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CHAPTER L —Thr Pleets  wan the
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grirst
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giving the History of Bernadette, gnd describes
The slghtoen tlinen ahe Wil thoe vislons in the

tlo. Laurdes Is renchivd in the early minrns
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CHAPTER 1.—A vivid pletore [a given of the
confunton  whem  the Invalids are Innddd  and
eonveyrd 1o the hospliisl,

CIHATER 11L-"Ths hispitnl s greatly overs
ervewnled, At 1. the pivessnjon to the
Erolto siaris r Mosstals asks the vast
congregation 1o pruy for o great miracle, ns rhe
twdy of the man whe od in the tradn s to be
fmmersed In the pool fn hopes that 1ife will be

Fostorml

CHAPTER 111 —THe abbe mecta hin old friend
. Chaseatgne. The cpowd furpes the abbe to
the poala The dead mun I8 brought in and
e No miruele ocours,  On ﬁnlna ot
tiwe abbe finde thuet Marle has besn bothed with-

out effeot.

CHAPTER IV, <. Chasstigne accomponies
the abbs o 1he Turean of Certiflentions, Kliza
Noudgimt, whose face was made hidesus by A
Tupnin, @solares the wore in sweadily drylng up,
L' Orivntte, who leul Dean in Uhie IR8l stages of
eAnsuttiption, ooies rushing in, shouting, ‘'l am
ournil '’

COHAPTER V.—In thegvening the abbe vinites
Muodle,  Bho be mocl deiessn) and I8 losing her
fulth, = Hpe roands Lo the invalids, conUinualog the
atory of Hernadette, tolling how persecutions fol-
lownd upon ‘the flrst miraclos The recitation
cheers them «p, nnd restores Marie's falth,

! : THIRD DAY,

CHAPTER I —Plerre amd M. e Guermiint have
a amall pom in the Hotel do Appparitions. Piers
digwwvern that Mme, Volmir, the wife of w rlch
Parisian, who has como (o Loundes s n devout
anlm, 1m hid in the wljoining room, oceupled
iy he? lovar, wiom ahe has come on the plle
grimage to meet,  The lutel {s o crowded that
10 e nocemmnry to owall a long time 1o el noseat
At the hreakfust table,  The meal, In the eon-
Susion, Iw far feom pppetiaingg,

CHAPTER TL—Plarre und M. de Guersaint
meet Mme. Desagnonux and Mlle. Raymomde.
They are Jolned by M. de¢ Peyeelongue, to whom
Tonymonde s ongnged.  They visit “the popote,*
where the stretovher beprets,  from all  clisses,
rich and poor allke;, take moals ogether. Por-
misslon I recelved for Marle o ‘[uut?l nonight at
the grotio. The party niso vislts the bullding
whare the hily witer s botiled and where the
cundles are mde.

THIRD DAY.

THIRD DAY-—Chapter TIL

By nightfall Marie was all impatience in
1he Hospltal of our Lady of Sorrows, for she
hadl learned through Mme. de Jongulere that
the Baron Suire had obtained permission
from Father Fourcade for her to pass the
night bafore the grotto, BEvery few minutes
she would guestion Siater Hyacinthe:

"Oh, Slster, pray tell me, s It 9 o'clock
yet?'' “No, no, my good child; hardly half-
past 8, Huore s n good woolen shawl to
wrap about you at davbrouk, for the Gave
18 very near and the early mornlngs are
fresh and cool in thie land of mountains.'

“Oh, sister, the nights nre so fine, and 1
sleap so lttle here In the ward. I cannot
possibly be uncomfortabie out of doors. Oh,
God, how happy I am! What a delight to
pass the entire night with the Holy Virgin!"

Every one ln the ward envied her, It was
an ineffable joy, a wupreme blessing to pray
Shus a whole night In front of the grotte, It
wis sald that the olect certainly saw the
Virgin durlng the stillness of the peaceful
night. But one had to have great influsnce
20 proours guch m favor. The fathors wors
vory loathe to give It, for several Invallds
lind died In consequence, ns though they had
Eono away In some eostatio slumber,

“And then, my chlid,” continued Sister
Hyaclnthe, “tomorrow morning you will take
the communion at the grotto before they
feleh you back here”

Nins o'clock struck. Could Plerre, usually
0. punctual, have forgotten her? They
were telling hiér now aboul the procession
of torohes and candles that slie would see
from beginning to end It she started at
once.  Every ovening the ceromonles ter-
aipated by such a procession, but that of
Funday was always finer, and tonight it
A been specially announced that the pro-
sedslon. would be of extraordinary splendor,
Jeldom  equalled,  Nearly 30,000 pligrims
wonld ‘march, each with o taper in his hand.
Nocturnal marvels were anoout to be dis-
played, stars were aboul to come Gown to
enrth!  And all the Invallds regretted thelr
Rad state that chained them to thelr beds,
#0 that they could witness nono of these
prodigies.

“My dear daguhter,'” Mme. do Jonquiere
sald at last, “here are your father and the
abba,"

Marle, radiant, quite forgot her waiting.

"'Dh, Plorre, 1 beseech you, hurry, hurry."

They took her down stalrs, The priest got

© little cart in readiness  that  rolled
smoothly along beneath the sky so filled with
stars, while M. de Guersaint walked by her
nlde. It was a night without a moon, but
marvelously beautiful, deep blue velvet sky
dotted all over with dlamonds, and the soft
alr was exquisite—a perfoot bath of tapld
alr, perfumed by the mountuln  breeges,
Many pllgrims were hurryving along the
stroet walking toward the grotto, but {t
was i temperate crowd, a select human
flood, showing vo longer the frivolous rest-
lemsneas of the procoding day. As  thoey
reached the Plateay do In Morlasse the
darkness Inereased and they seemed to be
boneath an Immense black sky, in o shadowy
lake formed by the grass pots wnd large
trees, while to the left might he seen point-
ing upward tho thin davk spire of the Ba.
slilea, Plerre was tronbled at seing the
erowd thicker and more dense as they wont
on. In fact, in the Place du Rosaire they
ebuld wearcely move at all,

“We cannot think of Relling mnear the
Rrotio,” he sall, stopping short, "It will be
better to go to xome path behind the pll-
'r:jl.n:' ;tholtpr and wait theps,*

i Wrie wWas most apx i
ttllabul’ the prooession; oA 18 ée he

"Oh, please, dear friend, try to
an the Gave. | can wes It tr’::m |‘t:jtls:.:n'::gr
1 “i._ ﬂ:‘. ?‘}Ihl o go too near."™ :

« A8 Guersaint, who was as ¢
sho, also (nsisted: - e 4y

“Do mot be afrald. T will eome behind
and I will watch that no one Jostles her,"

Piarrs started off again, dragging the earl.
It took hlm & quarter of an hour to get -
der one of the arches Lo the right of the
ramparts, so great was the erowd Just there
He found aftorward that by going across
toward the quay, on the banks of the Gave,
that there were only spectators standing on
the sldewalk, so he went on for about fifty
yards, and, pushing the cart directly agalnut
the ralling, they had a flue view of the
grotto,

“Will you be comfortable here?

