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OUR CURBSTONE FROM VILLAGE TO CITY.
** ! ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo'

jfMT/m °T quite for a holiday, nor 
ifyet was it on business that I 
f ran down, the other day, to 
I one of the picturesque coun
try villages along the St. 

Lawrence. My reason for going, 
which does not concern the public, 
was equally my reason for remaining 
there a couple of days. I had little, 
or nothing, to do, and being of an 
observant turn of mind, I wlvled a- 
way the hours studying my sur
roundings and the people that mov
ed in them. One thing above all 
others impressed me; it was the quiet 
that reigned on all sides. Even in the 
busiest hour of the day there was a 
species of religious tranquility in the 
atmosphere. I sat for a few hours 
in the shade of some huge old trees, 
in front of the pretty square that 
leads to the parish Church. I there 
could see them passing to and fro, 
the young and the old, the gay and 
the pensive; and all saluted the tem
ple, or rather the temple’s Divine 
Inmate, as they went past. None 
were in such a hury that they neg
lected, or forgot that simple act of 
faith and devotion. I saw two chil
dren coming along, playing with a 
hoop and having a jolly, careless 
time of it. They ran about upon 
the green grass, as happy as their 
unburdened years permitted. After 
a time they left their hoop and stick 
on the lawn, joined hands, danced 

the stone steps of the Church,up
paused, as if to collect their thoughts 
at one of the side doors, and then, 
taking off their caps, went in. They 
may have been ten minutes in the 
Church when they came out, ran 
down the steps, picked up their play 
things, and went off. laughing and 
jumping down the dusty road to
wards the wharf. I thought to my
self how happy is yoith, and how 
charming is innocence, and above all 
how admirable the faith and confi
dence of these light-hearted children 
of the poor. I then began to won
der, if, in the years to come, they 
would be as faithful and as thought
ful as they are at present.

Î end shades, its grandeur of sunshine 
and its blueness of surging water, 

j and I was once more back in the 
| city. Within reach of my own fami- 
j liar curbstone again; yet the return 
was marked with a feeling the very 
opposite ofeexaltation. The black
ness of the coal along the wharves, 
the deafening rattle of the drays up
on the cobblestones, the thickness of 
the factory smoke tnat polluted the 
air of heaven, and the odors so dif
ferent from those of meadow and 
stream; were by no means calculated 
to stir my soul with delight. The 
tall, tall houses, and the taller chim
neys; the human ant-hills wherein the 
lives of men and women, and alas! 
of children, are worn ns is i he ma
chinery that they oil and supply; the 
piles of regular brick and mortar and 
stone and cement, within the limits 
of which luxury saps the life-blood 
of a people, or vice underminds the 
constitution of a generation; the 
rucli, the bustle, the dim. the clat
ter; the streams of humanity gushing 
forth from dingy holes and sombre 
surroundings, to concentrate at some 
central point, and to surge upon o- 
vercrowded street cars, to be carried 
to homes where worries and fatigues, 
and sorrows and disappointments a- 
wait them—there, and a score of 
other like objects of observation, 
made the transition from village to 
city too sudden and too upsetting for 
my nerves.

On turning from the contemplation 
of the children I behefd an aged cou
ple coming slowly down the silent, 
■sunny-shady street. They could not 
be under three score and ten; they 
might be both much older. It re
minded me of Burns’ admirable dit
ty: “John Anderson, my Jo, John/’ 
Tiny may have jogged along through 
life, in the same quiet manner, for 
half a century. They were like 
Holmes’ “Last Leaf upon the Tree,’’ 
or leaves I should say. And they 
;seemed so happy, in the evening of 
life, as its twilight grey gathered a- 
round them. “The Faith in a union 
hereafter” appeared to guide them, 
and to shed the radiance of a golden 
autumnal sun set upon their path. 
They turned there tottering steps to
wards the old Church, and as they 
chatted together, in low tones, they 
they laughed with a light-hearted
ness that the world is fast forgetting 
in our age. They did not dance up 
the steps, nor leave play things on 
the lawn, but they helped each other 
to ascend to the temple, and they 
entered as into a familiar home. In 
there, I thought, they must feel hap
py; for within those walls were they 
both probably baptized; beneath that 
roof they were united in the bonds 
of wedlock; in presence of that altar 
they heard the “Libera” chanted 
over the remains of their youthful 
companions, of their parents, and 
may be their children. Every object 
within that old temple was familiar 
to them during all the long years 
that have gone, and therein they 
could revive memories and associa
tions that the stirring world with
out has long since effaced and dis
pelled. I did not wait to see them 
coming out; I might have had a 
long time to wait; but I loosed a- 
round, I contemplated that link of 
faith that binds the young and the 
old in one holy communion of spir
it, and gazing upon the almost de
serted street, and leaning my ear a- 
gainst the air of heaven to catch the 
inaudible, I felt my lips repeating 
the graphic words of Moore’

