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E. Watrous of Burling- 

the deputy collectors of 
mue: Travelling along a 
1, Mr. Watrous was at- | 
frightful screams coming 
3 house not far from the
ran to the house__

, little boy had swallow- | 
and his mother was 

. Watrous caught the 
by the heels, and, hold- 
gave him a few shakes, 

he coin dropped to the

ister,” said the grateful 
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Are you a doctor?" 
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ctor of internal re-

+ ♦ +
e corn be of old or new 
lust yield to Holloway's 
.he simplest and best 
Lo the public.

* * *
SURPRISE PARTY.

you goin', ma?” asked 
of thc five children, 
to a surprise party, my 

ired thc mother.
1 going, too?” 
you weren’t invited.” 
v moments of deep

then don’t you think j 
s more surprised if you 
ill?”
♦ t f

LITTLE AFRAID.

e, who had been to 
n by a noted divine, 
ruck by the oft repeetr 
by that gentleman of 
shall be given thee."
*s alter his parents heard 
'Lord, please give me a

epeated whenever he 
?as alone. Finally his 
, him a fine football 
beside him in bed. 

led him in the morning 
gored to observe the ef- 
vould have on him.
>oked at the ball *on£ 

then he popped out of 
its knees and said, fer- 
nk you, dear Lord! 1 
fraid you didn’t know
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Alessandro. “She needs some one to help her.” 
He looked at me in all seriousness, 
as if to chide me for laughing.

| We were soon cutting rapidly
through the clear water, the boat 

less day! 1 half made up my mind careening under the big sail, 
to leave it, to go inside and devote The gorgeous .splendor of the sun-

, myself to letter-writing. Then I re- i f®1 Was before us when we turned 
I superb carriage ol has mem be red my wide window looking | homeward. and when the little town
I ** *** t nm-’d to a glowing warmth over the gray sea. I was in no J®01® ™ ^Sht it was glowing with

( By Hope Lesart. )
n—the strength of tSe see. ! myself to letter-writing. Then I re- set was bef 

^e8®n„l cimerb carriage of his mem be red my wide window looking homeward,

I body
the sun/remembered him of old 11 kept on, past the shabby'houses sun" Maddalena was watching for 

j gandro, a c j step|)ed off the puffing 'with their high steps, not minding I ua ft*0?1. the sea wall; Alessandro

were used to light the altar. At the 
head of the procession our Lady’s 
statue was to be carried, gowned in 
gorgeous clothes and covered with a 
lace veil, the work of her loving chil­
dren. The stiff, overdressed little 
figure, that to my critical Northern 
eyes seemed but a travesty, was to 
their loving Southern hearts and vi­
vid imaginations almost a living me-U U. f-i -  = , ,» ---- *»* “V , .. I , .  0 .........6 «Vim -IV. •uu.biiau,iuiio aumini U. living

Southern Italy—Ales- mood for such companionsuip, so I thc re“CCled glories of the flaming mortal of their Blessed Mother.
. -x —/ nLI I Lani n*. » a j 1 , . , S1IM ^lanrl.ilnnn     . - . _

— — . _ «- ——v minding : ., . . — ---- , -------- -v
Two yearns bad where I went, only keeping my eyes j £rc*>tecl her with a loud, ringing call, 

the ; fixed on the white-capped mountains. 1^^ a fflad toss of his scarlet cap;
Nioola tried a feeble imitation, and

Mv content increased as bronze.brown eyes twinkling 'merrily 
flew by, for did I not from under his wild thatch of hair.

old Giuseppe’s j “The Signora has a visitor,” he

nr tittle train-
^ perceptible change in --------------------------

■>*^e fiirurti before me. ! ^he storm clouds had scattered be
foy°us i(”d that Alessandro should fore I turned my bacx to the hills, 

1 ÏÏ°first to welcome me, some- and when I reached home Giuseppe
be ^ c^rrn'd a good augury for was standing in the doorway, his
|)0rt’ ‘ . r ____—+ on) inrneiu - 1
the flrtUIV 
♦he minutes

a mv rooms in
find iting for me—the very rooms announced with much ceremony 
h°use,|XSrvrriinied two years before. "And it is—?” I inquired careless- 
! hcdDf o„e of the few men spared ly.

cruel had 1>assed the "Alessandro, Signora. He said he
by tlle , vears allotted to man and would wait for the Signora's re- 

as hale and strong as a turn."
wa nf sixty. The old mans joy 1 found big Alessandho standing be- 

° return well-night equalled my fore my window, looking strangely 
at ^though it was much more volu- out of place in my low-walled room. 
oWn He saluted me courteously—these pea-
6le_. «.•:—nm is pleased to be con- sants’ manners put mine to shame.

and after two years’ absence the 
contrast was all the greater, 

j “The Signora can see far,” he re­
marked after he was seated. “Almost 
as far as C—.” He named the land 
that lav below the horizon.