“Oh, yes, thanks, But I must sit up. 1
shall see much botter."

M. do Guoersalnt ralsed her on hor spat,
and then got up himself on the stope bench
that s placed from one end of the quay to
the other, A crowd of sightseers wore packed
there, as on some ulghts when fOreworks are
to be uet off, Al streiched their necks
standing on tiptoes. Even Plerre fell inter-
ested, although as yel there was nothing to
be sosn.

Thare were already 50,000 persons preseol
and more were comiug each moment, AN
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vartied A eandle
twist of white paper, on which was printed
pieture of Our Lady
Theue eandles were not yot Jightod,

protta, hrilliantly [lominated, might

ont a bright Hght ke that from a [orge.
murmuring and the
many feet gave one the Impression of thou-
sands of people belng Jammed and sgueszod
deep shadows,
fluttering Hke & Hving tablecloth
were under the
trees Beyond the grotto In dark places that
Finally a few candlon

wors 1ot sspectad,

sudden stars plercing through the obseurity
number Increaned
islands of stars formml,
on other Aldes milky ways and long trails
sntire constellations.
0,000 candles were sparkling one by one,
nearer and usarer, completely overshmdowing
the bright glow of the grotto, and rolling
from one end of the promenado tn Lthe other,
Httle yellow Names,

' murmured Marie, “oh, Plerre, how
It is like the resurrection of the
the mouls of poor people that wike
ngain to shine'
M. de Guer-
knint In the enthusinam of his artistic satis-
“Look over there,
that are cut In two and form a cross.’
Plerre was greatly touched by what Marie
weak flames,
searcsly n point of Mght, were indeed like

those twno tralls

ever made known and showed In the splen-
dor of the bright sunlight,
constantly appearing far off and nlmost os

New ones ware

le murmured,
no vaclllating,
Do you see It, Marie? How it grows and
coney slowly towiard ug to lose Itsell in the
great lake of fire!™

One coull now see ps clear as In the day.

tensely green, llke painted trees In scencry

with thelr embroideries and
sllken cords, and the whole reflected all up
the rock, even to the Basilea, whose splre
at present appeared perfectly white agalnsi
the blanck sky; while on the other side of the
hills were also plainly visible,
showing the pale facades of the convents In
the midst of their dark trees,
momant of unesrtainty.
overy wick of which was ke a small wave,
rolled Its sparkling stars an though It would

The fiery lake,

There wat a motion for-
“Hullo,” snid M. de Cuersalnt, “they
are not coming this way, then.'

Plerre, who knew about It all, then ex-
the procession first  started
lines established at certain dis-
tances on the wooded hills, then,
behind the Basiliea, it came down the ram-
part to the right and might be seen crossing
through the gurdens,

“See, the first candles are gol
can see them among the trees.’

It was a falry scone.
lights stretched from the vast assemblage
delicately that jt
distingulsh  what
them on earth, They moved like sunbeams
Soon there was an
ablique lne, then the line doubled by a sud-
den turn, and a new line was seen, that in
Finally the entire hill-
slde was covered by a 2igzag of fire, such as
those strokes of Hghtning that are seen in
luminous line

banners waved,

The little trembling

moved nlong,
into the darkness,

ity tufn went round,

and slowly, Once
wounld ocour a brief eclipse, when the pro-
cesslon passed behind some group of trees,
Farther on the candles reappeared, upward
#s they turned by a complieated path, in-
terrupted continually, but always rejoined
they did not go further, for having reached
the top of the hill they disappeared over the
last turn of the road,
In the erowd:

“There they are turning behind the Ba-
Oh, It will be twenty minutes yvet
before they come down.on the other side!™
“Yes, madame, thera are 30,000, and it will
be at least un hour befare the last ones
leave the grotto."

Before the start a hymn had been sung in
the mldst of the two mutferings of the
crowd, It was the compline of Bernadetts,
the glxty verses, each with Its angelle salu-
tatlon. ns a refrain, In its soothing messure,
When the sixty verses were finighed thoey
wore commenced again, and thus the rhythm
wont on endlessly, “Ave, ave, ave Maria,"
overpowaring the senses, overcoming
members of the hody, carrying away little
by little these thousands of persops in a sort
of waking dream-—a full visien of paraiise.
All the night long, even when they slept,
the bed ssemed rocked by Its measure, and
thoy still sdng the song:

“Are we golng to remaln
de  Guersaint,

Voices were heard

who was quickly tired
It is all alike."
Marin, who had heard people
the crowd, now sald: “You were right, Plerre:
It would be better to go back there under
I want =0 mueh {o see (t all”
“Cortainly,” answered the priest, “we will
find o place where you can see everylhing.
The hard part will be to get out of this.'
The crowd of spectators had Indeed closed
them In, almost as with & wall.
obliged to open & passngeway by begmeing for
a little room for an invalld, and by so doing
he obstinately got
turning she could still sée the flaming cloth
in front of the grotto, the lake, with its
that fowed ever on
without sseming
whils M. do Guersaint closed in the ranks by
protecting the cart agninst the shoving and

shining waves,

They finally found themselves free of the
They wore near one of the
arches, In a deserted spot, where they were
able to breathe for a moment,
only hear the distant hymn, with its recur-
ring refrain, and saw nothing but the reflec-
a sort of luminous
mist, flonting up on thoe side of the Basilica,

crowd and apart,

knint, “would be to go up to the Calvary.
The mald at the hotel told me so this morn-
It seems the view from up there |s Hke

But thot could not be eontemplated, Meorrs
showed how diffenlt it would be to go.

