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Lee, in one of his most 

I feel like Marius 
ruins of Carthage and 
his own' downfall, 
last words I ever heard 
lips bf NÎoe Le*. He .. 
years later; and I fear that, like 
poor Hood, his lifo-eun went down 
under a horizon charged with 

gloom preceding as well as f 
ing its setting.

H
easily
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lives, as the teacher of 
part of the daily life of a parrot 
stined for good society. When 
dreadful task of learning the Ten 
Commandments, the Seven Deadly 
Sins, the Gifts of Jtfie Holy Ghost j be
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monsirative action, no attempt at 
producing effect, nothing theatrical 
about the tone or manner of the old 
man. He simply told, in conversa
tional style, with the least possible 
if | ,xions, the pathetic story of

imagine a greai 
long tne specific advantages 
derived from devout attendance 

ao 1 at Mass, foremost must be placed

head could

and the Eight Beatitudes
complished life held fewer burdens. 
Afterwards, the occasional sermon 
adapted for weak minds, the perfect
ly obvious advice, the elaborate dis- 
ourse on the reconciliation of 

science and religion followed. But 
all this does not arm us to assert 
on all reasonable occasions the
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If any of the readers of this col
umn can remember the old Royal 
Theatre, at the end of the Ctiamp- 
de-Mors, or the old Royal Theatre 
on Wellington street, in Ottawa, 
they may recall the name of "Joe 
Lac; " possibly some of them have 
even heard him in the days of his 
glory. It was in the fifties that Joe 
Lee flourished. He had arrived from 
hie early- triumphs in London with 
his Hamlet, Lear, Shy lock, Othello, 
and Julius Caesar; he created a fur
ore in Canada; his name at once be
came a household word with all fre
quenters of the theatre. It was in 
1870 that I had the privilege of see
ing and hearing, and knowing Joe 
Ley. He was then In his sixty-sixth 
year, and had been about ten years 
retired from the stage and was liv
ing upon an income left him by some 
rich relatives -in England. Canada 
had honored him in the days of his 
girofessional triumphs, and he se
lected Caflada as his home.

In *3 870 Joe Lee was a splendid 
looking man; age had turned his 
long locks to white, but had; not 
bent his frame, nor shaken his step, 
nor dimmed his eye, nor marred his 
voice; he was physically a grand 
specimen of manhood. In nature he 

. was a child—simple, confiding, gen
erous (inti terribly enthusiastic. It 
was at the Grand Hotel, Caledonia 
Springs, that I heard him "read; " 
and I am not likely, for several rea
sons that I shall relate, to ever for
get him, or the night to which 1 
wish to make special reference.

In those days there was no rail- 
wav connecting the Springs with ei
ther Montreal or Ottawa. You went 
by boat, as far as L’Orignal, and 
then over twelve miles of a rough 
road in stages, Gianelli—long known 
as Montreal's leading caterer — had 
charge of the Grand Hotel at the 
Springs. It was then, as to-day, the 
rendez-vous of hundreds of promin
ent citizens from all parts of Can
ada. On the occasion in question 
there were about two hundred and 
fifty guests at the hotel; of the num
ber I can only recall*a few. The De- 
Solas, Cantins, Beaufords and Dav
idsons of Montreal; ex-judge Hon. 
Marcus Doherty was there; Chap- 

Teau-—then in the zenith of his fame 
as a criminal lawyer—had conic up 
that Saturday to spend Sunday; the 

‘late Rev. Father Dawson, D.D., was 
amongst the guests, and it had been 
«arranged that the next day (Sun
day) all the Catholics would drive 
to Vankleek Hill, where Father Daw
son would say Mass for them. That 
Saturday night a grand concert—an 
impromptu affair—was given in the 
large drawing-room. The principal 
feature of the entertainment was to 

‘be a "reading" (tdT'he styled it) by 
^‘Joe Lee." It bad been arranged, 
owing to It being Saturday night, 
that the entertainment would close 
at eleven o’clock. It was half-past 
nine when Mr. Lee's turn came.

