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‘The Padre felt that he had obtained knowledge which
would enable him to putsue inquiries at the Hospital Argli
Innocenti, and the neat week he set vut fur Ylorence, os:
tensibly to sec his Bishop, but really to visit that pgreat
establishment fur foundhngs, which, when the land was
undez purely Romish regime, is said to have received saix
thousand inzmu every year fiom Tuscany aloae!

Although Padre Ienocenza's secret heart had thrown off
allegiance to Rome; although his enlightened mind re.
jected her tenets, he had nut come to the point where he
dzred openly renounce her, and with that dughcily which
seems incradicably fixed in a heart trained as his had been,
his first visit in Florence was one of outward cotdiality and
respect to the Bishop. The chief part of his interview was
with the Bishop's secretary.  Innocenza briefly stated that
his people were docile, attentive at church ;3 that he was
thorou Kly catechising the children for the rest nothing
was doing ; there werenot enough candidates for confirma-
tion to make an episcopal vi-itation needful; many of the
youth wandered to foreign lands as minstrels. Then Inno-
cenza saw the Bishop, kissed his hand, got a bened:cuon,
and went away loss at ease than ever.

His second vist was to the Inaocenti, on the great Piazea
Angunziata. That a priest should come making inquiries
for a foundling was no new thing ; and indeed he was in &
much better position to get information than & layman
would have been. The nuns in charge examined their
bouks, searched their meaones, questioned the oldest aurses.
If a child isleft at this hospital with the slightest token for
its identification—as & name, initials, a jewel, even a ribbon
or & peculiar garment—this is specially recorded ; when the
child is farmed out fot nursing, o1 s given fot adoption, o1
is apprenticed, this clue is associated with it on the records,
so that it may in future be traced.  But any physical matks
of children, whose identity it is evidently desired to Jose,
are ncver heeded, unless they are so singulas as toattract the
potice of some nurse, and accidentally to remain in her
mind associated with the further development of the found-
ling's fortunes.  Such a reminiscence was all that Padre In.
nocena could hope for, and he was assured that there was
Bo possibility of such a trace as he meationed being fellowed.
However, the anthonties of the house put down a name
(fictitiors) which he gave them, and promised to make in-
quines, He on his part apreed to return after a few months
to learn if thay hvd made any progress toward the discovery
of the lost infant,

It was mghtfall when he left the Inrocents, and, having
tsken his supper in & traftoria, the Padre was aboat to seek
his lodgings when he found himself 1a a throng of people
all pressing toward one pownt.  1dly followiog with the mul-
titude, the Padre was drawn wiuh them into a great hatl,
poorly lighted, but densely crowded, where some oae had
already begun an oration from a broad platform. The
speaker was cast 1o 2 herculean munid; a magninceat head
seton the shoulders of a gant ; & vuice of prodigious com-
pass, yet capatle of pounng forth the sweet, many-vowelled
Tuscan in all sts sweetest meledy, the danop of the soldier,
the fire of the true orator, the wianing plausibility of a suc-
cessfol priest upitedin this man. By all these hestirzed the
hearts of his heaters to ccsiacies of enthusiasm.  Taey
wept, they groaned, they shouted, they started to their fcet.
This was Alesrandro Gavain, making to his countrymen a
mingled harangur on religron and poliics—uphiting mio
Vittorsa Emmanuelo, and prepansg afar off the itrevocable
downfall of « papa,

The impressible sotl of Padre Inrocenza responded to
every sentence of Gavazzi as 2 harp responds to every sweep
of some maestro’s hand. Gsavazn, on that night, struck off
Innocenza's political bonds and se* him 1a the ranks of that
increasing majonty ol the natlun which was moving wuh
mighty momentum toward the deliverance of the State from
priesteraft, and to the liberation of Rome.

All night the echoes of the orator’s voice resounded in the
Padre’s cars. He had meant to leave the aty next day,
but he could pot go; held by some fascination, he clu:g to
Florence, desiring only to see again the man who had o
enthralled him. Oa the second day after, as he wzs won-
dering in the Boboli Gatdens, he suddenly met Garam
under the shadow of Giam Bologna’s statue of Plenty. The
two fcll into conversation, and, wandering away upon a
wooded height above the city, Gavazzi the teacher and In-
nocenza tke priest, the goldier-monk—himsell delivered—
Gavazzi awoke a new manhood in Innocenzs, and set him
free of an external subservience to 2 Church which his soul
served no lopger. fonocenra would now go back to his
home, and tzach his people what he had learned.  When
the hoar came that the atiention of the Popish Church was
dlrcl?cd to them, they would pot make a pretension of serv-
ing her.

