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Ewrl and Countess of Traqubair. 1Ter daughter
the Lady Anne Aaxwell, became the wife of Lord
Bellew,

VOL. XXVI.
fodils painted the fields, All nature seemed to

AGENTS fCi].‘_‘_ﬂg.e_Eom‘NION ! smile before her. Her journgy was one positive
CA_THOLIC PERIQDICALS- : enjoyment, notwithstanding the degree of fiar

o i which induced her prudently to avoid the large
e : towns, and the considerable inns, at which she wus
!likely to be known and to put up at the smallest

the poorest inns; and at one of these they wete band, and enly they, are likely to Le punished for
compelled to take their evening meal in the roem  wesglect of ther duty.” ’

where the other traveilers were also accommodated, :  “ They deserve no punishment oun that score,” te-
They remarked a sturdy farnter who looked hard at | ptied the conntess. ¢ Neither do 1 owe them grati-
iem, and by the blaze of the fire they Tecognized | tude, tor necd the govennuent visit upon them the
the yeomaa with whom they bad conversed on their | good deed in which they did not participate,”
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JUST RECEIVED, >

4 fine LITHOGRAPH of BISMARCK—“ SATAN
AND THE CHURCH"—size 19x24 inches,
Price, 25 cts.
It represents Bismarck attempting to Pull down
8¢, Peter's, at Rome. His Satanic Majesty, who
bappeas to come along, promises if he (Bismarck)
succeeds, he will resign his place in his favor.
Free by mail on receipt of price.
JUST RECEIVED,
SERMONS BY THE LATE

REVEREND J. J-. MUBPHY,
who lost his life at the fire at Back Riveron the
night of December 4th, 1875.

We have jnst received from our Agents in England
a consignment of SERMONS on VARIOUS SUB-

TS, given b
O PATE REV. J. J. MURPHY, IN 1871,
Price, 82.00. Free by mail on receipt of price

from
D. & J. SADLIER & CO.,
Catholic Publishers,
975 Notre Dame Street, Montreal.

IF WE ENEW.

If we knew when walking thoughtless
Through the crowded, noisy way,

That some pearls of marvelous whiteness
Close beside our pathway lay,

‘Wo would pause when now we hasten,
We would often Jook around, ,

Lest oar careless feet should trample
Some rare jewel in the ground.

If we knew what forms were fainting
For the shade that we should fling,

If we knew what lips were parching
For the water we should bring,

We should haste with eager footsteps,
We would work with willing hands,

Bearing cups of cooling water,
Planting rows of shading palms.

If we knew when friends around us
Closely press to say good-bye,

Which among the lips that kiss us,
First should 'neath the daisies lie,

We would clasp our arms around them,
Looking on them thro’ our tears,

Tender words of love eternal,
We would whisper in their ears,

If we knew what lives were darkened
By some thoughtless word of ours,

Which hed ever lnin upon them
Like the frost among the flowers ;

Oh! with what sincere 1epentings,
With what anguish of regret,

While our eyes were overflowing,
Would we cry —forgive—forget.

WINIFRED,
COUNTESS OF NITHSDALE.
A TALE OF THE JACOBITE WARS.
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By Laoy DAcge.,

 CHADPTER XXVI.—(Continted).

Thie was but poor satisfaction, Having been so
suddenly summoned from Scotland, she had not
Deen able to arrange any thing at Terreagles; but
before she repaired to Scone to wait upon the che-
valier, not knowing in such uncertain times whnt
might ocenr during her absence, she had taken the
precaution of burying in the ground the family
papers, which her busband had committed to her
chuege, and other articles of most value,

1t was fortunate she hnd done so, for the house
had Bbeen searched after ber departure : and as the
countess herself expressed it, * God oply knows
what might have transpired from those paper !”

If those documents were to bo preserved, it
seemed absolutely necessary she should repair to
Terreagles, and that she should do so without de-
lay, and as privately ag possible.

