St. Bonaventure part II
SOME OF THE MIRACLES WHICH TOOK PLACE AFTER ST. FRANCIS’ DEATH

I The Power of the Stigmata

1 As I set out to describe some of the authentic miracles of St. Francis, for the honor of almighty God and the glory of the saint who has already been raised to the glory of heaven, I have decided to start with the miracle in which the power of Christ’s Cross is especially clear and its glory renewed. When Francis put on his new self, he was marked out by a new and unheard-of miracle; by an extraordinary privilege which had never before been granted to a human being in the course of history. He was emblazoned with the sacred stigmata, so that even his body which was destined to die was made like the body of the Crucified. No human tongue can suffice to praise such a miracle. All Francis’ efforts, whether they were known to others or made in secret, were directed towards the Cross of our Lord. The seal of the Cross had been impressed upon his heart from the beginning of his religious life and he was anxious to carry it in his body too. So he clothed himself with the Cross and put on the habit of penance which was in the form of the Cross. He had put on the person of Christ crucified in his heart, and now his body was clothed with the armor of the Cross; God had routed the powers of evil in the sign of the Cross and now his army would do battle for him under the same standard.

From the moment when Francis first began his active service in the army of the Crucified, a number of the mysteries of the Cross were seen in his life, as must be clear to anyone who studies his biography. In the seven visions which he had of our Lord’s Cross, he was transformed into the likeness of the Crucified in thought and desire and deed by ecstatic love of him. It was only right, therefore, that the supreme King who in his loving kindness condescends beyond all human expectation to those who love him should emblazon his body with the standard of the Cross. It was love of the Cross which had seized him from the beginning and it was the honor of bearing the Cross which was to make him a cause of admiration for the world.
2 To prove the reality of the stigmata beyond all doubt, besides the testimony of those who examined them and touched them, which is above all suspicion, we have a number of extraordinary visions and miracles which took place after the saint’s death; and these help to banish all hesitation from our hearts.
His Holiness Pope Gregory IX of happy memory, of whom St. Francis had foretold that he would be pope, was inclined to doubt the wound in Francis’ side, before the canonization of the saint. Then one night, as the pope himself used to relate with tears, St. Francis appeared to him in a dream. His face seemed a little hard and he reproached him for his doubts. Then he raised his right arm and showed him the wound and told him to get a glass and catch the blood which was streaming from his side. The pope got the glass in his vision and it seemed to fill up to the brim with blood. After that, he was so devoted to the stigmata and so eager in his conviction that he could never allow anyone to call these wonderful signs into doubt by attacking them in their pride, and he corrected such people severely.

3 A friar of the Order who was a preacher and well known for his virtuous life was convinced of the truth of the stigmata. However, he began to wonder in a purely human fashion how such a miracle could be possible, with the result that doubt crept into his heart. The struggle went on in his mind for a long time and his inquisitive nature began to get the better of him. Then St. Francis appeared to him in his sleep on night. His feet were covered with mud and he seemed at once humble and reproachful, patient and angry. “What is all this struggle about in your mind?” he asked. “What doubt has defiled you? Look at my hands and my feet.” The friar could see the stigmata on his hands, but he could not see them on his mud-covered feet. “Wipe of the mud from my feet,” said the saint, “and you will see where the nails are.” The friar took his feet devoutly and seemed to wipe off the mud and feet the sounds with his hands. The moment he woke up, he burst into tears and purified the ideas he had entertained by publicly confessing his doubts with a flood of tears.

4 There was a married woman in Rome who was known for her good life and her noble ancestry who had chosen Sr. Francis as her advocate and kept a painting of him in here room where she prayed to God in secret. One day when she was praying, she looked closely at the picture: there was no sign of the stigmata, and she was surprised and upset. In reality there was nothing to be surprised at – the artist had left them out. For a number of days she thought hard what the reason for the omission might be. Then one day the stigmata suddenly appeared in the painting, just as they can be seen in other paintings of the saint. The woman was frightened and she immediately called her daughter who was also a very religious person, and asked her if the stigmata had really been missing from the picture preciously. Her daughter replied that they had; and she swore that the stigmata had been omitted and that now they were there. However, it often happens that the human heart lays a trap for itself and calls the truth into doubt, and so the woman began to doubt once more, thinking that perhaps the stigmata had been there from the first. In order to prevent the miracle which had been performed from being treated lightly, God in his omnipotence now worked another; the marks immediately disappeared and the picture was left shorn of its privileges so that this second miracle proved the first one. 
5 At Lerida in Catalonia a man called John who was very devoted to St. Francis was walking along a road one evening where an ambush had been laid with intent to kill. John himself had no enemies, but the attack was intended for his companion who bore a close resemblance to him. One of the assailants sprang from his hiding place and, thinking John was his enemy, he attacked him so fiercely with his sword that there was no hope for his recovery. The very first blow he received severed his shoulder and arm almost completely from his body and another thrust pierced his chest, making such a gash that the escaping breath would have blown out half a dozen candles.

The doctors were convinced that he could not be saved; his wounds were festering and the smell was so bad that even his wife could hardly stand it. No human remedy could do anything for him and so he had recourse to St. Francis, begging his intercession as fervently as he could. Even while he was being attacked, he had commended himself to him and to the Blessed Virgin. As he lay there alone on his bad of pain, fully conscious and repeating the name Francis continually, a man dressed in the habit of the Friars Minor entered by the window and stood beside him, as it seemed to him. He addressed him by name and said, “You had confidence in me, and so God will save you.” When the dying many asked him who he was, he replied that he was St. Francis and immediately bent over him and unwound his bandages. Then he seemed to anoint all his wounds with ointment. The moment John felt the touch of those holy hands which drew their power of healing from our Savior’s stigmata, his flesh was renewed and the puss disappeared, so that his wounds closed up and he was completely restored to health. Then the saint disappeared. Realizing that he had been cured, John called his wife and broke out joyfully praising God and St. Francis. She came running and when she saw her husband, whom she thought she could have to bury the following day, standing on his feet, she was terrified and she filled the whole neighborhood with her screams. When the rest of the family arrived, they tried to got John back to bed, thinking that he had gone mad, but he would not hear of it and tried to show them that he was healed. They were all so astonished that they seemed to be beside themselves and thought they were imagining things. It was only a few injuries and putrefying flesh and now here he was in the best of health and delighted with himself. “Do not be afraid,” he told them. “Do not think you are imagining things. St. Francis has just left me a moment ago and it was he who healed all my wounds with the touch of his holy hands.” As new of the miracle went round, the whole population came to see for themselves, and when they saw the miracle which the stigmata of St. Francis had worked, they were full of joy and admiration, and acclaimed Christ’s cross-bearer with loud praise.
Francis bore the stigmata of Christ who died for us in his goodness and rose again miraculously from the dead and by the power of his wounds healed the human race which had been wounded and left half-dead; and so it was only right that he who was dead to this world and lived with Christ should cure and injured man by appearing to him miraculously and touching him with his hands.
6 At Potenza in Apulia there was a cleric called Roger who was an honorable man and a canon of the principal church. He was stricken with illness and one day he went into a church to pray. There was a painting of St. Francis there which showed the stigmata and he began to have doubts about this sublime miracle, because it was so unusual and seemed impossible. As the wound of doubt pierced his heart and his thoughts were taken up with all kinds of baseless ideas, he suddenly felt a heavy blow on his left hand beneath his glove. At the same time he heard a noise like the sound of a javelin being thrown from a catapult. He was dumbfounded at the sound and he felt pain in his hand. He pulled off his glove in order to see with his eyes what he had perceived by his hearing and touch. There had been no trace of an injury on his hand before, but there in the middle of his palm he saw a wound which looked as if it had been inflicted by an arrow. The pain was so great that he thought he would faint. Strange to relate, there was no trace of the wound in the glove; the pain of a wound which was inflicted without any sign was the penalty for the hidden wound of doubt in his heart. Goaded by the terrible pain, he went about for two days screaming and telling everybody how he had been unbelieving. He affirmed his belief in the stigmata of St. Francis and swore that every shadow of doubt had disappeared. He humbly begged the saint to help him by his stigmata and he lent weight to the prayers of his heart with a flow of tears. Once he renounced his incredulity and his heart was healed, his hand was healed too. The pain disappeared, so that he did not feel its burn any more and there was no trace of the blow. By God’s loving providence the hidden illness in his soul was cured by visibly cauterizing his flesh, and once his soul was healed, his body was healed too. He became humble and earnest in his religious duties and he was a good friend of the Order and St. Francis. This public miracle was certified under oath and we learned of it in a letter sealed with the bishop’s seal.
There can be doubt, therefore, about the stigmata, and there should be no sour looks because God is good, as if a gift of this kind were not in harmony with his goodness. Many members of Christ’s body adhere to their Head with the same seraphic love as Francis, so that they are found worthy to wear the same armor in battle and will be raised to the same glory in heaven. No one in his right mind would claim that this was for anything but the glory of Christ.
II The Dead Who Were Raised to Life

