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Ah, what was it the good ship captain sakl -
f

that plunge into the black, tcmpcst-torturca deep

Ah, yes;^ravest of the brave.' And Alexander

dubbed him 'bravest of the brave.

The old priest passed a hand over his eyes.

The vision of shelved walls, of reading table and

the ace-vellow parchment dimly marked u.th

tl^^Zrs, globing under the colored l.« t that

sifted in through the rose wmdow—this %vas shut

'ou Xnother'scene flashed before him-the gag-

ged rip of lightning across the storm, the w.ld

b ackness in which white ghosriy crests reared

Slemselves, the raging desolation, the dark hand

stretched forth to save. Then the vision changed

,

there came the radiant night of stars, the foUow-

ng dawn. th. glowing day, and the revelation of a

Itfong. clear, confident face, dominant over all

Aye, 'bravest of the brave.' " repeated the

Jesuit! is he let his hand drop from h.^ eyes.

"Truly, the ways of God are wonderful!

His glance rested on the parchment.

" 'Though the generations be a score or a hun-

dred.' Surely, it is as thou didst say, splendid

Alexander. Surely in thy blessing was the might

of God For behold, 'tis not alone benedic.on

but prophecy that marks this Parchment! Lpon

thee be the blessing of our Father, the Almighty