In that great city, for I, too, clung 
to the side of a street car, I passed 
churches far more magnificent than 
the temple of worship in yonder vil
lage; but I saw no children leave 
their toys at the doors to go in and 
pray, I saw no aged couples move 

| solemnly up the steps, to enjoy, by 
anticipation that tranquility which 
follows a holy and peaceful life. Chil
dren have no time, on I he st rc.it s of 
the city, to go into churches, “ and 
the aged find more rest and safety on 
their door steps. There is such 
fevered rush on all sides. Electricity 
cannot bear the worker quickly 
enough from the scene of his labor to 
his home. Every moment appears to 
be of the most vitaf importance. No 
person can brook restraint, nor de
lay. The race is on, and if you can
not keep pace with the runners, you 
must fall behind, be knocked down, 
trampled upon by the masses of hu
manity eager for life, for gain, for 
substance.

“And I knew if there’s peace to be 
found in this world,

For the heart that is humble it 
surely is here.”

The hours flew past, and the boat 
whistled. I was awakened from my 
day dream to the reality of my posi
tion. and the necessity of returning 
to the city. An hour on the glori
ous St. Lawrence, with its sights

A black crape hangs upon a door 
as the car rushes along; a white one 
is seen on another door; a solemn 
procession is met, or crossed on the 
way. No one pays any attention. The 
three, or ten, or fifty that during 
the day, have fallen by the wayside 
are not missed.

There is no time for reflec
tion, no leisure for medita
tion, no chance to calculate 
upon the possibilities of 
whose turn may come next. 
Men must live, while life is 
possible; they must make 
money to live; they must 
hustle to make money; they 
must keep going as long as 
the machinery at high pres
sure hangs together — and, 
then, when the breakdown 
comes, they must die—that 
is all about it. Let them 
die! they will not be missed. 
The rush will still go on, 
ever gathering velocity and 
strength. Money will em 
made by others, and squan
dered also; there is a rising 
generation to pour its flood 
into the channel as soon as 
the older one vanishes.

The car passes a theatre door; 
there are hundreds swarming into 
the vestibule. They are not rushing 
after money, as a mere means of 
livelihood; they are rushing to get 
rid of it in the quasi-oblivion of life's 
cares and life’s realitier that an hour 
or two of fictitious existence will af
ford. It is still the rush; be it to 
the office, the workshop, the den of 
iniquity, the banking house, the the
atre, the saloon, or the municipal 
halls. It is still the rush; and an 
hour, a day, a month, a year, or 
perhaps a few years, and the rush 
will have ended for each one of that 
vast throng; but it will be kept up 
by another throng that is coming.

Standing on this curbstone, and

contemplating that > unceasing march 
of struggling humanity, as it hurries 
past, I simply ask myself if tnis be 
life, and if this be living. The chil
dren down in the village have life; 
the aged couple tottering to the 
Church are living, and what is bet
ter, they mean to live on, for all 
eternity; but where is the perpetuity 
of life in the city’s rush4

Treatment of 
Nervous Diseases.

Old-Time
Reminiscences.

By a Special Correspondent.)

A writer in a recent number 

‘Health” says:—

Ninety per cent, of the people we 
meet suffer with some nerve com
plaint or other. Nervousness is the 
national disease and the natural out
come of the strenuous life of to-day.

Are we on the verge of nervous col
lapse? The ever increasing nerve 
foods, nerve medicines, nerve tonics 
and nerve specialists, tell a story ol 
their own.

