

 




The Little White Bag



 


The walls of the room were a
monotone white. So were the chair and table and the robe she wore.
She sat and waited. You always had to wait. She sat rigidly upright
and looked straight ahead of her and when the door opened and the
doctor came in she stayed like that.

The doctor sat down opposite her
and placed a large white folder on the table.

“Good morning, Magdalena.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1197
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
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