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VOCHATIONS & AVOCRTIONS.

Vocatlon in its primary mecaning, the
call to some special carcer or work, is
in its secondary and more frequent
meaning, the career or work to which
tLelr is this call. 1t s, or it should
be, the business to which
sensc of fitness has dedicated us and
which we carry on Steadily as our main
task in life.

Avorgtion, the call off—a word signi-
ficautly rare in the singular—means any
demand on us which takes us away
from the main task and spends our time
and attention coercively on affairs irre-
Ievant to it. Yet so many persons use
avocation as but a lightly modified
synonym of vocation, that the two
words bid fair to become merely inter-
changeable; andeven ediucated persons,
not unaware of etymology, will gpeak
of & man’s avocations in reference to
the central duties of the profession to
which he has given himsell.

There {8 the irony of truth in the
wrested meaning sometimes ; for in only
100 many lives the calls aside, the
minor intruding occupations that hin-
dexr and perhaps mar the essential one,
take so large av importance, that the
dutie2 of the vocation may more {itly
be described as avocations from them,
thar they as avocations from those
dutles,

Apart from cases, where it i8 & man’s
fault that he lets his time and zeal be
lost from the work he has undertaken,
or ought to undertake, as that of his
vocation, it is the misfortune of many
professions—professions which especi.
ally require corcentration of the facul-
tles and comnseccutive cnergy—that the
exoteric world had never been able
clearly to comprehend that unimpeded
freedom to work 1s meeqed by those who
exercise them as much as it is by any
handicrafteman whose time no one
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would think of claiming from him lor
unwaged labor or mere gossiping.

¥f 2 man hay un office or a counter
he is su'fe; his acquaintances percejve
hlm to be labelled * business man,” and
a * busincss man’s tim ,” they will
say ‘I8 money "—as if everyone’s time
were not, rightly loolfed on, money, or
gomce higher coin—and they will think
even his leisure hours sacred to his own
refreshment from labor, and not to be
needlessly hampered.

But occupations of study, scientific
reseavch, literary production—of brain
work; In sum, of any bind that is car-
ried on in the worker’s private home,
witl: no visible reminder of customer
or client--are tak:n to Le such as can
lightly be done at one time as weli as
another, and resumed after no matter
what joterruptiong, like a lady’s cm.
broldery whicl: she can take up again
at the very stitch she left her needle
in, and if the lost time should matter
at all, sew at a little the faster. Pro-
Zessions of this sort not only admit, but
in many instances reguire considerable
variation in the amount of dajly time
directly bestowed on them—gdirectly,
for the trie student, the true artist,
is mot at his work only when he is
ostensibly employed, but whenever and
wherever e may have his head to him-
gell—and there is no measure of visible
quaatity for the more or less results
of application.

+ Often, too, the best successes of the
student or artist seem, as it were, born
of a2 moment, flashed on without fore-
thought and hall unaware. It is but
seeming ; for thovghte, however sudden-
ly they burst into ligl t, must have had
their sowing and thei* germing time—
i1, that is, they were ilowers, not fungi
but the sceming gives confirmatjon to
the popular ldea of the nnexacting, hap-
hazard rature of the work whose tri-
umphs come by what, whether it be
called genius or talent or ekill, is in
fact but favorinrg chance, or to take
what with many is but the wmore flat-
tering synonym for chance in sach mat-
ters, imspiration. And so It c'mes
about that persons with only the pro-
tection of these professions to keep them
their time for thenmselves, are linble to
have {t used by others as open property
of no value to any one in particular,
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which it would he mere churlishness to
grudge to all comers.

Tho palanter, to some (xtent, tares bet-
ter than the other braln workers—for
it is plain to his acquaintances at large,
that though ideas may come to him by
chance and between whiles, ’1aid inter-
ruptions, or may be done without, paint
will not dab itself into shapes on the
canvas with the painter out of the way,
and thus gome necessity for his stick-
ing to the eonsel is appreciated.

The literary man probably fares the
worst of them all.
protected by the maunual part proces-
ses, bat it is his danger. It is so casy
—what everybody can do at any time.
Even people whe rarely write a letter
think nothing of putting pen to paper
at nced, and what can it matter to s
mav who half lives pen in hand, to have
a few additional letters or articles to
write in the course of his ‘avoca-
tions ' ? What trouble is there worth
counting in & little gratis exercise of
his literary skill, to oblige an acquaint-
ance’s acqgualntance’ But whoever
fares best and whoe «r fares worst, the
assumption is that men belonging to
such professions as are here spoken of,
are able to acecomplish their works in
odds nod scraps of broken time, and
have for thelr primary duty to society,
all the docilities which idle acquaint-
ances iawlully claim of idlers.

A Qe
Personal.

He is not mcrely

Mr Wentwortn J. Buchanan, late general
manager of the Bank of Montreal, is the
owner of one of the best violins in the
city. and he plays on it too.

Our courtly and popular fellow-citizen,
Baron Hugel, has returned from the winter
resorts on the New Jersey coast, whither
he wwent on a trip some time ago with
kis ‘vera brither,” Sir William Stcphen.
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FORCE OF HABIT.

Beggar (at the surgery door}—“Doctor,
might I be so bold as to ask you for &
little relief ; I am very badly off. I've got
four little children, and—" Doctor.~"Hum
—show meo your tongue ?”

AN ANCESTOR IN FLESH AND BLOOD.
Baron (to renowned savant)—Have you

any ancestors, Herr Professor?
Savant— “No ; but my grandchildren have

one,”



