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couragement, discussed with Dr. Lambert 
Huston the advantages such a thriving 
and fashionable residence suburb as Onokis 
offered to a young physician ambitious 
to establish a practice and standing. The 
Doctor was tall, smooth faced, dark and 
healthy looking, with nose glasses that 
perched in their place with an attitude of 
permanence that scorned a guard.

'‘Of course,” said the young man, "I 
haven’t really much—in fact, I haven’t 
really anything—to recommend myself ex
cept my diploma, but”-----

“Sir, interrupted President Bowersmith, 
impressively, with a gesture meant to com
prehend many things he felt it unnecessary 
to say, “Onokis is never blind to merit. 
Your—er—a—enviable record in the med
ical college from which you have just 
graduated is known to me and to my—er 
—a—colleagues, and I can say to you, with 
no fear of contradiction, that we shall be 
proud to have your—er—a—dignification 
of the beautifully shaded streets of Onokis. 
In fact, sir, I have in mind, the very place 
where you should establish your office, 
and, sir—er—a—Doctor, I shall be glad to 
show it to you if you care to step over 
with me and look at ft.”

Two days later a modest black and gilt 
sign made it plain to paseersby that

watch him. During the quiet hours of the 
night he oore his restraint ypry content
edly, but when morning came and there 

signs of life about Aie house, he 
vociferously demanded his release—and got 
it. And then he spent joyous days full 
of noisy barks exploring the ten acres of 
woods pasture with his mistress.

“But what shall we do with Beans?” 
asked the Colonel, when Mrs. Cardigan 
suggested that they all go to the city for 
a week.

“Why, surely he can stay in the chicken 
yard safely,” replied Mrs. Cardigan.

“Y'es-s-s,” agreed Miss Bessie, hesitating
ly, “but it will be awfully lonesome for 
him.”

“John can take him out on a string, you 
know.”

(Copyright, 1907, by the New York Herald 
Company—All Rights Reserved.)

s »'HE variation in the population of 
Onokis was so slight from one de
cennial census to another that the 
enumerators merely made their in

quiries of the postmaster, who gave 
them, off hand, all the information 
the government required. Only once did 
the postmaster make a mistake. That 
was xthen tiie son and heir of a prominent 
family had been bom during the early 
hours, and through the carelessness of 

doubt resulting from the
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fcJv, ;!some one—no 
excitement attending the event—the post
master had not been informed of the grati
fying occurrence previous to the enumera
tors’ arrival the same morning. But be it 
said to the postmaster’s credit that he im
mediately wrote a full explanation of the 
error to the census bureau at Washington.

No doubt the cause of the restricted 
growth and pastoral serenity of Onokis 
lay in the fact that no railroad connected 
it with the rest of the world. So it 
was not surprising that a rumor that the 

interurban trolley line would pass di-
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IThe Colonel smiled and Miss Bessie 
laughed. John, who combined in a not too 
active way the duties of coachman and 
gardener, was not fond of dogs, and show
ed a decided inclination to avoid Beans.

But there was nothing else for it.
“Because, you know, Phineas,” explained 

Mrs. Cardigan, “you wouldn’t want to stay 
here alone, and for Bessie and me to go is 
absolutely necessary.

“ Tis, eh?”
“How can you ask, Phineas, when you 

know that Bessie has just got back from 
school with absolutely nothing to wear!”

“To be sure; to be sure,” agreed the 
Colonel, apologetically. “I should have 
understood that when I saw she brought 
home four trunks.”

So Beans had to stand in his prison 
of poultry netting while he disconsolately 
watched the family drive off toward the 
trolley line station.

And the next morning when the cook 
overslept herself as a result of not being 
roused as usual by Beans’ early morning 
barking she thought that perhaps, after 
all, he was a well behaved dog that only 
needed a little rest from too much petting 
to quiet his nerves. So she got breakfast 
in a leisurely way for herself and John, 
and when they had eaten it in th» leisure
ly manner becoming to such household em-
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rectly through the town should have caus
ed considerable excitement; nor that when 
the stakes of a surveying party confirmed 
this rumor a meeting should be held at the 
town hall for the celebration and discus-
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Physician and Surgeon. ;g)aion of the event.
This was certainly Onokis’ time to boom.

