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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

With mnrmurs on her lips of red and white.

'hose children loved as only children can,

With nothing in their love save their whole
selves,

When in their cradles they had been betroth'd.

'hey knew it in a manner vague and dim—

Unconscions vet of what betrothal meant.

'he boy —she called him Merlin —a love
name—

(And he—he called Ler always Ullainee,

No matter why)—the boy was full of moods.

Upon his soul and face the dark and bright

Were strangely intermingled. Hours would

pass

Rippling with his bright prattle—and then,
hours

Would come and go; and never hear a word
¥all from his lips, and never see a smile
Upon his face. e was 80 like a cloud
With ever-changeful hues, as she was like
A golden sunbeam shining on its face.

Ten years passed on. They parted and they
met

Not often in each year, yet as they grew

In years, a consciousness unto them came

Of human love.

But it was sweet and pure.
I'here was no passion in it. Reverence
like Guardian-Angel watched o'er Innocence,
One night in mid of May their faces met
s pure as all the stars that gazed on them.
Phey met to part from themselves and the
world.
eir hearts just touched to separate and bleed,
sir eyes were linked in look, while saddest
tears
Fell down like rain upon the checks of
They were to meet no more.

Their hands were clasped
o tear the clasp in twain | and all the stars
Looked proudly down on them, while shadows
knelt, g
Or seemed to kneel, around them w ith the awe
lvoked from any heart by sacrifice.
And in the heart of that last, parting hour
“rernity was beating. And he said,
“We part to go to Calvary and to God—
This is our garden of Gethsemane ;
And here we bow our heads and breathe 1lis
prayer
Whose heart was bleeding, while the angels
heard :
Not my will, Father! but Thine own be done.”

Raptures meet agonies in such heart-hours :
(:ladness doth often fling herbright, warm arms

Beneath. He walked on to the grave,but when
He reached its side a spell fell on his heart
Sosuddenly —he knew not why—and tears
Went up into his eyes and trickled down

Upon the grass—he was strangely moved

Asif he met a long-gzone face he loved.

I believe he pray He lifted then the leaves
That hid the name—but as Le did, the thorns
Did pierce his hands, and lo ! amazed he read
The very word—the very, very nume

He wave the girl in golden days before

“ ULLAINEE.”

He sat beside that lonely grave for long

He took its grasses in his trembling hand,

He toyed with them and wet them with his
tears,

He read the name again and still again,

He thought a thoasand thoughts, and then he
thought

It all might be a dream—then rubbed his eyes
And read the name again to be more sure ;
Then wondered and then wept—then asked
himself :

“ What means it all?
grave?

I dreamed her soul had fled.

Was she the white dove that I saw in dream
Fly o'er the sleeping sea 50 long ago 2

Can this be Vthel's

The convent bell
Rang sweet upon the breeze, and answered him
His question. Ahd he rose and went his way
Unto the convent gate; long shadows marked
One hour before the sunset, and the birds
Were singing Vespers in the convent trees.
As silent as a star-gleam cawe a nun

In answer to his summons at the gate |

Her face was like the picture of a saint,

Or like an angel's smile-~her downcast eyes
Were like a half-closed tebernacle, where
God’s presence wlowed—her lips were pale and
worn
By ceaseless prayer; and when she sweetly
spoke

And bade him enter, "tw
As only voices own whicl
Sing hymns to God.

sin such a tone
1 day and night

She locked the massive gate.
He followed her along a flower-fringed walk
That, gently rising, led up to the home

Of virgin-hearts. The very flowers that bloomed
Within the place, in beds of sacred shapes—
For they had fashioned them with holy care,
Into all holy forms—a chalice, a cross,

And sacred hearts—and many saintly names,
That when their eyes would fall upon the flow-
ers,
Their souls
sign

might feast some mystic

upc m

sround the cold, white neck of ( irief—and thus
The while they parted—sorrow swept their
Learts
iike a great, dark stormy 8 a—but sudden
A joy, like sunshine —did it come from God?
Flung over every wave that swept o'er them
inore than golden glory.

