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CHAPTER XXXII—CONTINUED

*“Come j»:\ or come sorrow,’’
the cry of his will, ““let my
still keep the upward path !”’
then a deep and tranquil joy took
possession of him. It seemed to
him that before this lonely altar his
soul had been wedded to some high
ideal purity, and he arose and
turned away with a paler lip, but
with & more steadfast reliance on
the law of the Supreme Director of
his fate.

Glancing upwards, hewas startled
to catch the eye of a monk in white
garments, who was peering down
on him from a small window in a
gallery above his head, as if silently
and secretly witnessing the com-
pact that the stranger had made
with his God. A second and more
attentive look discovered to him
that it was only the picture of a
Carthusian, a cunning fresco, the
whim of a painter, who had placed
this monk on guard, never to be re-
leased from his watch till the walls
of the Certosa shall have crumbled
into dust.

Having visited the refectory,
sacristies, lavatory, chapter-room,
and other parts of the monastery,
all rich beyond description in
marbles, painting, sculpture, Kevin
found himself at last treading the
great cloister, round which stood
the monks’ dwellings. Each Car-
thusian had a little house to himself,
four chambers in each,
and two below, and a sweet
garden, now a wilderneds of weeds
and flowers, with grapes hanging
unplucked from the walls.
worked at the particular trade or
industry cultivated by him, tended
his vine, his bees, his flowers, taught
the birds to feed from his hand, and
meditated on death and eternity.
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All was now empty, silent, deserted. |

As Kevin stood with folded arms at
the window, looking down into the
neglected garden, the secret of the
lives of such men as those who had
dwelt here seemed known to him
Overpowered withaffliction, ecrushed
by the loss of some one too dearly
loved, he imagined the sick heart
turning away from a world that
could not comfort it, and finding
here peace, toiling for the good of
others in silent self-effacement,
praying, dreaming, with eyes fixed
beyond the grave, caring only for
the poor, and taking no natural
pleasure except from the flower he
coaxed out of the earth at his feet,
or the bird he had lured to his
window.

“Poor soul !”” he thought, “that
hid its struggles here. What was
the sorrow that drove it into such
shelter 7—where is it now reaping
the reward of its patient toil ? How
long the time must have seemed !
As for me, I would rather take my
burden out into the world, and
falter and limp with the disabled
and the halt ; I should want to hear
the world’s great voice in my ear,
even its groans-and cries, and coin
my own woe into language that
might bring assuagement toits pain.
Neither the needle nor the loom
would content me. I should want
to speak, to sing——"'

Here a sound like the echo of :
soft, rich note of music, just broke
the stillness to his ear, as a star
will gleam and vanish ; and Kevin
caught his breath with an impatient
sigh, thinking his imagination had
deceived him.

““It is the old story,”’ he said,
he listened in vain for a repetition of
the sound. ‘“‘Every note in Nature
disturbs me with the echo of her
voice. So easily beguiled as I am,
how slender is the hope I am cling-
ing to now. Let me take warn-
ing, and nerve myself for the per-
petual disappointment that awaits
me s

as

Fan and the Signora had arrived
earlier than Kevin, and having ex-
plored all the wonders of
monastery, were now lingering
about those spots which interested
them most. “Mamzelle
engaged in studying the meanings
of strange paintings in an arched
gateway leading from one part of
the building to another, while Fan,
having left her to her reflections
upon the same, was flitting up and
down and round the Cloister of the
Fountain, breathless with excite-
ment and joy. Standing under the
shadow of one part of that arched
gateway, she had seen Kevin pass
with his guide. He had passed with
out looking up, but she had easily
recognized him. He was on the
spot, in the very building. She had
only to run after him, call out his
name, stretch forth her hands, and
end the long separation of years.
And yet she hesitated and lingered,
possessed by some feeling which she
could not understand, which made
her hands tremble and her feet
refuse to run. She shrank from
flying in search of him, from seeing
him start in surprise, perhaps per-
ceiving a look of disappointment
flash into his eyes at the first sight
of her. How did she know that he
would not be dissatisfied with
the girl, the woman who had
now taken the place of little Fan ?
She would rather see him coming
to meet her, prepared to behold her,
getting a glimpse of her in the
distance, and then seeking her of
his own accord. Without having
ghaped such a feeling into thought,
ehe acted upon it, and flinging her-
gelf upon the low wall of the
cloister, looking into the garden,
and supporting herself by an arm

‘r\’pli\'(i Kevin,
| woman may be
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twined round one of those ex-
quisite pillars that support the
arches of lovely terracotta work, she
opened her lips, uttering a few rich,
sweet notes, like the beginning of a
M,u kbi lnl 8 SONng.