- For this purpose she again provided herself, Amy
and_Walter Elliot, with saddle horses, and tetraced
her way to Bcotland. ’ :

It was no longer the inclemency of the season
which constituted the danger of the journey, but
the fear. of beirg discovered. On this occasion,
however, it was but for herself she feared : after
her long seclusion in the most confined parts of

London, a8 she rode forward, inhaling the clear|p

country air, with the delightful .certainity that her
husband was in safety and freedom, instead of
being a prisoner, injdanger, distress, and loneliness,

~within-the Tower walls, she contrasted the buoyznt

spirit with which she looked upon this merely per:
sonal.risk, with the horrible oppressive weight which
lay at her bosom a5, two months. before, she had

Her spirits almost rose with’ danger ; aad_sho
gladly yielded herself up to the enjoyment of the

Thie hedgesﬁe’rg Hl‘\-léécij’:'beﬁiﬂﬂi.ﬁ‘g to be bmﬁ‘f"‘
1y clothed in their green livery ; the meadows. in
the neighborhood of London were fresh and bright;.
the primrosés and wild violets alrendy peeped forih.
on the more sunny .banks: = The' unusially-Hard.

‘winter; had. heen' followed :bys the:sapid--burstiog

£:rth, the flush, ofian early spring. /A8 sho advence,
d,.the now, cut.copaesuwere;.spapgled-swith.wood

e s

d |.suffered them:to-flow.s ¢ :rh ye

! and humblest resting-places.

To Ay, the naturally light-hearted Amy, the
joyous laughter was no lobger a stranger, Her eye
| danced once more with gayety, and she cven occa-
i .:;i-on.a.uy tbrilled & snatch of one of her old Welsh

itties.

Her lady smiled kindly upon her: ¢[searcely
thought ever to hear that sound again, Amy. It
does mo good to hear it ; and yet,” she said, ¢ there
is much pain mingled with the pleasure it affords.
It brings back with overwhelming tenderness past
days of happiness ;—past, never to return 1 und her
eyes filled with tears.

My dearest madam, I could chide myself for my
silly sopg if it makes you weep.”

“ No, dear Amy, sing on. I Jove to ber the mel-
ody, although it draws tears ; they are not bitter
ones.” °

i Nay, madam, I can sing no more ; my voice
is gone ' and they rode on in silence.

After several more days of continued journeying,
Lady Nitbsdale ventured to repose herself for twu
nights at Traquhair ; where, with her sister.in-law
and Lord Traquhair, she ¢njoyed the happiness ot o
free ont-pouring of the soul, and where, to willing
eurs and open hearts, she gave every detail of their
brother's escape,

The licutenant of the county being an an old and
tried friend of her lord’s she felt assured thathe
would allow no search to be made for her without
forwardinyg to her due warping to abscond,

She did not send auy notice of her return to Ter-
eagles, that the magistrates of Dumfries might not
ba prepared to make inquiries about her ; but she
suddenly made her appearance there, feigning that
she had the leave of the government to do so. The
better to persuade them that it was with permis.
sion she was there, she sent to her neighbors and
invited them to visit her ; while in the interim she
busied berself in securing the papers.

‘The gasdener alore knew where they had been
buried, and with the assistance of the faithiul old
Hugh she recovered them.  They wero as yet un.
hurt ; but, although in the highest state of preser-
vation after oue very severe winter, they could not
have remained much longer in the ground without
prejudice. .

It was, s Lady Nithsdale herself says, a particu-
1ar stroke of Psovidence that she made the despatch
she did, for the magistrates of Dumiries soon sus-
pected her.

The indefatigable Amy, whose ears were always
open, whose discretion was never slumbering, learn-
ed, by o forfunate accident, that one them was
henrd to say, he should, the next day, insist upon
seeing the Countess of Nithsdale's leave from gov-
ernment.

There was not & moment to be lost; Lady
Nithsdule resolved to depart before daybreak. She
forwarded the rescued documents by a safe hand to
Traqubair, and on the following morning set forth
agnin for London.

