
5SIS THE MESSENGER 0F THE SACRED HEART

contrition, and he soon rose from his knees another man.
Hie warmly thanked the Abbé S-, who prepared to set
ont at once for the house of the colonel, Iu the exuberance
of his joy, the convert also hastened to the Rue du Bac, and
reached the sick bed before the priest.

"The Abbé S- is coning, " he said. "Ah, rny dear
friend, after confession, you wiIl tell me how happy you
feel 1 "

That evening the dying iiian was reconciled to God. He
lived a few days and expired in the most consoling sen-
tinments of repentance and gratitude for the supreme grace
of the last hour. - Our I onng Pcoble.

A PZ£A FOR THle SJFFERI:NG SOUI<rS.

XVhen Novenuber blasts are siglxing
For the year tixat uow is dying,
Hear the dear departed crying

To their former friends for aid.
Can you le so cold, unheeding,
As to scorn their anxious pleadiug,
Wlien your fervent prayers they' re needing?-

Can yo': iet their ineux 'rv fade?

Wlien thxe graveyard thiroughi you're %veiding,
XVliere the weeping willows bending
And the nioaxxixg pines ascending,

Mark the graves of kixxdred dear,
If their souls are then iinploriug,
T, the reaius of bliss be soaring,
And with saints, their God adorirag,

Surely tixeir appeal you'l l ear!

Whexx the dead-bells' sc'Ieiiiiikelling
On the Autuni air is dwelling,
Axxd their tale of pity telling

To the faithful o'er thec land,
Hearken to tlieit inournful tolling;

Miule thxe xxuffled toues are rolling,
Let thecir accents be consoling. -

Lend the Souls a ielping ba-ud.
Tgo.Nr.s WXVuELAu.


