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PHIL'S DOCTOR.
Y nmw? SMITH, 'OF.

fP?ilﬁ’ﬂ'jl. J

Wheo Phil first cames to the hosplital,
the gray-haired head aurgecn had
looked at his little, crooked back, and
shaken his head in a manner which
puggeated to the stpdents in the am-
phitheatre, that Phil's was almost
certelnly A hopeless case. In fact,
he sald ag much In bhlg worda which
Phfl didn't understand. Then the
pheets wera piulled back around the
warped, twisted frame and one of
the student asalstants helped the child
over to & more comioriable poaltion
than the face-downward one, in which
he hed been lylng. The big eyes had
& and, petient Jook in them as they
gianced up at the studemi—s look
which only suffering can Tproduce.
Then the thin lips opened amd Phil
surprised the tall senlor, by Inguliring,
In a volea pathetle o Ha gravity:

“I think I'm better today, don't you,
Doctor?™

This remerk was an inheritance
from hias mother for he had heard her
ask the physlcian that same, hopeful
question, morning after morning dar-
lng her last long aickness, untll the
childish mind had come to feel that
it wae the proper thing to say to a
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doctor, Those of the students who
heard it, laughed & lttle, and the
young man to whom it was addresaed,
embarrasaed at the honor of belng con-
sulted in preference to the chlef sur-
geon, blushed slightly and sssured the
pmell patient that there was no donbt
‘of hla improvement, Then the attend-
-anta giarted to wheel Phil away, but
agaln the grave voalce spoke out:

“I would dke to have the Doctor
ATy me awar.”

The old surgeon overbeard and his
gray ayea shonea ont with a kEKedly
glow, aa he replied:

“T'm too buey now, my Lttle men."

*No, I don't mesn you. I mean my
doctor,” and he held out his arme to
the tell seniar.

“Take him, Mr. Jool, if you want
t0,” sald the surgeon, “the next opera-
tion 1 short and unimportant,'” and
almost before he knew i, Cook had
tenderly ralsed the Mttle form from
the table and followed by the aym-
pathetlc eyes of one or two of the
moat uaprofessional of the women stu-
dents, ha bore the baoy mway, atop-
plug to ind out the room number from
ooe of we purses. Arrived there, he
tucked FPhil in between the aheetas, and
after a cheery word or two, was just
starting to leave, for he didn't want
to mlse more than one operation, when
a Hght step was heard, just omntside,
and then a slender, girlish figurea en-
tered.
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“This Ila Aunt Hllen, Doctor. Bhe
takes care of me,” explained Phil.

Cook bowed and the glr! said:

“It was very kind of you to carry
Phil up.”

Then as Cook started to go, Phil
Inguired:

"You'll come to sse me agaln, won't
you, Dootor?"

“Oh, yee, I'll spe you every day, as
leng as you have to stay” and the
young man bhurried away.

Ben Cook was delayed a litle In
gotting through his work that after
poon, and when he tinally left the hos-
pital, he fell in with the head surgeon,
who courteonsly msked Ben to walk
up with him.

“Very Interesting case, that boy who
wanted you to carry him away thia
afternoon,” sald the Doctor, and then
the convereatlon which occupled the
succeading minute or two, was ao full
of Latin names that we will omit it
bodlly. At last the Doctor contlnued:

“T have bean talking with the child's
aunt, and she baa decided o leave bim
hers, and well do what we can far
kim. He may get well, but of course
the chances are a hundred to one
agalmat it. The two are all alone in
the world and the glrl has been sup-
porting them both. Bhe can't afford
to atay here whh him, and I"'m afrald
that when ahe’s gome, the child wlill
pine awny. Well, I must leave you
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here,” and the elder man furned down
tha streat, and leix Ben to go on alome.

Bo Phi! stayed on &t the hoapital,
and ha didn't acem to mies hls Aunnt
Kllen so much ae was expected. The
nurees all liked the little chap, and sa
hig gtocy became Iamiliar the students
bogan to “drop up,” 2a they sald, to
gea him. And Ben Cook was there
every day, sometimes oftener. Phil
likad them all, and talked with them
In his kindly, "unchildish” fashion
which touched every heart. But no
one eould take the place of "My Doc-
tor,” ag he elways celled Ben. Mo one
but his Doctor could read his Aunt
Ellen’s letters to him, and no one alsa
could act ag his scriba when he dic-
teted a message in reply. He loved
to talk with Ben abont how his Awunt
Ellen hed alweye taken care af him,
end how when he got blg he would
talkie care of her io return. He never
isked any one else about his condl-
tion, but when Ben came his hopeful
queries were very numerous. The atu-
dents bezen to epeak of Ben as “Phil’s
Doctor,” and Ben 4f{dn't mind it at all.
He begen to study speclal dlscpsss
with a vigor he didn't know hé pos-
seaded. He took some of the lterary
or law hrothers of hia fraternliy over
t0 see Phil very often, end on the way
back askeu. them If, "after all, madi-
¢lne wesn't the graodest sclemce in
tha world, when by its help such a
¢hild aa Phll could be saved, and such
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a womanly littie womap as hls Aunt
Ellen made glad” For Phil waa get-
tlng betier, st least the old surgeon
who examined hls back at Intervals,
thought so,

2o the winter wore on. Bometimes
AuntHllen could come down and spend
Bunday with Phil. Then what good
times they would have In that little
room. In the forencon they would
look ower rll the newest toye and
books which the boys had bought, and
Aunt Eillen would make up her mind
that she must tell those extravagant
fellows taat it wasn't right for them
to buy ac many things for Phil, and
them In the atternoom, two or three of
them would come over with more can-
dies, and more tin soldiers. and she
would ses Phil's face Hght up at the
alght of some new wonder and the
plensed facez of the young men as
they watched the child, and then she
would relent snd postpone her Infer-
diction. Bometimes they would bring
their guitara, and then Phil would hear
the most wonderful gongs he had ever
dreamed of The same boys dldn't
alwaya come, but whoever they were,
Ben's tace was oever missing, and “My
Doctor” always had the place of honar,
which was wherever Phll could see
him best. And it got to be the
thing for Ben to accompany Ellen to
the depot when Bunday night came,
and sha and Phil had sald good bye
Then next day, Ben wounld always have
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gome last word for Phll, which Aunt
Ellen had forgotten antll just as the
train pulled In.

Ho Phll kept getting better and bet-
ter, untll finally he was able to welk
about the hospital, and the old sur-
geon commenced to speak of the time
when he could go home,

“And take care of Aunt Hllan " sald
Phil jorously, And it 3id begln to
look as though he might some day.

But alas for poor little Phil! For
ad he was gravely pulllng a tin horse
abont the hell one day, he never
notlced the long stairwany just behind
him. Thera was one litila scream,
the rattle of the tin horge as 1t went
down, and then everything was still
A nurse rap down and plcked up the
motionless form and bore 1t back to
the room. The honge Burgecn CAmME;
he looked solemn and sald shorptly:
“Telegraph for hia aunt” “When Ben
peme that noom, one of she usually
calm nursea told the story with s sus-
pleicus tremble In her volce. Bick at
heart and almost falnt, he stole softly
up to the room and sat down by the
head of the nneonaclous child. *T can
look efter bim,” he sald to the nurse
end ghe left the room,

And thers he stayed, interropted
only once In a while by the purgeon
or a nurss, who dldo’t atey for no one
conld do anything now, ned they knew
Ben wonld rather be alone. The alter
noon passed and evening cameae. Ben
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