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THE SURGEON’S
VACATION

The great surgeon had come down to
Marion for rest and forgetfoloess, He
bad mweant to go wheret m-n: was neither
paiu por sorrow, if such an Kde )

and he had come to Marion, For one
thing, it was not on a railroad; for an-
other, its diminutive size precluded
the idea that the elanking chaios of |
business life were about it, [t was just |

a lazy little hamlet—a church, a general
store, yling  white |
houses with green blinds, and that was
all.

Here the surgecn
gelf for his precious four
He could have gone to
gnest of & millionaire had be said the
word., He knew he needed Marion in- |

pad,

H"]:Ix« great surgeon had been sadly
over worked., All through the summer
months he had promised himself that hn-
would stop and rest. It was late in
September before he finally started
He felt that his iron nerves were giving
way and one September morving he
noticed that the marvellous steadiness
of his good right hand was impaired.
He kuew then that he had enough.

He went away with all the precau
4ions t o defanlter, Ha loft no
;(Idr«nm He desired no mail, no tele-
grams, to follow him. For a mn‘ulh he
meant to drop his professional existence,
He picked out his destination abt haphaz
ard from the big map on his office wall.
He was influenced, as has been said, by
the fact that the little village was off
the line of travel. He bought Ms ticket
for a point beyond the railway town
that was Marion's nearest counection
and then doubled back,

“And now,” he said, as he alighted,
valise in hand, from the mail stage that
bronght him over, “here’s an end to the

a score of stra

outing

meant to bury
weeks
KEurope as the

surgeon's shop. For a month I'm some

body else, somebody who knows no more
of struggling with human ailments t\\?¢|1
he does of throttling Thracian gladia
tors."

He hadn’'t even
sional card with him,

A half hour later he was comfortably |
lodged in the upper front room of the |
Widow Gilette's cozy cottage, with a
wonderful view of smiling hillsides and
tinted woods and blue and white sky |
from its extremely clean windows,

He had told the widow that his name
was Thomas Brown and that he was a
worn out travelling man who had come
to Murion for rest and quiet., Where
was he from? From Braceville, and he
named the railway town to which he
kad purchased his ticket when he ran
away from the big city.

“Much sickness in Braceville?” in-
quired the widow.

The surgeon shnddered.

“l don't konow,” he said shortly, and
taking his hat, went out for a stroll.
As he passed down the maple bowered
highway heyond the row of hovses, kick-
ing the red and gold drifts of leaves as
he faintly remembered doing when he
was a boy in that faraway lowa village,
he noticed a lame man approaching.
The man walked witha eruteh, one of his
legs being bent stifly at the knee. He
was a cheery faced old man in a faded
blue blouse with brass buttons.

“Moroin,’ squire,” he said, with true
rural affability.

“A five morning,” said the great
surgeon, vesolutely looking away from
the stiffened knee.

*Not from my rheumatism's point of
view,” chuckled the old man.

“Rhenmatism, eh ?" said the surgeon,

“I thought it might have been a guu-
shot wound. The lame man had halted,
and the surgeon felt that he was called
upon to say something.

“No, sir,” said the lame man, with
much emphasis, “I went thro' th' war
without a serateh. Got into seventeen
pitched battles an came out ag'in sound
as a dollar. Unecle Sam don't owe me
nothin'. No sir, mornin,” and he
sturdily plodded along.

The surgeon smiled at the old man's
vehemence, Then, as he looked back at
his pain cramped figure, he sighed
Somehow the sunshive didn't seem quite
80 bright.

He walked long enough to win a good
appetite, however, and when he returned
to the widow's cottage found an appetiz
ing cold luncheon awaiting him, with a
trim little rosy cheeked lass to serve it.
The widow bustled in presently with
voluble excuses for her absence. She
had run over to Kzra Pathen’s, her
right hand neighbors, to carry a glass of
quinece jully to young Joe Patchen, just
back from the Philippines.

“Poor boy,” said the widow; “he's
nothing but parched skin an' aching
bones. Got one o' those swamp fevers
fastened on him, an’ if he palls through
the winter it'll be a blessed wonder,

brought a profes-

| The boy's misfortune worried him.

| and our mother were thrown

The surgeon pushed back his Hate.
His appetite had suddenly failed. He |
went up to his cozy bedroom and |
dropped into a big cushioned rocker

“The man’s a fool who thinks he
run away from homan
muttered bitterly.

