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Anxiously watch declining health of
their diughters.  So many are cut off
by consumption in early years that
there is real cause for anxicty., In
the early stages, when not beyend
the reach of medicine, Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla will restore the quality and
quantity of the blood and thus give
good health. Read the following letter:

“It is but just to write about my
daughter Cora, aged 19. Bhe was com-
pletely run down, declining, had that tired
feeling, and friends said she would not
live over three months. She haed a bad

and nothing see:
I hay

! to do her any good.
pened to read about Hood’s Sarsapa-
1 had her give it a trial, From the
very first dose she began to get better,
After taking a few bottles she was com=
pletely cured and her health has been the
best ever since.”” MRS, ADDIE PECK,
12 Railr ’lace, Amsterdam, N. Y,

“1 will that my mother has not
stated my case in as strong words as I
would have done., Hood's Barsaparilla
has truly cured meand I am now well.”
CorA Prcx, Amsterdam, N, Y.

Be sure to geu Hood’s, because

Iy ’
1000S

~ .
sarsaparilla
Iathe One True Blood Purifier. All dr 3. 81,
repared only by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass,

are purely vegetable, res

l'iﬂﬁd‘fx Pills tubie and vencticial. 25a,
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PETERBORO

BUSINESS COLLEGE.

The attendance at the above-named Institu-
tion is now 100 per cent. in advance of last
year. Thisisowir g to the superior class of
fn,\lrur-mm given under the present manage-
ment, Full particulars in new eirculur—send
for a copy. PRINGLE & McCREA,

929 1 Peterboro, Ont,
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ST JOSEPH'S ACADEMY

St. Albani Street, TORONTO.

COMPLETE ACADEMIC, COLLEGIATE AND
COMMERCIAL COURSE.

In Collegiate Department

Pupils are prepared for University Honors
and Firsy, Second and Third Ciass Certifi-
cates, The number of students who have
succeeded in tuking these honors in past
years testhiy to the thoroughness and eftle-
iency of the work done in the Academy.

In the Commercial Department

Pupils are prepared for Commereial Cer-
tificates awarded by the Education Dept.
avd Commercial Diplomas awarded by the
mmo & Harrison Business College,

In the Academic Department
al attention is pald to the Modern
: er, the Fine Aris, Plain and .l"um-y
Needlework., Inthis department pupils are
prepared for Diplomas and Certificates U{
Music, and Provinctal Art Sehool Teachers
Certificates.

Classes resumed on Monday, Sept. Tth.
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PRAYER BOOKS . . .
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and beautiful assortment of Prayei
Books, ranging in price from 25¢. tc
$4.00, There are amongst the lot some
specially Imported for Presentation
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promptly attended to, We will muﬂ
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MARCELLA GRACE.

By RosaA MULHOLLAND,

CHAPTER XI1X.—CONTINUED.

* Now, I must beg of you not to be
frightened or annoyed at anything I
am going to say to you, Miss O Kelly,”
pursued the visitor, as, having glanced
over a page of his note-bock, he closed
it, keeping his finger in the page, and
looked mildly but firmly at Marcella.
‘If I ask you questions pray believe
that personal inquisitiveness has noth-
ing to do with them. You and I have
both a duty to discharge, and I rely on
you to co operate with me ina matter
of very serious and solemn moment, by
telling me all that you remember bear-
ing on the circumstances which I shall
suggest to you."”

Marcella bowed her head, and for
one moment drooped her eyes, only to
fix them again on his. Her face had
grown sharp and white during the
last few minutes, and only the eyes,
dark, wide awake, and full of intellig-
ence, seemed to liveinit, Lips, brow,
and chin, were set as if in a swoon.

*“1 have addressed you by vour pres
ent name as Miss O'Kelly, but I now
speak to you as Miss Marcella Grace, It
was as Marcella Grace thal you were
concerned in the matter of which I am
now about to question you?”

“There you make a mistake,” said
Mrs, Kilmartin, with an accent of faint
triumph. ‘* She is the daughter of a
cousin of the late Mrs. O'Kelly of Dis-
tresna and Merrion square, Dublin,
Her name never was Grace,

Marcella made no remark, and Mrs,
Kilmartin sank back on her cushions
exhausted.

Mr. O'Malley glanced at her with
sympathy, and then pursued his ex-
amination of Marcella,

““You lived during last January in
the large gable house at the corner of
Weavers' square in the liiberties of
Dublin? You lived there with your
father, who was a weaver of poplin 2"

Marcella’s lips moved in assent.

