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cnuooy net the. bells smooth sur- 
’ face, peeped up at the mighty dap
per hanging inside, and had made 
his mother spell out to him the 
meaning of the inscription that ran 
round II Rosso’s crown : " Canto
Christo; Mortuoe Lamenter.

The bell hung alone in its tower, 
whilst in the other were the smaller 
ones used in the daily offices of the 
Cathedral. It had been cast by or
der of a Cardinal far back in the 
Middle Ages, and the Prince of the 
Church had himself blessed it, and 
given the words for its motto. Hence 
it was known as “The Red Peter, 
and was the pride of the town.

“I sing to Christ, and weep for 
the dead!" And it was true. In the 
dim dawn, before the sun had kissed 
even the distant Alps, the deep voice 
of II Rosso would wake the slumber
ing town at its feet, and swing out 
Ae prayer to the Virgin Mother; its 
voice was thunderous, but very soft, 
penetrating to the villages that lay 
on the verge of the enema, yet so 
mellow in tone that the six boys 
who swung it, whilst unable to hear 
their own laughter, were conscious 
of no overbearing harshness in that 
of the great giant that swayed be
neath them. For the voice of II 
Rosso could laugh as well as weep, 
and was the perfection of music 
thrillingly sympathetic to smiles or 
tears.

The old bell was rung by old me
thods, and was innocent of either 
rope or wheel. A massive transverse 
beam ran through the triangular 
sianchioms that formed itfc crown, 
and upon it would sit the boys, three 
on either side, and play at a game 
of see-saw, only the perfect balance 
preventing II Rosso from turning 
somersaults. For perhaps three min
utes the lads would be straining 
every muscle in their small bodies 
before the swing of the bell was suf
ficient to bring the clapper into con
tact with the sides, on which gener
ations of hammering had worn a 
smooth patch of golden bronze.

“Higher—higher!" the boys would 
cry, spurning the walls of the tower 
with their naked feet, and shrieking 
with the fun of the game, as now one 
side, now the other, up in the air, 
and between them, swinging lazily 
and with conscious dignity, was II 
Pietro Roeso. Then h© began to sing 
h>s song, and to make the air trem
ulous with the melody of his broken 
silence. Through the slats of the 
tower windows the boys could see 
that the people in the streets below 
stopped, and looked up to where the 
sweet thunder originated, and they 
swung the harder that II Rosso 
might excel even himself, and sing 
as he had never done before. Then 
with a flying leap they would spring 
from the ponderous beam, and the 
Dell relieved of their restraining 
weight, would swing wildly, and the 
waves of air would carry its deep 
notes far and wide, gladdening the 
hearts of all who listened.

Upon his eighth birthday litUe Ste- 
fano was permitted for the first time 
to join the boys in the belfry. He 
was just a scrap nervous when the 
great wooden beam sank under him, 
and the dull roar of the bell sounded 
so close. But he soon became ac- 
puetomed to the movement; he grip
ped the beam with his knees, and 
clapping his hands to his ears, tried 
with the best to swing his great 
friend so that his father, who was 
below, might know that his added 
weight had caused II Rosso to give 
tongue under the regulation time.
„HP’. Vp’ the swaying mass of 
metal looked far beneath him; then 
<Jown, down, §.s if never to rise 
again, and the thunderous stroke of 
11 Rosso drowned even the laughter
i,’ÎJPeC»0k.Wï°^t 0,1 the beam beside 
him. Ah. it had taken shorter time
™vay; an? thv Slant added his 
voiee to those of the other bells 
which were swinging in the south

y—lying in the sun 
when everybody else is working to 
make the town beautiful for the 
Pantlseimo!"

“How can you say that, when you 
have heard 11 Rosso for the last 
half-hour? it is warm work up 
there, and now I take my rest.”

"II Rosso! I)o you ever think of 
anything else but that bell, I won
der?” replied the girl, scornfully. "I 
don’t believe you will ever do any
thing greater than live to be a ring-

.. I .!lin«,,to Christ, and weep for 
the dead I clanged 11 Pietro Rosso, 

V1 » ™y little friend Stefano 
who has brought song to me quicker 
than usual ■■ l cthan usual to-day!

no change to the 
be?l. but to Stefano came the con
sciousness that boyhood was giving
£ J®*® “aaDood. He had ju6t kep*
his fifteenth birthday, and was thp PriTileged ringers, a pi
-on i. h br°u«,ht no emaJl pride 
with it since he kept the key of the 
tower in which II Roeso hu4, and 
Ws presence was necessary belore the 
bell could be sounded.