A commercial club was organized, with 
heaquartera over Finley’s grocery and poet 
office—pending the erection of an office 
building of its own—and attractive letter 
heads were printed for correspondence with 
industries seeking desirable sites. But for 
some reason the industries did not flock to 
Onokie and in the resultant depression the 
commercial club was almost disbanded.

Then Onokis had a bright idga. It would 
be a resident suburb, which, after all, was 
not only more cleanly and genteel, but 
carried the promise of satisfactory pro
fits in the way of real estate transactions 
and the acquisition of a population which 
had money to spend—and did. Fifteen 
mj]es from the city, with trolley cars every j ployes in the absence of the family she 
half hour, making the trip in thirty or i gathered up the scraps from the table and 
forty minutes; beautiful scenery .high land, ■ made her way leisurely to the chicken 
pure air and healthful surroundings; free j yard to feed Beans, so commendably quiet 
from the noise and dirt of railroads—what : and well behaved.
was once a lament had now become a; "John!” It was the cook’s voice call-
boast ; excellent highways over which those. jng.
who preferred could run into and out of 'Veil? answered John from the back 
the city in automobiles—really, when On- porch, between puffs of his after break- 
okia went over its list of attractions it fast pipe, 
became quite proud of itself. There am t no dog here!”

And Onokis took on an air of still great- What! exclaiming John, starting up.
er self congratulation when a thoroughly I say, there am t no dog here!
businesslike real estate agent from the John, with mixed feelings of relief at 
citv closed a cash transaction with Eli the dog s absence and apprehension as to 
Higgins for ten acres of rolling woods pas- "hat Miss Bessie woidd say, made his 
tunfwhich ran down to Beaver Creek, and way to the poultry yard The acutely de- 
t w" announced that Colonel Phineas duct,ve intellect of a Sherlock Holmes 
Carton would at once begin the erection was not necessary o solve the mystery, 
of Srding to the Commercial Club) a An amPl= hole, still showing the marks
ox lacoozuiug IV v ___ 1-1, ho °f Vigorously ousy forepaws, left a gap
palatial summer resid > under the bottom of the poultry netting
ready for occupancy the following springy that told thc whole rtory.
K it had been the privilege of Onto to „mat,n Wfi do?„ asked the cook.
select a man to give it a start on ite new _ ,T)o?„ reaponded joh comfortably, 
and-it was still diffident about the adjec- „Why nothi‘
tive—fashionable career there was none it „But w-en the folks pt hack there’l] 
would have preferred to the Colonel. The pn awfu].,-----
Cardigan family was sufficient m itselt, „Aw,. declared j0hn. scornfully, "he’ll 
both in the way of means and standing, come home fast enough, all right, w’en 
give tone to the place. he gits hungry.”

Nor was Onokis mistaken in its hopes. And the cook, quite willing to accept 
Colonel Cardigan’s house was not the only an utterance that would at least postpone 
one of pretentious proportions which took the facing of an unpleasant situation, set 
shape on the numerous residence vantage the pan of scraps away in the cellar to 
points that winter, and the Commercial await the ungrateful missing one’s re- 
CSub was happy in its anticipations of the turn, 
future.

c Z,1 ma moccupied the building at the corner of 
Main and Chestnut strets. It was an un
pretentious frame building, formerly used 
as a residence, as might be seen from the 
prints of children’s dirty fingers on the 
walls; in “L” shape, with three rooms, 
and a small porch in the angle, where, in 
his mind’s eye, the doctor saw himself 
smoking many a lonely pipe while he 
waited with what patience he had for 
such patients as might come to him.

“I can wait,” he said to himself, after 
he had made some careful and complicated 
calculations at the desk, where he hoped 
to write many a prescription. “I can w^it 
at least two years for them if I don’t make 
a cent, and surely by that time things 
will be”-------

“Honk! Honk!” sounded the hoarse hoot
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V /of an automobile horn, softened enough 
by distance to show that while it was un
doubtedly headed for Main street it was 
still on the part of the highway known 
as the State road.

