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. 'HE MONTH OF MAY.

. May! The brightest, thesweetest, the
{ most welcome of all the months! In
i her garments of verdare and with her
. breath of caressing softness, scattering
- flowers from her bands, and bearing tid-
ings of fresh life, of hope, of joy, May
eomes tripping down the mountain side
and over the valley. In her fair presence
all nature smiles and rejoices; the trees
" " bud forth, the streams leap along; the
‘felds ook fresh in their green robes, the
days giow longer, the skies become bluer,
and the birds return to the last year's
desérted nests, and sing their hymns of
happiness in honor of May. Then all
animate nature feels the glow of the
spring time, and rejoices accordingly;
the lambs skip in the fields, the birds
oarol on the limbs, the bees hum amongst
the flowers, and each creafure seems to
express, in its own peculiar nnd natural
way, & boundless gratitude for the fresh
life that it receives. And man—man,
the lord and’ monarch of all other crea-
tures, rejoices and is made happy ; or, at
least he should rejoice and should be
made happy. Man enjoys all the glorious
tranaformations in nature, and he partici-
pates in that species of rejuvination
which May seems to impart to all the
world. Christian man sees and feels and
drinks in all these wonderfully good
things, and he turns his eyes to heaven
and he blesses the “Giver of all good
gifts,” for the blessings that the angel
of Muy has brought. But Catholicman!
Ah! for him there is something more
tban an annual return of natural spring ;
for him there is something beyond the
mere general idea of May, the month of
light and song ; for him it is a season of
holy thoughts, of loving aspirations, of
sweet devotions, of tender feelings—i? is
the MoxNTH OF MARY!

Mary, the Motherof Christ, the Spouse
of the Holy Ghost, the Hand-maid of
Qod, the Queen of Angels, the Patroness
of the Saints, the Refuge of Sinners.
the Comforter of the Adfllicted, the
Mother of mankind; it is Her month;
it is the sweetest, brightest, fairest
month of all the year, and it is fittingly
consecraled to Mary ! Let the world
scolY; let the impious deride; let the
unbelieving ridicule; high above their
miserable sphere soars the Catholic soul,
hnd in the pure atmosphere that must
surround the one who was Mother of
Christ, it cries out on May Day: * Hail
Mary, full of Grace'”

Long, long ago, away back inthe dim
centuries before the daysof the Redemyp-
tion, the wizest of men chanted o * Can-
ticle of Canticles,” and init Lie cried out :
“Who isshe that cometh forth as the
morning rising, fair asthe moon, bright as
thie sun, terrible nsan army set in array 27
Inspired prophet of the God whose choser:

people he governed, the singer’s eye
must havescanned the futiere, and, glanc-
ing down the vista of ages, beheld that
gloricus apparition upon the horizon of
of Time. In an ecstasy of delight, ot
wonder, of rapture he could but ask
¢who is she #’—he could but compare her
to the most beautiful, most glorivis nnd
mast imposing of objects thenknown, to
the morning's lirat flush, to the pale-fuced
moon, Lo the light-diffusing orb of duy,
to the grandeur, majesty and awe-inspir-
ing might of an army set in array.

Yes ; Mary, the Queen of May appear-
ed upon the sky of the past like " the
moruing rising.”’ The clouds of sintul-
ness hud obseured the world since the
fall of Adam ; the deep shadows of pagan-
jsm and barbariyxm bung over humanity ;
God had promised amd the prophets had
foretold a Messiali; the Sun of Redemp-
tion was to rize one day upon the world;
like stars in the night-sky the prophets
the patriarchs, the suints of old twinkl-
ed and revolved ; but from out the black-
ness of that night all eyes were strained
towards the Enst, expecting the Orb of
Salvation to apperr. And even us be-
fore the rising of the suun there is o
crimson flush of morning glory just
above the horizon, and ag herald rays of
light dart up the ewstern slopes, pro-
claiming the advent of the day-god, so
did the flush of immaculate glory that
hang over Mary’s cradle, and the beams
of celestial virtues that surrovmled her
young life flash upon the horizon ot
promise to proclaim the dawn ol Re
demption and to announce to the human
race the Day of Salvation, Again, the
prophet king asks “whoy is she that
cometh furth Jfaiv ay the moons” Who
but Mary, the light of the future, shed-
ding the sitver rays of hope upon the
darkness of pre-Christinn night, and ap-
pearing amidst the angels and saintg—a
queen wad raler—just us the moon rolls