I laughed. “Yes, vs It not wonder­
ful? You like it, Alessandro?”

“Yes Signora; and yet—“he paus­
ed and looked at me as if in doubt. 

man"K work." . ; "What is it?” I asked.
..you should have married again, , "It is as the Signora says—won- 

riuseppe. It is hard to live alone.” deriul out there—it is so near: while 
rrvxo cHornr»™ is j.n hcre—•» jfo gianCed around. “I feel 

caged—trapped. To have it so near 
and yet—not to be on it. I could 
not bear it, Signora. It is calling 
me. It does not call the Signora?” 

“Sometimes,’’ I answered. “I

nearly lost himself overboard.
iie is safe, thanks to Alessan­

dro,” I called as I jumped from the 
boat and climbed thc stone steps to 
where Maddalena stood. She seem­
ed absurdly youner to be the mother 
of the sturdy little ragamuffin that 
capered beside me.

“You should have been with us, 
Maddalena, the day was beautiful and 
Alessandro s boat went as -casilv as 
a sea gull.”

“The Signora knows 1 have work 
to do,” she answered. “I cannot

I donned a white dress, and in­
stead of my sombre black rjbbdns 
tied on our Lady’s own color, in 
hon >r of her festa, as a token that, 
for one. 1 would forget 1 was a 
ca.lc.dating, critical American, and 
become forthwith a gay. glad-heart­
ed child of Italy, prepared to walk 
beside her image with a fervent pray­
er, and—if necessary—to dance mer­
rily with a light heart. So did my 
simple blue ribbons become symbolic. 
1 ignored Giuseppe’s astonished stare 
at my unusual adornment.

Annunziata, with my namesake 
comfortably asleep in the bend of her 
arm, walked home with me after 
Mass to my studio.

The baby of many names had be
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spare so many hours: besides, 1 care come familiar with every nook

■The Signora . .
. with little.” he courteously 

l,”,i "Hall Maria not gone to the 
"V,, things would be much better. 
Or " he added regretfully, "had she 
„iv left me a daughter. Man is not 

to care for himself.”
"-Bat vou are an exception, I ans- 
wered “Few women can keep house 
and cook as you can.

•The Signora is kind; but—it is

•To marry twice! The Signora is 
neared to jest." The old brown 
Les looked reprovingly into mine, 
,irl I felt duly humbled
"The little town had a strangely 
neacelui look to one who had fled 
from the turmoil of a great city. 
Among all the changes of two years 
however. Alessandro alone remained 
unchanged. He had not married 
an,l i wondered why. He had

asadlor like you, Alessandro. 
I am neither brave nor skilled on the 
sea. f am afraid of it. yet I love it 
and this is the only way I can have 
it.” I pointed to my wide x\*indow. 

thought once of emigrating of going jje no(ided, apparent!v understanding 
—and had asked my ad- my wbim.

not. to be on the sea, only to look 
at it when the sun shines. Has Nico­
la ieen a wicked boy?”

1 assured her nothing could bave 
been more lamb-like than Nicola's 
behavior, owing, I promptly added, 
to his regard for Alessandro, 
she sighed. “•! try—but he will not

‘‘Ah. -ht? is always1 good with him,” 
she .sighed. “I try, but he will not 
mind me. We are good comrades 
we play games-together, but when I 
try to discipline him—he—runs

“Alessandro,” I said, as he ran 
quickly up the steps, “Maddalena 
says she wishes she could make Ni­
cola mind like you -do. She wants 
to know how you -manage it. Will

“Ah, S'ignora! Never, never did I 
say that,” she cried.

I stopped, astonished at the ém­

oi
my small domicile, and often risked 
his precious pei>v.n many times a 
day by sucking my brushes, licking 
paHnts, or bedaubing ills little face 
with indiscriminate colors. Aimunzi- 
ata and I became so occupied in sud­
den life-saving onslaughts that wr 
cmiId think of little el.se.

