to, the logical person, the deep well in whom the secrets
of all hearts were safe. I was still in a raging mood and
I wanted to get a few things said. All that I remember
about his office was that the walls were of new lumber,
and there was a volume of Burns’ poetry in a plaid silk
cover on his table.

I sat down in the patient’s chair, and he sat across the
table and listened. He let me talk it out, showing no
surprise, but I could feel his interest. People were pass-
ing the window but they seemed to belong to another
world. When I stopped, he began, unhurried and sure,
yet not too sure. His tweedy, Scotch way of speaking was
comforting. His words were not so much addressed to
me as all womankind. He said women did bear the heavy
burden of reproduction, and he had often wondered
about it, too. Certainly it was not fair. No one could
say it was fair, but then there are many things in life
which are not fair. Human justice is something we have
to work for. It does not come ready-made; women have
all the human diseases and then a few of their own, while
they are not as strong physically as men, they are stronger
to endure. Undoubtedly, women are better patients than
men, and every doctor knows it. That the race has sur-
vived and is improving is proof of women’s fidelity anq
fortitude. He said the nausea I was going through wag
due largely to nerves, for naturally the beginning of a
new life make great psychological demands, but I would
soon feel exceptionally vigorous. Medical science, he
said, is only in its infancy. There will be great dis-
coveries; some diseases have been conquered, and otherg
will be. Not once did he tell me that I had a good man,
and was young, strong and healthy and really had no
reason to be disturbed. His silence on this subject wag
a compliment to my intelligence, and I certainly was ip
no mood to have platitudes flung at me.
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