
SURSE AND PATIENT

Religion of Humanity is thin stuff for women,

whose souls ask for something -more substantial

upon which to feed.

There is no higher mission in this life than

nursing God's poor. In so doing a wonan may

not reach the ideals of her soul; she may fall far

short of the ideals of her head, but she will go far

to satiate those longings of the heart from which

no woman can escape. Romola, the student, help-

ing her blind father, and full of the pride of learn-

ing, we admire; Romola, the devotee, carrying in

her withered heart woman's heaviest disappoint-

ment, we pity; Romola, the nurse, doing noble

deeds amid the pestilence, rescuing those who

were ready to perish, we love.

On the stepping-stones of our dead selves we

rise to higher things, and in the inner life the

serene heights are reached only when we die unto

those selfish habits and feelings which absorb so

much of our lives. To each one of us at sorme

time, I suppose, has come the bfessed impulse to

break away from all such ties and follow cher-

ished ideals. Too often it is but a flash of youth,

which darkens down with the growing years.

Though the dream mav never be realized, the

impulse will not have been wholly in vain if it

enables us to look with sympathy upon the more

successful efforts of others. In Institutions the

corroding effect of routine can be withstood only
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