

    My Nurse’s Aide “Crown”
     “Get your cap on! Don’t you know your cap is your badge of honor?”
That was Fessenden, Kathryn Fessenden, my supervising nurse to be 
exact, telling me to put my cap on before going on the floor to care for
patients.
     It was 1967, Four South at Mercy Hospital in Mason City, Iowa. I
was fresh out of high school, and thrilled to be a new hire as a nurse’s aide,
but I didn’t get the big deal about nursing caps. I did know we weren’t allowed
to wear them off the floor once our shift was completed.
         In the nurses’ lounge adjacent to the patient care floor was a shelf where we
were to leave our caps, with our name written on the inside, at the end of our day. 
We would then able to retrieve them for our next shift.

     I could understand the pride in the cap for a Registered or a Licensed Practical
Nurse, since each school of nursing had their own style of cap. It was a symbol of
achievement.
     But nurse’s aides, really? Ours was a generic pink and white cap, designed to 
coordinate with our pink uniforms.
     But the challenge for me was keeping the thing on as I went about my duties.
These caps were to be placed somewhere near the back of the top of the head. They 
were to be anchored to the head by Bobbie pins attached to both the cap and strands
 of hair.
       This presented a problem while performing our patient care duties. Encounters with
I.V. poles, having to reach under the bed or into a closet, doing patient care, and your cap
could go flying. The possibilities were endless. Which probably explains why, by and
large, nursing caps aren’t worn anymore.
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