■
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I think T can see him before me 
now as he was that night. His heavy 
grey moustache and small white 
goatee reminded me of Marshal Mc
Mahon—who at that very time was 
leaving the barrière de l’Etoile 
his march to the Rhine, on his way 
to Metz and to Sedan, on his road 
to the future Presidency of the 
French Republic. There was some
thing of the same military bearing 
In Lee. The drawing-room had been 
transformed into a concert hall, a 
stage had been run up, a reading- 
stand was placed on it, and there, 
dressed in evening costume, with 
red rose in his button-hole and 
small book in his hand, stood the 
ex-actor Joe Lee.

At that time I was quite young,

Hood's life, miseries and death. We 
knew it was all an introduction to 
the "Dream of Eugene Aram; " but 
it was such a delightfully sad, such 
a touchingly weird dream, that it 
seemed us if he had cost a spell 
over each of us and had sent us off 
into a trance, an opiate slumber 
tilled with visions éo vivid that they 
appeared realities to our senses. The 
very absence of all "acting" proved 
the power of the man, proved what 
a consummate actor he was. He 
made us live with Hood, participate 
in the poet’s hopes and disappoint
ments, smile with him in his mo
ments of laughter-competing wit 
and weep with him in his hours of 
melancholy and misfortune. He made 
us feel as did Hood when he penned 
"The Bridge of Sighs," and " The 
Song of the Shirt; " he made us ex
ult with him when his humorous 
soul would find vent in "Tim Tur
pin," "Faithless Nelly Grey," "A 
Waterloo Ballad," or "A Sailor’s 
Apology for Bow-Legs."

How deep the silence in that large 
drawing-room when the speaker told 
of Hood's poverty, the attachment 
of his lo-ving wife, the long years of 
sickness and constant literary work, 
the puns made and the poems writ
ten between the grasps of suffering 
and the pangs of deprivation, the 
gloom of a mental twilight that 
came over him before the inevitable 
night of the grave. How closely we 
followed as he pictured the occa
sional lucid nyiments, the memories 
then evoked, ' the richness of love 
poured out on children and wife, the 
perpetual presence of that good wo
man at the poet’s side, the closing 
scenes, and the last words ever ut
tered by Hood—"Dying, dying " — 
then 4'The Lord said, ‘Take up thy 
Cross and follow Me.' " We were 
still in this state of mind, feeling 
that it would be a blessed thing if 
the speaker would prolong indefin
itely his story, when he broke the 
spell by raising his right hand (for 
a first time) lifting the index finger, 
as in warning, and changing the 
pitch of his voice, ns if by magic 
and saying : "Listen now to the 
’Dream of Eugene Arum.' ”

CATHOLIC EDITORS
On Man; Themes!

FOR RICH MEN.—The Milwaukee 
‘Citizen" would like to see a change 

in the methods used by millionaires 
disposing of their surplus mil

lions. It says :—
We are going to have mausoleums 

of books in every city and village of 
this free land, and the richly en
dowed rival universities established 
by the Stanfords and the Heorsts. in 
ev<sfy state, will offer bounties to 
get enough students to fill their spa
cious classic halls.

All this will come to pass because 
millionaires, with generous impulses, 
arc restricted by the higher fashions 
of benevolence to the two ways of 
spending their money-rfounding li
braries or endowing colleges. A 
country rich in depots for the circu
lation of popular fiction, or over
stocked with centers for athletic 
meets (and it is no disparagement 
of the library or the college to taen 
tion them by their most popular, 
not by their most important 
tributes), may be far from a hai 
or prosperous nation. Some more 
inventive rich men have tried the 
lilan of erecting model tenements for 
workingmen, or putting up economy 
lodging houses in the crowded cities. 
From the lap of affluence there ore 
millions scattered every year, well 
but not wisely. This great depart
ment of expenditure needs at its ser
vice a bureau of information.

fend ourselves against attacks from 
the outside; but not from the at- 
tajcvs made, from the inside, by our 
own ignorance.

the prime of summer* ’Twas in

An evening calm and cool,
And four-and-twenty happy boys.

Came bounding out of school. 
There were some that ran and some 

that leapt,
Like troutlets in a pool."

It was no longer the narrator, the 
conversationalist, the sympathetic 
•lover of Tom Hood that was before 
vs; it was a tragedian, fired with all 
the enthusiasm of his profession. It 
was magnificent, that weird, sad, 
terrible, blood-cumUing story of the 
schoolmaster of Lynn. On, and on 
through those fearful scenes of mur<*. 
der, of remorse, of terror, of vain 
efforts to hide the evidences of a 
crime, of nature's interference to un
mask the guilty one and make known 
the deed, until, at last
"That very night, while gentle sleep

The urchin eyelids kiss'd,
Two stern-laced men set out from

Thro' the cold and heavy mist; 
And Eugene Aram walk'd between,

With gyves upon his wrist."