“Annunziata," I began, “do you 
not consider children a groat care?

“No, Signora”: Annunziata ans­
wered instantly. “Speranza <s not 
a- care: ho is a pleasure, a joy."
“That is just the way,” I replied 

dryly. He is a play-toy now; a doll 
that, you dress—”

“Andiuve.*' the mother added wise­
ly, wondering, 1 am sure, what was 
coming next.

“Yes, and love;” 1 amended. “Then 
when they grow big they run wild 
pay no heed to your wishes.”

leave ihu house. 1 think, from Mud- 
dalVila's vivid description and the 
tears that lull during the recital, 
that it was the first punishim-nt—
the very first—she li.ul ever inflicted subtly malicious, he secured his boat 
on her offspring in the whole course illl<1 t'.inivd Uixvurd home. That lie 
of his seven years. Doing absolutely would never see Maddalena again, he

had quite determined. He would

ranked to w i ing water from a stone. 
Armed with these bits of paper, 
harmless in appearance as the three 
wishes of the fairy.tale, but quite us

.*!g:ng

'Why
phatic denial. Alessandro, looking thoughts?” Annunziata asked

s the Signora thinking such x.
•)•» a ..... uv'«>rc s

to America- 
vice.

like a convicted criminal, stood 
twisting his cap, the red that 
mounted to his cheeks vying with 
Miiddalena’s kerchief. 1 glanced 
from one to the other» Alessandro 
finally broke the uncomfortable si-

if Maddalena wishes.” 
But Maddalena shook her head with 
great energy, and raised a pair of 
beseeching eyes to Alessandro.

“You are both certainly very 
foolish,” 1 continued. “There can be 
no reason why I should not be told. 
Nicola is a very bad boy—sometimes,

#< A glowing, flaming sunset
I cried eagerly, “you tinting the water and lighting up the jènee 

must not go. You would not be few sails that were lazily drifting -i "wiii u.u 
tappy. It would he worse -than the before the breeze. The old sea-wall, 
very worst that you could imagine. , with the nets drying on it and the 

He nodded gravely and accepted my , WaVes lapping idly at thc foot, seem- 
deosion, and ever since 1 have felt a ^ part of creation, so blended was 
moral responsibility tor his welfare. it xyjLh th€ color around. A
It was just after this talk that l coupfo Qf fisherman with baskets of 
thought how suitable it would , vivid-b»ed fish came up the beach, a
him to mvsry T group of sun-tanned, shouting child- and if Alessandro knows-”
Annunziata had other views i bwu following every step. From my 

■ discovered, and when she marrie pQjnt of bantage we gazed at the 
I Marco Santo, I felt more h^rtbrok- joyous life, somewhat in the manner 

en for Alessandro than he felt 101 , of olympian dieties amused by these 
himself. . mortals of a little day, whose «in-

Alessandro s sturdy, blunt-prowed tens6i beauty-loving nature was ever 
boat, with its enormous sail, tbatto source of joy. Nothing morbid, 
mv land-faring eyes looked damge - n<>thing unclean ever came near to 
ously risky, was beating out to sea. ms ljtUe eea_town- 
The sky was dull and lowering, the ; Alessandro 
wa^s as they broke at the foot of lat 
the old gea-xvall, held a sullen me-
nacc in their roar. "Little pests, Signora, thev could
had lost its glowing oo or, M.d^ we|, ^ ca„e(1 ^ at Nlco]a 
day looked gray and old. A group |Mnall bnp h„ ,s The

*?<>'” he is too old to play all day

soberly, looking at the wee man on 
thc floor.

“My thoughts aie with Maddalena, 
for 1 remember when Nicola was as 
he is,” 1 answered, pointing to the 
baby on the fioor: "There is nothing 
talked of in the town but Nicola's 
pranks and thc trouble he gives Mad-

Annunziata looked at me, with an 
expression in her trig black eyes that 
1 did not understand.

“Well?” I inquired.
“If the Signora does not know—” 

This was too much.
"No. 1 do not know”; I answered 

very decidely. “But you are gx> ng 
to tell me."