Diseased nerves, like the Arabian 
Night Demons, are lightning-change 
artists and capable of assuming any 
aspect. Heart disease, consumption, 
asthma, etc. The sufferer pills, doc
tors and doses the organs until they 
are really affected, and produces a 
state of affairs very much like the 
school master who chastised the of
fended instead of the offender. The 
stomach is the cause as well as the 
cure of nerve diseases. It is the man
ufacturing plant that converts the 
raw material into life giving or 
death dealing blood according to its 
own capabilities and the material 
with which it is supplied.

If you are nervous, look to your 
stomach. It is there you will find 
the reason for your mental and phy
sical torture. Your case is neither 
alarming nor incurable! nerve affec
tions never are.

First of all, understand that your 
trouble is purely physical.

Take plain, wholesome food regu
larly in moderate quantities. Over
feeding is over-working the digestive 
organs, under-feeding is far less des
tructive. The half-starved street gam
ins have nerves of steal, and the 
pampered children of plenty—! Eat 
slowly that the saliva may do its 
portion of labor; masticate well that 
the digestive juices may reach every 
particle.

Avoid warm baths, stimulants, 
narcotics and opiates. Worn out 
nerves are very much like fagged 
out horses; the spur will bring seem
ing strength for a short time, but 
ultimate collapse. Spend as much 
time as possible in the sunny out-of- 
doors. (Fresh air is food.) Exer
cise moderately. Every effort after 
fatigue consumes energy.

Sleep nine hours or more out of 
the twenty-four. You can’t sleep? 
Rest. Can't Test? Then get up and 
scrub the kitchen floor, or part of 
it. Scrubbing is fine exercise, for it 
brings into play almost every mus
cle. I am pretty sure you will rest 
and sleep after that. Acquire a hab
it of trying to sleep. It is the most 
effective narcotic. In the long run 
sleep will come.

Most doctors will tell you, “Don’t 
worry.” That is nonsense. Worry 
all you want; you can’t help it. 
When your brain is supplied with 
healthy blood you won’t be able to 
worry. What I do say is: “Do some
thing for some one.” In helping 
others you will forget yourself. For
getting yourself is half the battle. 
The ancient philosopher who came to 
the conclusion, “Dubio, ergo sum,” 
was surely no sufferer from any com
plaint. Nerve sick people are pretty 
sure they exist. Do something for 
some one.

Some weary heart is lonesome in 
the Old People’s Home. The hospital 
children like Jungle Tales on visit
ing days. There is a stray dog on 
the corner; give him a home. The 
companionship will improve you 
both. <,

Drop all unnecessary mental labor. 
Study only your own physical self. 
You will find it a fascinating studi- 
um with occasional surprises.

Eat plain food slowly, regularly, 
moderately. Breathe fr«*sh air at all 
times. Exercise judiciously. Rest 
mentally and physically. Try to

In a few months your brain will be 
clear and tibnses brighten. Perhaps 
your hands will not have ceased to 
tremble, or your face to twich, but 
that will pass, for it is the echo of 

voice that is dead.

Try it. Before the year is out you 
will stand erect, looking the future 
clean in the face with fearless eyes.

It was in January, 18878, that a 
queer adventure fell to my lot. I 
had been in Quebec, and went West 
for the Christmas holidays; but it 
was necessary that I should be back 
in the Ancient Capital for an im
portant examination that was to 
take place on the 12th of January. 
When I reached Montreal on the 
evening of the 10th and proceeded to 
secure a berth in the sleeper, via 
the G. T. R., I discovered that I 
was too late, and would have to 
travel in a first-class car that night. 
The only reason I regretted this was 
on account of the necessity of chang
ing cars at Richmond. This change 
took place about one in the morn
ing; the sleeper went right through 
without any change. At that time 
the North Shore line (now C.P.R.) 
was not completed, so we travelled 
by Grand Trunk to Levis and there 
crossed to Quebec on the ice-boats— 
at best a round-about and not over 
agreeable way.