Then the tidy bed, with its
late coveriungs, wooed his tired
and a minute or two later he was enjoy- |
ing the first afternoon nap he had taken |

l’!ll“’
suffering, lwé
|

immacu-

for mapy years.

e awoke toward dusk feeling rather
ashamed of his long sleep. And yet
ouly a few hours late found he was
quit Il night nay He
was sl y eight o'clock
wi € He arose
v A fi at his  watel
a ] I L] 1" eau gia

i1 ATH § «
¢ 1ot pther led sleeve
of uall x old fellow,” he
1 .
I eq ished t f by
i X
¢ b i v
« | @ other
As he ¢ he la t
¢ ¢ a 3 xoman me
rh the gate. was
panied by a weaze little boy ¥
clupg tightly to her han He w A
cripple. Oae of his shoulders droppe
and his head bent over it His legs
were spindly and weak, and he shuffled

along with the appearance of a decrepit
old man.

The great surgeon frowned and
hurried forward. Just as he was about to

pass the pair the girl turned and looked girl walked with the great surgeon to

bones, |
8

back. She was a comely young woman
of perhaps six and twenty, with clear,
honest eyes and pretty nut browo hair
aund a singularly gentle expression,
When the surgeon came back from his
loug stroll along the ridge, the young
woman sod the boy were seated on a low
stone wall half way up the hill. As the

| surgeon passed, the iittle fellow, whose

arm, laughed shrilly over some story

the gate, She was very pale and there
were tears in her eyes, s

“Those wonderful, wonderful hands,’
she murmured. So swilt, so steady, so
sure,”

He smiled down at her like a pleased
boy.

* 1 make it a practice never to flatter

| my assistants,” he said, * but I will say
head rested comfortably against thegirl’s |

his companion was reading aloud from a |

book

u ber lap,
The surgeon thought of that pieture a
#00d many times during the day., He
V10U galn the uext day and the

next.

His
fingers twiteched to ¢ xamine iuto his ail-
ment. He felt that the lad could be
belped. He told himself that he was an

& ridiculous fashion,

“But you always were a fool about
children,” he growled to his reflection
in the bedroom glass,

On the fourth day he spoke to the
girl,

She and the little cripple were sitting
on the low stone wall where they
usually rested on the way up the hill,

“Pleasant afternoon,” said the sur-
geon, as he lifted his hat, The girl
looked up. She saw before her a tall
man, & little stooped, a little gray, a
little careworn. She gravely bowed.
She took no offence at his unceremoni-
ous speech. The niceties of social
usage are not so strictly observed in
the country. *“I am interested in your
little companion,” the surgeon went on.
He might bave added that he was also in-
terested in the dark-eyed, seli-possessed
YOULE womsn,

He bas been a great sufferer,” said
the girl, “but he is a very good and
very patient boy.”

The surgeon sat down on the wall by
the lad and lifted him on bis knee. He
did it so quickly, so deftly so gently

face in surprise. She saw the large
white hand of the stranger pass softly
but firmly aseross the twis ed shoulder,
and down the weskened spine. She saw

| & frown replace the kindly smile,

“How long ago was he hart ?”
“Three years,” ssid the girl,
eleven was 8

“He is
wow, it
from
wagon, and she was killed,” The girl
paused and turned her head away.

“What treatment did he have ?"

“The best we could secure—a doctor
from Bridgeville,”

The stranger's frown deepened.

It was boteh work,” he said almost
harshly. “The boy should never have
been like this.,”

The girl turned quiekly.

“Then you are a sargeon?” she said,
with a wondering flash in her dark eyes.

The stranger faintly smiled.

“Murder will out,” he said. *I didn't
mean to hear that title for a solid month
of forgetfulness. But never mind. 1
intend to see this matter through.
Come, I must examine the boy more at
my leisure,”

Hie eyes sparkled as he arose with
the slight figure of the child in his arms
and together they passed down the hill.

“If you are a surgeon,” said the girl
after a little hesitation, “perhaps you
will be kind enough to give me some
advice on a subject that—that deeply
iuterests me, It Is my ambition to be-

come a hospital nurse, I feel that I
am called to the work. I have had a
little experience in nursing here in

Marion, and when they had a typhoid
epidemic in Milburn they sent for me to
come over. But what I need is a chance
in some oity hospital.” She paused and
looked appealingly into his eyes.

*“It is painful and disagreeable work,”
he said.

“Yes, I know,” she quickly eried. *“I
have thought of all that. I own several
books on nursing and medieal practice
and know quite well what to expect. 1
would have started out for myselt months
wgo if it hadn't been for Artie there,
He needs constant care, and, while my
stepmother—my father died last winter
—is very kind to him. [ did not think
it right to put all thi's burden on her
shoulders. But the desire to go grows
stronger and stronger every day."”

The stranger's eyes sparkled again at
her eagerness,

“It looks to me now,” he sald quite
gravely, “as if there would soon be a
chance to prove your capabilities, If
you come out of the ordeal in a satisfac-
tory manner, I think I ecan safely
promise you & berth iu the big hospital
with which I chance to have some con-
nection.” *Oh, thank you, sir!” she
cried. " And what is the ordeal? "

The stranger looked down at the face
of the erippled lad.