“You remember the night of the
10th of January.”

““Yes, I remember it well. The
police roused my father and me from
our rest and demanded to scarch the
house. My father was angry, but had
to subinit, because of the Coercion Act
The police searched and went away,
having found nothing they were look
ivg for.”

There was a burning light in her
eyes now, aud the color had come into
her lips again. Her glance h:
flinched as she made her stat

‘“Is that all you remember of the
night of the 10ch of January last. Try
and think about it a little. Did you
not admit any one that night at an un
usual hour?"”

o ‘\"”‘ "

‘‘Indeed ! You are sure of that?
No one knocked at the door as you
were sitting up late at your work and
asked for shelter 2"

“*No one.”

Mr. O'Malley looked at her silently
for a few moments, then said, ‘“ Ah !
and again reflected a little as he knit
his brows over his note-book.

‘“There is a secret closet in that
house in which you were then residing,
Miss O'Kelly,"” he continued presently,
as if he had been quite satisfied on the
other point and had let it go.

" Yo"

“*Yeu did not show it to the police
that night when they were making
their search, nor tell them of its exist-
ence ?"

‘“ NO. "

‘““You were quite sure no one was
hiding in it on that occasion.”

“Yes.”

Mr. ©'Malley made an entry in his
book, and again resumed his questions
as if quite content with the answers he
bad already received.

‘‘ Now, tell me, when did you first
learn that a murder had been com-
mitted on that night of the 10th, not
far from the street in which you
lived 2"

‘* My father told me the next morn-
ing.  We knew nothing of it till he
brought the paper in."”

The terrible questioner closed his
book and leaned back slightly in his
chair, while he fixed his quiet, observ-
ant gaze on those tortured, burning
eyes of hers, and lowered his voice
with a swift glance at the motionless
form of the mother, who lay, whether
listening or not it were hard to tell,
and made no sign as the inquisition
went on.

‘“Now, Miss Grace, I want you to
tell me what was the special occasion
on which you first made the acquaint-
ance of Mr, Bryan Kilmartin ?"

‘1 met him at the St. Patrick’s Ball
at Dublin Castle, where my relative,
Mrs. O'Kelly, introduced me to him.”

‘* And never betore that night ?"

‘‘ Never.”

Mr. O'Malley made no remark, but
sat looking at her with that gentle,
penetrating gaze under which her
heart froze and burned with the pain
of her falsechood. And while he ob-
served her he was thinking :

‘“She lies bravely, but the lie will
destroy her.  When a truthful spirit
consents to falsehood, there is war
between body and soul Even if we
had no case to be completed by her
evidence she must be got to speak the
truth, to save her own life or reason,”

He drew the strap across his note
bock, and took up his gloves as if all
over and he was going, but as he stood
up, hat in hand, he suddenly said :

‘“And are you prepared to swear
that on the night, and in tho hour of
Mr. Ffont's murder you did not admit

Bryan Kilmartin secretly into your |
house, did not listen to his prayer for

shelter, did not hide him in that secret
closet, nor liberate him from it the
next mornjng early, long after the

fruitless visit of the police who were
searching for him? You are prepared
to swear all this if need be ?"

“T am.”

‘““That is all, then. I will not
trouble you with any more questions
for to day. But I must tell you, Miss
Grace, that unpleasant as I fear it will
be to you, you will be summoned
and will be bound to appear on the
trial of Bryan Kilmartin, and you are
expected to give evidence in accord-
ance with the circumstances I have
stated to you, and which are believed
to be facts.”

Marcella had also stood up, and had
never removed her unhappy eyes from
his face.  When he quitted the room,
which he did with a certain polite
abruptness, she followed him to the
hall door, where he turued and looked
at her inquiringly, eccouraging her to
speak whatever thought was struggling
within her for utterance.

She advanced a step to him, her
hands outstretched : the spell ot this
man’'s strange power was upon her,
urging her to tell him everything, to
claim his help, his counsel. He
looked strong, kind, sympathizing ; he
would rid her of this torturing lis thas
was almost eating her heart ; he would
gudrd her confidence, and advise her
as to what course of conduct might be
best for her in Bryan's interests,

Seeing her thoughts in her face,
O'Malley stepped back across the thres-
hold, removiug his hat again and tak-
ing her kindly by the hand.

““You have something more to tell
me,” he said, ‘‘speak, do not be
afraid. You are not one to live
through the part you have under-
taken. Have mercy on yourself,”

But at the same moment Marcella
regained her presence of mind, and by
force of will broke the epell to which
the had nearly yielded.

