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THIS WEEK'S VACANCIES. THE “HOUSE OF LIFE.
ADDRESS, SITUATION, BALARY. | APPLICATION TO . .
| HERE is many a fair house builded,
Barlnhill Hospital, TIx:Tained Night | £24, Létd):lc Stuperin- Its windows wide to the sun,
3y , ng endaent, . . .
Glasgow. e et Its stairways glad with voices,
annly Its life as a house begun.
Binninghum  Midland | Matron. £60. | Secretary, Round its strong foundations vainly
Eye Hospital. ? .
Bristol RO)?al Infiricary. | Two Night Nurses Matron. December’s storms may Sweep ;
B 3o Proba- It hears not the winter tempests
Bythorn, Corbridge-on- T{Iuiﬂe(:‘l Lady Miss Edwards. That hurry across theddebe;1>. i
Tyne. Nurse.
Can%’erbury Nurses' In- | Trained Nurses. Lady Superin- ‘The doo.rs are barred .an olte !
Clst{tute-I . calo | Night & - Mt%;ldent. The windows curtained warm,
helsea Infirmary, Cale | Nigh Superin- | £85. atron. H :
‘Street. ’ tendent. And the happy group in the ingle
Clﬁlo:fi t"g:j:llasg;ow Fever | Probationers. £18. | Matron. Care little for the storm.
Bast Ruffolk Hospital. N( ightl lNurse Matron. Yet, as sunset ﬂ;;lmes and ((iiarkens,
Children’s Beyond the shining sands
Wards), Yy A ’
EssHex ,ttmld Colehester | Trained Nurse. Matron. One recalls a wider ocean
ospital, :
Gafesliond Childron’s | Probationer. Matron. And homes not made with hands.
08p1 . . .
Glanorgan  Iufirmary, | Kight Sister, also | £33, | Matron. The air is sweet with clover ;
o Distri | e e i Af; th land lawn
Leﬁds Dxf;trlcltl gturs%s Trained Nurse. £25. | Superintendent. ar, on tne upla s h’
ome, Love reet,
Monkwearmouth |Trained Nuse. Secretary. The song of peace and of harvest
District and Accident Begins with the misty dawn.
ome. .
National Hospital, | Paying Proba- Wee 21, Lady Superin- Of peace? There 1s siege and tumult,
Queen 8quare, W.C. tioners. pex}'{ tendent. The outposts are slowly won,
‘weex. . . .
Nw_la}néls, Ryde, Isle of Tg.‘ine;l Nurses Matron, Defeat and victory striving,
ight. wo).
Perth Sick Poor Nursing | District  Nurse Secretary, And conquest S.ure,l,y begun' 1
R Association. tal £ \§llliegn€elldent- Sooret Oh, ¢ House of Life " beleaguered !
oya aspital for| Ward Sister. £30, ecretary, 3
Children g}?}l Women, i ThDay wanes, 1and so does hope.
aterloo Bridge Road, ets are risin
8 IEIIe ﬂi.?a % d Jessop| Matron. £50. | Secretary. Te‘hz.cév;l:? tril;nhgioscope g
ospital. o
Stb'th[f{rk'bi E%Ospitlll, Trained Nurse, £25. | Matron.
ity Road, E.C. —
West Coast of Scotland. | Trained District Miss  Guthrie, ‘The great house stands un,Shaken
Nurse, Tiltham, God- The house three centuries old,
alming,
Woodlands, Glusbury, | District Nurse F.E B That faces the storm and the ocean,
Radnorshire, x‘z}ull Cpt;titlcated And the sunset’s purple and gold;
Midwife. . .
W%rkhpuscfAInﬂrmgry Nurses and Mid- Hon. Secretmr)t’;, Nor rot nor worm in its rafters,
ursing Association. wives. 6, Adam Stree H 3 ——
© i d Nor crumbling into decay

Look on Ttug BriguT SIiDE.—It was old Izaak

Walton who said ¢ Every misery that I miss is a
new mercy ”—a saying worthy of the profoundest
philosopher. It is only too true that misfortunes
come to us on wings, but retire with a limping
pace ; and yet one-half the world are ready to
meet calamities half-way, and indirectly to welcome
them. There is scarcely an evil in life that we
cannot double by pondering it; a scratch will
thus become a serious wound, and a slight illness
even be made to end in death by the brooding
apprehensions of the sick; while, on the other
hand, a mind accustomed to look upon the bright
side of all things, will repel the mildew and damp-
ness of care by its genial sunshine, A cheerful
heart paints the world as it sees it, like a sunny
landscape ; the morbid mind depicts it like a
sterile wilderness ; and thus life takes its hues of
light or shade from the character or disposition
upon which it rests.

But the house so sorely beleaguered,
Grows weaker day by day.

There is one who enters unbidden,
W hose welcome is never said,

Who mounts the wide oak stairway,
That sounds not under his tread.

The garrison fail and falter,
The strongest were early slain ;

Defence has been long and bitter—
And bitterest—all in vain.

The vanquished yield in silence,
The enemy saps the wall,

The conqueror stands on the threshold :
Angd Death is lord of all,

—————————

Books, we know, are a substantial world, both
pure and good.— Wordswort/.

MARE the same use of a book that the bee
does of a flower. She steals sweets from it, but
does not injure it.
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