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MONTREAL, JANUARY

14, 1899,

ONE OF THE IINNUMBERED.}

morning of a |.where, .with the child-like audacity of

It. waB gix in the
cheerless Decamber day. The lower-
ing sky hung in dismal greyness
above the bare brown fields, The
country road stiff with the frosts of
the !iight,, streched o forlorn strenk
of solitude. The dawn seemed break-
ing dispiritedly on the chilly world.
A few {fitful spowflakes, dry minute
particles, floated about in the air,
not even hardy {orerunners: of a
cheering storm. It was an hour and
a morning which they best enjoyed
who were snugly bestowed in warm
beds, asleep.

* {fhe numbing «intlness of the scene
was punctuated by one living thing.
An old woman past seventy-five win-

ters (she did not suggest past sum-
mers) was toiling along the road
with resolute showness. Her burden

of years lent a feeble roll to her gait
humorously suggestive of a mariner’s.

A black shawl was held tightly ar.
ound her narrow shoulders. A warm
put unsightly quilted hood sheathed
her head like a baby’s cap. From it
her wrinkled face peered out, asa
walnut might from its shell.

One intuitive of the soul in human
features would have found an odd
peauty in that old face, of a serener
grace than the senile  tenderness
breathed for centuries from the stone
Silenus with protective yearning for
the babe in its arms: the beauty to
which the heart quivers. As the fuce

of age hasits last ugliness when it
shows the scorings of vice, this
awrinkled visage held the mellowed
sweetness of a lifetime on the
heights. )
The small sunken black eyes had
the shy softness of a waod violet.
‘The ithread - like line of the
thin, closed lips was mov-
1y benign. The cheeks dipped

from the broad high bones into hol-
lows with o like pathetic acceut.

Her dark brown woollen skirt
cleared e ground by three or four
reveating  the stoutly shod
feet. One of the shoes
small rent near
eloquent of poverty,
tidiness.

The old woman's hands were tuck-

inches,
showed =a

the Loe,
rather than un-

cd away beneath
through the spirit that leads him who
prays to his closet. For the stubby
fingers ‘'were slowly passing one bead
after another of a wooden rosary
through their calloused 1lips. From
longtime {riction of this kind the
grains had taken on a modest lustre.

Poor old hands, whose rest was
prayer, though their labor was a
prayer too. On their backs, in dim
blue ridges, rose the veins, hypocritic-
ally, full conduits of the blood that
performed its function for the out-
worn body with tepid laggardness.

Had the villagers seen her, this is
what they would have surmised her
hands were doing, as they would also
have known the term of her lonely
coursge that winter morning before the
sun had softened the dron grey sky
to cloudy pearl. They knew mnothing
short of a cyclone would prevent
Mother Brennan from journeying cach
morning to the ugly wooden church,
on the outskirts of the village, a full
mile from her own box of a house.
Not a villager but felt heartened by
her' sweet homely smile of greeting.
Never a smile breathed more dignity,
content and warm  fellowship of
heart.

-'The ravens that’' brought his loaves
to the Yrophet were not more regular
than was the lone old woman in
quest of her daily bread the manna of
the Lord.

I1.one, for Mike Brennan had been

sleeping, tired laborer that he was,
full forty years..in 'the smanll grave-
yerd on the slope of the kill, and only
a few  months back had her gently
streaming eyes seen stout Tom Dren-
nan, her only son, ‘‘and she was a
widow''—lowered 10 & place by his
father's side,

It was a pleasant place to sleep,
that sunny slope, when one was to
sleep so long, and one felt they must
sleep in dreamless peace who were
1ajd. there.

The field flowers flecked it with
their artless prettiness in Spring-
time, and in summer the ruminant
kine toved along the hilltops above
it, their cumnbrously graciovs forms a
‘pastorhl processional athwart the
sky. Yes; a sunny tract, one to
charm from out the hearts of the liv-
ing any rancor of regret for the dead.

