
HIS FIRST PATIENT
By Henry Dumont.

Claud Arthur Sherwin might be an
M. D. of John Hopkins and' the leader
of his class in the-medi- schools,
but so long as he lived"ln Lovell he
would never be known as anything
more than Dr. Claud. The elder Dr.
Claud, his father, had ushered three-fourt- hs

of Lovell into the world, and
no other doctor would have any
chance to hang out his shingle within
the radius1 of old Dr. Claud's buggy
and high-steppi- horses. So young
Dr. Claud came home to take over

"What What!"

his father's practice without having
o fight his way to an income.

"Well, my boy," said old Dr. Claud,
n the evening of his son's arrival.
'I'm turning over to you a three

thousand dollar practice and fifteen
thousand dollars' worth of unpaid
debts. It's a good start for a man but
a poor finish. What do you say to try-
ing out Lovell for a year or two and
then selling out and settling in a larg-
er city?"

"I'm going to be the only doctor in
Lovell, as you have been," said young
Dr. Claud. "At least, if I can hold
the practice."

Nothing could have pleased the old
man more. Within a few months he
planned to retire from practice alto-
gether. Meanwhile young Dr. Claud
was to take over his cases gradually.
Everybody was glad that the Claud
practice was to continue.

It was on the fourth or fifth day
after young Dr. Claud's arrival that
the telephone rang furiously. Young
Dr. Claud was alone in the office. He
took dqwn the receiver.

"Is that Dr. Claud?" inquired a
woman's voice in agitation. "0,
young Dr. Claud. Well, I'm Miss Mary
Denton, and Mrs. Quinn is in great
trouble. Her maid has swallowed
sulphate of antimony by mistake for
a prescription. Yes, she's here, and
asked me to telephone for her. You
know Mrs. Qunn's house the third
white-hous- e across the brook. Good-

bye."
Young Dr. Claud did not know Mr$.

Quinn or her maid, but he did retain
lively recollections of Miss Mary Den-
ton, an old' schoolfellow. They had
been sweethearts ten years before,
when they were children. He bad
heard that Miss Mary had come back
to Lovell to live, after a long absence
in the North. He had by no means
forgotten her, and certain vague
hopes had begun to crystallize
around her even before he got the
telephone message.

However, there was no time to be
lost dreaming. Hastily he threw a
few things into his bag, mixed a
draught of mustard and milk, and. set
off as fast as he could walk along the
road. His father had taken out the
buggy, but it was only a quarter of a
mile or so. Once over the brook he
soon saw Mrs. Quinn's house stand-
ing in a little grove of trees. He huri-rie- d

up the drive. The side door stood
open; and young Dr. Claud ran in
without ceremony.

There was nobody in the kitchen,