Merlin said :
¢ Our loves must soar aloft to spheres divine,
The human satisfies nor you nor me,
{(No human love shall ever satisfy—
Or ever did—the hearts that lean on )3
You sigh for something higher as do 1,
So let our spirits be espoused in ¢ od,
4nd let our wedlock be as soul to soul ;
And prayer shall be the golden marriage ring,
And God will bless us both.”

She sweetly said :

“ Your words are echoes of
thoughts;

i,et God's own heart be our own h
And let us live as only angels live ;
And let us love as our own angels love.
"Iis hard to part—but it is better 8o,
God's will is ours, and—Merlin ! let us go.”

my own soul's

ly home

And then she sobbed as if her heart would
break

Perhaps it did—an awful minute passed,

Long as an age and briefer than a flash )

Of lightning in the skies. No word was said:

Only alook which never was forgot,

Between them fell the shadows ot the night.

Their faces went away intothe dark,
And never et again ; and yet their gouls
Were twined together in the heart of Christ.

And Ethel went from earthland long ago,
But Merlin stays still hanginz on his eross.
1le would not move a nail that nails him there,

ile wonld not pluck a thorn that crowns him

Were fairer far within the conventwa Is

)
And purer in their fragrance and their bloowm
Than all their sisters in tne outer world.

e went into a wide and humble room--
The floor was painted, and upon the walls,
In humble frames, most holy paintings hung
Jesus and Mary and many an oldensaint
Were there. And she, the veil-clad Sister,
spoke ;
« 111 call the Mother,” and she bowed and went.

He waited in the wide and humble room,
The only room in that unworldly place
This world could enter, and the pictures looked
Upon his face and down into his soul,
And strangely stirred him.  On the mantle stood
A crucifix, the fignred Christ of which
Did seem to sufter ; and he rose to look
More nearly on it ; but he shrank in awe
When he beheld a something in its face
Like bis own face.
But more amazed he grew, when, at the foot
Of that strange crucifix he read the name—
“ ULLAINE

A whirl of thought swept o'er his startled
soul—

When to the door he heard a footstep come,
And then a voice—the Mother of the nuns
Had entered—and in calmest tone began :
« Forgive, kind sir, my stay ; our Matin song
Had not yet ended when vou came ; our rule
Torbids our leaving choir ; this my excuse.”
She bent her head—the rustle of her veil
Was like the trembling of an angel’s wing,

And over wastes where silences held reign,
And down pure valleys, till it re wched a shore
3y which blushed asca in the ev'ning sun
The dove rested there awhile, rose again

And flew across the sea into the sun.

And then from near or far (Le could not say
Came gound as faint as echo’s own echo

A low sweet hymn it seemed-—and now

And then he heard,or else he thought he heard,
As if it were the hymn's refrain, the words,

“ White dies first!” “ White dies first.”

The sun had passed his noon and Westward
sloped ;

e hurried to the cloister and was told

The Mother waited him. e entered in

Into the wide and pictured room, and there

The Mother sat and gave him welcome twice.
“1 prayed last mnight,” sbe spoke; “10 know
God's will,

I prayed to Hloly Mary and the saints

That they might pray for me, and I might know
My conduct in the matter | now, kind sir,

What would'st thou? Telt thy errand.”  1le re-
]v:it'vl:

“ 1t was not idle euriosity

That brought me thither or that prompts my
lips

To ask the story of the White Rose Grave,

To seek the story of the sleeper there

Whose name 1 knew so long and far away.
Who was she, pray? Dost deem it right to
tell?”

There was a paus? before the answer came,

As if there v v comfort in her heart.

There was a tremor in her voice when she
Unclosed two palest lips, and spoke in tone

Of whisper more than word:

“ She was a child

Of lofty cift and grace who fills that grave

And who has filled it long—and yet it seems
To me but one short hour ago we laid

Her body there. Iler mem'ry cling around
Our bLearts, our cloister, fresh, and fair, and
sweet.