“By that time,” continued the doctor to 
himself, “I ought to be riding around to 
see patients in a noisy wagon like that.”

And as he slowly filled his pipe his 
thoughts pleasantly pictured his chauffeur, 
in plain but dignified livery, as became the 
profession, stopping his car in front of an 
imposing mansion where there was a pa
tient confident of his ability and ready 
and willing to yield fees in proportion to 
its value.

“Honk! Honk! Honk!” Loud and fiercely 
raucous was the horn now, almost in front 
of the very office.

“Honk! Honk! Honk—Wow—ow—eeap— 
eeap—eeap ! ”

It. was the cry of a dog in sudden and 
violent pain. The doctor dropped his pipe 
and dashed out of the front door. Far 
down the road was a retreating cloud of 
dust leaving a gradually subsiding trail. 
In the street, whimpering pitifully, lay a 
Boston bull terrier—white, with a broad 
splash of brin die down his back, and one 
black rimmed and one pink rimmed eye.

The doctor looked up and down the 
street for the dog’s owner. Strange to 
say not a soul was in sight; but the after
noon was hot, and the people of Onokis 
were not energetic except when there was 
a prospect of real estate profits. He 
picked up the terrier and carried him, 
still whimpering but passive, into the office 
and laid him on the couch—the very same 
couch where. fashionable patients were 
expected to sit uncomplainingly waiting 
until their turn came to consult the doctor.

“Now, lie still,” he commanded, “and 
let me see what the brute did to you.”

He ran his hand gently over the animal’s 
body.

“U—m—m, ribs seem to be all right. 
U—h—h, forlegs both sound. Now, let’s 
see—hind legs”-----

“Wowp!” complained the dog, vigor
ously.

“Ah, there it is, eh? Fracture of the 
lower bone of the hind leg—caught you 
just as you were getting away, didn’t he? 
Another second, and you’d have been all 
right. Well, old fellow, it’s pretty tough 

, I know, but jt’s an ill wind that
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importance that he pranced up to the 
hammock, where his mistress was lying 
one September afternoon, and insistently 
demanded her attention. Miss Bessie was 
reading, and was not inclined to brook 
an interruption. But when Beans put his 
fore paws up on the hammock and stuck 
his muzzle in her face she swung herself 
into a sitting position and seized him by 
the collar. To it was fastened an envelope 
addressed :

vorable circumstances, especially ' in the 
country—stayed for dinner.

It was scandalously late— for Onokis— 
when the doctor made his way back to his 
office through the silent and deserted 
streets, lighted only by the stare. Then, 
late as it was, instead of going to bed, 
he sat down on the same porch where 
she had sat, and smoked pipe after pipe 
under the impression that he was think
ing matters over; and his thoughts ran 
largely on the embarrassingly unequal 
distribution of wealth, and the awful han
dicap labored under by a young man who 
had only the wherewithal for a bare ex
istence, and an inchoate profession to at
tract the favorable opinion of the—um— 
world.

“Well,” he said with a sigh as he knock
ed out his last pipe and gave up the strug
gle for the night, “it’s dam lonesome 
around this little joint without a dog, 
anyhow.”

patients, and he was able to give his un
divided professional attention to the in
teresting surgical case in hand.

“It’s surely a disgustingly healthy neigh
borhood,” he mused, as he sat and smoked 
on his little porch, pleasantly shaded from 
the warm sun of the late June afternoon. 
“Still there must be a little malaria at 
times and some grip later on, and posriblv 
pneumonia; or, if we have the right kind 
of a summer, some emergency cases of
heat prostration, and”----- '

“Sir, that is my dog!”
The chair in which the doctor had been 

idly leaning against the porch post with 
his back to the street came down with a 
thump, and he sprang to his feet to see— 
a vision ; a vision right at the end of the 
short walk leading up to his door! It was 
a rather tall, slender vision in a very 

white frock and a broad brimmed

to find out whose you are. You liegoing
right still on that couch while I’m away, 
and don’t dare to get down. If you do 
I’ll lick you; if you don’t—well, maybe 
I’ll bring you a bone.”