Mother Brennan felt no farther re-
moved from her long dead husband
than from her recently lost son. They
were both only over the border line
of the two ,worlds, "and few could
know how close these two worlds
were to each other for Mother Bren-
nan. Now, especially when she was
50 ncar that border herself, she was
nearer to her dead than to the living
ones about her; she dwelt more in
their company. The Communion of
Saints was a lively tenet of her sim-
Ple faith,

_Each day she arose before the sun,
lit her oil lamp, as neat and trimly
kept as one of the Wise Virgins’, then
prepared her simple breakfast; a cup
of coffee and a cut from the loaf of
her own making. Having renewed
her slender strength, she made her
slow, loving way to the church,

her stnwl, perhaps.

«God's little ones, she held familiar
«wonverse with her Lord.

Through sheer humility she would
not receive communion except on
Sundays, the Feast Days ol the
Church and the days of St. Michael
!he Archangel, Saint Thomas the Ap-
gstle and Saint Rose, the family pat-
rons. Mike and Tom were saints now
themselves, and though she never
thought it, so ‘was she. Those dear
ones, their address was different from
her own; but hers, like theirs, was in
the “‘Care of God.”

Friends she had on earth as jn
heaven. The whole village regarded
her as a homely comfort and an hon-
or ruther than as a duty heritage to
the community. Thetender heart and
other ties, not as closeas those which
bound her to the dear Unseen with
Mike and Tom, nor as strong as the
bonds between the good village folk
and herself; yet sweet and soothing.
There was the fragile rose bush, back
of her kitchen window. It respond-
el to her constant care by two or
three sumptuous blooms which seem-
ed to tax its whole system. This was
in the Summer. The reinainder of the
¥ear it pined, a chronic invalid.

Then there was the cat, sleck, de-
murely uffectionate and house-loving.
It would curl itself up on the hearth.
when Mother Brennan went to church
in the morning, and would come to
greet her with a tremendous miaou
on her return, arching its hack caress-

ingly against the brown woclen
skirt, though it was cool from the
morning  air, and Rethlehem loved

warmth with her whole soul.

For Mother Breunan had named it
Bethlechem. It had not seemed (uite
right to call it after one of the Saints
and yet she wished it to bear u holy
name. There wons an advantage in it
she had not foreseen; for it was so
long and said itself so slowly that it
was like having a little talk with the
petted thing to call it by its name.
The soft grey creature answered to
it with sweet simplicity and no more
abashedness than if it were Jessn.
mine or Mehitabel.

But  Mother Brennan loved it dear-
Ir. For Tom had broucht Bethlehem
in one evening, a small, wild-eved
mop of stringy  fur. e had plucked
it from the mill-pond, where smull
boys had thrown her, not through a
lauduble Mathusian view of kittens,
but wnerely in exuberance of  innocent
cruelty.

When Tom's stont hand had placed
the domp, rattled waif upon  the
sanded floor, it had worked to its
feet. raised its head and regarded
Mother Brennan  with wide, arraign-
ing eves. Then xwith deep conviction
it tottered toward her, doling ocut a
feeble yowl. A mere fraction of
such commending things would have
won her hospitable welcome.,  Beth-
lehem always  reminded the old lady
of the sweet heartedness of her big.
powerful son, who could never see a
weak thing ill-used. Many  a prayer
had Mother Brennan breathed with
deepest devotion far Tom's dear soul,

at sight of Bethlehem dreaming in
homely contfort on the hearth. a pur-
ring coil of contentedness. '

One other objtct, dear to her old

heart, she cherished with some spir-
itual reserve because its appeal was
only human and roused reflections
the good soul viewed askance in that
they were tinged with melancholy.
One who is a friend of God should
not be n traitor to Him by any feel-

ing of that kind. Not one drop of
mtlancholy had ever mingled with
her beautiful sorrow that Mike and

Tomn had gone {rom her. This quali-
fied object of Mother Brennan's affect-
ion was a pot of Shamrock, grown
from a tiny sprig Father Nownes had
brought back to her from her native
Limerick. Like that littie plant, she
had been uprooted from the land of
her birth, TUnlike it, she had nc¢ one
1o care for her.