It was 0ow that she bade a fond, lingering, lnst
adieu to her home : she kuew that itwas for ever
she quitted it! When all were at rest, she gently
visited each well-known apartment, She repaired
to that which her children had usually inhabited :
she looked with saduness upon the vacant room.
She thought how often she had there heard their
prattling voices—there bent over their quiet slum-
bers. She paused at the door,and the tears gushed
from her eyes, A thousand trifling incidents
crowdod on  her mind ; there swas not a spot that
was not alive with rccollections.

« Pruly,” she thought, “did my lord say, as he
parted hence, ¥ Our castles will be desolate, oar
name extinct I’ She looked upon the motto, ** Re-
viresco ;” © Truly did he fay,* Not here will any
Earl of Nithadale fiourish again I'  But he is safe ;
our children are gafe ; and we shall be happy, iv all
the charities of domestic life, 'Twere sioful to
allow such regrets to stifle for a mement the grati-
tude which ought tooverpower all other emotions.”

But when, ere the carly dawn sppeared, they
prepared to-mount their horses, and she saw the
faitlful old gardencr, with his blue bonnet in his
hand, respectfully hold the Lridle rein, enacting the
part of ’squire, the tears would flow unbidden :
< Phanks, my good Huxh ! I am glad to sce you
once more ; for, alas'! Hugh, I sball never, never
return to this denrhomeagain! Henven bless you,
ond all, ali who dwell around!" she continued,
looking around ler at the scattered cottageson the
hillsides ; % may you and yours be well and happy !

T feared how it was, wmy leddy; I fancied,
if T was not here betimes, I shontd never look on
your leddyship’s fair face agsin. Eb ! madam, 'tis
an awful thing when the hend of an ancient
house flits_for ever from the home of bis ancestors.
"Tis an nwsome thing for o' the puir folks about!
and a3 for me and my gude wife, why I thinkit will
go nigh to break our hearts! But that's peither
here nor \here : what maun be, maun be; and I
dinna mean to make your leddyship downhenrted !
1 only thought I would see the lass o' ye ;* and the
old man brushed away o tear. ¥ I just made bald,
my leddy, to bring wi’ me a little o* the seed of
our famous kale, which my lord used always to
raise, Ithoughtin tbe outlandish countries my
Jord is like to abide in now, he might not meet
with any such ; and I guessed 'twaa nextto jmpos-
sible that, with so much upon your mind, your
leddyship should give it a thought.” .

“ Give it me, good Hugh; and deperd upon it
your kind recollection of my lord shail not be for-
gotten. I will tell ‘him that bis old friends here
hava not put himn from their minds yet I" )

- Nor ever. will,.my leady; that’s pot the way
with a true Scot. We shall keep the Maxwells it
mind as long. as you and yours remem ber Scotinud,

light-in . the: east ;-Tmust. not be keeping. your |
Jeddyship.” . ; . :
the old man's hard, weather-beaten hand in her own

castle:; It;wag;in, vain to strugelo,longer with ber

tears ; she.

v

s

and, maybe; longer too. But yonder's the gray|:

, Lady‘;Nith_eda.’lé,fcbu‘ld ot éi)_"e‘al';";. but she préssed |
soft- delicate fingers,,.and, she hurried :from;the. h

islded- to, the; ';D.{l_:&!,l.fﬁl;_:il.!!l).!ﬂ?l,ﬁaf-;““ﬁ;-. e

way to York., He soen renewed acquaintance.

“Why, is it you, my demure puritan? What
rings you this road again se soon? Did vou ro:
find & bearty welcome, that you are so scon for the
north country arain? ¥ow fared it with vour
frrends in Loadon ?” .

s It fares well with some of our dearest friends,
I thank you; far better than when last we met,”
answered the countess.

# There bave beeu great doings goinz ou in Loa-
don since you went this road : and what my com-
panion raid, though it was rouglly said, bas come
out pretty true : they have made away with a good
many of the rebel lords.”

Lady Nithsdale shuddered.