“The little chap is asleep,” he softly
said, “With your permission I mean to
straighten this tortured back and this
ugly shoulder, 1
ehief wrought by well-meaning ignor-
ance, I mean that this little fellow
shall walk through life as straight and
upright as God intended he should.”

I'he girl's eyes dilated.

“And you will do this?"
in an awed tove.

“With your permission and a certain
amount of assistance,” the
said

she murmured

stranger

ssistance?” she repeated,
“ Yes, | have no acquaintances here,
and 1 will need some help, Do you

think you have the nerve to stand by
me ?"’

“I will try,” she simply answered.

I'hree days later
wvered box of con
br ht ver on the
uearest railway stat
1t ate that nigh Xami
AI AL g conter | )
y bed and slept il healthy
st thi he d v u he arose
in t i st etel his
nd stare at the
as the etert J
th a pleased smil
i bour er he made | pear
Aance at door of the | ta
valise in Al wher eyed
rirl eagerly awaite 1
“Artie awoke in capital spirits,” she
| whispered, “and my stepmother has gone
o spend the day at a neighbor's,
everything that you ordered is ready
ood,” be said, with an admiring

glance at her eager face and trim, alert
| Bgure,
Then he went in and closed the outer
L aner.

When it was all over the |dark-eyed

to rou confidentially that the hospital
berth is yours whenever you choose to
call forit,” Hestopped ber thauks with

| & quick gesture as he went ou a lictle

| leave him.
| idiot to let sentiment bother him in such |

| that the girl looked up at the kindly |

more gravely : *“ It certainly was a
beantitul operation, anud we may both
feel proud of it. Ouar plastered aund
harnessed and jacketed little patieot
ought to be on the highway to recovery
in a month's time, Then you can safely
Meanwhile you will have to
put up with a daily call from the sur-
geon in charge "

A cloud crossed the girl's face.

* But the—the bill for your services,
siv 7' she murmured. * How are we to
pay that ?"

“ I admire your frankness, my dear,”
laughed the surgeon. * But chase that
troubled look from your eyes. When I
eame to Marion, I dropped the shop. |1
haven't even a blank billhead among my
effects. Besides this, I took the case
for my own selflsh amusement. Ohb, I
can afford these little eccentricities.
I'd hava paid von for it anoner than have
missed it. Goodby !” And the great
surgeon walked briskly down the road
quite unconscions that a pair' of wor-
shipping eyes followed him until a swift
rush of grateful tears blurred him from
their sight.

Three weeks later, as he sat in the
parlor car that was rapidly bearing bim
back to the great city, he smilingly
muttered to himself :

“ 1 qaite failed to carry out my vaca
tion programme. But what of that ?
I was pever better or surer of myself.
Besides, it has taught me a valuable
Fixed habits of life should only

lésson.

| be broken off by degrees."—Cleveland

runaway. te |
the |

mean to undo the mis- |

Plain Dealer.
CONVERT—CONVICT NO. 1333

hoilor room of a Western peni

tentiary the huge furnaces panted and

roared like ferocious beasts, and
through their great arteries of pipes
rushed and surged hissing steam to

turn the elanging engines and machines
of the shops. Covered with dust and
grime, like black faced demons, sweating
convietsithrew open door after/door of the
fiery furnaces. As the flames belched
forth, ofttimes searing the faces and bare
arms of the careless, the other prisoners
only laughed and jeered as with strain-
ing mwuscles they heaved shovel after
shovel of coal into the maw of the iron
masters. Conviet No. 1333 seemed to
move as a being apart from those of
his kind. Neath the dirt avd grime of
his face showed the grayness of the
prison pallor. His eyes were beady
aud bLis lips drooped at the eud iua
cruel sneer. He had worked so long in
the furnace room, he had looked so
oft at roaring fires, and heated metal
and had heard the clang and groan of
engioes that he felt as if he were but a
part of the great throbbjng mass of
metal that stood before him.

At night when the whistle blew, he
went to the cell house, where there was
naught but steel walls and ceilings, and
bars, and he heard only the clang and
rasping of steel doors and bolts, The
song of steel seemed to thrill every
nerve and fibre of bis being, but to day
he seemed to stand apart from it all,
To right and left he glanced and saw
the vicious looking muzzles of guards’
rifles pointed toward him. Again and
again be looked out of the barred win
dows at the long line of conviets in
gray, wending their way like a centi-
pede across the prison yard to the
chapel. Many long years he had
watched that gray line go to chapel
services, but he was content to sweat
and toil. Ouoce, long ago, he had asked
a Aferret-eyed cell nate if he went to
chapel, and he answered him harshly
saying. * They give you religion there,
but don't speak about God to me—sell
your body and soul to the devil—and
he'll get you out of this hell-hole—don't
speak to me about God, or I'll choke
youse.,”! He remembered that, but
somehow to-day he wanted to be in that
line, for he heard that a missionary
priest would talk to all the Catholic
and non-Catholic prisoners. Memories
of the past filled his mind. He dimly
remembered when as a child, his mother
had often folded his hands and tried to
teach him to pray, but she died before
he had learned ; then again, when his
pal, Ryan, was shot by a copper, and
was dying, he had asked him to pray for
him, and he had promised, but he never
learned to pr %0 he felt he still owed
that debt to Ryan. Yes, he remembered
how he went to call a priest for his
dying pal, and the coppers had pinched
him. So thus be mused and when he

| thought of how he bhad asked the Cap-

| through

|

| tain that morning if he counld go to the

Chapel and had been refused, he ground
his teeth swore he'd get the captain for
that,