Other loved objects, partly of henv-

e and partly of earth, were the
beautiful things of the bright world
that surrounded her, The broad
tranguil mill-stream in front of her

small house, which the sun stroked
with lambent touches and into which
the wild swallows would dip in their

heedless haste, and then dash away;’

the willows, that stretched their
tenderest wands of palest yellow
above the mirroring water, and when
the wind ruffied them turned the sil-
ver underside of their lanceate dleaves,
as ifpaling at thethought of a storm;
the broad sweep of meadow, spark-
ing gaily with dewdrops in the Sum-
mer mornings, soft in soothing green
nfter sundown, and hushed in white
silence when Winter wrapped it in a
pall of snow; the undulating line of
hills melting into hazy blue against
the distant horizon; the genial bright-

ness of the sun by dav, and the fan-
tastic clouds, snowy, pearly, rosy,
which God let play in His heaven;

the stars that blazed in glittering
confusion in the night’s dome of blue
each of which answered to God from
just that spet wherc he had set  it—
these were all Mother Brennan’s good,
dear friends. She loved-them all, for
they were God's, and so was she, and
kinship is cementing.

But kind, stupid, human friends had
been telling Mother Brennan of late
she ought to provide for herself and
for her Iater days. Not that they
were weary of supplying her with
things to be knitted or made up; but
they saw that she took longer to get
to churchi and that the sturdy, ialt-
ering steps were more faltering, if
still determined. She would need be
cared for at home, how soon none
could tell, nor for how long. There
was no one to give that care.

A factory man wanted her plot of
land. He needed it for business ends.
With the money he would give her
she could comfortably provide a re-
fuge for herself in her last days. She
could go to the Little Sisters of the

\

Paor in the neighhorizgr town and be
tenderly looked after till she died,
anl with a sense of independence
withal.

Mather Brennan, who had gone on
in wmtter truthfulness to God, nursing
her rose-tree and c¢aring for Bethle-
hem, ther soul exhaling an aroma that
sweetened her lone but not lonely life,
lent ‘bumble ear to their superior wis-
dom. Shexdid not want %o trouble
any «ne. She had thought tefore
that eame to pass, the Aacel woald
have ealled and taken Yer 1o Aike
and Toan. God knew how ailling <he
was 1o go. But the simple faith i':at
accepted and did not analyze .r re-
bel, or evien pray that something that
God wished might be changel 10
something that she wished, ({fel! that
duty might point to what :he mugh-
bors urged. She was not insens Hle
to her growing weakness. She  hod
noted it with inmard joy as a loosen-
ing  of the bonds. But she hal  noe
right to impose herself as a burden
upon others. She had a0 ~wish 1o,

So the small house whore she  had
lived for half a century, \v-here Tcm
had been born and  wnere Mikhe and

Tom had died, with her quarier acre
ol ground, inciuding the fortora rose,
tree, passed to the factory umn, who
could hardly wajt to tear it diwn,
Her few household goods she gave
to a poor shoemaker who Lad made
shoes for Mike and Tom oand ler;
good  shoes, if they -“vore the only
thing she wore out. To bim she also
gravely consigned  TBethleivm . por-
petual trust on his promise thutl the
cherished thing should never -vant o
hoeme or food.

Then Mother Brennan  rode n the
milkman’s cart ten 1iles to iown,

the neighbors coming to the /inors
and waving their hands and handker-
chiefs to her as the rickety white
horse slowly jogged by the cottages
she bowing simply and gravely te
then like an old gueen going into ex-
ile.