‘ But the king did spare some of them, and they
say would have spared more, if bis ministers would
have let him; but a good many took French leave,
There was half a dozen broke out of Newgate at
once, they say ; and though some were taken again,
there was one Hepburn fouand out where his wife
and children were abiding Ly spying bis own family
tankard, the Keith, tankard, as they call it, which
they had stuck in the window just for that very
purpose ; he wes n Iucky feliow! And pray, young
woman, you can't tell me how 'twas the Farl of
Nithsdale got away?”

Lady Nithsdale started,
I know ?”

*“ Why, you have been in London, and I thought
folks must have talked enough about it there; for,
to my mind, 'twas a stranze thing, and that's the
truth, Do you think the guards were in the secret ?”

% QOh, no, no! tbey knew nothing!” exclaimed
the countess, anxious to exculpate them from such
a charge.

¥ Why, I thought you knew nothing ! answered
the yeoman, with a cunning glance ; but if you do,
you necd oot stand in fear of me: I should never
wish to say any thing to aovbody to their pre-
judice” )

« T never heard any suspicion of infidelity thrown
out against the guards,” answered Lady Nithsdale,
in a more composed manuer ; *“ but I have left Lon-
don some time, and other circumstances may have
teanspired.”

“Then you don’t know that ‘twas the earls
mother that brought him the clothes in which he
disguised himself 7" .

“No! indeed, I do not,” answered the countess,
with a glance at Amy, which she could not control.

«They say that's a positive fact,” proceeded the
farmer ; “and perhaps, then, you have not heard,
what they tell me is equally true, tbat on the
twenty-fourth,~—yes, it was the twenty-fourth, was
it not, that the rebeis had tbeir heads off 27

Lady Nithsdalc bowed assent.

"On the twenty-fourth of last month, the very
day the Earl of Derwentwater was beheaded, the
water in the moat round Dilstone Castle turned as
red as blood! That was very singular, was it not

4 Strange, indeed " cjaculated Ay, with a coun-
tenance in which awe and wonder were honestly
visible ; “ on the very day he suflered !'—and the
thought of the scaffold, and the blood, of which she
bad caught, or fancied she caught, a sight, flashed
across her mind, She turned so pale, that the
countesr, now the most sclf-posscssed of the two
hastened to withdraw attention from Amy, lest her
emotion should become too apparent.

The feminine horror of blood, and the supersti-
tious terror with which she Jistened to so unealural
a portent, had thrown her more ofl her guard than
circumstances of real peril would have done.

Lady Nithedale inquired whether the Farl of
Wintoun's trial had yet come on; and the yocinan,
proud of his superior idformation, told her that it
hiad, and that he had reccived sentence of death ;
but he added, ¢ he seemed so wild and strange, that
half the world thought he was not in his right
senves,”

Meanwhile Amy Evans bad recovered Lerself, and
the conntess was glad to seize the first opportunity
of retiriog, and of avoiding any further olservation.

Upon her arrival in Londou, she found from ler
friends, the Duchess of Montrose and Mrs. Morgan,
that the king was even more than ever incensed
agninst her, for haviog, against his prohibition
made her appearance in Scotlund; and that if he
should succecd in sceuring her, there was reason to
fear that she would be proceeded agninst according.
to the utmost rigor of the law. And this, she heard
from some of the best law aunthorities, would be no
other than,in a case of high treason, to make the
head of the wife answerable for that of the hus-
band. .

It therefore became necestary that- she should
take mcasures for Ler own speedy departure. But
before she left her nalive Innd for ever, ke ventur-
ed to have one more interview with her good cousin,
Christian of Montrose. It was, however, by stealth
that the duchess visited her, and in sorrow that she
bade her farewell.

& [ fear to injure you by my visit, dear cousin,”
she said; “and yet I longed to bid Heaven prosper
you on yout journey. You will let me know when
you are really restored to your busband and your
children. "Though we may never meet again, it will
be sweet to me to fancy you enjoying perfect happi.
ness with those who are so dear to you."”