“How could we ever got up so high with
the cart? Then coming down would be vary
dangaraus at night, and with all that pushing

Marie herselt preferred to remain In the
under the trees, where It was s0
80 they started off and reached the
esplunade, opposite the statue of the Broeat
This wus IlHluminated by
meins of colored glaxsos, that made It look
splentor, with an aureole
blue and yollow lamps. In splte of his de-
votion, M. de Guersaint thought this In ex-
ecrable taste,

“Heore,” sald Marie, “near this grove we
shall be very well placed,"

Bhe showed & group of shrubs at one side of
the pllgrims’ sheltor, und indeed the spol wus
an excellent one, for the procession could be
plainly seen us It went down the left rampart,
and might be followed as far us the new
bridge, all along the grass, as It described the
double puraflel movement golng and toming.
Then, too, the proximity of the Qave made
the follage oxquinitely fresh.
there as yel, and one might enjoy an lnfinite
peace | the thick shade of the lurge plan-
talns that bordered the pathway,

M. de Guersaint stood on his tiptoes, lm-
patient to see the first candles reappoar after
turning round the Basilics,

"Nuothing con be seen yot," he sald, “Well,
then, 1 abull sit down on the grass for o few
minutes™ My legn ure perfootly broken.'

He Wwas troublied about his daughter,

“Do yod Want me to cover you up?

1 am not cold,
It s w0 loug witoe | breathed such
There must be roses

deliclous air,

about here. Do you not smell the dellelous
fragrance ¥
Then turning toward Plerre: “"Where are

! the romew, my ipar friend? Can you see

them anywhers ?'"

Ax soon us M. de Guersalnt gat down be-
slde Marle's cart Merre thought he would
look about and see If any beds of roses wers
planted near by, Bul ho searched through
the darkest gross plate in valin: he could only
find groups of green bushes and shrubs,  As
he wias cuoming buck he passed the shelter for
pligrime and for simple curlosity he looked
In,

It was n large room with n very high cell-
ing, lighted by big windows on both sides.
It war puved with stones, and tho walln were
bare: there was no furniture except benches,
shoved all over the place, every which way—
naot o single table ar even a board, so that
the plligrima who had no lodging place but
thig had plled thelr baskels, thelr parcels
and thelr vallses on the window silla, that
were thus changed Into receptacles for lug-
gage. The room was empty Just then, for
all the poor people who occupled 1t were

! probably At the procossion. Notwithstanding

the wide open door the place was filled with
a most Insupportable smell; walls Impreg-
nated with misery; the soiled flagatones, that
were still damp in spite of the glorious sun
of the preceding day, with spittting, grease
and spilled wine. Everything took place in-
aide thoss walls, sleeplng and enting, in a
mans of dirty peaple and Althy clothes.
Plerre was sure the odor of roses «dld not
come from this spot. He walked round the
room, lighted by four smoky lanterns, think-
fngg it ahsolutely empty, when he wuas sur-
priged to see a vague form aghinst the left
wall. A woman «dressed In black, holding a
white bundle on her knees, She was quite
alone In her solitede and did not move,
though ler eyves wera wide open. He ap-
proached and recognized Mme, Vincont, who
gild to him In a low, broken hearted volce:

“Yes, Rose hos suffered so much today.
She has not stopiped moaning ever sinee day-
break.  Then, as rhe fell aslesp about two
hours ago, 1 do not dare to move lest she
wake and suffer again.”

So she remalned as motionless as a martyr
mother who for months had held her ehild in
one position, hoping thereby to cure her.
She had brought her to Lourdes in her arms,
had walked with lier thus, had slept with her
child In her arms, having no room, not even
a bed at any hospital.

“‘Is the poor little thing no better?' asked
Plerre, with a bleeding heart.

“No, Abbe, no. 1 do not think she is.”

“Rut,”* he added, *‘you are most uncoms-
fortable on this bench. You should have
made some arrangement not to remain in
this way almost In the street. Some one
would have gladly glven your little girl a
lodging, 1 am sure."”

“0Oh! sir, what good would that do? She
Is now on my own knees. And perhaps I
might not have been allowed to remain with
her Ike this. No, no, | would rather have
her In my arms, Perhups that may be the
means of saving her life.”

Two great tears rolled down her motionless
foce and ghe continued in a choked volee:

“I am not entirely without money. 1 had
40 sous when I left Paris, and of that T still
have 10. Bread is enough for me; as for
her, my little darling, she cannot even take
a drink of milk. 1 have enough to last
untll we start again, and I{f she ls healed,
oh! wo shall be rich, rich, rich indeed.”

She leaned forward, looking by the vaoll-
lating light of the neighboring lantern at
Rose's white face, whose lips were parted
by a faint breath. “See how she sleeps,
Abha. Do you not think the Holy Virgin
must take pity on her and cure her? We
have only one more day, but I do not de-
spair, and 1 am going to pray this entlre
night without moving, Tt will he tomorrow;
wa must live for tomorrow."’

An Infinite plty surged over Plerre, who
moved away, lest he, too, might burst Into
tenrs,

“Yes, yos, my poor woman, hope on.'

And he left her nlone In that great room.
deserted and foul smelling, amid the con-
fusion of the benches; motionloss In her sor-
rowful mother love, fearful lost the heav-
ing of her bosom should nwaken the Invalid,
Like one erucified she prayed on, her mouth
shut, yet her prayers most ardently uttered.

When Plerre reached Marie she asked him
quickly:

“Well, and the roses? Are there any
near us?"

He did not wish to sadden her by telling
what he had just scen.

“No; I searched all over the lnwn, but
there are no roses.’”

“It I8 singular,'” she sald drewmily. “The
odor of them (s 8o faint, yel 8o penetrating.
Do you not smell them? Now, at this mo-
ment, it s very strong, as though all the
roses In parandise were blooming about us
tonight.”

Bhe was Interrupted by a slight excluma-
tion from her father. M. de Guersaint was
standing up again, as he had noticed that
the luminous specks were on the top of the
rampart agnin, to the left of the basitica.

“There they are at last.'’

It was, indeed, the head of the procession
that was appearing, The bright lights
seemed to swarm at once, then streteh out
In a double osclliating line.  The darkness
hid everything; so they scemed to be very
high up, as though issulng from the un-
kuown region, At the same time the sooth-
Ing and enlmlng hymn commenced agnin, but
it was so far off, so falnt, that it seemed
more ke an approaching squall rustling
among the trees,

“I told you 80" murmured M, de Guer-
salnt; “we ought to have been on the Cal-
vary to sce all"”

1e canme back to his orlginal idea in lis
chlldlike obatinacy, deploring that they had
choaon the worst place from which to spe.

Murie finally sald: “But, papan, why do
you not go up to the Calvary? Thore |Is
still plenty of time. Plerre will stay with
mi, And,” she added, with a sad smlile,
“nobody will ran away with me. Do go.'

