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-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

The trip was extremely trying, and Traynor was very sick. Three times, during the journey across France, the directors of the pilgrimage wished to take him off the train and put him in a hospital. Each time there was no hospital where they stopped, and so they had to keep him on board. He was more dead than alive when he reached Lourdes on July 22.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

John Traynor was a native of Liverpool, England. His Irish mother died when he was quite young, but the faith which she instilled in her son remained with him the rest of his life. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------

Traynor managed to bathe in the water from the grotto nine times, and he attended all the ceremonies to which the sick are taken. On the afternoon of July 25 when he was in the bath, his paralyzed legs became suddenly agitated. He tried to get to his feet, but the brancardiers prevented him. They dressed him, put him back in his wheel chair, and hurried him to Rosary Square for the Blessing of the Sick. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

He lived on Grafton Street in Liverpool with his wife and children. He was utterly helpless. He had to be lifted from his bed to his wheelchair in the morning and back into bed at night. Arrangements had been made to have him admitted to the Mosley Hill Hospital for Incurables. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

"The chimes of the big Basilica rang the hours and half hours as usual through the night, playing the air of the Lourdes Ave Maria. Early in the morning, I heard them ringing, at the last stroke I opened my eyes and jumped out of bed.   First, I knelt on the floor to finish the rosary I had been saying. Then I dashed for the door, pushed aside the two brancardiers and ran out into the passage and the open air. I had not walked since 1915’’.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

He toward the Grotto, still in his night clothes, fell to my knees and prayed to our Lady and thanking her. A crowd of people gathered about Traynor while he was praying at the grotto. His mother had taught him that he should always make some sacrifice when he wished to venerate the Virgin. He had no money to give. The few shillings he had left after buying a railroad ticket, he had spent to buy rosaries and medals for his wife and children. He therefore made the only sacrifice he could think of: he promised our Lady that he would give up cigarettes. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------
It seemed that all Liverpool was at the station to greet the cured man upon his return. In an attempt to save Traynor from being crushed by the crowd which was growing every minute, the railway company stopped the train before it got to the station. The Archbishop walked toward the crowd. He asked the people to restrain their enthusiasm when they saw Traynor and to disperse peacefully after they had had a look at him. They promised that they would do so.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------

Despite this promise there was a stampede when Traynor appeared on the platform. The police had to clear a passage for him to pass through.  The joy of Traynor's family upon his return and their deep gratitude to Our Lady of Lourdes could never be put into words. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

Let us hear in Traynor's own words what happened after that. This is the story as he told it to Father Patrick O'Connor. "The procession came winding its way back, as usual, to the church and at the end walked the Archbishop of Rheims, carrying the Blessed Sacrament. He blessed the two ahead of me, came to me, made the Sign of the Cross with the monstrance and moved on to the next. He had just passed by; when I realized that a great change had taken place in me. My right arm, which had been dead since 1915, was violently agitated. I burst its bandages and blessed myself – for the first time in years’’. "I had no sudden pain that I can recall and certainly had no vision. I simply realized that something momentous had happened.  I attempted to rise from my stretcher, but the brancardiers were watching me. They held me down, and a doctor or a nurse gave me a hypo. Apparently they thought that I was hysterical and about to create a scene.  They rushed me back to the hospital. They put me back in bed and gave me another hypo after a while.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------
His injuries dated from World War I, when he was a soldier in the Naval Brigade of the Royal British Marines. In 1914 he was hit in the head by shrapnel. Later, he received a bullet wound in the leg and he was finally brought down when he was sprayed with machine gun bullets.  As a result of these wounds, Traynor's right arm was paralyzed and his legs were partially paralyzed, and he was epileptic. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------