‘He said he should
my voice,”” she thought.
his memory be good,
come,”’

Then she paused to gather cour-

know me by
“Now, if
he will
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age and breath for a louder} longer |

clearer message to
the friend she was going to sum-
mon to her side, and in a
minutes the ‘‘Hymn of the Virgin
Triumphant'’ broke the solemn
stillness, rang through the ancient
cloister, and floated, with all
tender supplication, its quaint,
wild grandeur, away through the
old, startled passages, and across
echoing walls, till it fell myster-
iously, pathetically, urgently, like a
call from Heaven, upon the ear for
which its message was intended.

At the first notes of the hymn
Kevin gazed at the old monk who
had just re-appeared beside him,
and the monk gazed back at
companion with a slight pallor on
his withered cheek.

‘““What is that

song, a fullér,

9

music ?

evidence of his own senses

“] cannot say,” said the monk,
with a happy smile flitting over his
grave countenance; ‘‘ but I
often at night heard heavenly music
resounding through these ancient
walls. Many saints have lived and
died here, signor, and it would not
be wonderful if sometimes the
angelic choirs should descend to

praise God in this now silent and |

| 4
| deserted shrine.
above |

little |

3ut 1 have never
before heard them in the daytime.”

“ That no angel’s voice,
‘“ unless, indeed, a
an angel.”

And with these words, which
rather shocked the good old nl()j]k.
he dashed away and left him.

As he hurried along the
rangle, and threaded the
that led to the Cloister of the
Fountain, the psalm of Killeevy,
the hymn of his native mountains,
swelled fuller and clearer on his
ear, and beat more urgently on his
heart. He followed the sound, and,
guided by it, drew nearer every
moment to the singer.

‘“ Ah.”” he thought, '‘ what be-
witchment is this!”’ remembering
the night when the same voice, the
same strain, waking him out of his
sleep, had hurried him out into the
midnight streets of London, only to
fade away as he pursued it, and to
itself in the noises of the ithor-
oughfare. ‘‘ Am I waking or sleep-
ing? Has an argel, indeed,
descended out of the heavens to
mock me ?”’

But the voice did not grow fainter
as he proceeded ; on the contrary, it
swelled richer, fuller, more soft and
sweet, and following it he entered
the Cloister of the Fountain—a
delicious, dreamy spot, a tangled
garden where tall plants and flowers
grew in wild luxuriance, in the
centre the wide, white marble basin
of* a fountain, its ecarven urn
crowned with the blossoms of the
sactus. Here and there a straight,
reed-like plant, covered with bloom,
shot high above the rest, and caught
the broad sunlight that fell full
upon this wilderness of beauty and
the same sunshine dyed to a richer
coral-color the sculptured arches of
terra cotta upon their light pilas-
ters, which, springing fy«uu a low
wall around the garden, formed the
shady red-roofed alleys of the
Cloister.

With one hasty glance Kevin took
in the entire scene: the wild, green
garden, the light, fairy cloisters,
with their coral glow, and high
above, soaring in the clouds, the
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its airy galleries and spires

delicate varieties of tint.
the yoice he pursued did not
up out of the fountain, nor
descend from the heavens.
coming from a slight dark
figure leaning over the wall in a
nook by one of the pillars, the head
and shoulders in the light, the dark
draperies flowing back into the
shade, a young, upturned face,
with wide, arch blue eyes,
cloud of soft curls over the fore-
head, a fair and rosy face, as sweet,
as saucy, almost as childlike as the
face that had vanished from his
home one night, and which he had
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been longing for and dreaming of |
it was |

ever since. It was not Elsa,
not Francesca, but it was the very
little Fan lost from Killeevy moun-
tain long ago. With a slight spring
she came to meet him, flying with
outstretched hands, and was caught
in his arms.

““Oh, Fan! oh, Kevin! is it you ?
Is it really true?’ Weeping,
laughing, stammering, clasping and
unclasping hands, they knew not
how the first minutes passed over
their heads.

‘““My darling, my Fanchea, you
are exactly the same; but with
what a difference! Half a yard
more height, and all these black
gauzes; but that is not it all.
What the half-blown rose is to the
bud, that is what you are to the
little one of my memory. And, oh,
my darling, how beautiful, how
lovely you have grown!”

