
MAY i«, loot,
AY, MAY THB TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

Dttecioty.

;'8 sociei-y -B,t.. 
h eux, 1866.
nlwd 1864. MeetT^
1 „p-u. ea at. a"££
Irai Monda, ol ltl, 

mittee meet® last W«vl 
.era: Rev.
*«h“' P.P. preild " 
"Ue, O. J. Doherty 
B- Devlin, M.D.; aoA 

Curran. B.C.L.; Tree*. 
J. Green; eorreepond. 

rY, J. Kahala; a,, 
*"*• T. p. Ten.,,.

: a T. A. AND B. 80. 
lU on the aacond Sun. 
month In St. Patrick', 
Alexander etreet, at 

ommlttee ol Manage 
In aame haU on the 
' ol ever, month at » 
'tractor. Rev. Jaa. Ku. 
«it, W. P. Do,le; R* .

P. Gunning, 7ie gt 
it, Bt. Henri.

A. A Bj SOCIETY 
1868. Rev. Director! 
McPhall; Preeident, D, 
P.; Sec., J. F. Quinn, 
•minlque etreet; M. A, 
urer, 18 St. Augustin 
ta on the second Hun- 
' month, In St. Ann', 

Young and Ottawa 
1.80 p.m.

OUNQ MEN S SOCIB- 
1 1886.—Meet» In it, 
tawa etreet. on the 
of each month, at 

pirltual Adviser. Rev. 
n, C.SS.R.; Preeident, 

Treasurer, Thomas- 
«.-Sec., Robt. J. Hart,

CANADA, BRANCH 
zed 13 th November, 
h 26 meets at * St. 
a.11, 92 St, Alexander 
y Monday of each 
a regular meetings for 
ion of business are
2nd and 4th Mondays 
h, at 8 p.m. Spiritual, 
r. M. Callaghan; Charv- 
. Darcy; President, W.; 
ording Secretary, P. C.
139 Visitation street; 

îcretary, Jas. J. Cos- 
$t." Urbain street; Trea. 
Kelly; Medical Advisers 
Harrison, E. J. O'Con- 
H. Merrill.

ROH BELLS.

AcSHANE BELLS
g 'Roond the World
il Belle a Specialty 
OCHDRY, BnlthMana. Ht, U.8.A.

BELLCOMPANÏ
Yt N.Y., and

'AY, NEW Y ORB City.

■perler CHURCH BELLI

) FERS, Etc,

H TiÉ TÉ
»ry thing else, If j 

a repair we 
l so, if a new | 
g^ve a guaran
tors, according J 
a are at your i 
rtra cost. Can I

. HEED $ a,
iaig street.

-i»p

* iTHROUGH * THORNY * PATHS. *
-O*--------- - By MARY ROWSNA COTTER. ----------- *«>

5(:kXXkKK><><x><><><x><k>o<k><><><1 dooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo oooooooooiwooooooooooo oooooooooooooooooS

in

CHAPTER Vin.—Continued.

lew days Cecelia suffered
G but She bad resolved to be 

I** ' and she was glad that she
I üîd'eo to the chapel and lay before 
EL «bernacle the sorrows which sire 
I Id not reveal even to her cousin 
I Ihe good nuns going in at times and 
I Zn* how devoutly she prayed were 
l deeply touched; they felt that there 
I «re choice blessings in store for 
I ne so devout, but they did not 
I It why she prayed. Agnes missed 
I R. home and freedom far more than 
I .be bad anticipated, but whilst l-*
1 cousin's mind turned on High 
I relief, she sought it by trying to 
I tiends among the gayest girls 
I the school and it was soon proved 
I that the old and tried friendship of 
| w cousin was no dearer to her than’ 
J the new ones she was continually
I esking. It wa9 not,ced thftt 
I eboee her intimates chiefly among 
I those who dressed best and appeared 
I t„ be wealthy. Cecelia was slower I b mating acquaintances, and while 
I |he treated all kindly, she was intl- 
I mate with few; but those few were 
I pung ladies of sterling worth, and 
I it mattiered not to her that some o.f 

them were among the poorest In the 
I school. She made friends to keep 
J them long, but, alas ! poor Agnes, 

many to whom she gave her affection 
proved in the end not to be as true 
as she had anticipated. It was a 
bitter lesson to her. hut one well 
learned and remembered, and the time 
«■me when she was glad to take up 
imh the companionship of those her 

! far more wise cousin had chosen.
Both girls were greatly admired 

I and loved by teachers and compan
ions, but the one flaw In her other
wise loving character, namely, her 
pride, robbed Agnes of much of the 
esteem she would otherwise have 

. commanded, and ft did not help mat
ters any when some mischievous per- 
aon whispered about that Agnes Cul
len was an orphan whom the Datons 
were bringing up, Cecelia, overhear
ing the remark, rebuked it In a man
ner that prevented its repetition.

