
AUGUST 19 1922
HER IRISH HERITAGE would proclaim as though in pained 

surprise.
Oh, really 1 no pudding today ! 

Dear me ! Well you nurses will 
have to get your tea earlier, that’s 
all.”

As the tea was brought up every 
day at half-past three, the nurses 
being due on their districts again at 
half-past four, it was generally 
understood amongst them that Mias 
McFarland said this simply for the 
sake of saying something.

After dinner they were free until 
they left the house for their evening 
round. Simper was at eight o'clock, 
and any nurse who wanted to go 
out after that meal, had to ask 
permission, except it was her even
ing off duty.

They generally gathered together 
in the large room at the back of the 
house used as a recreation room, 
during the short time of leisure 
between dinner and going on duty 
again, and free from the restraint 
of the matron’s presence, they 
could talk and laugh and ” talk 
shop ” to their hearts’ content.

Nurse Johnson usually reclined 
gracefully on the scfa and Nurse 
Seely, her greatest chum, would sit 
beside her, and they would talk 
confidentially on the subjects dear
est to them both. Nurse Ferguson, 
a typical hard-featured and harsh- 
tongued Northern, who always 
looked well after No. xl, generally 
managed to appropriate the corner 
seat on the fireside couch for her
self, the two staff nurses had the 
arm chairs delegated to them, and 
the juniors found seats for them
selves as best they could, the two 
most junior—in other words the two 
who had been the shortest time at 
the Home—had to cut the bread and 
butter and hand round the tea to 
the others.

Daisy Ray was the other staff 
nurse, and she and Mary Carmichael 
sat together chatting, for they had 
many interests in common, although 
they were not at all alike in char
acter. Daisy Ray was a small doll- 
like little person very good- 
tempered and talkative, but with a 
fund of sound common-sense. She 
was engaged to be married to 
Brendon Kelly, a very decent young 
fellow in a government appoint
ment, and they were only waiting 
for the promised “ rise ” in his 
salary to set up house together.

The telephone rang in the corridor 
outside—its sharp ting just making 
itself heard above the nurses’ 
chatter, and one of the juniors 
answering it, came back to say that 
Nurse Carmichael was wanted.

Nurse Carmichael, her colour 
rising a little, left the room. 
Before she took up the receiver she 
guessed who was ringing her up.

“Hallo?”
“ Hallo ! Oh, is that you ? How 

are you?”
“ Very fit, thaftks. All right 

yourself ? Good ! What about to
night, will it be alright ?”

“Yes. of course, it is my evening 
off. Where will we meet—same 
place as usual ?”

“ Yes, top of Grafton Street ; 
quarter to eight, I think I’ve got 
fairly decent seats.”

“ All right, I’ll be there.”
“ And—are you there ?—don’t 

forget your latch-key—and be in 
time !”

“ As if I was ever late ! Don’t 
you keep me waiting, that’s more 
likely !”

“ Well, good-bye till then. I have 
a crowd of patients to see yet.”

“ Well, get them through before 
to-night. Good-bye, till we meet !”

Mary hung up the receiver and 
smiled to herself happily. Even 
the sound of his voice over the 
telephone stirred all her being with 
joy unspeakable. Oh ! but this 
man was very dear to her !

She came back slowly and sat 
down beside Daisy Ray, who glanced 
up at her with a quiet smile.

“ That was Dr. Delaney, I 
suppose,” she said, “ and, of 
course, I remember now this is your 
evening off. Are you going out, 
Mac ?” for by this abbreviation was 
Mary known to her chosen friends 
amongst the nurses.

She smiled back at Daisy. "Yes,” 
she said, “we are going to see 
1 Faust,’ and oh, Ray dear, 1 feel I 
am going to have a simply scrumpti
ous time !”

