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BILLIAM. 

“No, father,” said Billiam, with decis- 

ion; I am not balt good enough to make a 

ey of. You must give-the living to 

arry. He will make a first-rater. He is 

all the time mousing about among books !” 

Billiam and his father were standing to- 

gether in the rectory garden, which looked 

over the beautiful vale ot St. Jobn. Helvel- 

lyn slept above them, stretched out like a 

lion with his head low between his paws. 

The lake ghmmered beneath all, dreamy 

in the light midsummer hsz3. Bees hum- 

med in the old garden, and the flowers on 

which they made themse!ves drunken reeled 

and shook with the press of the revellers. 

The old rector ot Aj plethwaite was dead. 

This day of midsummer had been bis fun- 

eral day. An old man full to the brim with 

years and dignities, he had lived all his life 

urder the wing of his brother, the Squire, 

rooted safely in the family living, dining 

every Sunday and Thursday at the Hall, 

and reading his 100 sermons in a rotation 

as settled and regular as that of the crops. 

oe now the old order was changed, and, 

according to the Squire's providertial ar- 

rangement, the new order was to be— 

Billiam, 
His real name was William, with “some- 

thing very distinguished after it. Yet ro- 

body thought of calling him anything but 

Billiam —except only the Squire, when, as 

at present, Billiam and he differed in opin- 

jon. Then he said, * William Reginald 

Setoun Ormithwaite, will you dare to dis- 

obey your father ?” and Billiam hung his 

head, for he kuew that a day wes coming 

when he would. 

At school he had been called Billiam, 

for the reason that a “Yorker” is called a 

“Yorker,” tecause it was obvious that he 

could be called wothing else. The boy 

whose Latin verses he did said to him, 

“Now go on, old Billiam, hurry up! I want 

to go out to the playing fi lds to smite that 

young toad, S ott Miner, for making faces 

at me and making me laugh in chapel !’ So 

to save time, Billiam gave bim his own copy 

of verses, and saw the plagiarist pass to the 

head ot the form next day, on the strength 

of Billiam's iambics. Yet that boy never 

even thought of thanking the author and 

origin of his distinction. Why should he? 

It was ‘‘only old Billiam.” 

Billiam failed also in gaining the love 

and respect of bis masters to the extent 

which, upon his merits, was his due. For one 

thing, he was forever bringing all manner 

of broken-down sparrows, maimed rabbits, 

and three-legged dogs into the school— 

and, it possiole, even into the dormitory. 

Then smells of divers kinds :rose, and 

bred quarrelsome dissension of a very 

positive kind. The house master came up 

one night to find Billiam with an open 

knife in his hand, driving fiercely into a 
throng of boys ¢rmed with cricket bats and 

wickets. Whereupon he promptly dashed 

at the young desperado and wrested the 
knife out of his hands. 
“Do you wish to murder somebody?” 

cried the house master, shaking him. 
“Yes,” said Billiam, stoutly, *‘if Lowther 

throws my white mice out of the window.” 
No further proceedings were taken, be- 

cause, upon examination, Bilham proved to 
be scored black and blue with his adver- 

saries. Ile was, however, from that time 

forth given a bedroom upon the ground 

floor, with a little court in front which 

looked upon the laundry. And bere Billiam, 

still unrepentant, was alloweca to tend his 

menagerie in peace, provided always that 
it did not entirely destroy the sanitation of 
the school. But when the Government com- 
mit‘ee came to inspect the premises, the 
head master carefully piloted them past 
the entrance of the cout wherein dwelt 
Billiam, keeping well to windward of it. 
Anybody else would have been prompt- 

ly expelled, but Billiam’s father was a 
very important person indeed, and the 
head master had known him intimately 

at college. Besides, n> one c¢ ud 
possibly have expelled Billiam. The very 
ruflians who whacked him with cricket bats 
would straightway have risen in mutiny. 
By and by Billiam’s father tried him at 