1 At Monte Marano near Benevento a woman died who had been particularly devoted to St. Francis. That night a number of priests came to celebrate the obsequies and sing the office of the dead, and there in full sight of them all, the woman sat up in bed and called one of them who was her uncle. “I want to go to confession, father,” she told him. “Hear my sin. I was dead and I was condemned to a cruel prison because I had never confessed the sin which I shall reveal to you. But St. Francis prayed for me because I had always served him devotedly when I was alive, and so I was allowed to come back to my body. When I have confessed this sin, I shall enjoy eternal life. The moment I have revealed it, you will see that I am going to my promised reward.” Then she confessed fearfully to the terrified priest and received absolution, after which she composed herself in the bed and died happily.
2 At Pomarice on the mountains of Apulia there was a mother and father who had on daughter who was very young and to whom they were completely devoted. She fell seriously ill and died and her parents, who had no hope of having another child, thought they would die with her. Their friends and relatives gathered for the tragic funeral, but her mother only lay there, overcome with indescribable sorrow and utterly lost in her anguish, so that she had no idea what was going on. Then St. Francis came to visit the grief-stricken woman, accompanied by another friar. He knew that she was devoted to him and he spoke to her gently. “Do not weep,” he said. “The light of your life for whom you mourn is going to be restored to you by my intercession.” The woman rose to her feet immediately and told them all what the saint had said. She refused to allow the body to be removed; instead she invoked the name of St. Francis with complete faith and took her dead daughter by the hand. To the amazement of them all, she raised her up alive and well.

3 The friars in Nocera Umbrea asked a man named Peter for the loan of a cart which they needed for a little while, but he refused foolishly. He insulted them and uttered a blasphemy against the name of St. Francis, because they had asked for an alms in his honor. But then he regretted his stupidity because he was afraid God would avenge the saint, as happened there and then. His eldest son fell ill and died after a short time. The poor man threw himself on the ground, calling on St. Francis tearfully, “It was I who sinned,” he said. “It was I who spoke maliciously. You should have punished me in my own person. Holy saint, give me back my son in my repentance as you took him when I blasphemed. I give myself to you – I will always be at your service. I will offer a sacrifice of praise to Christ in honor of your name.” At these words, the boy arose and told him to stop mourning. He explained that when he left his body, St. Francis took charge of him and eventually brought him back again.
4 The seven-year-old son of a notary in Rome wanted to follow his mother, as she was going to visit St. Mark’s church, but she made him stay at home. So the child jumped from a window of the palace and suffered multiple injuries and was killed instantly. His mother had not gone very far and when she heard the noise, she suspected what had happened. She came running back and when she found her son had been taken from her in such tragic circumstances, she immediately turned upon herself and moved the whole neighborhood to sorrow with her creams. A friar called Raho, of the Order of Friars Minor, was on his way to the church to preach and he went up to the boy and asked his father confidently, “Do you believe that St. Francis can raise your child from the dead because of the love he had for Christ who gave back life to men by his crucifixion?” The child’s father replied that he did believe and was prepared to profess it faithfully, adding that he would serve the saint for the rest of his life, if he were found worthy to receive such a favor from God through his intercession. Then the friar prostrated himself in prayer with his companion and called on the bystanders to join them. At that, the boy began to yawn. Then he opened his eyes and raised his arms and got up. He was able to walk immediately full view of them all, so that he was restored at once to life and health by the wonderful power.
5 In Capua a boy who was playing with a number of others on the banks of the Volturno accidentally fell into the water. The current dragged him under immediately and buried him beneath the sand at the bottom. The children who were playing with him began shouting and a crowd gathered round. Humbly and devoutly they invoked the intercession of St. Francis, that he might look with favor upon the faith of the child’s parents who were devoted to him and save their son from death. Then a man who had been swimming some distance away heard the commotion and came up to the crowd and asked where the boy had disappeared. He called on the name of St. Francis and eventually found the spot where the mud had formed a sort of tomb around the boy’s body. He pulled him out and took him from the water. But to his sorrow he saw that he was already dead. They could all see that he was dead, but they still kept crying and shouting. “St. Francis, give the child back to his father.” Even a number of Jews who were there were moved with pity and repeated, “St. Francis, give the child back to his father.” Without warning, the boy stood up, to their boy and amazement. He asked them to bring him to the church of St. Francis, so that he could thank him by whose power he knew he had been miraculously restored to life.
6 At Suessa Aunca a house in the street called Alle Colonne collapsed and buried a young man who was killed instantly. The people who had heard the noise came running from all sides and lifted up the beams and stones and gave the dead man back to his mother. She was overcome with bitter sobbing and cried out as best she could, “St. Francis, St. Francis, give me back my son!” The bystanders joined with her, begging St. Francis’ aid, but the victim never opened his mouth or gave any sign of life, and so they laid the remains on a bed and prepared to bury him the following day. However, his mother put her trust in God and the merits of his saint and she vowed that she would cover St. Francis’ altar with a new cloth, if he restored her son to life. Then about midnight, the young man began to yawn and, as his body became warm, he got up alive and well and began to praise God. He gave the clergy and all the people reason to praise God and thank him and St. Francis joyfully.
7 A young boy named Gerlandino from Ragusa went out to the vineyard at vintage-time. He wanted to fill some flasks of wine from the vat and he bent down under the wine-press. Suddenly the wooden supports gave way and the heavy stones crashed down upon him, crushing his head fatally. His father immediately came running, but he had no hope and made no move to help him; instead he left him where he had fallen under the weight. The vinedressers heard his cries of anguish; they shared his sorrow and pulled his son from the wreckage, but he was already dead. His father cast himself at Jesus’ feet and begged him humbly to give him back his son, through the merits of St. Francis whose feast day was near. He redoubled his prayers and vowed a number of good works, promising that he would visit the tomb of St. Francis with his son, if he were raised from the dead. Immediately the boy whose whole body had been crushed was restored to life and perfect health. He stood up before them all, rejoicing, and reproached them for mourning, saying that he had been restored to life by the prayers of St. Francis.
8 St. Francis also raised another man to life in Germany, as Pope Gregory stated in an apostolic letter addressed to the friars who had convened for a chapter at the time the saint’s body was transferred. I have not included an account of this miracle because I have no knowledge of it and I trust that the pope’s testimony will be worth more than any written description.