“It is no mystery,” Annunziata be­
gan. "The whole town knows it. Al­
essandro wants to marry Maddalena

sullen me- : th1 bare-,eKged children hopping
suiien ! around the well-filled baskets

fountain

“No, no, Signora; Nicola is not 
bad, he is never bad, not like—” She 
would have named a dozen imps had 
1 not interrupted.

"it is as you please, Maddalena.
The Signora is tired.” 1 broke in 
rather .ungraciously. "I will .say 
good-night. ' ‘

“Adieu! ” 1 called back, standing a ____
was laughing heartily moment to watch the three as they think so,” she added, with a tone of 

moved off. Nicola waving frantic grave decision in her voice, ns of "one 
good-by vs from his high perch on who sat in judgment.
Alessandro’s shoulders, and Aladda- “That is why he cares so for Ni- 
lena laughing merrily at the happy cola!”
nonsense of the two. “It is the short wav to the mo;th-

‘ Giuseppe”—I was sitting at sup- er"s heart.” 
per, the antique lamp giving little 

ears failed hg’ht beyond tho white cover—'‘the

unprecedented, he had resented it bit­
terly, and Maddalena’s voice choked 
wnh sobs us she told me that he had 
!’m ^ u,,<i could not find 
lmn. Uhnt CUM ,h,. Ue# Where could 
slK. look to, him-/ Kl„. knew he hàd 
Son.- to join the brimrnTs.

1 he idea of Nicul.i i, 
his fat brown legs i,, 
garnis 1X1,S
disconsolate mot her us |,..sl j (.
Ix-gg-iug her no, u, worry, that hr 
wo.ild conic home When j„. wa, 
kL\. which I f.-li. sura would lie

ihc town was a small one. and 
sunset every nook and cranny 

had boon searched for the runaway, 
but no trace was found. Maddalena 
dry-eyed now and desperate, sat at 

and refused to be comforted 
The boats wore all in, all but Ales­
sandro ha had sailed for 
farUnr south, and would bo 
twenLy-fom hours.

The- next day. Nmts and fishing 
neglected, with only a few hours 
I'-ep. the men started out again 

a single thought posyessed the town 
to find Nicola, imp t.l 

and to seo tin- sorr 
lenu's eyes.

Wh.n I imsm-d through Miiddalena’s 
n door. J found her sitting idle, 

without hop.-, stricken to the heart.
lot. must have hn-nkfiu-t. Matfda- 

!!*??: 1 yaitl- S|lv s*hook h• r N-nd
His is nonsense.” 1 w<-nl on. “Ni­

cola will Ik- found.

I'Ug-h
le

gone for

he 
Ma<l<la-

—ever since the last festa. a year ni ■*' •" ,t,unu- and you will b<.
ago—and she will not have him. She
thinks, and I do also. Signora, that 
marrying,twice is nut right. We all

| to catch. Rising rapidly to his feet sea was more beautiful to-day than 1eyes eloquent with joy, hurried for­
ward to meet me.

"And the bambino is well?” I ask­
ed, after her own many inquiries.

"Yes, Donna Lisa: he is well and 
so beautiful!”
his rame1”'! beran1^ ^ m g7'eat P^asure to many da vs spent on of-fact speech brought me down from 
"signora^Tust pardon. The £ 5tw'th“™ ,or A my airy flight.
jov of seeing her again made me for- : }he cmnpl.ment called -'•ever, Giuseppe, neve,!” X cried,

Marco Stefano 1” h cheek showed beneath the xyith more energy than the situation 
brown. A final bow and he

an inscrutable look in his velvet 
brown eyes, he bade me a courteous 

Î farewell, praying me to remember 
that always, always his boat was at 

I my disposal. I told him truthfully 
; that 1 was looking forward with

have éver seen it. It was glorious. 
We went on—on, as if there was no 
ending; then home, straight home— 
into the golden sunset.”