Oxford, but, though Billiam stayed his 
terms, he would have none of it. So when 
the recory fell vacant it seemed all that 
could be done to make arrangements by 
which Billiam would succeed his uncle. The 
Right Honorable Reginald Setoun Ormith- 
waite, Billiam’s ‘‘pater,” saw no difficulty 

in the matt.r. Ie had been at Eton and 
Christ Church with the Bishop of Lakeland, 
and the matter lent itself naturally to this 
arrangement. Every one felt this to be the 
final solution of a most difficult problem. 
Everybody cven remotely connected with 
“the family was consulted, and all exprested 
iteir several delights with relief and 
-alacrity. But in the mean time nothing was 
said to Billiam, who bad a setter with a 

broken leg upon his mind, and so lived 
mostly about the kennels, and smelled of 
liniment. 

But when his father told the proximate 

rector that he mnst begin to prepare fer 
the Bishop's examination and go into re- 
sidence for some months at St. Abbe’s 
famous theological college (called in cleri- 
cal circles ““The Back Door”.) Billiam 
most unexpectly refused point blank to 
“ave anything to do with the plan. He 
would be no parson ; he was not good 
So: be asserted. Harry could have it. 

The Right Honorable Reginald Setoun 
Ormithwaite, ex-Cabmet Minister and I. 
C., broke into a rage almost as violent as 
when his party leader proclaimed a new 
or without consulting him. He informed 

illiam (under the designation of William 
Reginald Setoun) how many different 
kinds of fcol he was, and told him as an 
ultimatum that if he refused this last chance 
to establish himself in life he need expect 
no further help or consideration from him. 

Billiam listened uneasily, and with a deep- 
seated regret obvious upon his downcast 
face. It was pitiful, he thought privately, to 
see so dignified and barron nm a man as 
his father thus losing control of himself. So 
Billiam fidgeted, hoping that the painful 
scene would soon be over so that he might 
get back again to the lame setter at the 
kennels. 
When Billiam’s father had at once con- 

cisely and com letely expressed his 
opinions as to Billiam’s sanity, Billiam’s 
ingratitude, Billam’s disgraceful present 
conduct and unparalleled future career, 
and when he had concluded with a vivid 
picture of Billiam's ultimate fate (which 
was obviously not to be drowned) he 
JRSas partly in order to recover his 
reath and party to invite suggestions from 

the culprit. Not that he ex Billiam 
to answer. Indeed he held it almost an in- 
sult for one of his children to attempt to 

answer one of his questions at such a 
moment. 
“What hive you to say to that, sir? 

What €xcase have you to make? Answer 

me that, sir. Silence, sir, I will not 

to a word. You may well stand aba 
and silent. Have I brought a son into 

world for this—kept you, given you 

expensive education only for this !" 
So Billiam kept silence and thought hard 

of tha setter down at the kennels. Those 

bandages ought to be wet again. It was an 

hour past the time. He kept changing from 

one foot to the other upon the gravel walk. 

“Don’t insult me by jumping about like 

a hen on a hot griddle,” cried his father, 
tell me what yoa think of doing with 

yourselt, for I will no longer suppoit you 
in id'eness and debauchery.” 
* should like to be a veterinary surgeon, 

sir,” said Billiam, scraping with bis toe. 
“Let that gravel alone, will you—a 

venterinary devil—an Ormithwaite, a damn- 

ed cow doctor. Get out of my sight, sir, 

before I strike you with my cane.” 
And accordingly Billiam went—down to 

the kennels to visit the setter, wondering 

all the way whether, as the skin was not 

broken, he ought to use an embrozation or 

stick ‘o the cold water bandages. 
And this is briefly why Billiam found 

himself in Edinburgh and established mn a 

nest of unfurnished garret rooms which he 

had discovered by chance at the end of 

Montgomery street, in the Latin quarter ot 

he city. Billiam had £130—a hundred of 

which had been given him by his father 

with the information that it must see him 

through a year, and £30 pounds which kis 

elder brother Herbert (Captainin ths 10th 

Hussars) had sent him. 
“Young fool, Billiam—always was i 

¢aid Capt. Herbert. ‘Guess he's pretty 

tightly off.” And with that he stuffed into 

the envelope the £30 he had set apart as a 
sedative fcr his tailor. 
“The young blackguird will need the 

money more than old Moses!” said the 
Hussar. 