On her evening “off” Mary had 
no visits to pay, so she sat down 
and wrote letters when the other 
nurses had dispersed, and that duty 
accomplished, she settled herself 
comfortably with a book till after 
six o’clock, when she descended 
carefully and quietly to the kitchen 
premises. Only the two staff 
nurses were allowed into the kitchen 
at St. Columba’s and they were 
only supposed to go down with 
messages from the matron or on 
some business of that sort. Tea in 
the kitchen was strictly prohibited, 
but, needless to say, for that 
very reason it was indulged in as 
often as could be managed. This 
depended greatly upon what state 
of mind the cook would happen to 
be in, and also on what nurse asked 
for the privilege, for cook had her 
favorites, like others, but among 
them Mary Carmichael might be 
safely reckoned, so once safely in 
the kitchen without encountering 
the matron on her perilous way 
thither, she knew that she would 
get her tea all right.

Martha, the cook, wai a stout 
woman with small suspicious eyes, 
and a suspicious mind also. She 
had an uncertain temper, and was 
held in awe by most of the staff at 
St. Columba’s with the exception of 
Anne, the housemaid, who, accord
ing to her own words, could “ hould 
her own with the ould boy himself.”

Martha was in the beet of humour 
this evening, Anne was not present, 
and peace reigned.

Mary was soon pouring out tea 
" that would stand of itself ” and 
enjoying hot buttered toast.

“ Cook, you are a dear,” she said, 
“ this is the only decent cup of 
tea I ever get in St. Columba’s and 
only for you this evening 1 would 
have had to go down to the D. B. C. 
It’s such a nuisance supper not being 
till h o’clock, and nothing allowed 
between !”

“ Well ! that’s true, God knows ! 
It’s often I pity ye all, with such 
long fasts bet weed' meals. Drink 
up that tea now, its fine and strong 
and will stand to ye. I suppose 
’tis to the theatre that ye’ll be 
going to ?”

“ Yes, cook. The opera is on you 
know—’Faust.’ Well, thanks ever 
so much—you’re a jewel ; but I must 
go and dress now.” And, mounting 
the long flights of stairs once again 
she entered her bedroom, and was 
speedily discarding her uniform and 
dressing for the evening. She 
brushed out the soft masses of her 
hair, and arranged it again in a 
more elaborate style than was 
allowed in uniform, sponged her 
face and hands, and slipped on 
a dainty underskirt and camisole. 
She changed her stockings too, and 
put on pretty shoes, for Mary was 
particular over the small details of 
her toilet, which was one reason why 
she always gave one the impression 
of a well-dressed woman. Then 
came the black evening skirt, the 
dressy blouse, with the little finish
ing touches to her hair —the little 
dash of powder on her face, the 
cobweb of a handkerchief breathing 
violets which shared her theatre 
bag with her purse and—the latch
key I

As she flung the latter in and 
shut the bag with a hurried little 
snap, she said, half aloud, “ I didn’t 
forget you this time, anyway !”

Then she got into her long coat, 
drew a motor veil over her head, 
and taking up a pair of long gloves 
in her hand, went downstairs.

Daisy Ray had come in from the 
district and was in the sitting-room 
when Mary looked in for a moment 
on her way out, and she greeted the 
latter with a smile. Mary stood 
in the doorway fastening her gloves 
and Nurse Ray exclaimed, “ You do 
look nice, Mac ! Are you off now ? 
Well ! have a good time ! and give 
my love to Theodore,” she called 
after her friend’s retreating figure.

Dr. Deleney was waiting at the 
top of Grafton Street when Mary 
got there. She recognised him 
while she was still some distance 
away. He was very tall and slight, 
and looked very well in his light 
over cost and silk muffler. He had 
brown eyes with a very slight cast 
in them—only noticeable at times, 
and especially when he was at all 
excited dr annoyed — his hair, 
although he was still under forty, 
was thickly sprinkled with grey, 
and a slight moustache hid a rather 
weak mouth.

He came forward now, lifting his 
hat, as Mary approached, and smil
ing down on her with the half 
whimsical, half affectionate look 
which always made her heart beat 
a little faster.

“ I’m not late, am I ?” she asked 
as they shook hands.

” No. Indeed for a wonder I 
think you are fairly well up to 
time! I was just wondering whether 
I would have time to finish this 
cigarette ?”

