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e same thing) to conviction ;—for who ever
seriously reflected and remained obstinate in
uubelief? All his hopes are now directed to
meeting his child in heaven; and he will never
relapse into infidelity while he Le]ieves that she
is an Angel there!”

FHere we parted, as our roads lay in different
lirections; gnd I returned home weaving
sweet fancies on the rame of Mary.

How sweet, 1 thougl is the name of Mary!
How well does St. Bernard speak our thoughts
when he says, “Oh, Mary! you carnnot be
named withqut inflaming, the heart of him, who
pronounces your name and loves you.” Why
is this name pyver given 1o cominon mortals?
It should rather be enshrined in every heart,—
it should never he named but with 5 feeling of
reverence,—it shonid never be heard bnt with
an interior motion of respect and love for her
who tore it once, and who has thus made ita
name holy to every Christian’s ear.  How ve-
nerable is the name of Mary,—how full of fra-
grance and of peauty ! Truly it 1s an inspira~
tion to all pious thoughts, sweet as the odours
of the cedars of Lebanon, fair as the lily, lovely
as the rose, meek and gentle as the lowly vio«
let, bright as the stars that encircle her Lrow
All virtues, and all memorier of virtue’ are en-
twined around it. Chastity, poverty, humility,
ohedience, charity,—these are the bright auri-
butes of Mary, and these are the memories that
encircle her name. The nome of Mary has also
a mystic signification—meaning, * Star of the
Sea’ She was indeed the Sea-star, the ‘star of
liope, which rose over the troubled waters of
uitterness and crime, and soothed :lieir billows
10 a sudden calm. '

All the nations of the earth were pagans, and
the bright days of thelreligion of Juda had van-
ished forever.  The days of the patriarchs, of
_~the judges, of the kings, of the prophers, had

* pinssed awzy. The glory was about to depart

from Jerusalem, the sceptre of her power had
already heen wrested from the princes of her
people. The Roman cohorts were in her streets,
‘the Roman eagles flew over her towers, a Ro-
wman delegate was on her throne, and Roman
pawer controlled her councils. The forms of

religion were stifl preserved ; but the spirit—
the spirit was theremo longer. The prests still
lay prostrate before the holy of holies, lie tem-
ples still echoed to Jehoval's name, but the
heart slept cn in cold indifference; the Lody
was hent in prayer, but the spirit was bowed yet
lower, and grovelled in the very dust in the sor-
did interests of human nature debased and
fallen. Such was the world when Mary came,
—the morning star which was to usher in the
true sun of the spiritual world. As the storm-
heaten mariners of ancient days hailed, with
shouts of yelight, the rising of that star which
wus thei: only guide over the waste of waters,
so miay we hail the name of AMary, ns the true
bencon to our haven of safety at the foot of e
Cross. Oh! let it sink deeply into our souls!
let it linger in our hearts, and about our lips!
let us call upon it when we rejnice, as when we
mourn—in the sunshine of security as in the
gloom of distress and danger.  }t will be te us
as most sweet refreshment in the heur of need
as & light in the darkness of this world, as acer-
tnin assurance of safety and rest, as a shield a-
round our hearts,and an armour of proof against
the attacks of our foe, We will think an Mary

and the virtues amig which that name s en-
shrined, will crowd to our memories and per-
haps bloom in our hearts. We will speak of
Mary, and the devil shall fly from nefore our
footsteps. We will pray to Mary, and our
prayer shall be heard at the throne of her Son !
She, on earth, denird him nothing,—neither, in
Heaven, will he refuse her aught.  On earth,
ile called her ‘3iother,—his head was pillow-
ed on that sinless heari, his nourishment was
derived from that most sinless breast.  Will he
depy the wish of that heart—the sighs of that
hpsom? Her tears often fell upen his infant
brow, her lips were often pressed upon his in-
fant cheek. Will he refuse the prayer-of those
lips ~Those lips which bhelonged to her; who
shared in all his thoughts, and wept with more
than & mother’s love over all hiswoes. Vhere
is the child who would refuse aught to his par-
ent? Where the son would deny aught to his
mother?  And Faother of Heaven!  That mo-
ther, Mary,—that Son, the Saviour of the workl.



