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CHAPTER XXIIIL,

Rosine was willing to do any thing
hut do wrong to soothe her sister,
and she commenced slowly, without
looking up :

“Navy Yard, Dacember, 18—,
“My Sweet Young Friend :

" I must congratulate you on your
reunion with your sister, of which
I heard today from Sister Agnee, I
hope 1 may yet have a little place in
your thoughts., Come and see me
with your sister, you know you are
always welcome. Mrs. Laura Hart-
land was with me yesterday, she
misses you constantly, but your
friends are right, your young fresh
heart should not be made the recip-
ient of sorrows like hers. 1 wish I
could comfort her, but natarally
she is very anxious about the Lieu-
tenant just now,’—she hesitated.

“ Go on,” sald Marion eagerly, "I
have been wishing to ask an
explanation of some expressions |
I heard the Doctor use yesterday; it |
seems that she had desired to go to |
her husband, and the Colonel pre-
vented it.

CONTINUED

“I knew nothing of it!"”
Rosine with surprise. |

“Well, I ploked it up from the end |
of & conversation ; but go on,” she |
added impatiently.

“There is nothing more of Laura |
here,” eaid Rosine, and continued |
her reading — "We hear from Harry |
almost every steamer ; he is getting |
on finely, is at present at Strasburg, |
working hard at his profession.

" Protession !" eried Marion, look- |
ing around from the glass, "I thought |
he was in the Navy !” |

“He was in the gervice,’ replied |
Rogine, "but resigned on account |
of the war with Mexico, which he |
could not justify to his conscience,” |

“Very foolish of him !” said the |
gister, in a tone slightly ccntemp- |
tuous, "~ What had he to do with the
right or wrong of the matter ? It
he obeyed orders, the responsibility
rested with the government, |

“You reason like the Commodore,
said laughing. "He was
mortally angry with his son.”

“I don't wonder,” replied the
pister ;"it is a greal hinderance
to the rise of a man to change his |
profession =afjer being established.
Does he live on his father in the |
meantime ?

Rosine's face fl
fion as ehe replie
Harry Greenwood.
all meanness.

"He has a warm advocate in you,
at least,” said Marion, looking keen-
ly at Rosine, who blushed paintully;
“but go on, lete hear what his sister |
says of him."” |

More reluctantly than ever, Rosine |
continued her reading, still loath to |
offend her sister by seeming to want |
confidence — “He thinks to stay |
in Europe two or three years, Father |
is & shade more reconciled, at least |
he does not speak of my brother with |
the severity that so distressed |
me. Come 0 me soon, my dear onse, |
and I will tell you more of his daily
life. You will find & loving welcome
from your attached

replied |

Rogine,

»d with indigna
You don't know
He is above

Dora G ENWOOD.'

It was true, a8 Marion had su:r
mised from what she had overheard
that Laura had desired to
husband. Since Le Com de
parture, her anxietie \leck |
had redoubled, and she had even |
gone 8o far as to s
steamer bound for
Mexico.

Sistar Agnes could not persuade |
her to the contrary; with all the |
energy of her former days, she was
determined ; there was but one thing |
to be done, Colonsl Hartland must |
be informed of her intentions. The |
good Sister performed the painful
task as a matter of plain dutby. No |
sooner was he aware of her plan, |
than he called upon her, and used
every argument to dissuade her from
her purpose, begged her to consider |
that Aleck was in the midst of
preparations for carnage and blood.
Finding that he made no impre )
he changed his tactice, and told |
her plainly that under the circum
stances the world would say, and not |
without reason, that she followed Le
Compte. This was unkinde
cut of all,” but it kept her where
she wae.

