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uaed the road ae their dustpan, paper basket and general izing, and all that, but—" He broke of lamely.
"Why don't you «end them up ae ont-patienW to St.An Unprofitable Servant.

BY L. O. MOHKRI.V.
rubbish heap. It waa unsavory as well as unsightly. It 
belied its name It bore no resemblance to any para- Chad»’ ?" I asked.
dise. Each house exactly resembled its neighbors in "It'a a long way from here, isn't it ? A good half
grayness aud dreariness, but over one door was a red hour's walk; and then it means a lot of waiting about,

and losing work, perhaps. It doesn't seem fair to send
them so far, and we've no hospital nearer here."

"He said no more, and I stayed on, fascinated, In

We nevrr thought much of him when we were all fel- .
low students together at St. Chads' Hospital. “Poor lamp, and upon the same door a small brass plate, bear- 
old Parke" hejeas generally called, and, by those who *n8 the words. "Tom Parkes. Surgeon » 
knew him beet, "ротг old Tom." Hr .a. .uch. funny, Poor old Tom ! Thom fla.hrd Wore my mind hi.
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of me. renumber the namea ol them." Th. door -a. opened almost .1 once, .n.l Torn himself are better, won't we?" , , „ -,
Ae '.amination drove every .crep of knowledge be »«ood before me. In the dim light 1 thought he looked when the lut petlent hed gone he turned to me, hi. 

powweil «might out of hi. heed 1. paralysed him, much the urne Tom u T hed last seen eight year, before, f.ce Bushing
.ml he ... the despair of hi. teacher, and examiner.. ««P‘ hi. face seemed to tie older, and thmner, and "I aay, Marlow," he aatd, I m awfully rorry I can t
Indeed it wa. several time, more ih.n hinted to him "biter. He flu.hed when he cuglit sight of me, and offer you .upper; but the truth I. my landlady 1. out, 
that be might be wiaer in .doptlr* aome other tb.u the hie eye. grew bright. and-end ao I ah.'n't have my .upper at home. He
medical profession ; but he always shook hi. head over "Why, Marlow !” he exclaimed, grasping my hand; tried to apeak jocouly, but my own impression wu that 
such «'proposition ”1 «У. 1 a**1 jolly glad to sec you. It's awfully good of he did not expect to have any supper anywhere.

1 cant give it up. It's the Bncst ptofes- you to comedown here, and—and—" 1 saw his eyes “Look here, old fellow."! ssid, "I'm going to hsve 
sion in the world end I 'm going to stick to It." running over my clothes, which were perfectly ordinery; something, somewhere. Come with me for anld lang

When I left the hospitsl. he wee still plodding on bat-well, the poor eli.p was so woefully shabby bimaelf ,yne." 
patiently and hopefully. He came sometime, to my it made my heart ache "I say," he went on. heritst- I could hardly bear to roe the look that came into his

in the days liefore 1 left, ami poured out hi. aim. '"S1!. »<ill holding the door wide open, "I've got poor eyes. It reminded me of a starved dog I bed once fed.
sort of diggings. Do you mind coming ini' My land- "Thanks," he answered; 'but my old working clothes
lady is out today, and we're in a bit of a muddle." aren't decent to go out in, and—and—"

"Mind? My dear chap, of course not. I want to Oh, I could guess well enough where his other clothes 
have a chat, if you can spare time ?" were. But, of course, I only laughed and replied—

"I'm free just this minute," he said; "but I expect "Nonsense, old fellow, never mind the working 
patients will drop^ presently, and I may be sent clothes, I'm certainly too hungry to wait whilst you

make youreelf smart. Let's go to a quiet restaurant. I 
•hall be offended if you don't come."

“I'd like to come," he said, and the eagerness in his 
tones made my heart ache again. “I've got a lot of 
patients to go and see later—influenza and so on, and I’d 

"He smiled, but the look in his eyes gave me a queer be glad of a enack of something first." He tried to speak
carelessly, but it was a failure.

I felt ashamed, downright ashamed of myself, for be­
ing well nourished and well clad sa I eat opposite poor 
old Parkes in that restaurant. It made me choky over 

I glanced sharply at him. In the better light I could and over again, I can tell you, to see the man put away 
see that his own face was terribly thin, and bis eyes had that meal.
a curious sunken look. Good heavens I how thin the Before we parted I-tried to persuade him to let me

lend him a little spare cash. I put it as nicely as I 
could, saying I knew that doctoring in a poor neighbor­
hood was very uphill work. But he shook his head.

