THE VOICE

PRECIOUS BLOOD

You were not redeemned with corruptible gold or ailver, ... but with the Precious
Blood of Christ, as of 2 lawb unspotted and uadefiled. 1PeT. 1. 18, 19
ET. 1. 18, 19.
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OUR LADY OF THE SNOW.
(August the 5th. )

The world is very foul and dark,

And sin has marred its outline fair;
But we are taught to Jook above

And sec another image there :

And I will raise mine eves above,
Above a world of sin and woe,

\Where sinless, griefless, near her Son
Sits Mary on a throne of snow.

Mankind seems very foul and dark
In some lights that we see them in ;
Lo, as the tide of life goes by,

How many thousands live in sin.
But, 1 will raise mine eves abhove,
Above the world’s unthinking flow,
To where, so human yet so fair,
S’ts Mary oun her throne of snow.

And oft that throne, so near our Lord’s,
To carth some of its radiance lends ;
And christians learn from her to shun
The path impure that hell-ward tends ;
Far they have learned to look above,
Above the prizes here below,
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To where, crowned with a starry crown,
Sits Mary on her throne of snow.

Blest be the whiteness ot her throne
That shines so purely, grandly there,
With such a passing glory bright,
Where all is bright and all is fair.
God, make me lift mine eyes above,
And love its hely radiance so.
That,some day, I may come where still
Sits Mary on her throne of snow.

CarMINA MARIANA.

THE PRECIOUS BLOOD.

( Continuation. )

The Precious Blood brings us intc more immediate
relationship with Marv. Having been furnished by her,
It makes us her children, gives us a right to pray to her
more lovingly and confidently. She herself offered this
Blood for our ransom.

We read in the life of Saint Dominic that Mary once
sprinkled his listeners with the Blood of her Son.

It is related that during the judgment of a great sin-
ner, who had nevertheless been devout to her, she cast
into the lightest side of the balance a drop of the Redeem-
ing Blood and thus saved his soul from hell.

This Bleood should excite our confidence in the high-
est degree. ** Christ died for us ; much more t/zerq/mc
being now justified by His Blood shall we be saved from
wrath through Him. (Rom. V. g.)

Remembenn«‘r the love with which it was poured out,
what strong hope should we feel !

It was shed for our sins ; let not our faults discourage
us ; but let us instead apply this Blood to our souls.

Blessed ]ames of Bevagna, being tempted to despair,
saw Blood issuing from the “Crucifix and heasd Our Lord
say :—* Let this Blood be the pledge of thy salvation.’
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Jesus Christ said to Saint Theresa :—*¢ Since thou hast
nothing, I give thee My Blood to offer to the Eternal
Father and to obtain through It the most precious gifts."”

Let us ask for every grace through the Precious.
Blood. ‘¢ We beseech Thee, O Lord, help Thy servants,
whom Thow hast redeemed by Thy Most Precious Blood.”

The Blood of Jesus gives the priest his dignity and
grandeur. He is ordained to produce It at the Altar ana
to apply It to souls.

Let us listen to what God said to Saint Catharine of
Sienna, so devout to the Precious Blood-—*¢ I have shown
thee the mystical body of Holy Church uander the -figure
of a cellar filled with My Son’s Blood. At the door is
My Christ on earth who is commissioned to distribute this
Blood and designate those who will share his ministry.
To each he assigns his functions in the distribution of
this Blood. He has the keys of this Blood and below
him, my ministers. For this reason I have emancipated
them from subjection to earthly potentates. I have con-
secrated them and said : *‘ Touch not My Christs.” Per-
secution of My Ministers falls on My Son's Blood which
they dispense, hence I declare that all other sins being on
one side and this on the other, this sin would outweigh
all.”

Another fruit of the Precious Blood is consolation
and encouragement at the hour of death. Our sins should
not trouble us. Listen to the consoling voice of the Church.

Henceforth, whoso in that dear Blood
Washeth shall lose his every stain,
And, in immortal roseate beauty robed
An angel's likeness gain.

Jesus Christ shed His Blood and died for us, to as-
sure us a good death.

At his last hour Saint Francis Caracciolo, holding a
crucifix in his hands and kissing it devcutly,exclaimed :
‘ Blood of Jesus, Thou art mine. Give It to me, O Sa-
viour, for It is my only hope.”

We must invoke It with confidence and love, repre-
senting It as flowing upon us. ¢ For what shall 1 do
when God shall arise to Judge 2" \We have indeed reason
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to tremble. Buthis Blood is our security. We have
hoped in It, we have offered Itas our ransom. Why
fear ? Saint Magdalen of Pazzi reassures us when address-
ing God she says :—¢* I will cover myself with Thy Blood
and will go before Thee confidently,” saying,—‘¢ Look
upon the face of Thy Christ.”

It will be asked, ‘¢ whois this that cometh from
Edom, with dyed garments from Bosra, this beautiful one
in his robe ? ” ¢¢ I that speak justice, and am a defender
to save.” We must commit ourselves trustingly to God
and beware of imitating the obstinacy of a sinner who
would not yield, even on sight of Blood gushing from a
crucifix. Qur Lord cast the Blood in his face and con-
demned him.

The Precious Blood moderates and extinguishes the
purgatorial flames, particularly through the holy Sacrifice.
God will inspire others to offer Mass for us, if we often
apply it to the suffering souls, for this reason let us repeat
fervently the memento for the dead. ¢ Thou also by the
Blood of Thy Testament hast sent forth Thy prisoners out
of the pit whereinis no water. ” (Zack. XII.) It sustains
and nourishes hope in these poor souls. By a special
offering in their favor, It applies indulgences to their de-
liverance. ** Arise ” cries St. Bernard, ¢ fly to their help,
and,with this water, quench the flames. ™

A friend to whom Blessed Heary Suso promised
Masses, having received prayers only, appeared, exclaim-
ing: ‘“ Blocd ! Blood ! It is Blood we need ! Where
are those precious Masses, those sacrifices which refresh
us so greatly? " And Heaven ! Only through the Blouod
of Redemption can entrance be found to that blessed land.
¢ These are they who have come out of great tribuiation
and have washed their robes and have made them white
in the Blood of the Lamb. ” Therefore they are before the
Throne of God. ™' (Apoc. VIL 14, 15.).

(7o be continued. )
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TO JESUS CRUCIFIED.

*“ O Wounds of Jesus, source ot grace,
Within you let me find a place ;

There's on this earth no spot so sweet,

As in those Hands, that Heart, those Feet.
Thou knowest,dear Lord, how oft in pain,
I’'ve sought relief elsewhere in vain ;
Thou'st seen my heart in anguish bleed
Oppressed with woes by Thee decreed :

Dismayed and saddened at the share
Thou gavest me in Thy Cross to bear ;
But do Thou sweetly draw me here,
Increase my love and calm my fear ;

Then I'll find courage to go on

And take the j journey Thou hast gone ;
O sacred wounds, in you I'd 11\1,

In you, I would my last sigh give !

