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The repentance of a drunkard is often as short-live- d as
his sorrow. He continues the same drunken, unfeeling
brute; insensible to the sufferings he inflicts; intent only on
his sorbid self and the indulgence of his own foul and sen-

sual inclinations. To drink and revel; to herd with the
vile and reprobate; and then, to wind up his night's de-

bauchery by his patient wife, seems the only
purpose for which he toils and lives.

In the poorest, the most squalid of the lowly habitations
where the miserable outcasts of humanity are, from stern
necessity, compelled to congregate, it is heart-cheerin- g to
see the compassionate sympathy of the poor to each other;
and the patient, uncomplaining submission to the will of
God with which they support their grinding lot. What
would the poor man be without religion? Religion alone
sheds her bright and beautiful gleam of comfort over, and
irradiates the dreary gloom of his toilsome pilgrimage. Re-

ligion sustains him in life; imparts the peace of God to his
dying pillow; and, with a seraph's smile and a seraph's
voice, points out a brighter, a happier world beyond the
grave. Happy, thrice happy, are the poor when they com-

ply with its soothing, consolatory dictates. "Blessed are
the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven."

We are playing a little too often on the tinkling cymbal
of a perhaps over-vai- n rejoicing for our numerous converts
in the United States. We forget the black array against
us of hundreds of thousands perverted from their faith
of tens of thousands who wallow in their iniquities nomi-

nal Catholics who never attend their church, who never
send their children either there or to the sacraments, or to
school, who live and die a scandal to their faith; or if, in
the last dread agony of expiring nature, they do think of
God, it is to die in despair, blaspheming His holy name.
Place to the credit side of the account our converts to the
debtor, our certain annual loss from the above-mention- ed


