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THE FEAST OF THE DISCOVERY

OF THE

Relics of Saint Lambert and Saint Véran
AT VENCE

— > et @

It was Easter Thursday, April 15. That morning, lovely Vence
woke earlier than usual. It is still dark when, already, great activity
fills the old episcopal town. Up above, the sky seems, it is true, un-
willing to clear; but Saint Lambert and Saint Véran are so powerful
that they will surely make the sun smile. And so, on the plane trees
and lime trees lining the avenues, on the roofs and terraces, on the
towers and battlements, the dear little sparrows repeat their most
joyful songs, while, perched on rickety ladders, women in white caps
and men in traditional dress pass garlands and brand-new banners
to one another, patiently made during winter evenings, and quickly
trace between sky and earth that triumphal way along which their
great patrons will soon process; as they work, our good people of
Vence murmur their morning prayer. Then, when their task is fin-
ished, a quick look of satisfaction, and off they go toward the church.

At six o’clock, it is almost impossible for a visitor to find a place,
and it seems that the townspeople wished to keep this intimate cer-
emony for themselves, to gather all together before allowing oth-
ers to take part in their celebrations. And yet, how impressive in its
simplicity and devotion this first phase of the great day was. In this
Romanesque church, with its solid, plainly drawn vaults, its narrow
yet lofty naves, scarcely lit by a few modest stained-glass windows,
how good it feels to be there at that hour. Up above, in the galleries
where only the dark openings with their broad semicircular arches
stand out against the gray of the massive columns, men show their
bowed heads; below, the women of Vence who, the day before, had
taken from their drawers their whitest veil and their communion
missal, look with tenderness at the gleaming busts of their holy pro-
tectors and with reverence at their bones, ten and fifteen centuries
old, which seem at that moment to come back to life in their gilded
reliquary to speak to them and to bless them; up above, near the al-
tar, a Dominican sister gently gathers the parish choristers around
her, and devoutly, hymns rise.

The dawn Mass begins. It is celebrated by the Reverend Father,
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Abbot of Lérins. He is there, at the high altar, as if in his own monas-
tery, while at each altar of the side aisles many priests, in low voic-
es, also offer the divine sacrifice. But now he steps forward to speak.
Standing between the busts of the saints, he raises his majestic figure
in the whiteness of his cassock, his alb, his chasuble, in the radiance
of his countenance. In a penetrating and moving voice, in which one
senses both the monk’s piety and the Abbot’s learning, he does not
speak to us of the saints (who were nevertheless formed in his mon-
astery) but of the Saint of saints, and with a faith that carries others
with it he develops these words of the Master: “I take my delight in
being with the children of men.” And he sums up the teaching of the
Eucharist: through communion, we become the friends, the broth-
ers, the co-heirs of Jesus, sharers in his divine nature.

If he loves us in this way, we must love him, remembering these
words of Saint Bernard: “The measure of loving God is to love him
without measure.” The singing rises again, seemingly even more
heartfelt, for the moment of communion is approaching. It pleased
me then to note that this was truly a religious feast for the people
of Vence; for several days, a retreat had been preached to them, and
they had understood that Thursday would have been incomplete if
they had not received in the morning the divine Host which Saint
Lambert and Saint Véran had so often distributed to their forebears.
Thus, while the Abbot Father gives Holy Communion to the men,
three priests distribute it to the women, who for several minutes fol-
low one another to the holy table. The same crowd is present at the
Mass of thanksgiving. A day so well begun can only go well; it will
truly and above all be a day of prayer; and I would have greatly re-
gretted not having attended this moving ceremony, the prelude to
those that are to follow.

_@_

We leave the church around 8 o’clock. The sky is still gloomy, but
what does it matter! The bustle and joy are so great in the town! And
besides, the richness, the brilliance, and the variety of the streamers,
garlands, flags, lanterns, the large scarlet letters of the inscriptions,
the light yet striking constructions of the triumphal arches, seem to
give us a second sky, one bright and sunlit, making us forget the real
sky above. And then everyone is so busy. Never, within the memory
of the people of Vence, had the town seen such a crowd. Thousands
of pilgrims arrive from every direction. I see some coming from Ven-
timiglia, Menton, Monaco, Nice, Antibes, Cannes, Fréjus, Toulon,
Draguignan, Fayence, Grasse, Sospel, Saint-Martin-Vésubie, Ve-
nanson, Villars, Mons, etc., etc. As for the surrounding countryside,
I was assured that all its inhabitants had come to Vence. There are
more than two hundred priests; all the youth organizations of the di-
ocese are represented: Boy Scouts in striking uniforms, young guides
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in dark attire, gymnasts in ceremonial dress. They stand out by their
colors and also by their bugle calls, with clarions constantly clashing
and answering one another. But now a full band appears: it is that of
the Saint-Pierre Patronage of Nice. For a moment it draws all eyes
and opens a fairly wide path through the crowd that applauds it; then
it is the choir school of the Cathedral of Nice which, in good order,
crosses the crowd and goes to take its assigned place. Vehicles of ev-
ery kind unload groups of travelers at every moment: carts, hired
carriages, carriages, automobiles, buses follow one another minute
by minute, and it is a miracle that pedestrians can find a way through
without congestion to reach the meeting place. Fortunately, the po-
lice act with kindness and intelligence, and all day long, despite the
enormous influx of pilgrims, they need only make their presence
known for order to be maintained.

At 9 o’clock, I am at the presbytery. The rain begins to fall. Two
magnificent carriages stop in the square. A passage is formed with
difficulty. It is Their Lordships the Bishops who are arriving. Their
reception passes almost unnoticed. The parish priest says a few
words of welcome, the mayor as well; then the president of the youth
organization of Vence reads a short, well-crafted address to Mgr
Chapon, who graciously thanks him. A splendid bouquet is offered to
His Grace.

Their Lordships the Bishops put on their insignia. First come
Mgr Bonnefoy, Archbishop of Aix; Mgr Belmont (Clermont); Mgr
Daffra (Ventimiglia); Mgr Béguinot (Nimes); Mgr Guillibert (Fréjus);
Mgr Fabre (Marseille); Mgr Castellan (Digne); Mgr Scoffier (Me-
tropolis); Mgr Chapon (Nice); Dom Leron (Abbot of Lérins). It truly
is a hall of princes, this antechamber where the ten bishops and the
thirty assisting canons crowd together and jostle elbows. At last, our
bishop gives the order to depart. And despite the rain, the proces-
sion is organized. With difficulty, we reach the parish church. For a
moment, there is fear that the rain will continue and that the open-
air Mass will have to be abandoned; but it is only a minute of dis-
couragement. Here are the busts and the sacred reliquaries appearing
beneath the porch and, slowly, preceded by the bishops and priests,
carried by Vencois proud of this honor, they pass through the streets
of their beloved town. Around 11 o’clock, the procession arrives at
Place Saint-Michel.