And when my Judge before me stands
To ask for graces His demands,

I’ll strive to screen me from His eyes
By running here where mercy lies.

Nor shall I seek my crimes to Lide,

Nor plead how sorely I've been tried,

Till He who bore those wounds has given
My weary soul a place in Heaven.

“LET MY BELOVED COME INTO
HIS GARDEN.”
Caaticles. V. I.

ARK and lowery opened that June morning. The
wind, damp and chill, betokened drenching sho“ers
\\hlch would hinder our procession of the Blessed

Sacrament.
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But our cheerful weather-—-prophet said : **No,it will
not rain to-day.”

A little one had prayed from the depths of her heart:
* Dear Lcrd, do not disappoint us, send us a bright day.’
‘ Let my Beloved come into His Garden, to the bed of
aromatical spices, to feed in the gardens and to gather
lilies.”

Doubtless, the Lord heard that prayer, for, before
mid-day, the clouds lifted, the sun shone, and the sky
changed its dull gray garment for a robe of blue, like the
mantle of Mary.

Preparations went briskly forward. Banners of pleas-
ing hues depended from the branches of the lofty trees,
and waved jovously among the rustling green leaves.
Banners of green and gold, of crimson and of blue, ban-
ners of yellow and white, and others, on which the blood-
red cross, sign of the Son of Man, glowed in the sun-
shine.

The little river ‘‘Yamaska murmured gently on its
way to the St-Lawrence, each belated blossom opened its
tiny chalice to the sun, the bees hummed their song of
contentment, and, at the hour of three, the weather was
propitious. . ....

The song-birds were warbling sweetly, the dark
clouds had hastened away, ‘‘and the sun laughed to the
river and the river laughed back to the sun.”

Then the procession was formed, and the Lord, who
is in the Blessed Sacrament, went down into His Garden,
into the litle rustic chapel ; *“ to His bed of aromatical
spices, to feed in His gardens and to gather lilies.”

The Divine One went down mto His garden, in the
brilliant sunshine, along the path where violets grow.
A rose was slowly unfolding her petals. O rose, 1 said,
you need not your thorns when Ae is near. Then the rose
blushed red and showed her heart of gold.

The Beloved went into His Garden, and, from cach
devout heart, as He passed by, Jesus gathered His lilics.

The gentle-hearted priest bore aloft the golden Mons-
trance, his eyes uplifted to the God of his heart's adora-
tion......

Tenderly was the Beloved placed on His flower-
decked Altar amidst the twinkling wax-lights.
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A fleet of snow-white cloudlets floating aimlessly in
the blue ether, anchored over the shrine. Upon an over-
hanging br-nch, a song-bird poised itself, motionless.
The cows inn .1e meadow, knee deep in the buttercups,
stoout still, gazing with mute wonder on the thrilling
scene. .. ... Fragrant incense from the thurible rose up-
ward to the skies ; ; innocent voices sang devout hymns of
praise ; each heart was calm and happy, and then Jesus
gave us His loving benediction.

O discouraged one, be no more disheartened :

¢ There is many a rest on the road of life

If we would only stop to taxe it,

And many a tone from the better land

If the querelous heart would wake it,

To the sunny soul that is full of hope,

And whose beautiful trust ne'er faileth,

The grass is green and the flowers are bright,
Though the wiatry storm prevaileth.”

‘¢ Betier to weave in the web of life

A bright and golden filling,

And to do God’s will with a ready heart

And hands that are swift and willing,

Than to snap the delicate silver thread

Of our curious life asunder,

And then Heaven blame for the tangled ends,
And sit and grieve and wonder.”

O discouraged one, know you not that your soul also
isa garden of the Lord? Be no longer disheartened.
What though even the morning of your life was dark and
dreary ; what though the noontide be dubious; what
though the buds and blossoms of your best endeavors
scem wasted: do not despair, for the fruit shali yet appear.

Call Jesus into your garden, and He will dispel
your darkness by the sunligat of His Heart.

To fortify your soul, drink deep of His life-Blood re-
served for you in the Eucharist. Lef the Beloved come
into His garvden. Love him as much as you can, and, in
the ripe Autumn of your days,you shall exclaim : My Be-
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loved has come into His garden * to eat the fruit of I-Ins
apple-trees,” He will not condemn me

O Thou that dwelleth in the gardens, Thy frxends
hearken, make them hear Thy voice,” The voice of Thy
Precious Blood.

By Carissiii

THE ASSUMPTION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

O jovful day for the Mother of God and of men !
Exile over, sorrows past, the last hours of her earthlv
life were ctosing in. \With what feelings of ecstatic longing
did she welcome the summons to come, for the winter was
over- -ihe winter of her unequalled suffering and loneliness.

Happy day, too, for earth. After the tears of sepa-
ration have been dried, Marv's children will direct their
pleading glances to heaven, certain that their trustful gaze
will draw upon them the pity and protection of their
Mother who is now enthroned Queen of Heaven.

A spiritual writer (1) dwells ‘ovmwly on the mystery
of the death and glorious assumption of the Blessed Virgin.
He says : \Iary was apprised of her approachm«death by
the ministry of an angel who informed her of the day and
hour when she w ould leave this world.  Of all the ties of
kindred and affection, Saint John alone remained to the
Virgin,—Saint John,the kind and loving disciple who had
been bequeathed to her by herdyving Son. The other apos-
tles were sowing the good seed of the word over every part
of the Roman world;the evangelical harvest was plentitul,
and the laborers worked zealously in the sacred field.
Mary considered that her mission on earth was accom-
plished. Likea tired workwoman who seeks rest and
shelter during the heat of the day, she began to sigh after
the cool shade of the tree of life which grows near the
throne of God and for the living,sanctifying waters which
flow beneath its branches.

We learn from tradition that the apostles were miracu-
lously assembled to behold for the last time the daughter

——

(1) Orsini.
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of David, their loved guide, still poor, still fair, still hum-
ble. Saint Denis, a witness of her death, affirms that, at
this advanced period of her life, she was still strikingly
beautiful.

The night had fallen, and lamps with many branches,
seemed to shed with their pale light something solemn
and mysterious over the sad and sﬂent assembly. The
Apostles, deeply moved, stood close around the bed of
death. Mary extending her protecting hands over the
poor orphans she was about to leave, and raising her beau-
tiful eyes to the stars which shone in the firmament, saw
the heavens open and the Sen of man extending his arms
towards her from a lumino. » cloud. At this sight a rose-
ate flush overspread her face, her eyes sparkled with ma-
ternal love, joy attained its height, adoration became ecs-
tatics and her soul, disengaging itself without an effort
from its fair and virginal covzring, fell gently into the
bosom of God.

