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SERIAL STORY—

Interne

Trouble
By Elinore Cowan Stone

CAST OF CHARACTERS

TRAN DEARBORN—Heroine, student

nurse. She ran into fove and (rouble

when she met

DR. BOB BENCHLEY—Hero, handsome

young interne. He had trouble, too, keep- |

ing up with brilliant

DR. STEPHEN SARGENT-—Head sur- |

geon. Dr. Sargent’'s problem was some-

thing else again.

 

Yesterday: Dr. Benchley suddenly

crushes Tran in his arms and, tright-

ened, Tran looks up to see Dr. Sargent

standing in the doorway. She flees in

terror.

CHAPTER FIVE

LL the rest of that day, after

the terrible Top Sarge had |
surprised her and Bob Benchley in|

the instrument room, Tran waited |
drearily for the summons to an |

interview with Miss Armstrong— |
that fateful interview during which |
the director of nursing would tell

her, regretfuly but firmly, that she |

was a misfit, {
Late that afternoon, hurrying|

along a corridor on an errand to |

Central Supplies, Tran almost col- |
lided with a white-coated figure.
Dr. Bob Benchley halted her by!
the simple expedient of hooking his

little finger through hers, and mur-

mured swiftly, ‘Heard anything

from Armstrong?”
“Not yet.”
“Maybe you won't,” he encour-

aged her, but his voice lacked con-
viction. “Top Sarge dressed me

down for both of us—‘unprofessional

conduct'—‘interference with nurs-

ing discipline’ were some of his
rhetorical high spots. . . . I'm still

licking my wounds. Haven't time

to tell you all about it now, but”’—

he glanced warily over his shouider|
~—“when are you off dutv?”

“This evening at 8—but only till |
10, of course.”

“Meet me at Borden's at 8,” he
directed swiftly. “We can slip over

to the park.”
Borden's was the drug store

around the corner. Well-regulated
probes did not meet internes at

Borden's, or walk with them in the |

park—not if they really wanted to |
get their caps. |

“No,” Tran flung over her shoul- |

der as she tore herself away. But
she knew she'd have a hard time

living up to that “No” when he |

called softly after her, “You're the

sweetest thing God ever made,

Agility.”
8 n un

HE hurried all the more after

that, because the errand was

for Miss Miller: and “the icicle’s”

sense of timing was uncanny.

Tran knew Miss Miller was on|
private duty. The patient, one of|

the doctors from Saint Vincent's

board of directors, had specially

asked for Miss Miller.

For Tran, that alone invested |

Miss Miller with a halo. But on

top of that, the case was one of |
Dr. Sargent’s. . That lent Miss

Miller wings of glory. Tran forgot

her worry in an ague of eagerness
to please Miss Miller.

When she hurried, a .ittle breath-

less. into the service room, Miss
Miller was saying, “Of all the pati-
ents in the world, dcctors are the

biggest babies. They're always sure

they're going to die. He's diagnosed
his own case a dozen times in the |

last six hours.”
She turned to Tran.
“‘Let's see what you've brought. |

Um—six towels. Right. . . . Sheet.
Right. . . . Laparotomy gown. Right.

. But my dear child, you're posi-

tively white about the mouth. How

often must—"
“I know, Miss Miller,” Tran

blurted. “I have no professional|
poise. But working with you is|

so—so exciting that I—well, I just |
forget about everything else.” !

” n n

OR once, out of complete inept- |

ness she had said the right
thing. Miss Miller's smile was|
almost friendly

“Well, I must get back to my|

patient,” she said. “Now I wonder, |
Dearborn—Miss Smart is assembling
the sterile articles for me—I wonder

if T can depend on you to get to- |

gether the unsterile? You'll want—"

“I know,” Tran cub

lessly. “Collodion. Two tourniquets.