‘““Have I ?” said Fanchea, delight-
ed ; '] was afraid I might not be
nice enough to please you. And,
oh, Kevin, do you know how changed
you are? If I had not caught a
glimpse of you and been able to
piece you together, and make you
out to be really Kevin, I should
have been afraid to introduce
myself to so elegant a gentleman.”

**You saw me, then, before today
—lately 7"’

few |

its | )
| the old cloister,
a pair of strayed children, who had |

| separate

his |

| eling above their heads.
asked |
Kevin, scarcely daring to credit the |

have |

| us

passages |

and a |

| erosity

‘1 saw you in
you [lhﬁm-li me
little time ago.”’

“You let me
not speak to,me

in the cloisters a

go did

1"

past ; you

“ I had to get up my courage. I
think | never could have spoken to
you, except by singing. 1 yught,
‘he will remember my voice,” and |
gang our hymn. 1 knew if you
were within hearing, it would bring
you to me.”’

‘ Had'1 been dead, it would have
called me out of the grave,” said
Kevin, and then broke into further
extravagances which it is udneces-
sary to record.

And then, walking up and down
hand-in-hand, like

lost each other in a wood, been
frightened at the loneliness, and
found each other before the night
came on, they told each other their
stories, of all that
befallen them during the passing of
those eight eventful years. After
that they were on the island again
together, with the sea rolling
their ears and the white birds cir-
Fan forgot
that she had sung upon a stage,
and Kevin that he had given poems
to the world. They were boy and
child again, on the rocks, amid the
sea-foam, with Nature’'s inimitable
muegic ringing in their ears and in
their souls ; till the sun began to
burn redder on the
and Mamzelle came from out of the
shadows somewhere, in search of
her charge

CHAPTER XXXIII
CONCLUSYTON

‘*“So this is you, sir!” said Lord
Wilderspin, glaring at Kevin. ““You
are the Kevin who has been keeping
all in fear, holding a sword
over our heads for the last seven
years, obliging us to resort to dark
plots and heartless advertisements
lest our little prima donna should
be snatched out of our fingers.
And here you come, confound you,
just in time to destrcy all our pros-
pects.”’

‘1 amy delighted to hear I gave
you so much trouble,” said Kevin,
smiling. “ It would hardly have
been fair if the pain had been all
on my side.”

‘In 1pertinent
as saucy
Hallo, Fan,
you.” :

‘“ My
‘I have

You are
herself.
will beat

rascal
the minx
this fellow

as

lord,” said

promised
spieler and Mamzelle.
have resolved that I
appoint you. 1
engagement that
me.”

““You shall do no
monkey. Those twe
have to be put in prison! T tell
you you are as free as air, and shall
do only what you please. As for me,
I am not the least disappointed. 1
have known for a long time that you
were only a wild bird fit for a
hedge, that you would never do to
sing in a cage. Now, | have already
bought a hedge for you in your own
country, and you can fly off and sing
in it as soon as you like !”’

“l don’t know what you
sir,”’” said Fan, coloring.

“l mean that I have looked on
you as my own child, that all.
Every bird needs a bit of green sod
to sing on, and I have bought you a
little territory of your own, in the
neighborhood of your beloved
Killeevy. Mind have a room
always ready for me, for I mean to
pay you visits.

“Lord Wilderspin,”
““‘we cannot accept
have already been
Fanchea. We
get——""

““Hold your tongue, sir. and go
on writing your poetry, \vhich by
the way is extraordinarily good. [
tell you this girl has been my
daughter for seven years, and you
not only come and dare to come and
take her from me, but you pre-
sume to dictate to me as to what 1
am to do for her. If you do
like her with the fortune I (l] ose to

Fan, gravely,
Herr Harfen-

Kevin and 1
must not dis-
will keep the
you made for

such thing, you
) old people will

mean,
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Kevin,
much. You
too generous to
can never for-

said

the cathedral ; und | than ever

| occasions

| Killeevy
had |
| rocks,

in |

cloister roof,.|

in drawing forth

» gtored up in the of
childhood’s friend.

Lord Wilderspin keeps his promise
of paying frequent visits to Killeevy,
and fond of appearing there
suddenly, scolding every one within
reach vehemently for an hour or
two, enjoying himself thoroughly,
and in the end going away perfectly
happy. His present eraze is enthu-
siasm for Kevin's poetry, though all
his life he had prided himself on
being a hater of poets.