‘1 have lived through trouble
already,” she said. “1 can live
through more. I have spoken, and |
have nothing to add. But will you
not come in and take some refresh-
ment ? If Mr. Kilmartin were — at
home,"” she said, forcing a
smile, ‘* if he were in his
place, he would not let you
inhospitable fashion. i
his mother, but she is iil—"

*Thank you, I have ordered lunch
not far away, and I will torment you
no more to-day,” he answered, pitiful
of her scorched eyes that seemed, in
gpite of her words and bearing, to
to him to go. 1d 80 he left
d went rapidly towards the boat
his henchman was awaiting

her would

Then, Marcella went
drawing room, still

A
knowledg

back to the
strong in her
e that the had baftled Bryan's
enemieg, that she had denied them
morsel of evidence they were hunger
ing for, that she had broken the chains
they were forging, and overthrown
their plots, and that, though she died
of the pain of her sin, she would set
him free.

Mrs. Kilmartin was sitting upright
on her couch, watching for the girl's
return, and immediately began to talk
to her,

*“What did that dreadful man mean
by asking you such extraordinary
questious, Marcella? And tell me
what you answered him. My mind is
so confuscd. It seems to me he mis-
took you for somebody else. And yet
vou allowed him to suppose you were
somehody else. I think I was in a
kind of a swoon part of the time, so
that I did not follow all that was said.”

“He did not mistake me for any one
else, mother. He has found out who
[ am, who I was, that is all. I had
hoped they would not find me out.
But it has not done them any good—
their tracking me."”

‘I do not understand you in the
least. He called you Marcella Grace.
Was that ever your name ?”

‘It is my real name. I might have
told you so any day, only it seemed so
unnecessary, and there were one or
two good reasons for not bringing it
forward.”

‘ And your father ? Did that man
not say that your father was a weaver
of poplin ?”

‘“‘He said s0o. And it was true. My
father and I were very, very poor,
until Mrs. O'Kelly found us. It was
by my mother, my poor young mother,
who had made a strange kind of mar-
riage through reverse of fortune, that
Mrs. O'Kelly was related to me. She
did not wish it known that we were ex-
actly what she found us.”

‘“ Nothing surprises me now,” said
Mrs. Kilmartin, pathetically. ‘‘And
it does not matter, except that you
might have confided in me. But what,"
she went on, putting her hand to her
head, ‘‘ what did he mean by asking
you about the police searching your
house on the night of the murder, and
about where you hid Bryan? You
said you never saw him till the night
of the St. Patrick's Ball, and you held
to that. It was true, Marcella, was it
not 7 Look me in the face and say it
was true.”

There was an agony in her ayes that
Marcella could not lie to. She dropped
on her knees and pressed the mother's
cold hand to her own burning eyes,

‘It was not true. I had seen Bryan
before. I have denied it to them, but
[ cannot go on deceiving you. I have
sent him away bafiled, that man, but
I know he has not done with me. He
will comoe back, they will set on me,
now they have got the clue, and I shall
be worried and torn like a hunted
animal. But they shall not get the
truth from me, the wicked, false truth
| that would pretend to make Bryan
Cguilty.  So never fear, mother, I will
not tell. Only I must.epeak truth to
you when look at me like that—"

i ** Where had you seen him ?"
““You heard it said. That dreadful
man with his kind eyes and his gentle

voice, he told it all in pour presence,
but maybe you did not hear him. How
they got the information I cannot
guess, for even my father did not know
what happened.”

* What happened 2"

“1 was sewing late at night, that
hateful night.. I was a poor, a very
poor girl, sewing to earn a six pence.
My father had gone to bed. He was
weak and old, and failing from his
work, and I was almost in despair be-
caute I could earn o little, I heard a
knock at the door and a man asked to
come in, and it was Bryan. I had
never seen him  before, but in a
moment I saw what he was. I let him
in because of the tone of his voice, and
I hid him because of the look in his
face. And after he washid safely, the
police came and searched, and did not
find him, and went away. And my
father was angry at the disturbance,
because he knew nothing about a man's
being hidden in his house. Very early
in the morning I let Bryan out of the
closet, that closet you heard menticned,
avd he went away. And afterwards [
met him at the St. Patrick’s Ball, but
he did not know me though I knew him.
And ho never knew me all the long
time I have been here, until they came
to take him from us, and he told me
that a girl who had hidden him that
night in Weavers' square might give
the most telling evidence that could be
produced against him. Then I told
him who I was, that his mind might
be at rest—"

An ashen look had been creeping
over Mrs. Kilmartin's face while ste
listened. The strange information
just given only meant oue thing for
her. Marcella's confession as to her
own antecedents scarcely touched her,
If the girl had told her she had beer,
before coming to Inisheen, a heggar,
craving alms in the street, or a royal
princess standing beside a throne, she
would have felt no surprise. Ounly one
terrible thought had raken possession
of her as she listened ; what brought
Bryan into hiding on such a night and
t such an hour?

