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worked, but for himself and science, aud thon caine a
day whien the suffering surgeon road bis oivn verdict
in the oye of a celebratod contemporary, whose
opinion hoe eagerly sou-lit for his own juls.

His days were nunibered ; the lieart which hiad so
rarely beaten in sympathy with bis fellow men would
very soon cease its heavy throbs

Thon, as the wolf creepB into bis lair to die alone,
the great surgeon shîut hinseif up in lus ownl apart-
mnent with bis God.

No one wvi1l ever kniow what struggles that lonely
ohlainber witnesied, as the proud mani yielded hiixnself
to the power of the King of Death.

One day the curéS was surprised at recoiving a card
-%ith. these words in Dupuytren's cliaracteristic bîand-
writing:

'Le inedecin a besoin dlu cure," (The physician lias need
o thuý Priest.) «IDupuytRENX"

He quickly obeyed the sunmmons, and only left the
bedside when the liard look hiad passed fromn the sur-
goon's face, the fire froni bis eye, the baud, whlîi for
forty years had se successfully wielded the scalpel,
lay nerveless at lus side, for Dupuytren was with his
Goid.-Binilie Poster-, in .New York Independent.

SLA4N G.

Girls, there is one word I hope noue of yon ever
use. It isto meinexpressibly disg(,ustingI. That word
la " feller." Have beaux, gentleman frieuds aud ad-
inirers, but please dou't have a " feller." I was in
the street-car the other day, wvhen a crowd of brighit
.and pretty school-girîs got in. Tiîey were busily chat-
tering, of course, seerningly regardless of the fact that
all theý said could ha hoard by ev--i.y one in tlîe car.
The subjeet of their conversation was the " fellers."
A spriglitly littie brunette, with her armf nI of most
scholarly looking books, began:

"Oh, 1 had the nicest littie 'feller ' to see me last
niglît !Ho w-as nobby. 1 tell you wliat, almost a
regrular dude !

Nontlîenth !"lisped a little croature, with loveîy
*browu eyes, and lînir to nmatch, " Fred cati beat Iilmi.
.He'tllijutli too lovely for anythîing, and aw fully ricli.
luth fathier ownth, Oh, 1 dou't know iiow inany
bontiioth and ho can thîpeak German equithiteîy !'

",Well, I should srnile if lie didn't," remarked a
taîl blonde, with cyeglasses. " Isn't lus fathier a
Deutsclinian, I'd like to know ? Really, though, lie is
au awfuîîy cute Iittlc darling. Ruis eyes are an en-
.chantiingrs.iade of brown, just the colour of yours, little
l3ess.'

I could tell you the wliole conversation, but I know
you are as sick of it as 1 smn. I took it all downi in
short-haîîd, and arn going to send a copy of it to one
of the crowd, whomn I chîanced to know. Thon there

i sthat word " awfid. " I wish you would, just for curi-

osity, counit liowv many times you hear it used lu one
day. "Isx't the weatlîer atvfuttly hiot?" " The way
it rained last night was perfectly awf ni." " 11Snch an
awfully jolly crowd caine to the fair to-day." " Oh,
dearie nie !what an awvful nice tinie we biad together
the sat night of camp."

1 hîcard these sentences fail lu quick succession
fromn the lips of as charining a girl as 1 evei knew, and
ut renîinded me forcibly of the girl i;.the fairy stûry,
who droppedl frogs and lizards wlicn she spoke. I
know it is uow nearly impossible to give tbe enîphasis
desired to certain expressions by the use of that once
forcible little word , c'very. " To say "it is very warm,"
doesn't baif picture tie intense heat. B3nt isu't it
botter to -ive a false idea of the state of the weatber,
-%viicbi is of small importance, than to give to a
stranger a false estimate of your education and char-
acter by usine th',r, extravagant words-erald and
Presbyter. ___________

THIE PIWPLE'S DAY.

Not with the blare of trtumpets,
Not with the beat of dr"'ns,

iqot with the glare (b" .ûners,
The day of tb- - ople cornes.

It cornes with the thrilling music
Of heart.a that throb in tune

To the r-hythm of bnsy purpose,
And the voice of a priceless boon.

It cornes with a power the grandest
The world lias ever known,

\Vith a rnight that bias vanquished error
And conquered rnanY a tbrone.

It cornes for the toiling lowly,
It cornes for the wealthy throng,

Wlbo rnanfnlly, bravely battle
For the righit against the wrong.

Its dawning may be in darkness,
But if i- be used aright,

It shall close in a flood of glory
And a new awakening light-

A liglit that justice shalh kindlie,
A glory that riglit shall sbed

O'er the wçell-won field of battle
Where injustice lies crnshed and dead.

Not, with the clashing sabre,
Not with the cannorx's roar,

Its victory cornes to, ennoble
The nation from shore to shore.

Its triumphs are won in silence
As solern as aught can be;

Its weapous are ballots net bullets,
Its armies are brave mon free.

Hlarki1 you cau bear it corning!
Prepare ye, ail for the fray 1

Stand firm in the raniks, of dnty
And welcorne the People's Day!1

-Written for Justice.
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