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THE BRITISH WHIG

No Room in
T he Inn.

lvok into * Mary's room." They sxy that
she is mad."”

I did o one day when the farm folkas
were in the hay flelds, sud 1 shall never
forget the scene, In the little room sat
s wretched woman with a thin face, out of
which hope seemed to have gone, her
hands clasped over her knees, her hulr

@““ STAND by the froated
: window. The red light
of early morning is
breaking nerenely
smong the billows of
pearly elouds over the
oold sen. The froat
erystals on the panes
gleamn, and every orys

@@H®
tal is n star.

The world is still. The white streets |
do not yet move with the long l’rmhu?r[y l
processions of the day. 1 love the atill- |
ness, It wasso when the Advent angels |
sang of the birth of our Pesce in the
silence of the march of time,

On the hills in the east the great towers
of the hospital for unhappy minds gleam
like & crown. 1 love to ses them rise in
the widening light, and ulf:wiully when
the bells in the crystal air ring in the |
groen featival of the Nativity. Beautiful |
are the Christmas bells of hospitals — the |
hotels of God., But that hospital ! 1t
rose out of a sympathetic vision of the
Viegin Mother aa she stood before the |
inn and was turned away. “There was |
no room for them in the inn."” .

It is & strange story, reader, that 1 have |
to tell you, but its most remarkable inei
dents are true, and its lesson han ever
haunted me sirce 1 frst heard it in m)|'
boyhood. 1 have often thought that |
would write it out, There were n fow |
storiea that [ used to hear in my old New |
England home that were parbles of life, |
and whose meaning has always followed
me. This in one of them,

I can see it still in memory, that little
red cottage with but one room, under the |
hill. There were iron lars ncross the
wingle window, and the door was alwnys
shut. Bome ealled it the mad-house and
some Gadara. There were many such
houses in New Eugland a hundred years
ago, and a few may still be seen on old |
farma ; for long before Pinel's beautiful |
mission had begun to 61 the world with
ita influence good hearts had sought ways
of being merciful to the insane,

In early New England days people who
becamie dangerous b themselves or to the
community hy resson of disordered intel
lecta were chained to some oak post or
beam in the great family kitchen. 1In the
same provincial times the little family
mad-house began to be eeen here il

there near certain great farm-honses upury
the country roads,  This strange cottage |
hospital usually stood s little apart from
the farm-house, so that the cries awl
irreaponaible monologues of the unhappy
inmates might not be heard Ly the family
and their friends. The iron-gmted win.
dow made hy the blacksmith usually faced
the mun wnd pleas it trees and prospects,
and sometimes the faithful house dog's
kennel was placed hear the barred door,
and the howl of the dog mingled at night
with the helpless human cries.  Tusanity
waa not uneomm n & hundred years sy
in the farming communitiva of the nlqll
New England States, and the vietimn |
were must often found to be patient,
hard - working, care-taking, aympathining
wives amd mothem.  The thoughtful
traveller lovked pitifully from the open
stage window on s homestead with s
eottage hospital in ita airy yard or field,
and prn}-mf to be delivered from loss of
himsell after the manner of the pour
inmate there,

It has gone now, that eottage of sorrow
under the bowery hill ; but thero are
soine places that stamp indelible photo
prajphs upon the I‘:Wntn‘ vision, and | pes
itmtill, It stowud o the edge of & great
meadow, where timothy, cliver, sl
dainiea waved in summer rﬂu- A florml mea, |
where bobolinks toppled in the hroad
June sunshine, amd over which barn
awallows skimmed on irdescent wings in
the long twilights of the hills. The cool |
vrechand rme behind in on the hill, a
region of birds, balms, and bloows in the
May-time, and of idle people about the
quaint cider-mill in the fall. At the
breathlesa summer mid days, when the |
sunlight was a living splendor, the vapreys
wheeled and sereanied in the clear sky |
over the proaperous furmatead.  Poyoml
the meadow waa the family gmveyanl, a |
little pim o of ground enclmed hy »
mosay wall, where were alate colorml
stones, some of them mnew, with clear
Iy chiselled death's heads, and s
mosay and wigmaggy amid sunken graves halfl exposed.  She looked and saw my
and hrierm. young, half territied face, and pose and