Today,-. hdt "it*1 the exercise of 
ringing he had run down the steps 
” tS?11to7Br' “d «‘retched himself 

, teberth on a tomb in the 
Cathedral cloisters. The warm June 

'f* Hooding everything, casting 
frehta ,h l8* through the pointed 
ft™? ‘hat were wreathed with vide 

r*d burnishing the stones 
under which dead and gone monks 
were reposing in blessed sleep To-
SStv°of n°Hd FcKta "I the
B°/„ a,nd 11 noeso h»d al-

ay spoken, after a silence of some 
The streets of the

. ""s"

the

"Oh, yea, 1 shall," said Stefano, 
confidently, moving his head so that 
it lay in the shade of the vine-leaves, 
and looking at the girl from under 
his curved lushes. "I shall be one 
of those for whom 11 Rosso will toll 
some dayli And you know what that 
means."

"He never tolls except for the Holy 
Father, or a Cardinal who is dead, 
or our own Bishop."

“Oh, but he does! When a great 
man is killed for his country, or 
our troops have been defeated, then 
111 Rosso tolls."

Will you be a soldier, then, Ste
fano?’' asked the girl hurriedly, 
picking a rose to pieces, and throw
ing the petals at him.

"Of course I shall, some day. Btft 
I mean to lie more than that." 

“What then?"
■"A great man. Ah, you may laugh 

—you girls are such silly things! — 
but I know that II Rosso will toll 
for me when 1 am dead."

"How do you know?" asked the 
girl, mockingly.

“He has sung it to me many 
time.’’

“Oh, you are mad! How can a bell 
--just a piece of iron!—tell you any
thing?”

Paula sat down- upon a tomb 
whereon lay a Bishop with folded 
hands, and a seraphic smile on his 
stone face. She laughed a little an
grily, and placed her basket of red 
and white roses between the bish
op’s upturned feet.

“Ah—but you don’t know ! How 
should you?” said the boy, dreamily 
looking up through the tangled vine- 
leaves of the tower to where hung 
his mute friend. “You cannot under
stand II Rosso; I do!"

Paula cast a quick, apprehensive 
glance at him. Surely, she thought, 
the sun had touched his brain. She 
herself was an emphatically matter- 
of-fact maiden, whose business in 
life was to work for half a dozen 
hungry boys and to be ruled by a 
mother whose tongue was as sharp 
as her wit, and who had a temper 
that made the house like a whirl
wind. Paula had no time for dreams, 
and despised them in others.

No, ' she said, “I’ve never even 
seen the noisy thing. I only know 
that it wakes me up on Festa morn
ings when I want to sleep."

“Ah!" Stefano smiled wisely, and 
continued to look at the grey tower 
round which the birds were wheeling 
before seeking their nests.

“You will walk with me in the pro
cess! on to-morrow?" asked Paula 
presently.

Stefano recalled himself with an 
effort from his dreams.

How can I? I must be in the tow
er. The Santissimo would miss the 
voice of 11 Rosso if he were silent! " 

“But, Stefano, you would see the 
town—the flags and the flowers. Oh, 
it will be beautiful. And then, all 
tjie country folk in their dresses 
and the fine music. I wouldn’t miss 
the Festa di Bio for all the world."

■' There will be no 'music like that 
which II Rosso will make."

“Oh, I’m sick of the bells," cried 
Paula, impetuously. “It is clang, 
clang, clafig the whole day long, 
with never a moment's peace from 
them. Your silly Pietro Roeso, for 
ell he is so big, is no better than 
the rest. Thank the Madonna, he is 
only rung on Festas."

Stefano said nothing. He /wondered 
whether, alter all, Paula was right 
and that he was a little mad. None 
of the other boys who helped him to 
r«ng had the same strange reverence 
for the great bell. They laughed and 
sang as they swayed on the massive 
wooden beam, and tried to pit their 
young voices against that which 
thundered beneath them. How Paula 
would laugh at him if he told her 
that he had entwined a string of 
flowers among the great bolts which 
held II Rosso in place. He always 
did ao for a Festa, thinking vaguely 
the bell must be lonely up there in 
the dark whilst the Cathedral was 
glistening with lights. He even fan
cied that II Roeso throbbed the more 
melodiously for the gift.

