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In the heart of the Andes, vast interwoven, and mu
tually enfolding mountains cover themselves with gigan
tic forests. The condor, as he wheels above, looks down 
upon an ocean of impenetrable foliage, without a rent 
or break, or insight into the green abyss. So does the 
Precious Blood, in Mass and Communion, mantle the 
whole church with tropical exuberances of grace, as