'The Signora should have been a 
fisherman,” lie replied; which mafter-

getful. The name is
Lucia Speranza.” wT' ~ ,,,mi WW anG he Was

I gasped—then inquired faintly: . '
"Why Lucia?" 1 rtobn mC d.ay!! ba,ore 1 =°uld

"Because he was born on the festa promised boat. Thc day
of Santa Lucia, Marco because it is ’^varm, with a blaze of
his father's name; and Stefano—Mar- . • V“t-n ^ stood on the beach
co wished Stefano because it was he 1 wagoning for Alessandro. He soon 
who made possible our marriage. You . and close at his heels was Ni-
remember, Signora, he took Him in , ’ 16 dancing, shouting Nicola,
his Imat when no one else would.” ,. * ^ other day he had so
The dark eyes overflowed for a se- ’ Y dubbe<l “an imp, a pest.”
cond at the thought of those un- , iznp s^d, silent enough now,
banpy days. “And Speranza is be- ® . .. 8 aS/>cn'sc-'^with bated breath—
cause Wv—Marco and 1—desired him e Alessandro asked my permis- 
to have your name.” o take him with us. His eyes,

I murmured my thanks. "But what T? I knew could hold so much mis- 
do \x)u really call him?” 1 queried. ® 16 • looked solemnly into mine, h'is 

"We call him Speranza. There is )r°wn> naked toes digging into and 
no other of that name in la Citta.” Sr^ping the sand. The permission 

"Tell me of Marco—he is still a ^vas 8^Ven» flod with a shout of joy 
shoemaker?” I asked. i j16 made Off in the direction of the

"Yes, Signora,” Then rapidly, in tyo^t- 1 looked inquiringly at Ales- 
her native Longue: “Look at that
water, that sky, there—” making an , ^aÇ tiiignora is loo good,” he

“And Maddalena?” I asked.
She shrugged her shapely shoulders. 

"Second marriages an- wrong." she 
maintained doggedly, merciless as 
happy people can he. "We have told 
her.” Again the official tone, the red 
lips set firmly together, the narrow- 
brows nearly meeting is a disapprov­
ing frown.

“You mean that you went to her 
and told her she must not marry Al­
essandro?” I questioned.

"Not—‘must not’—Signora.” she
better not. Site 

agreed, after a few Lears. We told 
her that in the memory even of Giu- 
9f‘PPe there had been no on*- wedded

"Suppose—” I suggested, after we 
had talked some time. “Suppose she 
car-.-s for him as you care for Mar-

ook your breakfast, and 
you must eut it." I hud hoped mv 
wo. KS v. oii.d remué hr, - CBS jll<Nl 
<rf the Signora waiting hen-but 
they la; b" uttcl.v. H,.r ,.v,.s n,Vvr 
nit tn<. open door that showed th,- 
-beep little siKN.t and thy olive hills 

•<>,m had a nitike^hift 
nd she ate it obedient- 

in not think sh<- had touclied 
morning of the daythe

ly a

food si;v,. 
before.

“ Maddalena, ” 
“you must not 
come back: he is a 
take cur- of ■ hints-, 
sanclro wen- home 
where to look for 
now." 1 thought 
IjC heller than this

do:
repea U-d to her, 

•air. Nicola wjll 
big .boy and can 

,f If on'y Ales- 
he would know 

him. Coane—
anything would 
dumb dvsj air.

“ImposKible.” she answered quick-

demanded. “I hate killing things, corrected, “only 
and I’m afraid of the water.”

“The Signora need not fear,” he 
replied soothingly. “Shu can never 
be a fisherman."

“Giuseppe, why has Maddalena so 
much trouble with Nicola?” The old 
man stopped in his serving and star­
ed at me. The change in thc con­
versation had been too swift for h'is 
slow-working mind. ly

“Is Nioola a very wicked boy, Uiu- "May tie so.” I replied carelessly, 
seppe?” 1 asked, putting the gues- hoping she might remember the un­
lion in simpler form. haprUness of her own courtship, and

"Not wicked at ali, Signora, only have mercy. "That true love seldom
mischievous.” * run1'- smooth is as old—as old as—It-

“Then, why”—returning resolutely aly.” Ï finished. “Speranza mia”— 
to my first proposition—“does Mad- stooping to pick up my ridiculous 
dalena have so much trouble with namesakes—"tell your mother—some 
him?” dav-rtd remember how desolate her

“Maddalena is young: she yields to heart was when she stood on the 
all h'is demands too much; she is shore and watched a tiny boat, with 
wrong.” . two men in it. tossed about by the

“Giuseppe,” I said, in a coaxing mad fury of the sea,” I longed to 
voice, “this salad and wine

startled. “When- 

had sj.o4.vn, and 

Ales-

She looked nt m<- 
would the SsignoîH 
the first words she 
I felt wjoiced.

lo the sea—fjrst- to jf 
sandro's boat js in sight.” We went 
out into the brilliant sunlight. She 
shade,1 he, ,y, :- f„„. a momi.llV like a 
creature blinded an,I would have 
turned back, but ! too* her hand in 
mm,- and led her on, praying that the 
joyous day would pul hope into her 
heart. I think it did, for soon she 
was talking to,me—telling me all 
that, had happened since early Tri- 
day morning, when, she had punished 
Nicola.