Under the pleasant arbor of Main 
street’s spreading elms the Doctor’s steps 
struck along the broad sidewalk in a cad
ence that indicated a man walking a^ de
finite intention add without hurry. From 
a distance he ceitild see the benches in 
front of Finley’s- grocery were deserted, 
but it was sunny there, so the Doctor 

j walked up to the comer. On the shady 
side of the building, seated on an invert
ed fine cut bucket and smoking a cob 
pipe, while he artistically whittled a pair 
of pincers out of a piece of soft pine, sat 
the president of the Commercial Club with 
both his coat and his dignity laid aside.

“Doctor,” said Mr. Bowersmith, resum
ing the presidential mantle, but, by force 
of circumstances, leaving off his coat, 
which was not within such easy reach, 
“I’m glad to see you. Won’t you be 
seated?”

And President Bowersmith cordially 
waved his hand towards an empty cracker 
box in a convenient position for its occu
pant to lean comfortably against the wall 
of the grocery.

“Mr. Bowersmith,” said the Doctor, as 
he took the place indicated, “do you know 
Beans?”

“Sir,” rejoined President Bowersmith, 
stiffening perceptibly, “I don’t think I 
quite understand such a—er—a—a”-----

“Beans,” went on the Doctor, as he took 
out his pocket knife and began sociably to 
whittle a stick, “is a brindle and white 
Boston bull terrier.”

“Ah-h-h!” exclaimed the President, re
laxing and resuming his wood carving.

“About an hour ago some Indian in an 
automobile that was scorching through 
town”-----

“In direct -violation of our city ordin
ance!” declared President Bowersmith, 
indignantly.

“Um-m-m, yes, T suppose so. Well, the 
machine hit the dog and broke his hind 
leg, and I’ve got him done up in splints 
at my office now. He’s got a good collar, 
with his name on it—Beans.”

“No-o-o,” replied the President, thought
fully. “I can’t say that I know Beans.”^

“Nor anybody that’s got such a dog?”
Nope—no; I know every man, woman, 

child, dog and cat in the whole township, 
but there’s no Beans in the whole pot.”

“Well,” declared the Doctor, “it’s darn
ed queer. Here’s this dog—and he s a 
well bred dog, if I know anything about 
dogs—gets his leg broken by a law defy
ing automobile right in the heart of the 
citv. and you, even vou, don’t know him.

“Doctor,” replied President Bowersmith 
ponderously, as he skillfully sliced a long, 
thin shaving from the side of his wooden 
pincers. “I’m as much mystified by the 
situation as you are.”

“Well,” said the Doctor, rising, “if you 
hear of anybody making inquiries about 
him you. just let it be known that I in 
keeping Beans at my office.”

And the Doctor passed into the grocery 
to negotiate with the butcher shop end of 
it for the bone of his conditional promise. 
He believed in humoring his patients.

But the day passed, and the night; and 
the morning came, but not Beans with it.

“That’s all right,” insisted John, still 
comfortable in the confidence of unthreat
ened calves; “he’ll come back all right. 
I knowed a dog to be gone six weeks 
oncet, and come back doggoned near starv
ed. They always come back all right w’en 
grub gits scarce enough.”

And the cook, still confident, put more 
in the cellar, so that a very

MISS BESSIE CARDIGAN. 
Kindness of Beans.

II.
, in its richest beauty when a 

trolley car from the city, at the behest of 
Colonel Cardigan, stopped at the cross 
road nearest the Cardigan residence and 
the Colonel and his daughter descended 
to the improvised platform. Mre. Cardi
gan, who had been waiting their arrnal 
in the ample, low swung family carnage, 
sprang eagerly forward and took the girl 
in her arms, but the joy of her greeting 
was tempered with just a shade of doubt 
as she apprehensively contemplated a bnn- 
dle and white Boston bull terrier with 
Pink rimmed and one black rimmed eye- 
looking for this reason as if they were of 
different sizes—which the young lady held
^“But, Bessie, dear,” she said, protesting- 
ly, “that—that” She paused and point
ed at the animal.

