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life wvas pledged to the freedorn and inde-
pendence of Itaiy, wvhile the stars shone
over head, ind the firefly lamps glittercd in
the myrtie hedges ; the drauglit of swee t bot
milk you gave me when I camne down the
stone stairs in the morning, and met you just
coming from milking the goats ; the pitcher
of water 1 snatcbed fromn you at the foun-
tain ; the ripe flgs I helped you to gather:
ail and every thing, frorn the moment I first
saw your skiff coming over the littie bay, to
that ln which our arms unlocked from our
last ernbrace, aud I jumped on board jaco-
po's boat, and left you standing on the ionely
shore. Wliat day bas tbere been since, that
1 bave flot thouglit of these things ? What
nigbt that they have flot been witli me in
iny dreaas ? Don't you, too, think of tliem
sometimes, my Carmina?"

Yl«es, Signor, I think of them aiways,"
said Carmnina.

ICannina,"- said Paolo, " I may soon
bave to leave Naples, and go wliere I can
serve Italy better than here ; but before I
go, I must see you again, and get one more
kind glance from your eyes. It may be for
the last timne. Wil you think of me tili 1
corne ?"

IlSignor, I wilI tbink of nothing else," said
Carmina.

Paolo turned liastily away, and going up
to Ninetta, stroked bier hair, and said a kind
word or two to lier; then throwving some
coins intohler lap to buy confetti, bie ieft the
stail.

It must bc reniembered that poor Car-
maina was ouly an Italian peasant girl, with
bardly any other code of mnorals than the
instincts of lier own heart. Shie couid flot
unlove Paolo because she miglit no longer
liope to be bis wife ; lier love wvas too un-
worldly and -unselfisli for that. Neitlier

x could shie help the deep joy it gave ber to
know that lie, too, loved lier stili ; but she
neyer thoglit or dreamed of their being any
thing more to, each other than they Nvere
now-separated and unliappy loyers. And

she grieved for his unhappiness far more
than for lier own. She was a wvoman, and
had learned to be patient and to bear wbat
was laid upon hier: but to the proud, strong
spirit of a man she knew that endurance
must be liard. Oh, if there was anytbing
in the worid she could do to heip or com-
fort him, how blessed she would tbink ber-
self, and wliat joy it wouid give bier. Such
joy as she had flot known since that night
Nvhich had been SQ sweet, yet so bitter,-
that night whichi lie, too, remembered so
ivel-wbven shie had watched the phosphor
fire llashing round the keel uf the boat that
bore him awvay frorn lier, and kneeling on
the rocks, she had prayed the Madonna to,
protect him, and bring hlm back soon.

Slie wvas stili standing, looking out into,
the gathering darkness %vith briglit dreamy
eyes, and recalling ail Paolo's words and
looks over and over again, when Ninetta
came running up Io lier, and opening lier
apron which she held by the corners, showed
-lher that it wvas full of cak-es and sugar-plums.

"See, Carmina," she exclaimed joyfully,
CCsee ail the nice things I have got, and I
have money enough to buy as many more.
Won't we have a brave feast to-nigit and
wasn't the Signor good ?"

Putting lier ara round lier sister's neck,
Carmnina stooped and kissed bier, and as she
did so, Ninetta feit a tear fail on lier check.

IlCarmina, mia Carmina, you are crying t,'
exclaimed Ninetta. IlWhly are you crying ?
I thouglif you would flot cry any more now
the Signor has corne."

IlLittle sister," said Carmina, IlI don't
know why I amn crying. Perhaps it is for
joy; perliaps it is for sorrow.»

IV.

O N the road to Posilippo there is a
churcli calied the Church of Santa

Maria di Piedigrotto, which possesses a pic-
ture of thie Madonna, xnuch revered by the
devout in Naples, as the numerous votos