¢ ancient poct tells us, the hour a man is made aslave,
“*observant fate takes half the man away.” More than half
the man had been taken from the priests of Rome, their
servitude being the heavier burden, and directed primarily
agaiost the mind. Padre Innocenza had to that hour heard
none calling bim to 2 new manhood, to the enjoyment of a
hithetto anknown freedom of 1thought and xct.

The thitd day after, Innocensz was at the depot, about to
cnter the tram for Teaa, when Gavam him. The
Italian leader tumed, and, grasping the hand of his new
acquaintance, s2id, cheerily :

“ How now, asscol"

¢ Miseradile 1" replied Padre Innocenza.

A look of troubls came into the kind, bold face : the
train was about to slart; Innocensza’s foot was on the

step.

“Stay! Talk to the Vaudois if lyou have opportunity
they are the best comforters that I know for a mind dfs-
tressed.”

Padre Innocenza marvelled, hut he did not doubt the word
of the man who had captivated all his heart, He began to
consider where he should find a Vaudois.  Providence sent
one to him. Nannt Coniti found the lonely , arish of Sta,
Ma:ia Maggiore among the hills, and, calling from house to
house, sold or gave tracts and hymns, wondering much that
here, intscad oF:uncs. contumely, stoning, he fourd & peo-
ple pre red of the Lord. Acourding to his practice, he
sougat for the priest. The ragged factotum disected the
siranget to the chapel, and here Nanni found the Padre
pacing up and down theaisles. ARes a few words as to the
place, the priest said :

“ I have thought that pethaps Noah's dove fluttered many
times sround the ark before the patiiarch put out his hand
and took her in; 0 my soul comes to this house of God,
hopmf here in some way at length to enter into peace.”

‘* Howbeit,” replied Nanni Conti, “the Most High
dwelleth ngt in temples made with hands.  In every lowly
and contrite heart He is content to dwell, and where He is,
there is peace.”

“Tell me, ate you a Vaudeis?” asked Padre Inno-

cenza,

** Yes, I 2m,"” replied Nannt, **Do you know what a
Vzaudois is2”

** He is the man I am looking for,” replied Ianocen:a,
and led his guest into the sacnsty.

But all Nanaoi Conti's ministration could not bring conso.
ladion to this perturbed spint, The cvangelist gave the
priest some further light, some gleams of comfort, and felt
assured that God was dealing with his soul, but left Inno-
e nra still crying, *‘I am the man that hath seen afflic-
tioni"

It was now March of 1863, and Nanni Conti was bound
to the Palarzo Borgosoia on a happy errand—nothing clse
than his marriage to Assunta.

While Nanni was preachiog in the sacristy to Padre Inno-
cenzs, Assunta was sewing at her wedding dress, and Honor
Maxwell, in the salon, was opening a letter bearing an
Ametican postmark. It was from Mrs. Brace, who had been
2t het home in Philadelphia for six months., Honor was
always pleased to read her letters to Uncle Francini; the
genial, simple old gentleman listened with interest to news
of the actual world, of which, withdzawn into his dreams of
art, he seemed hardly to form a portion. The changes of
life came to him something as a pleasing story would come
to a tecluse— just excitement enouch to refresh, just pathos
caough to stir pleasantly, just mirth enough not to weary,
and a fixed awsurance that all would be right at the last
chapter. Thus Uncle Francini looked on life, and in this
mood he now listened, holding Michael on his knee, hisown
snowy beard and locks mingling with the boy’s black cusls,
his calm, pale, peacefal face contrasting with the high col-
out, hife and cxcitement playing over cvery feawre of his
waif from Caraival,

So we hear Hooor reading thos from Mrs. Bruce's let-
ter. 1 left poor Judith Forano with deep regret, She
has singalar capaciites for suffertop—one of thuse natures to
whom lLife 13 ali high tragedv. 1 fear she will soon lose her
maother, who is very feeble. I bought one of our Bibles fot
her, 20d put it 10 a sandal-wood box. and with 1t a diamond
ting—an odd mixture, you say? I gave her the parcel
scaied, saging, *Deac Judub, if great sorrow cumes to yun
agan, thiok of me and open this my paruog @i’ Now 1
put the book cp in this way in order to caplivate her fas-
tdivus taste; and I put the ring with 1, that when she
opened it she might see that I did not merely give her what
1 Jiked, and what cost nu< little, but I gave het 2 jewel, and
wath 1t what 1 thought better than jewels. 1 hope, in some
hout of grief, my note and my nng will disarm her wrath
when she sees * the book of the Nazarene,” 2nd my remem-
bered fnendship will conquer het scraples, and she may find
that which only can calm such a tempest-tossed heast as
hers—the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ."”

