Sherman,—-a precions sort of debt you thigh it
Yoar eyes laugh load cnough to W heard i
Bangor.  You might spare a shstterd man
innocent a delusion. - Science would b neone the
less exact for it. Hung--nu, bless Mrq. Hardry
{t was she who put me up to-~ By the way,
Daoctor, did you drop it by aceident, or did vou
mean -

“How's that leg of Bob's 1" axkad the dootar,
in hor happy sopmpso.  She was halfoway s th
dreary front yard. The children ran tn mest
her,—a forlorn lttle batch,<-and the weman
clnng to her with an unscouth, pathetic gesture,
half reverence, hall fearless love, Mre Paiiey
never-thought of paying a doetor's bill, b
ware new mourning for her baby,  Her atliction
way none the less gentne for that,  Dactor Zay
did not grodge her the alrazy alpacs.

There was n sacreduess to-the physician be-
yond the pale of enlightened wocial seienur, in
Cthe elasp of thase seraggy black arms,  Mr.
Bailey might outrage political economy, aud re.
tard the millenium by becaming a panywr ; bt
she trusted her Jdocter, nnd had lost her haby.

Yorke knew little about peaple of thix sert
‘he had loft the lower orders of 'socinty to lis
iother, with a dim sense of their uscfuines 1
providing an-outlet for “her anpertlusus aympa-
thies, - Boyton wouen must always have an out.
let.. His wother kept hersell supplied with -
versl.' Hethought, as he' sat in  the phacton
waiting for this unusual young lady te exchange
the society of the: Buileys for his own, that sh»
posseised & power which was far more wuscnhoe
than feminioe, of abworption’in the fmmediate
task. - He thought it would go-hard with » wan
to haunt her, She wonld shake him off for what
she called abjects inlife; as n fine apaniel shakes
off the drops alter a plunge fnto the sea; carth
is his element, after all, ’ '

" Bob Buailey had cut.one of the femoral muscles
on w mowing-machine. The doctor -etherized
him, ‘and -sewed -tha * leg- up,’ enthusiastically.
The odor of the ethar permeated the fresh morn-
ing, and Yorke sickened over it in the phacton.
She cama out presently, with that cool, scientl--
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 fie eyowhich atimulatad more than it defied him.