"u] ghall, indeed, be happy; Dbut, alas! dear
Christian, this henrt. will ever yeara towards its
island home. I love the very soil of England ;
aad, ns I pass along, I' look with fond regret at

% Nay, sir! how should

-every Louse, at e¢very tree, and think with sorrow

that' T am henceforth. to be an exile: that I can
never, never look on them ngain, As for my friends
—such triends.as you, dear Christian| But think
you in very truth there is no hopc of our being
.ever allowed to revisit our dear England?"
+Alas 1 the kiog is still so_angry-with you indi.
anted the Viscountess Ken.
mire £150 per aunum for the .education of her
chilfen ;, thell iidy Nairne, too, bds thet with favor ;
‘but, dear. cousin,” she addéd, smiling; * he says you
‘have given him jnore ‘trouble than any. other wo-
;mail in. Birops; and althoygh L'verlly beliove
mi . the; other prisoners who have made their

Bivé Dot been oyerstrictly guarded; yetboth

-vidually. ‘He has g

| 1As.on;theinformer,journey; they,
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chaTge, of {d Barl yourhust

b ¢ But, from all I tell you, dearest Winifred, itis
} plain you should not linger here "

{  ®Ishall be goue to-moirow, lleaven favoring
tme,” replied the countess.  #This evening I will
. bid fareweil to two dear friends, and to-morrow 1
yawm wane ™ Aund with many tears, aud last fave-
weils, and promises of communicating by letter,

the cousins parted,

i The friends to whom Lady Nithsdale alluded
| were Mrs, Morgau and Mrs, Mills, whose nameg she
did not care to nrention even to the duchess, lest it
mizht ever transpire that they had nssisted in her
i lord’s cscape.

To them she scarcely knew in what terms saffi-
ciently to express gratitude: and it cast a gloom
over the prospect of speedy reunion {o the objects

] of her dearest attections, -to think tbat she should
i pever more see the persons to whom, under Provi-
¢ dence, she was fndebted for that happy prospect.

CHAPTER XXVII.

But I wad rather see him roam
An outcast on a foreign strand,
Aund wi' his master beg his bread,
Nac mair to see his native land,
Than bow a hair o' his brave head
To base usurper's tyrannye,
Than cringe for merey to a knave
That ue'er was owned by him orme,
Jucobite Sony.

Lady Nithsdale's voyage was perforinedin safety ;
ond at Paiis she joiued ber husband and her chil-
dren, wuom he had conveved thither from Bruges
to await her coming.

The happiness which they had almost feared to
picture was at length realized. Tley together
gazed upon their noble boy; she saw the little
Lady Annenestled in her father's bosom ; she gave
herself up to the joy of gazing on them, with nov
fear that this joy sheuld be snatched from ler by
any power except the immediate will of Heaven,

On the {ourth of May they reached Avignon,
where all bis adherents flocked around tac Pre-
tender, the Earl, or, as he was there styled, the
Duke of Mar, the Duke of Ormond, and many others,
to the number of thirty lords,

But the petty broils, the dissensions, nnd the
jealousies of this mock court assorted but ill with
the feelings and habits of Lord and Lady Nithsdale,
They soon lcft Avignon, and proceeded to Italy,
whers they lived m privacy, with no wish beyond
gach other's society and the company of their chil-

reo,

After all which they had endured, it was cnough
to be together; and for weecks, nay, mouths, the
delightful certainty of being restared to each other
stood in licu of all things else,

But human nature is so constituted that the con-
tinued possession of that which we hnve long en-
juyed and that which we no longer fear to lose,
will not alone be productive of lively, positive hap-
piness ; other thoughts, other desires, find room
within the heart.

As their children advanced in years, they could
not but feel that they were doomed to vegetate in o
foreiga soil; they could not but fecl that their posi-
tion in life was very differcat {rom thut to which
thiey had been born.

