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Dr. Wright Spurns Greatness
Dr. Joseph W right sa t on the veranda 

of his home, opposite the church green, in 
the calm of a sum m er evening, puffing vig
orously on a black stogie to  keep away the 
batta lions of m osquitoes which w ere advanc
ing from  all quarters. The m osquitoes w ere 
bold b u t the doctor was persisten t and a f te r  
several d isastrous attem pts to pen e tra te  the 
smoke screen which enveloped his g ray  head, 
th ey  w ithdrew  in disorder and he was le ft 
alone w ith his satirical reflections on life ’s 
little  ironies.

Sad to  re la te , the  doctor was no t in his 
usual good hum our. The m osquitoes were the 
least of his troubles. A fte r a m ost d istu rb 
ing night, he had repaired  to  his garden patch 
to m ake the shocking discovery th a t thieves 
had sto len  all the  scallions, his favorite  relish.

More serious was his disagreem ent w ith 
his p a in te r friend , Ivanowski, in the a f te r 
noon. Ivanowski had dropped in to  say th a t 
a t  la s t he had convinced his friend , P ader
ewski, the  Polish statesm an and pianist, who 
was troubled w ith pains over his eyes, to 
dismiss the  specialists who were doing him no 
good, and " try  his fam ily physician, Dr. 
W right of W estfield. H e’s an oculist and a 
physician and he will help you. And,” Ivan
owski had added em phatically, “Paderewski 
approves. You will go to see him some day 
n ex t week by appointm ent. He is very busy, 
you understand , doctor, very busy.”

Of course th e  doctor understood. He ap
preciated  the in te rest of his pa in ter friend 
and  it  was hard  fo r  him to refuse  him ; but, 
he couldn’t  go to the city  to  examine the 
p iano player because he never traveled  dur
ing  dog days. He doubted if  there  was any
th ing  seriously w rong w ith him. He should 
ease up in his w ork; watch his d iet; probably 
his troubles w ere im aginary. Most tem per
am ental people w ere bothered w ith im agina

tion when they  a te  w rong food and w orried 
about themselves. Doctors w ere the worst 
cases. If  they had a slight bellyache, im ag
inary  symptoms of every known in testinal 
disorder developed. He w as g e ttin g  th a t  w ay 
him self.

He could be ju s t as em phatic as his 
p a in te r frien d ; he would not go. B ut he’d 
be glad to  give Mr. Paderew ski a thorough 
going-over if  he would come to W estfield. 
He could see him any  day bu t W ednesday; 
unless it rained cats and dogs he w ent fish
ing on W ednesdays. He rem em bered re g re t
fully , Ivanow ski’s partin g  w ords: “You a re  
m aking a big m istake, m y friend. I t  is a 
g rea t honor to  a ttend  Paderew ski. He is one 
of the  g rea t minds of his tim e. You should 
go.”

His p a in te r friend  w as r ig h t; he should 
go. He didn’t  care about doctoring P ad er
ewski, bu t he liked the pain ter and didn’t  
w an t to offend him. Now, he w ouldn’t  come 
to  see him any  more.

To his surprise, Ivanowski had re tu rn ed  
within an hour. " I ’ve arranged  it,” he de
clared. “ You will go with me to  one of 
Paderew ski’s recita ls a t Carnegie Hall. We 
will take the early  afternoon  tra in  and I ’ll 
arrange fo r you to see him alone a t his hotel. 
The concert is in Jan u ary . There will be 
nothing to  bother you then , my frien d — no 
dog days— no fishing— so!”

Ivanowski was gone before he could an 
swer. Sm art fellow ; usually had his way. 
Well, there  was no hurry . By the tim e win
te r  rolled around, Paderew ski’s anatom y 
would be out of k ilte r in some other place, 
and he wouldn’t  w ant to see a plain country  
doctor. Anyway, he’d be hanged ra th e r  th an  
go to  New York in a snow storm . P rivately , 
he hoped it would snow in January* .

* N ote: I t  snowed.