He refused, only to suddenly comply, In-
capable of reslsting the Impulse of o wish,

He would have to hurry and cross the
Brasa in fast time,

“Do not move from here; waitl for me un-
der these trees, [ will tell you all | see from
up there.”

And Plerre and Marle remalned alone In
their obscure ocorner, that was fAlled with
Lthe perfume of roses, yot not n single flower
wiis  In  sight. They did not spsak, but
looked at the procession ns It ol down,
gilding mftlf'. yut smoothly.

It looked ke a double hedge of twinkling
gtars, whicl, beginning at the left corner of
the Basillea, followed the monumental ram-
part, whose contours were thus marked
clearly. From this distance the pllgrins
who exrried the candles were not visible, and
only the moving lghts were seen, tracing in
reguliatsd movements the ocorrcet lHnes of
the bulldings. Even the monuments them-
selvos were vague In the nlght atmosphere,
and seemed scarcely indiested by an appar-
ent inoreaso of gloom.  Bul little by little,
as the number of candles increassl, the
architectural lines shons forth—tLhe slender
pinnacies of the Basllica, the Cyclopean
arches of the ramparts, the hesavy, over-
wolghtod facade of the Hosary, That unin-
terrupted river of bright sparks, that flowed,
that lowed slowly on, with the obstinate
foroe of a stream that has overflowsed its
banks and that nothing oan stop, looked at
last like the aurora, a glowing mist that In-
vaded, that finally bathed the whole horizon
with Its glory.

“Look look, Plerre!” cried Marie with an
whmost ohildivh ploasure. "It never aeema
o stop—It still keeps coming.'’

In fact, the sudden apparition of little
sparks contlnued with & mechanioal regular-
fty, us if some inexhaustible celoatinl spring
had  bubbled forth with this  gol-
den  liguld fire, The hend of the
procession had roaohed the  gardens
that are on a level with the statue of
the orowned Virgin, so that now the double
line of lights marked out both the circles of
the Rosary und thone of the large arches of
approach. The approach of the multitude
mufde itsell felt by a motion jn the alr, a
palpable stir coming from a distancs, and
above all sounded the voltea singing the
compline of Bernadelte. and a confuslon of
barsaonios floated the refralp, ““Ave, ave, ave
Marin.' In & rhythmie tone, that rose higher
and higher as they walked,

“Ah!" euld Plorre, ""that refrain-—it enters
inte the wery wsoul. 1 feal am though my
whole being would end by singing it.*

Marle again laughed lke & child,

“PThut Is trae; 1t follows wme evorywhers,

theough her burning tears never fo fnr!ﬂd

I heard it even whin asieep, and now W
B0 B him. Yeara on,

me “onen more and
enrthly things.'’

Ahe stopped to way:

“There they are pow, on the other side of
the lawns, just oppoeite us.'

Now the procossion wan coming down (he
right hand path, #ad after going round the
Crows of the DOretous,. quite round (he grass,
It would go down by the other right hand
It would take abont fifteen minutes
to exectite this movement,
doubile Une formed-two long parallel lines of
flsme, that terminated Jo a figure of a trl-
The constant wonder
win the march withhnt censing of this aerpent
of fire, whose golden wingd erawled 10 gently
along the black eagth, drawing |taelf out al-

Iifta ma above

y B H
with alt ho
being a1 wunan gonoe fer erver.
thelr whale story, an ardent tenderness Loo
long averjooked, then the total rupture as
ther had both
really llved noar 10 ohe anothar,
the wretehnsd
which the eldest sister tried by her toaching
to make bearable; the wretehed lodging they
had Jeft to make Lhie trip to Lourdes, aftor

with lis own dotbis und her firm faith that
hndl saugnered,
nd themuelves thud together In that dark
sorpor on such a perfect night, when thore
woemed to be an many stars on the earth aw

wmphal sert of sup

body ware without end, Several times groat
Marte had till now retalned ber Innocent,
ehildiike naturas,
best and purest, sakl hor tather.
at the age of 12 by her aceident, she had
never grown any
heart 13, always infantine and
backward—all by renson of the catastrophe
had annihilited  her,
in her vacant eyos,
and alr of ubsentmindodness, as though she
wis Ineapable of wishing for anything more,
Burely no woman's natnre was
stopped an mhe
velopiment—she

thinned as If abont to snap In two, but order
lind been re-ostablished, the gliding had ros
tomimeneel with siow reguiarity.
way huad fallen from above, rolling down its
falling worlas, thit reached the earth to be-
A blue clearness cove
anly remained the
troes appeared as

vome brilllant stars,
monuments and the her absent look
though seen in n deonm through the mysteri-
ous light of the thowssnds of candlos, whote
number evor Inerpasud,

Marie gove a sigh of admiration and could
find no words to oxpress her feslings.
could only repeat:

“Oh, how lovely, my God! how beautiful.
Do look, Plerre, ts 1t not beautiful?"”

Now that the procossion was passing with-
In 4 few feet of them It no longer resembled
the rhythomical marech of stars unsupporied
Forms were now easlly
distinguished throogh the minty MHght, and
they recognized sovornl pllgrims who ware
First of all Lin Grivette,
who lonlated In taking part In the ceremony,
notwithstanding the late hour, exmggernting
her cure and repeating that she bad never
So whe %ept up her springing
step and dancing, although the fresh night
alr was giving har a ohill,
Viguerons, the futher leading, carrying his
candle very high up, followad by Mme, Vi-
gueron and Mme. Chase, drageing ther tired
legi along, while poor little Gustave, quite
exhuusted, striek the sand with hls eruteh,
his right hand being eovered with the drlp-
the uable bodied
weore In the procession, among others BElise
Rouquet, looking lke some damned apparl-
tion, with her red, uncovered faco,
wore lnughing,
aiured girl of the preceding year, Sophie Cou-
her candle as though it
RHows and rows of heads
pussed by, most of them women of the lower
having sometimes superh fen-
tures that were seen for a seeond, then lost
in the fantastical light.
woulidl never stop, others followed on so: fast,
and o tiny, timkd Hitle shadow turned out to
be Mme. Maze, whom they never would have
recognized hud she not turned her pale face,
for an lostant toward

in her very de-
had remainsd a great
well behaved, In whom her waking passion
whn sutisfled by mrent
Bhe bhad no other romance than the tearful
farewell she had
thot had filled her being for ten years. Dur-

kinsex on thoe

har bed of pain ahe
further than that
good mealth he wonld never have become o
priest, but they would have llved together.
Bhe never read romances,
they giuve her maintained her spirit
exultation of a superhuman
worldly sounde ceasad at

by human hands,
Had she been

T s The ploun books

when in former days thoy used th take her
Then came the from one end of Franes to the other, from
somnambulist,
anything beyond
bility, the tle that bound her to her sex
All this purity and
thig lovely, suftering girl, grown only in her
sad physleal =tate, in a eondition of mind
the awalkening of love was an far
nwny na though she were still 13,