Billi m had, to save appearances, com- 
promised on the question of the veterinary 
surgeon. He was to study hard in order 
to become an ordinary surgeon and phsyic- 
ian of humans. He was only to be allow- 
ed to come home once a year. He bad 
agreed not to pester his father with re- 
quests for more money. In every way 
Billiam was made to fe<l that he was the 
prodigal son and a disgrace to the Ormith- 
waites of Ormithwaite. *‘Oae of the fam- 
ilies, sir,” said his father, ‘which have con- 
stituted for 300 years the governing class- 
es of these islands.” 
So it was in this manner that Billiam 

took the very modest portion of goods 
which pertained to him, and departed to 
the far country of Montgomery street, 
South Side, just where that notable 
thoroughtare gives upon the greasy gloom 
of the Pleasance. How Billiam spent his 
living and upon whom, this history is to tell 
Day by day the student of medicine 

scorned delights. Day and night were to 
him alike laborious. For Bilham, all un- 
known to bis father, was also taking class- 
es at the Veterinary College upon a most 
ingenious system of alternative truantry. 
He att nded his medical professors upon 
such days a3 it was likely that cards would 
be called tor. And in addition to this he 
procured a certain interim continuity in 
bis studies by ‘getting a look at another 
tellows notes.” 

Billiam’s ¢‘piggery” ia Montgomery 
street, as it was called by the few of his 
comrades who bad ever seen its secrets, 

was something to wonder at. Instead of 
taking a comfortable sltting-room and bed- 
room in a well-frequented and sanitary 
neighborhood, Billiam entered into the ten- 
ancy of an entire suite of rooms upon the 
garret floor of one of the high “lands” 
which are a distinctive feature of the old 
quarter of St, Leonards. 

Within tbis tumbledown dwelling Billiam 
fcund himself in possession of five large 
rooms, with wide windows, and in some 

instances with skylights also. He was to 
pay at the modest rate of £3 in the hall- 
year for the lot. Billiam counted down his 
first quarter's rent, and went out to order 

a brass plate. This cost him 30 shillings, 
and he had to pay seperately for the letter- 
ing, which said, somewhat vaguely : 
EERIE EEE EER EE EERE EEE EE EE 

(ONSULTATION FREE. 

Every Mo: slag, Before Nine 
an: 

Every Evening After Six. 

This Billiam burmshed up daily with the 
teil of his dress coat, which he had torn off 
for the porpose. ‘I don’t think I shall 
need it any more,” he said, ‘so | may a3 

well use it.” 
So he used it. It did very well, being 

lined with silk. 
Then Billiam double-bolted tbe plate to 

the door, for he understood the ways of 
Montgomery street, and sat down to study 
the monograph of Herr Pumpenstock of 
Vierna upon headaches. Billiam had 
three chairs to start with—two stiff-backed 
chairs for clients and an easy chair, which 
in time of need could be leaned up against 
the wall. It was a deck chair, and cost 2s. 