She endured her asyvlum in the
noisy, ugly city six months without a
mumnur of tongue, look or  feeling,
not Kknowing that she was making
greater headway toward heaven than
ever before. But ane soft early day
of Spring, a broad sunbeam stole in-
to her room. and the tepid air that
lighily stirred the grey locks on  her
temples smelt of the warm, resolvent
earth. It s«id budding willows, the
peace of a sunlit stream, the ehins
wil. g in a st of green awelcome,
the long sweep of meadows  quicken-
ing to emerald life after 1heir Winter
sleep, the mountain dim in the azure
distance. Oh, so distant!

A yearning for the soothing touch
of that inld enviranment, as puksess-
ive ax beath’s fingers, Taid hold ¢l
Mozher Brennan's soul, The balmy
Spring, the joyous Sumner avere ¢0m-
ing to the hillocks of her dead,  and
she would not e near ihem. >

There was an almshouse  in her lit-
tle village. She would go there und

wait so long as God should witl, It
was IHis inn, and they would  take
her.

She told the Sisters with slow carn-
estness that she must go back. They

had  been good and Kind. Yes, very.
But she was nearer 1o God there,
where  she had  lived so Jong.  She
knew the pathways better to 1lim
there.

They strove to dissuade her, strove
innocently, ignorauntly, and in vain.
They told her they could not give her
back the money, for it was gone. She
did not want it. She was glad the
poor old things for whom they cared
should profit by it. She must go
back. They would not ask anything
for her keep in the alimshouse. She
must go there. The graveyard on the
hill, the meadow, the streami the
waving willows. all the beautiful
dear things God had lavished on her,
and which had woven themselves in-
to the slow pulsntions of her tired
olid heart—she snid almshouse, she
meant them.

So they reluctantly let her go. For
her soft, sweet patience was so dif-
ferent from thegquerelcus exactions of
the other old peopie, that the Sisters
loved her. She revived visibly in that
dear home-setting. Poor old womal
in an almshouse; everything about her
was her own. '

A tinge of pink crept into the fine
skin with its myriad wrinkles, like
the reflection .of a rose petal on old
ivory, and the dim, worn eyes had al-
most & glow. ’ :

Never had Spring been so soothing-

ly gentle, never a Summer so bount-.

eously sweet. They were as great
flagons brimming w,th Nature's wine,
from which her weary old body ‘and
grateful  young soul drew gladness
and refreshment. .

Then came the nipping touch of
Autumn. The willow leaves turned
their silver backs upon the harsh air
with artless aversion. The sleepy
stream broke into a dumb ~whimper
of steely ripples, and the blocoming
meadow {fell into shrivelled brown-
ness before its Winter sleep under
the snow.

Mother Brennan felt the chill of the
dying year like those {riends of hers.
The aslmshouse was not her cosy, if
humble home, seasoned with hallow-
ed memories and brightened by DBeth-
lehem's sympathy. The Fall was des-
poiling her as it was the other crea-
tures of the dear God, and the com-
ing winter forenumbed her brave, re-
signed spirit. She must take ' her

heart to what warmed it most, the
Lord in His little Church.

So she told the Observer one day
that she must go to church the fol-

lowing 1morning. It was the anni-
versary of Tom’s death, though she
was characteristically silent about
that. The Overseer remonstrated that
the air was tno cold for her, the
walk too long. At least she should
have some bread and coffce before go-
ing, and she could not get that before
seven. Let her wait till then. No,
she could not. There was only one
Mass and that was at six. She would
go fasting in any case, for she wished
to receive communion, She could do
it well; she had often done it before,

The sullen dark morning found her

faring slowly over the old familiar
road, The chill got into:her blood,

but there was something in her heart

that made her insensible to it us
well as to the feeble lagging of her
feet. The enfolding peace of her

thoughts surpassed the charming of
the Springtide. Mike and Tom seem-
ed mever too near. As she puassed the
graveyurd and locked mt their two
graves, side by side, & more than
wonted tenderness for her dead made
her poor old eyes grow meist with
unshed tears ns she ploddid on with-
out a pause.

