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Infirmary Blues

I woke up, staggered to the wash-
room and filled a basin with cool,
golden Chemo water. I dashed my
head into this refreshing coolness and
thought that I was cured. But no—I
was still sick, dizzy and miserable.
However, I convinced myself that this
illness of my body was but a tempo-
rary mental state. Somehow I got
back to my room. I laid my clothes
on the floor and crawled into them.
Then I gathered up my books, crept to
classes, and allowed my dull mind to
be stimulated by the babblings of my
intellectual  superiors.

After two periods of this sort of
mental stimulation, I decided that it
was not in my mind—it was all in my
body. 1 was ill. Finally admitting
this fact to myself, I collapsed. For
four hours I lay there in Stevens
Hall, hoping that a good samaritan
would have compassion and toss me
an aspirin. At last my samaritan ap-
peared guised in the dress of a jani-
tor.

It oceurred to him that “it” on the
floor was not a scrumpled and dis-
carded flunked prelim, but a miserable
old body. He asked me if I had
brushed my teeth before retiring and
I said that I hadn’t had time. Having
explained this to him, he told me
where I could get some aspirin. For
this information 1 was deeply grate-
ful,

I don’t know how I got there, but
I awakened in a lovely bed. As I

by Phyllis Webster

gazed around, I was frightened by a
sensation of water swirling over and
about me. Immediately I discovered
that this sensation was created by
the wall paper. Green it was, with
jellyfish and octupuses painted on it.
In a state of exhaustion 1 dozed.

Uh! A rough hand grasped my arm
and twisted it, causing me to roll
over. 1 didn’t mind this because thus
it was that we learned to roll people
over in Girl Scout first-aid class. Then
a voice growled at me saying, “I'm
Dr. Beddey; what ails you?”’ 1 was
happy for a moment because someone
was truly interested in helping me to
get well. I asked for some aspirin
and he repeated his question. Now I
was becoming annoyed because I
knew that everyone else got aspirin
and I felt left out of the cure.

Soon my intuition told me that I'd
have to throw a better act in order
to get my aspirin and cough juice. I

A bunch of germs were
whooping it up
In the bronchial saloon;
Two bugs on the end of the
larynx
Were jazzing a ragtime tune;
While back of the teeth in a
solo game
Sat dangerous Dan Kerchoo,
And watching the pulse was
the light of his love,
The lady that’s known as Flu.

began to weep. Then I felt a blunt
instrument strike at the base of my
skull and I quickly realized that it
was an economy-sized thermometer.
After tearing and gnashing at it with
my tongue and teeth, a woman named
Clara Barton, I think, ripped it out of
my head. She looked at it and ex-
claimed, “My dear, you have a tem-
perature of 102 degrees centigrade.
Have you been basking in the sun?”

This was too much. I fainted. This
feinted faint didn’t last long, how-
ever, for I felt a liquid dripping over
my head. I began to lap as it fell by
my cheeks, for my throat was coarse
and dry. A hearse, I mean nurse
shouted at me—*“It’s not a lollypop,
you’re supposed to gargle it!”

After a little while a woman came
in and placed some bottles filled with
rocks on my table. She left and re-
turned all too quickly. She asked why
I hadn’t swallowed them. I didn't
know what she meant and'I didn’t
think I was to swallow the bottles be-
cause they had Store Bottle—S5c writ-
ten on them. So I retorted, “Only
overworked geologists eat rocks!” She
assured me that the rocks had veins
of aspirin in them so I choked them
down.

Hours passed and I felt that my
flame of life was flickering, so I in-
sisted that she call the doctor. More
hours passed and Dr. Beddy came
sauntering into the room. He had his
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