““You tock him in ?"” she muttered,
you hid him. DBryan Kilmartin hid-
ing because a murder had been done !
Did he tell you why he hid, what had
brought him there? My God, girl,
! Tell me the rest or you will

‘

speak !
kill me.”

““I do not know the rest,” said
Marcella, with dry lips. *'I never
asked him. I would not ask him, un-
less he chosa to tell me—not in a hur
dred years, whatever ught
there, it was nothing
much he said, thoug
sary to me to hear it.”

Mis. Kilmartin stared at her
dumbly, with a look that asked a ter-
rible question, a question that Mar-
cella would uot see,

“I must know why Bryan hid that
night. Iam his mother, and I must
know. Icannot live on quietly like
anybody else— like you—without hav
idg so terrible a mystery cleared up.
The Fenians did the murder, no doubt,
and Bryan was a Fenian. I brought
him up to it. I filled him with roman
tic love for his country, and 1 did not
know what I had done till I had found
he had rushed, child as he was, into
the arms of a secret society. He
thought to shake himself free of them,
but they have had him in their
clutches. How do I know what they
have not compelled him to do—?"

Her voice sank into a terrible
whisper, while the look of horror
deepened and widened in her eyes.

‘““1do not know what you mean,”
said Marcella, coldly.

The mother hid her
moaned.

‘““You must know what I mean.
You shall know what I mean. I can
not bear such a burden alone. I shall
go mad in an hour if you do not help
me under this fear——"

‘“ You mean that you doubt he may
be guilty.”

“0God! O God! that I should en-
dure to hear you say it !”

“You, his mother! Yes indeed,
you ought to be ashamed,” said Mar-
cella. ‘“*You who nursed Bryan Kil
martin on your knee and brought him
up to be a man, and knew his
thoughts, and his actions and his aspir-
ations, to turn and be a traitor to him
because of a little base, lying, circum-
stantial evidence. Oh, I thought
Bryan had a mother who loved and
believed in him ; and, poor fellow, he
so0 believed in you, and was so thank-
ful to you for educating him as you
did, was so proud of your devotion to
Ireland and to your poor fellow-crea-
tures, so glad that you had taught him
early to think more of the sufferings of
others than of his own ease; and you
reward him for all this trust by har-
boring such a hideous doubt of him.
You imagine that he, who had courage
to go out a mere boy to learn to use his
gun in honorable warfare for a glori-
ous cause, could afterwards, in his
mature manhood, be coward enough to
strike another man to death in the
dark.”

‘“Spare me,” wailed Mrs,
martin, ‘‘ spare me.”

‘*You have not spared yourself, " said
Marcella, scornfully. ‘‘Iam only a
poor girl, and it is not a year yetsince [
first knew Bryan : but such a detest-
able thought of him could never have
entered my head ; and you his mother!
—his mother!— Just heaven! what
will the world say when she can doubt
him ?"

““You do not know the horrors of the
working of a secret society,” porsisted
the mother ; but something of the
maddened tension of her gaze had re-
laxed, as she followed with hungry
eyes every movement of Marcella's
eyes and lips while she reproached her,
as if life, and health, and hope, were
all being rained down on her with the
scorn from the girl's face and voice :

1t was not neces

face and

Kil-

“ you do not know how pitiless orders
are given and how death follows at
at once if they are not carried out.”

] have heard of it," said Marcella,
‘“and Bryan is one who would have
unflinchingly accepted the doom of dis-
obedience. He would have refused to
kill, and would kave died.”

¢ His oath,” murmured the mother.

* Had been retracted. He had sep-
arated himself from Fenianism long
before—he is the victim of the ven-
geance of a secret society for having
deserted it.  If he dies he will die a
martyr, even though kis own motker

A cry broke from Mrs. Kilmartin,
and she broke into wild weeping.
Marcella was on her knees by her side
in an instant,

**O mother ! mother ! why will you
torture your own heart and mine im
agining impossibilities? He will be
safe because he is innocent.”