Paula threw a rose at him from 
out of her basket. It hit him full In 
the lace and brought him back to 
the world of realities.

Stefano got to his feet lazily 
picked up the rose, and after placing 
It reverently between the folded 
hands of the stone Bishop whose 
qdiet smile knew no change, ran 
with naked feet down the cloister, 
and passed into the shade of thé 
cathedral.

was set out for the Feast of the 
morrow, and the boy knew that 
within a few feet of him was the 
value of n king’s ransom.

He took from his vest some scruffs 
of paper. On them were scrawled 
lough geometrical designs and fanci
ful sketches that had in them, un
guessed by him, some of the genius 
of a Cellini or a Salviati. He bent 
his head over the paper, and began 
to work. Under his quick fingers 
things of rare beauty took form as 
the quaint imaginings of his brain 
found expression. The daylight fad
ed, but still he lived in a world cre
ated by the dreaminga of his art.

Presently the doors of the Cathe
dral were shut with a resounding 
clang, but the noise was unheeded 
bj Stefano.

Dusk gave place to darkness, and 
a rising moon shone full through the 
clear glass of the windows set high 
above the arches of the naVe. The 
pencil dropped from the boy’s fing
ers, his head rested against the carv
ed oak of the stall— and he slept.

The bells of the Cathedral clock 
sounded the hours in dignified mono
tony, and midnight had long passed 
before the chill of a coming dawn 
aroused Stefano to a present discom
fort of cramped limbs and a hard 
pillow. For some momenta he won
dered where he was, but remem
brance coming quickly, he stretched 
out his arms and gave a sleepy 
yawn. Then he looked about him.

The moon had moved round so 
that her light streamed through the 
west rose window, and the silvery 
beams flooded the high altar, cast
ing an unearthly halo of enchant
ment over the golden veil of the ta
bernacle, burnishing the tall candle
sticks to n greater magnificence, and 
giving the flowers a glory that might 
have been borrowed from the gar
dens of Paradise itself.

Stefano gazed with awe, and invo
luntarily sank on one knee. Surely 
it was the presence of the Santissi
mo which thus made so glorious His 
earthly throne! Into the boy’s mind 
there flashed old legends that told 
how when the doors of the church 
were closed to men, the angels be
came visible, and hud been seen by 
many of the saints thronged in un
counted multitudes about the taber
nacle where dwelt their Master.

Stefano was well aware that he 
was no saint, and laughed a little 
to himself rts he thought that he had 
cheated the angels. They would 
never have made the altar so glori- 
ôus had they guessed that a boy 
, naked feet and touzled hair was 
hidden away in one of the choir 
stalls. Perhaps if he lay quite still 
he would hear some of the heavenly 
music that floated down from Para
dise when the world was asleep. The 
legends said that the angels sang 
just in order that the Most Holy 
might not feel lonely in the shrine 
of His great humility, and to make 
up for the lack of the endless praise 
that men should have offered Him— 
and aid not.

But the cathedral was very quiet. 
Neither angelic music nor any other 
sound disturbed the mysterious si- 
lençe of the night. Stefano crossed 
himself, and was glad to be so near 
the Holy Presence, since thus no evil 
could come to him.
It might have been a muffled foot- 

fall or the sudden consciousness 
that he was not alone that presently 
made the boy look round and peer 
into the darkness. There had Surely 
been a movement down there beyond 
the iron screen.

For some moments there was un- 
bitoken silence, and Stefano began to 
laugh at himself tor being frightened 
at nothing, when, as if in answer to 
his former thoughts, the sharp ring 
of metal falling upon stone dispelled 
all doubts. The sound was followed 
by a very human curse and some 
smothered laughter.

It was no question of angels the 
boy decided. He waited breathlessly 
tuid by degrees his eyes grew accus
tomed to the gloom into which he 
stared persistently. It was not his 
fancy—there were figures of

vure oi me men with whom be bad 
to deal. He had made up his mind 
that there had been a reason why he 
had been allowed to fall asleep in 
the Cathedral that bight. The Chris- 
tus Himself looked to him for pro
tection.