Marie's hand stole throuegh the darkness to
take Plerre's, and when she met it ecoming
towinrd her own she pressed It for a long
Ah, what joy! They had never tasted
0 pure and perfoct

and the little

teau, played with
hnd been a stick,

¢lgn charm of sbadow and mystery. Around
! them was only the cirdle of atars., Even the
It seemed as If it | wongs of the pllgrims intoxicated them as
would be oured
day when she had passed p night of happi-

She would Implore ler
were face to
She understood

Holy Virgin listen.
the moment they
and nothing would prevent.

IMierre to Marle.
“There are the firat lights of the procsasion
Just reaching the Place du Rosaire, and [ am
suré more than haif the pligrims have not
yet passed the grotto.”

Mnrie lifted her oyos.
Indeed notleed, on the laft corner of the Ba-
uilica, other lights sarging
without a break, in a sort of mechanical mo-
tion that appeared to go on without stopping

look,"" explained

when he had expressed o desire to pass the
entire might also before the grotta,
Far away she had
of relief that he was thus
going to kneel like a little child and implore
the Almighty Mother to give him back his
ngw their clagped hands
repeated these things without saying any
They promlsed to pray for
oach other, to forget self for that other self
with so great o longing to be cured fn the
mutunl *happiness that in that moment they
touched upon a divine love that asks only
It was o heavenly enjoy-

“Ah,” alie sald, “how many souls are in
For each one of theae little flames
is a soul that sulfers and is forgiven, is It

further words,

Plerre was obliged to lean forward to hear
what she said, for the canticle, Bernadette's
had dazed  him,
stroam of singers passed so close to wheare

The 'volees burst into a growing
the verkea bécame
diviston of the procession singing Its own in
a melody of ecstatic bliss that secmed os
though possessed und hearing only
It was a® 'mmense, Indistinet clam-
oring—the lost olainor of w crowd about to
become drunk by the ardor of thelr own
And ever ns they =ang the refrain,
“Ave! Avel Ave! Maria!"’ returned, dominat-
fng with Iits rhythm of possessive frenzy,
Pilorre and Marie wero greatly surprised to
suddenly see M. de Guersalnt appear.

“Ah, my childten, 1 Ad not wish to gat
belated up there, so [ huve trossed through'
the procession twica (o get here,
It certainly is the first really fine
thing 1 have seen sinee I arrived here.*

And he began to degeribe the processlon as
he had seen It from the heights of the Cal-

to bo sacrificed.

“Ah!" murmured Plerre,’ ‘this lovely night.
its shadows that cover over all
hideous persons and things; this Immense
refreshing peace, In which I would gladly
assuage my doubts.'

His volce sank, Marle sald presently very

“And the roses, the perfume of the roses,
Do you snot smell them, my dear friend?
Where are they,

“You, yes, 1 smell them, but there are no
I should certainly have seon
for 1 looked for them everywhere.'

“How can you say there are no rosoes,
when they are filling the alr sround us with
thelr fragrance and we are bathed In thelr
perfume? There are moments when the odor
is so powerful that T am faint with joy, just
They must be here, myriads
at our very feoct.'

“No; 1 declare T have looked everywhere.

“Just Imagine, my dear ehlldren, another
glkey below reflecting the one above, but a sky
with but a single constellution, immense, en-
Those myriuds of stars looked very far
off in the sombre depthe, and the atream of
fire looked exactly like a monstrance—yes,
indeed, n true monstrancs, the face of which

Invisible; they must be the grass on which

thelr odor must come from the ground itself,
or from the stream yonder, from the moun-
talns and [rom the

They were silent for o moment, then she

“How good they smell, Pierre!

praniphes Ly the tvo pankiiel maths, and the a8 though our united hands held a bouquet.*”

host by the round grass plot that crowns
It was llke a monstrance of bur-
nishod gold, that beamed through the dark-
ness with the perpetual sparkling of living
no other lden—it was

Indesd, T have never

from you, yourself, Marie, that the perfume
comes, as though the roses were growing in

The procession still
the brilllant sparks still showed
rounding the Baslllea, sparkling through the
obscurity like an Inexhaustible spring.
fmmense stream of lttle moving flames in
their double cirele striped the darkness like a
The spectacle wans finest on
the Place du Rosalre, where the head of the

glgantle and supreme. They no longer spoke.

seen anything so extraordinary.'

He waved his arms, beslde himself with
his artlstlc emotion.

“Dear lttle father,' sald Marie, tenderly,
“as you have come back you really ought to
It is noarly 11 o'clock and you
know you start at 2 In the morning."*

Bhe added declsively:
plensure to have you make thls excurslon,
only be back early tomorrow evening,
ecouse you will see—you will see—"
her certuinty of

ribbon of fire.

“It gives me such | goybled on Itself, making clreles within clr-

a kind of endless ball that

woan ke a burning
ball, o ball of fire round which ran the blnz-
ing ribbon, whose end
tho blage inerensed the cirele became a pond,
The whole great sguare of the
Rosary wias ohanged Into o sea of fire, with
itg shining waves, hubbling ke a whirlpooel

Boon the eclrele

“You are right. T will go to bed,” snld M.
de Guersalnt, quile qulet now,
Pierre Is with you 1 am not worrled,”

“But,' she crled, 1 do not wish Plerre to
pass the whole pight with me,
taken me to the grotto presently he will join
I shull need no one,
Comaes  Lomorrow
take me buck to the hospital.”

Plerre was silent, then said slmply:
no, Marie, 1 shall stay,
night, as yon do, before the grotio,”

She opened her lips to speak, to insist, to

of an aurora Hghted the Basllica.
of the horlzon was
lated candles might be seen fur on the roads,.
persons  pleking
means of their 1ttle lapnterns.
the Monnt of Calvary the tall end of the pro-
for stars woere
traveling along up there almost in the open
Then there came 4 moment when the
last eandleg appeared, went round the grass
plota, flonted and were swallowed up In the

The first litter
morning will

Apart, o few iso-

1 intend to pass the

that she could percelve a sorrowful thirst for
heppiness that possesaed him, 80 she held

her peace, touch@l Lo her very heart,
v were burning there, turning and Alokering

under the great, ealm sky, whose very stars
soemod  pale.
the bymns, whose penetrating sounds nover

“take care of yourselves,
hoth very sensible.
worry about me."