We often look for her in places where
Her face was wont to be: among the ¢ y
In chapel, underneath those trees. lLong years
[Tave pt ed and mouldered her pure face, and
yet

It seeins to hover here and haunt us all.

I cannot tell you all. It is enough

To see one ray of light for us to judge

I'he glory of the sun; it is enouch

To cateh one glimpse of heaven’s blue

Tor us to know the heauty of the sky.

It is enough to tell a little part

Of her most holy life, that you may know

The hidden grace and splendor of the wi
“Nay, nay,” he interrupted her: * all! al
Thouwlt tell me all, kind Mother.’

. She went on
Unheeding his abruptness :
“ One sweet ¢
A feast of 1loly Virgin, in the montl
Of May, at early morn, e'er yet the dew

With summons quick unto our convent gate

A fair young girl. ler feet were
dew—

Another dew was moist within her ey¢

for me,
And as [ went she rushed into my arms
Like weary bird into the leaf-roofed bran h
That sheliered it from storm.
sobbed
Until I thought her very sonl wonld rush
From her frail body, in a sob, to God.
I let her sob her sorrow all away,
My words were waiting for a calm. Ier s
Sank into sighs—and they too sank and «
In faintest breath. I bore hertoas
In this same room—and | spoke
And held her hand in n
With words of sympathy, until she se
As tranguil as mysell.

Le and soothed |

And then T asked:
*What bronght thee hither, child
thou
« Mother’ she said ; ¢ Wilt let me

and w

Her voice’s tone as sweet. She turned to him

Had passed from off’ the flowers and crass, e'e
vet

Our nuns had come from holy Mass — the
came

wet witl

Her large, brown, wond'ring eyes. =he asked

She sobbed and

r

I'o elimb onr Calvary and to meet in God

And this, fair Filel, is Gethsemane

And e is here, Who, in that other, bled

And they are here who came to comfort Him-
His angels and onr own; ‘and His great prayer,
Fthel, 18 ours to-night—I say it, then: ’
Father! Thy will be done Go find your veil
And [ my vestments, He did send me here.

, She paused
upon
Ier closing words and softened them to sighs.
| listened, inward moved but outward calm
and cold,

To the girl’s strange story.” Then smiling said
‘1 gee it is a love-tale after all,

With much of folly and some of fact in it

It is a Leart aflair, and in such things

There's little logic, and there’s less of sense.
You bronght your heart, dear child, but left
your head

Outside the gates—n o and find the head
You lost last night—and then, I am quite sure,
You'll not be anxious to confine your heart
Within this cloistered place.’ i

a few stray tears had dropped

She seemed to wince
Beneath my words one moment ; — then re-
plied :

“If e'en a wounded heart did bring me here,
Dost thon do, Sister, well to wound it more !

If merely warmth of feelings urged me here,
Dost thon do well to chill them into ice?

And wer: | ippeinted in yon world,

Should that ar me from a purer place”

You say itis a love-tale —so it is;

The vase was human—but the tlower divine,
And if I break the vase with my own hand
Will you forbid that I shounld humbly ask

The heart of God to be my lily's vase”?

I’d trust my lily to no heart on earth

Save his who yesternight did send me her

I'o dip it in the very blood of Chirist,

And plant it here)

And then she sobbed ontright
A long, deep sob.’
[ wently said to her
child — 1 spoke to test thee
weep
If thou art called of God, thon yet shalt come
And find e’en here a home, But God is sloy
In all 1Tig works and ways, and slower still
When He wonid deck a bride to grace
Court.
Go, now, and in one year—if thou dost come
Thy veil and cell shall be prepared for thee
Nay—urge me not—it is our holy rule
A year of trial! T must to choir, and thou
Into the world to wateh and wait and pray
Until the bridegroom comes. d
She rose and went
Without a word.