When ghe got to the dear little
church, with its three or four wor-
shippers, she made her way 10 a pew
near the sanctuary and sank exhaust-
ed on her knees. \hen the time for
Commnunion arrived, a young girl
near her, a  factory hand, marvelled
that she did not rise and go to the
raiting. She knew Mother Brennan
well.

Looking at her more closely  she
saw that her head drooped, that she
was breathing with the fitful respira-
tion of @ gaunt dog, dreaming on the
hearthstone. Leaning  forward  the
girl touched her, and as Mother Bren-
nan roused herself with conscious ef-
fort, asked if she did not wish to po
to Communion, The sweet smile
came 10 the old woman's  Jips,  ler
smile of Jowly, gratitude,

She rose laboriously. and with ten-
acious  purpose made her (agging
strengrth bear her ¢ the Communian
rail. When the DPriext came to her,
the venerable old head sank back up-
on her shoulders  as she ra‘sed  her
fuce. that he might place the sacred
particle  wpon her tremulous toncue,
Then it slowly bent in touching dig-
nity of obeisance to her Lord, and
the small blaeck figure did not stir.

She  clung clost to the Communion
rail. as a rutled bird snuggles mte
some  1iny niche in o Cathedral tow-

er, seeking shelter {rom the scurrying
blast.

The priest had marked the express-
ion of the ~wan, worn fuce.  The soul
had never stood forth so strongly in
it., When he came down the altar
steps at the end of the Mass, he look-
ed her again, keenly.  He made his
genuflection, walked (uickly into the
sacristy, and  having set down the
chalice, teook @ leather case contain-
ing the Holy (ils frem o closet, and
without unvesting hurried hack  to
her.  He touched her sloping shonld-
ers. then  gently  raised her head.
Mother Brennan revived  under  his
hand like a fainting lower, and slow-
Is  the sunken exes upturncetll o his
with the look of a babsy in their inno-
cenl o mare,

“You're ill, Motlier Brennanaae you

pot?” he sald in his warm, unetious
topes, Would vou nor Like to huve
e wive vou the Tast Saeriaent and
Absolutwen? Then 1 will semd soun

home, or.take voiur there nvselr,

The, bony fingers  feebly interlaced
themsehves and the lids fell over the
dinnned eves in omeek assent. With
Jdght touck of the Toly Oids the
priest anointed the eyves,  ears, nost-
rils, lips and hands, those organs of
the senses which Mother Brennan had
never used, ave to get at God  with
through 1lis vesture of the sweet,
clean universe, never anything o bug
sweet and clean to her.

Then the weary, old head, awith
touches of the cansecrating  chrism.
sunk slowly forward once  again and
the  homely little figure became mot-
ionless.  The priest  walked rupidly
hack to the saermsty, returned  the
leathern case 1o the closet, took off
his  vestments as quickly ashe could
and, in soutane and hiretta, returned

e

to her at once— the shepherd to his
stricken sheep.

Now, AMother Trennan,'' he said,
with quiet, cheerful tones, "1 will
take vou lhome. Came.”’

For the first time in her life, Moth-
er Brennan paid no heed to the priest.
He placed his hand on the howed fiyg-
ure. There was no movement. Stoop-
ing. he peered into the placid face,
which seemed 10 be shyly hiding, as
if with o smile at her own playful-
ness. Mather Brennan had gone home
by herself.—John J. a Beckett, in the
Messenger of the Sacred Heart.

COMMERCIAL HIGH SCHOOLS.

The commission ¢f which Dr. Wil-
liam R. Harper, I’resident of the Uni-
versity of Chicago, is chairman, whieh.
has been making a critical enquiry in-
to the school system of Chicago, com-
pared with that of other cities, has
made an extended report recommend-
ing many changes. Besides recom-
mendations for changes in regard to
schoo! administration the report, nd-
vocates the additional manual train-
ing-schools and  commerciel high-
schools, & broadening of the evening
school svstem, and an improvement
of the teaching force by means of bet-
ter distribution of the funds avail-
able for salaries.