The farm house wan lI'I‘I]LIIF,, with open  came nln'll"!rl with halting mtepm, o
doora and  windows in summer, he the window, There was something in
dairy -house joined it, and in it porticu | her eyea that | can never analyse or
well -sevired milk-pans weed to dPy in the explain, Tt secmed aa though some other
san, It wan oalled **The Esquire's " | moul than her own were looking thragh
Squire Martin,  Maywe Martin had lived | thews. She wan oalm for a short time,
there for eighty years. Hia son Jobn amd looked pleased and  kindly, then
now oeeupied it It wan for Juhn's wife, | her eyelida begwn to move nl-hl{ . mid
Mary Martin, that the little cottage | her eyes to kindle with & strange five, and
hospital bad to be built, she meid,

1 weed to look cutiously upon the house | ** Little boy —little boy.”" 1 started
of sorrow amid all these scenea of proa | back, but presently put my face to the
perity an | passed it on m{ way to the  gmting agnin. | nhnlll never forget the
ﬂmlﬂl‘? schonl. It wan ealled * "M‘}"n wthos of her worda, ** You do paty we,
room.” | had often seen an uncertain | don'y yva 17
face at the grated window, and one day | | anawered ** Yea ™ with trembling lips
I said to my seatmate . ** Lot un gosome | " Yeu, Mary, | am sorey for you.’
day when the folks are wot howe amd * Heaven | those who pity such aa
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me ! Her thin face ohanued again,
** Little boy—1 cannot help 1t : 1 ain't
mysell —go away—1 shall fly at yo."

Ad ful lvok settled in her face—na
look ne of something or sumebody else.
| hurried away to the roud. | could not
mleep that night, snd 1 have otten seen
that face in dreama and i the magina-
tions of sleepless nights sinoe then.

The son of the old Esquire John Mar-
tin, died of an epidemio~"* wutumn
fever," na typhoid fever was then ualled,
He was still n young man. His poor wife
war never told "11‘ it, but she died of
emuciation not long afterward, and both
were oarried to the family graveyard,
where all of the old fumilies are gathe
at Iast, in the silent farm housshuld of

uncombed and unkempt, and her hosom |

love-conmecrated ground,
Johin Martin was not a olear-sighted

man like his -{h!hu'-r, the Esjuire, and he
left an estatedtivelved in debt, amd this
had to be mold.  The neighbom long re
membered the old countey auction, or
verwue (rvewdue, it was eallvd) when the
o Espuire's effecta were offered for sale
hy the auctioneer and ** hid *' nway,

The hapless couple lef* one child, & little
girl named Mary - Mary Martin,  She
waa & ateange girl from her ehildhoad,
andd her history was a wonder-tale of the
old New Kngland housewives of Aty years
agro.  New  Kngland han few Christ mas
stortes, but thin waa one of the few, and
it wften caused the tears of charity to
How hy the holiday fres of the windy
connta and hills,

In the old neighborhood of ** The Ex
guire s lived seversl familiva of Quaker,
and the doors of their hospitalide hones

red | disciplined heart of IRachel.
run away snd hide for days in & barn loft |
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stood open to orphans, wayfurers, and to
all in need of human pity snd sympathy.

My house is not my own,” said une
of these gm{l Frionds ; it is Heaven's. 1
have no right to close Irl':ly dours on wny
one, All 1 have is the Muster's, as free
ns the earth, the sky, und the air."