No. 1333 watehed the sunshine stream
the barred windows and re-
membered how once a
perched on those steel bars and warbled
its song. and how that night
crust of bread in the dining room, hid it
carefully beneath his shirt, and the fol
lowing ri)\\ cautionsly putit on the win
dowsill. The bird came again thatda
it the crust and sang its sv
Day after day for weeks he
a little bread, and the
every day and sang for him,and then that

pecked

est songs

stole bird came

same captain caught him stealing the
bread. He punished him and bad hin
put in the dungeon where there was
wbuolute silence and darkness, o right
wd left, he could feel only P
wall 8 he lay on the floor 1
da vmost dyit befor © was taker
When he returned rk I

It broket irit. for the birc

never returned I'was  then he
folt he had lost & true and dear friend
thought on in this mood, he

As he

groaned and worked ferociously, heaving
the heavy coal
to the tramp and hiss of convicts feet

shuflling over the stone flags of the
prison yard as they returned from
Chapel.

Oonce he heard an unfamiliar step in
the furnace room, and looking out of the
corner of his eye, he saw a guard passing

little bird had |

he stole a |

listening now and then |

through with a priest, who had talked
to his fellow couvicts, The priest
stopped and questioned him about his
work and No, 1333 was pleased, and told
the priest how sorry he was he hadn't
heard bhim speak that day, as he himselt
could neither read nor write, He was
delighted when the missionary assured
him he wou'd obtain permission for him

given that week in the Chapel,

That night when he brought to his
cell the little book the priest bad given
him, his cell mate, & safe-cracker, told
him it was titled * Plain Facts for Fair
Miuds,” and was writt .n by a priest
Dav after day during that week, No,
13353 heard God's message of Peace,
preached and explained ; learned bow
Jesus was the sinner's friend, how He
had instituted the Sicraments for man's
salvation, that God koew all things, avd
would reward every man according t.
his works,

Night after night, No. 1333 sat on the
edge of his steel cot, and the safe-
cracker read to him out of *Plain Facts
for Fair Minds,” and he listened and
thought ; thought long after the crash
of steel cots aunounced that the siggal
bad been given to retire for the night ;
thought long and seriously as round
about him he heard the moans of men
who waked and wept, the groans of those
who dreamed of blood—yes, he thought
of God and tried to pray., At the end
of that week, no one can depict his
happiness nor the wiseionary's joy when
No 1333 asked for sud bent his head to
recelve the waters of Baptism,

to attend the lectures that were to be | . ' ALl” pretaces “pray,”

THE SPIRITUAL ASPECT
OF TEMPERANCE
By the Rev. James A, Swaby, O. 8. C.
Of the spiricual aspecs of Lemperance,
“Vigilance” is a priwe cousideration

Lhst lles ab the root of all spiricual effort,
and thus, as

| "lirst aid” vells of the veed tor uursing;

| with

| aud vigour as will eusure a

Two years passed slowly by for No, |

, for all had not gone well in the
furnace room, Guard after guard had
been replaced, many feuds had taken
place, and many blows had been struck
O, one of the guards, had incurred
the evemity of the prisoners, and es
pecially of Shorty, a life prisoner, who
made a threat that be wonld get C—
it be had to die to do it.

When, on a

particular morning in May, notice was |

given that a priest, the same missionary
wko had spoken there two years before
would again address the prisoners in the
Chapel, there was some questions as to
whether it would be well to diminish
the number of guards in the
decision was tinally reached
to decrease the number, allowing Guard
C— and a few others to remain
with the stokers.

No, 1333 had greatly changed in those
two years, for his ferocious spirit seemed
to have been subdued. He no longer
snarled at every command, or smarted
under every order, but gradually won
the confidence of his guards. When he
was ordered to work that morning, he
regretted he could not meet and hear
his old friend, the missionary, so that he
could tell him of all he had learued from
that book of “Facts.”” When he entered
the furnace room with the
prisoners, he scented trouble, and
noticed especially the actions of Shorty,
the murderer. He saw the shaken
heads and shrugging shoulders of the
other convicts and heard the lipless
words passed back and forth.

