112 THE MESSENGER OF THE SACRED HEART

outside the Church of God ; I stood and watched it ; it was
so full of faith, of the faitl: which saw the unseen Dweller
in the Tabernacle, which looked into His Heart, and knew
It for a real human Heart, with power to feel pleasure, like
other hearts of men, at a fellow-man’s ‘ good-night’’ or a
baby’s.innocent ‘‘ ta-ta.”’ The clothes of the boy were the
common Sunday clothing of a mechanic’s child, but for the
soul, washed clean by baptism, the mother was weaving a
dainty robe with more than human skill.
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“ Good-night ! dear lord.”” He is a boy now. VYears
have passed on and he had begun to learn that wrong can
be done, even by hearts which think they love, and to-night
he has been to his first confession, and he has gone back to
his mother's side with a more serious look than the little
dimpled cheeks mostly wear. They have stayed to Bene
diction, and before they pass through the door he is still
not too old t¢ turn and kiss the little hand towards the
Tabernacle — ¢ Good-night, dear Lord’’—and then as he
slides his hand into his mother’s, “ Mother, I'm so sorry
for being naughty to you.”’

The mother's lesson is doing its work ; the dainty robe
she wove is still dainty : it was because Michael's soul was
still so white, his eyes so clear, that ne could see spots at
all. ¢ Naughty !’ The mother knew only a little saint
whose lips were still fit to fling a kiss to God.

Kneeling a few years older now, in the early morning
and other boys about him, with his body robed to-day in
such comeliest dress as her poverty and labor could provide,
e is to receive for the first time within himself the Lord to
whom he has so often said the ‘“ Good-night " of an adoring,
loving brother. He has been preparing for months; he
has known all his Christian Doctrine well ; but it is not the
priest nor the goed Brother of the Christian Doctrine who