The death lamp was lit; through the open windows
the sumn.er breeze made its way into the room with the
flickering beams of the stars. One would have said thata
miraculous light filled the place when Mary drew her last
sigh : it was perhaps the glory of God which surrounded
the spotless soul of the predestmed Virgin. At first there
was nothing but tears and ]amentations ; then the funeral
chant arose on the stillness of the night, the Angels joined
in with their golden harps, and the echoes of David’s
mouldering palace sadly repeated the wail over the tombs
of the kings of Juda. Saint Jerome says that all the hosts
of heaven came to meet the Mother of God, at the moment
of her death, singing hvmns and canticles which were
heard by all present. On the following day, the faithful
brought in, with pious profusion, the most precious per-
fumes and the richest stuffs for the burial of the Queen of
Virgins. The blessed remains exhaled a sweeter odor
than the perfumed bands wherewith she was bound. The
sacred body of the Mother of God was then placed in a
portable litter filled with aromatics and covered with a
sumptuous veil, and the apostles bore it on their shoulders
10 the valley of Josaphat. Through the care of the holy
women of Jerusalem, the tomb had been deprived of its
gloomy aspect, and the sepulchral cave presented to the
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view only a flowery arbor. Gently the Apostles laid down
the mortal remains of Mary, and domw so they wept.

For three days the sacred concert was kept up by the
heavenly spirits as though to soothe Mary’s last sleep.
One of the apostles, returning from a distant country,
and not having been present at the death of the Blessed
Virgin, arrived just then. It was saint Thomas, the same
who had placed his hand in the wounds of His glorified
Master. He desired to take a last look and to water with
his tears the cold remains of the Virgin who had borne in
her chaste womb the Supreme Master of nature. Over-
come by his entreaties and tears, the others removed the
stone from the door of the sepulchre, but they found
within only the still fresh flowers whereon the body had
reposed and the white shroud of Egvptian linen which
shed a delicious fragrance. The pure body of the Imma-
culate Virgin was not to sce decay ; during her life earth
and heaven each had a share in that wondrous creature ;
after her death, heaven took all, and glorified all.

Proamisg Mape By Our Lorp 1o THE BLESSED VIiRGIN
IN FAVOR OF THOSE WHO HONOR HER HOLY DEATI.

One day the Blessed Virgin addressed the following
words to Venerable Sister \]ar\' of Jesus : Daughter, 1
wish to tell thee of the signal privilege granted me by my
divine Son at the moment of my dc.parture from the carth.
Thou knowest how His Divine Majesty left me free either to
undergo death, or to pass directlv from terrestrial life 1w
the unendmw vision of Gad ; so that, had I refused to die,
my choice w vould have bcu) ratified by the Most High,
since, never having been under the empire of sin, I was
in no way subjected to its penalty : death. However,of my
frec will, 1 chose it, the more closely to follow and imitate
my adorable Son who willed, by His passion and dcath,
to make atonement to God’s justice for the sins of men.

Hence, so pleasing to Him was my choice that He
recompensed it on the spot by granting, at my  petition,
the following signal favor to all the children of Holy
Church, namely, that of giving into my special care, at tie
hour of death, all my clients who, at that moment, invoke
and choose me for their advocate with God, in memory of
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my own happy death—the death I wished to undergo in
imitation of my divine Son. I will defend them against
the demon, will assist and protect them, and will, ﬁna]!y,
present them before the tribunal of God’s mercy where I
will intercede for them.

For this reason God granted me a new favor, assuring
me that He would bestow powerful assistance upon my
devoted servants, cither to enable them to live with greater
purity, or to die happily, provided that before reaching
the end of their career, they invoke me in memory of the
mystery of my holy and precious death.

PRAYER.

Rejoice, O August Queen and Sovereign Mistress
of heaven, exult because of they sublime elevation, thy
wonderful privileges, thine incomparable glory, and
triumph forever in thine unutterable happiness. But, |
supplicate thee, at the same time, O kind and tender
Mother, to cast thine eyes of mercy upon me from the
glorious throne whereon thou art seated. Behold me, O
Mary, struggling against the storms and perils to which
I am daily exposed, and which alas ! will assail me till the
end of my earthly life !

Speak to Jesus in my favor, | implore thee,O Mother
of mercy ; beg Him to cleanse my soul in His Precious
Blood and to remitall my indebtedness to divine justice ;
ask Him to enrich me with innumerable merits during my
few remaining davs. Obtain for me, above all, throuwh
the merits of th\ blessed death and glorious Assumpuon,
holy perseverance in God's love, that leaving this world
in a state of grace 1 may one dayv reach heaven there to
receive thy “maternal cmbrace and duly celebrate thy
glory.  Amen.

From L'Awe Saiote &y Dom Fuclonis.

On the Feast of the Assumption (Aug. 13) pray in a
special manner for the deliverance of the souls in purga-
tory. It is the chosen day for the liberality of divine
mercy.  If we pray fervently, we will assist the Blessed
Virgin in delivering all these poor captives on the blessed
dav’ “whereon she herself through God's power, sundered
the chains of the tomb.  Let us repeat for this intention :
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Through the merits of the Most Precious Blood and
the intercession of the August Mother of God, may the
souls of the faithful dearted this day triumphantly enter
Sion. Amen.

PRAYER.

HOW AND FOR WHOM IT SHOULD BE QFFERED.

Saint Augustine says there are three kinds of peopie
who pray and are not heard, and three ways in which
they pray. Firstly, those .cho prayv in a bad state—that
is, a state of mortal sin. There is nothing which turns
God from man so much as sin.  Man should always have
his soul pure. Secondly, those who pray badly, thatis
distractedly, with hearts disturbed by the turmoils and ai-
fairs of life. Lastly, those who ask for things which
would be injuricus to them. God sees what is invisible
to mortals ; He is all love and will not grant a petition
which would perhaps lead to our destruction.  The neces-
sity, potency and grandeur of prayer were beautifully de-
lineated in a discourse lately delivered by Cardinal
Vaughan, Archbishop of Westminster.

His Eminence urged his hearers to prav witheut
ceasing, to pray believing that they would be heard, 1w
look upon praver not as a task but as an honor, a privi-
lege, a power which would rivet them to God Himself,
which would make them like unto Jesus Christ.  To give
us an example He pray ed 5 the whole night He was *in
the praver of God,™ so lhat we might sce Him and learn
from His example what we should do. He prayed ior
all, and so our pravers should be, not for ourselves alone,
but should be dirceted 0 Gaod for all our friends and .c-
quaintance, for the whale of our nation, for the whaole of
our race.  And while they were here occupied in the li-
mited circle of their Jaily duties by prayver, their hearts
should be embracing the whole globe, so that the pagan
inhabitants of China, Africa, and Australia, they wie
have never heard of the name of Jesus Christ, should eel
the cffects of their pravers offered up on their behalf. \We
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can all help each other, and we are bound to pray for
each other ; and in these our days does there not seem to
be