Mary laughed. “ Smoke it as we 
go along,” she said, " I don’t want 
to miss the overture."

They sauntered towards the 
theatre in the midst of a crowd of 
others going the same way ; couples 
walking like themselves, the ladies 
in theatre wraps and with motor 
veils or scarfs thrown around their 
hair—others driving up in carriges 
or motors.

“ Have you got your latch-key ?” 
asked Dr. Delaney. This was a 
standing joke with them, for several 
times Mary had been late at an 
appointment through leaving her 
key at the Home, and having to 
race back for it when she was 
perhaps half-way to the meeting 
place. The idea of daring to ring 
at the sacred portal at such a late 
hour as her return would be never 
entered her head. Miss McFarland 
was a light sleeper and anyone 
who made the slightest noise when 
coming in late would be sure to 
hear of it next morning. Some 
sarcastic allusions would be made 
to “ fairy footsteps,” and so on, 
and the unfortunate culprit would 
writhe in silence at the breafast 
table.

Mary laughed now as she an
swered, “ Yes, I have it safe this 
time.”

“ Do you know that I knew you 
were coming before I saw you,” 
he said suddenly.

“ What do you mean ?” said 
Mary. “ How could you know 
that ?”

“ I don’t know—but I was stand
ing just there at the bicycle shop 
and I felt—there is no other way 
to describe it — that you were 
coming round the corner just as 
you appeared.”

Mary laughed rather unsteadily. 
“ Telepathy, I suppose,” she said, 
and just then they reached the 
theatre.

It was filling rapidly, but they 
had good seats in the parterre. The 
overture was just beginning and as 
Mary divested herself of her coat 
and leant back in her seat she felt 
that she was going to have a good 
time.

Such hours come to us now and 
then in a lifetime, when we seem 
to be completely happy—hours that

will come like an oasis in the desert, 
times when we arc able to put 
black care behind us, to forget the 
worry of the days gone by, and 
when we remember not the burden 
of tomorrow awaiting for us. Such 
an hour was Mary’s this night and 
she enjoyed every minute of the 
time, The opera was one of her 
favorites, both she and Dr. Delaney 
knew it well ana listened with keen 
appreciation to every note of 
Gounod’s masterpiece. They ex
changed confidences and criticisms 
and incidentally ate chocolate 
during the intervals and when at 
last it was over, Mary fetched a 
little sigh of regret.

“ Well, did you enjoy it ?” asked 
her companion as they walked back 
to St. Columba’s, for they always 
preferred to walk when the night 
was fine.

“ It was just perfect !" she said, 
happily.

Years afterwards when she was 
many miles from her dear Dublin 
and when she had almost forgotten 
what a theatre was like, when the 
zest of life was gone and her heart 
was sad and old—often then would 
Mary Carmichael go back in*her 
dreams to that one evening which 
somehow seemed to stand opt 
beyond all others in memory. Many 
a play had she seen with Dr. 
Delaney, many an evening they had 
spent together, but none ever 
seemed to her just so complete—so 
perfect, as this one when they had 
sat together in the dear old Gaiety 
and listened to those words which 
found an echo in their hearts.— 
“ When all was young and fair.”
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“ V^hat, Bride !” she exclaimed 
gladly. “ how are you ? You and I 
should meet in heaven—we meet so 
often in this part of the world.”

Bride Blake laughed. “ 1 was 
just thinking of you, Mary!” she 
cried, “ I want to give you a case— 
listen till I tell you ”—and she went 
into rapid details for Mary’s benefit, 
and the latter listened and made a 
note of the nafhe and address as she 
said gaily, “I will never want for 
cases, Bride, while you are slum
ming — you give me enough of 
them.”

Bride smiled ruefully. " Yes, I 
know dear,” she said, “ but I really 
can’t help it. Somehow you can do 
such a lot more than I can for the 
poor souls, and then I don’t know 
whether it is some magic that the 
uniform possesses or what, but I do 
know that you are always welcome, 
and I—well my welcome is some
times a bit uncertain.”