CHAPTER IX.

"Sweet sixteen to-morrow," and 
Agnes Cullen drew herself up proudly 
standing on tiptoe to make herself 
look taller, just as her aunt had done 
years before when she was about to 
go with Mrs. Daton as a companion 
“Sweet sixteen to-morrow, and it 
hardly seems possible that I am real
ly almost a young lady."

! "And so am I," said Cecelia tcas- 
; ingly: “you need not be so proud <yf 

being a young lady, for I am at least 
six inches taller than you."

"What a misfortune to be small. I 
feel almost tempted sometimes to 
try wearing thick-soled shoes and 

: high heels to make me taller."
"And make yourself look perfectly 

: ridiculous, too."
I would not care if I did. because 

then people woufld not be always tak 
•ng me for a little girl and you for 
a young lady, when I am six months 
your senior."

I would willingly change with you 
Il I could, Agnes, lor I do not like .be- 

g called a young lady while I am 
•till in school."

It is all right here. To appear 
young makes people think that we 
®re rea,,y the more brilliant in our 
^ nsses, but it is when I am out of 
here that I fed K.V

'ou should not care for that, 
gnos, for our vacations are so 
0rt we do not have a phance to 

meet many people."
I wish it was all over, for I am 

re% tired of this school work; the 
■ 1 p old thing over and over *|gain 
1 av after day. 1 longa to be free to
I nto thp world to see different 
I 1h‘ngs and people ..

I w * 011 S,10UI<1 be more patient, Agnes 
• no W° bave to leave this
I ,,3Ce ul ^ter soon enough, to be 
B on the world."

I en ^°U ta^ one of vast experi- 
I C ' Where did you get

8uPerior knowledge of worldly
Certainly not here." . ‘

1 nes r°m the KFeat bo°k of li,e’ A&' 
f: d • 1 haVe obBervpd different t.Hvfgs
I W? tty vacations and I have
1 hpard much."
I she^ haVe 8a^ that, young aft 

c was. she had been entrusted with
\ whin. Î sncret by her companions 
! ih„ ' Pr CousIn suspected not, but 
' b;nt‘^U.ld not ** even the ellEhteat 
^ tray the confidence placed In

"How very learned you are, Ce
celia. .1 cannot understand it> since 
we have always been together and 
you are younger than I."

"Our dispositions differ," laughed 
Cecelia, "and that is no fault of 
either of us."

"I think so. My nature calls me 
forth into the world, but you, Cece
lia, why it almost seems at times 
that your place is right here for 
life."

"What do you mean, Agnes ?"
"That you should be a nun."
"It is certainly a most holy life, 

but I have never thought of it, and 
I fear I am not called to such. How 
do you intend spending your birth
day ?"

"I shall begin well by receiving 
Communion in the morning.**

"And I, too, Agnes, will receive 
Communion for your intention."

"Thank you, Cecelia, you are so 
kind; but I suppose I should not be 
thanking you, for it is such a plea
sure for you that I know you could 
not sit still and see me approach the 
holy table without you. How I wish 
I were a good girl like you, but it is 
not in me and I could not do it if I 
tried ever so hard."

"Nonsense, Agnes; you are a good 
girl and I would ask nothing better 
of you. If you knew me as well as 
you think, you might alter your 
opinion of my sanctity."

"Well, here we are preaching again 
when time is passing rapidly and I 
have far more important business to 
attend to at present."

"What is it, Agnes, may I ask, or 
is it none of my business ?"

"Yes. it is your business, for I 
have come to ask» a favor of you and 
you must not dare refuse. Promise 
mo you will do it."