“Why had Alessandro cone to X
---- 1 asked. This, too, she told
me slowly, in a dull monotone-—as if 
it all concerned some one else. He 
had again asked her to marry him, 
and she had said “No.”

A ou do not love him?” I queried.
“Second marriages arc not right,” 

she answered, and went on to tell 
me how Alessandro had become om-
gry; he would leave M----- and go to
America: so yesterday he had sailed 
for V—■—, a busy seaport some miles 
south. I looked at Maddalena in

become an Americano and—maybe— 
when he cam • home in two or three 
years, his pockets lined with yellow- 
gold, as the man had promised, he 
would buy the villa on the bill, and 
then—maybe then— i ?. wry
childish thoughts: \v« who are wiso 
in the world’s wisdom know how 
absurdly childish they were; but to 
Alessandro—whose love and pride 
had been wounded by Maddalena’s re­
fusal—they were very real, and, as a 
child would, he found comfort in 
them. 1 saw the broad shoulders 
moving steadily up the narrow street 
his head well back, looking neither 
to the right nor the left. With a 
hasty word to Maddniena I rushed 
through Un.- door, stumbled down the 
crooked steps, an<: .-aught him before 
he disappeared.

“Fvr la vita mia!" was fiis startl­
ed exclamation when 1 told him the 
story. “Dust—and since yesterday, 
Signora? 1 found him hidden in tiie 
boat when I started lor V—; but I 
put him ashore atnd told him we 
could he friends no longer.” Poor 
Nicola’ a fallen idol and a chas­
tisement all in one morning! “The 
Signora knows,” continued Alessan­
dro as his head went up stroiighter. 
“1 am loilig to America next, week-.”

“But Nicola—?” 1 began, ignoring 
his words. "You must find Nicola. 
Maddalena will lose her reason «if—’’

“i will find him with God’s help,” 
he replied quiet ly. "Will the Sig­
nora tell me where the men have 
searched? ’

“Everywhere.” 1 nmsweixHl. “They 
arc still looking Surely, Alessan­
dro, hv was with you so much you 
must know his fancies, did he ever 
talk of runniwg away? Battista 
says he was always talking of being 
a brigand.”

A smile lighted his face ns n recol­
lection of the iHiy'fl t«lk came to 
him. “He was forever one thing or 
another; a brigand one day, a padre 
another, and again a noble signor 
withi-a villa among the oilve hills. 
Yestj-rday, when I pul. him out of 
the l>oat, 1 told him if he did not 
mind his mother would puni.sh him, 
lie said lie was loo old to lx? pun- 
isited by a won-nii. evin though i-t 
was hi moither. And he only comes 
to my elbow,” lie added admiringly. 
"He must lx; found. Signora. I will 
yo at "untie. \'ou know the old 
ruined villa,” jointing towards the 
sunset. “We were always tnlkling of 
it—both of us 1 will look there 
first.’’

“But the road is so stcejv” I cried. 
"No l»oy could climb that path.”

"Boys are monkeys—but. •! must 
start, it is hard to find in the 
darkness.”

"You must see Maddalena before 
you go tell her of the villa, it will 
give her courage,” t said. He hesi­
tated as if in doubt, then, raising his 

( Continued on Page f>. )

excited gesture in the direction of ] Protested. "She should not be wor- vo'lCf‘- this salad and wine are too add to the motiver—"that all your
women, gazing across the gray ried with such wickedness. Nicola £°od to 1)0 enjoyed alone. Take that unhappiness came frory foolish, nar-
stretch of sea. "They are all suffer- is wild, but he has made me pro- chair and this,” [ filled a glass and row prejudice, because in the memo-
ing, praying for their men—mine is mises. He has no one to mind.” hcId towards him. Protesting feeb- ry of man a Galdi had never wed
on land.” “Why has he no one?” I asked. Iy- d*d as ^ bade him. “Now, any but seamen, and Marco, to whom Mnazement. She was sending Ale

“But there is danger and suffering Maddalena was always a good mo- tell me all about Maddalena.” you gave your heart, was a follow-
ther.” | “There is nothing to tell. The Sig^- or of the gentle craft, a son of St.