III Those Whom St. Francis Saved from the Danger of Death

1 Near Rome a nobleman named Radulfo and his wife who was a very devout woman gave hospitality to some of the friars out of reverence and love for St. Francis. That night one of the sentries fell asleep at the top of a tower where he was resting on a bundle of wood which had been left in a niche in the wall. Suddenly the bundle went to pieces and the sentry fell on the roof of the palace and from there to the ground. The whole household was roused at the sound of the crash and when they realized that the sentry had fallen, the owner of the castle and his wife came running with the friars. The man who had fallen was so fast asleep that he did not wake up even at his second fall or when they all gathered round him shouting. Eventually he woke up, as they tried to drag him along, and he complained that he had lost some sleep, because he had been resting peacefully in St. Francis’ embrace. When they told him how he had fallen and he realized that he was on the ground, not where he had been resting at the top of the tower, he was dumbfounded. He had no recollection of anything having happened, yet he could not deny it. Then he made a promise before them all to do penance out of reverence for God and St. Francie.

2 At Pofi in Campania a priest whose name was Thomas went out to fix the mill which belonged to his church. As he walked by the canal, where there was a strong current and the water was deep, he fell in accidentally and was caught in the water-wheel. He lay there face upwards, imprisoned by the timbers, with the water streaming over his mouth. He could not say a word, but he invoked St. Francis mournfully with all his heart. He was there for a long time and his companions had given up hope for him, when they managed to force the mill backwards, so that he was thrown clear and floundered about in the water, beating his arms. Then a Friar Minor dressed in a white habit, tied with a cord, gently took him by the arm and led him out of the water, telling him, “I am St. Francis, to whom you appealed.’ The priest was stupefied at his escape and he tried to kiss the saint’s footprints. He ran about anxiously, asking his companions, “Where is he? Where did the saint go? Which way?” They were all terrified and fell to the ground, acclaiming God’s glorious deeds and the merits of his lowly servant.
3 A number of young boys from Celano went out to gather herbs in a field where there was an abandoned well with about twelve feet of water which was surrounded by a thick growth of herbs at the top. The boys separated and were running about the field, when without warning one of them stumbled into the well. As he fell into the depths, he had recourse to St. Francis in his heart, calling to him with complete confidence, “St. Francis, help me.” The others looked all over the place for him and ran about shouting and crying in search of him. When they discovered that he had fallen into the well, they ran back to the town for help and explained what had happened. They returned with a crowd of people and one of the man went down the well on a rope; there he found the boy quite unharmed, resting on the surface of the water. When they pulled him out, he told them all, “When I fell in, I invoked the protection of St. Francis and he was there immediately to help me. He put out his hands and caught me gently and never left me until he brought me out of the well, with your help.”
4 When the bishop of Ostia, who was afterwards Pope Alexander IV, was preaching before the Roma Curia in the church of St. Francis at Assisi, a huge stone which had been left carelessly on a high stone cornice rolled over under its own weight and fell down, hitting a woman on the head. They were all sure that her head was crushed and that she had been killed outright, and so they covered her with the clock she was wearing and prepared to take her outside for the funeral, when the sermon was over. But she had been laid before the altar of St. Francis and she commended herself confidently to him. When the sermon was over, she stood up safe and sound before them all and there was no trace of any injury to be seen on her. For years she had suffered from almost constant headaches, but from that moment she was completely free from them, as she afterwards testified.
5 At Tarquinia a number of man had gathered at the friary to cast a bell and an eight-year-old boy called Bartholomew brought some food to the friars for the workmen. Just then a strong gust of wind struck the house and knocked out a big heavy door, throwing it violently on top of the boy, so that they were sure he must have been crushed to death by the weight. He was completely covered by the fallen door and nothing could be seen of him. Everyone there rushed to the spot, calling upon St. Francis’ powerful intercession. His father was rooted to the ground and could not move in his grief, but he commended his son to St. Francis with his prayers and supplications. They lifted the weight from the boy and far from being dead, he seemed quite happy, just as if he had been roused from sleep. There was no sign of any injury on him. When he was fourteen years of age, he became a friar and was afterwards a learned man and a well-known preacher.

6 A number of men from Lantini had cut a huge stone in a quarry which was intended for the altar of a church in honor of St. Francis which was to be consecrated within a short time. Almost forty men were trying to maneuver it on to a cart, but after repeated efforts the stone fell on one of them and covered him as if he were in a tomb. The others were thrown into confusion and did not know what to do and most of them went off in despair. The ten who remained turned to St. Francis, begging him tearfully not to let a man die so horribly in his service. Then they took heart and moved the stone so easily that there was no doubt St. Francis’ hand was there. The man stood up, safe and sound. His sight had been bad before the accident, but now he recovered it perfectly, to prove to everyone how powerful St. Francis’ intercession is in desperate cases.
7 A similar incident occurred at San Severino in the Marches of Ancona. A huge stone which had been brought from Constantinople for the basilica of St. Francis was being pulled along by a large number of men, when it suddenly fell on one of them. They were sure that he was not only dead, but completely crushed. But St. Francis came to his aid and raised the stone, so that he escaped safe and sound without injury and jumped up, pushing the stone aside.

8 A man from Gaeta called Bartholomew had spent a lot of energy on the construction of a church in honor of St. Francis, when a beam which had been badly placed fell and struck him on the neck, injuring him seriously. He realized that he was at death’s door and being a devout religious man he asked a friar for Viaticum. The friar was sure that he would die immediately and that he would not have time to get the Blessed Sacrament, and so he told him in the words of St. Augustine, “Only believe, and you have received Him.” The following night St. Francis appeared to him, accompanied by eleven friars and carrying a lamb in his arms. He approached his bed and called him by name saying, “Bartholomew, do not be afraid The Devil wanted to prevent you from serving me, but he will not triumph over you. This is the Lamb for whom you asked and whom you received by your sincere desire. By his power you will be restored to full health of body and soul.” Then the saint drew his hands over the dying man’s injuries and told him to go back to the work he had begun. Bartholomew got up early the following morning and showed himself happy and well to those who had last seen him half-dead. They were lost in amazement, but he inspired them with reverence and love for the saint both by his own example and by the miracle the saint had performed.
9 One day a man named Nicholas from Caprano fell into the hands of his enemies. They attacked him savagely and heaped injury upon injury until they were sure he was dead or at the point of death. But at the first blow Nicholas cried out, “St. Francis, come to my aid.” A number of people heard him from a distance, but they could do nothing to help him. Eventually he was carried home, bathed in his own blood, and confidently asserting that he would not die from his wounds. He added that he felt no pain even then, because St. Francis had come to his aid and had persuaded God to give him time for repentance. Events proved that he was right; as soon as the blood was washed away, he was perfectly healed, contrary to all human expectations. 
10 The son of a nobleman from Castel San Gimignano was seriously ill, so that there was no hope for his recovery and he was at his last breath. A stream of blood flowed from his eyes, just like the flow from a vein cut in a person’s arm, and various other signs of approaching death could be seen in his body. They were sure that he was practically dead; his breathing was very feeble and all his strength was gone, so that he could not move and had lost the use of his senses. He seemed to be quite dead. The friends and relatives of his parents came to mourn with them as usual and could think of nothing but the funeral. However, the boy’s father put his trust in God and ran to the church of St. Francis in the village where he tied a rope round his neck and cast himself humbly on the ground. He redoubled his prayers and his vows and by his signs and tears he was found worthy to have St. Francis as his advocate before Christ. He went home and found his son restored to health, so that his grief was changed to joy. 