CIINLESE FCONOMICS.

Mr. Robert A. Yerburgh, a rich
Lancashire M. P., and leader of the
so.called China party in the British
Hgouse of Commeons, is cerrying out
an interesting educational project. He
has provided money to found a pro-
fessorship of Chinese economics in
one of the great English commercial
centres, with a view to promote the
success of British traders in the Far
Iinst. Manchester and Iondon are
both putting forward ¢laims to the
chair, which, however, seeing T.ancn-
shire’'s large trade in China, probably
will go to Victoria University, Man-
chester.

There is nothing too little for so
little a creature as man. It is by
studying little things that we attain
the great art ofhaving as little mis-
ery and as much happiness as possi-
ble.—Dr. Johnson.

Poetry is the naked expression of

power and eloquence.

The (ttawa '*Free IPress’™ raises &

very interesting guestion. 1t says
that the winount of fruit consuned n
Ottawe during the past year was
three thines greater than during sHny
preceding year, and that there waos
also a marked decrease jn the death

rate. from which it argues that it is
more than likely that there was @
connection between the two circumn-
stances. It gppears that a number of
prominent loeal physicians, to whom
the question was referred, agree that
the decrease in the death rate mivht
well be due 1o the amount of  fruit
consamed. [n these northern  lands
the people are too much given 10
meat-enting, and i ja. i veurs the
searcity of rfruit due to the transport-
ation fucilities, provided o good  ex-
cuse for over-induigence  in meat-eat-
ing. lLast vear, however, mors ed an
erslin Jeuit importation, wnd i is al-
together reasonable 1o suppose that
the decrease in the deth rate may be
due in part at least, to the jnercease
in the conswnption of fruit,

There i< an  inclination jn many
farities  in Montreal, to  inireduce
what is called o day system”” of do-

mestic service. The plea was meated
in London, Mnrg., and the newspapers
of that city have devoted jnuch con-
sideraition, to the subgect.  In France

and Germany the doly servint s b
established fact.

Many  heads  of housebolds  with
limited incomes, wanlil e only 100
thanhiul to secure half o duy the

services of a really elicient servant,
while the servant  herself might  be
able to Live with her invalid mother
Jdo the work of her home in the
spare hours. Others acain, with lim-
ited accomodation m the home, would
be pleascd (o hutve servants  shoeping
A woman writing tean Fng-

(R4

awuy,
lish magazine on this topic say s,

L know of an  excellent cook, whe
waould he  only  too clud of a daily
plitee, though  she st be at home
morning  wnd evening. with her old
mather, In time, (oo, the doestie
ranhks would be  pecruited by ey
not willing to entirely give ap ther

frecdon,
be ade

Surely a beginning nnght

We ol the “old sehool™™ have lony
been sorrowitl aver the dei neels =8
state of private Hife agaim=t the 1=
vasion v e worhl, remarhs oo owell-
known cortribhator to the New Y orh
Frost. 1o has seenead tous aeogrn Vet
Toss of sawoetness ol proaee that o oY
talr yvotune danghters  are wiihont
CUPFINOLY Or pernassion, deserdi-d e
the pubine prints, therr dress, thelr
complesions, their pursuits, aned ar-
complishments  made the  snbect ol
amusenent (o the world at large. It
beeomes  intolerable when the story

of their gentie. sirhsh girhish love uf-
fuirs 158 nused 1o lengthen  the column
of  'society notes,” without which @
newspaper as called ald and uninter-
esting.,

The meore mention of the names of
women in paragraphs  solely printed
for public use, wxide by side with !
record of crime or the horror of dis-
aster; pushes them into the dusty ar-
ona of the world's sirife, and chang”
es  their position  from the sheltered
ed dwellers in protecting homes 18
that of amusers of the valgar cruwt_l-

Oh! for some power to  rouse mn
thase who. being gifted with influence
and distinetion, lend the public mind,
w reviva! of that reverence for the
sanetity of home that should rover
its joys and sorrows with the shields
of reticence and self-respect.  Surely
there must be some way to find pro-
tection for what is dearer than life
to any man or woman, and to pres-
erve young lives from being subjecte_(l
to such lowering discussion. 1 !t
inevitable that henceforth n  an s
roof must lack protection to those
who dwell beneath it? Because the
populace like true stories of real lives
are we obliged to nfford them amusc-
ment?

