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As a chosen handmaiden 
and an esoteric teacher  
sandwiched between the 
forces of Divine Love and 
the Dark Shadow Angels, 
Lori teaches Sister 
Immaculata, the ex-Nun now known as Alicia, about esoteric realities. 
The timing is critical because the Dark Forces are aligning to sabotage 
her and the Child—a female, who is yet to become the Second Coming 
of the Christ Light upon Earth.

The Second Seraph is an autobiographical fi ction trilogy and is a 
suspenseful psychic drama.

Experience the footpath of a seer who, through the use of prophecy, 
revelation and intuition, awakens our own Divine Child, enabling us to 
transform our lives to ones of peace, harmony and everlasting joy.

The Angels – Lori’s Guardian Beings – share profound truths that Lori 
now shares with you, the reader. Everyone has a life purpose; this book 
will help you to discover yours and reveals The Keys.
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Reverend LORI HOLMES-BOYLE, a seer, is an 
Ordained Spiritualist Minister of Canada holding a 
doctorate in therapeutic counselling. At the age of seven 
she realized she had psychic abilities and was able to 
predict her own destiny and the paths of others. She lives 
in France and Canada.
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 PLURIEL

My heart is full of thee, early or late,
Perchance the Moon is crescent shaped to see; yet still the 

visions caped.
And with stairs on starry night and the afterglow of my hurry, I 

can see the white horse galloping his fury.
With hoofs of white armour and tufts overfl owing, he stances 

the trance in me.
He is pooled of eyes, the lotus of disguise, while warm waters 

glimmer the fl owering inner of his quiet gloss of glow.
His mane, roars as waves against the sea; his tail fl ails and 

fl ecks the white upon the darkened.
When the Moon is full in the stallion, and the Sun is hid in his 

belly, the wilderness becomes rest upon his highest hill.
As the mist rises, he becomes a lantern, a beacon fully 

expanding his wings
On hind of leg, he becomes a statue, a song unsung, Pluriel.
He cries of Him as he watches his white against his darkness. 

He gallops the Earth hidden winged.
Only the prancing Spirit is to be seen and the gleam of his 

stride, for he knows what’s inside, what to hide – the Christ 
within.

Flower, he is a beggar to Him; yet alone it’s cold.
Let Pluriel, the cry of Him, hymn.
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THE CLOISTER

SEATTLE, U.S.A. 

May 15, 2009As the sun rose it cast a warm glow upon the three-storey brick build-

ing; the steps up to its entrance were welcoming as were the cloistered walkway of 

arches drawing attention towards contemplative thought.

There were three grottos in the surrounding gardens sheltered by trees and shrubs 

that secluded them; secret gardens that invoked the Divine, one dedicated to Our 

Lady and the others to Teresa of Avila and the Lord Jesus whose effi gy hung sus-

pended from a wooden cross.

In the light breeze, wild violet-coloured lupines billowed behind the gardens 

trailing towards the forest; this was a Carmelite Cloister.

In the early hours of the morning, Sister Immaculata was awakened with a feeling 

of malaise. The slight, 41-year-old nun tried to sit up, but promptly had to lie down 

again; not wanting to vomit on the fl oor, she reached for the wastepaper basket.

Weakened by a fever, she slumped back onto the bed and wiped her forehead 

with her hand. She looked at the clock – four-thirty! Her thoughts dwelled upon 

whether or not she could handle getting up.

This hadn’t been the fi rst morning she had felt sick.

While pondering upon the suffering of Jesus, this sickness appeared tiny in com-

parison – she slid her legs over the edge of the bed and lowered herself to the fl oor. 

She looked up at the crucifi x on the wall and bowed her head in reverence making 

the sign of the cross, thanking Jesus for the affl iction received. It was a teaching 

of humility: not wanting to be dependent was her weakness. She didn’t want it to 

become her life’s Achilles’ heel.

Simon had helped Jesus carry His cross – to the Crucifi xion, she thought.

“Dear Jesus,” she prayed aloud. “Heal your child!”

This feels like the fl u…

“It’s not going to get any better—”
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She groaned as she pulled herself up again, trying to get back onto the bed; a 

sudden knock on the door took her by surprise.

It’s Mother Annunciata!

Mother Annunciata had heard the groan as she passed the door.

“Are you alright, Sister Immaculata?”

“I’m feeling a bit under the weather, Mother – I think I have caught the fl u.”

“I’ll inform the other Sisters—”

“Thank you, Mother. It is best… I rest today.”

“Is there something I can bring you, Sister?”

“A cup of tea would do!” she replied.

“Toast as well, Sister – you must keep your strength up!”

“I’m fi ne, Mother—”

“These things take time to pass, Sister – my prayers in chapel will be for you 

tonight.”