"It’s the uniform of course,” 
said Mary, laughing. “ Who could 
resist it ? Well ! I must be off—I 
haven't any spare time this morn
ing.”

“Oh, wait a minute,” cried Bride, 
“ our English cousin, Clare Castle- 
maine—you remember me telling 
you that we expected her ?—arrived 
last Thursday.”

“ Oh ! did she really ! Well, and 
what is the verdict ?”

“ Far better than we anticipated 
—quite a nice girl, and not a bit of 
a swank, as the boys express it. 
Come out to-night and be intro
duced—will you ?”

" I’m sorry Bride, but I can’t 
to-night—I’m going to the opera.”

“ Oh ! with Dr. Delaney, I sup
pose ? Lucky girl, and its * Faust ’ 
too ! Well, I won’t keep you ; come 
any evening you can—you know how 
welcome you always are.” And 
with a smile and a nod Bride was off 
to look up a defaulting “ mother ” 
who had been absent from her baby 
club for the last few weeks, and 
needed to be brought back to a 
realisation of her duty.

Mary Carmichael got through her 
morning’s work and reached St. 
Columba’s with just five minutes in 
which to change from bonnet and 
cloak to cap and apron and to gener
ally tidy herself for dinner. Her 
room was at the top of the house 
and the stairs from the hall upwards 
counted a hundred. But she sped 
up them two at a time, breathless, 
but radiant.

She shared her bedroom with 
Nurse Johnson, who was engaged in 
an anxious survey of herself in 
front of the glass as Mary entered.

“ Hallo, Carmichael !” she said, 
without turning round, “ that you? 
Do you know I’ve discovered two 
more freckles on mv nose !”

“ Really,” said Mary, busily pull
ing out drawers and searching for a 
missing stud. “ I’m sure it’s all 
those face creams and things—Oh ! 
here it is, thank goodness !—that 
you are always rubbing on that 
develop those blemishes to your 
beauty !”

“ Don’t be a sarcastic idiot, Car
michael,” was the polite retort, 
“ and don’t get flustered, we've 
plenty of time, there’s three min
utes yet.”

But as if to prove her a prevari
cator of the truth, the dinner bell 
sounded at that moment — it had 
been cracked for some time now, 
and the reverberations it gave out 
were exasperating and discordant.

“ There now!” exclaimed Mary, 
as she stuck a cap pin in anyhow ; 
“ I must fly ! It’s all very well for 
you, but I’m supposed to set an 
example,” and she left the room 
hastily, the click of her little heels 
down the stone stairs coming back 
to Nurse Johnson as she remained 
placidly arranging her hair and fix
ing on her cap. Not till the last 
hair was in place, and the cap at 
just the correct angle that suited 
her best, did she leave the room and 
leisurely descend the stair, to enter 
the diningroom just as the soup was 
being removed.

“ Late again, Miss Johnson !” 
said Miss McFarland ; but she spoke 
as one resigned to the inevitable, 
for Nurse Johnson’s term of proba
tion was nearly over, and she was 
hardly ever known to be punctual 
in her comings or goings or for her 
meals or lectures. The other nurses 
often wondered how on earth she 
had managed to get through her 
hospital training.

The meals at St. Columba’s had 
not much variety about them ; four 
days out of seven the dinner con
sisted of roast mutton brought to 
the table ready cut into slices and 
floating in tepid watery gravy—and 
always seeming to taste quite dif
ferent from meat cut straight from 
the joint. There was a meat pie on 
one day of the week—to use up the 
scraps of other days—corned beef 
on Sundays, and fish, of course, on 
Fridays. They got fairly good soup 
and generally a pudding of some 
kind — not always — a day would 
come now and then when the cook 
would be “ put out ” over some
thing, and on these occasions, after 
the removal of the meat, Anne, the 
elderly housemaid — who was a 
regular character in herself, having 
acted as wardmaid in most of the 
Dublin Hospitals, and thereby 
“ knowing a thing or two,” as she 
expressed it—would stoop down and 
whisper mysteriously into the 
matron’s ear, whereupon that lady

DAY, FERGUSON & CO
BAKKI8TEK8

m M/kimnuoa * -Métairie Bt. We* 
eph P. Wal.h TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY G LANNA N
BAKKI8TEK8, solicitors, notaries

Harry W. Luimey, B.A., B.C.L., 
Alphonsus Lamiaii, I.L. h.

