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“How dare you send a collector after me—and for $2, too. I
ean get any doctor in the city to go out at night for a dollar any
time—glad to do it. All you doctors think about, anyway, is your
money, (ive me a receipt and I'll give it you, and 1 won’t have
you any more, not even if the eat was siek.”’

“Pay me the money, and I’ll give you your receipt,”” ealmly re-
plied the doctor, though inwardly boiling to kick the dastard out.
““No one ever gives a receipt until he gets the money.”’

The transaction was completed.

““‘IIaven’t you had a job all this time?”’ queried Dr. Wentworth.

““What’s that to you?’’ with a snap.

~ ““Nothing. Only I thought if you could just save two dollars in
eighteen months I would give it baek to you,”’ and standing up
before that begrimed, fat toad, Beverley Wentworth looked him
Squarely in the eye. ‘‘Now,’’ he continued, ‘‘if you don 't want me
to kick you out you had better get out,” and the delinquent debtor,
looking at his tall, muscular frame, slunk away.

Again the door opemed from the dining-room and his wife,
Margery, poked in her head.

“Who was that?”’ There was a merry twinkle in her eye. She
had overheard the conversation.

““That was a—patient. Here’s the two-spot.”’

Ring, ring, ring, ring!

“Run! Pray for more this time!”

But the sailing was not so smooth as when the Jandlord called.

f‘(lood morning!”’ The doctor thought this might be another
Patient, g0 he was standing ready to greet him.

“Look here, Dr. Wentworth! T must have this bill settled. It’s

€en running too long altogether—and you haven’t been buying
ANy meat from me now for over three months. Tere it is—$28.75!
ay up, or I'll have the law on you! My name is Hurry, the
Utchey 177
ve Dr. Wentworth reached and took the bill from‘ th’E? excited pur-
ehf)’ or and ran his eye over the items: wing roast, s1r191n steak, pork
St'earl)gs’ l_amh chq[)s, round, porterhouse, sausages, bI'lSke'.E,'S‘hOUIder
Wae ; I(lflll(fys, liver, bacon, eggs, sweethreads, with repetitions. He

S ‘addmg the items—thinking, deeply thinking. .

“A}]l I can let you have to-day, Mr. TIurry, is the seventy-five.
smaHVVhat‘.?” The hands 'clen‘ched, the fat face. got redder, ﬂ;
Ingy) eyes gleamed, the hair bristled. ‘‘What? Do you mean

t me?’’
cOunAt weary expression gathered and settled on the Aescu
lehance.
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