
GLORY BE TO THE AIOST 131ECIOUS 11LOOD !

of oak and 1îazels overlîead, dripped merrily upon you as
vou dragged ecdi îire-clogged foot in turn froin the last
depth it liad fathonied, to plunge its ncxt step into deptlis
uin known.

Throughl sucli a lane as tlîis, towvards nighlt-fall, one
J anuary day, ab)out five and thirty years ago, silently
trudged twvo Little Sisters of the Poor. Thev had been
on foot froni day-break; they liad no nioney; they had
not tasted food since their breakfast of bread and wveak
coffée at lialf-past six ; and the basket on the arm of eachi
%vas stili enipty.

Thieir house at Vannes, the first ýoffshoot from thec
mother-house at Saint-Servan, hiad only recentiy beeîi
opened, and was v'ery poor. But it vvas full already of
aged and infirni. The simplest agticles of furniture wvere
for the most part Iacking, and there was no money to, buv*
more. Even the broken food which the good Sisters
hegged iii the town for their hielpless folk, wvas becoming
insuflicient for thieir numibers. Therefore wvas it that, on
this January dav, tHie Sister Superior, giving two of hier
conîmunityv a few pence eachi--ail the nioney slie Iîad left
-bade theni go 1w raiiway as far as this smiall sui 'vould
take themi, and thence on foot to b)e,£ provisions frorn the
farnis and liaiets round.

As we said, tleiev had been upon their fruitless quest
ail dav,whien w-e find themi toiling through Uich heavy cross
road leading fromn one farrn to another. Slushy as it is
ail throughi the w~inter moi-ghs, thîs road is dry in suninmer,
as well as deligh-ttfutl, for beauty and shade, and the min-
gled warnings of Il ail Uic finches of Uie grove."

But, savs the proverb, Il It's a long lane tlîat lias no
turning," and even tlîis sernîingly itîternîjuiable bog is-
sued at last upon tue higliroad. 1lere the prospect open-
cd out iii tue direction of Quiberon, whiie, westward, the
view wvas interccpted by a wvood. In the grassv angle to
tic righit, formied 1 thie crossing roads, stood a lofty Cru-
cifix of granite. 'Éle clouds hiad rifted in the wvest; and,
through thie long bar of lighit between, tiiere came a rcd
glow froni the setting sun, whlîi lit witlî golden glor%
the ancient cross, and the figure of the Divine Infant
stretclîed upon it. It is tue Breton way of symbolising
thie perfect obedience of our dear Redeerner, the "1 Larnt