What a marvelous setting! On all sides rise mountains of varied
and rugged shapes, standing in their broad dark mantle, their bases
disappearing below this plateau. The sky is still clouded, but it will
soon clear. An immense crowd is already gathered at the foot of the
platform, vast in size and very elegantly decorated. When the proces-
sion appears, the “Tollite Hostias” rings out and fills all our hearts
with joy through its moving and vibrant tones. The bishops and cler-
gy take their places on the platform. And before an altar artfully pre-
pared, Mgr Bonnefoy puts on his vestments.
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The High Mass begins... and the rain stops. Then the spectacle is
magnificent: in our minds we call up the finest scenes we have ever
witnessed; we recall the pontifical open-air Mass presided over by
Cardinal Lecot at Laghet, during the coronation of the statue of the
Blessed Virgin, and the moving ceremonies of Lourdes; yet it seems
to us that this one surpasses them all. The air is of ideal purity on this
plateau with its wide and splendid horizon; we do not miss the rays
of the sun, which would have been too hot; the singing rises in admi-
rable harmony and unity; and how could it be otherwise: on the choir
platform, I can make out M. Perruchot, who led his young sopranos
from Monaco and who, with the satisfied smile of a connoisseur, fol-
lows attentively the baton so skillfully handled by M. Carlavan. Mu-
sicians and choristers put all their soul and all their talent into the
performance of the demanding pieces by Handel, Mendelssohn, Kro-
molicki, and Gounod. The “Credo” is sung alternately by the choir
and by the people. It makes a powerful impression. The sacrifice
comes to an end. It is noon, and yet the crowd remains nonetheless.
Abbé Thellier de Poncheville is about to speak; as soon as he appears
at the front of the platform, a deeper sense of reverence settles over
the immense gathering.

The voice of the young orator, strong and well paced, carries to
the farthest edges of the square. All eyes are fixed on this priest with
his ardent gaze and broad, measured gestures, who, wherever the
Church of France celebrates its great feasts, makes the crowds hear
his warm and enthusiastic words. Here, he is superb in eloquence
and conviction. At every moment, applause rises toward him, and it
seems as though our souls are joining with his, so well does he know
how to make them vibrate and lead them to God: “Honor to you,” he
says, ‘bishops and Catholics, whose presence here gives the relics of
the saints an adornment more beautiful than the splendor of their
reliquary. What a moving sight, and what unforgettable lessons...
These magnificent ceremonies do nothing but rekindle in us pride in
our faith in the imperishable Church and the certainty of the survival
of those who are no more... These two men, Saint Lambert and Saint
Véran, hold in your hearts a place from which nothing has ever driven
them out. You have made within your souls an ideal resting place for
them.” But why quote fragments of this address? We had the good
fortune to obtain it in extenso (in full), and our readers will thus be
able, by reading it, to relive the moments of joy and emotion that we
experienced in listening to it. Too soon his voice fell silent. Then the
papal blessing makes us all bow beneath the august gesture of the ten
bishops. Now the sun shines in all its brilliance. The second phase of
the great day ends in the triumph of nature and the exultation of souls.

___@._

While in the gardens, hotels, and homes pilgrims and
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townspeople joyfully take their meal, at the Hotel Auzias a large ta-
ble is laid, around which the bishops, the civil authorities, and more
than 200 priests are gathered. The Archbishop of Aix presides, with
Mgr Chapon on his right and Mgr Guillibert on his left; opposite him
sits the mayor of Vence, surrounded by the vicars general and the
parish priest. There, the highest-ranking priests of several dioceses
have gathered, alongside parish priests and vicars from the humblest
parishes; a shared joy unites all hearts, and friendly conversation
pleasantly complements the menu, which is moreover delicious and
served with a level of care worthy of the highest praise.

At the end of the meal, Mgr Chapon rises and, in a few words
full of tact and delicacy, expresses his joy, his thanks, and his hope,
then names the parish priest of Vence an honorary canon of his ca-
thedral. Mgr Guillibert honors him with the same distinction, and
the applause of the entire clergy clearly shows how warmly these ap-
pointments are welcomed. The Archbishop of Aix, the mayor, and the
parish priest of Vence each also say a few words of thanks, and the
guests withdraw while continuing their conversations.

But there is no time to linger. For a few minutes now, the bells
have been calling us, and over there, on Place Saint-Michel, the choir
is giving the already numerous faithful a spiritual concert that is lis-
tened to with reverence. The procession of bishops finally arrives,
and when all have taken their places, Mgr Guillibert, Bishop of Fré-
jus, steps forward before the crowd and delivers an eloquent pane-
gyric of the two great saints. At that moment, it seems as though the
religious soul of Provence is hovering over this assembly, and that
the orator is gathering it up in order to make it speak more clearly.
His face is lit with joy, his words are enthusiastic, and from the very
first phrases the crowd applauds. But the bishop immediately silenc-
es this applause and begins his address. One must read, following this
account, this panegyric, a true masterpiece of its kind, which is at the
same time one of the most beautiful pages in the history of Provence
and a song of triumph and hope for the Christians of our time.

Once again, the bishops, mitre on head and crozier in hand, bless
us. The “Magnificat” resounds, proclaimed by these thousands of
voices, and slowly the holy relics once again pass through the streets
of the beloved town. Beneath the church porch, Mgr Daffra gives the
blessing of the Most Blessed Sacrament, and while the lovely cantata
of the day is sung, the crowd disperses.

_@_
Little by little the sun declines. Shadow now falls over lovely
Vence. One might think that all is over. But suddenly thousands of
lights shine in the windows and on the balconies; the flower garlands

appear all red under the glow of lanterns and colored lamps. It is the
evening celebration. Not a single home is without lights, and in the
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streets I look at this symbolic illumination. It seems to me that each
of these lights is a flame of love for the patron saints of the town, like
those bonfires that were lit in this same city when, in 1592, thanks to
the protection of Saint Véran and Saint Lambert, thé inhabitants saw
the Calvinists who had attacked their walls flee in a confused rout.

But suddenly, an immense brightness engulfs the city; multi-
colored rockets shoot up toward the sky; cascades of light fall with
a loud crash; it is the fireworks, the great bonfire. Then everything
falls back into silence; soon the last small lamp goes out.

Sleep in peace, happy inhabitants of Vence. In heaven, your two
great saints are at this very moment commending you all to the Divine
Master whom they adore for eternity. As for us, Vencois for a day, let
us make use of the lesson of this day and reflect on these words that
the Bishop of Fréjus spoke in closing his admirable address: “If God
is with us, what should we fear? Men of little faith, lift up your eyes:
the Sacred Heart at Paray, the Virgin Mary at Lourdes, Joan of Arc at
Orléans, and at Vence Saint Véran and Saint Lambert. So then, hearts
up! It is at the cost of our virtues, our sufferings, and our labors, if we
so choose, that we shall save the Fatherland. Then, having at last be-
come a true people of brothers, opening the era of national prosper-
ity, we shall give back this beloved France to her Savior, to her King,
Our Lord Jesus Christ.”