114d. at a cheap sale of furniture in 
Nicholson street. Billiam {felt that he 
might go that length in luxury. 
Billiam had once possessed more furnit- 

ure than this. He had a wooden bed which 
he had bought in the Cowgate for 4s. and 
carried up the Pleasance himself, post by 

post and plank by plank. He only slept 

upon it one night. The next day he be- 
gan to cut it up for firewood. It was a 
good bed though, he said, but not tor 

sleeping on. Alter the first five minutes it 

began to bite you all over. 
o Billiam burned the 4s. bed, and it 

turned out all right that way. It cracked 

like green wood as it burned. Presently 

the fame of Billiam's brass plate waxed 

great in the land, Dr. Macfarlane, a short- 
winded and tempered man, came upon the 

announcement quite unexpectedly as he 

was pufliing his way up the weary, grimy- 

stone stairs, to visit the sister of the seam, 

stress who lived upon the other side of the 

landing from Billiam. 
To say simply that Dr. Macfarlane was 

astonished, does considerable injustice to 

his state of mind. He stood reguarding 
the brightly polished, clearly lettered an- 

nouncement for fully ten minutes. ~ Then 

be rang the bell, and an answering peal 

came from just the other side of the panel. 

But no one arrived to open, for it was the 

middle of the day and Bilhlam was at his 

classes. Dr. Macfarlane could learn little 
from the seamstress or her sister beyond 

the general ET that their peighbor 
on the other side of the landing was ‘‘may- 
bees ne#verra richt in his mind.” 

It was not the seamstress, but the seam- 
stress's sister who volunteered this infor- 
mation. 
“But he sent us in these,” added the 

seamstress, who was a pale and exceeding- 
ly pretty girl, pointing to some nobly 
plumped purple grapes which lay on a plate 
on the little cracked table by the bed-side. 

“He'll be a kind o’ young doctor seekin’ 
a job, mae doot!” said the seamstress’s 
sister sinking back on ber pillows. For 
gratitude was not her strong point. 
The suggestion excited the doctor. For 

he was a man who had worked hard at his 
most uncertain and unremunerative prac- 
tice. Besides which, he had a young family 
growing up about hin. If, therefore, he 
was to have a ycung interloper setting in 
the centie ot his sphere of influence, 1t was 
as well to know with whom he had to con- 
tend. 
So he called upon Billiam. 
It was eight o'clock in the evening when 

Dr. Macfarlane came stumbling up Billi. 
am’s stairs. The door stood slightly ajar, 
and there came from the other side a con- 
tused murmer of voices, the yelping of 
gods, with sundry other sounds which even 
the Doctor’s trained ear could not dis- 
tinguish. But above all, there rose fitfully 
the shrill cry ot an intant. Upon hearing 

“this last the Doctor pushed the door with 
the brass plate open and entered uncer- 
moniously. He found himselt in a large 
unfurnished room, which when he stepped 
within, scemed at first nearly full of peo- 
ple. It was brightly enough lighted, for 
the broad flame of a No. 6 gas burner his- 
sed with excess of pressure above the bare 
mantlepiece. A fire burned in the grate, 
which shone cheerfylly enough, being heap- 
ed high with small lump coal. 
Most of the peop @ were ranged along the 

walls of the room, sitting with their backs 
against the wall paper, upon which their 
shoulders had made a glossy brown stripe 
all round—young lads with dogs between 
their knces, girls holding cats m baskets, 
middle-aged wom: n nursing birds in cages. 
They talked to each other in subdued tones, 
or to their pets in reproving whispers, 
sometimes a dog would become excited 

by the voice of a cat complaining of bonds 
and imprisonments near him, but he would 
be promptly cuffed iato submission by his 
master ; or a canary would suddenly {lut- 
ter against the bars, warned by instinct of 
the proximity of so many enemies. 

Mostly, however, there was a respecttul 

silence. The Doctor stood awhile rooted 

in am: z2ment, and did not even take any 
notice when several of his former patients 
nodded affably across to him, 

Presently, from an inner room there 
came forth a hard-featured man, carrying a 
large book under his arm. Billiam tcl- 
lowed bebind him, his shock of hair tossed 
and rumpled. Ile was stooping forward, 
and eagerly explaining something to the 
man. So intent was he upon the matter 
in hand, that he passed the Doctor with- 

out so much as noticing him. 
“And I'll look in and see how the pair 

of you have got cn to-morrow,” Billiam 
said, shaking the bard-featured man warm- 
ly by the hand at the door. 