The silence that followed indicated to her that Mother Annunciata had left. Sister 

Immaculata pulled the blankets over her head and began to doze. When she awoke, 

she found the cup of tea beside her bed was cold – as was her toast. The clock on 

the table showed it was seven in the morning.

She fl ipped the covers aside, got out of bed and walked over to the pitcher to 

splash water upon her face. She dabbed herself lightly with the hand towel. She left 

her room, closing the door behind her and walked quietly down the hall.

Am I too weak for this? she wondered.

“Stubbornness is a sin,” she sighed to herself, as she carefully descended the stairs 

to the kitchen, fi xating her eyes upon the statue of Mother Mary in the corner.

“Holy Mother!” she muttered aloud.

She took the last step onto the hall fl oor and made her way over – she grasped 

the statue’s feet and genufl ected. A sudden dizziness overtook her. She remembered 

no more.

It was Sister Mary who found her.

“Sister Immaculata! It’s me, Sister Mary!”

There was no response.

Sister Mary ran to Mother Superior’s offi ce and knocked franticly.

Alarmed by this, Mother Annunciata jumped to her feet and opened the door.

“Quick, Mother, Sister Immaculata has fainted in front of Our Lady’s statue!”

“Sister Mary, go and fi nd Sister Louise. I’ll attend to Sister Immaculata.”

Sister Mary headed to the infi rmary that Sister Louise supervised.

Mother Annunciata hurried down the corridor.
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“Sister Immaculata, wake up, it’s me, Mother Annunciata,” she said, kneeling 

beside the prone woman.

The Sister didn’t stir.

Every passing minute seemed like hours to the Superior, until voices were heard 

down the hall.

“Sister Louise, come quick!” Mother Annunciata said. “Sister Immaculata is not 

responding to my voice.”

The Sisters rushed to her side. Sister Louise placed smelling salts under the sick 

woman’s nose – immediately Sister Immaculata turned her head gasping for air.

“Sister, it’s me, Sister Louise!”

Sister Immaculata fi nally opened her eyes. She noticed the Sisters – and then, 

Mother Annunciata.

“What happened, Mother?”

“You passed out, Sister. Sister Mary found you.”

“Do you think you can walk to the infi rmary?” Sister Louise asked.

“Yes, I think so – at least I can try.”

The Sisters and Mother Annunciata escorted her to the infi rmary and helped her 

onto a bed.

Uncomfortable at being watched, Sister Immaculata felt nervous and tensed up.

“Mother, there’s no need to bother any further!” she exclaimed, making light of 

it all.

“The Doctor is to be called, Sister,” Mother Annunciata replied, catching Sister 

Louise’s attention.

“I’ll call Dr. Maine right away, Mother.”

“Would you like a cup of tea, Sister Immaculata?” Sister Mary asked.

She nodded that she would.

As the Sisters left, Sister Immaculata sat up.

“I’m feeling a bit better now, Mother!”

“That’s a good sign, Sister.”

“I only have the fl u, Mother. I am sure the good doctor has other priorities!”

Mother Annunciata smiled in reply. “Dr. Maine will be the best judge of that, 

Sister!”

Mother Annunciata was the Prioress of the Cloister, the Superior in charge – and 

no one objected to her directions. Her declaration ended the conversation.

“This is just what you need, Sister Immaculata – a cup of tea to perk you up!” 

said Sister Mary, as she entered the room with Sister Louise trailing behind her.

“Dr. Maine will be here shortly, Mother,” Sister Louise remarked.

“Thank Heaven!” Mother Annunciata exclaimed.
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“Sister Louise, will you please stay with Sister until he arrives, I have a few 

matters that need my immediate attention.”

“Yes, of course, Mother.”

���

An hour passed before Dr. Maine fi nally arrived. Sister Mary escorted him to Mother 

Annunciata’s offi ce.

“Good day, Dr. Maine,” said Mother Annunciata. “It would be nice to see you 

other than when one of us is ailing!”

He laughed.

“Dr. Maine – there is something I would like to discuss with you before we go 

to see Sister Immaculata.”

“What is it, Mother Annunciata?”

“Sister Mary will take your coat.”

As Sister Mary took the garment to the vestibule, Mother Annunciata continued, 

“Dr. Maine, it’s about Sister Immaculata…”

“Where is she now, Mother?”

“In the infi rmary, Sister Louise is with her… I asked you to step into my offi ce, 

Doctor, because I feel that Sister Immaculata is holding onto suffering, and may 

not reveal to you all that she should. I thought it necessary to advise you of that 

beforehand.”

“Kid gloves shall handle the situation, Mother Annunciata!”

“Thank you, Dr. Maine.”