The remembrance of home, the image of absent
friends, the memory of departed ones, were treasured
up in their minds ; and Lady Nithsdale would un-
perceived dwell on the pale sad brow of her lord,
as, hanging on his arm, she paced with him the
shores of the Mediterranean ; and she could casily
read that his thoughts had leaped over intervening
time and sprce, over years gone by, and over the
mountains,plains, and reas that interposed between
them and their home, and were sadly fixed upon
the past aiftl the distant. He caught her cye, as
tearfully, fondly, it was éurned on him,

“ Yes,” he said, #my thoughts were far ftom
hence. The clear pure heaven above us is un-
broken by a cloud, but dearer to my eyces the misty
sky of Scotland ; the deep blue of the vuruflled sen
is beautiful, but to 1wy feelings the dusky waves
that dash ngainst the ruined walls of our own Cacr-
laverock are more sublime in their wild grandeur,
The distinct, dzfined outline of yon purple moun-
tains may be more brilliant, but my heart yearns for
the softened hazy outline of our own Scotch hills
melting into the pearly hues of our watery sky I

As he spoke, a light bark glided rapidly by, and
the boatmeu kept time with their onors as they
chanted, in their musical tongue, Italian poetry to
Italian melody.

« And dearer to my ears,” said Lady Nittsisle,
& tl;e gimple ballad of a Scottish maiden, than even
these sweet sounds as they are wafted to us over
the waters ‘

They stopped to listen to the song as it died
away : snd, as they listened, another and moreaw-
ful sound struck upon their ears. )

‘The bell of one of the small chapels often con-
structed on the shores of Catholic countries, was
tolled for th. scul of o departed mariner., Asit
happened, the tose was not unlike one of which
they both retained but too vivid avd painful a re-
collection. ’

The countess felt her husband’s frame quiver be-
neath the stroke. There was no need of words.—
With a mutual pressure of the arm, they returned
upon their steps and sought their bome, |

. Uncopsciously their pace quickened. They
gseemed to fly before the stroke of that belll Such
suffering as they had both experienced leaves
traces in the soul which time itself can never wholly
efface, i : o )

To those who may have been intérested in the
fate of the two persons who form the subject of the
foregoing memojr, it may bo sitisfactory to know
that the Lady Nithsdale' was not parted by death-
from ber beloved husband till many years after--
ward, when in the year 1744, e died in.his exiloat
-Rome, ' Shesurvived-him"five years; but she bad.
‘the'comfort of- knowing, ‘that by her exertionsin:
‘herlast visit to' Terreagles, shio hiad‘succeeded in
gecuring a competency to ‘her'Sor; who married hig-

ED VIRGIN.

In arceent sermon preached at Chelsea, Eng-
land, by his Eminence Cardinal Manniong, Avch-
bishien of Westminster, from the text,