“Isn’t he a beauty?” exclaimed Miss 
she stooped and patted the

June was Certainly it was natural that the novel
ty of receiving mail in such a manner 
should have made her fingers more than 
usually eager to open the envelope. But, 
after all, the enclosure only read:

“Dear Miss Cardigan,—I take the liber
ty of sending you this little note to show 
you what a smart dog Beans is, and to 
give him an opportunity to demonstrate 
the versatility of his accomplishments.— 
Sincerely yours,

smart
white straw hat with a curtainlike ar
rangement of filmy white veil fluttering in 
the breeze. He realized in a vague sort 
of way that' her face was very pink and 
white—possibly from excitement—and that 
her hair was brown ; but her eyes ? Even 
a man who was twice twenty-six would 
have had difficulty in deciding what was 
the color of her eyes at that moment, 
flashing fire as they were.

With a glad little bark of welcome 
Beans had scampered three-leggedly to her 
and was jumping up against her and lick
ing her hand. Though she patted the dog’s 
head she did not look down at him. Her 

on the doctor; she would

scraps away 
hearty meal was accumulating to appease 
the home-driving hunger of the prodigal.

Another morning passed without the ap
pearance of the dog, but John and the 
cook had become accustomed to the sit
uation, so that their concern was not ma
terially increased. On the sixth day of 
Beans’ absence John declared his belief 
that the dog “had been run over by one of 
them trolley care.”

And on the evening of the ninth day 
the family returned. It is indiscreet to 
lay bare the intimate friction and dis
tress of a private household : but it may 
be said that the fire that blazed in Miss 
Bessie’s eyes was at last quenched by the 
tears that flowed from them.

V.

LAMBERT HUSTON. 
Now there xvas, of course, no reason 

why such a simple note should have been 
read more than once, nor that Bean*» 
should have been encouraged to imp 
his digestion with half a dozen Iul 
of sugar, but when one is living in tht 
best part of the twenties one does not 
require a reason for everything. And the 
next morning—mere courtesy required an 
acknowledgment—Beans raced into the 
Doctor’s office bearing on his collar a small 
white envelope, rather dusty from its 
travels—but the Doctor did not mind the 
dust.

With Beans the matter became a favor
ite game, and it was doubtless due to his 
insistence that, despite the Doctor’s more 
than occasional calls at the Cardigan home 
and frequent rides about the country with 
Miss Bessie in her pony cart, there was 
a daily exchange of mail by this exclusive 
rural free delivery route.

Meantime affairs were going well and 
ill with the Doctor. Patients were com
ing with an increasing confidence that was 
not only encouraging and remunerative, 
but made even him feel that perhaps 
there might be a future for him while 
President Bowersmith wagged his beard 
and knowingly reiterated to his associates 
that he knew thc young man was a 
comer when he picked him out for Onokis.

But, on the other hand, the Doctor suf
fered a good deal of mental distress, com
plicated with exquisitely painful, but miich 
pampered, cardiac symptoms. The'CoftnbJ 
was so distressingly well to do and* his 
daughter was accustomed to so many of
the luxuries of life which-----

Late into the night the Doctor sat if. 
his desk writing. It seemed to him that 
if he could just put the whole story, the 
whole argument, his whole hope of the 
future into writing, he would feel bet
ter about it. He even went so far as tc 
enclose the result in an envelope and ad
dress it. Then he went to bed to dream 
over it.

The next morning Beans found his 
friend unusually absent minded and in
attentive. To be sure, the dog was kind
ly received—and fed—but there was lit
tle conversation, and the Doctor soon gave 
himself up to his pipe and silent medita
tion on the porch.

Beans was puzzled. He felt that some
thing was wrong, and that it was his duty 
to set matters right. So he investigated— 
sniffed all about the premises, indeed, 
looking for the difficulty. He even climb
ed up on the Doctor’s chair and nosed 
suspiciously over the desk, and—why, yes, 
to be sure, there it was! For some rea
son or other the doctor had forgotten, but 
Beans was a dog that never forgot and 
never neglected his duty.