Billiam turned, ard, ror the first time, 
looked the Doctor fair in the face. 
‘My name is Dr. Mactarlane. I Lave a 

practice in this neighborhood,” said the 
physician, *‘aud I should like the favor of 

a few words with you.” 
«Certainly. By all means—with plea- 

sure,” replied Bi liam. ¢ Come this way.” 
And they went together into the second 

of the Montgomery street garrets. It was 
neatly as bare of furniture as the first. 
There was no more than a table, some 
bottles, and an instrument case, while 

round the room, arranged so as to make 
the most of themselves, stood Billiam’s 

three chai-s. 
“Take one,” said the student politely. 

But Dr. Macfarlance preferred to stand 
till he knew exactly where he was. 
I have the honor of addressing—"" he 

said, and paused. 
«William Reginald Setoun Ormithwaite” 

sail Billiam quietly. 
“You are a doctor?” queried his visitor. 
“By no means. Iam only a student,” 

said Biliam quickly. “But I give these 
people a hana with anything they bring 
along.” 
“Do you possess any qualifications?” 

persisted Dr. Macfarlane. 
“(Qualification ?” said Billiam, a little 

perplexed. “Well, I've been patching up 

dogs’ legs and things all my life. 
“But, sir,” cried the doctor, indignantly, 

“this is no better than an equivocation. I 

heard you with my own ears prescribing 
for fe man who went out just now—an old 

sient of my own, if I m stake not. And 

saw you with these eyes taking a fee from 
iym as he passed through the door. Are 
you aware, sir, that the latter isan indict- 
able offence?” 

Billiam smiled with his usual quietly in- 
finite tolerance. 

«De. Macfarlane,” he said, ‘it may 

sound strange to you, but the fact is that 

man came to consult me about a separation 
from his wite. And he brought his family 
Bible out of the pawnshop to show me the 

dates of his marriage and birth of his 

children. I gave him something when he 

went away, so that he would not need to 

take the Bible back into pawn, at least 

not immediately. Do you think I need 

any qualification for that?” 
“And those people outside ?” said the 

doctor, not yet entirely c8nvinced. 
«Will you go round the wards with me ?” 

said Billiam, smiling brightly and irresist- 

ibly. 
Without another word he led the way to 

the door of the next room. It seemed 
fuller than ever. 
“Lame dogs this way,”said Billiam in a 

matter of fact manner, and half a dozen 
men slouched after him. Very deftly Bill- 

iam laid out a row of small shining instru- 
ments upon the table, with salve, lint, and 

bandages arranged behind him. 
Then he took animal af’er animal into 

his hand, set it upon the table, passed 

his fingers lightly to and fro over his head 

and ears a time or two, listened to the 

owner's voluble explanations without ap- 

pearing to notice them, and forthwith pro- 
ceeded to deliver a little clinical lecture. 
His deft fingers snipped away the matted 

hair from an neglected and festering sore. 
He cleaned the wound tenderly, the dog 

often instinctively turning to —_ Yet 
all the time Billiam never once flinched, 

but talked steadily and sympathetically to 
the animal and his master till the sore was 
dressed and the patient redelivered with all 

due directions to his owner. 

Before long Dr. MacFarlane became so 
interested that he waited while case after 
case was disposed of with the unerring 
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accuracy of an hospital expert. Some- 
times he would instinctively have the lint 
or the bandage ready in his hand, just as 
if he had st’ll been dresser at the old in- 
firmary and waiting for Listerto work off 
his batch. 
At the end of half an hour he had no 

more remembrances of Billiam’s want of 
qualifications. He asked Lim to come 
round for supper and smoke 2 pipe. But 
Billiam only smiled and said: “Taank 
you a hundred times, Doctor, but I have 
some private casesin the back room to 
attend to yet, and then I must read up mv 
stuff for tomorrow.” ON 