"It depends wholly on what it is."
"Something very easy. Will you 

promise ?"
"You know, Agnes, I make no blind 

promises, and I shall not do it now 
even to please you. Of course, I as
sure you if your request is reasonable 
I shall gladly comply with it."

"I want you to go and asle Sister 
Katherine if we may go shopping 
down town this afternoon."

*:What for, Agnes ?"
"I want to buy some candy and 

good things to give the girls a treat 
to-morrow."

"Why not ask her yourself ?"
"Because I am afraid Sne might 

refuse me, and you know she never 
refuses you anything."

"I do not know why she should not 
grant a reasonable request for you 
as well as for me, and I wisn you 
would ask her."

"Come now, Cecelia, please do, and 
I will do something for you some

Cecelia, unable to resist the be
witching smile and pleading voice of 
her cousin, went to find the Sister, 
from whom she obtained the desired 
permission, and as soon as the after
noon session was closed the two girls 
started out.

"I intend to let the boarders have 
enough candy for once," said Agnes 
whose great love for sweets had been 
one weakness she could not overcome, 
and she proved her statement by 
buying more pounds than there were 
girls in school, to say nothing of the 
store of cake and other delicacies both 
girls purchased. With happy smiles 
they returned just as their cvmpan- 
ions were sitting down to supper.

In the evening Agnes spent her 
whole time in the recreation hall,, 
but Cecelia after a little while stole 
away to the chapel to- prepare for 
to-morrow's communion. The daily 
Hail Mary which she had promised 
years.ago to say for her grandmother 
had never once been omitted, and she 
repeated it now, adding some earnest 
prayers for her dear father, whose 
irreligious life was painfully plain to 
her now. Many a bitter heartache 
had she suffered for him when she 
fully realized how blind he was to 
the blessings of faith which she en
joyed. Only once had she ever 
known him to enter the church, and 
that has been on the day of her first 
Communion, when he had gone simp
ly because she had asked him. She 
know it not then, but he hod been 
filled with admiration for her pure 
demotion. —

The boarders had just retired . for 
the night when the door bell rang, 
arousing no little curiosity as to 
whom the late visitor might be. The 
mistress of boarders was called from 
the dormitory, and Cecelia saw her 
glance at her on her return, but she 
did not speak, and the incident was 
forgotten^ In the morning the girls

were ready to go to the chapel a 
little earlier than the others, and 
told the Sister they wished to go 
to confession before Mass.

"Go, dear children, and you, Cece
lia, prepare yourself well for your 
Communion, which I wish you to 
offer for a special intention."

N0 more was said until after break
fast, when Cecelia was summoned to 
the mother superior’s office. The good 
nun arose and, putting her arm 
around her, said tenderly:

"Cecelia, I received a message late 
last evening saying that your father 
is very ill, and you must go home at 
once. We kept it from you as you 
could get no train until this forenoon 
and we did not wish to disturb your 
rest by unnecessary worry. You have 
half an hour to prepare for your jour
ney, and our carriage will be ready 
then to take you to the depot."

Cecelia trembled violently. One sad 
thought was uppermost in her mind 
—her father might be dead before she 
reached him. It was hard, very hard 
to think of losing him, but to have 
him die as he was seemed most ter
rible. In obedience to Sister’s re- 
/quest she had offered her Communion 
for her intention instead of for, Agnes 
as she had intended, and she was 
glad of it now, for it had undoubted
ly been for her dear father.

"Docs Agnes know; is she going 
too ?" she at last found strength to 
inquire.

"No; only you have been sent for; 
but Sister will tell her before you 
go. You must hurry now, as your 
time is limited..’

When Cecelia thought of it after
wards she scarcely knew how she 
had strength to reach the room 
where her clothing was kept, and she 
could never have dressed had not 
Agnes, on hearing the news, hasten
ed to her aid. After the first burst, 
of sympathy she said :

"I think it is real mean, Cecelia, 
that Sister will not allow me to go 
home with you. when I know you 
are not fit to travel alone."

"If you had been really needed, 
Agnes, you would have been sent tor, 
and the fact that you were not gives 
me hope that father may not be 
dangerously ill. As for travelling 
alone, I can get on vary well."

"I think I should have been sent 
for. Uncle Edward has been like a 
kind father to me."

“Never mind, Agnes, I shall send 
for you if he is really very ill, and 
now please help me to get ready, for 
I cannot do it alone."