do not

‘ Nay

His

And twelvemonths after «

True to the very day and hour ; and &
CWilt keep thy promise made one year ago
Where is my cell—and where my virgin's veil
Wilt try me more?  Wilt send me back in
I came once with my wealth and was refused,
And now I come as poor as Holy Christ
Who had no place to rest 1lis weary head—
My wealth is gone; I offered it to him
Who sent me here; he sent me speedy word
t(Give all unto the poor in guiet way
And hide the giving—ere you give vourself
To God! ‘Wilt take me now for my

sake ? §
[ bring my soul—'tis little worth [ ween,
And yet it cost sweet Christ a priceless price. |

oWl

My child,; I said, ‘thrice welcome—enter Lere |
A few short days of silence and of prayer,
And thou shalt be the Ioly Bridegroon o

bride,

Her novice days went on ; much sickness fell
Upon her. Oft she lay for wes
In awful agoni and no one !
A murmur froz She oft wonld smil
A sunny, playful smile, she might hide
Her sufferings from us all.  When she was wo
She was the first to meet the hour of prayer

The last to leave it—and they named her well,
The angel of the cloister.  Once I heard
The Father of our souls say when she passed
‘ Beneath that f i

ry weeks

1 her lips.
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shine,

Another and a diflerent hope did
And from her wasted | sweet prayers arose
That made her watchers weep,  Fast came the
end.

Never such silence o'er the cloister hung

We walked more softly, and whene'er we spo
Our voices fell to whispers, lest a sound
he Sisters wald

Might jar upon her ear. i hie

In turns beside her couch; to I

A ventle word, a smile, a thankful look.

