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HIs IRON NERVE
By JANUS MAYNE

An ideal stor3» for a »'arm summer afiernoon, wh enp'ou vant something to read-
something funny. What is ià ail about? A big, stern, blustering surgeon in a great hos-
putai, where he terrifies everpone except the head nurse. He tells >ou that he is a "'mass
of iron, sans nerves, sans feelings, sans weakness," yet when an accident happens whic h
causes him a little pain, he creates a scene quite vorthv of an» ordinar»ý human being.

DR, HARVEY RAND was consUlting witb bishead nurse, prevlous to performing one of
the marvelous operations which bad made

him famous.
Famous, but nlot popular. For a bigb-geared,

man-eating motor-truck, lni full executive session,
possessed mannerlsms that were musb-and-milky
compared to those of the skllled surgeon.

The growly gruiffneas of his deep basa would have
been terrifying, even dn ordlnary conversa tion, If
he bad ever used any of that klnd. But he was a
very superior surgeon, wttb a nerve Ilke iron, and
witb no superfluous sensltlveness te weaken bis
hand.

It lma become sucb a fIxed habit of nature to
conceal witbln rough, brlstly crusts, nice Ilttie
possibilities3 like the diamond, or the chestnut, or the
oyster-hidden peari, that this rugged brusquerie
of Dr. Rand's was supposed te cover a tender,
lovIng heart. There was no doubt about Its belng
well covered, If lt exlsted. As te tbat, witnesses
there were, who tbought tbey could prove an alibi
for that same heart. oebat It existed, bowever, was
quite ln accordance witb the above-mentioned law
of nature. Sucb an Iron-ciad surface must cover a
soft interior.

This law of nature, like most iaws, bas an occa-
eional exception. Was Dr. Harvey Rand one of the
rare exceptions? Was ha Iron clear tbrougb from
crust to crust? Was l-t not possible for any one to
creep gently under the brîstllng crags and bappen
upon a soft, smootb beacb?

The bead nurse at St. Uncas's Hospital under-
etood hfim better tban most, but she bad net reacbed
thls underatanding by gentie, InsInuattng means.
Sbe used ber tongue, mucb as the surgeon used bis
knlfe, piunging it stralgbt through bis mental
epidermîls wltbout a tremor. For Miss WIng was
tbe one person about the hospItal wbo was net ln
awe of the great surgeon. So tbls day of the opera-
tien, wben Rand growled at ber, "Where's that
young woman one of the governors brougbt bere
a few montbs ago? The one wth tbe bair?" the
bead nurse snapped back, "It may bave escaped
your notice, but none of uss le
actualiy bald."1

"Weil some of you women are
mighty close te It wben you take
off ynur 'rat.",

"And some of you men ars
closer to t wben you take off
your hats," retorted Miss WIng,
fearlessly. The Surgeon llked ber
nerve, and ha laugbed ruefuiiy at
ber lîttie stab. Rubblng bis band
over the smooth top of bis bead,
ha replled:

*'Yeu got me tbere, Miss Wing.".
"Weil, pous got me, with your

ramark, so we're even. 1 was In-
tanding te speak to you about tbls
Miss Marrivale. Sbe's been gIft-
ed by nature not only with an
Inordinatea amount of conspicuous
bair, but wfth a hamperlng over-
plus ef sympatbatlc temperament.
Now vois know, none better, that
whIll a nurse may saam sympa-
tbetlc, sbe must be as bard as
nails. 'Laugb, and the werld
Jaugbs wtb you; waep, and yoU
waap alone,' but Miss Mrrivala's
patients do not weep alona-Sbe
Joins right in. She bas ne nerve
-sha is lhable to go ail te places
wben a patient ls being burt,"

-I know-PTve sean ber dropý-
ping tears on them-tba fools
seaux to like lt too, buti t won't
do. That' s the very tblng I
wantad to tallc witb you about.
Tbat Young woman needs harden-
ing. l'Il talk to ber. In the first
place, sbe ought te moult thaft
hair. I hate itl" Miss Wlng
looked at him ln amazement.
"Pva sean hair like that-lt neyer
goes with anything goed," be
went on. "Let ber get a sickîs

had aver appeared again. So sha swltcbed back to
the nerveless nurse, witb the question:

"What particular nsake of bomb are you Intend-
ing to burst in your sootbing way, 5galnst Mis
Merrivale's pretty beud?" and the doctor answered.

'il tell ber Plainiy that self-control la the tiret
requlsite of a nurse, and that If sbe cant acquire
it, sbe'd better be a waitress In a boarding-house,--
she can weep with the boarders ana no barm done."

"Now, Doctor, don't scare the wlts out of the
poor young thing," said the head nurse, who waÊ
realiy a degree lass bard tban the nails; "'as It 15,
she regards you as a machine of iron, sans nerves,
sans feeling, sans weakness ef any'kind."

"Tbat's what I am, 1 guess. I'v ecut open 50
many people tbat 1 beileve I couid ha cut open
myseif, fromn stem to stern, witbout an anestbetic
or a quiver. Pain la notbing to me, scarcely an
Impression."

"Have you ever heen operated on, Doctor?"> Miss
Wing asked, siyiy, and be gruffad back:,

"*Yes,-had my beart eut out, twanty years ago.
Get along better without It. Surgeon doesn't need
a beart-just nerve. We must see if we can't
pound a IlttIe nerve Into Miss Wbat's-her-name.
lIli bave her amsst me dn operatlng on that young
millionaire, Manning, this afternoon. You'll be
present, and it's flot a dangerous operation. Be-
aides, tbese mniliionaires are bard to kil,-takes a
*Titanl1c' to do it. White I'm operating on birn, l'Il
incidentaliy operate on this girl-ramove a few
lacbrymal glands, and Introduce a bit of nerve.
Sbe shah 5se bow a mass of iron. 'sans nerves, sans
feelings, sans weakness,' conducts ltself under a
test."