When the ‘'reading." was over Lee 
informed us that on Monday night, 
if we so desired, he wouJcT give a 
"reading" from Keats. But, as far 
as we, and Lee, and the hotel, and 
the promised entertainment were 
concerned, no Monday night ever 
came. At twelve that Saturday night 
all the guests had retired. About

DONT'S ABOUT MARRIAGE. 
Under this heading the " Catholic, 
Columbian" says :—

No one should say to young wo
men—"Don’t marry," for marriage 
u^s designed by God. But, while 
willing to marry, they should take 
some precautions justified by experi-

Don’t marry a man just for his 
good fooks ir his fine clothes. If he 
hasn’t a manly character, his exte
rior graces will not keep him from 
being a brute to his wife.

Don't marry through fear of being 
an old maid. Many and many a wo
man has wished to God, when too 
late, that she had remained a maid.

Don’t marry simply for a home. If 
you have no love for the man, you 
sell yourself when you give yourself 
to him in exchange for support. A 
woman should have more self-re
spect. Besides, ns a rule, she had 
better earn her living at the wash- 
tub than enter into the bondage of 
matrimony without affection.

Don’t marry a man who is a drunk
ard to reform him. If he is a slave 
to drink, then in ninety-nine cases 
out of a hundred love will not cure 
him. If it is true fondness, and not 
merely passion, let him before mar
riage put it to the proof that it is 
stronger than the craving for li
quor. If, out of love for you, he 
becomes a total abstainer for five 
years, he con probably be trusted ; 
but even then there is a risk.

Don’t marry too far out of your 
own station ip life. The eagle and 
the çwl were never intended for 
mates. The buzzard and the oriole 
cannot live happily together.

Don't marry, as a rule, against the 
advice of your parents, especially 
when that advice is based on rea
sonable objections.

Don't marry a man who is not a 
Catholic. If you do, the chances arc 
that you will lose your own soul and 
havu to account for the loss of the 
souls of your childreu. Mixed mar
riages are abhorred by the Church.

the forgiveness of sin. Through the 
Holy Sacrifice, the Council of Trent 
assures us that thoee in the state 
of mortal sin obtain the grace and 
gift of penitence; while those who 
are in the state of grace receive an 
augmentation of that grace, with 
the remission of venial sin and of the 

claims of truth: it teaches us to de- | temporal penalty due to sin. Our Di-
f—A •------‘ vine Lord once said to St. Mech-

. tilde "My condescension in the 
, Mass is so great that there is no 
sinner, however guilty, there present 

I to whom I will not gladly grant for
giveness, if only he asks Me for it." 
As for venial sins,’ "they melt away 
at Maes," says Father Cochem, "like 
wax before the fire.” He adds that 
one Mass will do more to pay the 
temporal penalty due to sin than the 
severest penances.

Another notable profit incident to 
our hearing Mass is the practical 
certitude of having our prayers 
heard and granted. St. Francis of 
Sales assures us that prayers offered 
in union with the divine victim have 
an inexpressible power; that favors 
con be secured at the time of Maes 
which can be obtained at no other/ 
Our feeble, nerveless petitions are. 
during the augûst sacrifice, strength
ened by our Saviour's own prayers, 
and His are never offered in vain ; 
for, as St. John Maures us, "the 
Father heareth Him always."
«Apart from the eternal recompense 

gained through hearing Mass by per
sons in a state of grace, untold tem
poral blessings are lavished upon 
all—just and unjust, saints ahd sin
ners—who attend and offer the ador
able sacrifice in unison with tl^ 
priest. They enjoy the special pro
tection of God, they are aided in 
their daily work, and favored with 
an increase of tempo/àl prosperity.

The advantages of attendance at 
Moss arc, in a word, so immense in 
worth and countless in number that 
it must ever remain a matter of as
tonishment to the angels and beati
fied saints that so few Catholics, 
comparatively, moke it their con
stant practice daily to visit the al
tar while the redeeming Sacrifice of 
Calvary is being renewed. From no 
other source does grace flow so copi
ously.—A ve Maria.

in the

visit Taun
to come. At

THE IRISH LANGUAGE IN 
AUSTRALIA.

