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Psychology a la Carte
The car ra ttled  along over the bum ptious, 

dusty, m acadam  roads, leaving cities and 
towns behind as it  moved uncertain ly  in a 
southw esterly  direction; a t  tim es it  reached 
the a larm ing speed of twenty-five miles an 
hour. I t  was one of those electric buggies 
of early  tw en tie th  cen tury  m anufactu re  with 
eccentric  gadgets and coils, a  brake th a t was 
notional as a Missouri mule, and a steering 
a ttach m en t th a t required  firm and constant 
a tten tion .

The M. D. a t the wheel and the Ph. D., 
his guest, exchanged glances occasionally—  
one expressive of joy  in adventure; the  other 
of perplexity . A pparently  the  physician knew 
w here he was going, fo r he had said there 
would be som ething of unusual in terest a t 
the end of the journey ; bu t he  had kept the 
n a tu re  of his v isit a dark secret, and his com
panion, Dr. J . J . Savitz, a b it w eary  of travel 
and disturbed a t the loss of a day from  his 
duties as Superin tendent of W estfield Schools, 
suspected th a t his unpredictable friend, Dr. 
Joseph W right, was tak ing  him on a fool’s 
errand . “ Soon be there ,” assured the doctor, 
betw een vain attem pts to  puff life into his 
half-chew ed cigar.

The scene shifted  so suddenly th a t the 
educato r scarcely could believe his eyes. A f
te r  a jo ltin g  tu rn , they  rode down a long 
drivew ay, betw een rows of fa ll flowers and 
trees shaped like parasols of m any con trast
ing hues. A g ardener was a t work among 
the dahlias; a peacock lifted  his vain head 
and spread his tail in the  grand  m anner a t 
th e ir  approach. H ere was an unexpected 
prospect— a lovely home, on the east bank 
of the  R aritan , the seat' of an affluent coun
try  squire, no doubt. B ut no, the one who 
came forw ard  to g ree t them on the veranda 
was an elderly  lady w ith snow-white hair, 
large discerning blue eyes and a w arm th .of 
m anner which seemed to say “ I’m happy to 
see you, gentlem en” ; though she said scarcely 
a word bu t bowed graciously and led them  
into the house.

H ere, too, was ta s te  and an atm osphere 
o f self reliance. N ever was Dr. Savitz more 
delightfully  en terta ined . In the g rea t living 
room they  listened to  ta les of m any lands 
and people she had visited. D uring the din

ner, in m id-afternoon, she directed a  rem ark  
to Dr. W right which implied th a t he had 
accompanied h e r on one of h er trips. The 
professor noted, also, th a t her a ttitu d e  to 
ward him was m otherly. Could it  possibly be 
th a t he was h er son?

Shadows were gathering  over the  Som
erset hills when they  se t out fo r home. A fte r  
a sh o rt ride along the river, the doctor made 
ano ther surprising  tu rn  into a  driveway. 
W here now w as he going? This was an odd- 
looking place. H ere was evident plenty, bu t 
waste and disorder; and the woman to whom 
Prof. Savitz was introduced was no less slov- 
enly-looking than  her surroundings. She had 
large, s ta ring  brown eyes; h er face was deep 
lined, her movem ents tense, h er speech h a lt
ing and disconnected. Dr. W right seemed de
liberately  to  ask h er disconcerting questions. 
“ She’s easily throw n ou t o f  gear,” he ex
plained afterw ards. On leaving, he gave her 
an envelope. “ Rem em ber!” he cau tioned .-

I t  was a f te r  nine when they  reached Prof. 
Savitz’s door. “ W ell,” said his host cheerily, 
“ w hat do you th ink of those two w om en?” 
The professor reflected: “ Opposite in every 
respect, I  should say.” The doctor rem oved 
the c igar from  his tobacco-stained m ustache 
and pursed his lips. “ T hat first wom an,” said 
he, “gave me my education. I ’m one of seven 
boys she pu t through medical college. W e’ve 
been friends all these years. Guess I ’m h er 
favorite . She had no children of her ow n.” 
A studied pause, then :*“ T hat second woman 
—h— m! T here’s no accounting fo r her. 
Hopeless!” The doctor reached fo r  the clutch. 
“Now, th e re ’s a study in com parative psy
chology fo r  you, P rof. Savitz: Those two
women are  full sisters! Think i t  over—  
Good n igh t!”

Prof. Savitz has thought it  over m any 
times since, else this ta le  would never have 
been w ritten . Those two women of the  same 
hered ity  and environm ent, ye t unlike in every 
respect; and this man who stood betw een 
them , boy to the one, physician to  the o ther 
— this doctor of m edicine w ith the insight 
and eccentricities of genius! For the educator, 
i t  had been a  day well spent, a lesson well 
learned.