After a while there came to visit Billiam 
a minister or two lamiliar with the district, 
the young resident missionary from the 
Stadents’ Hall, a stray lawyer's clerk or | 
two—=id the Supermtendent of Police. 
They «ll came to cavil, but, one and all, 
they remained to holi bandages and be 
handy with the vaseline. 
On one occasion the minister of St. | 

Margaret's off:red Bilham the use ofa, 
pew in his church. Bat Billiam said: 
“Sunday is my day for outpatients, or I 
should be glad.” For Billiam was a gentle- | 
man, and always answered even a dissent- | 
ing clergyman politely.”  §§ « %&3 
“You should think _of your immortal | 

soul !” said the minister. . « | 
“Who knoweth,” said Billiam, “‘the 

spirit of the beast, that goeth downward 
nto the earth ?” 
And Billiam could never find out why | 

the minister went away so suddenly, or | 
why be shook his head ever afterwards | 
when they met in the street. 
crossed his mind that Mr. Gregson of St. 
Margaret's had taken him for an infidel 

and a dangerous subverter of the system 
of religion as by law established. Yet so it 
was. 

In due time Billiam’s nest of garrets be- 
came known as the ‘‘Lame Dogs’ Home,” 

and grew famous throughout the entire 
city—that is, the southern city of high 
land, steep streets, winding stairs, and 

odorous closes, with their Arab population 
of boys and dogs. 
“You let that long, lanky chap alone,” 

cried one brawny burglar to another, ‘‘or 
I'll smash your dirty face like a rotten 
turnip. Now mind me! Don’t you know 
the Dog Missionary ?” 
Every policeman befriended Billiam and 

the greater number of the policeman’s or- 
dinary clients. He could often be seen 
walking along the Pleasance or past the 
breweries in the Laigh Calton attended 
by a dozen dogs, which had followed Bil- 

liam far from their wonted haunts, on the 

chance of a word from him, and which de- 

parted obediently, it unwillingly, when he 
bade them return to their own _ places in 

ace. 
Year by year Billiam studied and prac- 

ticed, never a penny the richer, but more 

and more loving and beloved, His garret, 

however grew somewhat better furnished. 
Through the medation of his soldier 

brother his father became so tar reconciled 

to him that he increased his allowance. But 

Billiam lived in no greater comfort than 

before. He bought a cheap bedstead, it is 

true, and for a month or two dwelt in 

luxury, sleeping upon a real mattras with 

a clean sheet, and folding his overcoat for 

a pillow. But eyen that came to an end. 
The circumstances were these : 5 

Billiam had been at Ormithwaite seeing 
his father, and Fis brother (of the 10th 

Hussars) insisted upon returning to Edin- 
burg with him. 

«You'll have to rough it, mind you,” 

said Billiam, warning him, 
“I'm a soldier,” said his brother stoutly, 

«and I guess your hole can’t be worse than 
some places i've put up in.” 
All right,” said Billiam, “mind, I've 

warned you. Don’t grumble when you get 

there.” 
So at their journey’s end Billiam opened 

the door of the garret and invited his 

brother to step in. A curious damp smell 
met them on the threshold. 

«That's all right,” said Billiam, reassur- 

ingly. “I washed out the whole blooming 

shop with chlorate of lime the night before 
I came away. It's healthy no end, if it does 

stink a bit. A..4 
«‘Maybe,” said his brother the captain, 

but it certainly does smell like stables.” 
«Well, I'll” have the fire lighted and 

It never | 

we'll have some supper before the people 
begin to come,” szid Billiam, calmly, 
‘you'll be packing these old rags for lint 
and laying out the bandages.” 
The Captain and Billiam dined upon a 

rasher of bacon and eggs which Billiam 
fried in the pan, along with sliced potatoes 
and butter. The Hussar, being exceedingly 
ly hungry, thought he had never tasted 
anything mora delicious. 
“They don’t do anything like this at the 

club. It 1ssuch a jolly flivor, too, quite 
unique,” he said with enthusiasm ; *‘szems 
as if it were seioned with anchovy or 
some Frencn sauce—quite Parsian, in fact.” 
“Yes” Billiam answered simply, ‘that 

is the red herrings I had in the pan last 
week. With us coming in so quick, I 
hadn’t time to clean it out properly.” 
The outer room wes filling up all this 

time, and the yelping, whistling, and mew- 
ing grew louder than even tne cawing of 

| the rooks in the old trees above Ormith- 
waite. 