go to her

pte's
i

re passage ian o
the Gult of

‘the

CHAPTER XXIV,

EFORE THE CASTLE OF ERA

We must carry our readers to
the Gulf of Mexico, where, before the
Castle of Vera Ci the X- was |
anchored, preparing for the siege
that was to make s0 many hlut:dingi
hearts. The spirit of conquest of |
people and territory was the spirit of
the Mexican war; not to subdue
enemieg, or to defend one's own,
but to attack a harmless populstion
Of course there could be but little
true patriotiam in such a war ; there
was but amall heart in it, as many ot
the officers themselves acknowledged.
We can compare it to nothing but a
fight between a bull-dog and a small
terrier ; but with the moral or politi-
oal aspects of the war our narrative
has but little to do. Lieutenant
Alexander Hartland was at Vera
Cruz, foremost in that terrible siege
of five daye, and bore his part so
well that he was promoted 8o the
“Coptainey,” with the addition of a
ball in his thigh, which threatened
to lame him for life. KEither care, or
the sickly climate, ox some nameless
wear of the soul, had told on his
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lithe and vigorous frame, and he
illy prepared to bear his wound.
It wae at this juncture that the
new surgeon arrived. From that
time Captain Hartland grew almost
dumb, and the lines about his mouth
and ohin despened daily ; he became
stern with his men, and reticent
with his brother officers, treating Le
Compte with chilling coldness, cut-
ting off every effort of the surgeon
to deaw him into oconversation,
repelling all inquiries as to the con-
dition of his wound, and savagely
hoping Le Compte might bscome
amenable, by some infringement of
rule, to & court-martial. But the
surgeon was too wise for him;
through all his icy coldness he was
a8 courteous to the Captain as posei-
ble, always saluting him in a defer-

ential and kindly way, returning his
gruffness with forbearance, and a |
certain kind of humility which said,
“1I know I have injured you, and I
will do all I ecan to repair it in your
person.”

There were times when the Cap
tain wae almost frantic, so exasper
ating were his thoughts, and nothing
but the strict discipline of a man-of
war could have prevented a violent |
outbreak. It wae specially galling |
to Aleck to feel that he was coming
more and more within the power of
the man he had come to hate ; his |
wound was growing day by day more
troublesome for the want of proper |
treatment, and the fever of the |
climate had made its appearance on |
ship-board—either might bring him |
into the Docotor's herde any day.
And they came at last, both together
the wound broke out afresb, and |
delirium and fever came upon him
his heart had been taxed too far.
After he wae transferred to the ship's
hospital the fever ran higher, the
bounding pulse became sharper each
day, till two of his brother officers
twice stood over him watching for |
the last breath, But Le Compte, |
tended him faithfully, |
assured them that the worst was yet
to come—when the raging fever had |
burned out, and he should come to
hignself ; and his words proved true.
That night was the turning point ;|
three times the nurse said he was
gone, but Le Compte plied him with
stimulants, acd to his unwearied
efforts he owed his life. The first
glimpss of returning reason was
shown in the averted face, when the |
with the
I'ne Doctor saw
at once, leaving
with the nurse, and
only appearing when the Captain
was sleeping, and withdrawing
altogether as soon 25 he was able to |
speak. The flrst word was “letters,
when' the package was given
him, he could only hopelessly touch |
them., The alcove where his cot was |

thie, and withdrew
88 caAre

| placed waes in a dim and darkened

corner, and he held the ietters
him many days, till he was able to
agk for more light, As his brain |
began to act, a restlessness which
recovery manifested
iteell, and the surgeon gave permis-

gion for more light. A mirror hung

oprosite, and the reflection of his |
unshorn, emaciated face amazed

him ; he hardly knew himself. To |
raecall his identity he raised his hand ;
to stroke his unclipped beard, when
he started as it a serpent had stung
him, though the curtains were down

and no haman eye n him, for |
there, on fourth ger on his |
left hand, above the seal ring which
he alwaye wore, was & plein gold |
ring ; there could be no mistake, for
in gpite of the tremor which seized
him, he drew it from his finger, and
read, Vincet on % ncit mor.
He ground his teeth with &
against Ls Compte,

false, de

near |

4
iae

ge, nof
but against the
worthless woman
paré with that ring;it
was burning, searing proof of her
Her whom he had trusted
a!ll, had restored to his |
shaken cocfldence when all but he
frowned upon her; he needed no
further proof, his decision was made. |
The disclosure carried him into a
relapge, and for many days he lay
speechlese, taking no notice of any |
one., Captain Jones came to ‘uimt
again, when Le Compte had by assid- |
|
|
|

could

through

brought Hartland where he |
could think and speak. With a way-
worn heart, he felt no gratitude for
his recovery, he wished he had been
carried out with the dead.