Since I had to remain atvake until 
after midnight. I resolved to se
cure a quiet corner for myself and 
to utilize my time in reading some 
matter for the examinations that a- 
waited me. I, therefore, resolved 
not to allow myself to be disturbed. 
I got a double seat all to myself, at 
the end of the car, and having a 
light immediately over me, I felt 
that I was in for a good solid night 
of study. “All went merry as a 
marriage bell,” until we were an 
hour away from Montreal. Then a 
lady, possibly between thirty and 
forty, a youthful-looking, yet ma
tronly kind of person, came along 
and took possession of the seat that 
I had turned over and which faced 
me. It was clear that she was bent 
on conversation. She began by in
forming me that she detested night 
travelling, and then by bombarding 
me with so many questions that it 
would have taken me a good hour to 
answer the half of them. I could 
think of no means of silencing her, 
when a bright idea flashed in rny 
mind. Taking a scrap of paper from 
my pocket-book, I wrote upon it: “I 
am deaf and dumb,” and handed it 
to her. She took the paper, read it, 
nodded to me and said: “Ah! I see!”

About half an hour later, as I was 
in the full enjoyment of peace and 
my volume, a young lady, apparent
ly a relative or a very intimate ac
quaintance of my more elderly vis-a- 
vis, came along, and sat down di
rectly in front of me. She began to 
whisper some evidently pleasant 
news to the older lady, but appeared 
to fear that I should hear her. Fin
ally all her hesitation was overcome 
by the first lady saying:

“Oh! Don’t mind him, he is ' deaf 
and dumb, poor fellow.”

The young lady seemed relieved, 
and said, with a side glance at me: 
“Too bad; he is not a bad looking 
chap; what a pity he should be so 
afflicted.”

To this the other replied: “He is 
too much of a ‘sawed-off’ for my 
taste, and besides he has a half-sus
picious look about him. I can tell 
you that I have been studying him 
and I don’t like his looks. He has 
the cut of a pick-pocket, and you'd 
almost swear that he could hear, for 
I noticed him look up suddenly a 
couple of times, as we came to sta-

“Very likely,” said the girl, “that 
he felt the stopping of the train. He 
is certainly an inoffensive looking 
person—possibly he is even well- 
bred.”

“When you are my age, and shall 
have seen as much of the world as 1 
have, my dear, you will not be so 
ready to defend the miserable speci
mens of humanity that we are oblig
ed to rub up against in public.” 
This very comnlimentary remark 
closed all further conversation, as 
far as I was concerned, and l # as 
exceedingly glad, for I found it no 
easy matter to appear entirely obli
vious of what was being said about 
me As the rest of the gossip be
tween the two ladies^did not interest 
or affect me, I had the satisfaction 
of reading for an hour. Final!;iiy 1

sleep. Do something for some one.N^revr tired, the light affected my
eyes, and I laid down my boox and 
partly dozed off. While I was in
this semi-conscious state my ear 
caught the young lady's remark:—

T wonder what that book is he 
has been so attentively reading,” 

'Just shove it over a few inches 
with your too,” sdid the elder on#, 
“and I can get a look at the title 
Page”

I felt that the book was being 
quietly shoved over; then 1 knew 
that the elder one was leaning for
ward and turning it in some way. 
She missed,the title page, evidently, 
and merely got the fly-leaf, on which 
my name was written. At once she 
drew back, and said: “Do you know 
whose name is in that book? you’d 
never guess; it is J. G,’s ( wl)ici, by 
the way are not my real initials).”

“You don’t tell me,” came from 
the young lady, “I often heard Clar
ence speak of him; he is to go up 
for examination with our Willie the 
day after to-morrow. I wonder how 
this chap came by the book.”

“Borrowed it, of course,” said the

“What a pity he can’t speak,” said 
the girl, "I would so much like to 
ask him.”

I was blessing my stars that Î had 
escaped so well, when the conductor, 
or a train-hand passed through the 
car, shouting, “Richmond; fifteen 
minutes for refreshments; change cars 
for Levis, Quebec, and all points 
East on Intercolonial.”

I made up my mind that this 
would be my master-stroke; I never 
pretended to hear the conductor. The 
ladies prepared to go, as they had 
also to change cars. ■

'Let us tell the poor fellow, that 
all passengers for Quebec change 
here,” said the girl.

How can we tell him?” asked the 
other one. But the younger lady 
soon solved that problem. She. took 
out a pencil and wrote on a piece 
of card-board—“If you are going to 
Quebec you change cars here; we go 
to Quebec.” She handed this to me.
1 took it, read it carefully, glanced 
up, bowed and smiled my thanks, 
and got ready to leave the train. 
However, by signs, I made an offer 
to carry the elder lady’s heavy sat
chel: which offer she emphatically de
clined, smiling at me and saying to 
the other, “He may be a sneak thief 
that would clear away with it.”

