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MOTHER OF MOTHERS.
Golden word from golden pen,
* In golden years we lisped it when
Qur golden tresses oft you curled
Thou Deatest One of all the world.
Mother!
When overwhelmed with childish fright
At gruesome phantoms of the night,
Your seothing voice was ever nigh
In loving answer to our cry.
Mother!
In hoyhood prattle oft perchance
As through the house we'd romp and prauce,
You'd gladly beam, tho' sometimes sigh
You visioned then times by-and-by.
Mother|
And now to man's estate we're grown
Yet oft i mem'ry turn we home
From life’s grim battie back to where
We kuelt with thee in cvening pruyer,
Mother!
You taught us then Ave to say,
And how to consecrate cach day
To her whom vou se sweetly styled,
Mother of Mothers, meek and mild,
Mother!
Our childish voice with thee we'd raise
In her Magnificat of praise,
And turn at times {rom hovish glee
To tell with thee her Rosary.
AMother!
Oh, Dearest Mother in the world
(lod’s Lanner which veu then unfuried,
We bravely strive to keep on high
And there welll gunrd 1t LD we die,
Motlwe!
Mother of Mothers! as thine own,
Gnide Mother wine Lo heavenly throne,
When life's vain thread is quickly spun,
T.ead her to Thy Precions Son,
Mother!
—M. T, Fixskeas,
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REMINISCEXNCE OF PIUS IX.

A young freethinker—he called .hhnsvil‘ 2 fl'ootlhinl(m-
—ance accompanied some Catholic friends and relatives to
an audience with the well-beloved pairen and venerated
namesake of our present Holy Father. l",\'vlr_y athoer weni-
ber of the party solicited some spiritnal ]'&l\'nl','!)ltt this
youth preserved a sulien silence. .I"mn_lh'. Pins IX. turned
to him with a kind smile, saxing in his gentlost tone:

“And you, my son—have you nothing to sk of me?”

“Nothing, vour Holiness.” (The young feflow was af
least polite and had learned from the others how to ad-
dress the head of the World Church.)

“Are you quite sure? Nothing whatever tn ask of
mo ?’

“Nothing, your Holiness.™

“Js your father alive?”’

“Yeg, your Holiness.”

[ER)

«“And your mother: |

My mother is dead, your Holiness, This answer waa
given in a voice that kad suddenly hecome unsteady.

stWell, then, my child, if you Dave nothing to ask

‘of me, I have something to ask of yon.” . .

J The young disciple of Voltaire, as he prided himself un
‘being called, looked at the Sovercigh Pountifl in open-eyed
astonishment.

“My son,” continued the Holy Father, “1 heg you
to do me the favor of reciting with me an * Qur Iather
and a ‘Hail Mary’ for the repose of'your good mother's
sounl.” ,

His Holiness knelt down; so did the voung man, and
wken he arose tears stood in his eyes. The gentleness of

the kindly old Pope and the remembranee of his mother
had gnite overcome the fresthinker's indifference; and as
be lefy the audience chamber he was sobbing ke a child,
There were tears also in the eves of his [riends.—1 e Maria.

aa'alaatar
THE ANGEL OF CARMEL,

THYE LITTLE PFLOWER AND HER SHOWER OF ROSES.
The following article has uppeared in La Croic:—
“1oTeel that my mission 15 about to commence, My

mission is to make God loved as | love Him and to give
souls a littke way of cenfidenee and abandonment. 1 desire
to spend my heaven in doing good on earth. 1 shall not
tuke anv vest until the end of the world. But when the
angel will have said “Time s ab end ? then I shall rest,
hecause the mumher of the eleet will be complete.”

The above words are what Blessed Sister Teresa said in
obedience 1o the wishey of her Superior,

What marvellons words to he penned by this little,
timid nun, by this Tradl creature. who was, it is truoe,
enibulmed iy Divine grace, but vt was so insignificant
in her own eves. Tet vour thonghts dwell for o moment
o 5o on her short Il ol 25 veurs,

The explanation is that Our Divine Lord continues to
chioose what 15 weak in this world o confound what ap-
pears to be steong. Se ik s that the saints, conseious of
their personel lmpotenecy, hut feeling in their hearrs the
power and foree of Diviue love, do not fear to say: ST ean
doall in Him Who strongthens me, When 1 am weals,
then am T ostroug.”  They realise that the Divine Lord
intends o make use of them s intermedinrics in His
work on earth. Now this fact makes the saints devoto
themselves entirely and without any reserve to the serviee
of their neighbor. Has not Ouwr Divine Lord said: “By
this will all men know that you are My diseinles
Ive elurity one for the other.”

The Desive of the Suints.

St Paud desired to be anathema for his brethren. St
Martin, ravished with happiness ar the thought of his
earthly exile heing near fes end, wtill exelaimed - “T do
not refuse to lalor.

il you

I am willing to vemain here below
for the sake of my brethren,” The Venerable Cure d'Ars
satl: I T had already one Toat in heaven and that 1
was asked to return o earth to work Tov the  conversion
ol sinners Towould ghully do so.

Fittle Sistor Teresy did not (hivk of renaining hery
helow,  She conevived auother plan: she wonld make her
heaven an apostolic one: #he would draw detters of eredit
o the Ningdom and seud forth treasnros from the Divine
merey. When I oshall e in hoaven T shall let a shower
of roses Fall onearth?’ This swoet promise of Tlessed
Terexa came fram the same wotive whieh animated all the
satnts—namely, the love of God and of souls. She had
the same trustiul confideuce in the Divine promixes, In
these words is put id reliel all the beauty. the Divine and
human splendor, the permanent wiracle, of the Come
munion of Saints.

The writer From whom wo quole vontinues: —

Now. the roses that the Aned of Carmel lots fall on

Searth ave resigmation. generons submission to the heavy

weight of the eross. the wpivic of self-denial, kiudness and
forgiveness, and sorrow for sin. Donbtless Sieter Teresa will
continie to obtain the eure of the sick and temporal Favors,
hut always secondarily te and in keepine with her great
design of turning men's thoushts {o Ced,
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MAN'S INGRATITUDE,

How ecareful are we when the oreat unhend,
Just to the time 1o keep the honr they sot,
And other clatms upon our day forget,

Past reason proud at thenght whom we attend ;
But when the King of Kings for ns dotl gend,
We make exense the way is lone or wet,

Or uo, like debtors, laath to pay a debt,
Counting s Jost the time with Him we spend.

How true it is that when the kindly sun
Reatters in golden largesse all his store,
And, hegrared sinks, we cease to think of him;
So, too, God’s love, whese waves are never done
Bearing to us 1is blessings to the shore,
Creeps in unuoticed to the flooded brim.

—dJ. R. Cremess, in dmerien.
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