Herr Harfenspieler still walks his
chosen way, with a heart modestly
and ardently worshipful of musie,
cheering himself on with meek
and heroic maxims. He has so far
forgiven Fanchea sometimes to come
and see her

memory his
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delightful concerts may
be heard by the birds that flit about
mountain. He loves to
wander away alone among the great
and sitting on some. airy
perch, with his violin upon his
shoulder, to pour out delicious

piping of the winds and the booming
of the ocean-waves at his feet.

Mamzelle has been the slowest to |

forgive, and is still beating about

the world, still subject to fits of the |

old madness, when she dreams that
she may yet paint wonderful pic-
tures which ghall be as the works of
another Raphael or Fra Angelico.
But Fan hopes that when she grows

| very old and weary she will come to

not |

give her, you can go and seek a wife |

gomewhere else.’

So that night, when
was performed at
Fanchea’s first and last
upon a public stage.
birds, after their long flight round
the world, winged their way home
to Killeevy at last, and took
possession of the little kingdom
Lord Wilderspin’s thoughtful gen-
had bestowed upon them.
Kevin works hard with his pen, and
his name is every day becoming
more and more honored by
nobler and purer-minded section of
the reading public. Fanchea, in
in his home, singing over her
womanly tasks by his side, is the
inspiration of his genius, even as
she was in the old childish days
when she sang to him on the island
and he saw pictures in her songs.

Connor Mor did not long survive
his delight at seeing his son return,
and at finding him a
book-learned man’’ after all ; but
the good old mother lives with the
young people in their pretty house,
and tells her beads, and spins and
knits as she used to do in her
humbler home, Her joy in the
success of her children is unutter-
able, and she often bids them pray
that after all the toils of her life
“pride may not keep her out of
heaven at the last.”’

Shawn Rua was at first very shy
of the handsome young lady and
gentleman who claimed his old
acquaintance, but he is now a
frequent visitor at their fireside,
and Kevin takes greater pleasure

“thwngrin"
Milan, saw
appearance

“clérk and a |

| undisturbed

| while Tom promptly

{ observed him closely

the |

her

arms
We will now take leave of our hero

and heroine on a summer evening

for shelter, and die in her

after sunset as they sit in their own |

little territory—a garden of roses
extending down to the cliffs, with
the erimsoned ocean at their feet
and all the hundred isles they know
so well burning'on it like so many
jewels, set with amethyst and
amber and gold.

Kevin has just
his new poem to
hand in his; her
of tears. She is not thinking of
the applause of the world which
may follow this work, but of the
higher audience that have becen
present at the reading, the choirs of
angels that have witnessed this new
utterance of a strong man’s
“Let them be the judges,”
thought of her heart;
smiles, feeling conscious
approval

A ('I '\A'l
their favorite
and wheel, and fly off in a
towards the glory of the sun

So wing all white souls to a happy
eternity.

finished reading
Fanchea. Her

is eyes are full

soul
the
she
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THE FINGER OF GOD
-

‘ How can you confess your sins
to a mere man?’ came from a
tow-headed, sparkling-eyed student
as he haughtily confronted
&hum and room-mate, Tom Ryan.

“1 tell you, Joe, you're not con-
fessing to a mere man in the con-
fessional, but to one who is repre-
sentative of God,” was the now
oft-repeated answer from a dark-
haired and thoughtful slow-but-sure
individual.

By this and similar questions Joe
Winter had lately evinced an in-
clination toward Catholicism, but
it was evident from this oft-reiter-
juestion that the confessional
was his stumbling He had
been Joe's intima friend from
early childhood the fact that
they now were varsity battery
—Tom-the *“* tw " and Joe the
‘“ receiver ""—had further strength-
ened the intimate friendship which
existed between these college
of such diverse
positions.

Heretofore Joe
vivacious to ever
seri but now a
ity regarding religic
It was the first of
the annual retreat
in a few days. Non-Catholic
students were not obliged to attend
the various exercises, so during the
last retreat Joe had remained in
leisure in room
his time in delving into
Red Book, the Green Book, and

ate(

block.

haracters and dis-
had been too
nsider anything
strange curios-
n gripped him,
February,
was to begin

usly,

his
nm'up\ing
the

T q | in reality voraciously devouring the
1e two wiid |

contents of a host of magazines,

attended the
retreat.

Nor was Tom's example without
effect upon his roomma‘e who had

of the

exercises

surprise when

room to

upon leaving his
attend the opening exer-
cises, to hear Joe call after him,
‘“ Wait a minute, Tom, I think I'll
go over to the chape 1 with you.”