Ho kigged his daughter fervently, pressed
the young priest's hands, and went off, soon
lost to view in the ranks of the processlon
that he once more passed between,

They were quite alone In that shadowy,
solitary coroer,
as ever lying
kneeling down

Ho good night.

* that sounded llke the ernckling
of these hearts of fire that were belng oun-
sumed by thelr prayers to dellyer souls from

cundles weont
foll with all its power, very dark and very
woft, yot Pierre and Marvie found themselves
atill sitting thers, hidden beneath the mys-
terles of the trees, thelr bands Intertwined.
Fur away in the obscure streets of Lourdes
there were anly pligrims who had lost thelr
way, asking to bo shown the roud to thele

heavenly, and all jhe time the strings of
pandle lghts went on and thon gatherod all

thers no longer remalned
troce of the tippling that had gone on there
It was a% though a purifying wind
from the mountains had gwept awny those
noxtous smells of cooking and eating, thone
gluttonous Joys of Sunday, the burning and

loaves, all that prowled about had gone to
rest at the end of this fete day.

oftable perfume of roses that did not exist.
CHAPTER IV,

Marie's cart as far ns the
grotto, and then placed it as cloke as poss
It was after midnight.
Atout 100 people wers there, some of them
pitting on the benches, but the greégler nuim-
her kneellng, as though transfixed o prayor.
grotto looked
ity shining candles,

Pierro pushed
frosh moisture fram the Gave was deliclous, | sible to the grating
bringing on 1ts 61 mists the odor of strange
mystery was
marged in the soverelgn peace of night, and
there remained nothing of the hoavy morn-
candle Ramoes,
companion had edmpared (o suffering souls
about to ha relsnsed.
state of reposa| and
Sincoe he had come up here all the dlsagree-

chapells ardente,

It was an oxquisite | the stutue of the Virgin, white and placid as

Mlimitable hope.

looked llke »
to bloom agnl,

arutohes that lined
trellis of dead wood nboul
The night appeared darker by this bright
light, the surrounding objects were drowned
in the thick shade whers no longer existod

voracious appetites, the Importuning of the
beggars, the spolled and prostituted condl-
tion of the old town, nll these had vanished
one by one, to lesve only the sense of divine
this howvenly
his wholo being was bathed aw It wore Iu the
witers of resurredction,

Marie, too, was peastrated by this feeling

how comfortable one can be here

voleo of the Gave, with Ity flowlng wators,
from which came such a refresbing damp-
ness, gove presage of an lmpending storm
under the calm summer sky,
“Oh, how happy It would make
Bluncho to see all these wonderful things!"
Ehe was thinking about her sister, whom
sho had left behind in Paris, in the toll of

Piorre noftly, “are you cold ™"
shivored, but

that seemed to whispsr from
ovor the grotto

“No, tno; | am very well off, jusl put the
ahawl over my knees,
do not worry ahout me
ong olse since 1 have Her"

Her volce saak
closped, her eyes raised to the white statue
transfiguration of her sntire

wliugple word—the
whom ahe had not spoken sinoe her arrival
surging under
calim exterior—was sufflcient
the memory of the past,

Thus Marle and Plerre without saying a
thelr childhood-—the
arclont games In the two gardens, barely
soparated by the low hedge.
parting, that day when he sntered the wem-
icary and she bad kissed his chooks, vowlng

I do not need any

in a beatific
poor Utile sick faoce,

Plerre had, bowever, rou alned by her alde
a4 few muments,
have lkod to weap bher lo hor sbawl, for be

lyed over again

Then came the
would greatly

saw Ler thin Htts hands trembila.  Dut he
Svared to Irritate har, and #0 was willing to
humor hoer (ke 4 child, aithoudh; as ahe ant

with her vwo elbowas on the slge of her onrt, |

dlve peemetl o Jonger to be aware of hin
presencs

A beneh stood neur, and as he wat Juwn to
think s while himaelf his eyes (el on a
woeran knoeling In the shadow dressed In
bMack: ahe wan so slight, so obliternred, so
Inkighifloant, that ar Brat he had not per
celved Ner, she war o completoly swallowed
up In the Aarkness,  Then He recognlzed her
o be Ming. Maze The reeallection of the
letter ahe had received daring the day taaile
him  plty  her He rFeallped hor dospair
tEIn sollitary crediure, who had n physienl
lin to exre, but only asked the Moly Virgin
o conwolé the sorrow of her heart Ly enn-
virting her unfaithful husband. The letter
duubtiess contatned mome harsh answer, for

her fnee bent forward, she appeared to be |

humilinted and annibilated like some downs
trodden cremture.  Bhe only came to the
Rrotto mt night, glad o forget horself and
feal able te weep there for hours, ehduring
her miartyrdom, Imploring for o retuen of
lils tenderness, yor unpsrovived by anybods

Her lips even did nol move It wan hor |

broken hoart that praved, that begged 1o
poksoan once agnin her share of love and of
happiness.

Ab! It war that thirst for happiness that
brought them all to this spot, these wounded
hearts and bodiex; and Plorre folt his throat
AL with the ardent desire to he satinflod
He longed 1o throw himselt on his kneos
and implore divine ald, as this poor woman
war doing.  But hls Hmbs seemod Bonnd,
80 he wad gind when ho felt some one Lo
Ll arm. .

“Come with me, nbbe, If vour have nol
#een the grotto. 1 will show you abour, |t
s %0 pleasant there at this hour,”

Ralsing his boad, he recognizsdl Baron
Suire, the dirsctor of the Hospitellty of Our
Lady of | Sulvation. This charming and
sinple minded man had no doubt taken a
farey to Plerre, who decepted, and followed
him into the grotto, which was entirely
e pty.  The baron even closed behing them
the grating, of which he had & key

“You see. ubbe, this is the time when one
Is roally well off here. Whon [ come my
Rall o pass several days at Lourdes
seldont get to bed before dayvlight, as [ have
the habit of fnlshing the night here. There
Ix no one left and one can be alone. How
delightful [t is, and how truly near to the
Holy Virgin one feels!"