I have more than once mentioned 
the movement that is on foot for the 
revival of the Irish language among 
us. It seems to have really " taken 
on," as people say—men, women and 
children, and especially children, of 
every class, and even of alien creeds 
arc proudly airing the knowledge be
ing rapidly acquired, and in more 
than one Dublin church the Rosary 
is now regularly recited in Irish 
on certain evenings of each week, 
while once again we hear the beau 
tiful old Salutations (now spoken in 
the vernacular) : "The blessing of 
God and the Virgin on thee," "God 
save the," "God bless the work,"

“God speed thee," "God save all 
Lure," etc.

And apropos of these salutations, 
a blind girl lately penned the fol
lowing "because she knew I would 
like it." The lines may touch a ten
der chord in the heart of some exile 
who used to hear the same words 
long, long ago, in the old country :

"GOD SAVE ALL HERB!" 
There is a prayer that’s breathed

In dear old Erin’s-land;
"Tis uttered on the threshold-stone.

With smiles and clasping hand;
And oft, perchance, 'tis murmured

With sigh and falling tear,
The grandest greeting man may 

know—
The prayer “God save all here!"

In other lands they know not well
How priceless is the lore
Old Ireland's cabin door,

That hedges with a sacred spell 
To those it is no empty sound,

Who think, oft with a tear,
Of long-loved mum’ries wreathing

The prayer "God save all here!"

Live qn, O prayer, in Ireland still, 
To bless each threshold true,

The echoes of her homes to fill 
With fervor ever new;

And, guarding with its holy spell 
The soul and conscience clear,

Be graven on each heart os well— 
The prayer "God save all here?"

—M. B. in New Zealand Tablet.

PRIEST SUBS PUBLISHERS.

THE BEST OF GOOD WORKS

and easily impressed, but not more- two o’clock on Sunday morning

IS

than was every person present 
that night. Mr. Lee placed his book 
upon the desk, rested his left elbow 
upon the corner of that kind of 
slanting table, and with his right 
hand in the breast of his coat, he 
beganr-in one of those delightful 
voices that indicate the perfect coiv- 
trol of its owner—to Inform the au
dience that he would try to enter
tain them for a few moments with a 
simple "reading." By the way, there 

no reading at all, for he never 
touched or even glanced at the 
He said that he had sleeted 
entitled "The Dream of Eu- 

Aram,’” by Thomas Hood, but 
to do Justice to 
a duty to do jus- 

*o the

tire broke out in the engine house, 
attached by a wooden structure to 
the hotel; before three o'clock the 
whole building was one mass of 
flames. There were no means of fight
ing the fire, no water supply; v no 
men to use one if it had existedABy 
four o'clock, in the grey dawn of 
Sunday, two hundred and fifty

THE OLD SPIRIT of controversy 
between Catholics and non-Catho- 
lics,' which has died out, had advan
tages, says the " New Century." 
»hnt we now call tolerance 
and charily is metfSîÿ indifference. 
"Jehovah, Jove, or Christ—it is all 
the same to me." says the tolerant 
person.; ""it is all the same to me, so 
that I pay my debts.

When the TIughes-Breckenridge con
troversy was possible,, when the dis
cussion of doctrinal points intensely 
interested thousands, the religious 
sense was in a more healthy state 
than it is now.

Christian morality is dependent on 
Christian dogma. And Christian 
dogma cannot keep its hold on a 
reading, writing, and talking people 
unless it be. explained and defended 
beyond thoee limits laid down in the 
Little Catechism.

The ignorance of the average 
Catholic in this country on points 
of doctrine is amazing, lie does not 
read Catholic books, partly because 
he does not know much about them, 
partly because he understands that

pleasure-seekers sat out in the green , they are not interesting, and partly 
lawn upon the debris of their bag- « because he finds them hard to get. 
gage, and there were not enough of 1 ”e. ha= forgotten most of his Little 
vtflizpH tn «Rk» «h» hoir of * Catechism, and faith with him be-.tages to take the half of them to . comes a blind faith, ready to trem- 
L Orignal, or to any other dIoca fjle in the dark. Sermons at the Low Mass is

Mass, which be attends, are arrang-
ignal, or to any other place 

where thev could find shelter and 
food. The Grand Hotel^-equally as 
grand as the one of to-day— was a 
heap of ruins, and the miracle is 
that no lives were lost.