A VERY SPECIAL INVITATION TO THE CATHOLICS
OF THIS COUNTRY

to pray for their brethren who are ia schism and heresy,
who have been born outside the pale of the Church, who
have grown up in prejudice, ignorance and error. Oh !
what multitudes are there, many of them who are full of
sincerity, full of earnestness, and pray fervently, who are
seeking for the kingdom of God, who are groping it may
be in the darkness in which the: do not believe that they
are, who are looking for the Church and endeavoring 1o
serve the great God that made them and to love ]t.sus
Christ accordmo' to their knowledge and ability. And
the Holy Ghost is sending out His grace upon the land,

and is speaking to innumerable souls that are in error
through no fault of theirs. Heresy and the heretical
spirit followed the schism created three centuries ago, and
these who have been born into it since that time have
been born into it by their misfortune, and not by their
fault, and God is calling multitudes of them, calling them
to make the sacrifice of all human things, to give up pos-
sessions, to give up friends, to give up old traditions, 10
give up all that the human heart desires, to make the sa-
crifice of all things, to leave father and mother, to *‘let
the dead go bury the dead,™ calling them to follow Jesus
Christ just as in the days when He was here calling mien
w follow Him, 1o give up all human umsldcralmns.
His call was enough ; so is it now. He is calling a great
multitude.  Theyr need grace, they nzed more light, they
need strength,  they need a special out-pouring of divine
grace, and who isto getit for them from the heart of
Jesus ? It is their own brethren whao are in the faith, itis
we who have the light,who,through no merit of our own,
have been bora or brought into the Church ; it is we who
can help these our brethren outside by our carncest pravers
10 God in their behalf.  Let them be well assured of this
that conversions o the Church are not going to be made
~o much by controversy, by argument, as by praver and
grace. Few, comparatively few, arc capabic of cntering
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into deep controversy, but there is not one who cannot
deeply enter into the spirit of prayver, not one who cannot
go to the heart of God, and by persevering prayer for
those who are outside help them through their difficulties
into the Church ! Oh ! whata field there is here before
them ! They read the Annals of the Propagation of the
Faith, and admired the missioners who went to foreign
lands. They wept over the recital of the martyrdoms in
the past history of the Church, and thought how happy it
would have been had their lot been to have labored
amongst the anostles of the nations. Ah! but they had
their place here, they could live as apostles here, any man
or woman can have the heart of an apostle and pray for
the conversion of their bretkiren amongst whom they live.
A prayer that is perseveringly put up to God, that is an-
imated by the motives that animated our Lord Jesus
Christ, such a praver will infaillibly be heard ; and, there-
fore, they had every reason for their own sannﬁcat:on and
salvation as well as for the sanctification and salvation of
their brethren outside the pale of the Catholic Church, 1o
make themselves men and women of praver. There was
no other weapon put into their hands whereby they could
achieve conquests so great as by this weapon of praver.
And even in our human hearts how often do we not find
that we suffer privation and even acute pain with pleasure
when, by so doing, we can relieve those whom we love,
when we can serve those to whom we are attached by our
sacrifices and suffering. That which we see in ourselves,
in indeed a very slight and limited manner, is to be found
in its height and depth and breadth and length in the soul
of Jesus Christ. His love for us was infinite love, be-
cause it corresponded to His love for His IFather, to His
gratitude to His Father for all that He had done for Him:
hence, if we are able at all to realize that great truth, that
our Lord Jesus Christ loved us much more than even His
own sufferings have led us to suppose, that He loved us
to such an extent that He would have been willing o
have gonc through the Passion if it should have lasted.
not twenty hours, but twenty days, twenty months, twenty
years, twenty centuries, had it been so desired by His
Heavenly Father, that He would have undergone the
ignominy and pain of His Passion, not once for all, hw
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once for each one separately, had such been the will of
His Father, that His love for us was such that not even
the ignominy of His Passion was able to quench-—no
waters of suffering were able to extinguish the fire of that
charity which now burns for each one of us as it burned
to His Sacred Heart, as He hung upon the Cross, there
has been no diminution in His love, no change in His
aftection ; it is not to be measured by what he actually
did suffer, but by the divine capacity of His own heart—
therefore it is easy for us to understand when we have
taken this great fundamental truth into our minds, that
our Blessed Saviour desires to grant our petitions, that
He desires 10 hear our prayers more than we desire to of-
fer them upto Him. \When, forinstance, you go to the
Holy Table to receive Him in Communion, you think,
perhaps, that you are going there with your heart filled
with the desire, with the pious desire, to receive Him into
your breast, and you think that the desire is all on your
side, and perhaps vou somewhat congratulate yourself
upon the feeling of charity and of love which burns within
vour heart, and you do not realize that when that Sacred
Host is placed upon your tongue and Jesus Christ our
Lord enters into your soul, vou do not realize that your
own love, that the fire of your own desire is merely
nothing compared to that intense burning divine love and
desire with which God is consumed at that moment for
vou. \Ve never can realise while we are upon this earth
what it is to be loved by God, we never shall understand
until we see Him and are in the presence of Jesus face to
face, what it is to have becn and to be loved by Jesus
Christ God and man.

THE MASTER'S QUESTIONS.

Have yve looked for the sheep in the desert,
For those who have missed their way ?
Have ye been in the wild waste places,
\Where the lost and wandering stray ?
Have ye troden the lonely highway,

The foul and darksome street ?
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It may be ye’d see in the gloaming
The print of wounded feet.

Have ye folded home to your bosom

The trembling, neglected lamb,

And taught to the little lost one

The sound of the Shepherd's name ?
Have ye searched for the poor and needy,
With no clothing, no home, no bread ?
The Son of man was among them,

He had nowhere to lay his head.

Have ye carried the living water

To the parched and thirsty soul ?
Have ve said to the sick and wounded,
¢ Christ Jesus makes thee whole ” ?
Have ye told my fainting children

} Of the strength of the Father’s hand ?
Have ye guided the tottering footsteps
To the shore of the ¢* Golden Land ™ ?

Have ve stood by the sad and the weary,
To smooth the pillow of death ;

To comfort the sorrow smclu.n,

And strengthen the fecble faith ?

And have ve felt, when the glory

Has streamed through the open door
And flited across the shadows,

That I have been there before ?

Have ye wept with the broken hearted
In their agony of woe ?

¢ Ye might hear me whispering beside you,
1 “'Tis the pathway I often go.

My disuiplcs, my brethren, my friends,
Can ve dare to follow me ?

Then, wherever the Master dwelleth,
There shall the servant be.
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SAINT CATHERINE OF SIENA.
PATRONESS OF THE ADORERS OF THE PREclous Broob.

* In the Blood you find the fire."

S7. CaTH. OF SIENA
( Continuation. )

enter into glory.

‘¢ He turned himself, said she, as the bride does
when she is arrived at the door of the bridegroom : she
looks back and inclines her head to those who have ac-
companied her and thanks them for the last time.”

Oblivious to all that was passing around her, Cath-
erine remained a long time to contemplate, in spirit, the
happy soul of the chevalier, over whose white robe the
Blood had poured out its waves.