11 God worked a similar miracle through the intercession of St. Francis for a girl in a town called Thamarite in Catalonia, and for another in Ancona. Both of them were seriously ill and at the point of Death, but when their parents confidently invoked St. Francis, he restored them immediately to perfect health.
12 A cleric called Matthew from Vicalvi had taken poison and was so sick that he could not speak; there seemed to be nothing to do but wait for the end. A priest tried to make him confess to him but he could not get a word out of him. However, Matthew prayed to Christ in his heart and begged him by the intercession of St. Francis to rescue him from the power of death. God gave him strength and the moment he pronounced the saint’s name devoutly before those who were present, he threw up the poison and gave thanks to his rescuer.


IV Those Rescued from Shipwreck

1 The crew of a ship which was in distress ten miles off Barletta had almost lost hope and, as the storm worsened, they put out anchors. However, the ropes parted as the sea rose higher in the gale-force winds and the anchors were lost, so that they were tossed about at the mercy of the waves. Eventually, by God’s providence, the storm passed and the sailors prepared to do everything they could to recover their anchors; the broken ropes were still floating on the surface of the water. They found that they could achieve nothing by their own efforts and they called on all the saints in turn, but they could not even recover one the whole day, though they were bathed with perspiration. There was one of the crew whose name was Perfectus, although he was far from perfect in his life, and he said jeeringly to his companions, “Well, you have called on all the saints in turn and not one of them has come to help us. Let’s try this Francis. He is new to their company. Maybe he will dive into the sea and get us our anchors.” The others took him up seriously, not as a joke, and made a spontaneous pact with the saint, reproaching Perfectus for his insulting language. There and then the anchors suddenly appeared floating alone on the surface, as if the iron had become as light as wood.
2 A pilgrim who was returning from abroad by ship was worn out by severe attacks of fever. He had great devotion to St. Francis and had chosen him as his patron in the court of heaven; he was not perfectly recovered from his illness and he was tormented by burning thirst. There was no water left on board, but he began to cry out in a loud voice, “Go and get me a drink. Do not hesitate. St. Francis has filled by gourd with water.” Sure enough, they found his gourd full of water, although it had been thrown aside empty a short while before. Another day a storm arose, so that the waves broke over the ship and it was being battered by the gale and they were afraid that they would be shipwrecked. Then the sick man began shouting all over the vessel. “Get up! Come to meet St. Francis. He is coming to us. He is here to help us.” Then he fell prostrate with a great cry and a flood of tears. At the sight of the saint, he recovered his health immediately and the sea became calm.
3 Brother James of Rieti was crossing a river in a small boat with a number of other friars and they stepped out on to the bank first. Then, just as he was preparing to leave the boat, it capsized accidentally. The boatman was able to swim, but the friar sank immediately. The friars who were on dry land implored St. Francis, begging him tearfully to come and help his son. In the depths of the river Brother James could not open his mouth to speak, but he entreated St. Francis’ help with all his heart. And St. Francis was there to help him, so that he walked along the bottom of the stream as if it were dry land and picked up the sunken boat and brought it to the shore. Hid clothes were perfectly dry and not a drop of water had touched his habit.

4 A friar called Bonaventure was crossing a lake with two other men, when a timber in the boat gave way under the force of the water and it went down and they with if. From the waters of the lake they begged St. Francis confidently to have pity on them and the boat suddenly rose to the surface, full of water, and brought them safely to land under the saint’s guidance.

A friar from Ascoli who was lost in a river was saved by St. Francis in a similar fashion.

A party of men and women who were in the same danger on Lake Piediluco were rescued from their peril when they called upon the name of St. Francis.

5 A number of seamen from Anocona were being tossed about in a violent storm and in imminent danger of sinking. They had no hope and they begged St. Francis to help them. Then a great light appeared over their boat and the sea miraculously became calm, as if the saint could command the winds and the sea by his extraordinary power.
I am convinced it would be impossible to give a complete description of all the miracles which brought glory to St. Francis among seafarers and still bring him glory, and of all the times that he came to the aid of those who had given up all hope. Even when he was on earth, the whole of creation waited upon him, as it was originally intended to, and so it is no wonder that now he is in heaven he should enjoy authority over the waves.

V Prisoners Who Were Set Free

1 In Greece a man-servant was wrongfully accused of theft before his master. His master had him loaded with chains and kept in close captivity, but the woman of the house had pity on him; she was convinced that he was innocent of the charge laid against him and she pleaded with her husband to set him free. However, he was obdurate and refused to agree, so that his wife had recourse to St. Francis and recommended the innocent man to his intercession. Francis, the protector of the poor, responded immediately and came to visit the prisoner. He loosed his bonds and forces open his cell. Then, taking him by the hand, he led him out, telling him, “I am St. Francis. Your mistress entrusted about the top of a cliff, trying to find a way down, when he suddenly found himself on level ground, thanks to the power of his rescuer. He went back to his employer’s wife and told her all about the miracle, so that she became more fervent than ever in her lover for Christ and her devotion to St. Francis.
2 A poor man from Massa Trabaria owed a knight a sum of money. In his poverty he had no means of paying him and so he was arrested by his creditor who wanted the money. He implored him to have pity on him and give him another chance, for love of St. Francis. But the nobleman proudly scorned his entreaties and made light of the saint and his love, as if it were worth nothing. “I will lock you up where neither St. Francis nor anyone else will be of any use to you,” he exclaimed. He tried to do just that, and prepared a dungeon where he bound his prisoner with chains and threw him in. Shortly afterwards St. Francis came there and broke open the cell; then he loosed the prisoner’s bonds and led him home unharmed. His power prevailed over the proud nobleman and rescued the prisoner who had committed himself to him; and he changed the knight’s self-assertiveness into gentleness by the miracle.
3 A man called Albert from Arezzo was thrown into prison for debts which he had never contracted and he commended himself to St. Francis in his innocence with all humility; he was very attached to the Order and he had a special veneration for St. Francis above all the other saints. His creditor declared blasphemously that neither God nor St. Francis would be able to free him from his hands. However, on the vigil of the saint’s feast Albert kept a strict fast and gave his ration of food to a poor beggar for love of St. Francis. That night, as he lay awake, St. Francis appeared to him. As he entered the cell, the chains fell from the prisoner’s hands and feet and the door opened of its own accord, while a number of flagstones came tumbling down from the roof. Albert went home a free man. Ever afterwards he continued his devotion to St. Francis and fasted on the vigil of his feast day. Each year he offered a candle in his honor and every year he added an extra ounce to it, as a sign of his increasing devotion.
4 When Gregory IX was pope, a man called Peter from Alife was was accused of heresy and taken prisoner at Rome, where the pope gave him over to the bishop of Tivoli for safe-keeping. The bishop took him with his diocese as the forfeit, and put him in chains, throwing him into a dark dungeon from which there was no escape. There the prisoner was given a ration of food and drink. Then, hearing that it was the vigil of the feast of St. Francis, he entreated him with prayers and tears to have pity on him; he had now purified his faith and renounced all heresy and become a devout client of St. Francis who was one of Christ’s most loyal servants. As a result, he was found worthy to be heard by God, through the merits of St. Francis. At twilight on the evening of his feastday, St, Francis took pity on him and came into his prison. He called him by name and told him to stand up. Peter was terrified and asked who it was. He was told that it was St. Francis. There and then he saw the chains on his feet broken by the power of the saint’s presence. At the same time, some of the iron bolts fell from the stone walls of the cell, so that the walls opened and left the way free for him to escape. He was free but he was so overcome that he could not make his escape; instead he rushed to the door of the cell and frightened the guards with his cries. They told the bishop how he had been freed from his bonds and when he had heard the whole story, he visited the prison himself. There he realized clearly that the power of God had been at work and he fell down to worship him. The chains were shown to the pope and the cardinals and when they saw what had happened, they were amazed and gave thanks to God.
5 Guidolotto from Castel San Gimignano was falsely accused of poisoning a man and of plotting to kill his con and the rest of his family in the same way. He was arrested by the city magistrate, loaded with chains, and locked up in a tower. However, he put his trust in God and committed his cause to the patronage of St. Francis, leaving it to him to prove his innocence. While the magistrate was busy thinking how he could force his prisoner to confess his crime by torture, and how he would put him to death, St. Francis came to Guidolotto the night before the man was to be tortured. The prisoner spent the whole night surrounded with a bright light; he was overjoyed and full of confidence and he was sure that he would be safe. In the morning the torturers came and led him out and put him on the rack, where they heaped iron weights on top of him. They took him down a number of times and put him up again, hoping to make him confess more quickly by the repetition of the agony. However, the prisoner seemed to enjoy it all and his innocence was clear from his face. As he gave no sign of suffering, they lit a huge fire under him, but not a hair of his was harmed, although he was hanging head-downwards. Then they poured boiling oil over him, but he overcame it all by the power of the protector to whom he had committed himself. Eventually they let him go and he went off safe and sound.