Mother Annunciata and Sister Mary accompanied him to the infi rmary.

“Dr. Maine is here!” Sister Mary announced while opening the door for them.

Mother Annunciata nodded at Sister Louise. They walked over to Sister 

Immaculata.

“Sister, how are you feeling?”

“I am much better, Mother.”

Mother Annunciata looked towards Dr. Maine, and then stepped aside for him to 

begin the examination.

“I’m glad you came on such short notice, Dr. Maine,” Sister Louise com-

mented.

“Heaven must have arranged it, Sister. I had no appointments booked for today. 

Besides, you know how I like to pamper Mother Annunciata – in order to stay in 

her good books!”

The Sisters blushed.
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“And, you most certainly are, Dr. Maine, for arriving as fast as you have. We will 

be sure to say an extra prayer for your healing ministry in the chapel this evening.”

“Thank you, Mother. God is the greatest healing power.”

She made the sign of the cross.

“How long have you been feeling ill, Sister Immaculata?” Dr. Maine asked.

“Two weeks – this morning I couldn’t cope.”

He took her blood pressure.

“It’s fi ne.”

“Now let’s see your temperature…”

He placed the thermometer into her mouth.

“It’s a little high, but there’s no cause for concern.”

He examined her throat and ears, and was satisfi ed with the result. Everything 

seemed in order – he began to pack his instruments.

“Just the fl u bug, Sister – rest and recoup is needed. I’ll call in next week and see 

how you’re progressing.”

“Thank you, Dr. Maine.”

“I want you to rest now, Sister.”

“I will, I promise, Dr. Maine.”

The Sisters looked at Mother Annunciata – for they knew she wouldn’t.

“I would much prefer Sister Immaculata remain in the infi rmary, Mother 

Annunciata. The stairs are a long way down from her room and we don’t want to 

risk another fall.”

“Yes, Dr. Maine.”

“Rest now, Sister,” said Mother Annunciata, “I will return later. Sister Louise 

will be assisting you.”

“Dr. Maine, thank you for coming so promptly,” said Sister Immaculata. “I’m 

sure I’ll be fi ne when you call in next week.”

“That’s exactly what I’d like to hear, Sister!”

He smiled as he prepared to leave.

“This way, Doctor,” Sister Mary said, as she directed him to the door.

Mother Annunciata took the lead and escorted them down the hall.

Back at the infi rmary, Sister Louise fl uffed up Sister’s pillows, and, as she reor-

ganized her covers, she suggested, “Some light soup might make you feel better, 

Sister Immaculata.”

“Thank you, Sister Louise – I would have gone to the kitchen myself, if I hadn’t 

promised to rest.”

Taking her leave, Sister Louise smiled and closed the door behind her. She 

thanked God – for small promises.
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The Cloister was a Spiritual hideaway from the rest of the world – and The Blessed 

Virgin’s Grotto behind the house was the perfect place for contemplating Union 

with the Divine. When in full bloom, sprays of lavender surrounded her statue, and 

from a distance Mother Mary looked as if she was standing on a purple cloud – this 

magnifi cent place was Sister Immaculata’s home away from home.

Today was the thirty-fi rst of May, and the feast day of Our Lady.

Sister Immaculata was in the grotto, when suddenly she heard a voice speaking 

to her.

“You will prepare the way for Our Lord!”

How can I prepare the way for the Lord? she questioned.

Two decades ago, Sister Immaculata had felt a call to enter the Cloister, and seek 

the Divine in preparation to communicate with The Blessed in Heaven. Now it was 

happening!

The silence was broken. The statue’s hands and feet appeared illuminated.

A pulsating sensation ran through the Sister’s fi ngers and feet.

Our Lady is coming alive through me!

The scene of the Crucifi xion fl ashed before her – she saw Mother Mary standing 

at the foot of her Son’s cross. Feeling intense sorrow, Sister Immaculata needed 

to touch her crucifi x. Not the large one upon her robe which represented the outer 

struggle of Christ, but a smaller hidden one symbolizing her inner life with Him.

“Hail Mary, Full of Grace, The Lord is with Thee,” she prayed.

���

From that day forward, Sister Immaculata’s behaviour altered; she became melan-

choly and kept the experience in the grotto to herself.

When Dr. Maine called a few days later, to inquire about her health, Mother 

Annunciata had found her praying in Our Lady’s Grotto.

“How are you feeling, Sister Immaculata?”

“A little better… thank you!”

Mother Annunciata glanced at her.

“You look distracted, Sister.”

Sister Immaculata blushed.

“Mother – something has occurred…”

“Have the demons returned, Sister?”

She had once suffered from attacks back when she fi rst arrived at the Cloister.

