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Marguerite has now done all that was
t:fe for the moment; 8o, promising to
mhem know when she had seen Narka,
rent aWAY.
“e!\nlf de geaucrillon, observant of the
courtesies which French gentlemen never
fail in to the women of their family, saw
her down-stairs, and then returned to
the boudoir. He was struck imme-
diately by the change that had taken
place in Sibyl. The .stmmed, angry,
rplexed look had entirely passed away
}:un her countenance, and it now wore a
resolute, almost a radiant expression.
Was it the ho[l»e of saving Narka from a
norrible fate that had suddenly flushed
her pale cheeks and lighted those lamps
of trinmph in her eyes? What else could
it be? And yet, for the first time, as he
looked at his wife, M. de Beaucrillon did
not think Sibyl beautiful.
TO BE CONTINUED,

THE HAIL MARY.

The Very Rev. Mgr. Howlett, of
London, Eogland, answering some
present day writers, dwelt upon the
message delivered by the angel
Gabriel to our Lady, taking his text
from the first chapter of St. Luke's
Gospel :

The angel Gabriel, being come unto
her said : ‘‘Hail, full of grace: the
Lord is with thee; blessed art thou
amongst women. "

Proceeding to consider the much dis-
puted question, ‘* At what period of
the Church's history did the ‘ Hail,
Mary,’ first become of universal use ?"
Mgr. Howlett said there were not want-
ing writers who were inclined to
minimize Catholic devotion in this re-
spect, and state that the ** Hail Mary "
was never used before the tenth cen-
tury. But documents that could not
be gainsaid proved that such a state-
meat was absolutely false, and left no
doubt whatever tbat the ** Hail Mary,”
in its present form, was used as far
back as the tenth century and still less,
or as little doubt that the ‘* Hail Mary,”
so far as the words of the first portion
were concerned and the meaning con-
veyed by the words of the second por
tion, was used as far back as the fifth
century, and probably even in Apusto
lic times.

The earliest manuscript of the
prayer was to be found in the liturgy
of Jerusalem, the origin of which was
attributed to Si. James the Apostle.
The MSS. dated from about the ninth
century, and the form of the ' Hail,
Mary,” ran thus:

«'Hail, Mary, full of grace, the Lord
is with thee. Blessed art thou among
women, because thou hast brought
forth the Saviour of the world. Holy
Mary, pray for us.”

The Council of Ephesus, which as-
sembled about the year 131, added to
that form, commonly used in the Orient,
the words, ‘* Mother of God,"” and the
reason for doing so was because about
that period the Nestorian heresy
sprang up, which declared that al-
though Mary was the Mother of Jesus
Christ she was not the Mother of God.
But at this, the third Geuneral Council
of the Church, it was determined that
the doctrine of Nestorius was falss and
pernicious, and that Mary was the
Mother of Christ, and that He being
God and Man united in one person, she
was actually the Mother of God as weil
as the mother of man : and in order
that this should be perfectly clear and
that there should be no room for equiv-
ocation in the prayer of the Church,
the words, ‘‘Mother of God,” were
added. The sentence: ‘' Pray for us
sinners, now and at the hour of our
death,” did not add very much to the
meaning of the words that went before,
but were simply of an explanatory
character, and were added at &
more recent date. The form, as it is
used at the present time, became uni
versal in the Church in the sixteenth
century, for in 1568 Pope Pius N
published an Apostolic Bull by which
he reformed the Breviary and the
prayers used in the Breviary and
commanded the universal use of the
“ Hail, Mary,” according tothe pres-
ent day. But, in spirit and meaning,
and even in words, so far as the
first and second portions of the
** Hail, Mary,” were concerned, it was
used throughout the entire Church
from the earliest ages. In fact, so0
much was this the case that there was
no particular age in which it could
be said that the prayer was first
introduced. Aud a8 nothing
could be introduced without observa.
tion and without comment in a great
society such as the Catholic Church the
only conclusion to be arrived at was
that the ** Hail, Mary,” was used from
the earliest ages of Christianity, and
that it came down to succeeding gen-
erations from, as the Oriental MSsS. at-
tributed it, probably, the Apostolic
age. Astothe prayer iteelf, the words
were pregnant with a deep and mys
terious meaning. The very first word,
¢ Hail,” which in Latin was ‘¢ Ave,"
was oftentimes used even in English,
and was very probably the word used
by the angel Gabriel himself. In the
Syrio Chaldaic language it meant
peace, which was an expression of
friendship, of fervor, of distinction,

and, above all, of the friendship and
favor of God. Our Divine Lord
Himself often used the word when
speaking to His disciples. Thus, for
instance, the first words Ho addressed
to them after tne Resurrection were
“ Peace be with you i wnd when He

commanded themn to go tvwni and visit
the faithtul in thev \nes
He said, ‘‘Into whatsosv .t 1€
vou shall enter say to tue man,

