
THE WHITE LINEN NURSE

suddenly and fearfully she gave a shrill little

scream. " But they don't go with my silly

doll-face!" she cried. "Why, they don't!

They don't! They go with the Senior Sur-
geon's scowling Heidelberg eyes! They go
with the Senior Surgeon's grim gray jaw!
They go with the— ! Oh! what shall I do?
What shall I do?"

Dizzily, with her stubby finger-tips prodded
deep into every jaded facial muscle that she
could compass, she staggered towards the air,

and dropping down into the first friendly chair

that bumped against her knees, sat staring

blankly out across the monotonous city roofs

that flanked her open window,— trying very,

very hard for the first time in her life, to con-
sider the General-Phenomenon-of-Being-a-

Trained-Nurse.

All around and about her, inexorable as

anaesthesia, horrid as the hush of tomb or pub-
lic library, lurked the painfully unmistakable
sense of institutional restraint. Mournfully
to her ear from some remote kitcheny region
of pots and pans a browsing spoon tinkled

forth from time to time with soft-muffled res-

onance. Up and down every clammy white
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