" Read these

for me, he gaid to

| Captain Joneg, pointing to a package

of home letters, "' and put these into |
an envelope, and return them un
opened to Mrs, Laura Hartland,” he
added sternly ; they had come from |
hie wifle during his illne T'he |
om his father's hand, full of |
love and solicitude, were
written with a perfect
most minute cir-
cumetances cof his son’s position. |
that friend (he wrote
more than onoce) wihoever 1!() i“L
who writes so particularly to relieve
our anxiety.”

“ Le Compte,” said Aleck very
decidedly, when Captain Jones looked |
up from the sheet, as if he would
inquire who wae this friend.

“ Impossible " replied the Captain,
equally decided in hie tone.

* 1 teel it, I see it,” said Hartland ;
"1 am under infinite obligations to
him, Jones ; obligations I can never
repay ; he has not only saved my
life, for that I almost hate him, but
he has opened my eyee, and for that
I cannot be too grateful.”

‘ And you believe the rascal ?"
queetioned his friend with surprise.

" The proof is unquestionable, not
a word has passed between ur, but
he—say no more,” he added, fesling
he was taxing himeelf too faw,”
henceforth, I am a free man,”

His decision was irrevooable, his
tone so frigid, so severe, that his
friend did not argue. From that day

the

| where Aleck was,
| all wae quiet.

| sulted about the Invitations

| in

| from

the relation between the Surgeon
and his Captain was an amicable
one. Although Aleck Hartland was
quiet and cold, there was nothing ot
hauteur or revenge in hig manner
toward Le Compte. He even talked
with him gometimes when there were
many listeners, on fthe common
topica of the day, but he carefully
avoided meeting him alone.

" The Captain's fever and his still
open wound had left him unfit for
duty, and he only waited orders
from the Department for a furlough,
and looked forward ultimately to a
discharge from the service, with a
fesble body and blighted hopes.

CHAPTER XXV,

COUBIN TOM

The winter of Marion's sojourn in
Colonel Hartland's family was not
a8 gay a8 it would have been, but
for the anxiety that brooded over the
society in which they mixed ; anxiety
for sons, husbands, fathers, and
brothers, preparing for battle ; war
might commence at any
although as yet
Mrs. Colonel Hart
land prepared to give a small but
brilliant party, especially, as
said, for bringing out Rosine, there
were to be but few invitations and
those very select ; ehe felt that it
was due to Rosine and to society

that she should make this exertion |
pow, a8 circumstances might here- |
her doing it at all, |

sfter prevent
in her secret heart she desired tuat
Marion and Rosa should make the
acquaintance of some other marriage-
able gentleman besides her son. Dr.
Hartland frowned
plan, laughed at his mother's idea

of bringing out Roeine, whom he had |

himselt escorted to the naval ball ;
but consented in the end to be con-

Hartland, seated at the writing table
the library, had called to
a8 he came into the hall.

" Where are the girls ?"’ he
quired, as he entered, equipped
turs and conte.

' Gone sleigh riding with your
father, more/ than two hours since.
Just like father !"” rejoined Ned,
an iojuored fone. He had come
his office after a hard day's
work, promising himself a drive with
the young ladies, and had been fore
stalled by his paternal relative, his
reply to his motber's request for
help in the invitations to the party
was not very cordial. " I euppose
you will insist upon having Laura
here,” be said, pettighly, " and Tom
Stapleton has just arrived in the
Belvidere from India, and will be
down upon us today; of course he
must come. A precious couple to
begin with !"

" How surly you are, Ned,” said
his mother, quietly, her calm
self-assurance unruflled by her son’s
remark ; " of course we must ask
Laura, the world will expect it, and
Tom will come whether we agk him
or not. When did he arrive ? he
has been away two yaars.”

' Yes, it is a pity the good-for
nothing old tellow hadn’'t staid where
he was appreciated.”

" Ned, you talk shamefully,’ re-
plied his mother in the same un-
ruflfied tone of voice ;' he is your
papa’'s only near relative, and you
and Aleck will be his heirs, in all
probability.

" He better not leave
tin to me, I should pass
Sister Agnes at once. Did you hear
the Asylum weas completely riddled
by last night, the children all
huddled into the new wi but all

in-
in

in

any of his
over to

fire

ng,

| eaved by the superbuman exertions

of the Sisters, some of whom
dreadfully burned ; I havs been there
most of the day, dressing wounds.

