
AN INTELLIGENT PRESCRIPTION
5

As for the patients themselves, since they were all

about him, he could hardly do less than observe
them, although he helped himself to a late mag-
azine from a well-filled table at his side and mechan-
ically turned its pages.

The first to claim his attention was a little girl at
his elbow. She could hardly fail to catch his eye,
she was so conspicuous with bandages. One eye,
one cheek, the whole of her neck, and both her
hands were swathed in white, but the other cheek
was rosy, and the uncovered eye twinkled bravely
as she smiled at the stranger. "I was burned,'*

she said proudly.

"I see," returned the stranger, speaking very
low, for he was conscious that the entire roomful of
people was listening. "Ana you are getting
better?"

"Oh, yes!" exulted the child. "Doctor's making
me have new skin. He gets me more new skin every-

day. I didn't have any at all. It was all burned
off."

"That's very good of him," murmured tne
stranger.

"He's a u ful good," said the child, "when he -'sn't

cross. He isn't ever cross to me. Doctor isn't."

There was a general murmur of amusement in

the room, and another child, not far away, laughed
aloud. The stranger furtively scrutinized the


