
cya. And he ihut Hyacinihe into ihe

ihed with a imoky lamp, hi* tools, and

the sandalwood cabinet.

It was nothing unusual. He had been

often left before to finish a piece of work

overnight while Pierre went otf to his

brandies. But this was Christmas eve,

and he was very tired. Even the scent

of the sandalwood could not make him

fancy he was warm. The world seemed

to be a black place, full of suffering and

despair.
^

"In all the world, 1 have no friend,"

said Hyacinthe, staring at the flame of the

lamp. "In all the world, there is no one

to care whether I live or die. In all the

world, no place, no heart, no love. O
kind God, is there a place, a love for me
in another world?"

I hope you feel very sorry for Hya-

cinthe, lonely, and cold, and hungry, shut

up in the workshop on the eve of Christ-

mas. He was but an overgrown, unhappy

child. And I think with old Madame
that for unhappy children, at this season,

no help seems too divine for faith.

"There is no one to care for me," ^id

Hyacinthe. And he even looked at the