" Was Miss Greenwood there ?

are

in-

quired Mrs. Hartland, without look- |

ing up from her writing. “ I hear
she spends all her leisure with the
orphans,

" Ot course ; she'll make a splendid
Sister of Charity herself, by and by,’'
said the Doctor, bitterly.

" We ought to ask her
party,” said Mrs. Hartland, "
80 very fond of Rosine.”

' She won't come, even for her love
for Rosa, She might, without any
fear of me,
curl of the lip.

Mre. Hartland sighed ng much as
she ever permitted herself to eigh.

to the
ghe is

I wish Lieutenant Greenwood were |

here,” she said, after a pause.
Mr. Greenwuod, if you please,
mother there is no Licutenant

| Greenwood now.

think he
Rosine ?”

Don't you
charmed with

The Doctor turned sharply a
and gazed at his mother a

his countenance to relax into a smile,
he said, “ Women are forever making
or breaking matches for themeelves
or other people; let Rosa alone in
that way, I beg of you. She is the
only young
sure that every man she sees is wish-
ing to be a lover; but this sister
of hers—what a contrast! She'll
put gome new ideas into Rosa's head
before spring. She were better in
Illinois, if they expeot her to marry
her affianc s ; she is a la Laura with
the deviltxy lett out.”

“ Hush !” said his mother, laying
her hand on his arm,

At that instant the door opened,
and the two girls bounded in with
rosy cheeks and animated step, the
Colonel following. Dr. Hartland
moved one side, but did not greet
them as usual ; his bad humox did
not leave him #ill he saw Rosine
pulling away ab her gloves. ‘' Here,
let me help yow,” he said, somewhat
gruffly, taking her small hands in
his; ' these things have nenrly

moment |

ehe |

upon the whole?

Mrs, |

him |

| back fro
giving forth intense heat from the |
burning rock maple and besch wood. |
-§ome |

| talking to the man nearest me
| whom I had just entered into conver-
| sation.

he added, with = slight |

| cell the warden unlo

wag quite |

inquired |
Mre. Hartland, dippiag her pen into |
| the ink for the twentieth time, [

girl I meet who is not | h
| reminded

grown to your fingers.”

"fhe has been holding the
ribands,” said the Colonel; "I
offered her my furs, but she de-
clined.”

Ned held her hands, chafing and
squeezing them alternately, till all
at once the thought Marion had
suggested to Rosine the previous
night rushed into her head causing
her to cast down her eyes, blush
paintully, and attempt to disengage
her hande. A flash like an electric
battery ehot across the Doctor's
mind, and his flest impulse was to
loose the hands he held, the next
to retein them, and if possible,
fathom the meaning of that blueh,

Her feeble resistance was in vain, |
and she was almost ready to drop |

tears of vexation with hersslf,
unmingled with anger
Marion, for the suggestions.

" We came across Cousin Tom in
the Park,” said the Colonel, who was
gradually thawing out ; " he had the
most eplendid turnout in the crowd,
and insisted upon my eparing one of
my ladies.

" You didon't do it?” exclaimed
Dr. Hartland, hig countenance chang
ing, and turning quickly to his father
without releasing Rosine.

TO

not
againgt

BE CONTINUED

BENEATH
ASHES ”

-

THE

It was after supper in Camp No. 4
of the North Shore Lumber Com
pany ; and we
gquare stove that panted and roared
and grew red at its task of heating
the wide, low room. Two or three

bright lampe, with green tin shades, |
hung from the rafters above the long |

supper table, at which the
worked while gathering
dishee.

Father John
us, 88 many
belonged to No.

" cookse’
up

Coughlan was with
of his parishioners
He bhad come on

hig annual winter trip to hear the |
| confessions o

the mep, and he was
to say Mass on his little portable
altar for them the following morn
ing.

The crew consisted of about thirty |

men, &8 No not then a
large camp had diecarded tae
thick red mackinaws they usually
wore at their work, and they now sat
about the fire clothed in grey or dark
blue flannel shirte, and grey home
spun trousers tucked ineide of d
ferent colored oversocks

Was very

All

ail
They wore

low-cut, oiler moccasing on their feet. |

T'he mejority were seated on benches
though two or three sat
an upturned box.