“The best—the very best!” he mira knows she married very young. Crispin.
the land, Annunziata.’

“I know,” she assented gravely.
"Only—the sea is cruel, he «is hungry added.
■always. ” ! alone.

I left her, promising to see my ! “Alone?” 1 laughed at the potion, 
ouneaake very soon. Such a cheer- "With that youngster?”

sandro—hajipy, wholesome Alessand­
ro—to that land of violent contrasts. 
My next words came quickly and

“Only she is young and Her husband was a brave man and a I think from all the-stories I heard were 110premeditated, for a faint 
good fisherman. One October day he that Nicola’s guardian angel must c<dor crept into the pale cheeks nnd 
was drowned, and she was left with have had a busy lime. I almost doubt- ^ asked me timidly: 
the child.” ed some of thc pranks, when I thought ”poe* the Signora think to marry .

“She loved him?” I asked. of the small figure I had seen at the , again is not wrong?” I was glad she
“She adores him still,” he answer- festa, walkdng beside our Lady's sta- ,)ut< ** lhat way, for I could answer ; 

ed. “Poor Matteo was a good man. tue, holding the lighted candle brave- truthfully, 
but not handsome. ------ ------ *- • • “twuw"The Signora ly aloft—though his arms must have “Decidedly not wrong Maddalena.” j 

! must remember him—a short, broad ached with the heavy burden. From “Ah, Signora,” she cried, gazing 
man, with small eyes and red the seraphic expression of his face ; «cross the shining water. “Why does : 

I cheeks, and hands—hands like that,” one might have thought he was ab- come? He would find my j
he cut a swift circle in the air with sorbed in prayer. Maddalena had j Nicoja. Supj>ose I never sec NHoola
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one finger. pointed him out to me with trium-
”And Maddalena is so beautiful,” j phant pride.

I murmured, a picture of the depart- The Signora sees for herself,” she 
ed Matteo rising before my eyes, whispered. “He is an angel; I am in- 
“And Alessandro,” •! went on medi- deed fortunate. Yet they would make 
tatively, "why should the boy mind me believe he is wicked
him—what does be do?” 1 assented faintly, doubt in my

j Giuseppe drained the last drops in : heart. Had I not seen him, on his 
the glass, put it down on the table, I way to church, give Angelo a duck- 
pushed back his chair and stood up. , ing in the fountain, tripping him up 
“The Signora must know,” be an»- skillfully, i« all his gay attire, as he 
wered. ; was running past, and disappearing

The Signora did not know, and for still more skillfully before the vic- 
all her adroit questioning was not ! Mm's screams brought his mother, 
going to know; so, with a few more ; who gave him a sound spanking, 
words, I left my host and dimed the j Some days a/ter I met Maddalena 
narrow stairs. i kvotying as if all the cares of the und­

one of the greet feast» of our Lady ! verse had settled on her shoulders, 
was near and the town woe fairly I "Had I seen Nioola?” I shook my 
seething wtth excitement. It was . bead. She had heard about Angelo, 
the most important festa of the ! she told me. “And on the festa”— 
whole year. The church woe dress- j the tears rolled unchecked down the 
ed in thc gayest and xtiffest of pa- smooth olive cheek. Nicola had been 
per flowers, green boughs *tuck severely chastised and forbidden to 
everywhere, the talleet taper* only

again, never hear his voice, never 
hold him in my arms. He is lying 
somewhere hurt and l cannot get to 
him.” Sobbing violently she called: 
"Alessandro, come quickly, come, 
come! You will find him.” Then 
turning to me as the sobs wore 
themselves out; “Ah. Signore, I 
must go back—maybe he is at home— 
I should not have left.” Breathless­
ly she flew up the sea-wall steps and 
did not slacken her. speed until she 
reached her house.

It was past noon when Alessan­
dro’s boat came in. He had with 
Mm a strip of paper, for which he 
had paid, that entitled him to be 
carried across the dark ocean, a way 
from bright Italy. to the modern 
Land of Promise. He had also a 
letter—he had not paid for this, it 
was tendered him freely, payment 
would come later—to a man in this 
proer/rad land. a man who was gua-
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