Had my encounter with the two 
ladies ended here I would have been 
all right; but as luck—and bad luck 
—would have it, we were in seats 
next to each other on the second 
train. This I did not mind, at first, 
for we were not facing each other, 
and I had no need of turning to look 
in their direction. But I could 
hear every word they said, although 
I did not care to hear.

At last I heard ,4.hat which made 
my heart grow small and shrivel up 
in my breast.

“Look, look,” said the younger 
lady, “the conductor on this train 
is Ned Crane; oh, how jolly! I am 
so glad it is he, we all are so fond

I felt as if I were going to sink 
through the floor of the car. Poor 
Ned Crane—God be merciful to his 
good soul—was surely tho favorite of 
all conductors, and just as surely 
was he one of my own most intim
ate friends. Had I had time to re
flect, I might have got up, gone 
down to the other end of the car, 
and there have met Mr. Crane; but, 
when this idea came to me it was al
ready too late. Big as a giant, 
happy as king, cordial to every per
son, with a witty remark or a sym
pathetic word for each one, along 
came Ned Crane—and there was no 
escape. He had to come to me be
fore going to the two ladies. The 
moment he set his eye upon him, he 
roared out, in his rich, inimitable 
brogue, “Hello, J. G., how are you, 
my boy? Put your hand there,” as 
he extended his own large and 
friendly hand to grasp mine. “Go
ing back for the exams, I suppose?” 
was his next remark. I shook my 
head, pretended to make a sign of 
some kind, which he could not un
derstand. The elder lady, leaning 
over*, said “Mr. Crane, that gentle
man is deaf and dumb:” I can never 
forget the combination of sensa
tions, emotions and expressions pro
duced on all the actors in this little 
show, when, in his bewilderment, 
Ned shouted: “The devil, he is! I 
beg your pardon, Madam; but his 
affliction must be both sudden and 
recent, or he belies his reputation.” 
Then, turning to me, he kept right 
on; “What kind of practical joke 
have you been up to this time, J. 
G?”—calling me by name. “ Look 
here; I’ll introduce you to Mrs. L.- 
of Quebec, and her neice, Miss M.— 
of Sillery. Now try to be goon 
friends you three, for J. G. is a 
'broth of a boy,’ and who knows 
what great things may come of a 
chance acquaintance. They say all 
my introductions are lucky ones,” 
and with a merry laugh, a twinkle 
in his eye, and a keen appreciation 
of the ridiculous position he had 
placed one in, Ned went off, leaving 
me to confront the two ladies and 
make the best .J it.

I did not know how to explain • 
r/o more did either of the others 
Ac a result we all throe hurst out 
laughing, and, although none of u- 
ever agaiq alluded to the deaf ana 
dumb phase of the situation, nwm 
before or since did 1 ho lionrtr.y *» 
joy the “wee sma’ hours.”
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Rutter Production Shares 
will pay YOU

100 Per Centum
Annually

for A

lifetime.
Absolutely Sale Investment.

(NO BISK,.
immediately.

WILLIAM F. SHABSW00D,
■«loan Plantation Afm, ' 

180 ST. JAMES STREET

Linen Sheetings continue very popu
lar, judging from the way they are sell
ing. We do not wonder at it. Those 
accustomed to the use of I.inen Bed- 
clothes find it misery to sleep in Cotton.

Lin en Sheetings feel cold after using 
Cotton, but Linen once heated retains 
the heat much better than Cotton. 
Parties who are afraid of the chills iri 
Linen Sheets will soon get accustomed 
to them, because it is only temporary

Linen Is more Cleanly.
Linen Is more Refreshing
Linen Is more durable than 

Cotton,
We carry FOLK 8EFAHATE 

QUALITIES.
We carry SIX DIFFERENT 

WIDTHS.
We carry Linen Pillow Cas

ing In all widths to match onr 
Sheetings.

These Goods are imported direct 
from our own Mills. You buy them 
oa ONE PROFIT. You can be per
fectly sure of the value you receive.

For the Best Value and 
Variety get your 

LIKENS at 
JAS. A. '0GILVÏ & SOI,

St. Catherine and Mountain Stt.

