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gix in the morning of &
er day. The lower-
in dismal greymness
ve the bare brown fieds. The
abonm’ rond stiff with the frosts of
Z:: ui;,;ht., stretched a forlorn stre??:-k
of solitude- The dawn seexfned breald-
ing dispiritedly oB the chilly wf;r .
‘ fitful snowilakes, dry, mmu.te
g floated about in the air,
Y ardy forerunners: of a
n::eri::nst::;x._ It was an hO‘llj and
: morning which they best enjoyed
:rho were snugly bestowed in warm
peds, asleel-

The numbing
punctunted

It was
cheerless Decemb
198 sky hung

particles,

dullness of the scene
by one living thing.
ast seventy-five win-
ters {she did not suggest past sum-
waus toiling along the road
slowness. Her burden
of years lent @ jeeble roll 1o heT- ga:it ;
pumoroisly suggestive of a @armer S
A bluck chawl was held tightly ar.
ound her narrow shoulders. A wm‘r(x;
but unsightly quilted hood shcathe.
her head jike @ baby’s cap. From it
4 face peered out, as a
i om its shell.
wzgnztix::?it\';rof the soul in human
: ,ulkd  have found an odd
old faee, of a serener
grace than the senile tenderness
preathed for centuries from th.e stone
gilenus with protective yearning for
the babe in its arms: the beauty to
which the heart quivers. As the fu!.:e
of age hasits last ugliness ﬁ'hen 1.t.
shows the scorings of vice, this
wrinkled visage held the mellowed
‘ of a lifetime .on the

was
An old woman P

mers)
grith resolute

per wrinkle

features W
peauty in that

swectness

heights.
The small sunken black eyes had

the shy softness of a wood violet.
The  thread - like line of the
{hin, lips wns mov-
v obenign. The cheeks dipped
fro:;u the l.)r(m(i high bones into hol-
fows with « like pathetic nccent,

Ier dark brnn?n woollen  skirt
cleared the ground by three or four
stoutly shod

elused

inches, revealing  the
feet. One of the shoes showed a
stall rieut near _the Loe,

eloquent of poverty rather than un-
tidiness, )

The oub wowan's hands were {uck-
el awny heneath her shawl, perhaps
thratwrh the spirit that leads him who
prays to his For the stubby
fitgers were slowly passing one bead
of n wooden rosary

through their calloused lips. From

longtime friction of this kind the
graing had taken on a modest lustre.

Poor oll huands, whose rest was
prayer, {hough cheir labor was &

prayer too. On their backs, in dim

blue ridges, rose the veins, hypocritic-

ally full conduits of the blood that
performued  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
course that winter worning before the
-sun had softened the iron grey sky
to cloudy pearl. They knew nothing
short of a cyclone would prevent

Mother Brennan from journeying each
moriing to the ugly wooden church,
on the outskirts of the village, o full
mile fram her own box eof & house.
KNot a villuger but felt heirtened by

closet,

after another

"her* gweet homely smile of gresting.

Never a smile breathed more dignity,
content and warm  fellowship of
heart. . X

The ravens that brought his loaves
to the I'rophet were not indre regular
than  was the Jone old woman - in
quest of her daily bread ‘the manna of
the Lord, ,

Lone, for Mike Brennan had been
sleeping, tired laborer that he was,
full forty years in 'the small grave-
yard on the slope of the hill, and only

- & few months back had her gently

Streaming eyes seen stout Tom Bren-
nan, her only son, ‘‘and she was a
widow''—lowered to o place by his
father’s side.

It was a pleasant place to sleep,
that sunny slope, when one was to
sleep 50 long, and one felt they, must
sleep in  drenmiess peace who were
Iaid there,

T}w field flowers flecked it with
thclr urtless prettiness jin Spring-
n'me, and in summer the ruminant
kine roved ulong the hilltops above
it, their cumbrously gracious forms a
Dastoralv processional athwart the
kY.  Yes; o sunny tract, one to
charm from out the hearts of the liv-
g any raneor of regret for the deed.