“It's awfully good of you," he said; "but I haven't 
ever borrowed, and I don't know when I could pay back. 
I shouldn't like a debt."
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tfnd ideals to mr. 1 don't exactly know why he chose 
me for hi* confident, except that I had tried to be friend­
ly now and then to the poor fellow. It seemed hard 
linee that he should be so universally looked down upon 
and laughed at

He had some awfully lofty uotions about a doctor's 
work I can see him now, as he stood* on my hearth­
rug, talking fast and eagerly about the moral influence a 
doctor ought to have over his patients, and I couldn't 
help wondering what sort of influence poor old Tom 
would have over his patients (if he evei got any.)

He did not look a very impressive object in those days.
always rather an untidy sort of chap. Hie lump in my throat,

cloths, hung upon hi, loose, shambling figure, a little a. "Not much," he said; “you see, you can't-well, you 
if he were a clolhes-prop; his hair-it was red-had a can't take fees much from people who-well, who ere 
way of falling loosely over his forehead, which gave him starving themselves, 
a habit of tossing hack his head to shake a straying lock 
from liie eyes. Hr had no beauty to recommend him.
His eyes were green, and they were not handsome, 
though their prevailing expression was one of good tem­
per and kindliness His smile was wide and kindly, bnt 
somehow hie whole conntenance bordered closely on the 
grotesque, and the niore he talked of ideals and lofty as­
pirations, the more acutely did he tickle one's inward 
sense of humor.

Tom’s talk and his personality did not fit well !
і left him behind me in St. Chads', as I say, when my 

hospital days were over. I carried away with me a vivid 
recollection of the grip of his big red hand, as he said ;

"Good-by, Marlow. I say, I wish you weren’t going, 
you know. You've—you’ve been jolly good to me."
There was a queer look of wistfulneas in his eyes. It 
reminded me of the look in the eyes of my Irish terrier 
when I left him behind me.

• "Poor old Tom," I said to myself; I'll come back and 
look him up now and then. He's euch a lonely sort of 
chap."

I'm sorry now that I didn't stick to my resolution, but 
other interests soon filled my life, and I forgot to look 
Tom Parkes up, or even to ask him to come and see me.
Then 1 left town, and shortly afterwards England, and 
for eight і cars or во 1 did not set fool In Ixmdon.
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for, too. I'm rather busy just now, that's the truth. 
There's such a lot of influenza and typhoid about."

"Making your fortune, eh, Parkes ?" 1 asked, as I 
followed him down a grimy passage into a small, dingy
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man was altogether. His chest seemed to have sunk in, 
and he had acquired a stoop which I could not associate 
with the red-faced, hearty student of eight years before.

The room into which he ushered me was bare of every­
thing but the merest necessities, and those of the cheap­
est and commonest kind. .

“This is my consulting-room," he said, with a little 
smile; “the patients wait next door," and he pointed 
through half-open folding doors into a second and even 
barer room, that was furnished only with a few chairs.

He pushed me into the only armchair hie room pos- 
in uncompromising and ancient horsehair chair,
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And I could not move hie resolution.
“You’ll look me up again some day ?" he asked. 
“Rather; •• soon aa possible."

:

in.
But a summons to a distant part of England on Import­

ant family bueineas kept me out of town for three weeks, 
and when I went next to the house in Paradise street, 
poor old Parkea did not open the door to me.

A frousy landlady confronted me.
"The doctor, sir ? 'B’s awfully bad. 'В'те a got up,

stuffed, judging by the sensation it produced, with

He seemed pleased to see me, but he talked very lit­
tle; it was hard to think that he could be the ваше being
who had stood before my fireplace in the old-days, talk- sa I persuaded him not to, with such a cough. But 'e
ing so volubly of all hie hopes and plans. I had not eaya 'I must see my patienta,' endeo'e'aa eittin' in 'is
been with him more than a quarter of an hour, when a room aa ought to be in bed. ’B waa took on Saturday,
knock came at the outer door. Tom answered it in per- and today is Wednesday," she ended.
•on, End returned, accompanied by »n old woman. , ,*,^,«1 put her Into the consulting-room, end there

