
CANADIAN COURIER.

The Operation
A Surgeon's Adven 1ture, as Told by Nurse Mary Folle.t

By CHARLES G., D. ROBERTS

THE dog growed at me that morning, as I
came-up the patb from the front gate.

I bad spoken to him civilly, as I always.
do to ail weil-disposed animais, great or

small, being conviuced that, like the rest .of us,.
tbey resent impoliteuess. Even. if it was hot, I was
annoyed that he sbonld receive my courtesy s0
rudely, -the more se, as weý had always been fairiy
good friends. I, who had so often, across hospitai
bed or operating table, stood np to and pusbed back
Deatb himself-I was not going to be growied at,
for no reason, by any dog, even if he was as big-
as a caîf. I spoke to hlmn sharply.

"ýGet out! Get out of my way I How dare you
growl at me ?

For a second or two be looked at me surliiy ont
of bis red, pocket-lidded eyes; then, heaviug him-
self to bis feet be marcbed off round the corner of
the bouse, grumbling lu bis tbroat. 1l remember
tbinking to myseif, as I went np
the steps, that one neyer couid be
quite sure of the temper of those
Mastiff-Great Dane crosses.

In the wide bail I found it
deliciously cool, with sweet airs
drawing softly tbrougb from the
garden that surrouinded the bouse
on three sides. I was on the way
to the dressing-room, to put on my
white things for the operation, but
I iingered a moment in the ball
sniffing a jar of red roses, for 1
knew that I was looking cool and
fresh mnyseif, lu my trim, new bine
linen suit, and I hoped that the
Doctor might see me hefore I
changed it.

He did; for just as I iifted np

my face from the roses lie camne
into the bail, from bis study. But
Frm afraid he did not quite take
in the full effect of tbe new blue
linen suit. His stroug face-
boyisb in its fresb colour, thougli
the close-cnt biaci< hair was al-
rcady greying about the temples-
was unusually grave, and bis grey
eyes, whicb bad sometimes seemed
to rest on me appreciatlvely, were
full of preoccupation. I realized
for the first time how desperately
serious was the task before us,
and started hurriediy toward the
dressing-room, asbamed. of myseif
for having thouglit of the new
suit at sucb a moment.

"I find there's reaiiy no time to
lose, Miss Follet," said be in a
iow voice. "Yon might get the
patient ready as soon as possible. "I dropped
Doctor Willianms cani't be with ns
before two o'clock-and tben it would be too late."

As be was speaking little John, the Doctor's only
cbild, came in from the dining-rçom, followed by
the nurse maid, a stupid-Iooking country tbing of

PIli 1hiw wqý flhe kind that

a bit a

stiil about it. Like everyone else who came in con-
tact with hlm, she trusted Doctor Eliot.

And then I, seeing ber so steady, reaiized that
it was I, myseif, who was nervous.,

It was not for the life of the Simpson woman
that I was nervous,, it was for the Doctor.

The case* was one of terrible responsibility,
thrust upon bini so suddenly that there was'no, time
for bim toý wait and gef a speciaiist fromn the- city.
I knew be was an expert general surgeon. 1 knew
he was sure of eye, swift, and. sure of band. I
knew that, asf ar as one man could be, lie was
equal to, bis task. Yet 1 f ound myself trembling for
him-trembiing because he mnust bear so great a
responsibiiity alonie-trembiing inideed, because I
could not bear some real share of the respousibility
for him. Then I was angry with. myself, asý I
thlonght-"but tbat's the way ail women feel' about
hlm. He's so, used to it. It's notbing to, hmn."'

Ion my kuees and flung my arma around the dog'a neck.

Then I iooked ail round the room, minuteiy, to
see that notblng bad been forgotten.

