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Airs. K«HtlinK. owner of a Inrg. entato in Win.h.ster. K„Klfln.l ismother of three sons, Harr..Sp.ne..r, and Clyde. ««e.| re pi.

.

Mr. an.l Mrs. F roome an.l their elevenyear oKI dauRhter. LoraineSpencer and Clyde have all the inclinations of youth and timi theirbrother iarr a .sorry companion in their .sports. Harr and Lorninoare deeply attached to ea-h other and have a syn.pHthetic . ,nd nthe.r .nutuHl fr.en.lship for (J. .John Townsend. iJnedicline
Harr and Lora.ne are daily companions of tlie benedictine on hiswalks and many are the stories, mostly historic an.l p.-rtain.nK to

.e.r Mov.d faith that he tells them. On one part.cular Irningarr begs the bencd.ctme for a story. The benedictine tells Barrthe ear y history of the iirotherhood anu the Nun.s and of the ori-gin of the ro.sarv.

Stooping down the benedictine gathers a hand full of pebbles androm a nearby bush he gathers a handful of berries; placing hisband affectionately on Harr's head he says: -In the tench ce.ftur'
Counte.sH Codova left, by will, a .-irculet of precious stones thread-ed on a cord to the statue ofOur Lady' in a certain monastery inorder thaHhen-.,ght tell her prayers accurately. In the twelfthcentury he^poor had to .some extent adopted the rosary «„d theirswere made from pebblea, berries, and sometimes bones." Thes..
facts tok, .n the beautiful language of simplicity, the benedictine
tells I arr and so impressed is he that later, when Loraine joins
them, he insi.sts upon a repetition of the stores for her benefit
Loraine joins Harr in his pleas for stories an.l the benedictine tellsthem of the origin of the nam-^ rosary and the livin- rosary
"Once uiK.n a time a monk seeks the garden at ev"enti.le to recite

Ins Ha. Marys or evening prayers. The splendor of a ,.,rfect day
IS swiftly falling u.to the quiet re.stful.,e,ss of night; the scent ofmany flowers is in the air. The monk's head is sunk upon his
brea.st; the Hgure of 'Our Lady" steals quietly into the garden an.l
stands in s.lent benediction. As tlu^ beautiful words of praver fall
from the lips of the monk they are transformed into ro'sebu.ls,
which drift lightly through rh^ air to<.v.Hr..!. 'Our Lady'; ?he rca.hos
up. gathers the floating bu.ls an.l weav..s them into a garland


