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about m their minds at the moment? They seem to
have no residue of small talk, and are never able to
dismiss a crisis in order to discuss the weather.

This is apropos of a call I received to-day. A
woman had come to deliver her sister's child— sisterm a sanatorium for tuberculosis; we to keep the child
until the mother is cured, though I fear, from what I
hear, that wiU never be. But, anyway, all the arrange-
ments had been made, and the woman had merely to
hand m the little girl and retire. But having a couple
of hours between trains, she intimated a desire to look
about, so I showed her the kindergarten-rooms and the
little crib that Lily will occupy, and our yellow dining-
room, with its frieze of bunnies, in order that she
might report as many cheerful details as possible to
the poor mother. After this, as she seemed tired, I
socially asked her to walk into my parlor and have a
cup of tea. Doctor MacRae, being at hand and in a
hungry mood (a rare state for him; he now conde-
scends to a cup of tea with the officers of this institu-
tion about twice a month), came, too, and we had a lit-
tle party.

The woman seemed to feel that the burden of enter-
tainment rested upon her, and by way of making con-
versation, she told us that her husband had fallen in
love with the girl who sold tickets at a moving-picture
show (a painted, yellow-haired thing who chewed gum
like a cow. "ras her description of the enchantress),
and he spv^nt all of his money on the girl, and never