on bign amidst the million Iamps of
heaven that shimmer in the deep em-
pyreasn. “Bright as the Sun.” Yesl!
On all future generationa her illumining
beams were destined to shed their radi-
ance, and lo impart heat, life, and light
te the world. *“Terrible as an army set
in array!” Ah! Satan felt the truth of
that comparison. With her foot that
Virgin Mother crushed the serpents
head. Sheit was who stood forth the
protectress of mankind and the awelul
enemy of -the Arch-Enemy of God. If
angels became happy in the light of her
smiles, the legions of hell trembled and
fled before her august wmajesty and
power. If Christ could refuse nothing
to His Mother, if sbe can enlist all His
mercies in our behalf when we ask her
to intercede for us, surely she can com-
mand at will all the thunders of His ire,
when she wishes to turn them against
the enemy of our souls. The tenderest
mother is the one that will fight the
most bravely for her offspring; and in
proportion to the love our Heavenly
Mother bears us is the strength with
which she is ever ready to defend us
against evil and to crush the powers of
hell. To some of us—and thank God to
a vast number—she cver appears like
the glorivns “ morning rising,” all iight,
all hope, all beauty, all love; * fair ay
the moon,” sheding silver beams of peace
upon theiroubled night of our existence;
“bright as the sun,” imparting to us the
light of Faith and the warmth of Divine
Love. Buat to a great many she must

undoubtedly “ come forth terrible as an
army,” to those who scofl at her good-
ness, who ridieule all devotion to her,
who insult her nanie and deny her pre-
rogatives. Poor, short-sighted mortals,
they would rather fuce the wrath of the
outraged Son—outiraged in the person of
His Beloved Mother—than to recive His
gifte through the intercession of the most
powerful mediatrix in Heaven!

But thisgis May! Happy May! The
Montiv of Mary! Let us hasten to her
altar; thereon let us cast our offerings
of flewers, and of prayers! The tluwers
are the children of Mary, we
savre the children of Mary! Let enach
reader of our paper make a speciul de-
vetion during the days of this month.
The Rosary must not be neglected ; the
Litany of the Blesse:l Virgin must be
said; and visits to Her altar must be
made! A good Catholic shounld prove
his love of Christ by a devotion to the
Mother that bore Him. Attend the
exercises of the month of May, and
neglect not to pray for all those who are
indanger of one day beholding Mary
“terrible a8 an army,” that they may
be brought to recognize the dignity and
blessedness of the Quecn of Angels, and
yet enjoy the happiness of her friend
ship and love, her powerfulinfluence to
aid them in this life’s struggle, and her
glorious presence to make them happy
for all eternity.

INDIFFERENTISM,

Nearly three months have clapsed
since, upon the snbject of Indifterentisn,
we drew the attention of our readers to
this fearful dapger, and promized to
make war npon it with all our strength,
Under other headings and in ditferent
gpheres of argument we have striven,
indirectly and directly, to combat this
deadly enemy of our Faith. However,
we deem it prudent to draw especial
attention to the manster, and from time
to time, {u name him and potnt out
some of the evils that are [ound where
goever he drags his slimy folds,
Intidelity i3 to be met with in a
hundred different forms; it hus become
almost ubiquitous in our day. Atheism
is abroad and is blasting the aspirations
of youth and the last hopes of age,  Ir-
rebigion hannts the avenues of lite; like
a ghost it tits in pallid hideousness from
place to place; its icy hand knocks at
the doors of the weaithy, and they open
unto the spectre; its dread breath s
felt in the hovel of the indigent, and the
pocr learn to curse God and to accuse
Him of being the cause of their misery.
The fearful cffects of Atheism, of Inli-
dehity, of Irreligion, are to be seen in the
trembling of Kurope at the voice of
Anarchy.  Happy Canada! You ave {ree
from the shocks of that infidel earth-
quake that convalses less favored regions!
You are safe, =0 far, from the pestilence
of Revolation that infects okder lands!
But alas! thousands of your havdy sons
have taken the tivst step upon that road
that incevitably, sooner or later, mu-t
fead to nroral, social anld religious chaos.
They have not as yet Jdrank of the cup
of Irreligion, but they have prepuered
their systems for its deadly dregs, with
the opiate of [nditferentism.
Inditferentism is o lethargy that sleal=
upot the religiously sloathful; it is o
deadening of the mora! faculiies, w stitll-
ing of the veice of conscience, w cheeking
ol thespiritual life within the soul of mnn.
It i~ even professed openly by some
Catholics—unworthy the name—in thig
very Cannda ol ours. There are men
(and alas! even women) who are not
ashamed to proclaim theiy reiigions in-
difference.  They truagine that they are
ahowing an independence ofspirit, while
they are simply forging around heir
limbs the chains of & loathsome slavery,
They are inditferent to the prietice as