Bending ana heaving, bending and
heaving and sweating the felons hurled
the coal into the fiery furnaces, at the
same time squinting out of their slant
ing eyes to the right and left where
were seated the guards. Now a mes-
sage seemed to flash from one stone face
to the otber; Guard C—— had with-
drawn his gaze for a moment. Shorty
suatched up a heavy sledge, swung it
high in the air, and with a mighty
whirl it flew true to its mark. The
guard toppled from his high seat, and
his rifle pitching to the floor exploded
with a loud report. Like a panther, the
life prisoner sprang forward, seized the
fallen rifle, and struck viciously at the
prostrate form.

The rifles of the other guards cracked
and cracked as dust begrimed prisoners
crouching low sprang for the doors.
No. 1333 leaped for the life prisoner,
seized bim by the throat and back and
forth they fought for the possession of
the rifle. Suddenly one of the felons, a
large massive fellow, seeing that Shorty
was being worsted and knowing that No,
1333 was trying to put down the revolt,
rushed forward spatching up a shovel.
In the hands of that demon it became a
weapon of murder ; it fell and rose, rose
and fell with heavy thud on the head of
No. 1333.

When No. 1333 opened his eyes in the
hospital he cailed for the missionary,
and messengers hurried away to summon
him. Word by word, with difficulty, he
spoke to the priest : “Father, I lost my
mother wher I wasonly a kid ; I was
forced into the streets by a drunken
father, and could only get something to
eat by stealing. I lived on the streets
and alleys of a great city and statved
and slept out doors when nights were
cold. I didn't know how bad all the
things were tlag I did, until I learned
from you a couple of y ears ago. My cell
mate read that little book of “Plain
Facts for Fair Minds"” to me, over and
over again, bocause I ocouldn't read, and
I tried hard to learn it, and tried to
learn to pray. The police never gave
we a square deal, but God will, won't
he, Father, and God will let me see my
mother, too, won’t he? If 1 bad her
when I was a liid, I'd never became bad,
because she wouldn't let me. Father,
won't you help me to die right ? 1 want
to die square with God, won’t you hear al|
my sins and give me all the other Sacra
ments that preached about ; won't
you help nte pray 2”

Weaker a weaker grew No 1333 as
the priest g him the last Sacraments,
and then as he was reciting the
prayers for dying, No. 1333 cpened

[TV

other |

boiler

# View to restoring @ nature

of Ballyhooly, I then returned bhome,
not_gleased with wmy dissppointment,
He ﬁnwd, I suppose, tnat 1'd return to
drink again at my six years' end, like a
dog to his vomit. But I do assure both
bim aud yon that Id do vo such thiog :
but, Sir, when I came back from my
priest, I acted my own physician. |1

sent for a noggin of spirits, made pupch
| of it, mixed my butter with it, aud drank

ivoff in God's Name. And whether it

| was oceasioped by [ being in the latter
wounded and weakeued, to such tone | P03 VS &

lusty re-
tention of saviug grace won, at the
point of the Cross, by the Divine Re
decwer., lotemperance, s'ways with us,
like the unluvely puverty it creates, is
a soul-destroying evil eryivg aloud for
circumspect and coutinusl eounter-
uction, Tue social student, of a type,
has day-dreams ot Utopla, iubabited by |
@4 society recounstructed on the lines of |
the unattaiuvable; wnereas the student
ol human nature, musing upou tacts as
they are, inlers the opposite from the
ascertaived instability of man's charac
ter. When destitute of supernatural
assistauce, human nature invariably faily
b the sticking-place, and at best buc
momentarily toughes heights revealed
iu theory by britliant flashes from the
braiu of the idealist, Man, strange
mixture of conflicting opposites, 18,
penduiumlike, with ease swuug from
side Lo side,  Virtue s ground gained at
oue moment is yielded the next—thus
easily does man gravitate back to “as
you were.” “Oue flads,’ says Goethe,
*hnman nature everywhere great aud
Uisb o, beautitul and ugly.” The ugly
ciement remains to mock and mar the
clivits of Lhe relormer,

Nevertheless, with dauntiess spirit,
Goethe concludes, *Go on bravely work
lug.” Recent legislation in reducing
the national drink bill has ineide ntally
lulled a considerable section of the
public into thinking that special |
advocacy of Temperance is no longer
lmperative. Never has fatal error been
more consisteutly refuted by historical
evidence. Tnat this is an error of |
judgment, arises from the nature of |
thiugs, The proper function of legisia |
tion 18, in the rerse phrase of that great |
statesman W. K. Glsastove, * to make it |
©asy W do right and difficuiv o do |
wrong.” Legislative measures regard
environmeut, the things external to a |
man., Beneficent laws, whilst opening
the way to good, close indeed opportuu-
ities for evil; but they leave inward dis- |
positions unaffected. By means of |
sacramentai agencles, religion alone }
touches the spot and cures the native |
weakness of the pature itself. Hence,
never can legislation, as a substitute for |
religious endeavour, relieve us of the |
duty of constaney of purpose in the |
work of grappling with the drink
problem. A cursory glance at the
salutary lessons taught by history |
suffices to convince thiuking men of the
evil consequence of a policy of drift, in |
the Temperance movement. In making ‘
the cause progressive, all, before Gog, |
have severally an individual responsihil-
ity., In the reign of James L. (in 1609)
the legisiature declared: * Whereas
notwithstandiog all former laws and
provisions already made, the inordinate
and extreme vice of excessive drinking
and drunkenness doth more and more
abound.” Needless to add, save for
emphasis, this condition of things coin-
cided which extinguished ancient in-
fluence of the Catholic Church,