“Negative thoughts, doubts about my calling are turning over and over in my 
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mind, Mother. I continue to dwell upon the Divine in this mundane world. I’m over-

whelmed. I feel alone – terrifi ed.”

She paused, then blurted out, “Mother, I must confess… Our Lady appeared to 

me in the grotto—”

“Our Lady!” Mother Annunciata exclaimed.

“I am to prepare the way of the Lord, Mother!”

She shared her experience of the illumination, images and deep emotions.

“You have received a great blessing, Sister.”

Sister Immaculata cast her eyes downward and tears welled up in her eyes.

Mother Annunciata searched in her pocket for her handkerchief, and handed it 

to her.

“Ever since that day, Mother, I have had recurring dreams of the Crucifi xion.”

“Surely, the good Lord will relieve you of this burden, Sister!”

Sister Immaculata’s thoughts drifted; a pain seemed to sear in her side.

She winced.

“Are you alright, Sister Immaculata?”

“It’s just a stitch, Mother…”

“It seemed more like a sharp jab to me, Sister!”

“Dr. Maine has advised me that he will be here tomorrow at eight – please 

mention to him about this pain.”

“I will, Mother.”

They walked back to the house in silence; Mother Annunciata’s thoughts focused 

upon the Divine, while Sister Immaculata’s dwelt upon the mundane world.

���

It was three o’clock in the morning. Still wide-awake, Sister Immaculata reached 

to turn on the light. She randomly opened her Bible, and began to read at Matthew 

12:10.

“When seeing a man with a withered hand they asked Jesus: ‘Is it lawful to heal 

on the Sabbath days?’”

As she gently closed the book, she imagined the man stretching forth his withered 

hand, envisioning Jesus transforming this man whole again – when suddenly an 

electrical energy sparked in the far corner. Frightened, she sat up.

“Blessed art thou amongst women!” a voice spoke.

“Our Lady!” she exclaimed.

As she scrambled to kneel, she became aware of a long cloak appearing in the 

shadows.

“Who are you?” she whispered.
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A supernatural Light fi lled the room. The shadowy fi gure became more visible.

“I am Saint Teresa,” the voice replied.

Teresa!

“Fear not, dear Sister Immaculata – your destiny is near.”

Destiny!

Her heart began to throb.

“You are to disrobe, Sister Immaculata!”

“Disrobe?”

“A blessing – a handmaiden is to walk with thee.”

Her senses heightened as Teresa walked towards her.

“Sister Immaculata – give me your hands.”

“Am I dead?” Sister Immaculata whispered out.

“No, Sister, you are alive as I am – take my hands – feel them!”

Sister Immaculata touched her fi ngers gently.

They’re warm!

“Sister, you are to lose your Carmelite robe in order to gain a more Heavenly 

one – and blessed will be the days ahead when a handmaiden will prepare the way 

for the Second Coming – The Coming of the Christ Light Consciousness. I too have 

been chosen to assist you!”

Sister Immaculata pulled her robe close around her.

I don’t want to disrobe!

Teresa’s image began to disappear as the door opened.

“Sister Immaculata, it’s only me, Sister Louise – I thought I heard you speaking 

to someone?”

“No, Sister, I am quite alone – I was just thinking aloud.”

���

Dr. Maine arrived at the Cloister around eight the following morning as expected.

“Good morning, Dr. Maine,” Sister Mary said, as she opened the door.

“Good morning, Sister Mary!”

“Isn’t it a fi ne one, Doctor?”

“Indeed it is, Sister Mary, and may we enjoy many more, if the good Lord 

permits!”

She nodded in approval.

“How is our patient doing?”

“Sister Immaculata is as active as ever, Dr. Maine.”

“I take it then – she’s recovered.”

“We hope so, Doctor!”
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He smiled.

“Sister Louise is with Sister Immaculata in the infi rmary. Mother Annunciata 

will join us shortly, Dr. Maine.”

“Thank you.”

He followed her down the corridor and entered the room, acknowledging Sister 

Louise. He walked over to Sister Immaculata.

“How are you today, Sister… No other problems then?”

Mother Annunciata entered the room, “Good day, Dr. Maine!”

“Good day, Mother Annunciata.”

“Sister seems fi ne – just look at her – she’s glowing!” he said.

“Have you mentioned the pain to Dr. Maine, Sister Immaculata?”

“Not yet, Mother.”

“Sister Mary, could you please attend to matters in the kitchen? We will stay 

with Sister.”

Nodding reverently, Sister Mary left.

“Well then – back to you, Sister Immaculata,” the Prioress said.

“Where did you feel the pain, Sister?” Dr. Maine asked.

She pointed to her side.

“It felt like a jab, Doctor.”

He examined her.