Caffarini, a witness to this sublime scene, thus des-
cribed it at the time of the Saint’s canonization. ** Every-
one wept,” said he, ¢ and at the most solemn feasts,
I never saw so much recollection as there was at the fu-
neral of Nicholas Tolde.”

‘¢ Alas!” said Catherine, finishing the recital, ¢ with
great regret I remain upon earth. Then do not be as-
tonished if 1 ask nothing else than to see vou annihilated
in the Blood and in the fire which escapes from the side
of the Son of God. It is the Blood which gives and con-
tains life.”

Catherine had an ardent, profound confidence, ab-
solutely without limit, in the Blood of Christ. No other
saint has ever equalled her in the special worship which
she rendered to the adorable Blood, price of our redemp-
tion.

¢ Bathe yourself, warm yourself in the Precious
Blood,” she continually repeated to all those to whom
she wrote. ** This Blood is never without the fire.”

¢ This Blood, said she, has been shed with so great
a fire of love, that It should draw to It all hearts. O glo-
rious and Precious Bloud of the Lamb immolated, you
have become a bath for us.. Why should we fear? What
possible comparison can there be between our iniquities

RAVISHED in ecstasy, Catherine saw Nicholas Toldo
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and the infinite value of the Blood which was shed to ex-
piate them ?.. It is in this Blood that we wash the stains
of our souls. It is in this Blood that the soul finds beauty;
the soul should then plunge itself therein.”

¢ The treasure of the Church is the Blood of
Christ given as price of the soul. This Blood is ours.
No person can deprive us of it, if we are unwilling. O
Blood ! O fire ! O ineffable love !

‘¢ Poor miserable christians that we are,”’ wrote
again the admirable Saint, ** why are our hearts so cold,
so full of self-love, that they will not apply themselves to
contemplate the adorable fire of love which escapes from
the wounds of our Saviour?.... Who will be blind
enough, insensible enough, not to take the vase of his
heart and go to the side of Jesus Crucified where the
Blood flows in abundance. In this Blood you find mercy,
in this Blood you find compassion, in this Blood you find
the fire. It is the Blood which expiates our faults, the
Blood which destroys our hardness, the Blood which ren-
ders bitter things sweet and makes light our heaviest bur-
dens.”

‘¢ Let nothing appear hard to you, ” wrote she to one
of her disciples, ‘*‘all things become softened in the Pre-
cious Blood. Why not consider the Blood shed with so
much ardor, so much love, to accomplish the Eternal
Father’s orders to His only Son? The sweet Jesus did
not question the will of His Father, or its agreeableness.
He did not say: My Father, find me the means which
will save me from suffering, and I will obey you. Such
were not the sentiments of Jesus. But, transported, ine-
briated with love, He ran towards a disgraceful death,the
death upon the cross. His Blood, He has given It to all
and He has wept over the blindness of those who would
not profit of it, for He loves us with an ineffable love. If
He had not so greatly loved us, He would not have paid
for us such a price.”

¢« ] will see you embraced, clothed, consumed in the
fire of divinecharity. Nourish yourself with the Precious
Blood ¢ that your hour may soon arrive.”

*“ Plunge yourself in the Blood of Jesus Crucified,”
wrote she to B. Raymond, *¢ bathe yourself in this Blood,
satiate yourself in this Blood, inebriate yourself in this
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Blood, clothe yourself in this Blood, sigh over yourself in
this Blood, rejoice in this Blood, increase and for-
tify yourself in this Blood, lose all your weakness and
your blindness.in the Blood of the Lamb without spot,
and run as a valliant knight, to seek the honor of God,
the good of the Church and the salvation of souls in the
Precious Blood.”

O Lord,” she cried, in the fervor of her soul,
‘“ would that I had been the earth and the stones where
was planted your cross ! What graces would I not have
received when your Blood flowed from the cross upon the
earth !'”

( 7o be continued. )
LAure Coxan.

REST.

My feet are wearied and my hands are tired,
My soul oppressed ;

And I desire what 1 have long desired :
Rest—only rest.

*Tis hard to toil—when toil is almost vain—
In barren ways ;

"Tis hard to sow and never garner grain
In harvest days.

The burden of my days is hard to bear,
But God knows best ;

And I have prayed—but vain has been my prayer—
For rest—sweet rest.

"Tis hard to plant in Spring and never reap
The Autumn yicld 3

"Tis hard to till and when tilled to weep
O'er fruitless field.

And so I cry, a weak and human cry,
So heart oppressed ;
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And I sigh a weak and human sigh
For rest—for rest.

My way has wound across the desert years,
And cares infest

My path, and through the flowing of hot tears
I pine—for rest.

"T was always so; when but a child I laid,
On mother’s breast,

My wearied little head ; e’en then I prayed,
As now—for rest.

And I am restless still; 'twill soon be o’er ;
For,down the west,

Life’s sun is setting, and I see the shore
Where I shall rest.

Written for The Voice of the Precious Blood.
SISTER CATHERINE'S CONVERT.
PART 1

THE MARTYR OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

=+ Heart was founded in the city of N—.Although not

“* rich, these good Religious never refused to help the
unfortunate in their distress. They distributed alms to
the extern poor for miles around, besides providing for
the hundred orphans who found a shelter beneath their
roof.

One cold, stormy night in January, hours after all
had retired to rest, Sr. Catherine, the Sub-Prioress, was
awakened from her sleep, by aloud crash, asthat of
breaking glass. She arose, and dressing hastily, opened
her cell door, which led into the hall-way that commu-
nicated with the children’s dormitory. It was filled with
smoke. Upon reaching the stair way, she was dismayved
to find the whole interior of that part of the building on

fire.

%LMOST a century ago, the Orphanage of the Sacred
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To give the alarm took but a second, and then, as-
sisted by a number of her companions, she hastened to
dress the children, who awakening from their sleep and
perceiving the danger, clung to “the Sisters trembling
with fear.

The firemen arriving on the scene zdixed long lad-
ders to the balconies that surrounded the building.

One by one the children were carried down, the nuns
standing back until the last of their little charges were in
safety.  Then they took their turn, the postulants and no~
vices going first, and afterwards the professed sisters.
Mother Agatha and Sr. Catherine were just about to
leave the burning building, they being the last, when a
cry that came from below, sickened them with fear,

‘¢ The western wing is on fire ! rang out clear on
the frosty air.

For one instant, the nuns gazed at each other. Their
thoughts were the same.

““ The Blessed Sacrament.”

*“ Our dear Lord ! ™ they simultaneously exclaimed.

The chapel was in the western wing, but there was
no way of entering it except through the main building
which was now a mass of flames.

** We must save Him,” said mother Agatha and she
turned to re-enter the building. But the work and ex-
citement of the night were be«mnmw to tell on the vene-
rable sister.  She tottered and would have fallen, but Sr.
Catherine was at her side: ** You are not able to do it,
Mother. ! must rescue Him. ... our imprisoned Spouse.”

