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Joshee, graduated from the Women’s Medical College in
Philadelphia, and is now on her way to her native land
to carry healing into the prison homes of her benighted
sisters. Another Hindoo lady has lately given $75,000 to
found a Hall of Residence in Calcutta, for native women,
students of medicine, thus generously aiding Lady Duf-
ferin in her good work. Is ib much then for us to give
our help to those who out of the thick darkness which
surrounds them are thus gmping their way toward the
light

While the practise of the art of healing is work for
which woman is peculiarly well-fitted, still it is no matter
for surprise that, though we have in Ontario two Medical
colleges for women, as yat so few have ventured within
their walls. Their doors were opened so suddenly that
it could not be expected that mauy would be found pre-
pared to embrace the opportullity offered. Besides all
Wwomen are not meant to be doctors.  Parents have some-
times made a mistake when they sent their son to college
and it is just possible to make the same mistake with re-
gard to their daughter.

Though as yet, only a few have seen their way clear to
seek degrees in Arts or Medicine every woman ought to
realize with her whole. heart and soul that she was born
into the world to be useful in some way. Surely ! my
sisters, we dishonour our womanhood when we give our
best thoughts to the trimming of our bonnets, or when
our aims in life rise no higher than to be the most grace-
ful dancer or the best lawn tennis player in our set.  Not
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thus can we ever hope to hear the master’s ““Well done.

To us as well as to our brothers have been entrusted
talents with which we are commanded to trade and for
which we must give an account. True our bodies must
be clothed and our social natures should not be allowed
to starve, but they are not the only parts of our being
requiring food and clothing. “We must keep pleasure
under or it will keep us under.,” How are we to widen
and deepen and strengthen this grand, glorious life of
ours if we feed it only on sweets ? An eminent Christian
lady recently in addressing a large assemblage of women
in London, England, gave expression to a feeling which
Suddens many thoughtful hearts. She said her heart
ached for two classes of women, her poor sisters in
heathen lands and her poor sisters at home, who raised
above the need to toil for their daily bread, fritter away
their days in idle nothings or worse than nothings.

There are many ways in which the sins of the parents
are vented on their children. If parents neglect or refuse
to fit their daughters so that, if need be, they can face the
World in such & manner as to claim therefrom a comfort-
able livelihood, when adverse days come, then will they,
too late, realize their error. How hard the lot of those
Who have been too tenderly cherished and too carefully
kept from a real knowledge of what our life on earth is

.Intended-to be, when compelled to earn their daily bread

n some poor way. Butsome one agks— What can Ilearn
to do? T amn not suited for the work of a doctor ? Very

likely not. It would be a sad state of affaivs if we all
were to become doctors.

We would soon hear a wail of distress not from the sick
but from the hungry. Perhaps, my sister, God has laid
out your work.in the form of many little things which
you are overlooking in your search for something you
think is greater or nobler. Nine out of every ten of us
will most likely have but seldom to go outside the four
walls of our own homes to find our hands full.  Only let
us realize that we, one and all, rich and poor, are called up-
on to be bees not butterflies, and we will find no lack of use-
ful work everywhere around us.  Surely, in this the last
quarter of the nineteenth century it is high time that we,
as Christian women, cease to be ashamed of the example
set us by the carpenter’s son of Nazareth, Far more than
we need the right to cast our votes into the ballot hox,
do we need that our work should be valued by owrselves
as it is in the eyes of God, not for what sort of work it is,
and who it is that does it, but for the manner and spirit in
which it is performed. The right to vote a few men have
it in their power to graut or to withhold, but thig higher
and nobler right is a power within the breast of each one
of us, and asserts itself only by degrees as the eyes of our
understanding open more and more to take in the real
meaning of living. And this thought ought to be a very
serious one to those of us who, having come to the close of
our college life, are to-morrow to be granted the right to
go out and take our stand in the world’s battle field, We
desire to fight hravely and win success ; how hest can we
do this? Hear the voice of a well tried, valiant old
soldier—the hero of a thousand fights— I hegeech you
therefore, brethren, by themercies of God that you present
your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto (God,
which is your reasonable service.” A reasonable service,
“For is he not the King to whom we owe our being #”
None who seck a life of ease or self-indulgence need enlist
under his banner, for his marching orders are “Whag-
soever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might.”
Nor does he promise to pay any of his soldiers with fame
or riches, or earthly honors, though all these things may
be added. Let us listen to this being, Christ Jesus, speak-
ing alike to everyone who enters His service. Hear Hig
gentle voice saying “My peace I give unto you, not as the
world giveth give T unto you.” And again hear his sure
promise ‘' Be thou faithful unto death and I will give thee
a crown of life.” Strengthened then with this peace
which passeth understanding, and inspired by the glorious
hope that lies before us, little matter is it in what part of
the world our lot is cast, or what the kind of work put
jnto our hands to do, we cannot fail of success.

From those whom Wwe are leaving behind us and who
look forward to again returning to these college halls we
would fain keep back that sorrowful word “Farewel],”
We would that we might be always together, This must
not be, but there still remains to us to be treasured in our
hearts happy memories because you have been our fellow-
students. If we would say a word to you that word must