G. ApamL.

Address by Mgr Guillibert, Bishop of Fréjus

Victricem manum tuam, Domine, laudaverunt
pariter, alleluia ! (Introit de la messe de
ce jour, Sap. X.). (Your victorious hand, O
Lord, they have praised together, alleluia!
[Introit of the Mass of this day, Wisdom
10.])

My Lord Metropolitan,
My Lords,

Mr. Mayor of Vence,
My Brothers,

The sacred book of Ecclesiasticus seems to have set out, point by
point, the purpose and, as it were, the program of this great day, de-
voted to celebrating the elevation of the relics of the two great bish-
ops, patrons of Vence, Saint Véran and Saint Lambert. Corpora ipso-
rum in pace sepulta sunt: their bodies were buried in peace; — a peace
perhaps too complete, since for one hundred and twenty years every



trace had been forgotten. But at least their names remained alive, their
~ virtues traditionally celebrated among this good people, until the day, a
year ago, when the discovered records, and I know not what providential
intuitions besides, helped the venerable remains of your great saints see
the light again; and now the Church comes solemnly today to raise them
in their glory: Et nomen eorum vivit in generationem et generationem..., et
laudem eorum nuntiet Ecclesia. (And their name lives on from generation to
generation..., and the Church proclaims their praise. )(1).

What a triumph, my Brothers! An immense gathering of people,—
that happy people of Provence who have “the knowledge of rejoicing” (2);
an entire town in celebration and in flowers, united in spirit among its
inhabitants and under the enlightened protection of its civic leaders... And
why this crowd, this splendor, these outpourings of enthusiasm?

To celebrate the recovery and exaltation of two boxes of human bones,
some eight centuries old, others fifteen hundred years old!... Is this irony?
No, it is precisely in this that the victorious hand of God shines forth: Vic-
tricem manum tuam laudaverunt pariter! (They praised your victorious hand
together!)

What you affirm here, Christians who have come from everywhere
to join your brothers of Vence, is the triumph of the idea over matter: it is
faith in the final resurrection, it is our divine calling and the certainty of
its blessed fulfillment: Credo sanctorum communionem. Credo carnis resur-
rectionem et vitam ceternam! (I believe in the communion of saints. I believe in
the resurrection of the flesh and life everlasting!)

A Father of the Church, Saint Maximus, spoke these sublime words:
“In the ashes of the martyrs, I honor the seeds of eternity” (3). And is it
not Frédéric Mistral, the immortal Homer of the Provencal epic, who wrote
these lines that I recently read on the porch of the cemetery of Mons:

E ton gran mot que I’0rno oublido,
Veleici: ta mort es la vido!

(And your great word that one forgets,
Vence: your death is life!) (4)

There is the profound law of life, and the mystery of mercy that it is
fitting, for a moment, to meditate upon. The victory of God is powerfully
manifested there, just as it also shines forth in the ever-protective action
of our glorious Patrons.

My Lord of Nice, the glory of this day is your work. Admirably sup-
ported by your devoted priests, you have, through the initiative of
such a celebration, the joy of seeing it both grand and complete. If one
day the inscription honoring the generous benefactor, destroyed by
the Revolution, is restored at the hospital of Vence, founded through

(1) Eccl., XL1V, 14, 15.

(2) Psalm., 88, 16.

(3) Honoro in cineribus martyrum semina eternitatis. Serm. 88, de nat. mart.
(4) Mireio, cant. X, éd. 1864, p. 116.



the generosity of its bishop Jean-Baptiste Surian, a member of the
Académie Francaise,—founded, as is well known, by another bishop
of Vence, Godeau, together with Richelieu,—if, I say, that inscription
is restored, everyone will think of you when rereading that “He was,
through his talents and his virtues, an ornament of the Episcopate.”
And do we not admire, in the lives of an Ambrose and a Charles Bor-
romeo, alongside their greatest deeds, the care they took in Milan to
exalt the bodies of saints providentially discovered?

My Lord Archbishop, Provence is proud to have you at its head,
and the suffragan bishops to walk under your guidance. As a young
cleric in Lorgues, almost equidistant from Bauduen and Vence, you
read in the proper of Fréjus the noble deeds of our two heroes. Mean-
while, Saint Véran took pleasure in pouring into your soul, in view
of the destinies the Church reserved for you, the ardent love he pro-
fessed for the Pontiff of Rome; and Saint Lambert gave you some-
thing of his noble bearing, praised by the chroniclers, and above all
infused into you that incomparable charity which, for you as for him,
victorious over the years, fulfills in the journey toward heaven the
very law of Newton, vires acquirit eundo! (It gathers strength as it goes.)

Atyour side, I greet the worthy successor of Saint Sidonius Apol -
linaris. We still possess the letter in which he urged Véran to come
and rest at the villa of Viturme in Auvergne, the property of Saint Eu-
cher. And nothing is more moving than to see, after fourteen centu-
ries, the Bishop of Clermont return the visit of the Bishop of Vence!

My Lord of Nimes, you also bring back to this celebration of our
ancient memories your fellow citizens of Nimes: Saint Honoratus
and the two brothers, his friends, Castor, Bishop of Apt, and Leonce
of Fréjus, who formed Véran, the very young monk at Lérins, where
he could also admire, while drawing up rules there for his monastery
of Saint-Victor, the illustrious Cassian of Marseille. It is indeed fit-
ting, My Lord of Marseille, to present him to us at this hour, escorted
by the priest Salvian, also of your diocese, who was Véran’s fellow
student during his novitiate at Lérins.

But now, make way for the haloed virgins whom the Bishop of
Digne brings to us from their ancient chapels bathed by the Upper
Durance: Consortia and Tullia, daughters as well of Saint Eucher and
Saint Galla, and sisters of Saint Véran.

My Most Reverend Father Abbot, inexorable guardian of the
rule, you would not have allowed them to enter the cloister; but, can-
onized, they enter it from on high, and thus the family is complete.

The family is complete in this fine procession, where those of
Heaven are united with those of the gentle land of France; and as
proof that this union is truly catholic in the full force of the term,
there is the honor added to the solemnity that gathers us by your be-
loved presence, My Lord of Ventimiglia, and yours, My Lord Scoffier,
victim of the Boxers of China!
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The victorious hand of God, my Brothers, is manifested here in
a striking way through the sure pledges that we touch and venerate
of the final resurrection.