‘ Peace to this house ; and on other oc:
casions He said: ‘‘My peace I
give you ;" while the Apostle St. Paul,

for they meant nothing more nor lees
than sinlessness, while ‘‘Blessed among
women " meant that Mary was exalted
and favored by God. For it was a
peculiarity of the Hebrew language
that in order to express a superlative
a circumlocution, or rcund-about ex-
pression, must be used. Thus, for in-
stance, when holy scripture wishes to
express an idea of the most perfect of
all songs it used the words, ** Song of
song ;" and when it desired to exprees
an idea of the greatest of vanities it
said, **Vanity of vanities ;" and when
expressing an idea of the most sorrow-
tul of all men it used the words, ‘‘Man
of Sorrows.” And so it wad that
when it desired to express an idea
of the most exalted of all women
it made use of the expreseion,
¢ Blessed among women.” As to the
invocation added by the Church herself
in the ‘'Hall, Mary,” Mgr. Howlett
sald there were not wanting men who
claimed to be Christiane, but who nev-
ertheless said that thie second portion
of the ‘* Ave Maria " was blasphemous,
for it attributed to a creature a power
which men ought to attribute to God
alone. They said there was but one
mediator between God and man—the
Man Christ. He it was who gave Him-
gelf in propitiation for men's sins, and
no one should come as mediator be-
tween Him and God. Such lan
guage seemed to suggest the idea of
the Pharisee in the temple,
who desired that no one should
come between God and him.
as though he would put himself above
all creatures and next to God. But
this was not the spirit of the Catholic
Church. She placed herselt with the
poor publican at the door of the tem
ple, striking her breast and saying,
‘Lord, I am unworthy to be heard.
I will appeal to Thee not directly, but
through those who have served Thee
well.” And in this she did not attri-
bute any merits of the first mediator-
ship to the saints ot God, and it Catho-
lics prayed to them they did not pray
to them to intercede for them by
reason of their own merits, but by
reason of the merits of Christ.

THE CATHOLIC PRESS.

Its Great Work and Whyit)}Should be
Supported.

Those who purchase and circulate
Catholic periodicals, papers and books
do a truly apostolic work. They give
to human souls the divine truth of God.
The Catholic press is the needle-gun of
truth. In God's name let us use it to
the full. Every good book is a mission-
ary, and a Catholic paper is a perpet
ual mission in the house that receives
it. Our Catholic newspapers set before
their readers the record of the progress
of the Catholic Church throughout the
world. As mediums of thought they
record the opinions, explain the views
and defend the position of Catholics.
They bring the influence of well-con-
ducted weekly journals to enlighten all
their readers as to the true character of
Catholicism, its object and its worth,
and thereby aid the cause which all
Catholics have at heart, namely, the
recovery of non-Catholics to the Cath
olic faith. They chronicle, without of-
fending Catholic tacte, the progress of
the Church in her mission throughout
the world, noticing in the proper spirit
the great work that she performs and
her mighty labors in the present no
less than in the past for the elevation
and conservation of the human race.
They tell the story and reverently
maintain the opinions of a Church
which converts the heathen and con-
founds the ** wise,” which restrains the
luxuries of civilization and teaches
the barbarian the dignity of
man, Wwhich found universities
and provides schools for the poor which
sanctifies Christian marriage, forbids
divorce, elevates woman to her true
gphere, strengthens constitutional gov-
ernment, defends the weak and op-
pressed, protects the orphan and gives
aid to the needy ; which teaches the
duty of the employed, but does not for-
get that masters should be just and
considerate, a Church which has never
feared a tyrant or quailed before per-
gecution ; & Church which is adapted
to all ages, to all ranks, to all condi-
tions and to all times.