““My darling,” sobbed the mother,
holding her to her heart, ‘‘syou have
conquered for me. You have driven
the demon aws from me,. Never
again shall such a maddening fear get
possesgion of me ; you are worthy to be
his wife, Marcella, and I — I—have
been wronging you, too.”

‘I know you have,” said the girl,
quietly, but this dreadful thing that I
have feared has come to make us
understand each other better. Now
that it has come, I have met the worst,
and we will go to Dublin. I shall not
be afraid of being seen in the streets,
now that they know me and have fol
lowed me here ; I shall have to go to
the front and defy them.”

Then followed long explanations, in
which Marcella made the mother under
stand the motives which had been at
work in her ; and, after all had been
gaid and realized, Mrs. Kilmartin re-
mained aghast at the girl's quiet reso
lution to deny the truth that would lie
to condemn Bryan.

The idea remained fixed in her mind,
‘“ They shall not get it from me, that
morsel of eruel evidence which they
would distort to their own purposes : I,
only, hold it in my haud. hey may
kill me, but they shall not have it.”

The very next day a document ar-
rived, in which she was formally sum-
mioned to appear on the trial, which

was to take place in December, as a
vitness in support of the case of the
against DBry Kilmartin for

Firer Ffont,

t of the 10:h of Jaruary,
letermined to have me,”
shall get me, 1
and if I Hwve
hink
» Bryan
ng use of me
urpose Come,
le mother, cheer np. Without me
they are powerless to hurt him, or they
would not make such a fuss about get-
ting me, and I will foil them or I will
die—TI will die.”

She sat down auvd wrote her orders
concerning her changeof plaus. The
house in Merrion square was to be
opened up, and Miss O'Donovan was to
accompany her to Dublin, or to remain
at Crane’s Castle,
pleased. Miss O'Donovan elected to go
to Dublin, Where a great sensation
was going on, there Miss O'Donovan
liked to be, and the coming trial, with
all its peculiar circumstances, promised
to be a great sensation, Miss O'Dono-
van had greatly improved in condition
since last she had appeared in Dublin,
in the character of an impoverished
gentlewoman. Her wardrobe had
been plentifully and elegantly replen-
ished, and she had the use of more
pocket-money than ever she had in her
life before. In and about Dublin she
had hosts of friends, and she foresaw
that a pleasant and exciting season
was awaiting her : yet she was not at
all unkind in her nature, and she
liked both Bryan and Marcella.

‘‘Miss O'Donovan will come, mother,
and she will stand between us and the
world, I know ; that part of it will be
congenial to her. She will see all
dear Mrs. O'Kelly's old friends, who
will come to lock me up and to pay me
attention, and to find out what my
connection really is with this trial,
She will shake her head with them and
say, ‘Yes, yes you remember what
this house was; it is sad to find it
fallen into such hands ; yet she is not
a bad girl, only there is a taint in her
blood, through her belonging, on one
side, to the people ; and the Kilmar-
tins are not quite bad either, only both
mother and son are mad on one
point.’ "

So Marcella wonld talk, bustling
about getting ready for the journey to
Dublin, making all Mrs. Kilmartin's
preparations for leaving Inisheen,
while the poor little mother watched
her with fascinated eyes and a frozen
heart, hardly venturing to ask herself
would this girl really dare to perjure
herself to save Bryan? She must not
be allowed to do it ; she could not be
suffered to do it ; and yet who was to
stop her if she determined to stand up
in the witness-box and swear a lie ?
No eye saw that occurrence between
them that night ; it was all a secret
lying with her and him and God. If
she wounded her own moral nature to
set him free, who could prevent her,
what should spring up to contradict
her ?

Then the same thought camae to Mrs,
Kilmartin that had sed the mind
of the terrible inquisitor of the police,
that the girl would die of her sin.

‘“Aud if she did so die and go to
God to he pardoned because of the
source of her sin in love, and its ex.
piation in agony,” asked the mother’s
hungry heart that craved for her
child, ** would not Bryan still be free
—Bryan who was not guilty but inno-
cent ; would not the widow's son come
back to her cleared of impossible guilt
before the world? And there weie

ohiah acras L
wilicnever soe

S

other women to love him, as fair and
as sweet as Marcélla, though mayte
not so terribly strong in their love
That great strength in women was pq;

[ nog
always desirable, not always lovahl:s
in the eyes of men.”