Mother Brennan felt no farther re-
moved from her long dend husband
ﬁ.mn Irom her recently lost son. They
Werc both only over the border line
Iff the two avorlds, and few could
know how close these two worlds
Were to each other for Mother Bren-
fark. Now, especinlly when she was
80 near that border herself, she was
zlem.'er to her dead than to the living
thlce"s. about her; she dwelt more in
Sailr:t:O\[:pm}y'- The Communion of
e fnith.'ls a lively tenet of her sim-
nf"ﬁﬁf fay she arose before the sun,
o er oil lamp, as neat and trimly
prle ) 25 one of the Wise Virging’, then
of pared her simple breakiast; a cup
ercogi:nn.nd al; eut fI;.-Iom the loaf of

making, aving repewed
gfr slender.strength. she %nade' her
oW, loving way to the church,

where, iwith the child-like audacity of
God’s little ones, she held familiar
converse with her Lord.

Through sheer Lumility she wouid
not receive communion except on
Sundays, the TFeast Days of the
Church and the days of St. Michael
the Archangel, Saint Thomas the Ap-
ostle and Saint Rose, the family pat-

rons. Mike and Tom were saints now
themselves, and thongh she never
thought it, so was gshe. Those dear

ones, their address was different from
her own; but hers, like theirs, wag in
the ‘‘Care of God.""

Friends she had on earth as in
heaven. The whole village regarded
her as a homely comfort and an hon-
or rather 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. Tt respond-
2l to 'her constant care by two or
ithrree sumptuous blooms which seem-

Jed to tax its whole system. This was

in the Summer. The Temainder of the
year it pined, a chronic invalid.

Then there was the cat, sleek, de-
murely affectionate and house-loving.
It would curl jtself up on the hearth.
when Mother Brennan went to church
in the morning, and would come to
greet her with a tremendous miaow
on her return, arching its back caress-
ingly against the brown woolen
skirt, though it was cool! from  the
morning. air, and Bethlchemn loved
warmth with her whole soul.

For Mother Brennan had named it
Bethlehem. It had not  seemed quite
right 10 call it after one of the Saints
and yet she wished it to bear i holy
name. There was an advantage in it
she had not fareseen; for it was so
long and said itsel so slowly that it
was like having a little talk with the
petted thing to call it by its name.
The soit grey creature answered to
it with sweet sitnplicity and no more
abashedness than if it were Jessa.
mine or Mehitabel.

But Alother Brennan loved it rdear-
I¥. For Tom had brought Bethlehem
in one evening, n small, wild-eyed
mop of stringy  fur. lle had plucked
it drom the mill-pond,  where siall
boys had thrown her, not throngh a
liudable Mathusian view of Kkittens,
but merely in exuberance of innoceut
cruelty.

When Tom's stout hand had placed

the damp, rattled waif upon  the
sanded floor, it had worked to its
feet, raised its head and recarded

Mother Breanan  with wide, arraign-
ing eves. Then with desp convietion
it tottered 1oward her, doling ont a
feehle yowl. A mere  fraction  of
such connnending things would have
won her hospitable welcowe.,  Beth-
Ichem always  reminded the old lady
of the sweet heartedness of her big,
powerful son. who could never see a
wenk thing ill-used. Many o yrayer
had Mother Brennan breathed with
deepest devotion for Tom's dear soul,
at sight of Bethlehem dreaming in
homely comfort on the hearth, & pur-
ring coil of contentedness, ’

One other obitet, dear to her old
heart, she cherished with some spir-
itual reserve because its uppeal was
only human and roused reflections
the good soul viewed askance in that
they +were tinged with melanchaly.
One who is a friend of God should
not be a 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

Tom had gone from her. This quali-
fied object of Mother Brennan's affect-
jon was a pot of Shamrock, grown
from a tiny sprig Father Downes had
brought back to her from her native
Limerick. T.ike that little plant, she
had been uprooted from the land of
her birth., Tnlike it, she had ng one
to core for her.

