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decrepitude, were now expiating their prolonged
sinning. *^ ®.

Anna, with a spontaneous impulse for charity,
gave to Rosaria all her money kept for alms-
giving and her superfluous clothes as well as her
earrings, two gold rings and her coral necklace
and she promised still further support. At length
she retraced the road to Pescara, in company with
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During their walk, as the houses of Ortona
withdrew mto the distance, a great sadness de-
scended upon the soul of the woman. Crowds of
singing pilgrims were passing in other directions,
and their songs, monotonous and slow, re-
mamed a long while in the air. Anna listened to
them; an overwhelming desire drew her to join
them, to foUow them, to live thus, making pil-
grimages from sanctuary to sanctuary, from coun-
try to country, in order to exalt the miracles of
every samt, the virtues of every relic, the bounty
of every Mary.
"They go to CucuUo," Fra Mansueto said,

pointing with his arm to some distant country.
And both began to talk of Saint Domenico, who
protected the men from the bite of serpents and
the seed from caterpiUars; then they spoke of