I can not remember how it came
abouf, but presently all the men
were looking eagerly at Father Johnp
who had moved his chair a little
1 the stove which was now

on caalrs or

He was about to begin a story
personal experience—so 1 stopped

with

And there silence
round, save for the crackling of the

fire. Then the priest began
"It is & long time since it all hap
pened, yet it is very easy for me to
recall the different little incidents in
the event that 1 am g to relate.
Shortly sfter ordi ion to the
prieethood I sent fo Australia
where I remained a few ysars befors
coming to America. I had not been
long at my new mission when one
night at about 9 o the prison
doctor came to tel that a pris
ouer, a poor fellow-countryman of
1ition

Was

my

was

clock
1
11 me

my own, was very sick ; his o
was very serioue, and all the symp
toms geemed to say that he had not
long to live. The
for me, but t loctor thought per

| haps I should like to visit the poor |

fellow. I thanked the doctor—
by the way was not a Catholio
I promised to go to see the man

‘4

who

the

| next day.

It was late in the afternoon the
following day before I was free to
visit the prison. As I

past cell after cell, with now and

then a face pesring out at me through |
the small square grill in the black |
iron barred door, there came over me |
| & strange depression which I found

hard to shake off,
"“When I came fo my sick
door and let me g
could not have 1ore than
forty five years old yes his beard waas
plentifally streaked with white. Ha
was seated in a chair, and he had

in. The
peen 1

B

on & rough, grey greatcoat over his |
round, | prison garb.
little |
flexcely for & moment, then suffering |

His head was resting
on his chest, and he did not raise it
o8 I entered. Only his eyes moved
upwards, and the way in whi they
did so gave him & very sinister
expreasion,

"1 bowed to him and said " Good
day!” He looked at me strangely as
he replied, and something in his look
me of an animel rather
than a man; yet it was a subdued
expreesion. His eyes rested on me
for a tew seconde, then they looked at
the rough stone floor again,

“Ifelt a great pity for this poor
fellow, a8 I looked around on the
cold, bare, whitewashed walls; and 1
thought of the great depression that
must come to a man living day after
day in such surroundings. ‘God
help him !' I said quietly to mygelf ;
then I spoke aloud

‘I suppoee you come from the old
countiry—from Ireland ?' "

" He showed no animafdion what-
goever save a slight raising of the
eyes a8 he regarded me in gilence
for a few seconds, \vith the same
animal expression which I had
noticed. After some time, however,

| bare corridor, scarcely
| drawn faces that psered out at me
through the black

gad around the great |

the |

all |
| that his
| thought of 'white ashes’' came to my

| to speak to me.

man had not sent |

and |

walked down |
| the long whitewashed stone corridor

man's |
ked the heavy |
ick man .
| head forward at the same

| exposed.

he said, ‘Yes, very slowly, his voice
sounding thin and wealk.

“'I'm an Irishman, too. I went
on ; but he did not give the slightest
gign that he heard me.

"1 felt strangely embarrassed as
I sat there in the liktle cell, on the
edge of the hard bed. I was a very
young priest. I remember that the
man was very ill, and I knew that
he must be prepared for death ae
soon ae possible. Again I spoke, as
gently as I could :

"I suppose you know that the end
is not far off ; and you are a Catholie,
of course, you want to receive the
Last Sacraments and make
peace with God.'

"1 shall never forget the shock

of purprise his works caused me os |

he replied :

“‘I don’'t want the Last
ments of the Chureh, I tell you

“ There was a ring of finality in
his voice. He looked at me for
a little while, then his eyes sought
the floor again. After some time, I
stood up and moved toward the door.

Sacra

My departure was evidently expected. |

I had just sufficient presence of mind

| to say :
I'll come to see you again, and |

I hope to find you in different dis

i positione.’

"1 went along the cold, white,

noticing the

bars,
mind, and that
refuse the

thought was in my
I heard a Oatholio

| Sacraments cf bis Church.