Other loved objects, partly of heav-
en and partly of earth, were the
beautiful things of the bright world
that surrounded her. The broad
tranguil mill-stream in  {ront of her
small house,.. which the sun stroked
with lambent touches and into which
the wild swallows would dip*ia their
heedless haste, and then dash away;
the willows, that stretched their
tenderest wands of palest yellow
ahove the mirroring water, and when
the wind ruffied them turned the sil-
ver underside of their lanceate deaves,
as ifpaling at thethought of o storm;
the broad sweep of meadow, spark-
ing gaily with dewdrops jn the Sum-
mer mornings, soft in soothing green
after 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 day, and the fan-
tastic clouds, snowy, pearly, rosy,
which God let play in His heaven;
the stors that blazed in glittering
confusion in the night’s dome of blue
pach of which answered to God from
just that spot where he had set  it—
these were oll 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 lute
she ought to provide for herself and
for her later days. Not that they
were weary of supplying her with
things to be knitted or made up: but
they saw that she tcok longer to get
to churchi and that the sturdy, falt-
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

’
Poor in the neightoring town ond be
tenderly looked after ti}l she died,
and with 2 sense of independence
withal.

Mother Brennan, who had ,gone on
in utter truthfulness to God, nuraing
her rose-tree and caring for Bethle-
hem, her soul exhaling an aroma that
sweetened her lone but not lonely life,
lent humble ear to their superior wis-
dom. She-did not want to trouble
any one. She had thought lefore
thet came to pass, the Aagel woald
have called and taken her 1o Alike
and Tow. God knew how willing #he
was to ro. Dut the simple faith t'at
accepted and did not analyze or ve-
bel, or even pray that something 1hat
God wished might be chaaged to
semething that she wished, felt that
dut¥ might point to what 'he neh-
bors urged. She was not insens.ble
to her prowing weakness. She  hud
noted it with inmard joy as a loosen-
ing  of the bonds. But she had wo
right 1o impose hersell  as » burden
uj-on others. She had no wish to.

8¢ the small house where she  had
lived for hall a century, vchere  Tom
had been born and  wuore Mike and

Tom had died, with her quarier gere
of ground, inciuding the forloarn rose,
tree, passed to the factory vuum, who
could hardly wait to tear it dewn,
Her few household goods she gove
10 & poor shoemaker who had matle
shoes for Mike and Tom and ter;
good  shoes, if  they ovore the only
thing she wore out. To bim she ulso
gravely consigned  Bethlehwom . per-
petual trust on his promise tiut the
cherished thing should never “vant «a
home or food.

Then Mother Brennan  rode in the
milkman’s cart ien miles to twn,
the neighbors coming to  the doars
and waving their bands and handker-
chiefs  to ber as the rickety white
horse slowly jogged by the cottages
she bowing simply  aund gravely to
them like an old queen going into ex-
ile.

She endured  her asylum  in the
noigy, ugly city six months without a
murmur of tongie, look or feeling,
not Kknowing
greater headway toward heaven than
ever befure. But ane soft early day
of Spring, a broad sunbeam stole in-
te her rooam, aund the tepid air that
lightly stirred the grey locks on  her
temples smelt of the warm, reselvent
earth. It suid budding willows, the
pecate  of a sunlit  =tream, the elms
waving in a  mist of green avelcome,
the loug sweep of meadows  quicken-
ing to c¢merald life after their Winter
sleep. the mwauntain disn v the azure
distance. Oh, so distant!

A yearning for the soothing touch
of thatold environment, us possess-
ive as Death’ s fingers, Ynd hold  of
Mother  Brennan's  soul. The halmy
Spring, the joyous Sumimer were conl-
ing to the hillocks of her dead,  uand
she would not e pear them.

There was an chhshouse  in her lit-

tie village. She would go there  aud
wait so Jong as God should wiell. 1t
was  His inh, and they would  take
her.

She told the Sisters with slow earn-
estness that she must go baek,  They
had  been goold  and kind, Yes, very.
HBut she was nearer to God  there,
where she had  lived so Jong.  She
knew the pathways better to Him
there.