** Now, Honor,” said Uncle Franani, ** 1 consider that
act of Mrs. Bruce as one hak 1n the cham of God's mercy
that 1s to bind that poor woman's heart to Him. When
such things are doue with a true desire to do God service
they are deeds snspired by heaven, and some day will be
blessed ; these are acts which shall not return void, but
sh2ll accomplish the thing that God pleases.”

* Itrustso,” replied Honos,  “ I wish the pour mother
might have found her child.”

** I1s Joss can be ruled of God to gain,  Evidently she is
one to have earthly idols, o0 God kas set the child away,
and will so set away her otheridols, one by one, ontil she
can see but Him alone, so that good end will be worth all
the present loss.”

Uncle Francini did not often -y so many words without
something about art, or artists, - the divine Michael An-

elo. He was a simple, old-fasnionsd man, almost of one
ide2, and now he came back, not at 21l to Honos's surprise,
to hisfavourite theme.

“] am thmkm%uof a pictare, Honor—THE VAvuDOIS
\VEDDING, and 1 shall paint just that gloomy littie chapel
room, and these hard-worked, honest peopie gathered ; and
Assunta, so bnght and gay in her mountain dress; and
Nanm Conti, so fair-haired and pale ; and you ard the Pol-
warths, strangers, looking on ; and this handsome boy con-
trasted with the gray, wnnkled old uncle in % comer. It
will be a very pretty picture, oy gitl—that is, for these days
when the old mastersarc gone.”’

In fact Assunia’s marriage in the Vaudois chapel made
just such a pictare 28 Uacle Francini suggested, and after
the marriage Muss Maxwell provided a supper foz the bride’s
fnends 1n the court of the Palazzo Borgosoia. It was St.
Joscph's day, warm and bright, 2nd the evening was simost
2s warm and bright as the day,

While the bnide'’s party weat off in high spirits to their
supper, Dr. Polwarth returned home and foand Padre Ia-
nocegra wantiag for him in his &tody. With very little pre-
liminary conversation Innocenza told the Doctor the wgole
story of Judith Foraoo and her child, 30 far ¢ he knew it.
He svowed that he had sent the child to the Innocenti, un-

naued, and that he had diugged the mother and sent her
with some nuns to a convent. Ie gave, also, his reason,
namely, that he desired to secure the Fortano property to
hls'Chuxch, and 50 to advance his own intcrest with his su.
perios.

“*Now," he said, “what can I do? The woman has
freed hersell, 1 am trying hopelessly to find the child, with
noclue at all but « i matk on its body. I don't know
where the motler is.” .

“I do,” sald Dr. Polwarth, ‘I can give you her
father’s address in London "—and so told the astonished
gﬁest what he had heard, through Honor Maxwell and Mrs,

ruce, of Judith,

**1 don't see as that will help me if I cannot find and re-
score her her child,” ssid the Padre, ** As for telling the
Marchese, it would be possibly dangerons to him, for he is
old and fecble, and the excitement might kill him, while he
would not be 3o likely to discover the child as I am, This
act has become a nightmare to me; I am pursued by a vis-
lon of Nicole making me promise to protect his wife and
child. I broke my promise to the dead. I would devote
my whole life to finding that child if I only might succeed.
Then, every day I dread to hear that the Marchese is dead,
and that the F cst at the Asxumrlion has wrung the estate
out of his dying kand, aud got the Marchesa to retire to &
convent. Thus I shall be compelled to see myself feeding &
Church which I have now learned to reject. Thereis no
rean n all the world but yourself to whom I dared open my
hc-dn'..and I felt as if my unshared sccret would drive me
mad.

I think you should tell the Marchese that posuibly his
heir 1s hving, and at least it would prevent his leaviog his
property to the Church, as you fear,” said the Doctor.