“What!"”’ ineredulously
mered Tom, '

‘“ I said, wait a second and I'll be
with you.”

‘“You don’t mean that
going to make the retreat ?
tured Tom.

**Why not ?”’ chuckled Joe, enjoy-
ing his friend’s discomfort.

*“ Well then, hurry up
we'll be late,”” was the
of the still *‘ doubting Thomas.”

Thus it happéned that the two
inseparables attended every exer-
cise of the retreat, much to the
inward delight and pleasure of
Ryan who was so elated over the
prospects of converting his friend
Joe. This incident led to many
animated discussions, concerning
the doctrines and practises of the
Catholic Church, but this religious
zeal was only ephemeral. The all-
absorbing baseball season soon came
and upon its arrival, vivacious Joe
forgot religion at least outwardly,

stam-

‘v ”ll are

ven

or else
response

|
the | but
poetic and legendary treasures that |
| ar

| eonversion,

in her home ; on"which |

| faithfully
high calling as curate in the pros- |
and |
A ] , € | through all these years he always
wailings that mingle fitly with the |

| his

their |

his

chums |

and |

and joyfully |

Imagine his |

inwardly it was far different
Tom determined to become another
St. Paul by praying for his friend’
but Joe's mind became
more and more obscured in spiritual
darkness and &oubt. How Tom
Ryan prayed ; hqw he longed that
his bosom friend would see the true
Light and follow it ; but, no, the
expected of seeing his prayer
answered on commencement day was
but of the many disappoint
ments which he had experienced
concerning his most intimate friend.
His departure from college days
and the separation from Joe
thoughts top sacred for words

Five years have now flown over
the heads of the erstwhile insepar-
ables, for the fifth time commence-
ment day at their alma mater
come and gone
monies of convoeation
day.

Tom Ryan is now ordained and
fulfilling duties of his

one

are

and class

perous City of Wallingford,
kindly remembered his college
chum ; during his seminary
in his prayers and now in the Holy
Sacrifice.

Dr. Joseph Winter is now a suc-
cessful practitioner in the young
yet thriving town of Sheffield. The
sparkling-eyed student of a few
years ago i8 now a religious indiffer-

| entist.

Although constant with
many

him

contact

in his absurd folly, yet some-
how he has at times felt that he
was not in the ' right atmosphere.”
And though wealthy he was for
some reason unhappy.

Early one beautiful May morning
as Dr. Winter was returning from
a professional visit to an out-of-
town patient, he took advantage of
this opportunity to indulge
beautiful scenery of the surround-
ing country. While slowly riding
along his mind occupied with
thoughts of college days, his atten-
tion was arrested by a peculiar
looking object by the roadside.
Ever alert to matters concerning

profession he quickly alighted
and approached, and to his surprise
found that the object of his soli
tude was an unfortunate tramp.
The flushed face and agonising
groans of the derelict goon convinced
the doctor that this was no usual
and upon further examination
it was found that this outcast of
suffering from a severe
the dreaded diocese, small-
pox. He gave the poor sufferer
what medical assistance he could
render, but he knew that death was
near. He was about to leave
a nearby farm house in order
telephone the case to the proper
authorities, when glancing at the
tramp, he noticed that he was des-
perately trying to speak. The
doctor hastily bent over and caught
the faintly ~ whispered word,
*“ priest.”

** What,”” he said straightening
up and studying the creature before
him, ‘‘ are you a Catholic ?”’

A light nod and a mute appeal
from pleading eyes were the only
answer

‘““ A Catholic
priest,”’
soon
of

case

soclet)

of

wa
case

and he wants a
mused the doctor, but he
aroused himself to a sense
his duty and was soon driving
rapidly for aid. ‘‘Should he try
to get a priest? Should he
endanger the life of the venerable
old priest of Sheffield for the sake
of this dying outcast ''—these were
some of the questions occupying hi
mind. He would like to have for-
gotten the request of the tramp,
but somehow or other it seemed that
he gould not banish from his mind
the pleading look of the dying man.

Arrived at the cottage, his knoeck
was answered and he was ushered
into the hall. ‘ Have a chair
doctor, end lll —

** Not now,” he answered, ‘I have
important business to attend to,
and would like to use your 'phone,”’

The authorities having been
notified, Dr. Winter was about
leave, when much to his surprise,
he saw the venerable pastor
of Sheffield enter the hall, and
heard a few disconnected parting
words : ‘‘ The danger is past.”’