They strove to dissuade her, strove
innocently, igroruntly, 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 agsk anything
for her keep in the almshouse. She

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 pulsations of her tired
old heart—she said almshouse, she
meant them.

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

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

Never had Spring been so soothing-
1y gentle, never a Summer so bount-
cously sweet. They were as great
flagons brimming w,th Nature's wine,
{from which her weary old body and
grateful young soul cdrew 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 g dumb ~whimper
ol steely ripples, and the blooming
meadow fell into shrivelled brown-
ness before its Winter sleep under
the snow.

Mother Brennan felt the chill of the
dying year like those friends of hers.
The almshouse was not her cosy, if
humble home, seasoned with hallow-
ed memories and brightened by Beth-
lehem's sympathy. The Fall was des-
poiling her as it was ihe other crea-
tures of the dear God, and the com-
ing wrinter forenumbed her brave, re-
signed spirit. She must take ‘ her
heart to what warmed it most, the
Lord in His little Church.

S0 she told the Observer ome 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 Oversecr remonstrated that
the air was too cold for her, the
walk too long. At least she should
have some brend and coffce before go-
ing, and she could not get that before
goven. 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
{t well; she had often done it before.

The gullen dark morning found her

must go there.

that she was making |

{faring slowly over the old fumiliar.‘
road. The chill got into her blood,
but there was something in her heart

that made her inkensible to it as
well as 1o the feeble lagging of  her
feet. The enfolding peace of lher

thoughis surpassed the charming of
the Springtide. Mike and Tom seem-
ed mever too near. As she passed the
graveyard and looked at their 1wo
graves, side by side, a more than
wonted tenderness for her dead made
her poor old eyes grow moist with
unshed tears as she ploddtd on with-
out a pause.

When she got to the dear little
church, with its three or four wor-
shippers, she made her way to a pew
near the sanciuary and sank exhaust-
ed on her knees. When the time for
Communion arrived, a young girl
near her, a  factory hand, marvelled
that she did not rise and go to the
railing. She knew Mother Irennan
well.

Looking at her more closely  she
saw thit her head drooped, that she
was breathing with the fitful respira-
tion of a puunt dog, dremning on the
hearthstone. T.eaning  forward  the
gir] touched her, und as Mother Bren-
nan rouseill herself with conscious  ef-
fort, asked if she did not wish to go
to Communion. The sweet  smile
cawne to the old woman’s  lips,  her
smile of lowly pratitude.

Nhe rose laboriously, and with ten-

acitous  purpose  miade her  lagging
strength bear her to the Connnmunion
racil. When the Priest catue to her,

the venerable old head sank back up-
on her shoulders  as she rit'sed  her
face, that he might plice the saered
particle  upon her tremulous tongue.
Then it slowly bhent in touching dig-
nird of eheisance 1o her laord.  amd
the small hlack figure did not stir,

~Nhe  elur elost ta the Cammnunion
raif, as a ruffied bird sauggles into
sonte  tiny niche in o Cathedral tow-

er, seeking shelter from the seurrying
blast.

The priest had marked the express-
ion of the wan, woru face.  The soul
hitd never stood forth so strongly in
it. When he came down the  altar
steps. at the end of the Mass, he laok-
ed  her again,  keenly.,  Ife nade his
gennflection, walked quickly into the
sacristy, and  having set down the
chalice, took a leather cuse contain-
tagr the Loly Olg from o closet, and
witheut nnvesting hurried back  to

her. (e touched her sloping should-
ors, then gently  riised her head.
Mother Brenwan revived under  his

hand like o Tainting lower, and siow-
v the sunken exes upturned Lo his
with the look of a bahy in their inpo-
cont gare.