The work of redemption consists in uniting each human indi-
vidual to the Son of God the Savior, who chose to take humanity as
his own in order to lead it to heaven.

Ego in eis et Tu in me, ut sint consummati in unum ! (I in them and
you in me, so that they may be brought to perfect unity.) The sublime
theology of Saint Paul is entirely contained in this dogma of our in-
corporation into Christ: he, the head of the great mystical body of the
baptized, whom he draws into the unceasing movement of his wor-
ship of the Father, through the Holy Spirit, all the way to the supreme
immersion in glory: ad consummationem sanctorum in cedificationem
corporis Christi (For the perfecting of the saints, for the building up of
the body of Christ.) (2). But the body of the Christian also enters into
participation in this supernatural communion. We are wholly grafted
onto the stock of which we become the branches: “concorporales,” the
Apostle says quite plainly (3). And note, my Brothers, the economy of
the order of sanctification: it is through the body that all the sacra-
mental signs act upon the soul. Our wretched flesh too is nourished
and consecrated by grace: our bodies become temples of the Holy
Spirit; more than that, they are members of Christ. “God,” Saint Paul
wrote to the Corinthians, “raised up the Lord, and he will raise us up
by the very power of his Son.” — And wishing to keep his dear con-
verts forever far from sin, it is to this very union of our bodies with
that of the Savior that he appeals in his decisive reasoning: “Do you
not know that your bodies are members of Christ? What then! Shall
I take the members of Christ and make them members of a prosti-
tute?” (4).

And there is the triumph of God’s love for mankind. There is the
victory of faith and the pledge of our hopes. Primitice Christus, deinde
ii qui sunt Christi, deinde finis (Christ as the firstfruits; then those who be-
long to Christ; then the end.) (5). Yes, all of us, one day, shall rise again.
May God grant that we all die bearing the pledges of the blessed res-
urrection, in the faith and love of the Redeemer!

See, my Brothers, how much the Catholic liturgy reminds us, in
practice, of the deepest dogmas of theology. When the altar has been
incensed, the clergy and the faithful are incensed in turn; now in-
cense is offered only to divinity; very well! For the righteous are, by

(1) Joan., XVII, 23.

(2) Ephes., IV, 12 et suiv.
(3) Eph., 111, 6.
(4)ICor., VI, 14, 15.

(5) ICor., XV, 21 et suiv.



grace, “in some way sharers in the divine nature” (1). Incense is also
given to the faithful departed during their funeral rites: it is the seed
of the resurrection that is being entrusted to the earth. And from this
you understand how well founded is the Church’s traditional indig-
nation against attempts at pagan cremation which, here and there,
might seek to introduce themselves into our customs. No, no, the
grain of wheat must fall into the furrow and dissolve there in the
earth from which it came; and at the appointed hour, it will sprout
and blossom into a rich harvest (2). “A body is sown in decay; it will
rise incorruptible; it is sown in dishonor, it will rise in glory” (3).

Honor, then, to the preserved remains of the righteous here be-
low. Relics of the Saints, you are like the circulating currency of the
pure gold that is Jesus Christ. In those members destined to share in
his glory, it is he—he always—unique mediator, sole savior, whom
we venerate, whom we invoke, whom we love. “He must reign,” but
reign in fullness; and when all things are finally placed beneath his
feet, then the last enemy, death, will be destroyed; and then, in turn,
the Son will be absorbed into the One who subjected all creation to
him, and thus God will be all in all, ut sit Deus omnia in omnibus! (So
that God may be all in all.) (4)

Ah! T now understand all these honors rendered to the sacred
relics. As a pontiff, I approach the altar bearing on my breast the cross
filled with the bones of the martyrs. The Eucharistic sacrifice would
be profaned if the altar stone did not contain fragments of them. And
what! During the liturgical action, while between earth and heaven
there is but one oblation possible and accepted, both before and after
the Eucharistic consecration, I call upon Mary, John the Baptist, the
ranks of the Saints from the apostles to the virgins, and all of this
comes together to form one body with my Redeemer. These are his
spoils, these are his trophies, this is the completion of himself; and
heavenly gifts rain down upon us: ascendens in altum captivam duxit
captivitatem; dedit dona hominibus (He ascended on high, leading cap-
tivity captive, and bestowed gifts upon men.) (5).

In the light of this sublime doctrine, everything in the histo-
ry of Christianity becomes clear and illuminated. Without it, could
one understand the extraordinary efforts devoted to the search for,
translation, and exaltation of the bodies of the saints, which fill its
anna?ls and in which the names of emperors and kings so often ap-
pear:

Long ago, an Aeneas fleeing burning Troy carried his aged fa-
ther with him, as though without ancestors a land could never truly

(1) 2 Petr., 1, 4.

(2) Joan., XII, 24.
(3)1Cor., XV, 42 et suiv.
(4) Ibid., 25—-28.

(5) Eph., 1V, 8.
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become a “fatherland.” Now, it is particularly moving to observe,
throughout the exoduses of the disciples of Christ across the world,
the pious care with which they also carried venerable bones, as the
foundation of future Christian communities. Apt owes to this apos-
tolic practice the body of Saint Anne; and how many other church-
es combine the veneration of their founder with that of a saint from
Palestine whose remains became their cornerstone.

If only I had the time, my Brothers, to recount to you—and
would you, standing on this immense esplanade, have the patience to
listen? —the story of the famous seizures of saints’ bodies. Witness
the daring, upheld by Heaven despite indignant excommunications,
of our Saint Aygulf, also of Lérins, who in the sixth century, with bold
accomplices, carried off from Monte Cassino the bodies of Saint Ben-
edict and his sister Scholastica, and, without railways or motor vehi-
cles, did not hesitate to transport them as far as Orléans, to the abbey
of Fleury-sur-Loire.

Seizures out of jealous love were possible in peaceful times;
concealment in the bowels of the earth came under the threat of in-
cursions and devastation. In vain do the chronicles—and even more
eloquently, the fatal disappearance of every written monument—re-
veal to us the intensity and duration of the Saracen invasion, from
the Durance to the Mediterranean; we can scarcely imagine all its
horror. The most precious bodies were then hidden in blinded crypts
and impenetrable underground chambers.

When peace returned amid the accumulated ruins, who among
the new inhabitants, attempting to revive cities depopulated by
slaughter, could remember these mysterious hiding places? The age
of discoveries, often prompted by heavenly inspiration, rewarded the
faith of the simple. As early as the fourth century, the Christian Ro-
man Empire had enjoyed the incomparable spectacle of divine splen-
dor at the discovery of the body of Saint Stephen, the first martyr.