A bag of tools was thrown down 
on the altar steps, and a violent 
hand wrenched the veil from off the 
tabernacle. Stefano wondered why 
the Santissimo did not strike the 
intruder dead on the spot! Would He 
suffer His home to be desecrated, the 
very çiborium that held the Host to 
be profaned? Surely, too, the angels 
had been driven away by the pre
sence of violating sin, for the altar 
had lost ità radiance, and no longer 
shone with the heavenly glory. A 
cloud had drifted over the niqotia 
but the boy confounded the natural 
with the legendary explanation, and 
his brain, ever full- of dreamings, 
chose the more poetical.

He only knew that upon him had 
been laid a great charge, and that 
he was responsible to God for the 
safety of the sacred vessels—and he 
did not shrink from his duty.

With noiseless feet he sprang un 
the altar steps. 6 P

“Stop!'"
The boy’s voice rang through the 

silent church, and might have been 
that of San Michele himself on ven
geance intent.

The men threw down their glit
tering instruments, and with a com
mon cry of fear fled from the altar, 
struck with horror at the apparition 
of whiteness that had hurled itself 
into their midst.

Stefano stood with his back to the 
tabernacle, his arms thrown behind 
him as if to protect his Master’s 
shrine. The cloud passed from be
fore the moon, and the clear rays 
bathed his figure with a wondrous 
«lory; they caught the white linen of 
his dress and turned it to purest sil
ver; the dark waves of his hair were 
lung back, v.nd the light blanched 

Ms face, transforming it so that to 
the frightened men it looked as the 
face of the outraged Christ Himself 

Stefano laughed a little to himself 
- the angels had come back, and the 
glory of their wings covered him.

Presently the men took courage.
It was only a boy, after all! Thev 
had been fools.

The chief of the band emerged from 
behind the closet pillar, and stepped 
VP to the altar.

“You gave us a fright, youngster- 
we thought you the Christus Himself 
ut the very least! But now you can 
stand aside, and let us go on with 
our work."

ting to Christ!"
From where he stood the boy could 

see the cavernous mouth of II Ro«so, 
with idly hanging tongue. It was 
not more than some few inches out 
of his reach, but it might as well 
have been a mile from him— it was 
impossible to touch the clapper.

He climbed up to the wooden 
beam, and pushed with his feet 
against the wall. For more than a 
minute he strained every muscle in 
his body, but II Rosso hung motion-

"You shall not touch_ifc$ taber
nacle! ’ said Stefano, defiantly.

Ho! ho! Do you think yourself 
strong enough to tight four of us?" 
laughed the man, grimly. "There — 
We want no more of this folly » 
Stand aside, I tell you!"

An angry light showed in the man’s 
eyes, and his hand stole to the knife 
at his side.

“I will not!"
Stefano stood with his arms out

stretched. The moonlight, shining on 
his young face, gave it the beauty of 
one whom the saints expected to join 
them with the. palm of martyrdom in 
his hand. The men gazed at him 
awed by his calmness, and wonder
ing within, their coward hearts whe
ther indeed this young thing 
white-clad limbs was human.

“Come, Bruno—give the 
taste of your knife!

Stefano struck the wall with Im
potent fury, and cried .out in his de-

“Pietro! Pietro.! It is I, little Ste
fano, who is trying to swing you!"

Again and yet again he pushed 
with all his strength, using the 
rough wall as a lever. The sweat 
ran off his face, and he knew that 
the blood had burst afresh from his

There!—the beam had moved. H 
It066o had heard him, and was awak
ening. By infinitesimal degrees the 
swaying of the great beam increased 
and Stefano knew that it was only â 
question of time before the bell be
gan to sing. He jerked himself along 
the beam, holding on with one hand 
and gripping the wood with his 
knees, till he reached the bell’s 
crown, and felt the flowers which he 
had entwined among the iron bolts 
ihen he fearlessly stood up, and 
with a foot firmly planted on either 
side of II Rosso’s crown, swayed 
himself to a fro. He tried to believe 
that he was not growing weaker 
every moment, and set his teeth to 
try ami forget the pain in his arm.