welluas to the precepts of Fuith, and in the
mae'strom of their passions, powerless to
resist, they are whirled on and on to an
inevitable doom. They seem not to see
it ; they apparently do not know it,

Let one sample suffice for this week!
A young man, or young woman basbeen
brought up strictly and faithfully in the
principles and in the practice of Religion.
Monthly Communione havestrengthened
the soul, and constant prayer has forti-
fied the will. Indifferentism begins, by
slow degrees, to creep in; at first it is
scarcely perceptible. Ancther is not so
scrupulous, why should he be? His
neighbor is just as well off and yet only
goes four times yearly to the
sacraments. Protestants think him bi-
gotted, he must appear a little more
liberalminded. So on and on it goes:
Monthly communions become tri-year-
ly; scon they sre reduced to a yearly
one; after all, it is easy to find an ex-
cuse, and the yearly one is missed for
once. Itis only once, and what matter?
all ¥hat can be fixed up next year, Mean-
while he does not reflect that he isa
month, n 8ix months. a year nearer to
the great inevitable—the goal of every
life—the grave ! There is n dread to re-
pair the tault; this is succeeded by pro-
crastination ; then comes inventions and
excuses; finally he conjures up injuries
received at the hands of the Church—
now comes the determination to never
repair the mistake ! From shame to fear,
from fear to sell excusing, from self-
excusing to fault-finding, from fault-find-
ing to aversion, from aversion to hatred
from hatred to deadly enmity, to Irre
ligion, to Infidelity, to Atheism? And
yet it all began with simple Indifferent-
ism! God protect our faithful readeis
from the cure of Religious Indifferent-
ism!

ANARCHY RAMPANT.

Despatch after despatch i3 tlashed to
us from beyond the ocean, and each suc-
ceeding one is charged with more alarm-
ing news than its predecessor, Anarchy
is abroad on the continent to-day, and
the demon lurks, as usual, in and around
that focus of European life—the city of
Paris. One day priests are insulted in
the churches, the next socialists are
preaching their doctrines in the public
Assembly; in the morning bombs are
bursting under the houses of the offen-
sive and the inuilensive,at ncan placards,
inviting to murder and arson, are posted
tpon the widl, at night these murders
and that arson are executed. The spirit
of Anarchy has spoken and the villages
o the HMHaut-Loire re echo the words,
they croes the Pyranees and {loat alung
the Manzenares and the Guadelquiver.
they leap the Alps and nre repeated by
the Arno and upon the banks of the
Tiber. In the Capitals the crowned ones
tremble and their nobles ¢row pallid; in
the hamlets there is disorder and mur-
murings against authority. The whole
of Europe to-day is Il mey-combed with
socinlistic and anarchist cells ) its entire
system 1s underminded, and the world
fooks on in awe, fcaring the inevitable
catastrophe, yet ever unwilling to recog-
nize the signs of God's anger and the
unmistakable mwks of  His jostice.
Everyone {s asking the cauge, and seek-
ing the remedy ; the cause starvs them
in the fice and they will rot see it the
prescription is thumlered intheirears by
the infallible Doctor of the world, ane
they will not harken, nor aceept it,

France! T'how greatest of ali contra-
dictions ! “ First danghter of the chureh,”
atcl mother of Aparchy! Were not Lwo
lessons enough, that you wish ta experi-
ment with o thiid one? Or ig it in the
order of things that every hall century
Paris should be rocked by *'The Terror?”
At the close of the 18th century we be-
hold the first French revolution—child
of Atheism and Anarchy ; in the midale
af the 19th century we behold the second
voleanic outburst—oftspring of the s
parents; at the close of this century are
we destined to beboll athird convulsion
created by the same two infernal spirit.?
[Teaven avert the blow! But we cavnot
close onr eyves to a danger that menaces
in so tangible & maner.