He smiled good naturedly, for he wos
doing the honors of the grotto, as an old
habitue, allglitly anteebled by age, but filled
with a real affection for this charming
corner.  Hut in spite of this great devollon
he was not at all i1l av ease there, and gave
his expHoations with the familiority of a
man who foels himself to be on godd terms
with heaven,

“Oh, you are looking at the candles
There are ahout 200 that burn 4t a time, iiny
and night, and It really warms the plice,
In winter even it is quite warm."

Indoed Plorre folt rather overcome by
the close smell of the wax, When he first
enterod he had been dazzlod by the strong
Hght, but now he looked at the center tri-
angular candlostick, shaped like a pyramid,
completely stuck full of small candles, like
a flaming candlestiock, a constellation of
stars, Beyond, to tho right, another tri-
angle with sup rayve held large candles tht
formed lines of unequal heights, like argan
pipes, some of them as thiek as a leg; still
otber ‘candlesticks, shaped like o  heavy
cundelabra, were placsd here and there on
the jutting rocks. The ceiling aof the grotto
was lower on the left side, so the stane
looked as if baked and binckened by the
eternal flames that had burned tor so many
years, The wax ran down lke a continual
full of =now, the rimw of the triangular
cindlesticks were running over, white with
4 thick dJdust; the whole rocky vault was
sneared with greage, and the ground was su
covered by It that frequent accldents oc-
curred, and a kind of straw mats had to
be put about on the floor to prevent tumbles.

“Do you see those large ones?” continued
Baron Suire obligingly. *“They are the dear-
ost; they cost 60 francs and take m month
to burn. Those little ones that cost 5 sous
only lnst three hours. Oh! we do not ccono-
mize, for we are never short of candles.
Look, there are two baskets full that they
ll;l\'i‘.' not had time to carry away (o the
shop,"

He then proseeded to show the furniture.
An organ, coverad over with a slip covor; a
large chest of drawers, where tho vestments
were kept: the benches and choalrs reservid
for the small number of privileged persons
admitted during the cercmonies, and finally
showed a very handsome movauble altar, cov-
ered with pancls of eongraved silver, the
Blft of some great lady, that was only ex-
poxed ut the season of rich pllgrimages, for
feur the dampness shonld spoll It

Plerre felt annoyed by the gossip of this
complaisant man, His religlous emotion lost
Ité chnrm, When he entered he lhiad experl-
enced an emotion, notwithstanding his lack
of falth, as If the mysterions were about to
be revenled. It was nt once bitter and
aweet, He was greatly tonched by wmany
things he saw-—the heaps of bouguels thrown
at the Virgin's feet, the echildlsh “ex-votos. "
little soiled shoes, a small Iron brace, a doll-
like crutch, almost like u toy. Underneath
the natural pionacle where the apparition
had taken plece, at the spot where the
pilgrims rubbed the beads and medals they
wished to consecrate, the rock was much
worn and pollshed. MiHons of fervent lips
had been pressed there, with such a foroe
of love that the stone had become pollshed
lke n bit of marble, velned with black
stronks. They stopped In front of o hole, In
which was a conelderable heap of letters
and papers of all kinds.

“Ah! I was forgetting,” quickly sald
Baron Suire. “This {8 most Iuteresting,
These are the letters thal are thirown every
day by the falthfu) Into the grottp through
the grating., They dre picked up and placed
here, and In winter T amuse mysell destroy~
fung them. You know we cannot burn them
without oponing them first, for they often
contaln maney—ten sous pleces, twenty sous
pleces, and most frequently postage stumps.”

He put his hand in among the letters and
pulled one out by chance, looked at the super-
geription and nnsenled 1t to read It. Nearly
all were poarly writlten and badly spelled,
and the address, *To Our Ludy of Lourdes,"
waus Invariubly written In large, uneven let-
tors, Many contuined requests or thanks,
incorrectly expressed and with a most ex-
traordinery orthography. Many of these re-
quents wers most touching—such as a little
brothier to be saved, a suit to be. won, a
lover to be retalned or a marriage coneluded.
Other letters were angry, filled with re-
proachea to the Holy Virgin, who had not
been polite enough o answer a former letlor
by granting the wishes of the subseriber,
Then there were stlll others, better written,
hetter expressod, comntaining  confeaslonns,
burning ‘prayers, women's souls writing to
the Queen of Heaven what they did not dare
to tall 1o a priest In the shydow of the con-
fessionul.  Finally, one envelops, selected

it random, vontained merely a photograph—
n young girl sending her pleture to Our Lady
of Lourdes, with this dedication, “Tao My
Good Mother.™ In fact, onch day brought

the large nmil of any powerful Queon, who
veenlved suppllcations and confessions, and
who wad  expected to bestow  favors and
honors of every sort, The 10 sous, the 20
sous pleces were simply love tokens to tend
her toward thom, and as for Lhe postago
stamps, they could only be used as . cons
venfent means to send money., unless they
woere sent o the actoal Innocent (dea, lke

one peasant woman, who wrolé that she en-
clowed a stamp, hoping for & reply

'l nswure you there are some very nleo

ones'" conclided the baron, "muogh  Jesy
stupld than you would think. For thrie
years 1 have found letters from a very inter.
esting lady, who does nothiong without telling
all about it to the Holy Virgin. She is o
marriod woman, and ahe had a most danger-
ous passion for a friend of her hushand.
Well, Abbe, ahe overcame R, The Holy Vir-
gin answersd her by sendlug her the armor
of chastity, a divine strength to vealst the
wishes of her heart."

He interrupted himsell hére to suy:
“Come and st down here, Abbe,  Jusl ses

Pinrre sat down beside him to the left, Just

where the rock declined. It was indeed a
corner  for dellelous  repone Nelther of
them spake and i profound  wllence
relgned, whan he heard bebind his back an
Indistinet murmur, & light erystal volee that

soomied W come from the Invisible He
made a movemoeont that Baron Bulre under-
atiad,

