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Dr. Johnson, is a wise one, and should be writ
up large over the gates of every Hospital : “Some
people have a foolish way of not minding, or
pretending not to mind, what they eat. For my
part, I mind my belly very studiously and very
carefully, for Ilook upon it that he who does not
mind his belly will hardly mind anything else.”
—— e

PATIENT : “Dr. Smith, who has just left our city, told me
that I was really seriously il.” New Doctor: * O, my dear
Sir, you must not place any reliance on anything that that

man says. T assure you he is not to be trusted.” Patient :
But it was he who recommended you to me.”
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Testimonials from all the principal Hospitals
and Leading Members of the Medical Profession.
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WHERE TO0 GO.

Mr. and Mrs, GERMAN REED'S ENTERTAINMENT.
Under the management of Mr, Alfred German Reed and Mr. Corney
Grain, ‘‘Killiecrumper,” by Malcolm Watson, Music by Edward
Solomon ; followed by Mr.” Corney Grain's New Musical Sketch,
entitled, * The Diary of a Tramp,” ~Monday, Wednesday, Friday, at
Eight ;  Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday, at Thret:.—Sta?ls, bs,, 3s.;
Admission, 2s. and 1s.—8t. George's Hall, Langham Place.

LETTERS FROM LIFE—No. 1.

Nursing Home,
Great Eastern Hospital.

My Dearest Jean,—When I entered Sister’s
little room, she was seated on a woolly mat in
front of a cheerful fire, looking very intently into
its ruddy depths. She invited me to imitate her
example, remarking—

“Isn't fire a sympathetic element? When I
came in here, a few minutes ago, my poor little
fire looked so Jorzely—quite dull and spiritless—
so I gave it a friendly poke, and behold the
immediate response—all flame and sparkle.”

I spread out my chilly fingers in the firelight,
and am surprised at their stiffness.

“Carbolic,” says Sister, significantly—then,
with a sigh—* there are many things I ought to
say to you, and time is short. To begin with,
I am sorry you have been on duty all day before
I have had time to give toyou. One feels a wee
bittie lonesome the first day,”’—smiling at me
out of the corners of her eyes.

“Does one ?” I venture, in a watery voice, two
horrid hot tears trickling down my nose, and
tickling it in 2 most undignified manner. “You
see,” I explain, “I have left Jean and Dad ; and
allthe dogs, and the hills, and the sea "

“ And home,” she interjects. “ Everything is
comprised in that one little word. I once had a
home, but it has now passed to strangers. Nothing
can be more bitter. Once on a time in the
summer, acting quite upon impulse, I slipped
into the train, and got out at our little station,
and walked across the fields to Carstairs. Every
inch of the way was full of memories ; it was
evening by the time I entered the park and
leaned over the gate which divided it from the
garden. All was changed—the great white acacia
tree was gone, the rose porch around the door,
the trellissed vines, the wooden arbours with
their covering of noisette roses, the ivied walls,
all, all gone. From that day my work has had
no rival. My Ward is my home ; humanity its
flowers.

# Nurses as well as patients ?" I inquire.

“ Nurses are the roses,” she answers, smiling.
The queen of the flowers—the thcrns, of course,
must be gently dealt with; but the pruning
process interests me. I have never met an im-
possible woman ; I have the very greatest faith
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