Five minutes after, when the Doctor 
The fact that Beans was sure of a meal called him, Beans did not respond. He 

at either the Doctor’s office or thc Car- was gone, 
digan home may have caused some con
fusion in liis mind as to his ownership.
At any rate he apparently strove to com
promise the matter by a pretty equal 
division of the favor of his presence. So, 
after vigorously convincing certain curi
ous dogs in town that his comings and 
goings were none of their business, he 
trotted back and forth attending strictly 
to his own affaire and helping certain 
other people pass a pleasant summer.

It was with an air of more than usual

Although Beans accepted submissively 
the doctor’s judgment, and allowed him
self to be quietly carried from the office 
in Main street to the Cardigan home, 
rather than run the risk of injury by 
attempting to do the distance on three 
legs, even at the leisurely gait adopted by 
his physician and Miss Bessie, he was 
convalescing so rapidly that he felt no 
hesitancy about undertaking the trip 
alone on his restricted footing the next 
afternoon.

one

on you
that doesn’t blow on somebody’s back— 
and it givès me a patient me first day in 
my new shop, which, not saying anything 
to a scoffing world about it, we’ll call a 
good omen.

“You’ve got a mighty business like pair 
of jaws that I don’t much fancy the looks 
of, but your eyes say you’re not a bad 
natured pup, and—anyway, I’ll have to 
chance it. So you just lie still, and try 
your darndest to be a good, patient dog 
and a good dog patient, while I seç if I 
can’t fix this leg up so you won’t be lame 
for the rest of your life.”

An hour later the terrier’s sufferings 
were sufficiently relieved for him to relish 
a liberal allowance of bread and milk 
served to him in a wedgewood mortar. 
From time to time he looked curiously at 
the leg, now firmly bandiaged in im- 
provished splints, and sniffed it suspicious
ly. Once he even w'ent so far as to try 
the wrappings with his teeth.

“Wope!” exclaimed the Doctor, shortly 
and sharply. “Let it alone! Mustn’t do 
that, you chump, or it never will knit.”

The dog looked up at him with wonder
ing eyes and wagged his stump of a i>Jl 
apologetically.

“Now,” went on the Doctor, “I’d like 
to know who you belong to; for that col
lar says right out loud that you belong 
to somebody. Nobody’s dog doesn’t run 
around wearing a nickel studded collar 
with a big name plate, and—by Jove, I 
wonder what’s on the name plate! Um- 
m-m—‘Beans ’

“And now that 1 know who you are I’m

Bessie, as 
dog

Mrs. Cardigan suppressed a sigh. When 
at school tor The doctor,glum and oppressively alone, 

was again smoking his pipe on the porch 
when Beans limped friskily up to him 
with a joyously impertinent bark.

“Hello!” the doctor exclaimed, starting 
up with more light in his face than had 
been there since the evening before. 
“What the deuce are you doing here?” 
He took the dog up in his lap. “Don’t 
you know you’ve no business knocking 
around in your condition ?”

Beans, as if to demonstrate that he was 
in no distress, stretched his head around 
and sniffed the bandaged member criti
cally.

“Ah, yes,” went on the doctor, in his 
professional tone. “1 see. Just dropped 
in to have the bandage readjusted. Very 
well, sir; step into the consulting room, 
please.”

The doctor, always careful of his pa
tients, locked Beans securely in the of
fice when he went for his evening meal— 
which was called supper as yet, in Ono
kis—and when he returned lie brought 
with him a substantial bundle tied up in 
butcher’s wrapping paper. Now, it may 
not have occurred to the doctor—or it 
may—that a dog with tendencies inheri
ted from ancestors who knew a fiercer 
struggle for existence will nearly always 
return to a place where lie has been fed 
to see if there isn’t something more to be 
had. At any rate, the' doctor fed Beans 
heartily that evening.

