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gled with hope. .. .. ... And why shouid flot jthe PrayerR; for the Dead. T1here it iii the-m mort
hiope (lescond into our hearts, whien %ve aski peace than the sadiieas of the earth, inoro than the pIaintsi
and cepo.,e for our relations, for our friends, vilio of the living. The voices 'of those ulho exist no
Lave passed to anothier life ? Ilorger are sïinglecd t ithi the sourids of tiiose who

In these adiriab.e pr--fers of the Church, sonie- wctep on earth, and thcy isbue f.)rtb from the
times there aie cries, of grief, sonietimes cries of silence of the tonibs fur titis great concert of tears
hope. DcA'# 1-cioans itself, rejoices, trembles, is and lamentations.
reassured, sighs, and supplicates. David, Job, Tertullian, Bossuet, Chateaubriand,

CThe day that they have given up thecir spirit, have stipplICu rube the %%or ds in %%,ich i have rt
they return to their origrinal earth, and ail their ten on the Day of the Dead. If 1 -,ere to appeal
vain thoughits peribli. to eich one'b 1nruy situid be again certain of

CIO my Gol rernember flot tho sins of ruy creating det p eniotion - fir, ainrnont those wvho
youth, nor rny ignorance !shahi read these pages, nearly ail have worn

0O God ! cease 40o affliet me, for rny days are inourning around a tonib-nsarly ail have %witness-
nothing! cd the earry-)ing out of' a coffin, and recited a De

Whien you shial seck in the morning, you Pro/eundis beside the gravc-nearly ail have
shaîl flnd me no mort. hieard the lumps of clay failing mbt the eartb, rn

Il1 ara weary of life .it bas become a burthen resounding so mou rnfuliy ou) the boards of hoe
to me. O Lord ! are your da) s like the days of coffin. But ive shail not rail forth such torturing-
m3rtal mecri, and are your etern2l years like. our recollections. Ail Souis ý-houId flot be a day of
transitory years ? fcar, but rather of hope, and aimost of consolation-

"Why, O Lord ! du you turn away your face, Froin the beginning, the Church bas aiwavs

and treat me as an eneiny ? Ou 'ht you exert prayed for lier departed ehildren. She, who
your poiver against, a dry leaf, againstala wîcI new the mercies of the Lord, dîd not cease to
is blown alway by the wifid ?offer for tbe dead the sacrifice whieh redeenis

Man bon o awoî,an hvesbuta hor tiesouks, and opens for them the gates; of beaven.

and is filied with rnany iniseries. lie is like a sîha- But Saint Odilon, Abbot of CI.mny, wvas oneC of the

dow ivhich nr-%er remaineth in the sanie state. first to establish a greneral cormrneration of ail the

~My days haetselaam huhshv aithfui, ý iàd for this solemnity be chose the
hav psse aay mythughsZa> morroiw of Ail 1Iailow~s.

vanished, ail the hopes of mny hieart are blasted. 1 lu a short time this observance wvas a-lop ted and
bave said to the toinb : hou shalt be my father; rciethogu tewl WsrnC rh
and to the wvorins, thou shait be iiy inother and ?reie hogobtewoeWsenCuc
my sisters !"by the authority of the Apostolie Sce. Soon

~C ~y daysafter, it was plac'e( ainongst the number of tbose
One voica says: IlM asare vanislied like feasts wvhose ob)servation ib of precept botb to

smoke, and iny bones have failen into dust."1 people and clergy.

a sadochrrple:"y ashaedcindlk This feast of sorrcws, of reminiscences and

"Wla-, is life ?"demnan îs the priest. prayers, bad becomne general in England, even at

A little valpoLr," replies the crowd. the beginning of the tbirteentb century, as appears

"The dead are asiep in the dust. by the counicil of Oxford, lield in 1222. It is

"They %will arise as they were. there ranked among dia soleinnities of the second
Thy% il awake again. eiass.

Tey,-oiu i od (The pious and taiented author bere relates
?Vsgoiu i h od that be knew a Scotch Lutheran, who was

Blessed are the dead %vho die in the Lord, for converted to Cathoiicity, in consequence of our
their good works follow thcem, and they rest fromn 1,octrines of purgatory. Thbis young mian bad the

thei laburs n te boom o God! ziefortune to ]ose a beioved brother, %,.o was car-
'Froni the depths %vu cry unto thee, 0 Lord ! ried off in tbe xnidst of a bail. He felI into the
"Lord, hear our voice ! rnost profound melancholy, and ivas tortured vrith
"If th'ou wit rcckon ail our iniquities, oh ! who apprehiensions as to the fate of bis brother in

shall be able to endure thy judginent ? another lifé. The physicians, and bis friends,
IlBut mnercy is great n thy hands ! C Lord ! recoinnxnended him to travel, and it wvas on bis voy-

be thou mnerciful to us. Froni morning uisto even- age to France that Vicomte WValsh met bim.
in- in thee doth larael hope!11 They soon became acquainted, and on ianding

Either 1 arn biinded by grea± prejudice, or wvent to the same hotel. We sball now suifer
never did sorrow and fear, grief and hope, employ the author to conclude the story in bis oiva
more captivating words than those that are used in words.)