“I think I will arrange for further tests at the hospital, just to be on the safe 

side.”

He proceeded to take her blood pressure.

“Your pressure is normal, Sister.”

“How’s your appetite?”

“Good!” she replied.

He looked at her and smiled.

“Since we don’t want any emergency in the middle of the night, I’ll arrange for 

an appointment as soon as possible.”

“Thank you, Dr. Maine,” Mother Annunciata replied.

“Now, until the results come back, Sister, anything strenuous is out of the 

question. You can walk about, but remember to be careful.”

She nodded.

“Well, then – I’m fi nished here – at least for today!”

“I will see you out, Dr. Maine,” Mother Annunciata said, “and don’t worry – 

we’ll keep an eye on her!”

Sister Immaculata blushed.

He chuckled.
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No sooner had the door closed, Sister Immaculata pulled herself up – a pang of 

guilt came over her.

I must share with Mother, she thought.

���

Sister Immaculata made her way to the garden where she knew she would fi nd the 

Prioress. Mother Annunciata waved when catching sight of her. “Sister Immaculata!” 

she called out. “Please come here and sit with me a moment.”

As Sister Immaculata sat down beside her, Mother Annunciata raised her hands 

– palms uppermost to the sun.

“I hope the sun will ease the stiffness, Sister, although a miracle would be 

better!”

“I’ll pray for one, Mother.”

Mother Annunciata smiled.

Sister Immaculata looked down at the creamy-white La Perle roses in the older 

woman’s basket. 

“What beautiful fl owers, they smell so Heavenly!”

“Angels are near, Sister.”

In anticipation, Sister Immaculata looked around.

“It was one of my mother’s favourite expressions: ‘The presence of Angels 

enhanced the fragrance of fl owers, stopping us in our daily routine, making us 

aware of them.’ God expresses the Divine through fl owers, Sister: He is the Divine 

gardener!”

“All things are created directly by Him, Mother – even apparitions of the de-

ceased.”

“Are you saying the deceased have appeared, Sister Immaculata?”

“Mother Annunciata – Blessed Teresa of Avila showed herself to me—”

“Our beloved founder, Sister!”

“Yes. Her words are still haunting me, Mother.”

“Sister, what did she say?”

Sister Immaculata’s face fl ushed.

“I am to serve ‘The Second Coming’, Mother Annunciata. I will lose my 

Carmelite robe – I have been told that a handmaiden, a blessing on the outside, is 

to walk with me.”

Mother Annunciata took a deep breath.

Something supernatural is embracing the Cloister, she thought.

“It’s not the work of the devil, Mother – I touched Teresa – I held her hands!”



�  THE SECOND SERAPH  �

�  11  �

“Trying to comprehend Divine embrace is diffi cult, and beyond our Earthly 

understanding, Sister. Only faith, hope and charity within ourselves will sustain 

carrying out that which is given us to do.”

After pausing to look deeply into her fl ower basket, she continued, “Contemplative 

prayer in seeking answers is our way, Sister Immaculata. Remember, Jesus said, 

“Ask and you shall receive.’”

“I will pray, Mother.”

Mother Annunciata had always seen the Divine Light from within this Sister; a 

glimmering ray was now shining forth.

Sister Immaculata proceeded towards the grotto…

Resuming snipping the fl owers, Mother Annunciata placed them methodically 

into her basket – all the while her eyes following the Sister until she was out of 

sight.

���

As the sun’s rays shone upon Sister Immaculata’s face, she sensed the Angels were 

in communication – an inner voice was heard.

“Your prayers are to be answered, the veil is to fall!”

“The veil?”

Who are you? she thought.

“I am your Guardian Angel – I will guide you.”

A feeling of purpose uplifted her – the fears subsided. She felt at peace.

The silence then revealed that the Angel had left. She genufl ected, and made her 

way to see Mother Annunciata and revealed what had occurred.

“You are being truly blessed, Sister, and a blessing to our Order!”

Mother Annunciata gently stroked Sister Immaculata’s cheek.

“The Divine seems uncomplicated when reading about it in the stories of the 

Saints, but when it actually happens…”

Sister Immaculata sighed. “Mother, what will Heaven unfold?”

“One would assume, walking around in a state of bliss, Sister!”

“An inner voice told me to share it with you, Mother.”

Mother Annunciata’s face beamed with expectation.

“Sister, we are a fellowship, a Cloister seeking Union with the Divine. God 

touches all of us.”

Sister Immaculata smiled and was comforted.

“The Divine will show us the way, Sister – we just have to keep watch!”
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OUT OF THE DARKNESS AND INTO THE LIGHT

The Sisters encountered the usual stares of the public as they passed 

along the hospital corridor, always getting the attention that nuns seemed to evoke, 

for people are fascinated by their robes and calling. They headed for the elevator 

following Dr. Maine’s instructions to go to the third fl oor.