Miss Wlng, who bail once been operated on,
wondared If the Surgeon knew anytblng about the
awful after-sensatons,-tbe burxxing thîrat, wblch
was only aggravated by the teaspoonful cf warm
water once ln two bours-the feeling of bopaless
depression tbat gripped the soul as the effeot of
the anestbatlc wora off,' and etber joys. It ls so
easy for those te aneer at pain wbe bhave neyer
feit ItL But the head nurse iost ne time ln thougbt.

Then shie tenderili he
fligert-anid sa<d in s
tones, "Oh, how cf readf

hurtl»

She 'went ai once to prepare yeoung Mona Merrivale
for the ordeal.

Wban Mena beard the dreadful news that ahe
was to assiat Dr. Itand, she was aimest par.alyzed
wltb apprehenslon. She had bean trylng se bard
te make a good Impression on hlm, but bIs gruif
ways and growly volcae cared ber. She was stili
more scared wban Miss Wing sald:

"You must sither give up the idea of belng a
nurse, or you must brava ",) and show the stuff yeu

are made of," as If sbowing the stuif sbe was made
of wasn't the very tbing Mena feared! For sbe
was made of love and sympatby and swaetness and
delicacy and cbarm. with no trace of rIgid Iren In
ber whole lovely composition!

Yet sbe had possessed enougb strangtb of wili-
power to run away and bide from ber millionaire
lover, Wilfred Manning, afttr ber actress mother,
dlvorced from oneebusbàand, had desai-ted a second,
to alopa witb a third man, sans any formallty!

There bad beaun fftblng weak about Mona's de-
cision te save tbe man she loved from tbe disgrace
of marrylng the daugbter ef lier mother! It bad
not been easy for tender Mona te do this, but it
seemeil easler to ber than te go tbrougb this awful
oparation with the gruif surgeon, the Iron man,
wbo knew no feeling, whose very glance scared ber.

And If Mona's sympathies were aroused so in-
tanaaly by the sufferings of total strangers ln tbe
wards, picture, If you can, ber state when sbe
entared the oparating room and se.w tbat tbe patient
lylng so stîIlin artificial sleep, awaitlng the kuIfe,
was the lover sbe was bidlig from,-the young
king of finance, Wilfred Manning!

Dr. Rand bad deepiy impressed on ber the neces-
slty for caim control and a steady band. Calllng
every particle cf wll-power to ber aid, Mons, dld
b er part. Sbe watcbed the iren man wltb fear.
borrer, admiration lu ber beart---dld as ha told ber,
dld met tremble.

Then, when It was nearly over, the assistant
physîcian handed tbe surgeon a metal Instrument.
As ha used It, a part of it bore down on Mona's
wrist, and she gave a qulck start, for it was burn-
Iug bot! The surgeon savagely roared at ber tbe
lie:

"If you do that agaîn you may kili this man!"
For the fearful space of slxty seconds, that bure-

lng bot matai bore down on tbe soft, wbite, Ilttie
wrIst, but the girl dld net start, or moan, or faint.
Only wben 'it was over, and ber unconsciouB lover
was carried frem the reom, did Mona raise bar arm,
look lni a dazad way at the angry red scar, and
than topple over agailnst the bead nurse.

Dr. Randl burst out wlth:
"Good Heavens! 0f course sbe

.za the briise bad te keel ovar. Wbat a nre
acft, sijmpathwu less creatura! Sba'll bave to go
ult thei. mustf -daiver me from people who

can't stand anytblag!"
"Oh, but Doctor Rand, sea

here,--yeur bot Instrument wax'
burnIng ber wrlst,"1 and the bead
nurse, wbo bad forgotten al
about ber nail-bard make-up,
tenderly beid up fer bie Inspec-
tion the littie, lItnp, white wrlst
witb Its red scar, white anether
nurse applied restoratives te the
half-falntlng Mena.

Now tbe iron man suddenly
found the roomn Intensely hot,
and rushing te a wlndow, tried
to ralse the sasb. Then bap-
plened one of these little tbIngs,
borderlng on tbe ridiculous, yet
iavng often unsuspected re-

Tha sasb stuck, and ha bittI
a violent blow witb oea and.
Tha uppar saab, braaking Its
cords, came dewn with a bang
on the four fingers of bis other
ha cd, holding them crushed tight
between the upper and nether
mWeîtoues, se te speak.

If the gentie restoratives ap-
plied by the nurse bad net ai-
ready brougbt Mona te full
censciousness, the ballow and
roar of the surgeon's big vole

s . would surely bave deonese. HIS
inaffectual attempts te 1f t up tha
outar sash and raleasa bMs
jarnsned fingers, combina4 with
the noise of bis roars 'for belp,
breught both the haad nurse and
ber assistant te bis aide, laavlng
Mona lylng back tn ber chair.
Neither of the nurses was tal
enougb te reacb ovar and ralse
that sasb, and the surgeon said
things to thaux.

But Mona,-the weak, nerveless Mena, brougbt te
hersaif coinpietaiy by this ridiculous spectacle of
the iron man, sans feelng, etc., bowling like a
scboolboy (of thu past) belng whipped-Mona iu-
stautly lest ahi fear of this terrible mran, and spring-
lng up, earrled har chair te the wlndow, jumpad up
on It and lifted the sasb.

Then sha tendarly beld the bruised fingers ln ber

(Continiied on page 38.)