“Now,” he said, when the dog had fin
ished and was tidying up his chops with 

-a sinuously active tongue. “I suppose 
I’ll have to take you home.”’

llis guilty conscience seemed almost to 
detect a smile on Beans’ face, but, when 
lie looked sharply a second time, the 
dog’s blinking eyes were gazing up at him 
in all seriousness.

“Um—m—m,” he mumbled, glancing at 
his watch, “not seven o’clock yet. It’s 
pretty early to make a—But, darn it, 
I’m not! I’m only taking the dog home. 
I’ll be back in half an hour. Come on, 
Beans!”

But among the few light sleeping Ono- 
kiff citizens the query the next day was, 
“Who the dickens do you s’posc it was 
going along Main street about midnight, 
whistling like a circus calli-ope?”

angry eyes were 
settle with him first.

“Where did you get him?” she demand- 
determination. “Where did

one’s child has been away 
six months much which under other cir
cumstances might be severely criticised is 
to be tolerated. Still, there are matters 
of taste which”— „

“I don’t think he is exactly pretty, she 
replied, with a slight quiver of her shoul
ders that almost suggested a shudder. “He 
looks rather—rather fierce.”

“Fierce!” exclaimed Miss Bessie, with 
laugh. “Why, he’s the best natured crea
ture in the world. Aren’t you, Beans?”

“Bawr-r-rh-rh ! ” responded Beans, with 
a nerve-racking bark of affectionate agree
ment, as he jumped up against her with 
staggering force.

Mrs. Cardigan did not look convinced.
“Oh, he’s all right,” declared the Col

onel, reassuringly, as he lifted Beans into 
of the neck.

III.
ed, with sharp 
you get him?”

“I—I didn’t get him,” he stammered, 
with a laborious effort to find words. “It 
was quite by accident, you know. He got 
his leg broken.” And the doctor made a 
difficult gesture toward the dog.

The girl glanced down, and, relieved 
from the agitating fascination of th

the doctor took a long breath

“Sir—er—a—Doctor,” declared President 
Bowersmith, of the Onokis Commercial 
Club, as he removed a defunct cigar from 
the comer of his mouth and laid it care
fully on the edge of his desk, “we’d be 
pleased to have you in our m’dst; we’d 
be pleased to lend you our moral support, 
and, sir—er—a—Doctor, it will mitigate 
the terrors of illness, ahd—um—that is— 
a—that is, to know that we have a skil
ful practitioner in our—er—midst.”

The success of Onokis has added con- 
to the burden of President Bow-

a
ose an

gry eyes,
and squared his shoulders. The girl was 
stooping by the dog now, and gently pat
ting the bandaged leg with a—why, yes, it 

remarkably small and shapely hand. 
She glanced up and around. The black and 
gilt sign caught her eyes; and she half 
turned again to the doctor.

“And you fixed it?” she asked, laying 
her hand on the bandags.

“Yes,” replied the doctor. He was try
ing, unsuccessfully, to remember what he 
had done with his pipe, and had an awful 
fear that it was some place where it 
should not be—where she wouldn’t ap
prove of it.

She rose and turned her eyes full to his. 
The fire was gone from them and they 
were very mild now, almost contrite. Yes, 
they wera gray and very large.

“I beg your pardon,” she said, softly, 
“and—1—Ithank you—very much.”

“Oh—er—that’s all right—er—to be
sure,” declared the doctor, with the im
pediment of embarrassment in his speech. 
“As you were saying, the fracture is get
ting along nicely. All due,” he added, in 

disconcerting apprehension of being 
thought an egotist, “to the excellent con
dition and constitution of the patient.”

In the privacy of his own office after
ward the doctor admitted to himself that 
he certainly had been a little rattled.

The girl, with the patient still jumping 
erratically but delightfully against her 
walked up to the porch, and the doctor 
eagerly placed a chair for her.

“I a ni Colonel Cardigan’s daughter,” she 
said, as she sat down. “Won’t you please 
tell me how it happened?”

Tell her how it happened? Why, he 
would tell her everything he knew if she 
would just sit there and let him look at 
her.