He was in his offi ce, waiting for them.

“Good day, Sisters, I see you had no trouble in fi nding me.”

“Good day, Dr. Maine,” Sister Immaculata replied.

Sister Mary and Sister Louise nodded.

“Your instructions were easy to follow. Thank you, Dr. Maine,” said Sister 

Louise.

Nurse Higgins entered the room.

“Good morning, Sisters!”

They nodded respectfully and returned the greeting.

“Nurse Higgins, I would like to introduce the Sisters, Immaculata, Louise and 

Mary.”

“I’m pleased to meet you,” Nurse Higgins replied.

“Nurse Higgins will escort you to the examination room, Sisters…”

She escorted them down the hall to the examination room, where it did not take 

long to complete the tests.

On their return trip to the Cloister, the two Sisters consoled Sister Immaculata.

“Don’t be too worried, I am sure everything will be fi ne,” Sister Mary said.

“We are all praying for you,” said Sister Louise.

As they walked towards the main entrance, Mother Annunciata opened the door.

“All went well, then, Sisters?” she enquired.

“Yes, Mother,” replied Sister Louise.

“Good!”

They proceeded through the doorway into the atrium.

“I hope it wasn’t too exhausting for you, Sister Immaculata?” Mother Annunciata 

asked.
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“The examination was over before I knew it, Mother.”

“That’s wonderful to hear!”

“Supper is waiting in the kitchen, Sisters. Sister Martha is attending to it for you.”

���

Later that evening, Sister Immaculata pondered upon all that had happened.

What is happening to me? she thought.

Her head began to spin… a Light upon the wall caught her attention – demons 

came to her mind.

“Satan – get behind me!” she whispered.

Frightened, she took a bottle of holy water from her pocket and splashed some 

into the air – the Light moved to the centre of the room. The fi gure of a lady ap-

peared, dressed in white. A sky blue cape was draped over her shoulders, a hood 

covered her head.

“The Blessed Virgin!” exclaimed Sister Immaculata.

As The Lady moved towards her, fl owers fell upon the fl oor before her. They 

were Roses of Sharon. Sister Immaculata made the sign of the cross.

“You’re bearing a Divine Child, Sister Immaculata – a Child of the Christ Light! 

You must leave the Cloister immediately,” The Lady said. “The ‘Divine Conception’ 

has been exposed, the Dark Forces are about to intertwine and sabotage the Heavenly 

plan – the Child will be in harm’s way!”

Divine Conception – Dark Forces! What is this?

A ray of white Light shone from The Lady’s heart embracing Sister Immaculata 

– in it she saw a child’s face… a girl!

Stunned, Sister Immaculata remained silent.

The Light turned to violet, and the Lady disappeared. Sister Immaculata placed 

her hands upon her stomach.

“I’m pregnant!” she exclaimed.

���

An inner voice spoke.

“A Herod’s consciousness is about to intervene, Sister – you must fl ee imme-

diately!”

Her body shuddered… she closed her eyes and reached for her rosary.

A knock on the door startled her.

“Sister Immaculata – it’s Mother Annunciata!”

Sister Immaculata opened the door.

The Heavenly fragrance of the fl owers in the room fi lled Mother Annunciata’s 
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senses, her eyes widened in amazement; she looked at the Roses of Sharon lying on 

the fl oor and entered the room closing the door behind her.

“These fl owers are out of season!” Mother Annunciata exclaimed.

“Our Lady appeared to me, Mother Annunciata!”

They gazed at the Divine fl owers.

“These fl owers fell before her from Heaven, Mother.”

“Yes, I know, Sister Immaculata.”

“How could you, Mother?”

“Our Lady also appeared to me, Sister Immaculata, whilst I was in the chapel. She 

directed me here to witness these fl owers as proof that what she revealed is true.”

Sister Immaculata trembled.

“I’m feeling a little shaky myself, Sister.”

“Please, sit down beside me… I must share what had been revealed.”

Mother Annunciata fi ngered her beads nervously. “Our Lady told me – you’re 

pregnant, Sister Immaculata!”

Mother Annunciata began rubbing her hands together, as if to build up courage, 

“It’s a female child, Sister – a female Christ Light!”

When Sister Immaculata remained speechless, Mother Annunciata observed her 

placidity. “Sister Immaculata, do you understand – what has been said?”

Sister sighed and looked away. Mother Annunciata took hold of her hand in com-

passion. To Sister Immaculata, Mother was the equivalent of an Angel delivering 

an announcement.

“No one will ever believe me – that it will be a Divine Conception, Mother 

Annunciata!” Sister Immaculata lowered her head. “I must leave. I must hide.”