Tissue forceps in 2 per cent Lysol.
Flask of normal saline. Boaxd. . .
I looked it up when I heard it was

to be a transfusion. I hoped you'd

let me help.”
Miss Miller looked faintly an-

noyed. When Miss Miller was gra-
ciously pleased to notice a proba-

tioner, she did not like to have her
words snatched from her lips.

Finally she smiled with ironically|

raised eyebrows, {
“Well, well! Our little pun|

seems to be running on all six to- |
day. . . When you finish, you're
to go directly to the dormitory,” |
she added, and moved with her |
erect, lithe walk out of the ig

“Don't let her get you down,
kid,” the other student nurse ad- |
vised kindly. “You're one-up that |

she even let you touch her equip- |
ment. For a probe, that's rating |
with Miller. And isn't she the |
leading lady of this hospital?”

But Tranquility turned away with

ice at her heart.

= = -

NCE back in the dormitory, she |
noticed a light in the demon-

stration classroom. She had almost
forgotten that tomorrow she had

been scheduled to demonstrate be-

, fore the class in nursing procedure:
The Making of Bed with Patient
in It. ... The Bath of a Patient in

Bed. . . . The Dressing of a Patient

in Bed. . .. Preparation of Patient
for General Medica! Examination.

It was to have been a sort of
final test before the granting of
hercap. . .. Getting your cap meant
that you were a full-fledged student

nurse, entitled to wear a gray
striped uniform, white cap, and

white bibbed apron—ready for regu- |

lar duty in the wards.
The demonstration was to have

taken the full class period. Instead
of “Griselda,” the dummy, Anita
Seibert, another probationer, was to
have served as patient. You al-
ways had to demonstrate with a
living patient before you got your

in breath- |
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“It ain’t a bad act, but you're pretty lousy on that trumpet!”
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FLAPPER FANNY By Sylvia
 

  

 
  

 
 

But if things get in a jam, just stick your head over the fence and
yell for me.”

|

“I want a complete rest, so I'm not leaving any forwarding address.

|

 

GRIN AND BEAR IT By Lichty |
 

 
  

“How in the world do people expect us to exchange these presents if

they tear the shop-label off?”
 

THIS CURIOUS WORLD

PREHISTORIC
TIMES, SWAM
BY MEANS OF
FOUR. GREAT
PADDLE-LIKE |ata
LIMBS, WHICH, | SR
IT USED AS
OARS

IN ROWING hy
MSELF ALONG. :

  

ForMIC ACID

ENEMIES.

ewe1938 BY NEA SERVICE, INC,

3

SRUIRT A FO PER CENT

SOLUTION AT THEIR
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ALBINISM
OCIRS

THROUGHOUT

MOST OF THE

ANIMAL
KINGDOM.

APPROXIMATELY

ONE HUMAN IN
TEN THOUSAND

IS AN ALBINO.  
 

Miss Armstrong waiting for her. cap.
Tran and Anita had planned a

full-dress rehearsal here this eve-

ning. But Anita had been sick in
bed all day. Tran had taken it
Jor granted that the renearsal was
off.

Nevertheless, seeing the light
under the door, Tran paused out-
side. She couldn't quite face the
thought of going to her room yet.
anyhow—with that summons from

| Perhaps Miss Philbin, the instruc-

[tor in nursing procedure, was in
| the demonstration room. A talk
| with kind, humorous Miss Philbin
| would buck her up a lot. Ande per-
haps Miss Philbin would know
what was going to happen to her.
. If it was to be the worst, Tran

what she was going to do.
ah e to dress herself up
ity wes wea and meet Bob Benchley

outside Borden's as he had asked |
her to do that evening. If she was |
going out of the hospital on her
ear anyhow, she might as well
have a little fun on the way.