And the tale was done. Dr. Lambert 
lluston, forgetful of the dignity that 
should be maintained by the leading phy
sician and surgeon of Onokis,walked more 
than three-quarters of a mile to the Car
digan home by the side of Miss Bessie 

no weariness as a

siderably
ersmith’s dignity, and he carried it some
times with a visible effort, but, neverthe
less, with no shirking; and his air of im
portance was adequately sustained by his 
self-confidence as he folded his hands over 
his waistcoat, which had the appearance of 
a balloon inflated to its utmost tension. 
Lately, since the town had assumed its 
new tone, he had taken to wearing a black 
string tie, which, to be sure, was generally 
untied, but, with his lavish wealth of 
sandy chin whiskers, this was a matter of 
small consequence. Not only was he a 
man to be reckoned with, but he was one 
who was always ready to give sage and 
disinterested advice where the affairs of 
Onokis were concerned. His whole man
ner proclaimed this as he sat that bright 
June morning, and, in a tone of cordial en-

was a

the carriage by the nape 
“Good pluck, too,” he added, when the 
dog did not squeal.

When a man moves into the county if 
he takes any pride in his pastoral environ
ment he is supposed to raise chickens, but 
after thinking the matter over carefully 
the Colonel concluded that the supposition 

attractive than the reality; and 
thus it happened that a commodious but 
unused chicken yard, which had been in
cluded as a matter of course in the Cardi- 

place rural conveniences, was ready 
he arrived.

was more

gan
for Beans’ occupancy when 
Here he could be comfortably penned at 
such times as it was not convenient to

the

IV.

There is nothing, after all, like a good 
vigorous, youthful constitution to promote 
the convalescence of a surgical patient.
Beans’ fractured member was healing in 
such a way as to make the surgeon proud 
of himself and justify his professional 
judgment in removing the splints, which 
seemed to worry the patient, and bind
ing the leg firmly in heavy linen bandages.

! And now, when ten days had passed 
j since the accident, Beans had successful- 
: lv solved that celebrated problem in can- 
; ine arithmetic of putting down three and 
carrying one, and was able to get about 
quite actively.

Still, there had been no inquiries from 
his owners, either of President Bower
smith, of the Onokis Commercial Club, or 
of Dr. Lambert Huston, the leading phy
sician and surgeon of the suburb. Beans
himself showed no desire to leave his hos- Cardigan, and felt 
pital quarters. Indeed, he fraternized with result of carrying a substantial chunk of 
the doctor in true doggish good fellowship broken legged Boston terrier in his arms; 
and seemed to regard himself as perman- met the Colonel, who knew Ins father— 
ently at home. Incidentally, it may be re- convincing him once more that fathere 
marked that there had, as yet, been no are sometimes a very desirable connec- 
demands on the Doctor’s time by other tion; and-acquamtance ripens under ta-
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Va So the doctor wrote on his slate that 
he had gone to attend a patient in the 
country, and would return at five in the 
afternoon.

When he got back to the office tha' 
evening, dead tired after a day of ban 
work and anxiety. Beans was waiting f 
him on the porch. Ilis stump of a ta 
did more than wag. it actually vibrated- 
indicating extreme satisfaction with him 
self—as he plunged at him in a cordi;

1 (Continued on page 7, first column.)

%r, ~Al.S'-'Aimi'"-S-5*
i

j P£AD ttZZ TTlAJTCHC£T

/À*'"

6

X

r POOR DOCUMENT

m im

* i* - !

&■&&& •;»..
:1 .1

f&

mmsz

«ai
»" •‘Jjj

wm

ter
>' • V.

■ ‘ tm i>*V-
.Y—.-S' "Tt.-

Ml C 2 0 3 3

trH

hi-Jvtijs* - A -. • 
.uvjv, 

„V
> , 

ïïfct, 
V

üM
ûaÊi

 -4*h'..G
" -ifiw

ttivv.u 
.. 

,-■* 
■ 

W
.

- 
,,
V-
 ,

«g
w

-#
?

•m
* '1

fV
R

&

r


