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I ! follow the promptings of & nature which is
- i 1 all the time but gratifying self,  This may
ITE) ! seem i distorted view to take of generosity,
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‘ TWI'lght Talkso i i the pouring out of our allfections, our very
o oselves o the objeet which most g citls to

onr sympathics,  But all at onee it comes

Written for the CaRMELITE REVIEW by to us that what seemed so high and holy,
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Lo worthy of our devotion, was in very
trath, but another form of selt worshiping
Csell, When faee to face with that inner
conseionsness hetore whom is the very face

Z HE vacation days are upon us.
The busy year has come to i of God we may not blush and cast down
standstill,  and  those  who ' Ol eyes, we are forced to say as we sift the
i yearned for a respite “mid the | fine sand ot our motives: 1 am tull of
& 1\%1 burden and heat of the day <elf. Tis a humiliating admission to make,

't« at last suffered to fold their: bat out ot it comes strength, And is it not
(2 hands and rest,  Rest! vhatis | this whicli the best of us need most sorely ?
it A change of ocenpation,  Not the Not virtue in the ordinary aceeptation
simple frittering away of time, and the ot the word, but the coat of wmail,
wishing the hours away, The days of a' the fue simile of the divine armor which will
sweet doing nothing are likely to he times envelope our souls—=nay, our hearts, those
of wreek and ruin for the spiritual life {valnerable points—with a panoply which is
The smmmer, with its languid heats and | proof against all darts, The twilights cf
enervating air plays sad havoe with many July must be filled with the thoughts of the
who acquired a healthy vigor of mind and ! Precious Blood, the fountain whenee will
body in the press of work, minus worry, . come the strength which our souls so sorely
Now that June, the queen month of the need - our stronghold of eomtort when all
year, has passed, and July, with its vast other eomforts flee,  Tuits vaby light, ves
opportunities for rest and relaxation has | tleeted trom the sky, which hurst forth in
come, with what shall we il the long twis | crimson glow over Calvary's height, when
lights of mid-simmer?  What is the erowd | the dead celipse wis over, we iy read the
of tourists that surge in and out of village | lesson of lite,  From its saving streamn we
and town seeking?  Rest!  Yes, happy  may drink  our till, still say 1 am ine
they to whom Nature Kindly motherapplies satiahle, and fear not that the cup he withes
the soothing balm for tired head  and drawn fron onr lips,  “The summer honrs
aching limbs,  Pleasure?t  The gay crowd  are very prone to the Aread disense eppni!
rushes i pursuit ot it and “tis found by More deadly tn its effects than the direst
s shore and monntaing bhut “tisasummer'’s miasin, and more fatal to the peace of the

growth, often Jasting only as long as the soul than the mad yash of the work-a-day
foam on an ocean wave,  Danger often, Yeat. Lot us pray ag
lurks in the shade that is not of the spirit, ol July, Suwmmer days, when hands and
which is **pleasant eonlness inthe heat,' heads are fdle, nve very lKely to hring hiours
How many are seeking happiness in theie; of brooding, Against them, too, with their
trin of bitter thoughts, let us strive snd

st it inthe twilights

vacation days®  Tappiness, this will-o™thes

< wisp, this ignis fatuus! - What is it that | pray. Oh ! how tull is lite of weary days,

one and all we are chasing 2 Aftera long | and what i living, walking providence of
and hitter experienee it has heen borne in | God is labor,  Blessed be His merey which
upon us that in its genuine purity it is | sends it to so many of usas avery salvation —
only found in the unselfing of ourselves, | a saving of us from ourselves,  For after
We all yearn for sympathy, for tenderness, I we are our own cnemies, and the vie
for counsel, for love, All lawful desires of | cation days give us time to think how
the heart, which eries out so piteously for | much we need to betriend ourselves,  Days
them. But often times in giving, that | of thoughtful reflection? Would that
luxury which is not contined to him whose the summer would bring even a stray one
coffers are full, but alas! whose purse | tous. Days when God draws very nigh to
strings are often tightened, in giving, we but | us, because we answer His gentle invita-