The best things of life are the 
commonest. Light, air, water, sleep 

|--the real essentials of existence, — 
are at the command of all; and, like 
most commonplace things, ore rare- 
!y appr eciated at their genuine value 
until we have the misfortune to be 
deprived of them for a considerable 
time. Familiarity may not always 
breed contempt, but it invariably 
dulls the edge of our admiration for 
what is inherently admirable. The 
most impressive instance of the su
blime * afforded by the visible, uni
verse—the widest, highest, deepest, 
grandest object in all nature—is the 
firmament; yet how rarely does it 
fill us with that elevated mental 
emotion which we call sublimity!

There is in this respect a close an
alogy between the material and the 
spiritual world. In the supernatural 
as in the natural sphere, the best 
things are within the reach of every
body; and the most magnificent 
works are usually under-estimated 
because of their commonness. A fami
liar instance is the Holy Sacrifice of 
the Mass. The most sublime function 
actually or conceivably, performa bio 
db earth, it is very frequently disre
garded as of insignificant import, 
habitually neglected by thousands 
whose daily attendance thereat 
would occasion them no inconveni
ence worth mentioning.

The souls of the faithful departed 
who are now exposed to the clean
sing flames of purgatory doubtless 
deplore their nonperformance during 
life of many a good work that 
would have cancelled, or at least 
materially lessened, the debt of tem
poral punishment burdened with 
which they appeared before their 
judge when their death-stroke came; 
but it is highly probable that the 
most poignant regret that afflicts 
the majority of them arises from the 
memory of their unpardonable ne
gligence relative to the hearing of 
daily Mass. With the treasury of 
God a graces thrown wide open to 
them every morning of theiv life, 
they passed heedlessly by, disdain
ing to stoop and gather the price
less boons, and now they bewail 
such action as the climax of insen
sate recklessness. ^3

That the devout tiearii

Rev. William J. Donovan, of the 
Church of the Guardian Angel in 
West Twenty-third street. New York, 
has brought an action in the Su
preme Court to recover $50,000 
damages for alleged libel from Mil 
ch^el H. Wiltzius and John La Boule, 
members of the firm of M. H. Wilt
zius & Co., of Milwaukee, publish
ers of the Catholic Directory*

The directory is published in Janu
ary of each year and purports to 
give the names of all priests of the 
Catholic Church in this country, 
Canada and Australia, and their ec
clesiastical positions as determined 
by the authorities of the church. The 
alleged libelotus words, published last 
January, were :

"Absent on leave* William J. Don-

Plaintiff says that when these 
words eue' used regarding a priest 
they are generally understood to 
mean by all priests and communi
cants of the Catholic Church that 
such priest is under ecclesiastical 
censure, without position and in dis
grace with the authorities of the 
Church. It is alleged that it was in
tended to imply by these words that 
the plaintiff was under ecclesiastical 
censure and had been guilty of con
duct unfitting him for the priest
hood. The defence claims that no 
such meaning attaches to the words. 
—Boston Republic.

■ **'• *8,
Gazette,"

Shepherd i 
ton, :
an evening service of the Presbyte 
rian Church of that city recently, 
the Rev. Mr. Carruthers said he had 
been requested to notify his congre-

Sitioei, at the morning service, that 
rs. Margaret L. Shepherd, the*"ex- 

nun," would deliver a lecture on the 
"Confessional" in the Odd Fellows' 
Hail. The notice was sent around to 
the different churches in the city. He 
had not given the notice* out, and 
he only mentioned it now becâuse 
the lecture had been delivered, and 
was a thing of the past. He was. 
lie said, always willing to help„out 
any legitimate enterprise, in a reli- 
girw,,s way, but this ex-nun, Mrs. 
Margaret L. Shepherd, was not en
gaged in anything of that sort. In
stead of giving notice of her lecture 
and requesting his congregation to 
attend it, he felt much more inclin
ed to head a party to hoot the ex
nun, Shepherd, out of the city These 
lectures, he said, were an outrage 
on the moral sense of the communi
ty, Protestant and Catholic alike.