Mother Annunciata’s eyes saddened.

“Neither I, nor any of the Sisters must say anything about this within the Church 

– the Dark Forces are aligning, Sister Immaculata. They are about to intertwine. The 

Child is in imminent danger!”

Sister Immaculata began to cry.

Mother Annunciata took her handkerchief from her pocket and in a tender caring 

way wiped the tears from the Sister’s eyes.

“I am to face these forces outside this Cloister, Mother Annunciata!”

The thought of a Herod’s consciousness fl ooded into the Sister’s mind.

“You must leave the Cloister, but where shall you go? You’re not worldly-wise 

enough to be outside these walls – and then bear a child – and a female Christ 

Child!”

Sister Immaculata paused as though deep in thought – then suddenly, as if en-

lightened, she straightened her robe.



�  THE SECOND SERAPH  �

�  15  �

“Mother Annunciata, I feel I should just disappear—”

“Sister Immaculata, Our Lady has requested that I help you…” Mother 

Annunciata became pensive. “You will need money, Sister Immaculata. I will leave 

an envelope behind the statue of Our Lady. You and I, and the other Sisters, must 

follow Our Lady’s counsel, Sister Immaculata.”

“What do I do next, Mother?”

Mother Annunciata’s face brightened with inspiration.

“A note left upon your bed, Sister Immaculata, saying you have decided to leave 

the Order – creates a mystery we know nothing about. And then – there’s Dr. Maine, 

he’ll be calling upon us with your results…”

“This is the very reason I must leave immediately, Mother – the pregnancy will 

be discovered. There is no time to waste.”

Mother Annunciata was the Prioress of the Cloister and her plan made sense. 

Sister Immaculata decided she would leave silently.

“Bless you and your Spiritual path, Sister Immaculata. Our prayers will be with 

you – God will be with you!”

Mother Annunciata walked towards the door, avoiding stepping on the fl owers. 

She turned to Sister Immaculata.

“You will need street clothes, I’ll see to it!”

“Thank you, Mother!”

Mother Annunciata stared once again at the fl owers. “I’ll fetch my basket.”

Sister Immaculata walked over and embraced her.

“Many are called, Sister Immaculata, but few are chosen… you’re leaving here, 

but we will not be leaving you. Always remember, as The Good Lord looks down 

upon you out there in that Dark world, He will also be looking down upon us here 

– we’re being separated so as to fulfi l His work.”

Sister Immaculata smiled.

“A great Spiritual blessing is being brought down upon us all, Sister Immaculata 

– we are truly Sisters in fellowship according to the Divine will.”

A look of resolution came over Sister Immaculata’s face… she sensed all was 

in Divine order.

“As one door closes – another opens!” Mother Annunciata proclaimed as she 

walked towards the door – then took one last backward glance imprinting the chosen 

woman’s face into her memory.

She closed the door behind her.

Sister Immaculata’s thoughts turned to the outside world.

Linden… Linden Proctor – could he be the one to help me?
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THE OLD NEIGHBOURHOOD

As the taxi pulled up to the tenement, Sister Immaculata’s memories of 

times passed fl ooded back.

How many times have I climbed these stairs?

She searched through her purse for the fare while muttering a blessing for the 

driver.

“Thank you,” she said as she stepped out of the cab, to face the very place where 

she had last spoken to Linden many years ago – and had fi rst shared her intention 

to enter the Order.

It was the middle of June and people on the street were readily accepting the 

warmer weather. She quickly looked about her and spotted the café across the 

street.

She headed over…

While waiting to be shown to a seat, she observed her refl ection in a mirror.

Who is that woman? she thought.

She looked like any ordinary forty-year-old woman wearing the outfi t that 

Mother Annunciata had chosen for her: brown slacks, a beige top and a cream-

coloured sweater. Her fl at shoes, oddly enough, matched the purse that hung over 

her shoulder; the only other item she possessed was a tiny suitcase that carried all 

her personal belongings.

She smiled at having only the barest of necessities.

Once a Carmelite always a Carmelite!

Her eyes scanned the tables.

“Table for one?” the hostess asked, catching her off guard.

“Yes, thank you.”

She was shown to a table near the window where she could observe the world 

around her today. As the waitress took her order she tried to look inconspicuous; 

she lowered her head.

Someone might recognise me! she thought.

The hostess placed a sandwich and a cup of tea upon her table as a young girl 



�  THE SECOND SERAPH  �

�  17  �

entered the café, a punk rocker with bright-orange hair complemented by a few 

studs pierced through her nose and ears.

Sister stared at her with a curiosity, attracting the girl’s attention.

“Do you like the colour?” the girl asked.