No less wondrous was the discovery in 1279 at Saint-Maximin,
in the hypogea of the old Benedictine church, of the body of our glo-
rious Saint Mary Magdalene. From this dates the universal move-
ment of Christian peoples toward the famous penitent, and the con-
struction over her tomb of the basilica begun by Charles II, nephew of
Saint Louis, son of the first Count of Provence of the House of Anjou,
and father of the young Franciscan archbishop of Toulouse, our Saint
Louis of Brignoles.

Equally famous, two centuries later (1448), was the discovery
in the Camargue, at Notre-Dame de la Mer, of the bodies of Saints
Mary Jacobe and Mary Salome, under King René and by his orders. As
today, but with the scope and magnificence of those times when the
Church held its place within Christian states, there were processions
of pontiffs with crozier and mitre, lords, princesses, and magistrates
in great number. Their signatures appear in the solemn acts that for-
ever authenticate the uncovering of the holy bodies thus discovered.



Exaltabunt ossa humiliata ! (The humbled bones shall rejoice.) (1) The
age of “discoveries” is far from ending here; for it is written: Domi-
nus conservat omnia ossa eorum: unum ex his non conteretur (The Lord
preserves all their bones; not one of them shall be broken.) (2).

II

You all know, my Brothers, for interesting accounts of it have been
published, how, after one hundred and twenty years of confinement
and, despite duly recorded reports, almost as many years of neglect,
the reliquaries of Saint Véran and Saint Lambert came back into contact
with the people of Vence. A day will come—Ilet us hope it is near —when
this or that prodigious circumstance of this discovery, canonically ver-
ified, will add still further to their glory and to our gratitude.

It is scarcely a year since the hiding place, concealed at the back
of one of the chapels of the old Cathedral, yielded its treasures. O
people of Vence, you were then worthy of your forebears: what exhil -
aration throughout the whole town; what transports in every home!
One would have said that the two dearly loved patrons were there in
full life, when suddenly their busts appeared on the bell tower: it was
the Palladium of the city rediscovered and raised upon its towers!

And indeed, how many benefits due to their powerful inter-
cession; and here again, my Brothers, is the victory of God that it is
sweet for us to celebrate with them: Victricem manum tuam laudaver-
unt pariter, alleluia! (Together they praised your victorious hand, allelu-
ial)

Saint Véran belongs to the fifth century. He was the son of the
senator of Lyon, Saint Eucher, who, among his rich estates, counted
lands in our region, at Jonques and nearby. From Lérins, where he
was a monk with his sons Véran and Salonius, he became Archbish-
op of Lyon. Geneva takes pride in having had Salonius as its bishop.
It was to the see of Vence that canonical election called Véran, con-
secrated by Saint Maximus, successor at Lérins of Saint Honoratus,
then Bishop of Riez.

Up to that point, Véran had been, by inclination, a contempla-
tive. By duty, he knew how to become the most active of pontiffs. His
complete detachment from all human concerns assured him that
moral superiority which so often becomes an irresistible prestige,
and which, supported by learning and wisdom, soon earned him the
confidence of the great Pope Saint Leo I. Without lingering over the
pacifying missions he carried out in his name at Nice and at Arles, I
will note here only two very significant episodes of his long episco-
pate. First, his unwavering adherence to the Apostolic See. We pos-
sess a letter from him to Saint Leo, Pope, in which he sums up Cath-
olic doctrine according to the recent canons of the Council of Arles
against the Monophysites, and filialy submits his positions to the

(1) Psal., L, 10.
(2) Psalt., XXXIII, 21.
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judgment of the Sovereign Pontiff. He signs: Veranus, cultor vestri
apostolatus (A devoted servant of your apostolic mission.). Do you grasp,
gentlemen, the precise and full meaning of this word “cultor”? Is it
a somewhat emphatic expression of passing fervor? Not at all. Cul-
tor indicates an acquired disposition, a settled state of mind. “Véran,
who professes devotion to your apostolic dignity!” That is the exact
rendering, and such is the mark of the unchanging Catholic tradi-
tion regarding the primacy of the Pontiff of Rome, just as strongly
affirmed in the fifth century as it would later be under a Gregory VII
or an Innocent III. “Cultor”..., it is quite simply devotion to the Pope,
as in the time of Pius IX, Leo XIII, and our august and beloved Holy
Father, Pius X. O splendor of the Catholic Church! How beautiful she
isin her hierarchy, where the diversity of ministries and gifts unfolds
within the inviolable cohesion of her unity!

The second culminating event in the history of Saint Véran of
Vence is connected with the barbarian invasions. Visigoths, Ostro-
goths, Huns, Vandals swept over our Latin lands. The Roman Empire
was completing its collapse in a corruption that led Salvian to say:
“Qur vices are even worse than theirs!” Provence fell into the hands
of the Arian Visigoths: Arians, that is, diminished Christians, for one
could now only be Christian, so brightly did the light of the Incarna-
tion shine throughout the world. But human pride takes its revenge
by seeking, as Saint John says, to ‘“dissolve” Jesus Christ. He is the
Messiah, he is the Savior, but he will not be the consubstantial Son of
God: such is Arianism. Moreover, every passion hides its secret re-
venges beneath commanding labels. In reality, Euric, the Arian king,
bore hatred toward the bishops because they had reproached him
for his crimes. Those who blame Christianity for having given rise
to so many bloody quarrels forget that it is not religion that causes
bloodshed; it is hypocritical passion that takes on its mask in order to
satisfy the most savage hatreds. Euric called to his aid the ferocious
Gaiseric, leader of the Vandals. Together they pillaged and burned
the churches, on whose devastated ground one would later see flocks
grazing, for they prevented the election of Catholic bishops to re-
place those they had had massacred, such as our Ausile of Fréjus and
Deuthere of Nice. It was persecution in all its horror! O sinister news!
The barbarian hordes were approaching Vence; everything was about
to be lost. Véran exhorted his people: there was no more weeping, but
expiation, prayer, hope. The pontiff descended, clad in his episcopal
vestments and followed by his clergy, down to the Pont-du-Loup,
where the enemy cohorts were encamped. Face to face with the fierce
kings, like Saint Leo at Rome and Saint Loup at Troyes—Loup, his
companion during his novitiate at Lérins—Véran suddenly softened
the fury of the barbarian leaders: Euric and Gaiseric spared the city,
and the humble bishop returned triumphant!

“The bishops,” said Guizot, “made France as bees make their
hives.” They will know how to defend her again, do not doubt it,
Christians, if the excesses of a civilization slipping into unbridled
barbarism were to reopen the bloody era of national devastation!



Victricem manum tuam, laudaverunt pariter! (Together they praised your
victorious hand!)

Of Saint Lambert, I will recall only his extreme austerities and
his life wholly given over to prayer and charity, which made him,
during his lifetime and after his death, a miracle-worker of the high-
est rank.

