
MONTH,0F THE HOLY SOULS.

Eare biddeu, in the month of November,
~~ to lend ear to a voice from the dead:

«"Have piuy on ine, have pity on me a
leasi youz, inyfrieds. " F or most of us it

cornes in accents uot only plaintive but fanxiliar, endear-
ed by ties of kindred and friendship witli the Iîoliest. and
tenderest of earthi's miemories.

Nature seems to, attune itself to the voice, bringing it
home ini notes distincter stili. The black thlickenting
clouds, the moau of thewivind, the ceaseless xvail of the
restless withering leaves, drive» about by every gust, tell
us of souls in grief, and of the gloorny visitor that ivill
one day cali us in our turn front earth'!s fleeting scenesý,
stainedjoys an~d fadiug happiness.

What a uîeèrcy for iait to be thus brouglit in contact
-nith the other world, his iniperishiable honte, to be drawn
to it by the cords of Adaîîî, by the voice and affection as
of flesh and blood. -<Non oniniis iinoriar." 'II shah twi
all die,," lie excclahuis as lie sees the biand pointing up-
ward fr-out the nioutid of dlay, and the cross planted ; and

inoienores rush ini the n.Iiid,.nd lie joins ini converse of
~eart and feeling witli those whliîî once lie loired.