Tran opened the door and went|
in. If she had only know it, her|
decision was one of the most for-
tuitous of her nursing career.
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OUT OUR WAY By Williams
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VeEXACTLY.
YOU COMMITTEDA GRAVE.
BREACH OF DISCIPLINE BY

KING THAT

WHUFFO' P)] THE. LISUAL PUNISHMENT
FOR THE. FIRST BREACH
OF DISCIPLINE |S
THREE LASHES! »

   
 

SO! OUR LITTLE CIGARET
GIRL HAS BEEN GOING AROUND

| SMAPPING PICTURES WITH HER
M ||JEWELED” BROOCH CANDID CAMERA,

EHS I A

DON’ WORRY, BEN - WE
MAKE HER TELL WHERE
SHE PUT FILM -TANIAS
CURLING IRON

GROWS VEREENEW 1

SHOULDN'T

HAVE LISTENED| &
TO THAT
FOOL

CARDELL/

 

 

7 60 OLD MAN McKEE THINKS IM A POOR
BUSINESS MAN? HE THINKS I'M NOT

 

 
     

GOOD ENOLGH TO MARRY HIS DALG
DOES HE?

   

WTER,

 "
TLL SHOW WIM! 11cet A
JOB AN' BE TH' BIGGEST SLCLESS
THIS TOWN EVER SAW. WHEN
CAROL RETURNS FROM EUROPE,
SHE'S GUNNA BE >

OF me.PROUD

   
 

 

ALWAYS CHECK MN BEFORE You GO
SWIMMING , AND CHECK

YOU FINISH |
OUT WHEN

 

MoM Trhg 18 TLURBY-
I'M COMING OVER To You®r
HOUSE --DO You NEED
ANYTHING FROM THE
GroceERY NEAR OUR
HOUSE 2

THAT S NICE OF
You, TuBnRY-- LET

THINK == = —
-YES, © couwD
USE & PodWAND
oF BuTTER.

ME

 

 

BUT IT
ELIMINATES

  

NOW THEN), LILEE -
ARE YOU GOING TO

TALK -OR DO 1 GIVE
YOU A BEAUTY
TREATMENT WITH

THIS |THIS RON ©

 

I TELL YOU I jij it
DON'T KNOW
WHERE THE
FILM 1S
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HOLY SMOKE!
WHERE'S YOUR

  

 

[(N0! NOY WOT LIKE THAT! YOU CAN'T 9ET)
UP IN TH' WORLD \F YOU'RE LWKED
AT TH START. WOT WE NEED \$
DETERMINATION! TH' WILL TO WIN !}
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  v JT. M. REC. U.S. PATY

 

*I SLEPT, AND DREAMED
THAT LIFE WAS BEAUTYS

WOKE AND FOUNDTHATCANT WE nil
LIFE WAS DUTY [”LEAVE THE

KIDS A
MINUTE AND
GET OUR
MAIL?—

 
  
 

  

A TOUND OF
BUTTER AND
WiLL You DE-
AMVER IT TO oo

MIXuP's RIGHT) =v

 

Do You MIND
\F I RIDE OVER
oN THE WAGON
WHEN You

DELIVER ITZ

   
THANKS For THER

RIDE--Yow RVETTER
DELIVER THE BUTTER
AROUND To THE P
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= 1 NOW PRONOUNCE YOL MAN
AND WIFE
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THIRSTY? AWFUL NICE PLACE
YOU GOT HERE
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/ - . A HOUSE -v

WE'D DREAM-
ED OF OWNING
JUST SUCH
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AND THEN--WHEN JOHN GOT HIS
RAISE AT THE CANNERIES---WE
BOUGHT IT---

 
 

DOLLARS ~-BUT IT'LL BE PIE
TO PAY IT OFF IN A FEW YEARS-
“=| ~--IF=- OM !! (CHOKE)

(Wy

IF ONLY YOU WIN THAT FIGHT, SLATS ==-~
AND THE CANNERIES STAY IN
CRABTREE CORNERS ///
YOU'VE GOT TO WIN,

! SLATS =~ YOU'VE

at) C
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LK'S && BUTTERMILK
  2 a

BRINGS THE
KIDS

A RUNNIN’
a

   