He was born at Bauduen, then in the diocese of Riez, today of
Fréjus. His noble family, the Pelloquins, still has descendants at Bau-
duen, as evidenced by one of our young priests present in this as-
sembly. We are already in the twelfth century. To situate properly the
episcopate of Saint Lambert in its historical setting, let us recall that
he was a contemporary of the First and Second Crusades; that while
he was disciplining his youth under the rule of the Black Benedic-
tines of Lérins, the branch of the White Benedictines of Citeaux was
bringing forth the fruitful flower of Saint Bernard; at the same time
Saint Norbert was founding the Premonstratensians, and the Tem-
plars were arming themselves for the defense of the Holy Sepulchre.

Provence was at peace under its hereditary counts of the House
of Barcelona, vassals of the Holy Roman Empire. In 1114, Lambert,
also a monk of Lérins, was called to govern the Church of Vence. He
remained there for forty years, living as a cenobite beneath the walls
of his small town, proud to preserve, at the corner of the Cathedral
porch, the tower where the saint prayed without ceasing. And yet God
knows how much the quarrel over investitures and the sacrilegious
audacity of Henry V of Germany called the bishops of Christendom to
frequent councils. Lambert, by his prayers, hastened the triumph of
Calixtus II over the Caesar who encroached upon what must be ren-
dered to God; for even in ages of faith, the temptation of Caesar was
always that inspired by pride and greed.

Meanwhile, Lambert, at Vence, tended his beloved flock and
practiced mortification. The miracle of Good Friday has remained
legendary in the memory of the people, recorded as it is in the con-
temporary Latin chronicle of our saint. It was a delightful divine re-
prisal for the excessive austerity of the good bishop. It is five o’clock
in the evening; the Office of Tenebrae finished, Lambert finally con-
sents to take some nourishment, and his only meal will be a cup of
water. It is brought to him; he blesses it and twice recoils: “Someone
is deceiving me; this is wine,” he says, with a gesture meant to show
displeasure. They protest; the experiment is repeated. This time he
watches the movements of his clerics closely: he blesses the water
again... O prodigy! He bows before the gentle will of heaven and re-
signs himself to wetting his lips with the miraculous wine.

At Vence, such surprises were no longer unusual. Lambert
healed the deaf and the blind, and the annals of his episcopate are
filled with his miracles. They were seen to continue at his tomb... that
tomb which he himself had built and which has become, in the Ca-
thedral, his altar. More still, it has pleased God to cause to flow from
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his sacred bones that mysterious liquid which, even today, character-
izes the power beyond the grave of Saint Nicholas at Bari and of a few
other saints, and which for a long time in Vence brought about healings
recorded in family memories. Consoling victories of the merciful hand
of the Lord! But what can be said now of the great event absolutely es-
tablished in general history?

We are in the midst of the Wars of Religion, in 1592: the Baron of
Vence, along with his highly disreputable mother, has just abjured the
faith of his ancestors and gone over to Calvinism. Once a renegade from
God, it costs little to become a traitor. Aided by the sword of the Hugue-
not commander-in-chief Lesdiguieres, who would nevertheless return
to Catholicism under Louis XIII, he dared to lay siege to the very city of
which he was lord. Guillaume Le Blanc, Bishop of Vence, had loved him
in his youth: he would soon write to him to reproach him for his crime
and attempt to convert him, and this memorable letter has been pre-
served, in which the pontiff records the striking fact that follows:

The people of Vence, taken by surprise and almost without weap-
ons, have for their defense only their valiant bishop and their two great
protectors in heaven. That is enough: Vence is about to become, for
the second time, the Bethulia of the Christian era. The relics of the two
saints, in their silver busts, are hoisted to the bell tower. The besiegers’
camp jeers and blasphemes: “Hang an arquebus on each of them!” they
shout, “while waiting for their melted reliquaries to give us fine ringing
coins!” The assault is launched. But what happens? The troops falter:
the bullets from the arquebuses, the cannonballs from the culverins
ricochet back and wound the soldiers. A hidden terror paralyzes them,;
then comes panic, a confused rout... Vence is saved! Victricem manum
tuam laudaverunt pariter! (Together they praised your victorious hand!)

My Brothers, in this prodigious event, in which the protective
power of your saints shone forth so strongly, I see, in miniature, what
is happening in our Fatherland. Is not Vence like a precious jewel, offer-
ing in condensed form France itself? Vence, successively Gallic, Roman,
Provencal, French, and Catholic?

And now, who is laying siege to this beloved France at this very
hour, to ruin and annihilate her by tearing away her glories along with
her faith?

Renegade sons, bloated with the benefits that the Christian reli-
gion brought to their fathers and which made our Fatherland the queen
of nations! Oh! May God keep me from probing the mysteries of con-
sciences; but does it not seem that among them there are traitors ready
to make common cause with the Lesdiguieres beyond the Rhine?... Ev-
erything, everything, to tear France away from her God and from the
Roman Church, her mother!

But no; si Deus pro nobis, quis contra nos (If God is for us, who
can be against us) ? Men of little faith, why be timid? Lift up your
eyes: the Sacred Heart at Paray, the Virgin Mary at Lourdes,
Joan of Arc at Orléans, and at Vence, Saint Véran, Saint Lambert!
Therefore, lift up your hearts! Hope! It is at the cost of our vir-
tue, our sufferings, and our labor, if we so choose, that we shall



save the Fatherland. Then, having at last become a true people of
brothers, opening the era of national prosperity, we shall give back
this beloved France to her Savior and her King, Our blessed Lord Je-
sus Christ.

Amen!

Address by Abbé Thellier de Poncheville

Honor to you, pilgrims in countless ranks, whose piety gives
the saints we glorify here an adornment more resplendent than the
magnificent silver of their reliquaries!

Honor to your Provencal churches! They lovingly preserve, in
their privileged soil, the ashes of the Envoys of the Lord, and in their
faithful souls, living faith in Jesus Christ.

Honor to the city of Vence, to its people and to its clergy, whose
zeal has cast upon this day a brilliance worthy of the finest periods of
your ancient history!

Honor to you, My Lord of Nice, who were the promoter of these
grand solemnities! Your diocese echoed to you the lament of Mary
Magdalene before the empty tomb: “They have taken away my Lord,
and I do not know where they have laid him.” Concerned for the lost
treasure, you inspired the searches that were to bring back to light
the august buried remains. Nothing seemed too beautiful to you to
celebrate the joy of this discovery. It was you who summoned the rich
procession of these crowds; it was you who set in motion this sump-
tuous episcopal procession.

Honor to you all, My Lords, jealous guardians of the glories of
your past, courageous builders of our future renewal! Heirs of the
monks of Lérins whose virtue made illustrious the sees of this south-
ern land of Gaul, charged with the immense apostolic task of those
bishops who made and unceasingly remade France, your place was
indeed at this episcopal celebration.