The roomn bad been made ready in baste, but ahl
wa~s as it shonld be. It was empty of everything
we did not need-bare, dlean, white, aired from
the windows let down from the top, -and antiseptic-
smelling. The operating-table-a combination
cbair-aud-table-bad been wbeeled in from the
office, s0 that the patient could be iifted .straigbt

from it to the bed.
The Doctor came iu, His face bad no longer

that air of stern abstraction whicb it had worn in
the hall. It was so smiling and cheerful that the
last trace of anxiety faded ont of the patient's
baggard eyes. Hie feit ber puise, said a few .gentie
words of encouragement an~d commendation for ber
bravery; and then the smell of iodoform began to
be drowned out bv the smell of mixed chloroform

say eaten, into the very fibre of my memory.
The Doctor had flot noticed my nervousness. Hie

had paid me the compliment of taking my coolness
and compiete fitness for granted. And as I watched
hlm-for I couid flot help glancing up at his face
from time to, time-ali uncertainty vanished. is
face had changed yet again. It was white, but hard
and keen as steel, the eyes piercing and intent as
if the whole brain and nerve and spirit of the man
were concentrated in them-in them and in bis
firm, swift, unhesitating fingers, which seemed
themselves to have eyes in their tips.

When the poor littie body was opened up, the
state of affairs inside proved to be even worse than
we had feared; 1 saw that by a look of surprise,
of disapproval even, in the Doctor's face. I reaiized
that theý operation must be a long one. I saw, in-
deed, 'by the little dlock on the stand nearby, that
we had aiready been a long while, at it. But the
inspired precisilon of the knif e in that busy hand
seemed to, hypnotize me; and I had no sense of time.

At Iast the dreadful thing was removed. I drew
a sharp little breath of relief. But I saw the Doc-
tor's forehead knit itself in tense liues as he
gripped at the flooding artery which had fed the
cruel growth. It was the critical moment, the
supreme moment. And at that veryý moment of ail
moments, through the open top of the window,

over the peaceful green of shrub-
beyadlawn, from the far back

of the garden, came a sudden con-
Sfusion of sound, at which- the hair

rose on my scalp and my heart
>stood stili.

It was a very explosion of
savage growis and barkiug-'
pierced, an instant later, by sbrili
screams, one, two, three. They

>were a chiid's screams. I knewý it
was the voic'e of iittle John.

Then silen ce-so complete that
the soft ticking of the dlock on the
table grewý suddenly loud.

I saw it aIl, the scene at the
foot of the garden, so clearly, lu
that awful instant. My knees
gave way somewhat, so that, as I.
partly sank, I had to, catch the leg
of the table between them to brace
myseif. But 1 kept my bhaud
steady, holding the ether cone to
the patient's face.

SAW the Doctor's hurrying hand
stop for a second, contract,

Sand grow rigid. For a second,
oniy for a second, his eyes met
mine, f ull. They stemed to, sink
rigbt back into his head and grow
duli, lika. bits of grey glass. Thle
sweat jumped out in beads on his

>, grey face and a groan forced itself
f rom between bis teeth. I felt
myself praying for bim-though 1
don't know what I said, or what
I thonght. f- was horribly af raid.

And in that second a jet of
scarlet blood seemed f airly to
spurt up between bis motionless
fingers.

But it was for a second only. Those terrible,
lifeless eyes dropped their grip on mine, and fell
back to their task. The fingers moved again, and
the scarlet jet stopped. I heard, witb a sort of
surprise, my own breath come gaspingly, several
times.

Then for fifteen minutes-the little clock was
straigbt in front of me, so 1 knew it was only fifteen
minutes, that awfu ni ifetime--there was no sound.
The Doctor wetit on witb bis work. The life that
was bis in trust-be ieft notbing undone for it. At
last the bandages were ail in place. The thin body
was almost ready to be lifted to the lied. Hie
turned to me swiftly~ and alruost swept me away
witb a jerk of bis left band.

"Go! See !" he muttered with difticulty, ont of
a drv~ throat. 1 did not see how he could finish