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER. SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
CONVEYANCER

Money to Loan Telephone MB
HERALD BUXI. ROOM M

GUELPH, ONT.
Wedgewood bowl, and noted with how it happened that so many people 
quiet pleasure a bunch of daffy’s married, etc
prettily arranged in the tall glass Came a wonderful day when he 
vase; their color was deliciously was at last promoted to his mother’s 
spring-like he thought. cushioned chair, and the change to

“ Miss Tyler sent ’em in today dressing gown and slippers was de- 
with her compliments, and glad "to lightful. More than that, he had 
know you were better.” Nurse been freshly shaved, and had like- 
Mitchell intuitively supplied the wise been treated to a real man-size 
information his eyes questioned, luncheon, with knife and fork menu, 
“ Very kind of her,” was all his instead of spoon-diet. Then, to 
comment, for there was nothing make happiness more complete, the 
particularly thrilling in the thought grey shoes had passed by, a full
of his neighbor, the little gover- hour in advance. All was well
ness, who occupied the apartment, with the world of Harding!
twin to his, across the hall. They To him suddenly entered Nurse
had exchanged polite “ good Mitchel, in as much of a flutter as 
mornings ” for over five vears, and her professional decorum would 
occasional “ good nights once or permit. “Oh, Mr. Harding. I've 
twice Harding had picked up her broken my eye-glasses, and just 
evening paper, from a too windy can’t see a thing without them ! 
doorstep, and she, in turn, occasion- If you don’t mind, I'll go right 
ally rescued his matinal bottle of dmyi-town and have them mended, 
milk from the too close attention of It won’t take me more than an hour, 
the janitor’s cat, but their acquaint- anil Miss Tyler is coming in to sit 
ance began and ended there. with you, so everything will be all

After a while interest in his room It's just two o’clock now,
wavered, and his eyes sought some- and you take your medicine in half 
thing new. His rooms, situated in Rn hour. Miss Tyler says she will 
what had originally been the area- ®Uend to everything, and I’ll hurry 
way of the old house,' gave but back just as soon as possible.’’ 
small vision of the street above Hustling into her street clothes, 
him ; well propped up in bed, how- Nurse Mitchell was ready to start 
ever, he could get a rather amus- when a modest knock at the door 
ing view of peoples’ feet, as they announced her temporary sub
passed back and forth on the side- |î*tute- “Come in, Miss Tyler.” 
walk. In his healthy normal Harding felt pleased at the pros- 
moments Harding, the prize Pect a little visit, even from his 
accountant, would have scoffed at next-door neighbor. It meant a 
the very idea that there was any- ureak in the monotony of eating, 
thing interesting in foot-gear, but sleeping and medicine dropping ; 
for want of something more excit- besides, though his thanks had been 
ing he began to take a growing transmitted by way of the nurse 
interest in the feet that passed and for the daffys and sundry delicious 
re-passed, day after day. jellies, with floating island thing-

Finally, the pedestrians’ promen- um-bobs on them, he wanted to 
ade came to be his daily delight ; of voice his appreciation personally, 
course, each morning brought feeling in an unwontedly sociable 
different passers-by, but there were m”0<Ç,. _
many steadies, who came and went °° Miss Tyler, with a gentle word 
by his windows regularly, little °f greeting, found herself grasping 
realizing how much entertainment a big, bony hand, murmuring 
they afforded the occupant of the Pleasant trivialities, and generally 
basement apartment. “ Exactly as taking upon her slender shoulders 
good as a movie,” Harding the position of nurse for an hour or 
chuckled. two. Producing some knitting,