“‘Taraatara! Tarantara!” cried the 
Hussar, cheerfully. *‘ [urn out for kennel 
parade.” And for two hours he was kept 
busy enough with his Jint and bandages. 
“But where does the money come in?” 

he said, when all was finished. He was 
smoking a cigarette and Billiam was pol- 
ishing up his instruments. 
“Do it for nothing !” Don’t they even 

pay for all that vaseline and plaster? You 
are a blamed young fool, Billiam, and will 
die in the workhouse.” 
Then the Captain yawned a little. *“It’s 

too late for the theatre,” he said, ‘‘even if 
you knew where one was, which I don’t be- 
lieve I'm deuced tired : let us go to bed.” 

Bilham looked about him doubtfully, and 
then suddenly threw up his hands with a 
gesture of despair. 

“I forgot, old chap: on my life and 
honor, I quite forgot. I lent my bed to 
Peter Wilkins, the water color man. He 
had pawned his to pay his rent, but he 
thought he could get it cut again before I 
came back.” 
“You bet he couldn't,” said the Hussar, 

twirling his handsome moustache; “I've 
seen that kind of a man ; there are several 
in my regiment.” 

“Let's go and look Peter up,” said Bill- 
ia ‘perhaps we can get the bed alter 
all. 

So the Hussar accompanied Billiam 
through the dim[y lighted street under 
gloomy archways, past great black chasms 
yawning between lofty houses, till they 
arrived at the dwelling of Wilkins, ‘‘the 
water-color man,” as Billiam said. It was 
a room upon the ground floor, with a sunk 
area in front. 

«It does not look promising,” said Bill- 
iam; “the beast isn’t lighted up. I guess 
old Wilkins is either drunk or has gone to 
the country.” 

“Perhaps he has pawned your bed, too, 
said the Hussar, bitterly. 

Billiam was hurt at the suggestion. 
“Wilkins is a gentleman,” he said, ‘‘and 

it was only last week he sent me his skye 
terrier for me to doctor up and have all 
right for him when he came back. Peter 
isn’t the chap to sell my bed and then bilk.” 
They tried Wilkin’s door in vain, and 

rang the bell repeatedly without producing 
the least effect. Apparently others had 
done the same, for at the first tug the 
bell pull slid out about six inches ina un- 
canny, unattached manner. 

“That's no use,” said Billiam, *let's 
climb up on the railings.” 
“Ah! he cried as soon as he had 

mounted himself upon the area railings, 

whence he could look into the room of 
Wllkins, ‘bere is my bed standing against 
the wall and the mattress beside it. You 
see good old Wilkins is all right. Itis a 
first-rate bed. Better take a look at it, 

for it is all you will see of it this night.” 
«Come doon oot 0’ that!” commanded a 

stern voice. “What for are ye loitering 
wi intent there tor? I'll hae to tak’ ye 
up.” 
PA portly policeman was standing behind 

them with much or grow on his face. 
Billiam turned himself about quietly. 
John,” he said, “I wish you could get 

me my bed. 1 lent it to Peter Wilkins, 
and his door is locked.” 
“Guid save us!” cried the policeman, 

“it’s the or Missionary. Is that your 

bed ?” he added, climbing up beside Bil- 
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liam, and looking critically at the object. 
I'he rays ot a gas lamp upon the pavement 
shone upon it so that it glowed with a kind 
ot radiance not its own. ’ 

“It looks a guid bed enouch!” the 
policeman said as he climbed down. 