Yy oure il Mother Brennanaare you
pot?’ he said in s warn, unetuous
tones. “Would you not like to have
me give yvou the Last Sacrament and
Atsolution Then 1 will  send  you
Powe, or take yn there mysell”

The hony fingers Teehly inerlaeed
themseives and the Jds fell over tne
ditmed eaes jnomeek ascent. Wirlk
Grrht rouch of the Hely Odls the
priest anointed  the eyes, ears, nost-
rils, Jips and hands, these organs of
the senses which Mother Brennan had

never used, save (o get at God  with
through  His vesture  of  the sweirt,
cleatn universe, never  anything b

sweet and clean to her.

Then the weary old head, awith its
teuches  of the conscerating  chrisin,
sunk slawly forward once  again and

th homely little figure became mot-
fonless.  The priest  walked rapidly
buack to the sacristy, returned the

leathern case to  the closet, took off
his  vestments as quickly ashe could
and. in soutane and biretta, returned
to her at once— the shepherd to his
stricken sheep.

Now, Mother Brennan,’”' he said,
with quiet, cheerful tones, “'I will
take you home, Come.'

For the first time in her life, Moth-
er Mirennan paid no heed to the priest.
He placed his hand on the bowed fiz-
ure. There was no movement. Stoop-
ing. he peered into the plucid face,
which seemed to be shyly hiding, us
if with a smile at her own playful-
ness. Mother Brennan had gone homne
by herself.—John J. a Beckelt, in the
Messenger of the Sacred Heart.

COMMERCIAT, HIGH SCHOOI1.S.

The commission of which Dr. Wil-
linm R. Harper, President of the Uni-
versity of Chicago, is chairman, which
has been making a critical enquiry in-
to the school system of Chicago, com-
pared with that of other cities, has
mude an extended report recommend-
ing many changes. Besides recom-
mendations jor changes in regard to
school administration the report ad-
vocates the additional manual train-
ing-schools and commercinl high-
schools, a broadening of the evening
school system, and an improvement
of the teaching force by means of bet-
ter distribution of the funds awvail-
able for salaries.

CHINESE ECONOMICS.

Mr. Robert A. VYerburgh, a rich
Lancashire M. P., and leader of the
sa.called China party in the British
House of Commons, is carrying out
an interesting educational project. He
has provided money to found a pro-
fessorship of Chinese eeonomics  in
one of the great Inglish commercinl
centres, with a view to promote the
success of British traders in the Far
IFast. Manchester and ILondon are
hoth putting forward claims to the
chair, which, however, seeing T.anca-
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 Ottawa “Free Press’ ruises a
very interesting question. It says
that the pmount of {ruit consumed n
Ottawa during the past  year was
three times greater than during  any
preceding year, and that thee  was
also o marked decrease in the  death
rate, from which i1 argues that it is
more than likely that there was o
connection betweenn  the two circum-
stunces, It appears that a number of
prominent local physicians, to whom
the guestion was referred, agree that
the decrease in the death  rate mieht
well be die to the amount of  fruit
canstned.  In these  northern lands
the peoaple are too mich  given to
meat-eatimg, and g1 years the
seateity of fruit due to the transport-
ation faeilities, provided o pood  ex-
cuse for over-indulgence  in aneaf-eat-
ing. Last yvear, however, marhed an
ora in frait impertation, and it is al-
together poasonable to suppose that
the deerease in the death rate imay be
due in part at least, to the inerease
in the constmuption of frui.

There  is an  inchnation in many
familivs  in Montroal,  to introduce
whitt is ealled o day system’ of do-
mestic service. The idea was mooted
in London, Fng., and the newspapers

of thut city have desoted muehr con-
sideration (o the subwet. In France
and Germany the daldy servant is an
established facet.