\t times her mind did wander; no wild words

Fscaped her lips—she seemed to float awa

I'o far-gone days, and Jive again in scen y

Whoge hours were bright and happy. In her

sleep

She ofttimes spoke low, gentle, holy words

About her mother; and sometimes she sang

I'he fragments of sweet, olden songs—and when

She woke again, she timidly would ask

If she had spoken in her sleep, and what

She said, as if, indeed, her heart did fear

That sleep might open there some long-closed

gate

She wonld keep locked.  And softly as a ¢l

A golden clond upon a summer's day,

Floats from the heart of land out o'er the sea

So her sweet life was passing.  One hright eve

The fourteenth day of August, when the sun

Wi

Around
throne,

She sent tor me and bade me come in haste

[ went into her cell. There was a ligzht

Upon har tace, unearthly ; and it shone

Lake gleam of star ug lying rose,

I sat beside her couch, and took her hand

In mine—a fair, frail hand that scarcely seem’d

Of flesh - 50 wasted, white and wan it was

Her great, brown, wond'ring ayes had sunk awa

Daep in their sockets —and their light shone din

As tapers dying on an Soft

As a dream of beauty on me fell, low,

Last words,

she gave

wrapping, like a king, a purple ¢ loud

him on descending day’s brigh

Mother, the tide is ebbing fast
But e'er it leaves this shore to eross the deej
And seek another, calmer | would say
A few last words, and, Mother, 1 would ask
One favor more, which thon wilt not retuse,
Thou were a mother to the orphan girl,
I'hou gav'st her heart a home —her love a vase
[ler weariness a rest, her sacrifice a shrine
And thou did st love me, Mother, as she loved
A\ hom I shall meat to morrow, far away
But no-— it is not far—that other heav'n
Touches this, Mother. I have felt its touch
And now I feel its clasp upon my soul
I'm going from this heayven into that,
To-morrow, Mother, Yes, 1 dreamt it all,
1t was the sunset of Our Lady s feast
My soul passed upwards thro’ the golden clouds
To sing the second Vespers of the d:
With all the angels, Mother—ere 1 o
Thowlt listen, Mother sweet, tomy last words
Which, like all last words, tell what o'er was tirst
In life or tenderest in heart, 1 cams
I 'nto my convent cell and virgin veil,
Sent by a spirit that had touched mine own
As wings of angels touch-—to fly apart
| 'pon their mission till they meet again
In heaven, heart to heart, wing to wing.
The “Angel of the Cloister,” you called me
| nworthy sure of such a beauteous name
My mission’s over —and your angel goes
To-morrow home.
You'll lay away within a simple grave
But Mother, on its slab thon'lt grave this name
S Ullainee " (ghe spelt the letters ont
Nor ask me why—tho’ if thou wilt Ul tell ;
It is my soul name, given long 4o
By one who found it in some Eastern book
Or dreamt it in a dream and gave it me,
Nor ever told the meaning of the name ;
And, Mother, should he ever come and read
That name upon my grave, and come to thes
Aund ask thee tidings of Ullaines
Thou'lt tell him all- and wateh him it he weep
Show him the erucitix my poor hands carved
Show him the picture in the chapel ¢ hoir
And watch him if he weeps—and then
There are three humble serolls in yonder drawer
She pointed to the tahle in her room
Some words of mine and words of his are there,
Aud keep these simple serolls until he come
And put them in his hands | and, Mother, watct
Wateh him if he weaps —and tell him this
| tasted all the sweets of sacrifice,
I kissed my cross a thousand times & day
I hung and bled upon it my dream
| lived on it 1 loved it to the last \1
A low, soft sight crept thro’ the virgin's cel
I looked upon her face, and death was there

Wilt let me serve my God as e'er

And seemed to ask him with her still, calm I 0k
What brought him there, and waited his reply.
\er come,

e said, “upon an erra more strange |
But thou wilt pardon me and bid me go

1f what I crave you cant cghtly grant,

claim

there,
1Te hung himself upon the blessed cross
With Ethel—she has gone to wear the cr
That wreath the brows of virging who have &k
Their with their souls from earthl)

bodies
taint.
And years and years, and weary years passed
on

Intothe past; one Antumn afternoon, ]
When flowers were in their agony of death,

I would not dare intrud your tir
that as deatl and

a friendship, deep

Her lustrous ey floor, but
1im no reply, very look
Encouraged him to speak, and he went on :

He told her Ethel's story from the first,

He told her of the day amid the flowers,

When they were only 8ix sweet summers old

Him in this cloistered place? 1
Unworthy tho' T he—to be His spon
| Nay, Mother—say not nay
'\ Already broken’—and sl

With those brown, wond'ring ey
more,

More stror
Ihat 1 migh
Hast thou a mother 1
{ She said—'but heaven has her ne
{ Wilt be my mother—and the orpl
Will make her life her thanks,’

¢ Thy father, child 2’
‘Fre T was cradled he was in his grave)
« And hast nor sister nor brother?” ‘N
gaid,

eil of sacrificial black
She wears the white rol her innocence,
ve helieved it. There are Sisters |
rvice, who wonld
swer moved a veil

And we

Of three score ye

CWit)
\A} I

1 ONr men

nt and so pure v heart

fi t, and we loved her 8o

her as angel and as

and wonld come and agk me

| Absentsminded
To walk alone and say her Rosary

Beneath the t She had a voice divine,
And when she sang for us, in truth it seemed

BOR,

The very heart of song was breaking on he

lips.

r

There was a pause-—and in the pat ne w
OF shining t g swept thro’ the M ave
And thus,” she said, " our Ange odiawa
\Wa buried her, and at her last request
We wrote upon the s , ' Ullainee
And I (for she asked me one day t}
The day she hung | picture in the ci
} | planted o'er her grave a white r
I'he roses crept und the slab and nd
| The graven wd still we sometime
1 Ier swee s and we nl y 1
Our Chay
ther rose,
| ithout { lad him th
| long, vi  light of stair
| a hich tarned upon it
| Noisele Chapel dim

| On Gospel side of which re wit

| Irom ceiling down to il and

‘ A long and narrow choir, with many
Brown oaken ; all along the walls were hung
Saint pictures, whose sweat faces looked uj
The faces of the Sisters in their prayers.

|
| Continued on eighth page,

I'his earthly part which stays

B 8
!
i
!




