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A STORY OF 
SAINT GERMAINE 

 
Many, many years ago, in the beautiful country of France, there lived a lovely little girl by the name of Germaine.  This little girl was an orphan.  We do not know the name of her real parents.  She was, however, raised by a family known as Cousin. 

Mr. Laurent Cousin, her stepfather, was an important man in his village.  He had a nice home.  Germaine would have been very happy there, but her stepmother hated her. 
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If she had been a strong healthy girl, Germaine could have run away . But she was not.  She had always been a sickly child.  Her right arm and hand were out of shape, and she could hardly use them.  She also suffered from swellings on her neck.  These often broke open and smelled badly. 

But in spite of all her sufferings, Germaine had a very sweet way about her.  Her beautiful face seemed to light up when she met any one.  Her large dark eyes gave her pale face a lovely charm. 
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None of these things made her stepmother care for her.  The woman seemed to have a heart of stone.  For no reason at all she would beat and kick the poor child without mercy.  Germaine would not run away from her blows.  She stood until her poor legs would give out from under her.  Then she dropped to the ground.  When this happened, the stepmother would push her out of the way until she was able to get up by herself!  If she did not get up soon enough, the woman would pour boiling water on her. 

Still this was not all.  Mrs. Cousin would not allow Germaine to come into her house.  She threw her a few crusts of bread each day.  At night Germaine had to sleep out of doors or in the barn.  Under a stairway she had a pile of leaves and straw.  On these she slept when the weather was too bad for her to sleep out of doors. 

Germaine wore whatever old clothing was given her.  Most of the time she had to go barefoot, unless she could find some old rags to tie around her feet. 
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So as to have her around as little as possible, Germaine was given charge of the sheep.  Each morning, no matter what the weather was like, she had to drive the sheep to pasture or take them into a nearby forest to graze. 

The grown people of the village also had no use for poor Germaine.  To them she was something of a simpleton. 
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But the same was not true of the village children.  They loved Germaine for she told them wonderful stories. 

“Tell us the story of little Jesus,” they would say as they crowded around her.  Then Germaine’s lovely face would light up, for of all the stories of God and the saints, she loved most of all to tell about the birth of the Baby Jesus in the poor stable in Bethlehem. 
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After a few such stories, the little shepherdess would explain the lessons in the simple catechism one of the little girls brought with her.  Germaine always went to the catechism class conducted in the church on Sunday mornings.  Since she could not read, she would have the little girl read the lesson out loud and then all that the pastor had said the Sunday before came back to Germaine’s mind.  The children loved her as a teacher. 

So life went on for poor Germaine.  Then, early one morning as she was on her way to Mass, something unusual happened.  She had to cross over a river which was usually so shallow she could walk across with no difficulty.  This day the stream was a raging torrent.  Those who saw Germaine cross each morning wondered what she would do.  You can just imagine how surprised they were when they saw the water part, leaving a dry place for her! 

If you have been wondering how Germaine could leave her sheep to go to Mass, here is the answer.  She had a tall cane which she carried when driving the sheep to pasture.  When it came time to go to Mass, Germaine drove the stick into the ground.  The sheep then came and stood around it until she came back.  And the wolves never did any harm to the sheep! 
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During the long lonely hours in the pasture, Germaine said her rosary and thought of the dear God.  She knew that He loved her even though others didn’t.  And during the long nights, too, when Germaine’s pains kept her awake, she prayed to God and to Our Lady. 
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One night several people from the village were passing the Cousin farm.  As they came near the barn in which Germaine slept, they heard heavenly music. 
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“Where does that lovely music come from?” one of them asked. 
“I don’t know.  Every one around here is asleep.  There is no light in the Cousin house.” 
“There is a light coming through a hole in the barn.  See it?” 
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All then walked to the barn and peeked through the hole.  They saw poor Germaine kneeling in prayer.  A bright light shone around her head.  Her face was bright and beautiful.  Then they noticed the music had stopped.  They tried to force open the barn door.  But as soon as they did, the lovely music began again, and the villagers fled in fear! 
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And so life went on for poor Germaine for twenty-two years.  During all that time she was hated and badly treated by all except the village children. 

Then one early summer morning Germaine did not let the sheep out of the barn.  Mr. Cousin could hear them all bleating.  When he came into the barn, he found Germaine dead upon her bed of leaves and straw! 
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The night Germaine died, two monks lost their way in a nearby forest.  They found a ruined castle and made up their minds to stay in it until morning.  About midnight they were awakened by a strange light.  They looked through a window and saw a band of bright light from the sky to the earth.  Then they saw what they thought were maidens, all dressed in white.  Lovely music filled the air.  The light rested upon a barn in the distance, and into the barn the maidens went.  Soon they came out, but they had a new member in their ranks, one who wore a garland of flowers around her head. 
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In the morning the monks hurried to the village.  
“Did any one die here during the night?’’ they asked. 
[image: droppedImage-18.png]

“Yes, a poor little girl by the name of Germaine died in Cousin’s barn.” 

By this time Mrs. Cousin had changed her mind about Germaine.  She had her poor body brought into the house.  She bought a nice new dress and put it on the body.  It was the first new dress Germaine had had in twenty-two years! 

The story of the monks spread through the village.  All came to see “the saint.” 
[image: droppedImage-19.png]

“How lovely Germaine looks now,” every one said.  Her face had a rosy flush.  She seemed to be smiling in her sleep. 

Germaine was buried in the village church.  During her life she loved to be there.  Now that she was dead, it would be her resting place.  In those days the floor of the churches was made of pieces of stone.  When people died, a stone was raised, a shallow grave was dug, and when the coffin was placed into it, the stone was again set in its place.  No one marked the stone under which Germaine was buried.  Was she to be forgotten?  
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Yes, for about forty-three years, Germaine seemed forgotten.  Then one of her relatives died. But this woman left in her will a request that she be buried next to Germaine in the Pibrac church.  
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In order to find Germaine’s remains it was thought that several stones would have to be taken from the floor.  But, when the careless workmen dug up the first stone they found Germaine’s body under it, just as fresh and lovely as the day it was buried!  Even her nice new dress was as pretty as it was forty-three years before.  Other people in the church were called, and soon the news spread all over town.
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Miracle after miracle happened.  Now the despised shepherdess counted friends by the thousands.  News of her power with God spread all over the world.
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But Germaine still had enemies.  Some wicked men were sent to destroy her body.  They dug a hole in the ground, put her body into it, covered it with quicklime and water, and then dumped dirt over it.  Under ordinary conditions the body would have been burned by the lime.  But God did not allow it.  Two years later it was dug up again, still as lovely as ever! 
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Many things delayed the Church from proclaiming Germaine a Saint.  Wars, changes in governments, deaths of popes, lack of money, each had its part.  But, finally, on June 29, 1867, the great Pope Pius. IX declared Germaine a Saint, and from that day to this, she constantly helps all who call upon her. 
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