Wicked men and sectaries spread
everywhere countless publications
against God, His Church and sound
morality. We are not deserving of
high praise if for the best of causes we
do ouly that which the impious do for a
wicked cause, and take for the salva
tion of souls only the same pains which
they take for their damnation, but
pot in any way to oppose them were
disgraceful sloth. In this conflict of
good and evil we cannot remain neu
tral ; we must take sides. ‘‘ He that
is not with Me is against Me,” says
Christ. In the tace of such excessive
danger to morality and to faith
not to struggle against the mis-
chief is to become an accomplice
in it; not to banish its con-
tagion far away is to be infected with
that contagon ; not to forbid the ad-
mission of those writings which ave
filled with the impure filth of the most
disgraceful passions into our homes is
to defile ourselves with their corrup-
tions and to disseminate that corrup-
tion among others. In a word, in this
deadly way, which every vice sus-
tained by every error is at present
waging against virtue, not to take an
open stand on the side of virtue
|is to embrace the cause of vice.—
The Michigan Catholic.
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Wise Men Know

THE GOOD BISHOP.

Charles Bienvenu was once Bishop
of D—. He was a man of seventy-
five. His sister Baptistive lived with
him and looked after the house. The
Bishop's palace at D was near the
hospital and was a spacious and beau-
tiful edifice. The hoepital was & nar-
row, one-story building with a small
garden. Three days after the Bishop's
advent, he visited the hoepital and said
to the director : **There is a mistake
here. There are twenty six of you in
five small rooms ; there are only two of
us and space for sixty. There is a
mistake, I tell you. You have my
house and I have yours."

He received from the government as
Bishop a salary of 15,000 francs ; of
this amount he retained only 1,000
francs for the expenses of his house-
hold and gave the rest to charity. I
tell you this that you may know one
trait of his character. He was alwavs
and in everything just, true, intel.i-
gent, humble and benevolent.
Prayer, alms, consoling the afflicted,
the cultivation of a little picce of
ground, fraternity, frugality, self-
sacrifice, study and work filled up
each day of his life.

An hour after sunset, & man travel-
ling afoot entered the little town of
D——. In his hand he carried an
enormous knotted stick, his stocking-
less feet were in hobnailed shoes, his
hair cropped, his beard long. He took
the principal street, slinking near the
houses sad and humiliated. Every inn
and house was closed against him, be-
cause he was a discharged convict.
Everywhere he besought in vain, " I
have walked since sunrise ; for the
love of God, give me something to
eat.” He passed the prison. An iron
chain hung from the door attached to
a bell. He rang. The grating
opened. * Turnkey,” said he, taking
off his cap respectfully, ** will you
open and let me stay here to night 2"
A voice answered : ** A prison is not a
tavern ; get yourself arrested and we
will open.” Then the grating closed.

That evening the Bishop of D——
was busy writing upon his work on
t Daty towards our neighbor.” His
sister came in to say that the table was
laid. The Bishop closed his book ard
went into the dining room. His sister
had just begun to tell him that a sus
picious vagabond had arrived and was
lurking somewhere in town, when
there came & violent knock at the door.
“ Come in," said the Bishop.

The door opened. A man eatered.
His sister turned and started out half
alarmed. The Bishop looked upon the
man with a tranquil eye, but before
he could speak the man said, ‘‘ See
here ! my name is Jean Valjean ; I
have been nineteen years in the gal
leys. Four days ago I was set free.
I have travelled thirty six miles. No
one will receive me. 1 am very tired
and hungry. 1 will pay. Can I
stay ?"

* My sister,” said the Bishop, ‘“ put
on another plate.”

“Stop,” said the man. ** Not that
—did you understand? I am a con-
vet.  This is my yellow passport,
+Jean Valjean, a liberated conviet ;
nineteen years in the galleys: five

having tried four times to escape.’
Give me something to eat and let me
sleep in the stable.”

My sister,” said the Bishop, ** put
come sheets on the bed in the alcove.”
Then turning to the man, ‘‘Sit down
and warm yourself ; we are going to
take supper and your bed will be made
ready while you sup. Bring in the
silver plates and set them on the table,
and put his plate as near the fire as
you can.” Then turning to his guest,
“ The night wind is raw in the Alps :
you must be cold.  This lamp gives a
very poor light.” He went to the
mantel and took from it two silver
candle sticks, lighted the candles and
placed them on the table,

“You don't despise me. Youtake me
into your house. Youlight your candles
for me, and you donot know who I am.
“You need not tell me who you are.
This is not my house. It is the house
of Christ. It does not ask any comer
whether he has a name, but whether
he is in trouble. You are suffering,
hungry and thirsty. Be welcome'!
This is the house of no man except him
who needs an asylum. I tell you, who
are a traveller, that you are more At
home there than [ am. Whatever is
here is yours. What need have I to
know your name? Before you told
me [ knewit."”