FATHER MATHEW

Pass to the achievements of Father

|

| was

| eud of my fig, or drivking of the punch,
| 1 know not, but, thank God, I slept that

night very sound, perspired much, and
relie.ed vexot morning. Now, in
consequence of age, hard labor, igue

| and dejection of spirits, I'a want some

additional pourishment, and 1 truss on
this applicstion your reverence will be
pleased to allow me some two or three
pints, glasses, tumblers or dandies (not
cider). | expect an sflirmative answer
to this by revurn of post. I remain with
every possible mark of respect, and with
all the ceremony of compliments, your
reverend’s very obedient humble serp
vant, a teetotaller yet, Jonx O'C.
lv Bogland & similar decline has fol-
lowed 1n the wake of the ncble work of
the great Cardinal Masnning. Thank
God, we are not without hopeful signs
of a revival, the need for which has re-
cently been emphasized by the report
for the jear ending last
issued by the Head Cunstable of Liver
pool. In the course of his remarks he
calls attention to the steady increase in
crime and druokenness, the growth of
betting, and the lack of parental con-
trol, which latter feature he declares is

raspongihle for the srqeth of §

) P
Detember

among the young. Graver urgency for
revitalising our temperance organiza-
tions could not well be conceived. No-
thing further need be said to indicate
the essentially of unfailing energetic
vigilavee in the death strogele with this
viee of viees. Unless we stand on the
alert, the demon of intemperance, like a
sleeping giant aroused from drunken
slumber, will, with renewed vigor, re-
sume his work of deadly destruction on
the souls God has eutrusted to our
charge.

THE NEED FOR VIGILANCE

Vigilance, directed
Catholie

according to

praiseworthy but inadequate. The vice
of intemperance leaves its most deadly
sting in the regions of the soul. * This
pestilence of sounls,” as St. Aungustine

| vames it, is a vice enumerated by St.

Paul in the category of sins excluding
from the kingdom of God. In the days
when St. Augustine (fifth century,) the
vice had become 80 common in Africa as
to disturb the discipline of the Churech.
* Who is there now,” says the saintly
doctor (sermon 17 tom. v.. p. ¥5)  who
does not think lightly of the sin of hab-
itual drunkenness ? That sin abounds
and ia thought little of, b

drunkards are already dead in soul, yet
since our Physician is almighty we
must not despair of them, but pray with
all our strength that the Lord may open
the ears of their hearts which they keep
closed.” The trend of the modern
philanthropist is towards classing the
confirmed druvkard with the victims of
incurable disease, The Chureh, stand-
ing on higher ground, knows no such
classification, despite |the aggravation
of many relapsed giving the enemies of
God occasion to blaspheme. In his re-

Mathew, the Apostle of Temperance, | 0iciogs at the triumph of the martyrs
Death having moved him from the | and at the freedora of the Chureh from
scenes of his triumphs, the surpassing | persecution, St. Augustine had sorrow-

success of his life-work gradually de-

fully to admi

Drunkards now perse-

clined, in proportion to the growing | cute with their cops those whom the

relapses in the ranks of an army that | P3g8ns

had lost the magic presence of its
leader. The glorious work had dwindled
almost to extinetion, leaving in its
place little more than a sad though
ballowed memory, when, by a merciful
Providence, the torch of enthusiasm
was lit afresh. The revival of Ireland
came, thanks to the initiative of the
saiotly Dr. Furlong, Bishop of Ferns,
who well remembered Father Mathew's
world famed crusade, and bitterly de-
ploring prevailing apathy, stepped iuto
the breach and again upheld the stand-
ard of Temperance. From that day to
this, Ireland has never gone back. The
huge demonstration recently held in
the vicinity of Vinegar Hill of 98 fame,
proves the movement to be still forging
ahead. By way of parenthegis—it is
“still going strong,” in the opposite
direction to “Johnnie Walker"”| Way-
ward human nature has, alas! ever a
tendency to resume the habits of the
Old Adam. Even in Futher Mathew's
heyday of glory, mauny disciples *“‘went
back and walked fo more with him.”
On returning to Ireland in the year
1845, after a prolonged and successful
campaign in Eogland, he found a budget
of letters awaiting him. The following,
one of a pile of letters accumulated in
the interval, serves to illustrate the
spirit of the waverer,
Ballyhooly, May 2, 1845

