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were flot spoken aloud, nor the kiss flung from'the lips, tie
kiss was given, and the " Good-night, " w'ith as loyal a loN-e
as ever.

'-Whiat arn 1 to do, mother," lie had asked, " on boar(1
of the ship, or under tent in the desert ? I caninot go zifd
say Good-night."

< 'Turn your tlioughts towards the Trabernacle at home,"
she answered, Il<and bid your Guardianl Angel to pay thie
visit for you. Our. Lord can see and hear frorn afa-r, and lie
will see your lieart turni and hear your words clearly. lie
looks for thern every niglit. And I will wish Himi goo(l-
nighit for you as well as for niyself , and a niother lias a riO Ilt
to speak for lier boy."

"YVou have a riglit to Speak for mie if ever iiother liad."
lie answers as hie kisses lier -%vith grateful love ; " and Saint
Michael, too ; he will go for me. I arn glad you called me
Michael, miother ; lie's the angel of the Mass, isni't lie?

"Soine good men liave thought so, Michael."
"And lie loves the Tabernacle ; wvas it flot lie Whio dheered

our Lord in His Agony ? - so, the Brother tauglit uis oine
day in churci.''

"VYes ; and lie wvas captain of the first anmy that foutitr
for God ; and as you rnust go to the wars, Michael, voti

could have no better friend to lielp you. "
-''rhen my Guardiani Angel and St. Michael slial carry-

mny 'Good-night' homne into our churcli every nigylit. imo-
thier, wlien you are sa3,img yours.

A wounded soldier sending lis Il Good-nights" home by
lis Guardian Angrel as lielad prornised ; and yet perhiaps.
comild we -ý.ve seen, as the Augel saw who bore theim, îlot
quick-winged and silver-winged, those IlGood-nighits," as
of. vore. Wlat muade J.Iiem leavier, burdens for thie Ang!,el
to tear ?


