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huni«-n .mll heat n' the (ln, have among
them many who found refreshment and

l rest and sweetest peace in the early morns
_l TWlllght TalkS. i ing hour that saw them wending their way
I

to the daily Mass, that was more to them
{ than mount; tin or sea shore,  And on the
w‘i“""“f"' "\"" Carmurrre Ruview by Ceontrary, in how many euntry ehapels wis
NS, MR K _ | He that yearns for consolation left to tread
T the wine press alone,  Why ¥ Beeause the
» AT things pass awiy." [og of a worldly <pirit makes a London of
Swhat might well he o Bethany for chosen
S ETH St Teresa we may | souls, “Tis sad to wateh the indifference
well <ay it, now that - of Catholics to their own best interests,
stmmer days are over, bat sadder still to be foreed to own how
and  the  work-a-day ' little drawing power Gold has tor the
world elaims us onee | mujority of Hisown, Ol for an apostle
more as itsown,  How  of generosity to come among us, and show
el we all live fn the us to ourselves inall our meanness! It
future! “Tis well that - vegret eonld tind place in heaven, surely it
we dot for hope, Kindly  would eome beeause of the thought of hiow
eompanion, walks with us through its un- niggardly we were in time where Intinite
trodden by-ways, and gives us a green " Love was eoneerned,
axiird only for our feet, But the past, too, Nin grieves the Saered Heart, of eonrse:
bas its hold on us,  Stronger, more tender, P hut it would seem that lack ot generosity
and more attractive as we advanee in I wounds it with a deeper wound, Do we
lite, and the world that shone ** hright, for © not all feel this where those we love are
fnexperienced eyes ™ loses its glamour, Leoncerned 2 1s it not a joy too deep for
How many lessons ¢ome to us from the [ words to give and give, where our hearts go
lips of childhood? A little girl was asked fout in sympathy and affection.  Now come
whitt she thought heaven was like 2 1t's , the days of labor, Happily they whose work
a place where you'll never he sorry,™ she is s congenial one, But forone and all gener-
snid. O the wisdomof the ehildish thought ! osity will do mueh, It will transform the
Yes, the past is for many of us unlike + world for us, and it will conform us to the
heaven, in that respeet,  Itisa eavern of i standard of duty, that spoken voice of God,
regrets, What of the summes that has i What of the feasts of September?  What
just leftus!  bid the m yuntains bring us o of the thoughts that will most titly fill its
nearer to God, or the seasshore till us with | twilight hours ¥ One feast is coming that
Woyearning for eternity and its shoreless | is singularly comforting for those who fret
cen®  What is it that strikes the observant and ehafe under the burden of their daily
thinking mind in the days of idleness, that . toil. The Seven Dolors of our Blessed Lady,
are onecessary evil to all of us after a ; which falls on the third Sunday of Septems
season of work ¥ Not the prevalence of | ber. The joys of the summer are like the
evil, not the amount of positive sin in the | joys of life in general, OQur gains are but
world, but the spirit of unrest, the utter | preludes to losses,
worldliness of even  the so-called best | Our hopes are all balanced by fears,
people. Tt is like a plague in its devasta- | So now at the very beginning of the fear
tions, in its foul spots which distigure the | of labor comes the thought of our Mother's
fairest and hrightest in God's ereation,  No sorrows to help us hear the monotony of
one seems safe in its atmosphere, no one | work, the ceaseless round of daily duty
free from its approach,  Fr. Faber speaks which frets us like an aching tooth —no res
of the great erowded eity as being a better lief save by its lossi—cure eomes by sacris
school of sanctity than the fresh, green | fice. Her sorrows were life-long s ours have
country, and the summer proves how true | at least seasons of alleviation, There are
were his words,  The law of compensation those on whom the burden of life, and above
lolds good in every relation of life, The | all its monofouy, presses sorely,  Sensative
poor working erowds, who toil on amid the | hatures that are keenly alive to the little