Continuing, the Rev. Mr. Carruth
ers said :

"Would Protestants like to be 
treated the same way? A number of 
Episcopalian and Presbyterian min
isters have gone over to the Catho
lic Church during the last quarter 
of a century. What would we think 
if the Catholics were to bring some 
of these to Taunton to lecture on 

The Morals of Protestant Ladies,' 
and advertise the lecture ‘For Wo
men Only?' or a lecture on * The 
Practices of the Protestant Minis
try,' advertised ‘For Men Only?' 
Would it not be necessary to call 
out the police to keep order? It cer
tainly would. Then this Mrs. Shep
herd resorts to the stale, old trick 
of inviting the bishopti or priests to 
attend her lecture and contradict her 
if they dare. If a Catholic were to 
come to this city denouncing the 
‘immoralities’ of the Protestant 
ministry, and challenging any minis
ter in the place to contradict his 
statements, would any one assume 
they were guilty if they treated him 
with the same silent contempt as 
the priests do the statements of 
Mrs. Shepherd? Surely not. Now, 
these things are understood among 
intelligent people. But what is the 
result among a certain class of those 
who are not so intelligent? In the 
workshops sometimes a man will say 
to bis Catholic fellow-workman, 
‘Why do not your priests come out 
and contradict Mrs. Shepherd? She 
invites them, but they dare not 
come!’ The result is always bad 
feeling and possibly a fight. That's 
what Mrs. Shepherd is here for. She 
is willing to do all that sort of 
thing for 15 cents admission per 
head to hor lectures. Now, as a mat- 
tei of fact, some Catholics in New 
York did cull this Mrs. Shepherd to 
account, and not so long ago. What 
did she do? Stay and answer them ? 
No. She skipped out of the State, 
and has not been seen there as a lec
turer since."

EDUCATION OF WOMEN.

’’’Some people imagine that learned 
women were the product of the nine, 
teenth and twentieth century. St. 
Teresa was a learned woman ; St. 
Catherine of Sienna was one of the 
most leorne ' women of her time; Sir 
Thomas More wrote beautiful Latin 
verses to bis daughter; and the un
happy Mary Queen of Scots had left 
them her lovely and touching verses.
It had always been the tradition of 
the Catholic Church to educate her 
women as well as her men, and there 
was no height of intellectual deve
lopment to which they might carry 
their training that they (the clergy) 
would not assist them, but they 
must make them holy and good. Ask 
any man who looked back to the 
memory of bis mother what he re
spected in her, what was it that 
made her image live for years? Was 
it that she was learned? Was it that 
she was an accomplished and beauti
ful woman^chat shone in the world? 
No; but it was because she was the - 
guardian angel of the house, and 
that what woe holy 
good was 
tefed

CHARITY OF A SPANISH 
PRIEST.

A correspondent of the " New Or
leans Picayune," writing from Puer
to Rico, speaks of the charity of a 
Spanish, priest on the Island as fol
lows :

"A striking case of self-abnegation 
and Christian charity was related to 
me as occurring at Arecibo? Father 
Barrios is the parish priest there. In 
his parish are very many poor peo
ple. The good father holds n levee 
twice a week for the poor people of 
his parish, when they assemble in 
large numbers in front of bis church 
door to receive such alms as may be 
given them: Father Barrios having 
supplied himself with small change, 
gives it out to them until the last 
cent is gone, when hie retires and the 
crowd disperses. He has been known 
to give the clothes off his back to 
supply a poor, ragged being. He has 
also been known to take a book 
from his library_and give it to a 
beggar, telling him to whom to go 
and dispose of it for a little money. 
Father Barrios lives in a little room 
In the rear of bis church in order to 
save expenses, and of the $100 lier 
month allowance he gets he is said 
to give at least 70 per cent, to the 
cause of charity. He is very unos
tentatious in his good works in this 
direction and is universally beloved 
by every one in his perish."

A RBOORD FOR
JOHN FLANAGAN.

World figures for throwing the 10- 
pound hammer from a 9-foot circle 
were made by John Flanagan, of the 

York Athletic Club, at the Six- 
s, held on 
ikl, Flana

gan’s throw was 175 feet 4f inches, 
better than the
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; think it i, !T« Joe Lee, with a

ed to appeal to the uneducated 
the eimple-minded and the average 
American is neither uneducated nor 
Simple-minded. Ther&r
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no doubt I
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