‘“1 cannot administer the Sacra-
ment because there is no imminent
danger of death. I think he will
recover.

Yes, the son of the house would
recover,
Dr. Winter, amazed at finding a
priest so near, forgetting his own
religious indifference, and influenced

to
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perhaps by the peculiar position in |

which he was placed by mere chance,
could no longer resist the appealing
eyes of the dying tramp.

* Kindly excuse my haste,’”’ look-
ing at the man of the house,
‘“will you please step outside a
moment Father 7"’

“ With the greatest of pleasure,

; I am at your sorvice.

Wh« n outside the doctor briefly
explained the case, ending with :
‘““ Now remember, Father, you are
taking your life in your own hands,
for it is an aggravated case of
malignant smallpex, over whic h we
dn(‘(nws have no control.’

‘ Never mind further explana-
tions, this is a most urgent case,”
was the interruption, ‘‘ and I must
go at once ; make no delay, doctor,
or perchance it will be too late.”

Soon the doctor, his mind filled
with alternating thoughts of respect
and doubt, and the priest, his heart
burning with the zeal of an apostle,
were driving rapidly away. Arrived
at their destination, the priest
hurriedly bent over the prostrate
man, heard his last confession and
with the assistance of the now
thoroughly amazed doctor, admin-

|

Winter |

of his kind has strengthened |

in the |

for all danger was passed. |

| your very life
has |
with the usual cere- |

istered the last
Church, and soon the weary soul
of this suffering derelict winged it
flight to heaven After some
moments in silent prayer the priest
aroge and addressed the doetor
have
ood
have

sacred

‘ Doctor,
played the role of the g
itan, and more, you been
instrumental in saving a soul. Let
us hope that God, Who is ever
generous in rewarding the giver
of a cup of cold water to the weary,
will not let this kindly act of vour
gunnrvw‘w!mt Verily God is good
.ml is good !

[IHlH'(l,
heroic act,
yourself to

you truly

DAaMAT

today

Father, yours
for you have
the danger of losing
to save the soul,
you say, of a worthless creature,”
‘“My act was only the external
fulfilment of my duty as a priest,
for when the welfare of one of the
children of our Holy Mother the
Church is at stake, we must for the
sake of saviug « soul brave even the
danger of death to bring to it salva-
tion. I simply did what any other

was th
exposed

as

| priest would have done.’
days |

‘“ Heroic nevertheless,’ senten-
tiously, and then with a deferential
‘ good-by "’ Dr. Winter drove away
His heart now was beating with an
hitherto unexperienced emotion and
in his mind a veritable tempest
between his conscience and doubt
was spending itself. What was it
that made him feel as if he were
fleeing from some pursuing phan
tom, what was it that had pro-
foundly impressed him so forcibly
since the event just narrated 7 with
a searching curiosity of a mind
hungering for truth, he recalled
again and
of the dying tramp

‘*What happiness! What resig-
nation had not beamed in that
weather-beaten face on the arrival
of the priest, what a supernatural
look had not forth from
appealing And what
have been the source of the mystica
qualities at such san awful hour—
he hour of death? Suddenly as if
by magic like a H;ur, the answer
came ! lr.v Sacraments ['hese
were oth inp

shot

eyes ! could

the s
panacea whic h mad¢
for Catholies, which
outecast s !mmv».. yes and the
monies of the Sacrament and
self-sacrificing priest!” Thus s
liloquized the doctor
be something in a re

possesses

anodyne,
death so easy
had |v.:1‘iw Hu

must
which
Sacraments and is goverr
holy and self-sacrificing
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OUR LADY OF
CARMEL

— -

MOUNT |

(JuLy 16)

Like a rose of snowy whiteness in
the midst of crimson sisters, the
Feast of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel

| shines in the centre of the month of |

| of Mary should blend with

the Precious Blood. Blood
red and white corpuscles. Hence it |
is most appropriate that the purity
the |H\\‘

of Jesus, and that in the month on

which the Church especially honours |
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to tradition from the earliest
of the Christian era attracted
beautiful mount
Mediterranean
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known as Mt.
Carmel. ‘‘Carmel’s flowery In;»'
was a favorite image for exquisite
beauty and fragrance with Old
Testament writers. It was one of
the most sacred of the sacred spots
of the Holy Land, particularly on
account of its association with the
greatest of Jewish prophets, Elias
and Eliseus. In fact, there is good
foundation for the belief that a
school of their disciples dwelt there
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