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led the van in the conflict against the
advancing hosts of social denmoraliza-
tion ; and we stand uith Frances
Willard, %vho, to Uic ,graces of a re-
fined and- Christian uvonanhood adds
the culture of the sclholar, thie saga-
city of the statesinan, and the, elo-
quenco of a Portia ; lier flnished
periods and entraxficing spels hiaving
kindled the entlîusiasmn of tens of
thousands along every valiey, across
every prairie, and arouîîd every shore
on thiiý Amnericani continent. In
such allince we, the advocates of the
discrediteà White Cross nuovenment,
flnd an inspiration for confidence and
an exaniple for courage in the war-
fare.

It is the utterance of Matthew
Arnold that if fromn the Greek we
leain the grandeur of intellect and
the science of beauty, it is from the,
Jew tlîat we have derived that
choiccst gift of GodI to the race, 41he
institution of the fainily. Thie insti-
tution of the famuly ! What is it ?
It is the corner-stone of every Chiris-
tian state. It is the asylumn of all
virtue, and that white rose of purity
under whose fragYrance ail that is
sweet, beautiful and divine ini society
lias been fostered. To protect the
fainily in its integrity and virtue, to
bear aloft the ideal of social morality,
is the nuost fundanientail and bene-
ficent work uvhich can engage the
sympathy and fearless endeavour of
any mani on this footstool divine.

We are here to level our impeacli-
nments and enipluasize our denuncia-

tio aainst the conspiracies that
are at ork te degrade public senti-
mxent anid destroy the virtuous life of
society. We are here te impeacli
the academies of inusic and theatres,
higli and low, as at war with virtue
and thue sanctity of tic faxnily. Look
at the muodern draina. Let any man
take up the list of plays blazoned on
our streets, and, as a Boston critic
of the stage has weil said, "lthere is
scarcely ene but reeks with fouI
travesties cf social hionour and vir-
tues."'

It is time sq-nie sliuld lift up their
voices in our city against the influ-
ence of our mnodern sta!ge. Over the
portaIs cf every "'acaderny cf music"'
and every theatre nxay be iwritten in
burning characters. the insigmila,

" Who enters bere, shall know sweet.,
innocence and purity of thiought no
ml'ore." That bliglitedl flowvcr, can lb
ever bloom again ? I say, never.

I impeacli those booksellers and
news vendors as at war ii virtue,
mon who stand behind counters and.
deal out the black-]ettered literaturer
whicli abounds ini tiiese times, downi
through the slinly streanis of sensa-
tional tales te the depthis of the,
Frenchi novel of Zola, George Sand
and thers. Look at the sons and.
daughters of Christian famnilles ;
wvhat, conipany do they keep ? In the
retiremient of their uwil rooivi, in the
silence of the midnigit, hour, they
coipanionate with the pirnps and
vagabonds, and profligate and out-
cAists, creations these of the ]3rad-
donis, the infamnous Ouldas and the,
Swinburnes, ail grarnislied with the.
spiendour of descriptive diction, but
stili the product of the foulest minds.
of ourage. Thelhabituai conipanion-
ship withi vice pollutes every chamber
of ixnagery and leaves ininiortal
ieniories that no regenerative power~
can eMfce in life.

Intr every family, in f orn of novel
or sensuous newspaper-thc cess-
pools into iihich pours the moral re-
fuse of the city-into e-ecry family
this printed pollution is insinuating
itself, and like the tainted hand, once
clasped, beaves you a moral leper for-
ever. Thie tiixue hias corne whien a
moral censorship shou]d be, exercised
over this class of literature in the
household, and a boycott be pro-
claimed against every book store,
every news office, that, gives forth its.

r osn to set our youth on fire of helI.
uceli nîarts of literature should be

placarded in our bouses as the moral1
pest-houses of society. I ask thîs.
audience to endorse thisprnpe
and practise t-he preecepts. \VilI yW
do it?

I warn you, niothers, stand by
your boys in the tinie of their moral.
strain; stand by your ion«e. Neyer
a summer passes whicli does flot
record sonie social disasters, wliicli.
find no place of repentance, thoughi
you seek it carefully with tears.

They stand aloof, thie scars remainingr
Like ciifs which had been rent asundér,
A dxehry sea now roîls between,
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