VI Those Saved in Childbirth

1 There was a countess in Dalmatia who was a very good women, besides being renowned for her noble birth; she had great devotion to St. Francis and was always very kind to the friars. When her time came to give birth to a child, she was in agony and felt such pain that it seemed the birth of the child must be the death of the mother. There seemed to be no hope that the child could be born without her dying; her labor seemed destined to end in her death, not in the birth of her child. Then she remembered St. Francis and his power and glory; her faith was roused and her devotion enkindled. She turned to him as a source of efficacious help, a loyal friend, the comforter of the devout, and the refuge of the afflicted. “Holy St. Francis,” she prayed, “I beg you with all my heart to have pity on me. I offer my vows to you mentally – I cannot put them in words.” The saint lost no time in showing pity; the words were scarcely out of her mouth, when all her pain was at an end. Her labor was over and she gave birth to her child; her distress was relieved and she brought forth her child in complete safety. She did not forget the promises which she had made or go back on her resolution; she had a beautiful church built and gave it to the friars in honor of the saint, when it was finished.
2 A woman named Beatrice who lived near Rome had only a few days left before the expected birth of a child, but now the child had been dead four days. The poor woman was in agony and the pangs of death seemed to be upon her; the dead fetus was bringing its mother to the grave; without even seeing the light of day, it was bringing its mother into deadly peril. She had recourse to various doctors, but there was no human remedy for her. The unhappy woman had inherited more than her share of the curse placed upon our first parents; she was to be the tomb of her own offspring and could look forward only to the grave for herself as well. Eventually she recommended herself to the Friars Minor through an intermediary and begged them for some relic of the saint. By Divine Providence, they happened to find a small piece of a cord which he had once worn and as soon as it was laid on her, the pain left her and the fetus which threatened her with death was delivered, so that she was restored to perfect health.

3 Juliana, the wife of a nobleman from Calvi dell’ Umbria, spent years mourning for the death of her babies. She was constantly lamenting her misfortune; a short time after their birth, she had buried every child she bore with such difficulty. She was now four months with child and her past experience made her worry more about its death than its birth, but she prayed confidently to St. Francis asking that her unborn child would live. Then one night as she was asleep, a women appeared to her in a dream, carrying a beautiful baby which she offered to her. Juliana was afraid to take it; she was sure she must soon lose it, but the woman insisted, “Take it and do not be afraid. St. Francis has had pity on your sorrow and it is he who is sending it to you. This baby will live and enjoy perfect health.” At that Juliana woke up. The vision she had seen made her realize that she had the support of St. Francis and she was overjoyed. From then on she redoubled her prayers and promised a number of votive offerings for the life of her child. Eventually the time came for her child-bearing and she bore a son. He was a fine, strong, baby, as if he had received an increase of vitality through the intercession of St. Francis, and he gave his parents cause to be more devoted than ever to Christ and his saint.
St. Francis worked a similar miracle in Tivoli. There a woman had had a number of girls and was worn out longing for a boy, so she brought her prayers and votive offerings to St. Francis. Through his intercession, she conceived and gave birth to twin boys, although she had only asked for one.

4 A woman in Viterbo whose time had come seemed to be at the point of death; she was in an agony of pain and suffered all the distress of womankind. Her physical resources were gradually waning and nothing could be done for her. Then she appealed to St. Francis and was saved and gave birth in complete safety. Now that she had received the favor she desired, she forgot the kindness which had been shown her and neglected to attribute it to the honor of St. Francis. She even engaged in servile work on his feast day, but the moment she stretched out her right arm to work, it became rigid and withered. When she tried to bend it back with her other hand, that too suffered a similar fate and became withered. The fear of God seized her and she renewed her promises and recovered the use of her and she renewed her promises and recovered the use of her limbs which she had lost by her ingratitude and contempt. This happened through the intercession of the humble and merciful St. Francis to whom she once ore entrusted herself.
5 A woman from Aresso had been in labor for a week and her life was in danger. Her skin had turned black and they had all given up hope for her, but she made a votive offering to St. Francis and began to impose his help even as she lay dying. The moment she made the promise, she fell asleep and saw St. Francis speaking to her in a dream. He asked her if she recognized him and if she could say the “Hail, holy Queen” in honor of our Lady. She told him that she could recognize him and that she knew the prayer. “Then,” said the saint, “start it, and before you are finished, you will give birth to your child safely.” At these words the woman woke up and began to say fearfully, “Hail, holy Queen.” When she said the words, “thin eyes of mercy” and mentioned the Fruit of our Lady’s virginal womb, she was immediately delivered from her suffering and gave birth to a beautiful child. She gave thanks to the Queen of mercy who had been so good as to have pity on her, through the intercession of St. Francis.
VII The Blind Who Recovered Their Sight

1 In the friary at Naples there was a friar named Robert who had been blind for years; the flesh had grown over his eyes, so that he could not move his eyelids. A lot of strange friars were passing through there on their way to various parts of the world and St. Francis, the mirror of obedience, was anxious to encourage them on their journey by a miracle, and so he cured Robert in the following way. One night he was lying in bed, so sic that he was ready to die, and the prayers for the dying had already been recited. Then St. Francis appeared to him with three other friars who were noted for their sanctity, St. Anthony, Brother Augustine, and Brother James of Assisi. They had followed him perfectly in their lifetime and now they were overjoyed to accompany him after his death. St. Francis took a knife and cut away the superfluous growth, giving Robert back his sight and rescuing him from the point of death. “Robert my son,” he told him, “the favor I have done you is a sign for the friars who are going to distant lands. I will go before them and guide their steps. They should go joyfully and carry out the command given them with all eagerness.” 

