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The micnth of' Novuniber. with its

clark ilays and cheeriess skies, is iii

>triking contrast to tic? ciiariiiiiig
Indiaîî Stiuler, whiciî Inakue 4)etob)er

the queen ionth of' flic yeur.
And yet this biuak stines Novembler

hoids iii itsellif a trong renuindur of the

iesou, wilîjch ou i bol y nothler tlic

C harch, i, lier wisdoin, deires to teacli

bier eidren.
The niournfui Sound of the wind, as

it fatles on our cars, reus like the
voice of our dear dead caiiing to ils

froani their exile iii that suuiuss land of

soule where they yearni for the siglit of

(;od, wvhichl i eperfect day of

turnity.
Noveinber, colul -anditl 11k aîud

niounful aes it je, dfoselmore work for

the giory of God than any other miouth

of flic year. See liow uneiish peopie

grow during thie îîonth of the 11o1Y

a.oi, ais it je iovingly caliud.

Conifort, anud pleasure, and relf-

indulgence are ail forgotten wherc

there je quetion of the beioved dead

who have carried away witi thiiumior

very snearte, so liard doe it ceuni te
livu on lifter themn ami take up flic
biturdun of a life wiîich withîout themn ie
deoi ati on.

In November n etrange pence steale
into the seuic of the sorrowing, ae the
world disappears and they live another
life drawn nearer to God and the hoiy
dead.

God in Hia tender mercy scems

prldgaîl of consolation at huei Selacon
of the vear, and eye long uiitised te

teins SI ed theln in love and suhunie.
a.ion, witholit a thluoghit of hitternees

aigauust that adloralie X ill, h icli dota

il thiuugs weii.
I hear eliilruul, youu wii sav, irr do

flot waîît to huaril a rosy talk like iluis
abouttt death auid tuars and >cnfeinlg-
tiev aire flot l'or uis now.

-No, 1 fondiv hope they lire not for

vohn now, lior rnay tîey le f'or nany

happyî ;ears -but sweet s>-i itiî v anid
love f'or thoee Whuo SUifer-, THAT i-; for

yoX 10w, alfile thsweeter bucauise it

coules fuona your Younîg hearte, to
whinî sorrow is al stranger.

].'veil tîe vury litile oulue of tlie
llîoiuellli cain bu tauglît ta 3îray for

tlie duar dead. Tue Sccreiary ktio\ws,
a darlîig littie bioy not tiv e yeur 01(1
who plays nîorniuîg anid nliglît for bis

aleat fatlier ani titike about hit ag

waiting to se (;oi2'

Lut everv b)oy andi girl, wlîo reuid-
tlîis lutter, try te becomne "bheipers of

tlie liîoy SOUIc."
uIn New York tiiere ie a bîand' of de-

votud .onieai, 1religiolis, wiuo ie

kulown by th je totaihiuug naînle, and
whlo aire doîaîg grent t hiuîgs for (.od

muid soule ail for tlie hoiv dead who aire

1 îrisouîers; of divine justice.
Think, deîîr childreil, what it wolild

lie to spend yeare anil years dyiug of

Iuager andi yet uanabie to dlie. Tiat is
julet the case with the hloy soule in

Purgatory. The pain of loss, ies it Îs
caiied, the being chut out from the
siglit of (iod's face, after hnving seen
it for the first tne it the particular
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