There was one pair of honest, ®he settled down in the big chair 
common brogans that clumped by opposite him, ready to entertain 
stolidly at eight o’clock, returning tne patient, or to keep silent, 
punctually about six each evening ; She was a mousey little thing, 
a visiting nurse—or a department redeemed from actual plainness by 
clerk, maybe—shod for ease instead H loveiy pair of brown eyes and 
of elegance, he decided. Two pairsof quantities of fair hair, wound in a 
high tan sport shoes invariably “raid about her finely shaped head, 
accompanied each other ; something A gentle primness of manner, 
about them suggested high school rather in keeping with her profes- 
students to the sick man ; then he ®lon- made her seem quite interest- 
scented a romance in the fact that m8 on the whole. Harding found
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By Mazio V. C'aruthcrs in Rosary Magazine
After what seemed like a hideous 

nightmare, punctuated with half- 
lucid intervals, during which he 
tried to wage war upon a grinning 
devil perched on the bed-rail 
i being forcibly restrained there
from by a string, white-clad 
individual) Harding woke one 
morning, still clothed only in 
pajamas, but quite unmistakably in 
his good right mind.

He tried ever so hard to turn 
over in bed, but failed. “ Smatter, 
anyway ?” he croaked faintly. 
“ Weak ’s a cat !” At his feeble 
wail came hurrying on noiseless 
feet the identical, white-clad 
martinet of a nurse who had so 
plagued him with ice-caps and 
other sick-bed nuisances. And yet 
once again did she work her will on 
his helplessness ! Promptly pro
ducing a thermometer, she slipped 
it into his mutely protesting mouth, 
stoically awaiting results.

Finally withdrawing the glass 
tube and findirg that it registered 
normal, she addressed her oatient 
as if he were a puling, sickly child, 
who only needed encouragement 
towards good behavior. “ Splendid, 
Mr. Harding ! All you have to do 
now is lie still and get well. Drink 
this!” and a feeding-cup was 
pressed to his lips.

Harding felt like bursting into 
unmanly tears. Who in thunder 
was this officious person, anyway ? 
His brain registered the query, but 
his lips were too weary to formu
late the woi^ls, so he muttered 
irritably for a moment—then, fell 
asleep again.

Followed a few more days of 
feedings and naps, when the world 
and the people in it, including him
self, began to seem less shadowy, 
and the sick man at last summoned 
strength to inquire querulously 
what the fuss was all about—why 
was he in bed, and when might he 
get up? Nurse Mitchell paused in 
her interminable task of tidying up 
a spotless room. “ Get up ?” she 
exploded. “ Not for a good two or 
three weeks ! You’ve had a very 
serious case of typhoid, Mr. Hard
ing—out of your head half the time, 
and as crazy as a loon. And I'll 
tell you right now you were the 
most obstreperous patient I ever 
had, what with slipping your ice
cap on the floor and throwing off 
your turpentine dressings every 
few minutes. It’s been something 
awful !”

Harding explained fretfully. 
“ But there was a little green devil 
on my bed-post all the time, and 
you wouldn’t let me get at him. 
That was the trouble ! Every time 
I tried to tell you about him, you’d 
clap that infernal ice-cap on my 
head, and then—he’d grin harder 
than ever.” Nurse Mitchell did 
not seem at all surprised to hear of 
the green devil. Evidently, she had 
met him before in her nursing 
experience with other fever 
patients. “ Well, at any rate, he’s 
gone now,” was her soothing reply. 
“You won’t ever see him again, if 
you mind the doctor—and me,” as 
an important personal after
thought.

So Harding slept once more, and 
the next thing there was his nurse 
with her eternal feeding-cup in 
hand, and her invariable stock 
remark, “Time for your gruel!” 
Thus a week more passed, and then 
the invalid was advanced a grade ; 
two pillows instead of one at his 
back was indeed a step forward, 
and delicious, although totally 
inadequate, cups of broth supple
mented the gruel at intervals. He 
began to look about him a hit and 
take more notice generally. His 
small basement apartment of three 
rooms had always seemed sufficient 
for a quiet bachelor, who occupied a 
stool in the Savings Bank by day 
and took his mild pleasures of an
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