OHUBOH BELLS.

CHURCH BELLS
Chimes and Peals,

aaia.pes.ove.uiTi..
MoSH ANI BELL FOUND*»

MENEBLT BELL GOHFANT
TROY, N.Y., and

ITT BBOADWAT. MW TOBB €11».

■laifictart Siptritr CHURCH BCUL

SAVE Tons B-FTT -A».

! For II ill pound b»»‘

SUPERIOR COURT.
PROVINCE OF QUEBEC, District 

of Montreal. No. 2455. Dame Marie 
Antoinette Froulx, of the Town o 
st. Louis, in the District of Mont
real, wife common as to property o 
Joseph D. de Lamirande, of the 
same place, plaintiff, and the sma 
Joseph D. de Lamirande, defendant.
The plaintiff has, this day, sued n 
husband for separation of proper y 
Montreal, 27th May, 1902. Beaud.n, 
Caitlinal, Lor&nger and St. Genoa , 
attorneys for plaintiff.
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A LITTLE BOY’S
Yfhen winter comes, the 

"Oh, shut the door!” 
As sometimes happens, 1 

They call me back age 
It takes till summer timi 

And then things chang. 
And “Leave it open!” is 

When I go in or out.
I try to be a pleasant b 

And do just as I ough 
When things become so

I wish they might stay

—Lit

ENCOURAGEMENT. — 
little tale with a moral— 
ponder:

Tom was a sturdy litl 
and won most of the race 
cr contests of strength. T 
rious winsome traits he ) 
his way to the heart of 
and dhe was always inti 
his success.

One day arrangements 
made for a foot race. Sc 
were to run, although evei 
sure that Tom would win 

The preliminaries were s 
race started, and the boy 
over the course. Tom led 
free for about half the 
then, to the surprise of 
Johnny began to gain up 
Jim was just behind Jol 
running vigorously. T< 
seemed to grow heavy am 
steadily decreased the dis 
tween them, until finally 
post Tom and, with a sud 
gained the goal fully five 
advance. Jim was close b 
he, too, sped over the line 
ahead of Tom, but enougl 
him second place and to le 
out of the race.

"Why, Tom, what was 1 

ter?” asked the teacher as 
feated boy came toward 
tears streaming down his : 

His only answer was a s 
"Tell me what happened, 
Tom dug his knuckles inti 

to dry his tears and tried t

"I started all right, you 1 
'*Yes, ^pu led them all.” 
"But when I'got half wi 

the boys began to call, 
Johnny, you’re second!’ 
Jim, you’re gaining! ‘ ‘Ru 
ny, run! you’re most up t< 
But nobody said, ‘Go it, 'I 
somehow it got into my 1< 
they wouldn’t go;” and Tor 
ping to the ground in a he 
as though his heart would 

Moral: Many have failed i 
cause there was no one to f 
ft, Tom!”

ST. GALL AND HIS 
a month had passed sir 
visit to the home of m; 
tives, the Barrys’; and 
ping in on them the 01 

was hailed with unusua 
"Welcome back, uncle 

Bride. "You have beco 
stranger that we were 
despair of seeing you a 
"‘Good evening; uncle!1 

*‘I hope you have quite 
tedious and painful bu 
the dentist.”

Hello, Untie Aus 
Frankie, who entered at 
ture. "How's oor p.

"Well, children, I’m g 
you all again; and parti 
that the dentistry busir 
«plains my prolonged 
°Ter and done with—for 

1 at least- My ‘poor tool 
fe. are not so well as the 
hut are much better tha 

! h^u for the past month 
"Hid it hurt awfully hi 

J «tracted, uncle?”
I . N°’ ^lare; the extrac 

j Pie matter, and pract 
! What did hurt, h< 
i me dentist’s ‘taking i, 
“d ^ecially his fitting 

1 had gone through t 
“rmg ^nt, and sufferec 

I * lcnce* would have s 
client penance. But v

I to b,eeD doin8 with your 
I J And how have my i 
I«ynight stories been re

*J. ««ding Bll~> —v «j, reaoin

I sZ*?' Tme1®* 'Amtt .
I to see us a forth
I SL*0*** or couldn’ 
I but JjLunt Lizzie’