In the tirst revolution, Paris—for Paris
at sueh times id France=="denied its
Gad, ns a consequencee killed the King,
and when the clergy and nobility hud
pussed away, the nwhb-exceutioner of to-
day beeame the mob-vietim of to mor-
TOw. No age was reverenced, no orank
respectad, the sanchury was  pollinted
with poison-flowers culled in the slunis
of the PFauboure St Aantoioe, the
goddess of reason sat upon the altar o
Notre Dame.  And ol this was done in
the sacred nome of Liberty; yet in the
Jeluge of hinman bload there remained
not one mountain-top for the srk of Lib-
crty to rest upon.” In 1818 the hideous
dramm was repeateat, and wherever the
seorpion of Iulidelity radscd i< head, the
vampire of Anareliy was seen to rio
upon the life-blowd of a noble nation-
hod,

Kingdons, Empire or Repobiic—it
matters nol the forin of governiment—ag
soon as the tempom! power thesin the
fuece of the Omnipotent s days are nuna-
bered. So has it been with a hundred
royal houses proud as any that to-dny
sway geeptres over their peoples, Fven
go with that genius of war, the seemingly

l

invincible hero of Austerlitz and Jena:
the last hour of Napoleon’s triumph, and
the first hour of his decline was when he
smote the holy Head of our religion, and
dared to placethe immortal cross among
his perishable trophies. And the found-
ers of the great Republic of France—men
who tore down the altar to erect the
statue of Liberty—what was the fate of
their wonderful enterprise? God defied,
religion crushed, clergy persecuted, exil-
ett, murdered, “it mattered not that
their impiety seemed to prosper, that
victory panted after their ensanguined
banners, that their insatiate eagle,as he
goared against thesun, seemed but to re-
plume his strength and renew his vision,
it was only for a moment, and in the
very banquet of their triumph the Al-
mighty’s vengeance blazed upon the wall
and diadem fell from the brow of the
idolator.”

Has history—the venerable chronicler
of the grave—no veice to awaken them
into an appreciation of their position?
Are all the lessons of the past lost upon
the men of our day? Or has Iniidelity
s0 blinded them and Socialism so master-
ed them that they can neither see nor
understand the cause of all this political
chaos? From beyond the Alps a trump-
¢t-voice has warned—and repeatedly
warned—Europe of the dangersto be fear-
ed from Socialism, Radicalism, Secret So
cieties, and Infidel Anarchists, The gray
watchman, from his tower upon the
seven hills, has leoked out npon the night-
sky of European Infidelity, and read the
signs potent with woe, desolation, con-
fusion and destruction. Nor has he been
silent! In his mighty mandate, issued
from that glorious palace that rises upon
the ruins of pagan splendor, he has sum-
moned both Capital and Laborto harken ;
lie has pointed out the shoals and has in-
dicated thechannels of safety. To France
he has sent a warning and at the same
time an assurance. Will she listen to
the one or will she accept the other?
Not until the last stroke, perhaps, has
fallen. It is evident to every student of
the past, te every fair-minded and unpre-
judiced man, that as long as the nations
were faithful to the teachings and guid-
ance of the Church ttey were everin the
ascendant ; hut the moment Infidelity
stalked abroad, and the poison-breath of
anti-Cathclic sentiment fanned their
brows, coufusion, misery, instability,
chaos, murder, anarchy and the whole
hell-host of evils rushed to their destruc
tion, The mighty arm of God’s church
alone can shield the nation from these
perils, the potent voice of Christ’s Vicar
alone can exorcise those spirits of nation-
ul annibilation. We read this in his-
tory ! It is no gentimentality !

