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whose sublime accents, Fortunat de Poitiers embodiedthe dolorous triumph of the Saviour of man over the
enemy of their isalvation, the plaintive notes seemingte penetrate the very soul of those for whom Jesus
uffered and died. Aceording to a well-established

tradition, I am now on the very spot vhere for theirst tne resounded i h ars uf angels and of menthat wonderful ?ong whici tells of the great victorv
won by the Conquei or of death and hell. Filled wit'h
emnotion by iitt, saluta5y eflections, I praise the God
of Mercy who hath i edeemed u,, and go on My wayreovnDot only to makIle my pilgr-image to Lourdesarageously, but also to make btil1 more courageouslyhatfar longer and more painful pilgrimage which

Svill only end with my labt bi eath.
The next day, August 20th, I was up by dawn of,

# day, for there was a special pilgrimage to Ligugétwô or three leagues' distance from Poitiers.The train soon arrived at the station where thebot Of the Benedictine Mon2stery, with mitre and.1rozier, was awbiting the pilgrims. The processional
ross between two aeolytes headed the processionhioh advanced towards the abbey-chapel, singing
hymn in honor of St. Martin with the choris

ancte, sancte, sancte Martine, ora, ora, ora pro nobi.
he chapel of the celebrated monastery founded byt. Martin, whomr St Hilarius had conducted to ihisplace, was soon filled to Over flowing by theZniuence of pilgrims. The priests said Mass, the'dihlIful received Holy Communion and prayed fer-ently to the great Pannonian whom France is soroid to count amengt ber saints. WhiIlt waitinghour cf ligli Masb, we gazed througb the gratingte ie old Abbey, rendcred illuirious by the virtuesdScience of so many humble sons of St. Benedict.ot long since the dwelling-place of Dom Chamard, butor uninhabited by its owners since an impious'pvernment lias decreed that they shall be banished>nce. On the door, however, are Ilie following