2 At Thebes in Greece a blind woman fasted on bread and water on the vigil of the feast of St. Francis, and early on the morning of the feast her husband brought her to the friars’ church. During Mass she opened her eyes at the elevation of Christ’s Body; she saw it clearly and adored It devoutly. Even as she adored, she cried out and said to all those who had turned round when she shouted, “Thanks be to God and his saint! I can see Christ’s Body.” When Mass was over, she went home in joy of spirit having recovered her sight. She was happy not merely because she had recovered the sight of her eyes, but because through the merits of St. Francis and her own faith she had caught her first glimpse of the adorable Sacrament, which is the light of souls, living and true.
3 A fourteen-year-old boy from Pofi in Campania was attacked by a sudden illness and lost his left his left eye completely. Agonizing pain forced the eye from its socket, so that it hung down along his cheek by a sinew the full length of a finger; it remained like that for a whole week and became completely dried up. The only thing left was to cut it off; the doctors had no hope. Then his father implored the help of St. Francis with all his heart. The saint never wearies of helping those in trouble and he was quick to come to the aid of his supplicant. He restored the eye to its proper position and its former health, giving back to the boy the sight he longed for.
4 At Castro dei Volsci in the same district a heavy pile of timber fell from a height and struck a priest on the head, blinding his left eye. It was St. Francis’ vigil and as he lay on the ground, he appealed to him mournfully in a loud voice, saying, “Help me, holy father, so that I can go to your feast, as I promised your friars.” There and then he stood up, perfectly healed, and he broke out into a hymn of joy and praise, so that the onlookers who were sympathizing with him were amazed and delighted. He went to the feast. Telling everybody how he had experienced the saint’s mercy and power.
5 A man from Monte Gargano was chopping down some timber in his vineyard, when he struck his own eye and split it in two, so that half of it hung outside the socked. He was sure no human being could help him in his terrible misfortune and he promised that he would fast on the feast of St. Francis, if he helped him. The saint immediately restored his eye to its proper position and rejoined it, giving him back his sight, so that no trace of the injury remained.

6 The son of nobleman who was blind from birth received sight through the intercession of St. Francis. As a result, he was called Illuminatus. Afterwards when he came of age, he joined the Order, refusing to be ungrateful for the benefit he had received. He made such progress in the life of grace and virtue that he seemed to be a true child of the light. Eventually he brought a life of holiness to a holy end, by the merits of St. Francis.
7 At Zancato near Anagni a knight called Gerard had gone completely blind. Two Friars Minor who coming from abroad happened to come to his house for hospitality and they were warmly welcomed by the whole household, out of reverence for St. Francis. They were well looked after and they continued the journey to a neighboring friary, after appeared to one of them in a dream and told him, “Get up and go back with your companion to your benefator’s house. It was Christ and myself that he welcomed in you and I want to repay him for his kindness. He was struck with blindness as a result of his sins which he has never tried to expiate in confession.” Then he disappeared. The friar got up immediately in obedience to his command and together with his companion he came to the house, where they told their benefactor all that had happened. He was amazed and told them that what they said was true. He was moved to tears and went to confession willingly; he promised to make amends and once he had put his soul in order, he immediately recovered his sight. The story of the miracle was told everywhere and it moved great numbers of people to venerate St. Francis St. Francis and confess their sins humbly and practice hospitality.
7a A man who had been falsely charged with stealing was condemned by Ottaviani the magistrate of Assisi to lose his eyes; the sentence was carried out by the knight Otto and the public officials. His eyes were forced out and the nerves cut with a knife. Then the poor man was brought to the altar of St. Francis where he implored the saint’s pity. He claimed that he was innocent and by the intercession of the saint he received new eyes within three days. They were smaller, but his sight was just as good as it had ever been. The knight Otto bore witness to this extraordinary miracle under oath before James, the lore abbot of San Clemente, who was investigating it on the authority of Bishop James of Tivoli. Another witness was Brother William of Rome who was commanded to tell the truth under pain of excommunication by the minister general of the Order of Friars Minor, Brother Jerome. He bore testimony under oath before a number of provincial ministers and other important members of the Order, saying that when he was still a layman, he saw the person in question and that he then had both eyes. Afterwards he witnessed his torture, when his eyes were put out, and asserted that he personally examined the eyes as they lay on the ground and turned them over with a stick. Afterwards he saw the man after he had recovered his eyes by God’s power and could see clearly.
VIII Those Who Were Cured of Various Disease

1 At Citta della Pieve there was a boy who was a beggar and had been deaf and dumb since his birth. His tongue was so short and slender that those who had examined it were inclined to think that it had been almost completely cut out. A man named Mark took him into his home for love of God; and when he realized that he had found a benefactor, the boy often stayed with him. One evening when Mark was having supper with his wife and the boy was there, he remarked to his wife, “I think it would be a great miracle if St. Francis gave him back his hearing and his speech.” And he continued, “I promise God solemnly that if St. Francis is so good as to do that, I will pay this boy’s expenses as long as he lives.” There and then the boy’s tongue grew and he spoke saying, “Glory be to God and St. Francis. He has given me back my speech and my hearing.”
2 Brother James of Iseo suffered a bad hernia while he was still a boy living in his father’s house. Notwithstanding his youth and his infirmity, he was inspired by the Holy Spirit to join the Order of ST. Francis, but he never told anyone about his injury. When the body of St. Francis was being transferred to the church where his remains are now kept like a precious treasure, Brother James took part in the celebration, paying due honor to the sacred relics of the saint who had been glorified in heaven. There he approached the tomb and embraced it devoutly. Immediately all his organs were restored to their proper position and he felt that he was healed. He laid aside the truss he had been wearing and never felt any pain after that.
Brother Bartholomew of Gubbio, Brother Angelus of Todi, Father Nichola of Ceccano, John of Sora, a man from Pisa, and another from Cisterna, Peter from Sicily, and a man from Spello near Assis, together with many others, were miraculously cured of similar ailments by the mercy of God and the intercession of St. Francis.

3 A woman from the Marittima who had suffered from mental illness for five years had lost her sight and hearing. She used to tear her clothes with her teeth and had not the slightest fear of fire of water; to crown it all she eventually developed epilepsy. Then God took pity on her and one night she was miraculously enlightened by his saving light and saw St. Francis sitting on a high throne. She threw herself on the ground before him and begged him to cure her. As he gave no sign of granting her petition, she made a vow, promising that as long as she could she would never refuse and alms to anyone who asked her for love of God or his saint. St. Francis immediately remembered the pact he himself had made with God so long ago, and he blessed her with the sign of the cross, restoring her to perfect health.
It has also been stated that a girl from Norcia, as well as the son of a nobleman and a number of others, were delivered from a similar affliction by the saint.