The man opened his eyes 1n aston-
ishment. ‘* You know my name ?"

¢ Yeg, your name is my brother.”

Meantime his sister had served up
supper. The man paid no attention to
any one. He ate with the voracity of
a starving man. The Bishop gave
him some good wine, which he does not
drink himself, because it is too dear.
He asked him neither his country nor
his history ; for his crime lay in his
history. Towards the end of his sup-
per, he said, ‘‘ You must be in great
need of sleep.” And after having
said good-night to his sigter, the
Bishop took one of the silver candle-
sticks from the table, handed the other
to his guest, and said, ‘‘I will show
you to your room " He left him be-
fore a clean white bed and said, *' A
good night's rest to you. v

years for burglary, fourteeun years for |

awoke, He could not get to sleep
again so he began to think. He had

poticed the silver plates that were put
upou the table, They took possession
of him, They were within a few steps.

They were solid and old silver. He
aroso to his feet. All was still in the
honse,

He turned and took from his knap-

sack a short iron bar. Then with
stealthy steps he moved toward the door
of the Bishop's room. He pushed it
lightly but a rusty hinge sent out into
the darkness a harsh creak. The noise
of this hinge sounded in his ears as
terrible as the trumpet of the judgment
day, yet he did vot flinch, He took
one step and was in the room. He was
near the bed. At that moment, a cloud
broke and a ray of moonlight crossing
the high window lighted up the
Bishop's pale face. His entire counten

ance was lit up with the expression of
hope and happiness. He did not re-
move his eyes from the old man, but
stood in an attitude of strange indeci-
sion, ready either to cleave his ekull or
kiss his hand. Under this frightful
gazo the Bishop still slept in profound-
est peace, Suddenly, he passed
straight to the cupboard ; the key was
in the lock, he opened it, saw the
basket of silver, took it, crossed the
room with a hasty stride, reached the
door, threw the silver into the knap

gack, ran across the garden, leaped the
wall like a tiger and fled.

I'he next day at sunrise the Bishop
was walking in the garden, when his
gister ran towards him, beside herself,
¢ The silver, it is stolen! The man
who came last night has stolen it, and
he is gone ! See, there is where he got
out ; he jumped into the lane b

The Bishop was silent for a moment,
then raising his serious eyes, he said,
*] have for a long time wrongfully
withheld this gilver ; it belonged to the
poor, and this was a poor man.”

*“ Alas," said his sister, ‘it is not on
my account, it is on yours. What is
Mongeigneur going to eat from now ki

“Well,” said the Bishop, ‘* wooden
plates.”

In a few minutes he was breakfast-
ing at the same table at which Jean
Valjean sat the night before. Just
as the brother and sister were rising
from the table, the door opened. A
strange, fierce group appeared on the
threshold, Taree men were holding a
fourth by the collar. The three men
were police, the fourth was Jean Val-
jean. The Bishop advanced as quick-
ly as his great age permitted. ** Ah'!
there you are!” said he, looking to
wards Jean Valjean, ‘1 am glad to
see you. But I gave you the candle-
sticks &lso which are silver like the
rest. Why did you not take them
with your plates ?"

‘ Monseigneur,” said the officer,
‘' then what this man said was true ;
we arrested him. He had this silver.”

« And he told vou, ' said the bishop,
¢that it had been given him by a
good old priest with whom he had
passed the night, and you brought him
back here. Ah! it is all a mistake.”

“If that is so,” said the chief of
police, *‘ we can release him.”

* Certainly,” said the Bishop.

Jean Valjean shrank back.
true that they let me go?”