Many  heads  of  households  with
vmited incomes, would te only oo
thankful to seenre Tl o day the

servives of o really elicient servant,
while (he servant  heeself might be
able to live with her invalid nother
or do the work of her home in the
spare hours.  Others again, with lim-
ited accomodgtion 11 the home, would
be pleased to have servants  sheepiny
away, A owoman writing to an Jng-
lish magazine on this (opic sty s,

RANDOM NOTES
for Busy Households.

of life in general, and her own in par-
ticular. Perhaps she has been huving
a course of the up-to-date novels, and
it has imgpressed her and saddeped
her. In  these novels she has found
the old faghioned way of Jack and
Jill loving each other, having pro-
bably the inevitable ups and downa
of love, which rarely runs smooth.
Love uand marringe, and alb things
pertaining  to  both, are  all turned
topsy-turvy, and the sole interest of
muny of these otherwise wishy-washy
productions Hes in the fuct that they
deat with subjects hitherto left alone
und  shunned by womanly women.
verything goes wrong in books  of
the kind, for no one  loves the right
person whom they could marry, and
they  inevitable  care for the wrong
ane whom they cannot,

In denying an application for a new
trinl Justice MeAdion, of the Supremne
Court, of New York, recently, called
attention to  tht statute  protecting
the privacy of the  sick roont What
vecdrs there, the justice said, physici-
ans themseives should e the last to
divitlre.

The application for q new trinl wog
uude by Dec MeGillicuddy in asuit to
recover 23 885 fromy the estate of
Mrs. Jdana A Dwyer, hnown as  the
Tchess de Castelluc, for profession-

il services. 4 similior cetion, egun
by e, Cewie,  wag  dismissed sgue
Y L]

Justice  AlcAdawm, iy his  apinios;
suid. The lips  of the patient  now
bueingr sealed in death, theplaintiff did
not offer himself as o witness, but at-
towprted to establish his elaim by Dr,
Corto, whe had attended  che patient
daily ax her medical adyiser. The
pluintiif's obvious purpose wns to
have Diee Cerio divulge  information
which  he acquired while preseribing:
for her  professtanadly. The answery
of  tiwe wituess, to be at ali servicos

whle to the  pluintiff, would have to
disclose the ailment avith wh eh * the
pntivnt suffered,  the pature of  {he

treatmenc and the vadue of the plains
LHT'S sers fees,

“This woulid he a bhreach  of econfid-
ence which the statiite was designed

I know of an exceller:t cook, wha
weoeald be only too glud of o daily
place, thonegh  she st be ot home
morning  aud evening, with her ol
mother, In tite, too, the dopestic
ranks would le pectuitsd by eniny
not willing to entirely give up their
frectdom.  Surely o beginning wizht
De tadie

We of the “obd sehaol™ have  Jongs

defenceless
-

heet sovrvowiul aver the
stivte of privite Hfe aganst the
vasion ot the world, remarks wowell-
knowrn: contributor to the New Y orl
Paost, [1 has secmed taoas aoeriovesds
loss of sweetness and prace that
1 Nentint doventees e, wothornt
coremony or prermission, dosieesd n
the pubiie prints, thaer thetr
rouplexions, ther porstizs, awd o ae-
complishments e the  sulgeel nf
anusenent o the world gt larges Tt
hecomnes  intolerable when the story
of their gentle, girhish girhish love af-
firs is used to fengthen the column
nf  Usociety notes,”” without whiel a
newspaper s vinded old

vy

Aress,

esting.

The mere mention
women in paragraphs  solely printed
fur pubhie nse, side by side with  the
recard of crime or the horror of dis-
aster; pushes them into the dusty ar-
ena of the worbit's strife, and chang-
es  their position from the sheltered
pd dwellers in  protecting homes 10
that of amusers of the valgar crowd.

Oh! for some power to  rouse in
those who. heing gifted with inlluence
and distinetion, lead the public mnind,
o reviva! of that reverence for the
sanctity of home that should cover
its joys and sorrows with the shiclds
of reticence and self-respeet. Surely
there must be some way to find pro-
tection for what is dearer thun life
to any man oOr woman, and to pres-
erve young lives from being subjecto_d

of the names af

to siuch lowering diseussion. g it
inevitable that henceforth a man’s
roof must lack protection to  those

who dwell heneath it? Because the
populace like true stories of real lives
are we obliged 1o afford them nmuse-
ment?