Plague after plagne was called up by
Moses, and yet the Egyptinn Phanob
would not believe! At last deathsangel
siew the first born in each houzehold,
and terror-stricken the tyrant gave in to
the man of God. How many more
plagues of revolution must aceursed In-
lidelity bring upon that land, before her
cales learn that from the knife of the
Socialist and the bomb ot the Anarchist,
there is no salvation, except in the hea-
ven protected (nvtress of the chinrel, and
in the laws that God inspires and that
she dictates?  For Paris, for Franee, for
abt Burupe to-day tliere are but two alter-
natives—Cuthoticity or Anarchy, Peace
ar Destruction

MOST UNIQUE
ENCE.

A COXNIER-

Canon Wilberloree, who hus the honor
of having given his name to a sect or
portion of aseet, deelared the other day
that “all theological hatchets will find o
srave in e Grindelwald glacier” 1t has
long heen anuounced that at Grindelwald,
in the Bernese Alps, 2 grand convoeation
of the dilferent Protestant denonsinations
wiill take place, when all questions of dif-
fvrenee in thenlogy and chiueeh dizeipline
will formsubject-matter of full discussion:
the upsshort of all is to be a union of the
Churches.  Thoughtiul Dr. Lunn has
made “special arrangements with the
railway companies and the hotels in
Grindelwa b Uby which any who wish to
wanhine o tortnight’s hoilday in Switzer-
Land with the plessure of listening tothe
discussiony con desso at the cost ol ten
einineas vacl”  Aveonling to their own
programme we find that @ “ A number
ol the leaders of the different Churches
<hadl spend at leasta part of their holiday
i this dehghtind Swiss village digsenssing
e possibuities of rennion and the met-
i by which they may solve the differ
ent problems which now confeont the
Chnrehes”

1t = indced a sensible undertaking (o
hve pramd two weeks holiday up in
the Buornese Alps: Nothing could be
wove pleasant and certinly benelieial
from o stand-point of physical headth,
Ihe sest 1800 mere chimera,

When the exenrisonists return home,
wi D their dith rent congregations aceept
the sleeisions of the Grindelwald confer.
v May nat these stay-at-hone per-
~ons ehumn tnat wospel hiberty  which
Lnther mtrodonend, and hgh at the
pretenstons of thele travellad teachers,
whodire to ttnpese therr newly  decudnd
Interpretadion tpoen human beings cn,
dowed  with NS owell aceept
Poane and its conviaye of Cardinals @ the

Ve

reason 7

of the different sects Lo sit down and de-
liberately deprive honest Protestants of
their heaven-inspired indepemdence and
individual judgement in matters of Faith!
‘The thing is preposterous !

We can readily conceive Canon Wilb-
erforce and Price Hughes going hand in
hand over the slippy snd dizzy glacier,
encourging each other to lnok upwards
and to avoid the precipice that frowns
into a fathomless sbyss: we can im-
agine a certain vertigo taking Mrs. Amos
(for she is to go there), just as she hag
planted her alpinestock in a projecting
iceberg, and swung herself into the arms
of Dr. Lunn: but we cannot concieve &
Presbyterian parson and a BMethodst
preacher coming to an agreement upon
any one text of Scripiture, {except in so
far as they could turn it against Rome):
por can we picture A Daptist Minister
and & Low Church Incumibent settling
all differences, and joining hands for
mutual safety as they attempt to seram-
ble up the slippy sides, and along the
yawning chasms of Protestant theolopy.

It is probable that they may attempt
to devise better means of attack upon
the Church of Rome ; it is pessible that
they may agree upon one point, namely,
that the Catholic Church has to be crush-
ed by hook or by crook. But beyond
that we fail to see how it is possible for
even an approach to union—or unity—
tobe made. They will be found to have
enjoyed a “highold time,” lots of fresh
air and much grand and beautiful moun-
tain scenery : but, to use the words that
O'Connell is supposed to have applied to
other men in other days, their theological
discnssions will consist in,—

“ Fighting, like devils, for conciliation,

And damning ench other for the love
of God.”