¢t My friend,” said the Bishop, ‘*be
fore you go away, here are your can-
dlesticks, take them.” He went to the
mantel-piece, took the two candlesticks
and brought them to Jean Valjean.
The man was trembling in every limb.
He took them with a wild look.
*“Now,” said the Bishop, ‘‘go in
peace, but when you come again, you
need not pass through the garden,
you can always come in and go out by
the front door. It is closed only with
a latch, night or day.” Then turning
to the police, ha said, ‘‘Gentlemen,
you cau retire.” They withdrew.
Jean Valjean felt like a man who is
just about to faint. The Bishop ap-
proached him. ¢ Forget not, never
forget that you have promised me to
use this silver to become an honest
man. My brother, you belong no
longer to evil but to good. It is your
goul that 1 am buying for you. I with-
draw it from dark thoughts and from
the spirit of perdition and give it to
God !"

Valjean went out of the city as if he
were escaping. He hastened to get
into the open country, taking the first
by paths that offered. He had eaten
nothing, yet he felt no hunger. He
was angry, yet he knew not against
whom. He could not have told
whether he was touched or humiliated.
There came over him a strange re-
lenting which he struggled with aad
to which he opposed the hardening of
twenty years. As the sun was sink-
ing towards the horizon, he was seated
behind a thicket. There was nothing
within the range of his vision but the
Alps. The plain was cold and bare.
Suddenly his knees bent under him, as
if an invisible power overwhelmed him
at a blow with the weight of his bad con-
science ; he fell exhausted upon a
great stone, his hands clenched his
hair, and with his face on his knees,
he cried, * What a wretch I am.”
Then his heart swelled and he burst
into tears. ‘‘You have promised me
to become an honest man. I am pur-
chasing your soul, I withdraw it from
the spirit of perdition and I give it to
Almighty God !" He was no longer
the same man, all was changed in him.

“ls it

“Ah! you lodge me in your house
as near to you as that.” He checked
himself with a laugh, in which there
was something horrible, ‘‘ Who tells

it is folly to build upon a poor foundation,
either in architecture or in health. A founda-

writing to the early Christians,
used to say, ‘‘The peace of Jesus
Christ, which surpasseth all under
standing, keep your minds and
vour hearts.” The words that followed

the Ave Maria — ‘‘ Full of grace "— |

conveyed another very beautiful idea,

eaually dangerous and deceptive. The true

way to build up health ig to make your blood
| pure, rich and nouriseing by taking Hood's
| Sarsaparilla,

Hoop's PiLLS act easily and promptly on
. the liver and bowels, Cure sick headacle,

tion of sand is insecure, and to deaden symp- |
toms by narcotics or nerve compounds 18 |

you that I am not a murderer 2"

“God will take care of that.,” Then
without turning his head he went iuto
his own chamber.

As to the man, he did not even avail
himself of the clean white sheets, but
blew out the candle and fell on the bed
as, he was, in a sound sleep. As the
cathedral clock struck two Valjean

““What a wretch I am !” He saw him-
| gelf as he was, with the stick in his
| hand, his blouse on his back, his knap-

aack filled with stolen things, his
| thoughts full of abominable ideas, the

did he go? Noone ever knew. Itis
only known that on that very night the
stage driver on the Grenoble route
arrived at D about three o'clock in
the morning and saw, as he passed
through the Bishop's street, a man
kneeling upon the pavement in the
shadow, before tha door of the Bishop's
house, in the attitude of prayer. —Ar
ranged and adapted from Victor Hugo

ot

HAPPINESS IN PURGATORY.

It may be sald of Purgatory that if
it did not exist it would have to be
created, so eminently is it in accord
with the dictates of reason and common
sense. The natural tnstinet of travel
lers at their journey's end is to seek
tor rest and change of attire. Some
are begrimed with mud, others have
caught the dust of a scorching summer
day ; the heat or cold or damp of the
journey has told upon them and their
attire, Perhaps even the way has
made them weary unto sickness, and
they crave for an interval of absolute
repose.

Travellers from earth, covered with
the mud and dust of its long road,
could never wish to enter the banguet
room of eternity in their travel stained
garments. ‘‘Take me away !" cried
Gierontius to his angel. It was a cry
of anguish as well as desire, for Geron
tius, blessed soul though he is, could
not face Heaven just as earth had left
him. He has the true instinct of the
traveller at his journey's end. Dust,
rust, and the moth have marked their
presence, and even the oddities and
eccentricities of earthly pilgrimage
must be obliterated before the home ot
eternity can be entered. De morfues
nil nisi bonum interpreted, Nothing
short of Heaven for those who have
crossed the bourne. But, if the
Heaveuly gates are thrown open to the
travellers, all weary and footsore, ' not
having on a nuptial garment,” no
heterogeneous meeting here on earth
could compete with the gathering of
disembodied spirits from its four quar
ters. It is human ignorance aloue
which canonizes all the departed and
insists on a direct passage from time to
Heaven. The canonization is not rati
fied in Heaven, because Heaven would
not exist if it took place. The Beatific
Vision is incompatible with the shadow
of imperfection. To act as if it were
belongs to the same order of things as
rending the garment of Christian
unity.