Although mother Agatha would willingly have gone
herself without thinking Tof danger, yet she trembled for
the safety of her companion. But the love of her Savior
triumphed over all.

* Go my child,” she said, ‘“ and may Heaven grant
vou success.”

Availing herself of this permission, Sister Catherine
picked up a heavy shawl, wrapped it around her head and
shoulders, and ran quickly down the stairs.

Fire leaped out from every corner, and the smoke
almost blinded her. But, nothm« daunted, she hurried
on : several times her dress cauyht fire, but, fortunately,
it being made of heavy woollen material, she was able to

3
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extinguish it easily. So, with the exception of a few se-
rious burns on her feet, which were bare, not having had
time to put on her shoes, she reached the chapel door.

The flames were already bursting through the walls.
‘What she had to do must be done quickly, or all would
be lost.

Kneeling for a moment before the tabernacle, she
murmured softly : ** Jesus my Savior, I love Thee with
.amy whole heart. [love Thee a thousand times better
than my life. Let me but place Thee in the hands of one
of Thy ministers, and, gladly, willingly, will I suffer any
pains, any death Thou seest fit to send me.”

She then bowed her head in silent adoration, when a
loud crash reminded her of her perilous position !—One
part of the wall had fallen in, flames and smoke filled the
chapel.

Hastily unlocking the tabernacle, she wrapped a
white cloth around the ciboireum and clasping it close to
her bosom, began her journey of love.

¢« Jesus, save me or I perish,” escaped her lips a
hundred times, while striving to make her way through
the smoke and flames.

Her dress was n=2arly all consumed; her face, head
and arms all scorched. She could scarcely stand, her feet
were so badly burned. Red hot coals would stick to them
and burn into the very bones before she could shake them
off. Utterly exhausted, she at last reaches the stairs.

¢ Jesus, help me, orI perish,” murmurs the pale
ips, whilst the poor burned hands convulsively press the
Precious Burden to her breast.

Almost fainting, she ascends the stairs and reaches
the balcony.

One loud burst of thanksgiving escapes from the mul-
titude below.. .. then all is hushed !

Every eve is riveted upon the noble soul, who, sur-
rounded by fire and smoke, slowly descends the ladder.

When lo ! oh, horror ! the tottering walls give way.

¢ She is buried in the ruins,” more than one voice
exclaims.......

While many cover their face with their hands, as if
to shut out the terrible sight.

But He, whois with her, has miraculously saved
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that portion of the wall to which the ladder is attached,
and,although the ground is covered with the falling debrss,
she reaches it in safety.

Father Martain, the chaplain of the community, ap-
proaches. With a heavenly smile, Sister Catherine re-
linquishes her Precious Treasure and falls fainting at his
feet.

Loving hands bear her away to a neighboring house,
where some of the nuns and children had already found a
shelter. The doctor is at hand, but one glance tells him,
that her hour has come.

Consciousness soon returns and her face lights up
with joy when she hears that soon.... oh! very soon,
she will go to meet her Spouse. He is coming for her.
What joy !

Father Martain administers the Last Sacraments.
With what love and fervor did she not receive,for the last
time, Him, to whom she has consecrated her life, and for
whom she willingly sacrificed it.

Oh ! ye;, now she is happv ; now,surrounded by her
companions, who are prayving fervently for her, the Aar-
{vr of the Blessed Sacrament breathes forth her spotless
soul, at the very moment when the last wall of her old
home falls to the ground.

PART 11
MOTHER AGATHA'S INTERCESSOR.

It is Sunday evening. Mother Agatha sits alone,pon-
dering over the recent calamities which have befallen her
dear community. Four months have glided by, since
that terrible night when fire destroyed their home and
death carried off one of their dearest companions. A tem-
porary shelter had been provided for the nuns and child-
ren ; but the loss of dear Sister Catherine, Ah ! how keenly
it is felt, especially by the aged Superioress, who used to
call her : ““ her vight arm.” She was ever at her side, to
help and sustain her in the discharge of the numerous
and perplexing difficulties incumbent upon her. And
now, that she has gone, the burden of responsibility press-
es more heavily on the aged mother's head. Even in
their former comfortable home with all its conveniences it

Lo 3 RS
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would have been hard enough, but now—in these poor
quarters, added to which is the trouble and care that en-
sues from the erection of their new convent.

['ntil all the sisters were settled, as well as possible,
in their temporary abode, Mother Agatha kept up with
remarkable zeal and energy. She was indefatigable in
her efforts to arrange all for the best. The re-erection of
their convent was advancing and things looked very pro-
mising for the future when our Lord sent them a new
trial.

The prmupal Company, in which thev were insured,
failed and could give them scarcely anvthing. This was
a severe trial for the religious. Their convent had been
insured for nearly twenty thousand cQollars, ard this great
loss would upset all their plans. It would be impossible
to complete their new convent withoutit. The estimation
of the new building was nearly fifty thousand dollars,
towards which theyv had now only fiftcen thousand. The
ground was already mortgaged, and times so hard that
little could be honed for, from their numerous, but im-
poverished friends.

The contractors were already sending in their ac-
counts.

¢« Unless heaven sends us help, the work must he
abandoned.”™ Thus did Mother Agatha conclude her re-
verie. ¢ If Sr. Catherine were only here,” she continued
in a half whispered tone and then came the thought or,
rather, inspiration.

“ Why not ask her aid 27 ¢ Surely in heaven she
can do more for us than when on carth.™

Immediately Mother Agatha fell on her knees. Long
and earnestly she implored her departed sister to intereeie
for her with the loving Heart of their Divine Spouse,tha
He would help her to provide a home for His litde one.

Consoled and strengthened by this prayver, she arose
and went about her usual duties until all had retired tor
the night.  Then, after once more recommending her -
fairs to Divine Providence, worn out with faugue, the
poor Superioress also retired.

It seemed to her that she had fallen intoa light
slumber, when she was awakened by the swectest strains
of music.  Voices in celestial harmony chanted hymuns of
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praise and love. In the distance she saw « troop of vir-
gins clothed in dazzling brightness, surrounding One,
upon whose beauty no mortal eyve could gaze. There
were many faces,in that chosen band, familiar to Mother
Agatha—her companions who ltad gone to their eternal re-
ward. And one scated on a throne beside the King.
Ah !'how ineffable are her charms, how ravishing her
beauty ! It is Mary, the Queen of Virgins. Her gar-
ments are brighter than ten thousand suns. Oh'! what
delight to gave upon that lovelyv countenance.

The young Sts Agnes, Lucy, Cecelia, all.. .. all are
there,adoring, praising and rejoicing in the presence of
their Spouse.  Now she sees one leave her companions
and approach nearer the mighty throne. The enraptured
Mother gazes at her in wonder and admiration, her fea-
tures are familiar.  Yes,there can be no more mistake. ..
though bright and glorious, she recognizes her com-
panicn, Sr. Catherine in the suppliant, now prostrate be-
fore the throne of the Lamb. She is interceding for some-
one-—-Mother Agatha gazes on scarcely able to breathe.

