
11î6 THE MESSENGER 0F TrHE SACIMD HEARr

kept a heart iiot altogether hardelied for her: he h1as,
thought of their poor home, and sent somewhat of i!
wealth to cheer them, and noW and again, weary of pleasure,
weary even of glôry, lie has wandered back iii thoüght to
the Church of Victories in Paris, and said ovèr again tliv
IGood-night " of his cbildhood. .Those kisses fiung Upl

the éhurch stili live to plead for him, perchanée ; perchance,
too, the mother is stili praying this moment with that strolig
prayer which is prayed after many years of a fait«hful life:,.
after many sufferings borne, many good works done.

He is dying- : the daysý left him are few, but he may stil,
go about a littie, carefully tended and watched by no uni-
loving eyes. To-day he is cheered by an old friend froi
Europe who talks of familiar scenes stili dear, and carnies.
back his mind to home. Vhey are pas-;ing the cathiedrai
in Algiers, and his friend would go in, and the officer eaii-
flot choose but go with him. A. cathedral in which thier.
are many worshippers, of many nations and strangely vai-
ried dresses, different by form of face and colon of skixî, buit
ail bowed together in the one worship at flue'Benedictionl
and singing the one tongue. It was a scene to touchi tlue
hieax-t, to awaken devotion.

It is over and the crowd is leaving the church, but die
sick officer stays on. He bas gone up near to thu altar, lie
is prostrate on the floor, bis head is bowed to the grotund.
His friend is ai-:xious ; the sick man must not be out too
late. uxor too long. Stili the officer lies there. Is he dead?
No, flot dead, bnt alive again-

It is. the hour at Whieh in. those old days lie'bas fliug iis.
kisses up the 'church by lhis mother's sidè. She this nio-
ment is saying « Good-night" for him in the Chiurchi of
Victoies. The motller's lesson bas burst, seedlike, thirougli
the bard soul. Up to the- 'Pabernacle once more are goinig
the repenitant -kisse.; to the Sacred 'Heart once more tuie
lovù -À' Good- night."-'h loii bad drea:i is past axuid lie
is àwàke agaiil, 'and before he-leaves* the chuircb the prie-st