And then the unhappy mother

flung up her hands and fell on hep
face hefore heaven, and craved mercy
for having dreamed such wicked
dreams, and cried aloud for courage to
thrust the desire for evil out of her
tortured soul.

TO BE CONTINUED,

- i -
THE UNKNOWN NOT THE MYs.
TERIOUS.

“There are no divine mysteries

now. Paul says they have all been re

vealed to us. Aoy child can know
them, and any company of bel vers
can teach and celebrate them,"

In the above the Indep:-ndent

tainly fails to get hold of the Cat
meaning of the term mystery.,
is a mystery ?" asks the Da
Catechism, and answers: ¢
truth which we cannot comprehend

That is, an incomprehensible truth
The fact that such a truth is reveals 1
does not make it cease to boa myst Iy
levelation makes a truth known but
does not make it comprehensible. The
unity of nature and triuvity of persons
in the ‘Godhead are a revealed 1 nth,
and therefore known, but it is not
comprebended ; it continues a mystery
It is one thing to know that a thing or
a truth is and quite another to compre-
hend its nature. The Independent
believes in creation as a

revealed

truth. Does it comprehend or under.
stand that act? Can any child take it
in?

Dean Swift, quoted by Webste
gives a clear idea of the relation of
mystery to the mind when he says :

* If God should be pleased to reveal
unto us this great mystery of the Trin
ity and some other mysteries in our
holy religion, we should not be able to
understand them, unless he would be
StOw upon us some new faculties of the
mind. "
nere are truths which the mind,
with its present faculties, cannot com
prehend. To indicate them they are
called mysteries, and such they will re
main as long as the hum mind re
mains what it is. To God alone there
are no mysteries, because He knows all
things in Himsclf, their ea ;and He
knows Himself, the uncaus

The Independent confi

the un-
known with the uuknowable, &
sequently coneludes

able

1at when ¢
known it

Paul did not blu

thing

ceases
to be a mystery . nder

in that way.

If our contemporary does not like the
term ‘‘divine mysteries,” it is free to
say ‘‘divine ultra rational truths;”
but it is not as handy.—N. Y. Free-
man’s Journal.

B it
What Is a Drunkard?
‘““What is a druokard? I have

gone through the whole creation that
lives,” said Archbishop Ullathorne,
“and I find nothing in it like the
drunkard. The drunkard is nothing
but the drunkard. There is no other
thing in nature to which he can be
likened. The drunkard is a self-made
wretch who has depraved cravings of
the throat of his body until he has sunk
his soul so far that it is lost in his flesh,
and has funk his very flesh Jower down
beyond comparison than that of the
animals which serve him. He is a
self-degraded creature whose degrada-
tion is made manifest to everyone but
himself ; a self-miserable being who,
while he is insensible to his own mis-
ery, afilicts everyone around him or
belonging to him with misery. The
drunkard is let loose upon mankind
like some foul, ill-boding and noxious
animal, to pester, torment and disgust,
everything that reasons or feels, while
the curse of God hangs over his place
and the gates of heaven are closed
against him. Drunkenness is never
to be found alone ; never unaccom-
panied by some horrible crines, if not
by a wicked crowd of them. Go to the
house of the drunkard, consider his
family, look at his affairs, listen to the
sounds that proceed from the house of
drunkenness and the house of infamy
as you pass. Survey the insecurity of
the public highways and of the streets
at night. Go to the hospital, to the
house of charity, and the bed of
wretchedness. Enter the courts of just-
ice, the prison, and the condemned
cell. Look at the haggard features of
the ironed criminal. Ask all these
why they exist to distress you, and you
will everywhere be answered by tales
and recitals of the effects of drunken-
ness. And the miseries and the vices
and the sorrows and the scene of suffer-
ing that have harrowed up your soul,
were almost without exception either
prepared by drinking, or were under-
gone for procuring the means of satis-
fying this vice and the vices which
spring from it.”
RSN

Do not forget to teach the children
to say good night to each other, as
well as to older members of the family
when they go to bed. It is seldom

they will do it of their own accord,
because comradeship and equality
er them thoughtless of littla cour-
Familia has robbed the
) of its significance, but every
hild should know that God and good
Spring from the same root, with the
same meaning. ‘‘Good bye" is *“‘God
be with you,” and the old-fashioned
phrase, “‘Giood night to you,"” is “‘God
guard the night to you.” It may, per-
haps, have a different meaning for the
children if they knew this.
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