It wis to & Quaker wife called Rachel,
u woman with s serene fuce and conse
orated heart, that little Mary Martin, of
her own choiew, went for aympathy snd
shelter,

own mother could have been,
But Mary was s strange child,
eonduct put to a severe test even the well-

Her

or in the wouds, and when severely re-
proved, would declare that she could not

who was as true to her best interests ns hor |

away 80 1 1 do not understand, Am 1 not
good to thee T Could your own mother do
more than I try to do 1"

“ Nu, mother ; you sre good. [ think
that you are as good as God." Rachel
started, with uplifted hands. **But it
rellevesa me here." The girl lifted her

white hands to her head wnd proessed
them aguinst her forehead in the region
of memory and ideality, ** Mother, there
are times when my brain burns ; and then

And here she found s mother | —oh,-mvther—"

“ What, my poor child 1"
YT ean'l remember,”
‘s that why thee staid out nights 1"

‘“ You, mother. 1 forgot. And when
Bhie would | it sll came E:- me 1 was so confused I
|

hated to comp home agsin and find you
sorry. It was all like a dream,”

i {}h" Mﬂ-r}' .

— e —

help doingg as she dil,  Several tinea ake
had been fouwnd going st mightfall W o
the tree tops, weaning to spemd the nyght
with the lunds.  She lwed to be aline
i the woude among strvams em bwedded
in evwslips, hunting bady 'salipporm, or
wisnking hersall an uwnweloome visitor to
neats of jayn or meadow -larks

“ Mary, ' sl Rachel, one day, after
the girl had returned from one of her
wpnhrmgm “what doea make thee act
b L] f h

“1 eant help i, wmother | indesd |

can't. It relievea me to wander in the
npen air,
“ Relievea you ! How, chibd ! Kx

plwin it all toowe. Tdo not want tn be

and. | wish o do just right by thee,
Mary. | dolove thee with all thy strange
ways, Hew does it relieve thee to wander

A\

Mother, trouble dwells in houses
Uit ool doors in God's house,  Tta roof s
gold,  The sun shines vver it by day, and
wtarn b night, aml the elowds sail hy like
angrels carvinges, | have seen the angels
in them. | oan see angels sometinies,
can’t you ! They do not oast & shadow,
I ahall not cast » shadow after the death
comen and takes away my wwak, and T gw
away, | sometimes lomg for the time
when 1 shall wot onst & shadow, 1 do
wow,  You feel my shadow, "

The worids were strange.  Rochel gased
ol the girl with a face fall of anxiety and

apprehension. ' Child, thou art not like
other people. Thy thoughta are not
natural ; they are like waking dreama

Thou dost not see angels. Thy mind s
disordered.

The girl st with staring eyes.

‘* Mary, there is one oure for thee."

“Qure? Oh, mother, what 1 1 will
do nn;thinq."

** It in self-control in thy youth, It ias
to make self-oontrol a life-habit, When
thee wishes to do a thing about which
thou art doubtful, say, 'T’ﬁu' to thyself,
In this way, child, thou canst come to
possess thyself, and this strength will
shield thoe iu time of temptation, and
thou wilt impart it to thy children,."

“Childven ! Oh, mother, such na I
vught never to marry ! "
| ** But thou art becoming a very beauti-
ful girl, Mary. The experience of love
will come, and it will be aweet to thee,
and thou wilt follow ie."

: p‘l'.' But I ought not to follow it, ought

““Yen, if thou wilt gain the habit of
perfect self-control. Buch a loving heart
'an thine would make a home happy if thou
| wilt but learn to govern ll:yulﬁ. A right

pur]l::mu becomes at last s habit of life,

' the habit of life s chiwracter, and character
(in herodity wnd destiny, If thou wilt
fullow my will for two years, I think I
can change in thee thy dangerous tenden-
olea of Iiﬁm, Wilt thou, Mary 1"
| ** Hoaven knows 1 will try. 1 often
| long to become nothing. 1t is 8o difi-
Loult, but "—whe agnin pressed her hand
upop the region of memory and idealit
T will do anything. You will nak l]m]"?”

