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its bands of silver braid falls ini soft lolds about the

small feet that have slipped frorn the wooden sabots.

In the distance can, be heard- the full impassione-d

tones of the orggan responsive to the touch of Father

Demouret. As the last notes of Gounod"s Mise

sob, out their being, and die away in echoless vibra

tions amoncr the strong arches that spart the loft

roof, the k-neelincr peasant rises, and, with e es whos

expression bespea-s her thoughts still before th

thmne of »race, murmurs a final prayçr, her finge

reverently touchiiicç her rosary. Gathering her cloa

abôut her shoulders and s'*ppi*gg her feet int

the sabots, she steps from . the flood of crimso

and crold into the shadow, out of the radi

-ance info the cylooin, save for the licrht from th

soul within that shihes from her pure eyes. Turnin

her stýps towards the main entrance of the' sacre

edifice she makes, on' e more obeisance on passing t

and disappea rs, behind the curtalined portal.

The scene has not been lost upon two people w

are standing in the shadow of one of the pilla

The,%beauty of the music and the unworld
surroundiftgs, have had th-eir effect upon bo
'In. -ône it produces a feeling of unreality,-as iff
noisy camp lifé in Egypt which has made up
experien'cé for the past twelve months wére only

-----.---ýdream. In the other it 4wakens a feeling of regrét tb
her life amorýg these o-id.-worÎd associations Qf pi