“It’s different, certainly does highlight your face, I must say,” Sister replied.

“I got it done this morning.”

As she stood there admiring her refl ection in the mirror, the girl smiled. The man 

at the counter laughed.

The girl turned to face him.

“It’s a takeout, please: two hamburgers, all dressed, with fries and two cokes. 

That’s all, thanks!”

Her polite manner put Sister Immaculata at ease, encouraging her to converse 

further.

“Do you live around here?” Sister asked.

“No, I’m visiting my friend who lives in the tenement across the road.”

“I’m looking for a cheap place to rent,” Sister said. “Do you think they have 

anything available?”

“I haven’t noticed any signs up, but I’ll check it out if you like?”

“Oh, don’t trouble yourself, dear! I was just wondering if there were many 

elderly people living in the building?”

“There’s only one left. Mrs. Dodd. All the others are now ghosts haunting the 

place.”

Sister smiled at the young girl’s wit.

“Here’s your order,” came a voice from behind.

“Thanks,” she replied. “How much is it?”

She looked over at Sister Immaculata.

“Nice chatting with you!”

“Yes!” Sister replied.

The young girl paid her bill and left, dodging the traffi c as she crossed the road. 

She hurried up the front steps of the tenement.

Sister Immaculata blushed at the lie she had just told – that she was looking for 

a place to live.

She paid for her snack and headed over to the tenement building. She pressed the 

buzzer marked ‘S. Dodd’.

“Who is it?” Mrs. Dodd asked.

“Hello, Mrs. Dodd. I’m an old friend of Linden Proctor. He used to live here 

years ago… I’m visiting the old neighbourhood.”

“Linden has moved, dear, he is now living in Canada… Vancouver!”
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“Oh my – I guess I won’t be saying hello to him today then, will I?”

“Wait one minute, I’ll buzz you in – come up, I’m on the second fl oor.”

Mrs. Dodd peeped out of her apartment door wondering if she’d recognise this 

person – she hadn’t by her voice. As the elevator door opened and Sister stepped 

out, Mrs. Dodd waved to her. “This way!” she directed.

Sister Immaculata smiled to herself as she walked along the hall, recalling how 

Mrs. Dodd’s cat always used to try to escape from her apartment when the door was 

open. Linden had often chased after him for her.

“Do you still have Boots the cat, Mrs. Dodd?”

Mrs. Dodd smiled, for she realised that this was no stranger, as she remembered 

Boots.

“Yes, dear, that’s right! I used to have a cat named Boots. Poor Boots left us 

years ago.”

“Old age gets us all in the end – we just don’t live forever!”

“Come in and sit down, dear.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Dodd.”

“Boots certainly kept me on my toes and everybody else who joined in with the 

chase after him. Why, Linden was always bringing him back to me.”

Sister laughed.

“I remember it as if it was yesterday, Mrs. Dodd.”

“Doesn’t time go fast, dear?”

“Too fast, I’m afraid – it fl ies by us, Mrs. Dodd.”

“Boots was such a wonderful cat, but such a handful.”

Sister Immaculata smiled.

“Now, you said that you wanted to contact Linden—”

“Yes.”

“I have his telephone number in my book.”

“It would be much appreciated, Mrs. Dodd.”

“Wait one moment, I’ll get it.”

Sister Immaculata could not believe her luck.

Mrs. Dodd came back into the room carrying her address book.

“I’m sorry I took so long – it’s this darn arthritis acting up again.”

“I understand. I can’t thank you enough, Mrs. Dodd.”

“You can reach him at…”

Sister Immaculata wrote the number down, and made a note beside it to send her 

a ‘thank you’ card.

“Say hello to Linden when you speak to him, dear. He still drops in from time to 

time. Whom shall I say is trying to reach him if he does?”
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“Just tell him: Sneakers. He’ll know…”

“What an unusual name!” she said writing it down in her book.

“I hope you fi nd him home when you ring – there is nothing like renewing old 

friendships especially after years.”

“Unfortunately, my late husband, Sam – and all our old friends – have passed 

over now. I was always the stubborn one.” She laughed. “I just hope everyone near 

and dear will be waiting at the gate when I get there!”

Sister Immaculata smiled. “The best is always saved until the last, Mrs. Dodd.”

“I never thought of it that way!”

She laughed again.

“I want to thank you again, Mrs. Dodd. I can’t thank you enough.”

“You’re most welcome.”

Sister Immaculata was overjoyed. Once outside she slipped the number safely 

into her pocket. She noticed a crosswalk attendant on the other side of the road, and 

made her way over.

“Excuse me, can you tell me where I can fi nd a phone booth?”

“Yes – walk two blocks down and then make a left. And good luck, I hope one 

of them works!”