‘A great sign appenred in lHeaven, a woman
clothed with the sun, end the moon under her
feet, and on her hend a crown of twelve stars"—
words taken from the twelfth chapter of the boolk
of Apoclypse. The sign, his Eminence said, sig-
nilied the Inearnation. The woman was the
motber of the Redeemer of the world; the child
of whom the context spoko was the Redeemer him-
self, Her being clothed with the sun was a sign
that she was elothed with surpassing glory. The
moon through out Scripture was used as a symbol
of instability, mutation, vicissitude, nnd change
und therefore of the world ; all creatures nder her
feet signifying that she was the first of creatures ;
and the crown of twelve ttarg signify the unjon of
all perfection on the head of that ome person.
His Lminence then proceeded to shiow that the
gloty of the [, Virgin is pre-eminent, surpassing
the glory of nll the creatures of God: secondly, that
it bas in it that which makes it singnlar in its kind,
sets it apart and not only above, and with a dis-
tinctness which makes it unique nod unapproach-
able,  First, there was her essential glory:
secondly, the glory of her divine maternity ; thirdly,
there was her glory in virtue of the rights of her
Divine Sok; fourthly, there was her glory as the
mother of nll living; and. lastly there was her
accidental glory, which was the participation of
that of her Divine Son. Why was it the Catholic
Cturch paid to her the reverenee and venemtion
which was called devotion, or, as he desired or
rather loved to call it, * worship,” a good old racy,
ancient, Saxon word; our mother tongue had in it
a fragrance like the carth when we turn it up,
None but those who did not know their catechism
could misunderstand the use of the word “wor-
ship; ” and. if they did misunderstand, he would
rather send them to learn their catechism than
enter into a theological disquisition. Why had the
Catholic Church dedicated her sancturies to
Mary, the DMother of God? Why in every
church was there n Lady Chapel? Why had
we a serice of feaste all the year round,
beginning with the Aununciation, and ending with
the Assumption? Why was it the [Inil Mary was
put in the mouth of every child? Why is it to
the world which in its ignorance and twilight faith
dacg not understand the glory of the hypostatic
union of God and nan in the person of Her Son,
that we seem to go too far? Becnuse they do not
understand the real glory of the Incaroation of
Jesas Christ. e would ask wlhat one thing had
the Church ever done or suid for her sanctification
and her glory ? e had sanctified her for the sake
of His Son, and for her own sake, beeause He
made her to be tho Mother of His Son. Among
the first fruits of God and the Lamb, before tho
throue in Ileaven, would be the Blessed and Imma-
culate Mother of God, and biefore the throne of Her
Son, with her many diadems and the crown of
twolve stars which she wears would be n crown pur-
chased in His Precious Blood ; and in the midst of
all the alleluing of heaven, she would say es the
lerat suint of heaven wounld sny, by the grace of
God, I am that whichI am.” He had to spenk 2
word of duty to them, if they knew not the Blessed
Muther of Our Redeemer nsthey ought, Not to eall
her Bivssed was a mark of an imperfect faith and of
a cold heart. He asked them who were not of his
flock—wauld to God they were—if they honored the
Blessed Mother of Our Redeemer as they ought?
Did He not honor her? did He not venerate Her ?
Did not ull His disciples do the sanme? Did she
not say, speaking in prophecy, ¥ All generations
shall call mc Blessed?” And yet perhaps they had
carped at the honor which Catholics gave her.
Tliose who were of his flock he asked if they had
paid to her the vencration which was her due?
Not one of them—they were far from the example
of her Divine Son, 8t. Alphonsus Inid down a rule
which was u rule of wisdom derived from the Holy
Ghost., Ife¢ said that us to the glories of the Blessed
Mother of Gad, whatever the faith did not prohibit
him to believe, whutever was not inconsistent with
nny deeree of the Church, whatever was not forbid-
den by the light of nature that ho believed with
joy. What conception of her stnctification could
they have that would go beyond the immensity of
grace which lie had endevored to draw out?  What
conception of the dignity of her person could they
bave which surpasses the dignity~of the divine mna-
ternity. Let them cherish that conception ns affec-
tionate children of her who wag the Mother of God
and their mother. They had to make repsration
for not having honored her as they ought, and for
others round about them. They had to make rep-
aration for England, the tradition and the title of
which was the Dowry of Mary once, but now, since
three hundred years, had wrecked her sanctuaries,
pulled down her altars, and abolished ber festivals,
and had become muate, go that the pnblic voice of
England does not call her Blessed any more Let
them pray to her, pray to her DivineSon to pour out
the light of faith upon England, upon the whole
world, he might say ; the warfare between the secd
of the serpent and the seed of the woman, the
womnaa clothed with the sun, is fierce, and though
not more fierce at this day than at any other period
of the century, moro stealthy, more perilous, because
more secret. Let them pray that God would. pour
out the light of faith that men might nuderstad the
mystery of the Incarnation;and submit themselves
to the rule of the King who bag all in heaven and
on earth, and then they would know. how- to love
this Blessed Mother. -If grace bo the measure of
glory, and if the grace of the Blesscd Mother of God
-be an immensity, as her grace was; 80 is her .glory.
.Let them have this conception, and they would be
elovated in the whole life of mental. prayer; they
‘would be elevated in all the concéptions of the filial
'relations with God : a tenderness would:come .over
the hearts of ‘men, and the high andnoble cbaracter-
ioficonscious dignity.over.
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