But our acclamation must rise even more enthusiastically to-
ward the most noble servants of the Church and of souls, whose
memory has made us climb from the four corners of the horizon to
these blessed heights: glory to Saint Lambert and to Saint Véran!

You hoped, for their apotheosis, for the warm flame of a dazzling
sun. But what does it matter! The firmament may close over your
heads now that the opened earth has allowed the relics of the guests
of God to reappear among you. If your sky has lost, for an hour, that
luminous transparency which allows one here, better than elsewhere,
to live in intimacy with the saints of heaven, your eyes have redis-
covered the visible image of your illustrious protectors, your hands
have again grasped the fringe of their mantle: you will no longer let
them leave you. Here they are once more among you, truly yours...



Why do these pontiffs of ancient times return to their first
homeland, suddenly brought back to life after more than a century
of burial?

Listen with emotion to their beloved voice. Through our sor-
rows, and in spite of the skepticism that mocks us, they teach us, by
the enduring nature of their veneration, that Catholicism and its fol -
lowers carry within themselves an eternal destiny. For this twofold
immortality is powerfully affirmed at the tomb of your saints.

_@“

What a mystery is such a gathering of people around a few bro-
ken bones! A disconcerting sight, more eloquent than any words!
Nothing explains it except the divine promise announcing to the
faithful of Christ that, even in death, they live again in Him.

Humanity is usually quick to forget the sons it has lost. It turns
away from the heroes it once acclaimed in their fleeting passage. It
scatters to the winds of time their brief memory and overturns the
altars raised for a day to statues soon without glory. Even those who
were important to their contemporaries become no more than an in-
significant thought in the life of posterity. They believed themselves
immortal: apart from a few scholars, the crowd does not even know
they existed.

Who thinks of the men of former times? And among their rare
admirers, who loves them other than out of intellectual curiosity,
with an affection that stirs the heart? The Roman magistrates who
lived in these regions alongside Saint Véran fifteen centuries ago,
and the lords of the Middle Ages who were contemporaries of Saint
Lambert—who has retained their names? Who calls upon their pa-
tronage? Who shows them trust and gratitude? As for the powerful of
today, when they have disappeared from the stage, how many among
their followers will remain attached to them, even up to their burial?
And the next day, what will become of them? And later still?

Contrary to all ordinary laws, our dead, our very ancient dead,
see countless crowds continually come to them, as if they were still
alive. Their land remains prostrate upon the stone where they were
buried. All the time their sarcophagi remained hidden, the devotion
of their fellow citizens had made of every heart an ideal tomb, where
the precious memory of the patrons of the city was kept alive. The
Revolution destroyed thrones; it did not overthrow their altar. Across
successive generations, the chain of homage never ceases to length-
en: the golden link you add to it completes and strengthens it. The
faith of the fathers will continue in the hearts of the sons. Your de-
scendants will place their feet in the imprint of your steps and will
hasten in turn to venerate the relics to which you have given glo-
ry. As long as the mountain of Vence is not destroyed, this holy dust
will never cease to be borne in triumph on reverent shoulders, like a



challenge thrown down to all the forces of destruction and all the
powers of forgetting. Let an unbeliever explain this prodigy to us!

The mystery is intelligible to us who believe. Our dead survive
because they are partners in an imperishable work and existence,
builders here below of the indestructible city of the Church, and
above, inhabitants of its eternal tabernacles. In two periods whose
contrast is striking, both were fearless collaborators in the kingdom
of God. They now share in it as blessed participants in heavenly glory.

_@“

The Church! She seemed destined to perish when the elder of
your holy bishops arrived here at the beginning of the fifth century,
ableak century of disorder and decay. Ruins everywhere: outside, the
dreadful devastation of the Roman Empire; within, the desolation
of violent religious conflicts. Hardly freed from persecutors, young
Christendom finds itself grappling with savage hordes that, through
all the submerged frontiers, surge forward in an immense flood of
fury. Huns and Visigoths rush to murder and plunder. In their wake,
the earth trembles, fires are kindled, everything gives way, every-
thing flees, bishops are slaughtered, public authority collapses into
bloody anarchy. Rome is taken; it is the dismemberment of the great
empire dying in the West and already collapsing in the East. Terrified
voices proclaim the end of the world.

To the horror of these civil convulsions is added, for Christians,
the pain of internal struggles. Theological schools are in conflict, fac-
tions tear one another apart, heresy endangers Catholic unity. Monks
ask in dread whether this world, so lamentably ravaged, can ever be
won over to the peace of Christ, and they answer with groans.

Saint Véran rises above these timid fears. In the collapse that
threatens to sweep everything away, he remains at his post, cou-
rageously defending the portion of the Lord’s land entrusted to his
fearless zeal. His intervention halts the ravaging bands beneath the
very walls of his city. In the midst of war, in the midst of chaos, he
magnificently undertakes his task as bishop, which Saint Lambert
will continue in more reassuring times.

From the islands of Lérins, he often saw the fury of the waves
break against the rock face, powerless to disturb the foundations
that support the monastery, always standing despite the ages and
the seas. The young monk absorbed this lesson of confidence. He
knows where the unshakable stone exists upon which the universal
Church is built, and which communicates to particular churches its
serenity and its strength. His three predecessors founded the see of
Vence upon this granite of Rome. He leans upon it with renewed force
in this anxious period when everything totters across a troubled
world. Let the storm now rage! On these unchanging foundations,



the work of God is to be built for centuries, preserving, amid collaps-
es of every kind, the eternal goods that must not perish, a mystical
fortress sheltering, together with the holiness of souls, the heritage
of civilization.

Five to six hundred years pass amid the vicissitudes of history.
The young walls of Vence continue to rise, despite the opposing cur-
rents of time and of passing peoples, just as the lofty buildings of the
Vatican stand unbowed on the horizon above the violence of an ocean
sometimes stirred to fury. God grants his Church a splendid respite:
the Middle Ages lift toward heaven the radiant hope of an incom-
parable dawn. In joy, as yesterday in suffering, the construction of
the Catholic city will continue, step by step, a city never overthrown
and never fully completed. Another worker ascends the see of Vence.
Through his lofty virtues, Lambert gives fresh momentum to the
vaults of the mystical nave beneath which so many generations have
already come to shelter their prayers and their hopes. In the harsh-
ness of those ages of iron and faith, his kindness draws his people to
the foot of the ancient altars: his miracles will never cease to bring
them back to his tomb. Thus the house of God rises, ever more pow-
erful, and becomes attractive to the crowds through the labor of the
saints.

Another period of seven centuries has passed: the Church
founded by these workers of God still stands. It has seen many human
undertakings die. Amid the irremediable frailty of earthly things, it
remains the institution without fissure, the house of heaven which
neither the blows of time nor the efforts of hatred can reach so as to
overthrow it. It is now your turn, My Lords, to come down into the
midst of the building site and show yourselves bold rebuilders.