Somewhere down deep there must
exist both a lack of reverence for the
sanctity of family life and an indif-
ference to  what makes o home, or
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 wf greatness. And if this be true
of any of us, we have found a root
hard to erndicate. 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’’ (') 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 .gent]e—
gent,ewomen, and give re-

men agnd r
fuge to those whose lives are too sii-
cerely simple to make food for sensn-

tion!

Gioom, dJdespoudency about every
thing, and a pessimistic view oi: all
things, says a writer in an American
Magazine, are the {ashion with a cer-
tain set of people, who unfortunately
do not keep the disecase to themselves
—for it is mental malady—but com-
rmunicate it to others, and rather en-
joy doing so. That is, of course, if
they can enjoy anything.

Now thig state of things is evil, and
it shoult. he fought against when it
exisls in a home, ousted from it if
possible, and, above all, warded off
by prevention. | e

To glorily gloom and invest itwith
charm is very objectionable, particul-
arly if in many cases it is discovered
what the gloominess is about.

Your bright-natured daughter gets

despondant, and takes a dismal view

and uninter- 1

to puthe inviolate, "I'o bring the easo
withing the statwte is suflicient that
iephy siciun attended as such, and ob-
tinned anformation in that capacity.

“The  statine was ol passed fou
the preevinary benetit of the medicad
fratermty, bt to silence 18 voico

and i ananner protect those teehing
tedical assistanee, by l'\vll'l(iii.q.J eh-
ity whiicrh iy a%end the sehasitive-
hess of The livang, or refleet,  in Tho
sigh test on the pmaory of the dead,
X fhrow the mantle of char-
L1y over the sick and unfortunate,
ardd, o he sione tie elevate e
niedicad practitioner to o the  high
plane with the elergy el the oot
Sanmritan Teaving himn to protest his
[ fees aecording ta professional ethies,
~o long as e does not infringe on
P the humanttarian sentiment. simbraced
Cin the statutory prohibition. Tt s o
Cheneiicient statute, elearly indicating
the polics of the state. 1t should not
he impuntred, bul preserved in itg in-
tegrty according to its manifest spig-
it and purpose,”

was la

THE RIGHT KIND
OF BOY ORATOR,

—

The Hon. Albert J. DBeveridge, who

haw just been selected a Senatos iR
Congress from Indiana, is a fing  eo¥
aniple of the sucecess that is in the

reach of every dimerican who deserves
it by working for it, Mr, Bevpridge,
whoe is only  thirty-five, was born in
Ohio  with a avooden spoon in his
mouth. Iis people moved to Tlincis
in the hope of finding tortune Kinder.
At twelve years he was pepging away
on the furin. At fourteen he was
working on a railroad. Working,
mind you, and not shirkihg ahd im-
agining himself to be a blighted: heing
ruined by corporations. Graduated
from the railroad he becrme.a team-
ster. At sixteen he was boss of o
{umber ecamp. Studying in such’times
and with such means-as he could get,
he fitted himself for the De-Pauw Un-~
iversity, where he worked to support
himself. He overdid it a little, so he
went west  and took up cow  punche
ing. Then he went to Indianapolis
and studied law. ‘He picked up a
good practice easily, and now heis o
United States Senutor at ihirty-five.

He was a boy orator at eollege, and

he won cash prizes that he needed.
But he is not a boy, orator now. He
has not remained a permanent boy

orator. He has not devoted himself
to wandering about the country, ab-
using a great part of the citizens,
windily proclaimming that there is ne
chance for poor folks and making o
living by speeches that go to  show
that yvou eannat make s living on nc-
count of the ‘‘wrongg' and ‘‘Ooppross.

ions'' of the rich. He has bcen a
good stump speaker, but his best
si*cech in his life, the resolute gand

strenuous labor  which conquers diffi-
culty and ill fortune, If he had spent
hix  time in envying and denouncing
the prosperous, he would never have
made himself prosperous.

To the numerous persons who be-
lieve that eruclations against the
gold-standard and the trusts are a
sufficient substiitute for a day’s work
we commend the history of Albert J,
Beveridge, —~New York Sun.

Poetry is the morning dream of
great minds. .

The excellence of poetry is ruined
by impiety. . .