* Will Jesus answer her praver, will He grant the
favor she is asking 2 ™

Even as the thought passes through her mind, she
notices a small golden ball clasped in the kneeling vir-
gin's hand, who, after kisssing her Savior’s feet, joins the
train of virgins, and the harmonious strains resound once
more.  First in silvery chimes like that of distant bells,
then it comes near. ... necarer !

¢ Praise be to Jesus and Mary ! ™ exclaims Mother
Agatha. The convent bell is ringing and the morning
light beginning to flood her cell. The heavenly visitors
have disappearcd and she is alone.

“ Was it a vision, or has she been drerming ? 7 she
cannot say, but all was so real : ** Qur dear Lord must
have permitted it, to strengthen my confidence in the in-
tereession of His faithful servant, my dear Sr. Catherine,”
she murmured. < Oh ! I know He will help us in some
way. How could I doubt His loving care.™

The contractors come for instructions: ** Will we
cantinue the work ? ° they inquire.

** Certainly,” is the reply.

And so, with renewed ardow itis carried cn.  But
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soon the slim bank account is exhausted and once more
the bills pour in and there is naught to pay them. In
vain the Superioress applied to her friends and the be-
nefactors of the community for help, so once more the
work comes to a stand still:

Again and again she was advised to abandon it al-
together. Even the Clergy gave her no encouragement.
And although her situation became every day more em-
barrassing, never for one moment did she doubt but that
God would, in His own good time, help her to complete
the work <he had begun in His honor.

One day,as she and her Assistant were going over
the difficulties of their position, she was informed that a
gentlern.an wished to see her. Upon catering the parlor
she found the visitor to be Mr. Taylor, one of the leading
lawvers of the State, who told her that his client, Mr.
Rogers, had left his whole fortune, amounting to over
eighty thousand dollars, to erect the new orphanage
And that they could acquire immediate possession of the
greater portion cof it which had been invested in bank
stocks.

Tears rolled down the good mother’s cheeks, her
heart was filled with emouion at this touching proof of
God's watchful love and mercy. . As soon as the lawver
had gone, she called together the community and impart-
ed to them the jovful news. Then they all repaired to
the chapel, where the 7e Deum was sung in thanksgiving.

They had now enough, not only to complete and
furnish their new convent, but also to pay off nearly all
the old mortgage.

That Sr. Catherine had obtained this favor from
God, not one of the Religious ever doubted, especially,
when they learned the whole history of the bequest.

Mr. Roger, a strict Presbyterian, wasa widower,
without children or relatives, and very few friends.

Having considerable property in the neighborhood
of the Sacred Heart Orphanage. he ne sooner learned it
was on fire, than he hastened to the spet, and arrived just
in time to sce the last of the orphans leave the building.
The heroism of the Sisters, who remained in the burning
building until the last of their little charges were in safty,
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spoke more to his heart than written volumes would have
done.

But when he heard that one ef them had gore back
into the flames, and thus risked her life in an almost hope-
less effort to save the Blessed Sacrament, something more
than the care of his property kept him there.

* How foolish of her to throw away her life that way;
of course she wil be burned to death, and that will be the
end ofit.” He murmured, as, passing to and fro, he
saw the building fall bv degrees.

He had often heard of the Blessed Sacrament, and
knew in a confused sort of a way what it meant. DBut to-
see before his eves such an astonishing proof of-faith and
love in this Adorable Mysterv,made him further exclaim :

¢ Well, anyway, they must believe in it themselves.
that is clear enough.”

(7o be continued. )
A. H.

WHY PROTESTANT MINISTERS AVOID
PRIESTS.

Rev. Wm. E. Starr,pastor of Corpus Christi Church,
Baltimore, said in a recent sermon, in referring to the
pscudo Esvangelical zealots :

¢ One would suppose that now and again you would
find a man with zeal enough among these people to carry
the war into Africa—to go to the fountain heads of ¢ error’
and try his skill and devotion upon the priests. There
was one such a few decades age—a man of real piety and
of true zeal for the diffusion of Christian truth. He ob-
served the conduct of certain priests in his vicinity ; that
their earncstness in the service of the poor and unfortunate
and their kindness of temper were no less than his own.
He was grieved to think that men like those should be
the victims of the Roman Catholic error, and he deter-
mined to go to headquarters and lay siege there for the
glory of God. He went to Montreal and called to sce the
Fathers of St. Sulpice ; told them the object of his visit,
frankly admitted that his purpose was to win them away
trom what he seemed soul destroying crror.
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¢ He was received with perfect courtesy, listened to
with attention, answered in all points with unaltered
sweetness and calmness. The result did not answer his
expectation.  He became a Catholic, and lived for vears
as a Sulpician priest in Montreal.

A voung Bostonian, a good many years ago, after
leaving college went to finish his studies by travel abroad.
In Rome he became a Catholic. His family, grieved
bevond measure at what they considered a disgrace, des-
patched a bosom friend of his across the ocean to find
him and bring him back: to a sense of his duty. Again
the issue was not what was looked fer. The messenger
in turn became a Catholic.  Both young men returned to
America, entered the Jesuit novitiate at Frederick, in this
State. The messenger died there after a few years. The
other is still living and working for the holy Catholic
faith, beloved by all, Protestants and Catholics alike.

“* There is, 1 fear, in the midst of manv of our en-
emies a lurking suspicion that a like fate would befall
them under similar circumstances, or that, at least, they
would be deprived of any shadow of justification for per-
petuating the Protestant tradition.™

NOTES, ETC.

Lady Folev, who died recently, belonged to the old
English Catholic family of Howard. She was the daugh-
ter of the thirteenth Duke of Norfolk, and was one of
Queen Victoria's bridesmaids.

The Rock, an Anglican organ of great prominence,
says ‘“ to those who watch the drift of events within and
outside our church, the future scems to grow darker and
darker.”

The unfriendly attitude towards the Church should
not discourage us.  An carnest antegonism, prompted by
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honest, though misguided, zeal in the cause of Christia-
nity, is far preferab]e to a spirit of apathy which springs
from religious indifference.

TrHE MISSIONARY.

—

The mission of the Church is a mission of reconcilia-
tion and redemption, and not one of condemnation and
punishment. The triumph of Christ is not to defeat those
who know him not, or know him only to hate him and
his doctrine, but to win them to his standard.

A Catholic World writer recalls how one of America’s
wise men, a few decades dead, in reply to the question,
“ Why do vou not believe the Divinity of Christ ?” re-
plied, ** Because the whole system of Roman Catholicism
would follow.” Another not less famous remarked to
some one when he came to him,announcing his discovery
of truth in the Catholic Church, ¢ \\’hat, have vou just
lound that out ! I have known that for forty years ; ” and
yet he niever became a Catholic.