THE POWER OF ROME,

At the annual meeting of the Scottish
Reformation Society, held a couple of
weeks ago in Edinburgh, a Mr. Stuart
Gray, who presided, opened the meeting
with the following extraordinary sen-
tence: “The Power of Rome is not ex-
hausted, and the question is ought we
not to be up and doing #* Here are two
very peculiar propositions that are sus-
ceptible of limitless developement; Mr.
Gray informs the world thatthe “ Power
of Rome is not exhausted;” then he
takes alarm and nsks a pertinent ques-
tion: “Onght we (the Protestant ele-
ment) not {o be up and doing

Tn the ftirst place it seems a stupid
thing for any man, in his common senses,
to inform the public of our day that the
* Power of Roma is not exhausted ;” as
well might he tell us that the power of
steatu is not exlumsted, The Universe,
referring to this strange statement—
strange because it is made by such a
man—siys: C‘Even the powers of M.
Gray (wieat, ns of course, they are) wiil
be exhausted, wnd Mr. Gray himselt will
not only be rotten and forgotten, ages
upon ages before the nngel of Gad, who
is tu ‘swear by Him who liveth and
raigneth that time shall be no more,’
shall  give the stenal “that  the
Power of Rome’ (that is the Church of
Chirist) is about to be withdrawn from
is work of saving sonls”

sSeeondly, when Mro Gray asked his
hearvers whether they ought uot to be
“upand doing,” 1s hein his right mind ?
Or is he another Rip Van Winkle, just
awakened from a sleep that commenced
before thie days of the Reformation?
The man must deem the anti-Catholic
ngsaults, that wre as numberless as the
wiaves on the beaeh, and that have surged
during three centuries or more against
the Jortress wall of the Chuarch, mere
chilil’s play, sinee he wants the enemies
of Itome to be “up and doing.”

Yon are perfectly right, for onece in
your life, Mr. Stuart Gray; ‘' the Power
of Rome is not exhausted.” Nor iy it
likely to be exhausted until the “ crack
of doom.” Thousands were, and are, of
your opinion, Macauley predicted that
the “ Power of Ttome” would still exist
“in undiminizhed splendor, when some
wanderer from New Zealand would take
hiz stand upon a broken arch of London
Bridge and sketeh the ruing of $t. Panl’s,”
Vun Ranke foretold it in bis “ History ol
the Popes;” Dollinger declared it in his
“Prophesies of the Middle Ages”
Why 5 did not Chirist Himsell promise it
lang years before Mr. Gray’s standard of
I*uith, the Bible, was in existence 7 And
the Chureh of Tome being under the
immediate successor of St Peter, and
havieg tor its invisible head the Savior
of the warld, and holding the perpetual
§ romiges of Christ that e would be with
her untilithe consummation of the world,
and possessing s ennstant presence in
the sacrantent of her altars, and having
weathered the tempests of wineteen cen-
tries, aond being more freshand vizorons
than at any period in the long chain of
years that she coants, and towering con-
spicuoasly, like Chimborazo, hij_‘;h. over
the summits of all other institutions iy
vist mauntain range of time, might not
Mr. Gray as well have asserted thatl
“the power of Christ is not exhuusted
fo woudd be st as sensible a remark, and
would convey just as muceh inlormation
to the public us the statement that the

“Power of Rome iz nob exhansted.”  But

ea of allowing Bty or sixty minister® | to state that Christ’s power was not ex-

hausted would not serve the orator's py,,
pose, for then he dare not, in face of
Christianity, call upon his brethern to be
“up and doing.”