The Christian temple, whose weary stones were wounded by the
great shock of the Separation, must rise before our contemporaries
more solid and more spacious than before, ready to offer their crum-
bling society the indispensable support of its sacred walls and their
anxious souls the divine shelter of peace. May the robust optimism of
your predecessors sustain you in this crushing labor!

Other centuries will come. They will once again overthrow hu-
manity’s dreams, its glories and its miseries, its scaffolding of proud
dust. Alone, the Cathedral of Christ will grow firmer day by day, in
splendor and undiminished strength, until sovereign justice passes
over the world and the elements are plunged into a final chaos. But
beyond this fleeting destruction, the great Church, sketched out on
our perishable earth, will expand into infinite extensions...

Let us glorify them, and may God glorify more splendidly these
heroes of active and trusting faith who, in their fleeting existence
among men, made themselves the vigorous builders of this eternal
work!



In our days of Christian mourning, these fine memories comfort
us with the thought of the definitive victories of Catholicism. In mo-
ments when conviction falters, they also strengthen us in the joyful
expectation of the resurrection. For from our revered tombs we must
draw this second benefit.

The presence of such a crowd near the remains of the saints ex-
presses more than a feeling of gratitude for the distant role of two
historical figures. It bears witness to complete trust in their present
mission, in their perpetual power of action and sanctification, exer-
cised above all for the benefit of their people.

You have not come here merely to thank benefactors of former
times from whom your fathers received help: you invoke them on
your own behalf, as ever-present protectors, from whom you your-
selves expect signs of kindness. You therefore have faith in their sur-
vival. And how could they live to such a degree in the memory of men
if they did not live on within God?

This religious certainty that your dead are still your friends
must be manifested with splendor in solemnities such as this, as a
response to the dreadful materialist thesis that seeks to confine man
to this earth and bury him entirely in his grave.

If we are to believe the grim denials of the atheist, nothing ex-
ists in the blue of the sky. Our destiny is limited to the horizon of this
world and enclosed within the narrow domain of time, sparingly al-
lotted to each of us. The upward thrust of our lives toward happiness,
our dreams of justice, our love of ideal beauty, our passion for truth,
all these powerful aspirations that make up the honor of humanity,
will die smothered beneath the shovelfuls of earth of the gravedig-
ger. The spirit, having entered through thought into the realm of the
invisible, will sink into the horror of the cemetery’s vital decompo-
sition. In love with the infinite, thirsting for immortality, this heart
will become the prey of nothingness, at the bottom of a forgotten
grave! Thus blaspheme the destroyers of our faith!

But the French soul is of too noble a lineage and has been Chris-
tian for too long to resign itself to the humiliation of such a destiny.
It protests against this degrading and despairing doctrine; it tries to
break free from its cruel bondage, like a living person shut up in a
coffin who, to escape the horror of such a death, would smash with a
desperate effort the deadly partition beneath which he was thought
to have vanished.

Leave atheism its desolate conception of death. It is true: ev-
erything would be horribly sad if nothing were eternal. But because
a divine hope lives within us, the most ordinary of human lives, and
even the most pitiable in its present distress, is transfigured by the
brilliance of a sublime hope. Everything does not end at the stone of
the tomb; on the contrary, everything begins there! From our insig-
nificant passage through this world, something remains other than
these dried bones, an uninteresting reminder of a life without glory.
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The earth is only the reliquary of what has died; the soul of the righ-
teous enters the sanctuary of God, whose magnificent existence it
shares forever.

Tempted by the thousand fascinations of created riches and
joys, our minds are often led astray from those invisible realms. But
today the thought of your dead lifts you back up to them with these
saints. These sons of your land and your lineage have not broken all
the bonds of their human kinship. They continue to love the coun-
try that was the cradle of their immortal existence, these foothills of
the Alps from which they took flight toward heaven, this coastline
from which they set out toward the shores of the divine beyond. Their
souls remain attached to this corner of earth that they evangelized
and where a part of what was their human being still rests. They look
with special favor upon the mortals who walk the same paths they
once trod, bearing in their features and their speech the marks of a
shared likeness. They truly are saints from among you, your family
saints! How could you lose the memory of such friends and, remain-
ing faithful to them, forget that immortality into which they preced-
ed you in order to help you enter it in their footsteps?

Guided by the invisible care of these shepherds who are your
compatriots, the whole flock must gather into the fold of God. We
too, through our baptism, despite our sins, belong to the lineage of
the saints. Even if obscure by our social condition, we are destined for
that glory of heaven whose reflection crowns this feast with divine
beauty. In memory of this pilgrimage to the holy heights of Vence,
none of you will wish to miss that far more magnificent rendezvous
which will gather, at the threshold of eternity, the multitude of the
elect for the procession and the ascent of the sacred courts of Para-
dise.

All those whom Christ will have marked with his cross, all those
whom the prayer of the Church will have purified of their guilty mis-
ery, above all those in whom the Host will have placed a seed of res-
urrection, will be invited to this immortal assembly. They will come
there one day, and with them the billions of dead whom we have al-
ready left behind us on the paths of the past, and the billions of living
who will press on after us along the roads of the future...

When the cycle of perishable times has run its course, then the
universal translation of the relics of our transfigured humanity will
be celebrated. The creative breath that passed over the chaos of the
first ages will once again visit the earth, now become the vast ossuary
of the children of God. Inits stirred depths, the ashes of the saints will
thrill with joy—glorious ashes and nameless dust, ashes from splen-
did reliquaries and dust buried in the darkness of common graves.
The poor bodies disfigured behind the damp wood of their crude cof-
fins, our soldiers who fell on the plains of Africa and whom the desert
wrapped in its shroud of desolate sand, our sailors of the Liberté and
the Iéna swallowed without burial in the midst of immense waters...all
these pitiful remains will leave the dwelling of exile, in the company



of the precious bones gathered amid candles and incense upon our
altars. From what will have been the perishable garment of souls
during their passage through this world, God will fashion the radiant
covering for the triumphs of his glory.

May no witness of our celebrations today be deprived of that one!
Saint Véran and Saint Lambert will obtain for us this grace of salva-
tion. Under their blessed patronage, our lives will move forward, like
theirs, toward the dwelling of light, where the full brightness shines
beside which our sun is but shadow. All of us will meet again there:
children in white robes, priests and bishops in golden chasubles, vir-
gins with immaculate veils, poor folk in rags made resplendent with
an unknown richness, fathers and mothers glorified by the children
you will have given to God to people his beautiful heaven; and this
infinite multitude of the blessed will go on to live in the land of the
saints, escorting their Queen to acclaim eternally Christ, in whom, in
our turn, and forever, we shall be risen again.
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