Somewhere down deep there must
exist both a lack of reverence for tl_w
sanctity of family life and an indif-
ference to  what makes a home, OT
these things could never be. With all
the rest of the great struggle to live
as kings .and princes do, there must
abide a desire to be 'in the eye of
the public,”” as the phrase goes, and
a belief that in some way it is a tok-
en ©of greatness. And if this be true
of any of us, we have found a root
hard to eradicate. From it will con-
tinue to grow an evil influence which
will touch even the simple lives of
those who give no reason for this
hard treatment except that they are
fair, and bright, and beautiful, When
the few who are notable afford no
“news' (1) the simplest, most mod-
est life must be pressed into the ser-
vice of the ‘*society column.'” May
time develop some way in which to
revive the old traditions of gentle
men and gent,ewomen, and give Te-
fuge to those whose lives are too SII-
cerely simple to meake food for sensa-
tion!

Gloom, despondency about every
thing, and a pessimistic view of all
things, says a writer in an American
Magazine, are the fashion with a cer-
tain set of people, who unfortunately
do not keep the disease to themselves
—for it is mental malady—but com~
municate it to others, and rather en-
joy doing so. That is, of course, if
they can enjoy anything. \

Now this state of things.is evil, and
it shoult be fought against when it
exists in a home, ousted from it if
possible, and, above all, warded off
by prevention. .

To glorify gloom and invest it with
charm is very objectionable, particul-
arly if in many cases it is discovered
what the gloominess is sbout.

Your bright-natured daughter gets
despondent, and takes a dismal view

RANDOM NOTES
FYor Busy Households.

of life in genernl, and her own in par-
ticular. Perhaps she has been having
a course of the up-to-dite novels, und
it has impressed her ﬂ:‘ul Isnddened
&€ hus fvund

her, In  these novels
the old fashioned way of Jack and
Jill loving each other, having  pro-

bably the inevitable ups and downs
of love, which rarely rins smooth.
Love and marringe, and all thinge
pertaining to both, are all turned
topsy-turvy, and the sole interest of
many of these otherwise wishy-washy;
productions lies in the fact that they
denl with subjects hitherto left alono
and  shunned by womanly women,
Evervthing goes wrong in books  of
the kind. for no one  loves the righe
persor whom they could marry, and
they  inevitable vcare for the wrong
one whom they cannot.

————

In denyving an application for o new
trin] Jusiice McAdunn of the Supreine
Court. of New York, rvecently, called
attention to  tht statute  protectings
the privacy of the sick room. What
oveurs there, the justice sitid, physici-
wns themselves <hounld be the last to

divalue.
~The applice
tuade by e
recorer 823,880 from
Mrs. Jane AL Tnwierd hnown as _the
Duchess de Casteltuei, for profession-
al services, A similau? nc‘lmn, begun
by Dir. Cerio, dismissed  somo
RYY) . ) .
Justice MeAdam, i his opinior,
swid: “The lips of the piltlel"\t _now
beinge sealed m death, ll.u_-[llmnlm‘ did
ot offer kimself as o \\l.'ltllt'H.Fl, but at-
tempted to ostahlish his claim by.j)l'1
Ceriv, whe had attended the patient
daily as  her piedical adviser. The
pluiinlil‘['s obvious purpose was .to
dis ulge  information

ation for a new trial was
Aethllicwldy in a suit to
the estate of

Wil

have Dr. Cerio ‘ Lt
which  he aequired while preseribing
for er  professionadly. The answers

oi  the witness, to  be at all service-
able to the  plaintil would have to
Jdiselose the ailment withowhch * tha
pitiont suffered, the nature vf  tha
teeat mene and the value of the pluin-
il 'S services,

“Ihis wonlid be a breach  of confid-
emee which the statute was designed

the |

to mahe mvrolate. T !u‘in.;: 1he case
withing the stapute s suflicient that
a phasican st rendeml s suehs wnd »nh-
I:l:]n“‘{ shformatien 1 that cigrcity.