*‘Can youn t get it for us, John?" re- 
peated Billiam. 
“Dod, sir, I canna do that without 

honge-breakin,’ an’ I've ben thirty years 
in the force,” answered John; ‘‘but there's 
nae doot that the bed's a gu'd bed.” 
Ana with that he walked heavily away. 
The Hassar stood on the pavement with 

his legs very wide apart and whistled 
fittully. 

“Well,” he said, ‘what do you propose 
to do about it, Billiam? Say, let's both 
go to a hotel and get supper. Then we 
can stop the night there.” 

Billiam looked at him with a kind of sad 
reproach in his eyes. 
“You forget,” he answercd, ‘‘that the 

new collie’s bandages must be changed, 
and the little Yorkshire will need looking 
to twice or thrice during the night. But 
you can go, and "I'll call round tor you in 
the morning on my way to college.” 

“(yet out, you raving idiot! On my 
word, I've heard all sorts ot lunatics, but 
I'm hanged if ever heard of anybody b:fore 
gone dotty on beastly stray dogs.” 
“And there's the bull with the bad tear 

on his jaw. I must see that the stitches 
are keeping and give him somes water,” 
continued Billiam, mediatively. 
“Of all the fools!" cried tke Captain. 

“Well, come on, Billiam, I'll be your 
keeper tonight and see that you get a neat 
thing in strai'jeckets right away.” 
And the Hussar strode on with the air 

of a man who determines to sze a desperate 
venture through to the bitter end. 
They came in time to the corner of Mort- 

gomery street, and again mounted vp the 
crazy strairs. The fire had died down, and 
when Capt. Ormithwaite went to the coal 
box it was empty. 

“Hello, Billiam,” he said, ‘*how do you 
propose to keep us warm. Has somebody 
taken out your coals on loan as well as your 
bed ?” 

Billiam threw up his hands again with 
the same pathetic little gesture of despair. 

“I don’t kaow what you'll think of me, 
Herbert,” he said, *‘but when 1 went away 
I gave all I had to the scamstress next 
door.” 

“Well,” said the Caytain, go and see if 
she can give you any back.” But at the 
suggestion, Billiam’s pale cheek flushed. 

“I can't quite do that,” he said, “but I 
think I can get some. You wait a minute 
and I'll run down and see.” 
Then Billiam proceeded to array himself 

in an old ulster, remarkably wide and 
baggy about the skirts. He opened it and 
showed the Hussar how ingeniously he had 
sewn two large pockets of strong canvas to 

each side. 
“I bring home the coals in these,” he 

said ; *“isn’t it a prime idea ?” 
“Where do you buy them ?” asked the 

Captain. 
“I don’t usually buy them,” answered 

Billiam, simply. “I pick them !” 
«Pick them and steal them,” said Capt. 

Ormithwaite. ‘You young beggar, what 

would the governor ssy it he knew ?” 
Billiam looked up a little wearily, as if 

the subject had suddenly grown too large 
for discussion. 
«I shan't be very long,” he said, and 

went on bnttoning the ulster about his shm 
young body. 

“In for penny, injfor a pound,” said the 
soldier. 

“I'll come and help you to steal coals if 
I'm cashiered for it.” 

Billiam pointed to an old overcoat which 
hung upon & nail behind the door. 

«That's got pockets for coals and things, 

too, if you really want to come along,” he 

said, not very hopefully, ‘but I think you 
had better look to the collie till I come 
back.” 
«I'm in for it,” said the Hussar; “it’s 

my night out. Come on !” he cried, pull- 
ing at the coat, which threatened to turn 
out too small across the shoulders for him. 
«What a rum smell it has, though,” he 

added, lifting up one of the lapels and 
i at it. 
«Oh !” said Billiam, ‘that's only the 

dogs. Sometimes I wrap the worst cass 