Purgatory makes Heaven, in the
sense that Heaven would not be possible
for men without it. As well might wo
try to reach a far-off planet which is
absolutely removed from our sphere,
an unknown quantity, though a fact
science does not dispute. Heaven
without purgatory is a far off planet
which must ever remain beyond our
touch and ken, for it would be easier
that we in our present condition should
traverse space than that the sinner
should see God face to face.

The vestibule of Heaven, in which
gouls tarry in order to make their pre-
parations, and to be prepared for the
feast of eternity, can scarcely be an
abode of pure suffering. Heart and
mind, as they exist in the anima sep
arata— that is, understanding and love
—are at rest.  Oo earth mind and
heart are the source of the greatest
pain as well as the greatest joy. The
geverest pain of body may be accom
panied by happiness and a mind at
rest, whereas remorse makes life un
bearable. Hidden criminals at large
have not unfrequently given them-
gelves up to justice in order to arrive
at peace by a public execution, being
the penalty demanded by their tor
tured congcience. Doath, however ig
nominious, rather than remorse—the
backbite of inwit, in the quaint lan
guage of our forefathers.  Remorse is
not in the organs of seuse,
but a purely intellectual opera
tion, proper to man. It can
not be softened by worldly pros
perity, or riches, fame or success Oa
the other hand, a good conscience is a
well-spring of happiness, be the out
ward circumstances of a man's lite
what they may. Bodily pain would
add to the torture of remorse, just as it
might deaden the joy of & good con-
science per accidens, as theologians
gay. Conjointly with the mind, the
heart causes the keenest sufferings and
the deepest joys of human life—joys
and sufferings which are acted upon
in the same way indirectly by pain of
body. A severe toothache, for in
stance, quickens the pangs of remorse,
whilst it deadens joy proceeding either
from the intellect or the heart. It
would madden a bride on her wedding
morning, without in reality affecting
her happiness. The root of both joy
and grief is in the soul, not in the body.
Conscience is the ** worm which never
dieth " — that is, hell, the torren:
created by man himself for his own
punishment.  The same applies to
purgatory, as far as congeience has
been sinned against. The soul has
created its own torment, but in purga
tory the fires die out because they deanl
with the anima separata, never with
the senses. In each case the nature of
the fire, which may not be material
and is exercised on spirits, must re
main mysterious to us. At least we
can understand it by analogy. Re
morse in the tortured soul of a mur
derer is sufficient to destroy the pros
perous and pampered life of the body.

guage,out of which purgatory is made.
The pangs of remorse deaden the most
intense bodily pain, and the power of
love does more than render hard
things sweet Many waters cannot
quench charity, neither can the tloods
drown it, says the voice of love in the
Canticles, Whether human or divine,
it is as & burniog tire which consumes
all minor cares [ will not deal with
passion, but with love in tis noblest
form and expression—the love, for in
stance, of & mother, or of a wife, or of
an affianced bride.  Earth has nothing
better in the natural order than dis
interested affection, & toreshadowing
of purgatory as much as the torture

of remorse Sin will not be there,
neither will movney making ; love will
be the coin of tae realm Non sub

strahuntur delicioesed mutantur.  As
the action of purification is perfected,
each human intelligence in purgatory
will be more and more fixed on God
The soul, disengaged from tho senses,
will learn all the more promptly the
lesson of purgatory, 1if it has vot been
learut here—the perfect love of God.
Thera is joy in suffering under these
conditions, a joy which makes pain
acceptable. A promessa sposa will be
patient with sudden illuess, and rack
ing pain, if they promise to be tem
porary. She can afford to beeo aslovg
as her heart is fixed on wedding day
I'he  sposc indecd, may woary ol a
sick athianced brige, and coart an

other. This can happen in human
things, but never in purgatory I'he
souls there are fixed on the Unchange

able One, who can never prove them
talse ; s0 ba suffering what it may,
they can afford to bide His time, secura
that the reward of their heart’s long
watching will never pass
I'neir wedding day is tar removed
from the vicissitudes of earth, and the