4 A man named Peter from Foligno was making a pilgrimage to the shrine of St. Michael, when he committed an offense against the reverence expected of a pilgrim and drank at a well. There and then a number of devils entered into him. For three years afterwards he was possessed, and he tore at his own body, while speaking and behaving frightfully. However, he occasionally had lucid intervals and he heard of the efficacy of St. Francis’ power in putting demons to flight. He implored his intercession with all humility and went to his tomb. The moment he touched it, he was miraculously delivered from the devils who tormented him.
St. Francis also had pity on a woman from Narni who was possessed, and on many others but it would take too long to describe their sufferings and how they were cured.

5 A leper called Bonomo from Fano who was paralyzed was brought to the church of St. Francis by his parents and completely cured of both diseases.

A young man by the name of Atto from San Severino who was covered with leprosy was cure by the merits of St. Francis, when he made a vow and had himself brought to the saint’s tomb.

The saint excelled in curing this disease because in his love of humility and kindness he had devoted himself to the service of the lepers.

6 A noble woman called Rogata in the diocese of Sora had suffered from a flow of blood for twenty-three years and had endured all kinds of treatment from various doctors. Her condition was so serious that she often seemed on the point of dying, but if the flow was stopped, her whole body swelled up. Then she heard a young man singing in the local tongue about the miracles which God had worked through St. Francis. She was overcome with sorrow and burst into tears. Then her faith was roused and she exclaimed, “O blessed father Francis! You are famous for such great miracles! If only you would be so good as to cure me of my illness, then you would enjoy greater glory then ever, because you have not performed a miracle like that yet.” No sooner had she uttered her prayer than she felt that she had been cured by the saint’s intercession.
St. Francis also healed her son Marius whose arm was paralyzed, when they made a vow in his honor. A woman from Sicily who had suffered from a flow of blood for seven years was also healed by the saint.

7 There was a woman called Prassede in Rome who was well known for her religious fervor; she had lived for almost forty years in a tiny cell for love of her Eternal Bridegroom and she receive a special favor from St. Francis. One day she went up on the roof of her cell to get something she needed. There she was struck by dizziness and fell off, breaking her leg and one foot, and dislocating her shoulder. Then St. Francis appeared to her, clad in robes of glory, and spoke to her gently. “Get up,” he said. “Get up, do not be afraid.” He took her by the hand and raise her up; then he disappeared. She looked this way and that about the cell, convinced that she was seeing a vision. Her screams brought help and when a light was struck, she realized that she had been completely healed by St. Francis and she related everything as it had happened.
IX Those Who Refused to Honor the saint by Not Keeping His Feast day

1 in the town of Le Simon near Poitiers a priest called Reginald who had great devotion to St. Francis told his parishioners that the saint’s feast day should be celebrated solemnly. However, one of the parishioners knew nothing about the saint’s power and he paid no attention to the order. He went to cut some wood on his land and as he prepared to start, he heard a voice saying three times, “This is a holyday. It is wrong to work.” But he was stubborn and neither the priest’s authority nor the miraculous voice could stop him. Then God worked another miracle of his power, in honor of his saint and to punish the offender. The man was holding a fork in one hand and when he raised the axe with his other hand to start working, both his hands became firmly stuck to the implements by God’s power, so that he could not loose his fingers to let them go. He was dumbfounded and did not know what to do. He raced off to the church and crowds of people came from all sides to see the miracle. A number of priests had gathered there to celebrate the feast and one of them advised him to make an act of sorrow before the altar. He committed himself with all humility to St. Francis, and as he had heard the voice three times, he made three vows, one that he would keep St. Francis’ feast day, the second that he would visit the church on that day, and the third that he would make a pilgrimage to the saint’s tomb. When he had taken the first vow, one of his fingers became free, and after the second another was freed. When he made his third vow, a third finger was released, and after it his whole hand. There was a huge crowd there and eventually his other hand was freed, as they prayed to the saint for mercy. So he was restored to complete freedom and he put aside his implements, while they all praised God and the miraculous power of his saint which had stricken him and cured him so wonderfully. The implements still hand there in front of the altar of St. Francis in memory of the incident.
A number of the miracles which took place there and in neighboring districts show what an exalted position St. Francis enjoys in heaven and how reverently his feast should be celebrated on earth.

2 A woman in Le Mans put her hand to the distaff and took up the spindle on St. Francis’ feast day; immediately her hands became paralyzed and her fingers ached with burning pain. The punishment brought her to her senses and she recognized the saint’s power; she was sincerely sorry and she ran off to the friars. They begged St. Francis to have pity on her and she was immediately restored to health. No trace of injury remained on her hands but her fingers retained the marks of burns, as a reminder of what had happened.

Three other women, from Campania, from Olite in Spain, and from Piglio, were miraculously punished for their obstinacy in refusing to observe the saint’s feast day, and miraculously delivered by the saint’s intercession, when they repented.

3 A knight from Borgo San Sepolcro in the province of Massa Trabaria spoke lightly of St. Francis’ miracles; he insulted pilgrims who came to his tomb and slandered the friars, making fun of them in public. On one occasion, when he attacked the saint’s renown, he committed the additional crime of blasphemy. “If it is true,” he said, “that this Francis is a saint, may I fall by the sword today. If it is not true, then may I go safe.” God’s anger made no delay in punishing him as he deserved, because even his prayer was sinful. A short while afterwards, he wronged his nephew and the young man took a sword and ran it through his body. He died that very day in his crimes, a slave of the Devil and a child of darkness, so that others might learn to praise St. Francis’ miracles devoutly and not attack them blasphemously.
4 A judge called Alexander did everything he could with his poisoned tongue to prevent people from honoring St. Francis. As a result, he was deprived of his tongue by the divine judgment and remained dumb for six years. As he suffered in the very organ by which he had sinned, he was reduced to hear felt contrition and he was sorry that he had talked so loudly against the saint’s miracles. St. Francis had pity on him and his indignation died away; he received the penitent back into his favor, as he appealed to him humbly, and restored his speech. From that time on, the man devoted his blasphemous tongue to praising to saint, so that the punishment he had endured served at once to reform him and make him devout.

X Various Other Miracles

1 At Gagliano-Alterno in the diocese of Sulmona a woman named Mary who was very devoted to our Lord and St. Francis went out one summer’s day to get something to eat. It was very worm and she became faint with thirst, but there was a nothing to drink; she was alone on the barren mountainside. She lay down on the ground, almost unconscious, and began to pray devoutly to St. Francis. As she continued praying humbly and lovingly, she was overcome by the heat and the thirst, together with the hard work, and she fell asleep. Then St. Francis came t her and called her by name. “Get up,” he said. “Drink the water which God is giving to you and many others.” The woman awoke at the words and felt stronger. She grasped a fern which was growing beside her ad pulled it out by the roots. Then she dug about with a piece of wood and discovered running water. At first it was only a drop, but it suddenly developed into a spring, by God’s power. She drank and had enough. Then she washed her eyes; her eyes had been bad as a result of a long illness, but now she felt that she had received new sight. She hurried home and told everyone about the extraordinary miracle, to the glory of St. Francis. People came from far and near when they heard the story, and experience proved the power of the water; many people were cured of various diseases after they had been to confession and used the water. There is a spring there to this day and an oratory had been built in honor of St. Francis.
2 A cherry-tree belonging to a man at Sahagun in Spain miraculously revived and produced leaves, flowers, and fruit, contrary to all expectations. The inhabitants of the countryside around Villa Silos were delivered from a plague of insects which attacked the vines, by the miraculous intercession of St. Francis. A priest from Palencia put a barn belonging to him under the protection of St. Francis and the saint freed it from wheat-worms which used to invade it every year. A local land-owner from Petramala in Apulia entrusted his land to the care of St. Francis and the saint kept it free of locusts, although everything in the neighborhood was destroyed by them.

