
Tomorrow i s the fir at Uni versify of Metre Dame Chri stmas by a
Sunday of Advent. Begin Eeliglous Bulletin month of fervent
now to prepare for ..., November 26, 1938, Holy Communione,

As Novemb er Wane a, . . .

"I ac cuse my self of having prayed but little or badly for the dead, of having thought 
of them only on certain day a and along with the crowd, forgetting that they may need 
me every moment of the day, that they are more defence less than children and that our 
thoughts should never abandon their painful cradle , , .

"I 2K3cuse myseIf of having felt for the dead a merely convent 1 onal piety on their Com
memoration Day, . . . of having con si dered All Soul s' Day rather as ' the New Year day 
of the dead, ' of having paid them a ceremonial vi sit and left my card. I ac cuse my
self of thinking that I had di scharged all my obligations to the dead in the war by 
having been moved at the unveiling of their monument as I 11 stened to an operatic 
selection and the speech delivered by the Deputy lieutenant *

"IE accuse myseIf of having thought about the (war) dead only in the most conventional 
terms, * . . when I said t o my se If that we are indebted to them for vi ctory, life 
and peace, . . * So it comes about that the dead of the war are of all the dead the 
most abandoned. Upon the pretext of doing them homage, I have forgotten that there 
may be necessltous souls to succor in Purgatory,

"I accuse myself of having practically forgotten the Dogma of Purgatory, of not 
having real! zed to what an extent it reveal s the splendor of the divine just ice, of 
not having real! zed that a too e arthly soul, having caught a glimp se of Heaven, it - 
self experience s the admirab le nece ssity of preparing it self the I] etter therefore 
by purifying itself-- that the (lead, are very great souls, which consider themselves 
not; beautiful enough for the beauty of God, and which, like the Saints on earth, but 
more than the Saints, are consumed with 21 sublime ferocity of desire to eradicate 
every Imperfection in themseIves and to burn the old Adam,

''I accuse myself of not having real!zed what a close association of souls the Communi- 
con of Saints is, and that I am thereby enabled to help and even deliver the dead.

"I ac cuse my se If of having forgotten that the Sacrifice of the Mas s, b elng of infin
ite price, can, by the Blood of Je sue, (Quench the flame si of Purgat ory round one of 
the dead, and that the dead have a frightful thirst for it. And I have not given 
them to drink J

" I accuse myse If of having thus, through thought le ssne ss or latent rationall sm, a- 
bandoned in their agony, for an Indefinite time, those whom I loved be st,

" 1 accuse my self of not having b een a Good Samaritan to the unknown dead who langui sh 
in the abys s, and of having gone my way without 11 stening to the ir complaint s, to the 
'Ml seremini' whi ch the Church I) orrows from Job and put s upon the ir pale lip s . . ,

"][ accuse my self of not having ore all z ed that Purgatory 1 s fin. Immense appeal to charity 
on behalf of the dead, that it makes us live in their beneficent company, unceasingly
ire %uire s from us a more immaterial and affectionate ] ove than love in thi s world, and
ever so much more efficacious proofs of love than our human ge sture s,

"I accuse myself of not having real!zed that the dead see us more clearly, undershand 
us better, love and inspire us more than in their penumbral 11 fe.

"I accuse my se If, therefore, in thi s month of the dead, of having suffered them, for 
lack of prayers and Mass, to lie in torment in the prison of their sins m,d my in
difference ,

"I accuse my self of having, in my own heart, allowed the dead to die»"
From My Bins of Oml s si on by Jaoquo a Debnut, (B» Hnrdar * fSt, ? ,oui s,)