It would seem as if the enemieg of
Rome had not been doing enough ¢
crush her, that they were idle ung lazy
that they slept at their posts, whilg th;
Roman monster was recuperating hig
strength, What more could M, Gray
have them do than what they are and
have been doing for the last three bun.
dred years? Robbing the Pope of hig
justly acquired temporal power, stealiy,
his revenues, leaving him with hix
‘“erown crumbled, his sceptre a'reed, hig
throne a shadow, his home a dungeop »
Wes not that enough, especially when
repeated against one Pope after another
in forms more or less similar? No; 1
enemies of Rome should be “up gpq
doing,” because despite all their per-
secutions of the Vicar of Christ, his life
unfolded to the world the fact that in
him “the simplicity of the patrisrchy
the piety of the saints and the pmxencé
of the martyrs have not wholly vanisheg
from earth.” Despite the scenes of sorroy
on the highway from Rome to Avignog
the terrors along the path from the Tibe;
to Fontainebleau, the dangers and the
miseries that thronged that short tranait
from the Vatican to Gaets, despite all
these—and the Church’s enemies imagin.
ed they could foresee the downlall of the
cross that glitters on St. Peters—we be.
held the Representative of Christ “ guing
forth goregeous with the accumulateg
dignity of ages, every knee bending and
every eye blessing the prince of one
world and the prophet of anothery
Despite the might, the venom, the cun.
ning, the art, the insatiate vengeance
with which theenemies of the Soversign
Pontift were “up and doing,” stiil, clear
ly and more clearly, was it daily made
manifest that the ““Gates of Hell shall
not prevail against” the Church of Christ,
and that the “ Power of Rome” was not
—and never will be~* exhausted.”

But not only ugainst the Pope in per-
son, have the friend: of Mr. Gray been
“up and doing.” Infidelity and anti.
Catholic bigotry had driven the priests
from their nltars, the monks from their
cells and the nung from their convents;
muzzled, banished, imprisoned, persecut-
ed in every way, yet from their patience
and virtue sprang the endurance and
power of that jmmuortal establishment
which no earthily power can ever over
throw. ‘“‘Up and doing;” are the gospel
preachers, number'ess as the clowds upon
a sky of dapple grey in autumn; are the
tract-seliers and bible-hawkers, thick as
“leavey in Valambrosa;” are the salva-
tionists and female preachers thai hiunt
the public with the pelsistence of sum-
mer mesquito:; are the men of Mr,
Gray’s stamp, who howl {romn cvery plat-
form and shout fzom the very housetops
their insane denunciations of an institu-
tion they do not understand and a re-

ligion they fail to comprehend. Are all
these nat “up and doing?”  Or if not,

pray what are they about?

We ean assure Mr, Geay and afl his
friends, admirers, and co-workers thag
the powers of darkuess liave been “up
anth Joing” since the dawn of Christian-
ity, and thatthey will be *“ up and doing®
until the eml of time, and yet toe
“Power of Rome’ never was, is not, and
never will be exhansted.

SALVE REGINA!

TheSpaniands have ever had a great and
deep devotion towards the mother of God ;
and they loved Lo slug or to repeat the
beantiful words of the Sulve Regina. The
Andelusian peasant, the grandee of Cace
tile, the soldier under arms on the walls
of Graneda, the szilor on the waves of
the Spanishi Main, the explorer in the
worded vales of Feuador, the cattle
rancher on the slopes of San Loreuze,
the very Drigand from Quito that has
come to prowl around the walls of Esder-
als, all of them can be heard at some
time in the day, muttering the words of
that exquisite prayer. Now that weare
in the month of May, it might not be out
of place to eall our readers’ attention to
the beauties of the Salre Reyina. They
aretoo numerons to be touched on in de-
tail; but we will glance ab the planof the
prayer and leave to the piety of onr
friends to il in tho details,—and to re-
peat often during this month the Spun-
Tned’s prayer of preditection.

“ITail! Holy Queen!” It opens with
the praises of Mary. It is an exordium
wurthy the cumning of n master mind.
{1 tells all Tier titles and reduces them all
to o few words ¥ Mother,—of Merey, our
life, our sweetness and our hope.”  How
could a child address o mother in terms
more apt to svir her feelings and to touch
her heark ¥ She s truly o Mother of
Merey,” fur she is the mother of theUne
wha is all merey and love. She is the
“life” of her children, for she is their
intercessor and wdvoeate; she is their
“gweetness,” for nll the bitterness and
anguish of existence are logt in her cons
templition ; she is their “ hope,” forshoe
lins ever been the * star of the sea,” the
ruide to beaven, the one through whom
alune nun is sure Lo rench the mercy of
Christ,

Huving thus addressed Mury, the pray-
cr changes and the supplicants proclaim
themselves “ bunished sons of Eve.” suf-