Very Rev. Father,—It's with much
pleasure I have to announce to you that
llam a loyal member of your Society,
now nearly six years, And during that
time I not only kept from any kind of
epirituons liquors, but in one of the
visits your very rev. person paid one of
my neighboring villages, I rezewed my

pledge against any of the other stuff« |

that frequently saw teetotallers make

| and

use of, such as soda, peppermint, ginger
ale, cordial, lemonade, &o,, and all such
things. 1 entirely avoided them, one
all. T bappened last winter,
through excessive labour, to get a very
heavy fit of sickness, which both em-
ancipated and debilitated me very
much. I had a8 gord vourishment as
any poor man in my sphere of life could
have, and all was not serving me, T was
ordered by a friendly neighbor of mine

to drink a large tumbler of punch that
| would be hot, strong and sweet, with
| a large lump of butter melted upon it

his lips ar urmured, *Our Father,
have merey rgive me, as I forgive
them all." a slowly passed away.

No 1333 learned to pray, and a |
missionary 1 the Apostoliec Mission
House kne side the corpse of one of
his first cor converts, remembering
the words & Saviour of Mankind :
“Ever shall be joy in Heaven
upon one 'r that doeth penance,
more that n ninety-nine just who
need not pe ce.”

S == S —
Find a pleasure in offering little

services. and do not fear to ask them.
By offering little services, you advance
& step towards making a friend; by ask-
ing a service you give a mark of confi-
dence which is pleasing to a friend.
There results from this interchange of
favors a habit of tal kind,

and take it sitting in my bed, before 1'd

settle myself to sleep; this was ip
order to remove the pains out
of my bones which I was vepy
bad with, Then, tho' bad I was

I did not do it until I'd see about it, I
got a stick and walked with itg help
down to my priest’s house, and told him
all as I have stated. What he told me
was to drink some whey, that it was very
good ; but, at that hour of the night,
had no more getting of whey than I had

of Spanish wine in the miserable street

formerly persecuted with
stones,” (Knar. in Ps. lix) The mis-
sion of the Church is, like that of her
Divine Founder “to seek and
to save them that are lost.”
She neither despairs npor desists in
her zeal to reclaim those whom vice en-
thrals in a general paralysis of the
soul'sa tivities, The drink evil deadens
finer feelings, benumbs the faculties,
and stopefies the soul. The quintes-
sence of the evil lies in this spiritual
incapacity. * Our bodies,” says St.
Augustine,” “being made of earth may
be compared with earth. Now when
there has been too much rain, the earth
becomes soaked and muddy and cannot
be tilled. Just so our body, when in-
ebriated with excessive drink. can
receive no spiritusl culture and pro-
duce no fruits such as the soul needs,”
(To appendice ad Serm. St Aug., 204 )
The capital remeMly lies in the opera-
tions of the Holy Spirit who works
through the sacramental system of the
Catholiec Churen. The humanitarian
may possibly reclaim earth for earth.
He may impress the drunkard's under-
standing with so forceful a pleading as
to resolve hlm to thurst out drunkenps
ness to make way for sobriety. Success
on these lines will avail to give out-
ward respectability to a man and even
remotely prepare him to receive the
higher influences of grace. It will not
of itself, bring him pearer to the King-
dom of God. Tt is, however, indefen
sibly and utterly immoral to cure one
vice by introdocing another,
eapacity for indulgence, having limita-
| tions, admits but one ruling passion at
| & time,

‘ Prescinding from morality,
| be set one s

vices may
2ainst tho other in a contest
for this mustery. The prine iple has its
lawtul higher applieation in the forma-

Man's |

prineiples, must obviously be |

particulariy active in the spiritual
| sphere. Humanitarian effort, basied
| with its own temporal concerns, is |

| that perish,

| tion of character. *Habit,” says the

| ** Imitation of Christ,” * g overcome by

| habit,” in the sense that vicious habit L |

| overcome by its contrary habit of virtue, |
Against such thereis no law, The new
habit ir s formation trains the powers |
of a man to the practice of virtue, and
rescues him from the bondage of sin
Detachment from vice is effected by

measns of attachment to virtue

An in
ance of this principle of action, in its
vicious application, was some 1 onths
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quickly removes tan, alla,
and irritation of the skin;
drog stores,

