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and patients to go for the judging and clistribution of 
prizes. Mr. Harry S--, the proprietor of some very 
fine livery stables in the town, genei*ously offered the 

bandtbges caused them to  attriict great attention fro111 
their friends on foot. “ Loolr yer,” exclaillled one 
artisan t o  another, I‘ yon’s +oar Ted.” Ted, nose in 

air. favoured his relations 
mit1i a patronising nod. 

If you are not used to  
babies when you start your 
career as a nurse, you will 
probably cause much mirth 
by your awkwardness. I 
was saddled with the care 
of an infiint rejoicing in the 
names of Margaret Victoria 
early in my first month 
in this hospital, where the 
children’s warcl opens out 
of the women’s.. The 
women a11 smiled bencvo- 
leritly a t  my efforts with 
Victoria, but their good 
manners forbade them ’ t o  
criticise my extremely ama- 
teurish inethod of proceecl- 
ing. Not so Miss Edith 
Graham, aged seven, who 
stood, finger in mouth, and 
watched me open-eyed as 
I wrestled with the restive 

‘infant in front of the fire. 
At last she conld stand 
it no longer. “Nuss,” 
she said, severely, “ye’r 
nursing t’baby t’wrong 
way round ! ” I‘ fled, 
iLb~\shed, to the bnth- The Carnival Party. 

use of a. char-h-banc snd 
phir for the evening ; the 
wetither was perfect, and 
gieat were the rejoicings 
of everybody who was con- 
sidered well enough to go. 

’ At six they siarted, 
btindaged and bundled, ii 
merry crew. Bob, being 
considered too young, was 
comforted by cook, who 
asked him to  tea in her 
kitchen, and gme him 
a ruddy-cheeked tipple, 
c lu tch ing  which, he 
watched them deptwt, safe 
in her strong twins. “I,” 
he said, pompously, to  
anyone who would listen, 
“is gwine out crZo,ie in H 
gee-gee with Sister.” Suru 
enough one di~y, not long 
after, a wildly excited little 
boy was talren out by 
Sister in B dog-cut. Mean- 
while the carnival party 
enjoyed itself thoroughly. 
Five times round the town 
did they go ; occasionully, 
owing to the pressure of 
the gowd, a stoppage had 
bo he made, and t.lieir The Opposite Ends OT Life. 
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