But, poor girl !  Mother Rachel full
' wick nruf died. The plain Quaker pro-
cession carried her bhody mway to the
little comotery, and stood around her
gravo in silence. Mary heard the clod
| fall from the sexton's spade. A new
' home now awaited her. It was with an
sunt, & good Kpiscopal gentlewoman of

| wonne moans, who lived in the suburbs of &
eoant city,

A new home hrought a nearly complete
chinnge in the strange life of Mary Martin,
The pmst seemed to vanish from her mind

her childhowd among the hills, her
mother's unhappy years, and pious Rach-
ol's oare and counsels,

““1 do not like to think of the life 1 led
there,” she said one day to her aunt, in
answor to some gquestion.. ** 1 only wish
my childhood mny become oblivion.”

- Bhe grew very beautiful in person, and
vory brillisng in mind,  All things in life
scemed clenter to her than to others,

| She beoanme a social leader nmong the

Cyoung, and  was everywhere admired.

| She was sont to a seloot school, and eaxily
led her olassos. Sho waa fond of poetry,
music, and wet, and seemod eiunl to the
mnstery of every polite sccomplishment,

| She was active ns & member of the little
Kpiscupal parish, snd her devotion to the
work of the society entirely won the
hoart of her aunt, who ]i'-'mlynhiﬂﬂ}' fur

' the Church, 8he was gifted with a voice

| for musie, and saw the relation of musio

to the hearta of the people, and bhooame a

meniber of the choir and the looal chorl

miwioty, Kvery featival fur charity fuund
in her & aympathetic soul, an angel of
good will and good works.  Only once

did her old mental malady seem to master

Pher, It was on the Easter morning that

sho wad confirmed as & member of the

Church, h‘Izﬂ good  Bishop, standing

nmid the Asocénsion lilies as the organ was
daying low, waked her to give him her

|ut| naime,  Her mind went from her,

She atoad hefore him dumb for a time,

ad then pressed her hand on her fore.

head and said :

v oannot—uoh, 1 eannot recollect !

The incident passed without much com-
mont an & mere matter of mental con-
furion. The solemn words were said,
and the anthem pealed vut, and when she
wont forth into the April sir the birds
wore aiuging, sud her heart seemed very
lmppy. . 1

No passed three brilliant years. Sho

wan twenty nuw, and the most beautiful
Land accomplished girl in the prosperous
| woaport suburh,  The doors of society
wore all open to hor, and amil thess
| attentions several lovers oame into her
| oxperience, but none of them made any
| deovp impression on her affections,

She was na lovely in life aain person,
Her accomplishnents were at the Jm;umn.l
of any who desired them for any life-

ivhmﬁnnu purpewe | her thlm_ri WAR Ry
| pathetie to sickness, suffering, amd to
| OVOrY form of distreas and sorrow,  The
poor girls of the parish sought her for
their Sunday teacher, and sent her hirth.
I-.ln:r and  holiday gifta,  Wherever she
| wont whe found the world what she made
it by her sympathy —full of mmrhinp,
happiness, smiles and good -will,  Noone
envied her: she felt so much for otherms
aid wan a0 forgetiul of self that her heart
Cavemed to live in other hearts and her
life in other lives, and she formed a
'Iunnhw of soul with all who came under

her influence,
There waa in the choir which she led &

delightful singer whose name was (wen
Marlows. He wasa thoughtful, reserved
younyg wen, gentlemanly and intellectual,
ol & fine face, and everywhere cateemed
for his personal worth. Mary Martin
et him regularly at the choir rehearsals,
and she came to iu-m that he was singu-
larly devoted to hia poor invalid mother,
and thia devotion hia modest reserve
and conseientious singing awakened in her

' heart & strong admimtion for him, which
kindled into love. He returned her al-
fection, each wcknowl the aflinity,
andd each was supremely happy in the
wew relation. The wurld ® A new
ervation to them ; the sun, flowers, birds
all things were new ; life seemed to
lopen o lg.-m ita golden doors. Mary




