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" No, no, I can do it as well as you. You look fearfully

tired."

" I haven't had my clothes off for ten days," said the

nun. " And Fm sixty-two years old."

In the street door, with her basket of bandages on her
arm, Soeur Ste. Lucie stood looking around her at the

desolate filth-strewn shop, the million pieces of glass

which had been its big windows covering the floor, its

counter hacked and broken with axes. She said : " We
haven't any mayor and the priest is dead, and we haven't

any pharmacy and the baker is mobilized, and there isn't

one strong, well man left in town. How are we going to

live?"

Madeleine took another step, hesitating, along the new
road. She leaned against the counter to ease her ach-

ing body and put back her hair to look around her at

the wreck and ruin of her husband's business. She said

in a faint voice: " I wonder if I could keep the pharmacy
open. I used to help Jules with the accounts. I know a

little about where he bought and how he kept his records.

I wonder if I could—enough for the simpler things?"
" You have already," said the nun, as she went away,

"and the first things you have given out are band-

ages for your enemies. God will not forget t^ t."

Madeleine received this with an impatient shrug. She
was not at all glad that her first act had been to help the

suffering among her enemies. She had hated doing it,

had only done it because of some confused sense of

decency. She heartily wished she had not had it to do,