 There is one single fact,” wrote Blessed Thomas
More, ‘¢ which one may oppose to all the wit and argu-
ment of infidelitv—namely, that no man ever rgpentcd of
being a Christian on his death-bed.” Mr. Theodore
Havemeyer, the sugar magnate, was received into the
Church on his death-bz.d That brilliant but erratic young
artist of Chap-Book fame, Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, also
became a Catholic when he thought he was on his death-
hed 5 and about the same time Rgar Admiral Tremlett,
himself the son of a Rear Admiral, was received into the
Church a few days before he died. In the last case the
gift of faith scems to have been the reward of good deeds
done during many vears, when the bluff old Admiral
hore ]umsdf as a father to the Catholic sailor boys and
sent them regularly to confession and Holy Communion.
We have no wish to prejudge those who seem to defer
their conversion to their last hour, but it seems a wood
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time now to paraphrase the saying of Blessed Thomas
More and to ask : ** Who ever heard of a sane man re-
gretting that he had lived a Catholic or verting to Pro-
testantism on his death-bed ? "—Ave Maria.

The periodical whirlwinds of bigotry that sweep over
the land soon subside, like the upheavals of nature, after
spending their force. Nor aré they an unmixed evil ; they
serve some useful purpose. They purify the moral at-
mosphere ; they clear the spiritual skies, and give obser-
vant men a better insight into the uncreated world. They
are winnowing winds separating the wheat from the chaft.
They are storms that try men’s souls.” They help to ren-
der the members of the Church more loyal to their reli-
gion, and they awaken in serious and honest minds out-
side her pale salutary reflections, often resulting in their
conversion. Indeed, it has frequently been observed that
periods of violent hostility to our religion have been also
seasons of notable accessions to the Church, of which
there are some shining examples around us. Institu-
tions, as well as men, that have stood unmoved amid the
raging billows, have always commanded the admiration
and homage of mankind.

Count Albert De Mun, the: brilliant leader of the Ca-
tholic Republican Deputies has been admitted as a mem-
ber of the French academy. This is the greatest honor
that France could have confered on him. De Mun is an
ardent catholic and has devoted his brilliant talents to the
cause of the Church and the improvement of the condition
of workingmen. He is a leader in the religious political
and social world.

The Gaulois relates the following anecdote of the
great orator's early training :

While still a child, Count Albert was remarkable
among all his little comrades for enfantine facility of
speech. His father who noticed this natural gift in Ins
son, resolved to develop it and went about it in the fol-
lowing ingenious fashion. When the child commiticd
some youthful peccadille punishable usually by the priva-
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tion of some favorite dish, he exacted from him a speech
in his own justification.

It is said that the little advocate of his own case plead-
ed so well that the threatened privation of dessert was
converted into a generous supply by way of a fee.

A DIMINUTIVE PREACHER.

Pere Ollivier is obliged to stand upon a stool
when in the pulpit.

Pere Ollivier, who has succeeded the late Mgr
d'Hulst as Lenten preacher at Notre Dame, Paris, is an
illustration of the common belief that men of exception-
ally strong intellect are of exiguous stature. It would
appear that length of body is somehow opposed to breadth
of mind. Pere Ollivier is so short that in order that he
may be able to see his congregation properly and gesticu-
late freely while preaching, he is obliged to stand upon a
stool in the pulpit. This eloquent Dominican possesses
all the boldness with which short men are credited. There
is no preacher of the day who hesitates less to say right
out what he thinks. This partly explains the great at-
traction that he undoubtedly exercises upon the public.
On a recent occasion, wishing to characterize the spirit of
so many Catholics of the day, he said: ¢ Gentlemen,
we are afraid ! ” But after a moment pause he added :
* Pardon, gentlemen, it is you who are afraid, for, thank
God, I am not one of that sort.” The distinction that he
drew might have given offense, but it did not. Such sor-
tics on the part of Pere Ollivier are quite understood.
The subjects that he prefers to deal with are those that
particularly interest society of the present day, and it is
said that, monk though he is, nobody understands the
world better than he.-—Catholic Times, Liverpool.




318 GLORY BE TO THE MOST PRECIOUS BLOOD !
PRAYERS SOLICITED.

1. For the future archbishop of Montreal, Monseigneur Bruchesi
that he may receive, with the episcopolian unction, the blessing of a
good health 5 2. For the success of many important causes interesting
our Holy Religion ; To obtain that the Holy Virgin Mary be willing
to take, under the protection of her Most PURE HEART, our religious
country and the poo. French-Canadians living in the United-States ;
4. For the numerous persons desiring to obtain, through the media-
tion of Jesus® Divine Blood : conversions, cures, situations and many
other graces most necessary to their salvation, or to their peace and
temporal happiness. i

LET Us PRAY FOR THE DEaD, specially for : The T. Rev. G. V.
Bovrgeavrr, Capitulary Vicar deceased at Montreal ; Revd P, Lar-
CHER, S. J. at Montreal ; Revd. J. B. VEronxrgav, curate at St-Jean-
Baptiste de Rouville; Revde S. Serarnin, born Rose Plantin, at
Lvon, France; Revde Sr St-Hormmas, Cong. N. D. Moatreal ;
for MM. Arr. Lemoing, at Tafiville ; Frs Boucner, at St-Francois
du Lac; Taosmas Kerny, at Somerset ; Josgpuar Vaross, at St-
Michel ; Jos. Parexrt, at Cookshire ; M. CHARBONNEAU, at Petit-
Brule ; OxesiME Lasmserrt, at Trois-Rivieres ; Davinp TUrNER, at
West Wickham ; Jos. Ocrave Dioxxgat Ottawa ; DaNikl PAQUETTE,
St-Elphegre ; Mrs Jos H. Hexavwer, at Webster ; Mrs CeLanie Granu,
at Cohoes ; Mrs. Epovarn Jrarg, at Notre-Dame de Stanbridge ;
Mrs. AvorLpiEg Pagk, at Montreal ; Mrs ELiE Duerg, at Brockton ;
Mrs Danmase Diox, at Ste-Anne des Chenes ;3 Mrs PrisQoue Pacl, at
Acton-Vale ; Mrs Ernot BouLg, at Monton; Mrs Ls Naver, at St-
Marcel ; for Misses Oniving DesNovERs, at St-Hyacinthe; A. C. Ma-
DELEINE FargreLl, at Dorchester ; for our dear sister  SAINT-ROSAIRE,
deceased at our monastery at N.-D. de Grace, ctc.

For all these persons and intentions, let us say, morning 2and
night : *

We pray Thee, O Lord, help Thy servants whom Thou hast
redeemed with Thy Precious Blood.

( 100 davs ind. for members of the Confraternity of the P. B. )

Jesus, Mary, Joseph, enlighten us, assist us, save us. Amen.
200 days ind. once a dav.

Leo NTI1, 20, june, 1892.