3 A man whose name was Martin drove his cows a long way out of the village to pasture, when one of them broke its leg so badly that there was nothing he could do for it. The only thing left was to save the hide, and as he had nothing with which to remove it he went home, leaving St. Francis to look after the cow. He entrusted the animal to his protection, to save it from the wolves until he returned. Early next morning he came back to the cow he had left in the woods; he found it grazing and restored to perfect health, so that the could not tell the leg which had been broken from the others. He gave thanks to the good shepherd who had taken such good care of his cow and healed it.
In his humility St. Francis knew how to come to the aid of all who called upon him and he did not make light even of the lowliest human needs.

He restored a mule to a man from Amiterno from whom it had been stolen, and he repaired a bowl which had been shattered for a woman from Antrodoco. He restored a plowshare which had been broken into smithereens for a man at Monte dell’Olmo.

4 In the diocese of Sabina there was an eighty-year-old woman whose daughter died and left an infant who had not yet been weaned. The poor old woman was destitute and she had no milk and there was no one else to give the baby even a drop, so that she did not know where to turn. The baby grew weaker and then one night the old woman turned to St. Francis and implored his help, destitute as she was of all human aid. As she prayed in tears, St. Francis came to her, in his love of innocent children, and told her, “I am Francis whom you have invoked so tearfully. Give the body your breast and God will give you plenty of milk.” She did as he told her and immediately her breasts gave plenty of milk. The miraculous gift Francis had given her became known to everybody and a crowd of men and women flocked to see it. They could not deny the evidence of their own eyes, and so they were all moved to praise God in the miraculous powers and the loving kindness of his saint.
5 A man and his wife at Scoppito had an only son for whom they mourned every day because of his pitiful condition. His arms were joined to his neck and his knees drawn up against his chest, so that his heels pressed against his buttocks. He looked more like a monster of some kind than the offspring of human parents. His mother was overcome with sorrow and she implored Christ, invoking the aid of St. Francis, to have pity on her in her misery and disgrace. One night she fell into a troubled sleep in her grief and St. Francis appeared to her. He spoke to her gently and asked her to bring the child to a neighboring friary which was dedicated to him, and pour some water from the well there over him, in the name of God; this would restore him to heath. She neglected to obey the saint’s command and he came a second and a third time; and this time he walked before them and brought the child and his mother to the gate of the friary. A number of noble woman were visiting the friary out of devotion and when the woman told them all about her vision, they brought the child in to the friars. Then they drew water from the well and the highest ranking of them all washed the child with her own hands. He was cured instantly and all his limbs were restored to their proper position; they were overcome with amazement at the miracle.
5a A young man called Ubertino from Rivarolo Canavese near Susa joined the Order of Friars Minor, and during his novitiate he had a frightening experience as a result of which he went mad and his right side was completely paralyzed, so that he could not hear of speak. He was unable to move and could feel nothing. After he had been confined to bed for some time, to the sincere sorrow of the friars, the fast of St. Francis came along, and on the vigil he enjoyed a period of lucidity. He appealed to the saint as best he could with a heart full of faith, although his voice was distorted. The following morning, when all the friars were busy singing prayers in the church, St. Francis, wearing the habit of the Order, appeared to the novice in the infirmary, and a great light shone there. He stretched out his hand and felt the novice’s right side. Then he drew his hand gently down along his body from his head to his feet and put his fingers in his ears, making a mark of some kind on his shoulder. “This is a sign,” he said, “that God will restore you to perfect health through me, because it was after my example that you entered the Order.” Then he put a cord about him because he was not wearing one and told him, “Get up and go into the church and give God the praise which is his due, along with the other friars.” The boy reached out to touch him with his hands and kiss his footprints in gratitude, but the saint disappeared. The young novice recovered his physical health perfectly and the use of his reason, together with the full use of his faculties. He entered the church, to the amazement of the friars and the congregation who were present and had seen him paralyzed and out of his mind. He joined in their prayers and told them all about his miraculous cure, so that they were moved to grater devotion towards Christ and St. Francis.
6 At Cori in the diocese of Ostia, a man lost the use of his leg, so that he could neither walk nor move about. He was in frightful agony and had given up hope of any human remedy. Then one night he began to complain to St. Francis, as if he saw him present there before him, saying, “St. Francis, help me. Remember the way I served you and the loyalty I showed you. I supplied an as for you and I kissed your hands and feet. I always had great devotion to you, and I was your benefactor. Now look at me dying with the pain of this torment.” St. Francis was moved by his complaints and he remembered the services which he had done him. In gratitude for his devotion he appeared to the man together with another friar in a vision. He told him that he had come in answer to his appeal and that he had a cure for him. He touched the place where the pain was with a small stick shaped like a cross. At that the abscess burst and the man was completely cured. And, what is more wonderful still, the mark of the cross remained impressed on the spot where the ulcer had been cured, to remind the man of the miracle. This was the mark with which Francis sealed his letters, whenever charity demanded that he should write to someone. 
7 Our hearts have been absorbed in describing the various miracles of St. Francis, but now by the intervention of the glorious standard-bearer of the Cross, they return once more to the Cross, by divine guidance, This is to remind us that, just as the Cross marks the highest point of all that Francis had done to win salvation while fighting in the army of Christ, so it has become the hallmark of all that brings him honor, now that he is sharing Christ’s triumph. 

8 The deep and wonderful mystery of the Cross in which the gifts of grace and the reward of virtue – all the treasures of wisdom and knowledge – are hidden so sublimely that it is unknown to the wise and prudent of this world, was fully revealed to Christ’s beggar; his whole life followed the way of the Cross; it held no attraction except that of the Cross; it proclaimed nothing but the glory of the Cross. At the beginning of his religious life, Francis could truly say with St. Paul, “God forbid that I should make a display of anything, except the cross of my Lord Jesus Christ”) Gel 6,140. At all times during his life, he could say with equal truth, “Peace and pardon to all those who follow this rule” (Ibid. 16). But at the end of his life he could say with greater truth than ever, “I bear the scars of the Lord Jesus printed on my body” (Ibid. 17). And we long to hear nothing more from him every day than the words, “Brethren, the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with your spirit. Amen” (Ibid. 18).
9 You can make your boast in the glory of the Cross without fear now, O glorious standard-bearer of the Cross. It was from the Cross you began, and according to the rule of the Cross that you made progress, and it was in the Cross that you brought your life to its final consummation. Now, by the witness of the Cross, all the faithful see the glory you enjoy in heaven. Those who abandon the Egypt of this world can follow you with complete confidence; the Cross of Christ will part the waters of the sea like Moses’ rod, and they shall traverse the desert to the promised land of the living, where they shall enter by the miraculous power of the Cross, having crossed the Jordan of our human mortality.
May Christ Jesus crucified, the true leader and savior of his people, lead us there by the merits of his servant Francis, to the glory of the triune God, who lives and reigns for ever and ever. Amen.