“Phe stapute was pot ]'il:‘.‘;!'l]lrﬂl]
the pecinrary henetit of the medical
sraternits. bt stlenee s viice
and by manner proteet those teeking
medical sasaslaner, I escloding en-
ey w hiich no 1'\|""1‘|_l|l" Fl"IISJtL'\'t‘—
pess of tie Tivgng. o reflect in tho
an the memory ot the dragty
neantle of ehar-

taer

shightest
It wis ta throsw (he

ity aver the sk and unfortunite,
"lrlnl at the same tine elevate  the
medical  practitionet ta  the high

plerpy and the  good

. plane with the ' KOO
Sanmritan leaving him to protest his

Y ees according to professional ethics,
i

P aa Jong as he does not il\flin,_';!e n;:

: i wntiment embracec
v hmanitaran S nlinn _n :

A prohibition. Tt is a

“in the statutory o A
D henefreicnt starute, clearly indicating

the policy of the opate. It should not
be inpatired, but ;Jr(-s‘vr\'ml ||.: Ii'.‘l 1_n-
teprity according to its manifest spir-

it and purpose.”’

m—

THE RIGHT KN
OF BOY ORATOR,

The Ton. Albert J. Beveridge, who

has just been selected o Senatos  in
Congress from Tudiang, 8 a hpe X~
ample of the success that is in  the

rewch of every janerican who deserves
it by working for it. Mr. }Sevendg_e,
who is aniy thiriy-tive, was bu.rn“{n.
Ohio  with @ avooden  spoon in his
mouth. Iis people moved to ]l_hd ia
in the hope of finding fortune kinder.
At twelve years he wid peEgIng awax)
on the furm. At fourteen he was
working on o railroad. Wprk_igg,
mind you, and notb shlrk'mg‘ anq fm"
arining himself to be a blightedl Betng
ruined by corporations. Graduated
from the railreud he becamne a team-
ster. At sixteen he was boss of a
lumber camp. Qrudying in such times
and with such means as he could get,
he Htted himself for the De Paww Un-
iversity, where he worked ta-suppor¥
himsell. e overdid it a little, so he
went west aud took up cow  punch-
ing. Then he went 0 Indianapolis
and  studied -law. ‘He picked up a
good practice easily, and now he is a
United States Seautor at tlllllrt}‘-ﬂ‘_‘c(rl.
w ‘ , oruotor at college, an
1L e o e ¢ that he needed.

he won cash prize -
But he is not a boy, orator nm:_ . o
has pot remained f permanen oW

He has not devoted himsel@
about the country, ab-
usin a great part of the citinens,
wingily proclaiming that there is ne
chance for poor [0lkS and making =&
living by speeches that go to  show
that you canpot make a living on ac-

the *‘wrongs’’ and ‘'Oppress-
count of th He has been =

arator.
10 wandering

ions” of the rich. C
good stumjp spenkel, but his best
speech  in his life, the resolute and

swhich concuers diffi-
culty and ill fortune. If he had spent
his time in envying and ~denouncing
the prosperous, he would never have

i roius.
made himself prosper )
To the numerous [Ersons who be-

lieve that eructations ugninsﬁt‘ the.
gold-standard and the trusls,me :
sufficient substitute for a day’s wor
we commend the history of Albert Jyu
Beveridge.—New York Sun.
_f
Poetry is the morning dream
great minds.
—____-—__——_:—_'—',_——-——-—-—_——=. .
The excellence of poetry is ruined
by impiety. :

strenuous labor

ol