On her way down stairs Cecelia 
stepped into the chapel, and kneeling 
before the altar broke into team's. She 
wiped them away, and gazing fixedly 
upon the tabernacle, said a silent 
prayer. She asked God to save her 
father's life, or, if hë must die, not 
to let him go in the state of (tarxness 
in which he now was. She promis
ed to give herself entirely to God 
if her prayer was answered. As she 
arose from her knees and hastened 
with her cousin to the carriage, a 
peaceful calm took possession of her 
and not a tear was visible.

"Good-bye, Agnes," she said, 
"please pray earnestly for father, and 
I wish you a happy birthday and 
want you to promise that you will 
not deny the girls their feast on my 
account."

"I cannot enjoy it myself, Cecelia, 
since you have been called away 
so sad an errand, but they shall have 
it all. I shall pray earnestly for 
your father, and now, goo<l-bye, and 
give everyone at. home my love."

Mr. Daton was very ill. He had 
been tal-rm quite suddenly the day 
before, and when Cecelia was sent 
for his life was despaired of. AH night 
the .watchers at his bedside feared 
that the end was near at hand and 
that if he survived to see his child 
It would be the limit. Several times 
he called for Cepelia and could not 
be quieted until assured that she 
had been sent for and would soon be 
home. His wife and motner remain
ed constantly at his bedside. The 
former was filled with a terçibje fear 
of losing him and prayed earnestly 
that God might spare him to her, 
but she never once thought of his 
soul's salvation or to ask for his 
conversion; so careless had she been 
in learning the doctrines of her own 
faith that she believed that having 
led a good life he was safe, and it 
was now no time to torment him 
about a religion he did not , under
stand.

At noon Ce elia arrived, and the 
face of the sick man brightened as 
she entered the room. Clasping her 
in his arms he said ;

"I knew my darling would come 
to me, and you will not leave me un
til I am better. How tall you axe 
growing, and you are getting more 
beautiful every day !"

"Yes, father, 1 shall remain with 
you."

“Where is my other little girl ? 
Agnes 1 mean. Did she come?"

"No, father; only 1 wels sent for."
"It is just as well, perhaps, not 

to take her away from her studies, 
though if I thought there was any 
danger of my dying I would wish 
to see her, for she has been almost 
a daughter to me. But I could never 
love her as I do my own Cecelia.' ■

"You will not die, father, you 
must not, for I have come home 
to help take care of you and make 
you well again."

"All the care I want from you, 
darling, is for you to remain here so 
that I may see you. The sight of 
yours sweet face ought to be enough 
to cure me."

Cecelia scarcely left her father’s 
bedside for six long weary weeks, ex
cepting when he sent her away to 
rest or get a little fresh air. His 
condition in the meantime remained 
almost unchanged, and it surprised 
the physicians that he lived eo long 
in such a weakened state. The only 
nourishment he took was what his 
daughter gave him. He would some- 
times talk to her until he became ex
hausted and fell asleep, or he would 
call on her to read the daily papers, 
nothing else, for he was interested 
only in the news of the day. Many 
times she sought an opportunity of 
speaking to him on the subject near
est her heart, his soul’s salvation, 
but none came, and she had to con
tent herself for the time being with 
prayer, said not only by herself, but 
by Agnes and the Sisters, while no* 
venas were being made, Masses said, 
and lights burned on many altars.

Once in Cecelia's absence the elder 
Mrs. Daton had suggested to her son 
that a minister come and pray over 
him, but he told her plainly that he 
had never troubled the ministers 
much in health and he did not care 
to be troubled by them in sickness. 
Still she persisted, and he silenced 
her by informing her that if ever he 
needed religious consdQation he would 
be content to receive it from the 
Church to which his child belonged. 
The old lady was horrified, but dared 
say no more for fear ho might carry 
out his threat.
qpould Cecelia have heard this she 

woûld have felt that perhaps her ear
nest prayers might not have been 
wholly lost, but it was scrupulously 
kept from both herself and her mo
ther.

At last there came a time when the 
sick man himself began to have fears 
that he might not recover. Hie wife 
had gone out for a walk and lie had 
purposely sent his mother from the 
room to rest that he might have an 
opportunity to talk to his child. Tak
ing a bunch of k«uys from under his 
pillow, he selected one and said:

"Cecelia, go to my safe and in the 
little drawer at the top you will 
find a white plush box, which I wish 
you to bring to me.”

