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raised his right hand, it is the absolution which descends
upon his mother.

My poor child, a sob has escaped him : he takes the
holy ciborium, he has come to me : my son, he brings me
my God. What a moment ! What a union ! God, His
priest, and I ! Was I praying ? In truth I cannot tell. My
being was wrapt in a peace that has no name. I was
bathed in tears, tears of love and gratitude. I was saying
in a low, subdued voice : ‘* My God ! my son !’ Yes
for one who is a mother I believe this was a prayer.

Oh ! I am too happy. I shall never again complain. In
my life there have been beautiful days: this was the most
beautiful of all, because unmingled with thoughts of
earth. Adieu, I cannot write more, my tears floed this
paper, they are the tears of my happiness
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