" As I left the prison the atmos
phere grew suddenly wermer, and
that peace which often comes with
the setting sun seemed to be over
all thinge. A few
playing not far away, and singing
merrily as they ran about; but I
could not stamp from my mind the
image of that poor
who seemed to have lost the faith.

"I awoke that night two or three
times thinking of the prisoner, and
blaming myself for not having
stayed lounger with him. In the
morning I offered Masgs for him

and asked all the little
to pray for my intention

All that morning as I went about
work the thought of the poor

fellow was continuous my mind

my
I began to recall certain impressions
I had received on flrst
the Tower of London a few years
before. As I wnoted the differant
pointe of interest, the thought that
80 many had passed long terms of
imprisonment caused me to wonder
how they had borne the terrible
secluegion, uutil I came to one part

my

of the Tower whore a prisoner had a |
life

sentence. On the etone wall
of his cell he had carved the words
‘He that endureth unto the end ghall
be saved.’ The words are still there.

‘Be thou faitbful until death,
I will give thee the crown of life.

And as I thought of the living faith |

that must have inspired those men
to wrile those worde, hundreds of
years Bgo,
the poor fellow who had refused the
Sacraments, ] could not but judge
faith was dead,

mind.

" When I came back that atternoon
to see him he seemed more inclined
After we had talked
for a littla while I
gently :

“‘In Irelpund I
the people

remarked very

have often heard
that an Irishman
never loses faith of St. Patrick.
" He raieed his yes quickl]
though his chin still rested on
chest, and he ked at me strang
as I continued :
"'But 1 am
seem to havel
"He

eay

Lae

sorry fo say that
8t it.’

remained silent for a
while. Finally he raised his
for the first time since I had
him, and, it I am not mistaken, thers
were tears in his eyee, 1
that all

you

quickly that was like an

| animal in the expression of his face

had vanished.

"“'So you think I have I
faith St. Patrick
last

“'It seems to me, I replied ; 'for
you have refused the Sacraments of
God's Church.’

" He said
straight very
tremely weak Then
right band and drew back his thick
cont collar and his shirt, which was
opened at the front his

511
said

the

of he at

but

ne was ex

nothing gab

elowly, for

ur
up

bending
his shoulders
His back was
scarred with long welts,
them not entirely healed
there, looking at the poor
ghouldere, and I could
word.

‘That is what I
St. Patrick,

that were
terribly
some
I stood
fellow's
nof eay a

ol Father ?” he

: |
| '‘Every Monday morning for a long
| #ime before I was sick I was lashed

becausge I refused to go to the Pro
testant services on Sunday.’

"1 did not move from the place
where I was standing behind him ;
for the fears had come to my eyes,
and I did npot wish him to see
for fear of embarrassing him. AsI
was helping him to rearrange his
coat about his neck, he continued :

“‘There is a little hymn that I
often sing here ; my mother used to
gsing it back home when 1 was =a
little boy. It goes like this :

I rige from dreams of time,
And an angel guides my feet
To the sacred altar throne
Where Jesus' Heart doth beaf.

‘ He ceased speaking, and waited a
few seconds as if he expected me to
make some comment; but I was
unable to epeak, Then he went on:

‘“* A long time ago, Father, a priest

your |

| Virgin Mary is truly
| General Council
| solemnly

| not

Only one |

Lagt | that in consequence the Holy

) uttered by Elizabeth
children were |

dying Irishman |

| ity.

and |
after breakfast [ went to the school |
children | gxclusive and
| somewhat
| who was born c
| made

visit to |

| to
| manner for this great honor,

On the wall of another cell I read : |
and

in the stone, and then of |

and the |

| Original Sin, hence at the very

| Apostles Cree
little |
head |
met

noticed |

| and
| hold,

| shall bring forth a Son
| call '
bhe raised his |

time, o0 |
partly | ¢
| impossible.’

of |

| o
gel for the faith |

sald. |

| fruit of a human babe.

spoke what I thought were hard
worde to me, and since then I have
not gone to the Sacraments. That
waé why I refused them so abruptly
yesterday. In my heart I didn's
mean it. After you went I began to
think I had been in the wrong ; and I
have no longer any hard feelings.
And now, Father, if you will hear me,
I will go to contession.’

The priest stoppsd speaking, and
there was no sound for a little while
save the steady purr of the fire in the
large gquare stove.—B.J. Murdoch
in Ave Maria.