away

fover tossed brides may suffor in per
fect peace

On earth it is more diflicult to un
learn than to learn afresh, and it must
be feared that to the great majority
purgatory is an unlearning The
idols, the falre standards of the world,
must be swept away. In the first
iustance ot eternity the soul has an
intuitive perception ot 1ts errors It
may be likened to arrival in a foreign
land, of which the language has been
badly learnt athome.  Foglish I'rench
will serve as a4 comparison It is very
soon proved to be no French at all.
The foreigner immediately says: ** 1
am all wrong. 1 must begin again.”
e had wmuch better have learnt no
French—at least his professor will
think so—for he has to unlearn more
than he learns, his expressions, his
quantities, his pronunciation Fually
aware as he now is of his shortcomings,
the work ot imparting real kuowledge
will take time,

Wae say that knowledge is power.
In purgatory it is love ; and who can
call the process of arriving at it all
painful, even 1t ll"('ull)|h.in<<l by tor-
ments? 1t is the burst of eternal day,
coming gradually to those who ascend
the steep mountain side of purgatory

In it, as in the father's houee, there
are many mansions.  Whil he gaint
may be punished with the pa ot loss

only, the sinner may be rackod with
fiery tormeats, saved vy y ag by
fire Whatever the ' m m, "' the
suftering pro aeds from the He CANSE,
varying tn degrea—remoi for the
past, love « i in the pi That
which on earth causes our toriura and
our joy is prolonged in purcgatory,
with this difference :  hers o minds
and hearts are unquiet b e thay
are not fixed on God ;5 thero kuowledge
and love will be ficst established on
their true centre, aud thon poofected

There i8 one single and uniquain
staucs ol purgatory on earth—not
purgatory in the loose sense in which
the expression ig often used Suffar
ing by itself is not synonymons with
purgatory. There must bo the ab-
golute certainty of heaven, which has
been given only once, ** Aumen, Amen,
[ say to thes, this day shalt thon be
with Me in Paradise.” Tne word was
gpoken by our Lord Himse!! to one
in fearful torture and ignominy. Was
the good thiel conscious ol pain with
that divine promise ringing in his
dylng ears? It may bs doubted,

He has spoken the same word to
each of the holy souls : ** Thou shalt
be with Ma ia Paradise and they

are 50 moulded to His will that His hour

is theirs. They long 1o hove (his day,
but the security of Our Lord’s promise
tempers their suffering and p it far
above all pains and sorrow earth

Intensify it by the meagure of eternity,
and it may alone constitute hell
That is probably what theolozin
mean wheu they say that the fire of

| hideous galley slave, Jean Valjean.

The Bishop grew grander and more |

| resplendent in his eyes : he filled the
whole sonl of this wretched man with
a magnificent radiance, and he shed
hot tears with more
child.
How long did he weep thus? Where

terror than a

hell and that of purgatory are id
cal. What fire is to the hody, that
burning eorrow I8 to the spint, who
gon thing their true light, and
weighs lost opportunities in the balat
of the next world,

By sorrow and love earth shows ug
ths material, to spuek in human lan

Who would not submit to b wified,
if to day thou shalt bs wi in Par
adise were the reward 7 A slate
of cructfixion and perfec urity is
that of the soals whose bloss laess ox-
ceeds their torments.

These thoughts may p y sug
gest cf miort to some W ronfusn
suffering with unhappin They
Ara not synonymous 1 rather
think of the holy souls ag 1n the
dition of the good thief, If ay are
suffering the torments ol « ifixion
they have heard the word w 1 I8 to
be their joy throughout eter : Thou
ghalt be with Me in Paradi:o !—=Irish
Catholic.

—e

The proper way to build healll to make
the blood rich and pure by taking Hood's
Sarsaparilla, the one true blood puriter
A Runnix Nore Yrono ! Incur-

able by Kight Doctore I Dr.

Chawe,

Mr. R, D). Robbins
Toronto, says :—"'1 had al
simply unsightly From be

nkle was one gZreat sore Org
ed me thout honeht, l
| 10 Lr (BN} ( Vg Omtimer
! mae, and all that remains to |
ECATS,
\ gotl
n Wt he
) try e
Hood 's Sarsapariiln, because
rich, haalthy, Lite and health givi BrLoop
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