"Thet'e enother doctor. Grannie," he «eld, nodding «et Tom In the erm-cheir Stride en epology for e fire,
towerde me; “you don't mind him, do yon ?" coughing end geeping for breeth. A wonderful relief

The old ledy, having eignified thet ehe hed no objec toto ht, ,lct u he eew me.
tion to my presence, proceeded to give s lengthy and 

Shortly aller my return 1 went down to St. Chads', graphic account of her various ailments, 
ami, as I strolled round фе old hospital, feeling a ter- Parkes listened to it all with a patient interest which I He spoke gaspingly, as though speech were painful, 
rib'r Rip Yen Winkle among all the "new men, new could not but admire. Something in his tone, as he “I'll tsekle this patient for you, old man," I said,
faces, new minds," I sll st once bethought me of old spoke to the old woman, struck me particularly—an in- glandng at an old woman who sat before him. "Look
I'arkc* Ael.ibof remorse smqte tpe. What a beast I deecribable ring of sympathy, of gentleueas, which Î here, let me help you on to the conch."

cannot put into words. Having taken up a good half- He could hardly stand, and I almost lifted him on to
hour and more of his time, the old lady rose to depart, the horsehair sofa of unprepossessing appearance, and,

after getting rid of the old petient, turned all my atten- 
"Oh, doctor, dear," she whispered, aa he told her to tion to making Tom comfortable, 

could give me any news of Parkea. send up in the morning for some fresh medicine, "and I
“Pont eM Parkes," Dr. Thereby eeid, «railing, "oh, eln't got nothin’ to give yer. for yer kindneee. Will

yee; I cen tell yon where he ie. Hebei e eort of ear- yer let it go till next time ? Jem 'e'ev'eerd of e job,
gery in Peredier «reel, in the borough. He ie not mxk- «„d if > we« to get it—" ,
ing hi» fortune, I gather." a feint smile showed in Tom's eyes.

He geve me llie address of a street about belf an hour’s "All right, Grannie," he said, gently; "times are hard bed into the consulting-room, and I lifted him upon it, 
walk from St. Chads', and thither 1 repaired on the fol- jult noW] they ?" end nndreeeed him. It wee pitiful to eee hie thinneee.
lowing evening, with e laudable d-termination to find "So they be, doctor, eo they be. Whet with the cold, *'Po« gentleman 1" the landlady exclaimed, " 'e'ebin 
Tom Perkee and cheer him up a bit. „nd the strikes, aud the influenza, there ain’t much doin' and starved 'ieeelf, t^iat'i what It la; and many’s the time

"For it must be precious dull living in these God-for- for pore folks." v I've'a bronght 'im in a bite of somethin' we've bln
aaken aluma," I thought, «а 1 walked down a forlorn lit- He opened the door for her as if she bad been a 'avin', and'e eaya,-always ao cheery,‘Now that'ikind of
tie street, ihe facsimile of others of its type, which all ducheaa, and, before admitting the next patient ; several you, Mrs. Jonea,’ and never miaeed payin' the rent
present an appearance of having been forgotten when had arrived in the waiting room bylhistime,) he aeid neither, though Lord knows ’ow’egotit. ’E’ve'à pat

^the dustmen went hie rounds. Bits ol things of all kind. to me wistfully, almost apologetically- away mo*l everythin'," the whiaperÿ, whilst I Mood
litter-d not only the gutters, but even the roadway and "They're awfully poor jnat now. One can t make eyee^andUatenlng to hi. rambtfng'diaconnectcd'ulk.116 
pavement. The dwellers in Paradise street evidently them pay. I know philanthropic people call it pauper- We did our beat for him, poor fellow. I fetched one
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11. “I'm—I'm awfully glad to see you," he whispered; 
touch of the flee—I think.”
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hail lier tv never to think of the poor chap in all these 
yeire ' Waa he. perhaps, still at St- Chad*’, toiling at 
exama which hr never passed ? Later on I called upon drawing her miserable shawl around her. 
the dean of the medical school, anti asked him if he

“It's nothing much," he gasped. “I've just got 
touch—of—influ—such—a lot—about," he muttered, 
wearily; “such bed nighta—eo many sick—and dying— 

■щ, and dying—"
He rambled on whilst the landlady and I brought his
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