THE MATERNITY OF
THE BLESSED
VIRGIN

MARY IS THE MOTHER OF GOD

The Church gives of!
and assurance that

icial sanction |
The Blessed |
the Mother of |
God.” In the year 431 at the City of
Ephesus, the Father of the Third
of the Church, to
offset the errors that some were
holding in regard to this matter
defined that Mary is the |
Mother of God. Against those who
pergisted in believing that she was
the mother of God, the|
Church formulated a condemnpation, |
‘Should anyone refuse to admit
that the Emmanuel is truly God, and

|
|
|
|

Virgin |
is Mother of God, since she gave birth |
acoording to the flesh to the Word of
God made flesh, let him be
anathema.” Th sentiments are |
who, inspired |
y the Holy Ghost, asks when Mary |
sited har, ' Whence it is to me that |
the Mother of my Lord ghould come |
to me ? Luke 1, 4 |
This ie understood, however, not |
that she is the mother of His Divin
This has come from ebernity. |
A mother is truly called a mother of
her child even though it is true that
the babe receives from her only its |
material substance, and not ite spir- |
itnal soul, which is a result of God’s
direct creation. In a
similar way, the Person
Mary is the Word
From her He received

86

flesh.

His humanity, His divinity is from
eternity, but the Person in
these two natures are combined, it
God, and He was born of her, and the
only true way to express this fact, is
to that she is the mother of

co to the flesh
Father is His Father

the Godhead.

whom

»

rdir as the I

according

HER 1 CULAT} )N I

that
God
in a

Because of this fact,
be the mother of
itself prepared her

she was
Heaven
apecial
To do
this properly God did not wait until |
she arrived upon this earth, but
carefully sslected for her, human |
beinge of no ordinary merit to be |
her parents, The honor fell to a |
devout couple, Joachim and Ann. |
Since Mary, their child, was to ba|
80 signally adorned by Heaven, it was |
fitting that her soul would not h(\‘
even for a moment under the domin- |
ion of the demons by the stain of |
first
wa
we
Im
rm
instruction

|
moment of her conception she
parserved from that gin to which
fall heir. This called her
maculate Conception, and 1 ¢
the subject of

next week

i8
wil

an entire

is that she is the V
p In all the symbols, ¢

and professions faich, from

Nicene Creed

al Councils

of
d to the
ag well a8 in the ¢
Nice, Constantinople, Ep
don, Mary is called " Virgin
her Son not only to have been
ceivad, but also to have bsen born
the Virgin Mary. She I8 again |
prociaimed by the Council of Lateran |
in 649 to be " Ever Virgin.
The explanation of this
mystery, the Virginal Co
the Virginal Birth
isgiven by the Angel Gabris
Gabriel announced,
ghalt conceive in thy womb

er

con

¢
of

uble

and th ‘
thou shalyg |
Then Mz
gince sl
virgin,

His name

aeks bow can t be
and remaing ever
snswers, 'The
upon
the Most
thee

Gabriel |
Ghost shall
and the power
shall overshadow |
no word shall be |
It is no effort of natural |
cause. It is the result
Omnuipotent will. Wherefore
the beginning God s L
be light and there was X
a8 when man was flrst made, |
the cbedient olay gathered at ite |
Magter's word, a stood erect a per-
fect body, 0o when Mary said, "' Be
done unto me according to Thy word
there budded forth within her, vir
gin life at God's command the living !
And again, |
ns when the disciples were gat d |
together within solid and hnrrwl%
door, Chriet in His actual reality and |
phyeical presence, entered and stood
in their midst, so when tie time came
at Bethlehem, one moment the
Divine Babe is yet unborn, a moment
more and by miracle her child is
resting in His mother's arm., Where
fore it is that there was no pain or
pang of childbirth, as St. Gregory
puts it, "Alone amongst the daugh
ters of Adam who were mothers,
Mary was free from the curse of
labor which weighs wupon every
woman giving a child to the world,

Holy
thee ;

High
with God

come
¢
of

cl God's

ABSOLUTE SINLESSNESS

A third privilege of Mary, aocorded
because of her being the Mother of
God, is her absolute sinlessness, On
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