E. G, West & Co., Wholesal
ists, 80 George 8t., Toronto,

e Drug-

ago revealed in the police court f
Londun suburb,

A young man, with a laudable g, 81
to settle down in the cowlort of mary,.,
life, realised the necessity ol meg,
his ways by mastering the drink-c; g,
Haviog conjured up in his mind v,

ol domestic bliss, he set 1o work 1,

¢ mplish his task, becomivg a «
teetotaller and a non-smoker A
foresaw, this sell-disciplive enabl,

to put by saviogs for his pet proj
developing ioto has own lundlord
absorbing aim of bis life, Tirepst
graspiug spirit grew up withiy, |

g hwm to move faster than |
altowed. lo the end, fired with ay

snd losing sight of the distiner|
tween * wine " and * thine,"
supplementing his income by |
bicycles from unwary travelle,
chupced to be regaling them:
wayside inns. Toe lvevitable oy,
pass, he was duly in the dock, and
Daily Mail was fall of it the peyt
The magistrate declared ambitioy,
the prisouer's ruin.  Ruin, how
would have come equally had dyip
taived its original domination, |
8 case of vice conquering vice, & tou,
between drink avd avarice, and av,
bad won the day. The demon of sy,
had displaced the |[demon of inte,
ance, but neither heaven nor hi
hood was the gaiper. A
of Edmund Burke, he * changed (.,
idol, but preserved the idolatry,” &,
on Heaven's wings do we soar to g
high above earth’'s degradation,
labor in vain to dislodge a predon
sin by enthroning a rival iniquity
foreake nne road to perdition b,
ing in another of * the thousand
that slope the way to crime.” |
resolved that the virtue of temp,
on the high level, shall be securs
is a virtue, and, as such, demands
ion. This

8 man

Y 43
Al Lhe Jangu

means loyalty to the
combined with frequent use
Sacraments, Without practical (

licism the pledge is worthless. (;
the man to whom temperance is te
anee indeed, and who has becor
perate, not that he might becon

not even that he might obt
name amongst his fellows
that he mioht eive tt

4 a8t

to his God, and lift up
noble himself. To him ten

18 a virtue, and virtue means
the English equivalent of the
word Virtus, Toe Christian ma
Vir — the true man — not the
which word suggests the eartt
restrial, origin of our kind. H
true man standing there, perfect
manhood, with all that is best
highly trained and developed, not
tent to take a place amongst the | o
He is there, resolute aud
unbending, facing the temptations

80 constantly assail him ; and holdi
hig rightful place in the world, not
in the eyes of men who see nothir g but
the outside of man, which is not the
man at all, but in the eyes of God who
o

searcies the reins and the heart,
Whereas the man who'gives way, not,
indeed, to great outbursts of intemper-

ance, but to those daily slight fai
away from the fulness of the virtue
temperance, however gently the world
may regard his failing, however wuch it
may take his failing for granted, is
nevertheless a man whose spiritual nerve
is relaxed, whose moral grit and fibre
have deteriorated. Such a one is no
man to comfort a world seething on
every side with flerce temptation and
appealing with tremendous force even
to the man who stands before it, con-
fronting it in all the panoply of seli-
discipline and sell restraint. Sach a
one as this, I say, must go down in the
tremendous conflict. Wkhere is the
grace, unusual in its power and effi-
ciency, which he needs ? The grace is

not there. What right has he
to graces of this kind who, in-
stead of sedulously cultivating what

was the best in him, has daily shrunk
more and more away from that wellare
to whieh nis Christianity and his con-
science bave called him ? His life has
been, not one of self-denial, but of easy-
going indulgence ; a life, not of self-re-
stralut, but of facile surrender to com-
fort and ease. And now that the tre-
mendous call has come to stand fast and

Kidney Pains
in the Back

Could Not Stand or Even Turn in
Bed—Legs Greatly Swollen

All Doctor’s Medicine Failed—Cure
Effected by Use of

DR. CHASE'S
KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS

Again this great medicine has trium
phed over kiduey disease of a severe
type. From a bed of suffering and hel;
lessness Mrs. Walsh was restored ¢
health and strength by using Dr. Chase's
Kiduey-Liver Pills .

Kidney pains in the back tortured
her. Dropsical swellings bad set in and
she had no reason to hope for cure, since
the doctor's medicine failed to even r
lieve her.  Read what the husband say
about this remarkahle cure

Mr. Thos. D. Walsh, Pictou, N.S
wrires :—* Two years ago my wife tool
to her bed after suffering for a lor
time from kidney pains in the bacl
She was not able to stand on her feet or
even turn herself in bed, The doctor's
medicine was no benefit whatever, th
v could see. S metimes her leg
would swell considerably, Readiigab
A woman in similar condition being cured
by Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, we
purchased two buxes and when these
were used she was able to sit up. With
"Hl‘l'(' more h“x("s she was I'O‘N'Hr"'&
health and doing her own housework.

“ As for myself T also found thes )
pills all that is claimea for them. I
give this statement in order that others
may obtain the same ease from suffering
as that experienced by my wife and my-
self.”

Oune pill a dose, 250 & box. at all deal-
ers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limited,
Toronto,
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