The girl hastened to obey and soon 
brought back the box, which her 
father opened. It contained * curl 
of goldein hair and a strange device 
for a ring. It was a golden sepent, 
with a pair of emeralds for eyes. Ce
celia shuddered slightly as her father 
slipped on his small finger the little 
circlet and held it up to view.

"What do you think of that, Ce
celia ?" he asked.

"It looks like - an ill-omen." she 
said frankly, just as the young se
minarian had remarked years before. 
"Where did you get it, papa ?"

"It is one of the dearest treasures 
I have, not for its value alone, but 
it, was my mother’s engagement ring.'

"Grandma’s engagement ring ! How 
strange ! And why did she not keep 
i t herself ?"

"She did, darling," he said tender
ly, for he was about to tell her the 
secret which he wished no other lips 
to reveal to her, and had he not 
really feared that his days were num
bered. he would have kept her in 
ignorance until her education was 
finished. "She did until the day 
of her death."

"What do you mean, father r flease 
explain."

"Child, the woman who brought mo 
up and treated me ns a kind mother 
is not my mother. My own mother 
died when I was an Infant. and 
father married soon afterwards, but 
I always loved my stepmother most 
tenderly, and never knew the differ

ence until my father was on his 
deathbed, when he told me all."

"Then Mrs. Daton is no more my 
grandmother than Agnes’ ?"

"No, Cecelia, she is not. Arc you 
sorry ?"

"I am afraid I am,’’ said the girl, 
“for she has always been so kind to 
me. But tell me about my own 
grandmother."

Her father teld her all he knew, 
which was very little; but what 
would have delighted Cecelia he did 
not tell—that his own mother had 
been a Catholic—for that had been 
kept from him. Cecelia wept for 
the fate of the young Irish bride who 
had died So early and left her balbe.

"Poor papa, how sad it must be 
not to hax'e remembered ever having 
seen your own mother. Did they tell 
you how she looked ?"

"Yes, Cecelia, and I have her pic
ture if you would like to see it.”

"I would, papa, so much; where is 
it ?"

"You will find it In my closet, Ce
celia; it is in a large frame wrapped 
in heavy paper, but you may get it 
and bring it here."

Cecelia opened the door and drew 
fopth the frame, which she carefully 
unwrapped, revealing an oil painting 
of one of the most beautiful of faces.

"How lovely, papa, how lovely she 
must have been, and how sad for 
her to die so young !"

"Do you know of any one who 
resembles her, Cecelia ?"

"No, I do not; but Agnes has hair 
much like hers."

"She lias, dear, hut that is as far 
as the resemblance goes. There was 
another Agnes who would have been 
just like her had she lived, but there 
is still another who has her face." 

"Who Is it, papa ?"
"Can you not guees ?**
"No, never; pleafle tell me."
"Look in the mirror, Cecelia, and 

you may be able to see the resembl
ance which I have always seen. True, 
you have your own mother’s hair and 
eyes, but aside from that you _ are 
wholly like your grandmother."

"Do you really think so, papa."
"I know it, or the canvas is very 

deceiving."
"Quite an honor, papa, to be told 

that I resemble her. I see now why 
it was that so many strangers were 
puzzled to know who I was like; but 
why have you kept this beautiful pic
ture hidden these years ?"

"One reason, Cecelia, it was too 
sacred for the eyes of strangers to bo 
gazing upon, and besides. It did not 
quite please my stepmother to have 
the lovely face of her predecessor 
continually before her. I think you 
could hardly blame her for that, as 
it was not her fault that she was 
far less beautiful."

"But grandma, I mean the one I 
hax-e always called my grandmother, 
is good, which is better than beau
ty"

"Yes. Cecelia, she is good, and lias 
ex-cr boon the kindest of mothers to 
me."

"Papa, if you think she will not 
care too much I would like to hang 
this picture here in your room. It 
is too bad to keep such a lovely 
face hidden."

"Do as you wish, Cecelia," said tho 
man. who was glad to think of hav
ing his own mother’s sweet face to 
gaze upon during what he believed to 
be the last days of his life.