The priest shook his head.

‘“ His death might be hastened, Besides how many
priests, monks, and auns would at nnce be busy to secrete
the child of it were hiving, to effectually prevernt his finding it
—to testify its death? I know better than to set the whole
Chuich working against me. Ah mel Jitle did I think
when I took such means to przvent the child’s ever being
found that I was the one doomed to seek for it most
bitterly.”

Now, in telling bis story, Padre Ingocenza had, with the
secretiveness characteristic of a priest, never mentioned the
kind of mark whereby he sought the child, nor the name of
Gulio Ravi. He also exacted a promise of silence from
Dr. Polwarth, lest the Marchese should hear the story pre-
maturely.

And now Assunta and Nanni have gone to their home in
Barjetta, and are living beside old Ser. Conti, in the house
of the widow Mariana.  The church :n Barlzita has by this
time grown to twenty. Naani is to spend half his time in
Barletta working :n this church, and the other half of his
time travelling as a colportenr, going once 1n 2 year to Fi.
tenze. The little church in Barletta 1s bound 1n the closest
amity among ils members, avd is as x light shining in 2
dark place. The neighbours are becoming accustomed to
the Zoangelici, The Fan family, with wondrous caution,
come secretly to the meetings, talk seeretly with Ser. Conut
and Ser. Jacupo, and attend dilgently to all things pre.
scribed in their own rellgicn 3 thas * they feared the Lord
and served their own gods.”  Among the members of tlus
Vaudois church on the Adratc 1s Joseph, second son of
Ser. J:copo, a Jad who begins to talk of being sent up to
the Valleys to the Vaudors school, and afterwards the Theo.
logical Semunary at Florence, to become i, tsme & preacher
of the truth ; for the present he works at his father’s bench,
and makes diigent use of all his opportumties,

The \alla Anteta 1s stll the summer home of Uncle Fran.
ani.  #le finds the air, the scenery and the society of the
Marchese exactly suited to him. No one was bappier in
this arrangement of Uncle Francia's time in summmer than
the Marchess, as it brought Honor to cheer her for four
months of her year ; the mectings 1n the moming at the
Pavilion were sunny spotsia the Marchesa's life,

** And 50, said the Marchesa to Hoaor, *¢ your maid has
marnied 2 Vaudois, and become Vaudoss, too.  Who wozld
have tboeght tt ! Our Padre here bad nearly persuaded her
to be a non when she was but fiftsen.  Soch girls in coo-
vents scem to me A perversion of nature. 1 look on cone
vents as places for midows, the old, the heart-broken peni-
tents. As for Assunta, 1 saw she was carried away, so 1
reasoned with her, and sent her to town, asking a friend to
place her with some lady who would watch over her. She
went o you —and is become a Vaudois- but she scems to
me a good gul, and sincere, and 1'd sather see her 2 Vaa.
dois, warried snd hapry, than shot op i a convent, and
repenting her vow, don't believe that all Vauodois are
shut 1oto hell ; in truth, Signorina, if 2 Jew, or a Vaudois,
or a heretic of any sort, serves God and loves his fallow.
men, he szems to me likely to get to heaven—even more
likely thaa some wicked Catholics who serve only them-
selves and prey on their fellowsmen, My common sense
tells me that merely being 2 Catholic will not take one to
heaven unless his sool is in harmony with heaven.”

“ Then, Marchesa, you do not think that I, as 2 Lerctic,
am surely doomed to perdition?” asked Hoaor, with a
smile in her cyes,

** Oh, Signorina cera/ how caa you! Did younot teil
me that Ser. Jesus dwells with you? do I not see thatit is
s0? and will Ser. Jesus dwell with yoq in this world aod
abazndon you in the next? No, Signorinz; Ser, Jesus is
more faithful to His friends.”

** And is that presence of Christ your own ground of hope,
Marchesz 2"

** Ah, Signoring, 1 have not 30 much of that as you bave 3
bat 1 do my duty in my Church, and X love my fellow-
g;caturc:, and I hope by all these three things to get to

RVEN.
1‘f;“Pm friend, it is by Josus only that we cater into
ife.

“*Then— Bot we will not argee; I have no argument 3
I only judge by my common sense. If by Jesus only we
enter, no man has power o shut the gale oa my socl; and
there is one-point where m{ Church is wrong, That £
windt me of & thiag in my Church which T hate—the Inguis



