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How Mary Loved God.

St. Bernardine asserts, that Mary,
while she lived on earth, was continu~
ally loving God. And he adds further,
that she never did anything that she
did not know was pleasing to God ; and
that she loved Him as muchas she knew
He ought to be loved. Hence, accord-
ing to Blessed Albertus Magnus, it may
be said that Mary was filled with so
grea’ charity that a greater was not
possible in any pure creature on this
earth (L. de Laud Virg. c. 06.) For
this reason, St. Thomas of Villanova
has said, that the Virgin, by her ardent
charity, was made so0 beautiful, and 8o
enamored her God, that, captivated, as
it were, by love of her, He descended
into her womb to become man (Cone. 5,
in Nat. Dom.) Wherefore, St. Bornar-
dine exclaims: *‘ Behold a Virgin who
her virtue has wounded an taken
captive the heart of God.” (THm. 2,
Serm. 61.) %
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