“It Is the spring you bear, Tt (s Just thers

in the ground behind the grating. Wonld
you like to seo T

Without waiting for Plerre to ansent, he

bad already stooped down to open one of the
patiols that protected it, observing al the
same tUme that it was kept closed thus for
feur that some free thinker might throw
polson into the water, This oxtraordiiary
flght of Imagination quite dwmbfounded the
priest for & momoent, but be placed it w Lhe

e

Daron’s oredit, for he was often very ohilde

He wis strugeitng with the patent
combination lvek that wonkl) not bl B

“It Im very mtrange," he murmibred; “the
am sore 1t haw
But the dampness ruins
s rensw the
eritoher on the oviling evory two years, fo@
¥ Fotah e a oandls."
When Plerre had brought » Hghted candla

| ot bewn ohanged

finally wuecoedod In opening the
w was covers] with
Fhien the [nttleed gateway was pushed bhask
sprine appehred

wis in a bole
v With o mudidy bottem, from

It nppeared to cover a falrly large
v haron explalned that in ordep
t siivey the water to the targe fountaln It
Had beet rin through pipes voversd with ops
He wven oonfessed

during the nieht,

short during th
1o you onrd Lo taste 1Y
Lonleer us It comes right from the

siildenly mald,

Pierre A4 not
Innacant water, the quiet wnler that reflected

anewor, as he looked at the

sSome drops of falllng wax gave him
connected with this stream thal flowed from

"o drink a glans
Thee baron had Alled, by dpping It Into the
Wi always there, and

was pure apd good:
frosh siresins that
(Hateaus of the
loek apd both sat down o

-

in on the benah,

and the baron told him ali abou! the Grotto,
at all its seasons, ot all times, in.a rambling
e with puerils «Qetalls

EUITIEr WHs
then came the crowds of anxions
forvor of thousands of

when' the aotumin ralng came-=
the floods of rain that orept up (o the very
threshald of the grotto for days together-—
pligrimagos from
Indians, Malays, even Chinese,
small, ecstatic
down in all the mud at the sign from the
nmong all the ol

wore as greal In number ap the v
whoke plour looks,

manners were formesd Lo edify

with its hprrible froste and hoavy falls of
barred the mountaing.
then took refuge tn the hotaels and the faith-
ful still came every morning to the grotto;
wished to speak alone with the Virgin in the

Thery were also sofie
who only showed them-
solves whon certudn to be koodling alone anid
able to love, like Jenlous lovers, and retired
s soon as any erowil colleeted near them.
through the bad
wedther in winter, In the rain, In the wind,
In the snow, the grotto retulned (8 bright-
Even on stormy, tempestuous nights,

intimacy of solitade,
nobody Knew,

darkness was Hghted by its flames, and they
burned Hke o love lgit that nothing could

preceding winter he had come during the
heaviest snow storms to pass wholo dafters
noons at this very place, the bench on whigh
A gentle heat was Lo
be found, although It faced to the north and
the sun never shone there.
rock, by reason of belng constantly haated
the burnthe candles,
warmth, but might
that by a gracious act of the Virgin eternnl
April sbhould relgn therw?
birds were aware of it, for when the snow
froze their feet all the nelghboring robins
would seak reluge within the vy that grew
about the holy statue
awakening of spring, when the Gave rolled
thunder tones
snows, anfd the trees were taking a green
thi crowds onge
more took possession of the sparkling grotto,
from whioh they chosed the Httle birds:

he was then sitting.

No doubt thoe

also be possible

Even the little

But it was at the

slow volee, T come liere alone and pass most
delightful days in winter. 1 never aaw but
who alwoys knelt just there,
aguingt the grating, so as not to kneel ll.l
Hhe was vory voung—perhaps 20
—ind very pretty, a brunette, with magnifi-
She sald nothing, not eyen
remoined there for
1 do not know
| have never seen her sinee.!'

oot hlue oyoes,

hours, terribly sad looking.

surprised at his silence, looked at him, hw
percelyved he had gone to slesp.
were olnsped on his stomach, his chin on his
chest, und with o vague amile on his face he
No doubt when he sald
he had passed the night there he had meant
to say he came to take o gentle nap of an old
man und was visited by angols,

S0 Pierre enjoyed the delightful solitade,
It wine o very roil sensation, the enervating
calm that entered his spirit in this corner of
It was a mixtore of melting wax,
the overpowering eestosy Iuto whish he had
tullon, i the midst of the splendor of the
no  lopger clnril‘y fﬂ;-

ah the crutches overhead, nor the “'ex-
oy oven the altar of
engraved silver, nor the harmontéin coverad
A slow lassitude selzod
of s whole
divine senantion
waorld, of being In
midst of the Incredible and superhumah, oy
lind beocome the

slopt ke u ehilil

belng far from

burrier of the Infinlte ftself.

A small noise ot his left ntirncted Plerra's
wiii the spring thut was *un-
birdlike nound,
Al he wishod he might fall on his kneey
and have the
thiut this holy water had sprung
rock for the gole purpess of curing
Limself, to implore the Virgin to
back the faith of a little child?
Why, then, wus ho not praying, didl he not

dazeled him almost futo o vertigo.
remembered that for two days, during the
to all priests while at
Lourdes, he bhad forgotten to say Tnass,
was In a state of sin.
welght that crushed him to the ground! Ha
becdme &0 uncomfortable and uneasy that he
got up and went u\i\'ny, I e
uvin taron Sulre asleop tn th
G B i moved, but still sat
in her eart balf ralsed on hor vlhows, her
costatie face looking up at thoe Virgin.
Marle, are you ull right?

wide Mberty glven

Perhaps It was that

He olosed the grit-

Marle hnd not

Are you cold?**

and found them warm and soft, but -‘m:lt.ntarl

by n slight trembling.
y“lt In l‘n.nl the cold that makes you trem-

Then she answered In n voles faint nnd

low us a whigper:

YNo, no; go away. I am o happy.

Ah! what des

Hlo pullod the shawl up a Hitle and disap-
peared in the dirkness, selged by soma in-

grotto's brightness the durkness was hilsvk

An his eyes beoame aocustomid
to It, he found that he wask near the Gave,
o hé followed the bank, n puth shaded by

shudows and
felt surprised that ho was unable to kneel
down Hke Mario, to pray ss ahe was doing,
of her whole wsoul,
was the obstacle in him?

vented him from grasping that falth, even
when he lenged to be led thenoe, desired to
ba posseased by 1, wished for such abandon?
He understond
plone protested, and he longed to dentroy
was devouring
hin very Itfe, that prevented hit from belng
happy with the contegtment of Ignorant yot
Porhaps If by anctually saw o
miracle ho would have the atrength to be-
It Marle wore sude
derly to rise and walk before him would hae
himself an finelly overcomae?
The ploture he drew of Marle saved, Marie
cured, moved him se greatly that he stopped,
hiw wrms tremblad, and he stretched them Lo
the heavens thut were dottod all over with
what n myslerious
and wonderful night, porfumed and soft, und
whiit joy arose in the hope of eternal health
restored, of eternal love, born again in the

e, W e =

the end of the path,
doubts returned,
to induce bellel 1t s Decauss be-

God has pever given any

el la limnpossible,