The picture soon displaced one of 
a landscape at the foot of her father’s 
bed, where he could see it very plain
ly. The sunlight from the window fell 
full upon the sweet face, and Cecelia 
stood back to see the effect. Tears 
came to the sick man's eyes and he 
gazed in silence for some time.

"My poor young mother," he said 
at length, "she must have been very 
beautiful, and how sad that she 
had to die so soon and leaxp her 
pleasant home. I see her sweet face 
before me now, for my own little 
Cecelia is so much like her. It re
quires only the golden hair and blue* 
eves to make the image complete."

"I wish I could change them to 
please you, papa," she laughed.

"I do not. , for I like you as you

"I am glad you do. as there is 
no remedy I know of."

"I have drifted from my subject, 
child; now come here and give me 
your hand."

Cecelia approached the bed and her 
father slipped on one of her slender 
fingers tho ring he had just with
drawn from his own.

"I am sorry, Cecelia, 11 it looks 
like an ill omen to yo.u, but I wish I 
you to wear it always In memory |

of your grandmother. My father pub 
it on my finger just before he died,, 
and I never took it off until I liad 
outgrown it, then I put it away to 
oe handed down to my eldest child.

I will wear it, if you wish, papa, 
and thank you, but you are not go
ing to die. You must not, for ib 
would break my heart."

"1 hope not, for your sake, if for 
no other, for I do not wish to leave 
you, but I have been ill so long 
that my case sgems hopeless."

Cecelia thought then of how un
prepared her father was to die, and 
she was on the point of speaking to 
him of spiritual matters when her 
grandmother entered. Tho old lady'» 
glance fell at once on the picture, 
then she looked at Cecelia, who was 
as dear to. her as on own child.

The girl sprang to her grandmo
ther's side, and, throwing her arm 
lovingly around her, said sweetly:

"I know all, dear grandma; papa 
has told me; but I love you justi 
the some. I hung that picture up 
because I knew it would ptlease him." 

"You are a good girl, Cecelia, and 
do not blame you."
Mr. Daton did not die, but ft was 

many weeks before he fully recovered, 
and when he did he declared that It 
was due to the self-sacriflce of hie 
cheerful little daughter. He would 
hardly trust her out of his sight un
til she had to return to school, and 
then it cost him a bitter struggle to 
part with her.

CHAPTER X.

"All dressed and ready for my firet 
party. Cecelia. 1 expected you would 
be ready first. How slow you aret,R

"You must excuse me this time, 
Agnes, for I am not usually oohind

"This is a time, Cecelia, above all 
others when you should not bo late."

“Not much danger of my being 
late; it will bo fully an hour yet be
fore the guests arrive, and I cannot 
tell you how much I dread it."

"Dread it, cousin ! You are a 
strange girl. This is to be one of 
the greatest events in our lives, and 
as for myself, I can hardly wait for 
the next hour to pass."

"Only another proof, Agnes, of 
how our dispositions differ."

"I should say so. We are really; 
different in so many ways, but how 
strange that we too should always 
be so happy together."

"I see no reason why we should 
not have been happy. It would be 
hard for anyone to be otherwise 
when you are near with your many 
xvinning ways. I often feel that I 
cannot thank God enoujg.h for sending 
me so loving a sister after my own 
was taken away."

"It is I, Cecelia, xvho should be 
most thankful when T remember that 
but for the kind enarity of your fa
ther and mother I xvould now bo a 
poor factory or office girl instead of 
a debutante in silk and lace about 
to be introduced into society. I ap
preciate it, even if I seldom mention 
it."

"Speak not of charity, Agnes, I 
do not like to hear it. It is enough 
to kno-w that you are happy in our

"I could not be otherwise than 
happy, for this house is a perfect 
paradise, and never did I feel it 
more than on my return from board
ing school."

Cecelia smiled and looked at her 
fair cousin, thinking less of her re
mark than of the admiration she 
would surely win this evening. Agnesi 
stood before her, rather short In 
stature and inclined to be a little 
too plump, said indication being 'the 
bane of her life." She was charm
ingly attired in a reception gown of 
pale blue silk, embroidered with white 
lace and Set off with a set of brilliant, 
sapphires which glittered in the gas- 
tight. From this fair vision Ce
celia turned to look at her own loosd 
dressing sack and plain skirt, but 
she did not appear to be in any haste 
to change them.

To be Continued.)
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