lie seemed to have been swaying 
himself for long hours before the 
great voice of the bell thundered out 
7™ beam rocked more violently and 
the mighty notes of 11 Rosso grew 
m volume. Wave upon wave of deep
est melody filled the tower, and still 
the boy rocked his lithe body in 
Inechanjcal obedience to the swing
ing of the bell. b

Upon the night's stillness the al
arm rang out, till men in their 
dreams began first ta mutter an Ave 
und then to wonder what was amiss 
Returning consciousness told then 
that II Rosso spoke for no idle pur
pose. F

Almost without warning the bov' 
strength failed him. The cavernous 
darkness beneath seemed to rise up 
and embrace him, and ho more than 
once nearly fell from his swaying 
foothold. lie had sufficient know- 
edge of his danger to slip down and 

io embrace the iron crown of the 
b® fe't that he was fall- 

ceascd to hear the 
thunder of il Rosso beneath him — 
dense blackness swept over him___
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fool a
.. . _ - . . • cried one
the braver, who had conquered his 
superstitious fears. "It is past one 
o^ciock and We have our work before

moving stealthily up tho nave, stop
ping every now and then as If to
take consultation among themselves.

Stefano crouched down lower by 
th® ®ide of bis at-all, and watched.

The to en entered the sanctuary and 
passed so close to him that he could 
hear their breathing. He judged from 
their dress that they were peasants 
—brigands from the 'mountains he 
mentally classed them-rough and 
fierco-looking men. He already dimly 
guessed at their objet. They must 
have bidden themselves in some cor-

Vonrc right!" replied the other 
Now, youngster, on one side, un

less you wish for an inch of steel."
“I shall not movel-"

,.Th,e moonlight caught the glint of 
the knife as it descended. Stefano 
jerked himself aside, and the steel 
struck deep into his arm. The sting 
of pain aroused the fighting instinct 
in him, and as quick as light he saw 
how he could save the treasure. But 
it would have to, be with hie own 
weapons, not by force.

Evading the grasp of the nearest 
man he sprang down the steps, and 
heedless of the smart in his arm ran 
at the top of bis speed towards the 
great west doors of the Cathedral. 

For some moments there was no
”4on. men had "°l *ueaaad

When at last the stubborn door of 
the north tower had been forced 
those who ran up the steps, expect
ing they knew not what, found the 
boy lying on the floor of the belfry. 
He had fallen gently, and tender un
consciousness had clasped him in its 
embraco-his strong youth had fought 
with death, and conquered.

Above him hung 11 Rossa, 
sorted with the blood of its 
baptism, and Paula, her eyes 
with tçars, stood beside him.

Stefano opened his eyes and look- 
n1shm° ,tho, ^smiling face of the old 
Bmhop who had climbed with the
ing beb ” thC SMrct of the «way-

second
wet

Bless you, my child," said the 
old man., making the Sign of the 
Cross on the boy's forehead. " You 
have saved the Most Holy from pro- 
ï1™'. U humblest ser- 

,brin* you His blessing 1 
And where arc the thieves?" ask. 

ed Stefano faintly, still apprehen-
treLu°re. he ^ °‘ tbe

i !VlLhaye "*m under lock and 
steel bey1 The.v will not have the chance 

of thieving again for many a long 
day. replied the Bishop reassuring
ly. He looked at the -
round—

ner of the cathedral at the time of 
jty.ffosmg. and to Stefano it pre
sently became clear that their pur
pose was robbery. Maybe they had 
heard rum ore of the wealth of gold 
a”d feW'fe' and knowing that at 
such times as the Festa dl Dl'o there 
was likely to be a display of treas
ure in the cathedral, they had chosen 
their time well.

It suddenly flashed on the 
that the coveted booty was the

ted vi

Stefano reached the door leading
‘,nrtH„",Tth ,t.ower- and P“»bed it 
inpatiently If he could only ring 
>ne of the smaller bells it would 
0086 ‘own by its unusual sum

mons. The door was. locked.
,W,‘th. « future of despair he turn

ed to the north tower entrance.Thut 
fe<*ed, but with a

men standing
“Come, we must carry the lad to 

bis home. »- * * - °

'XXI

thank God. 
a,-iSathey fusaed out of the cathe- 
»mtdh ,heir light-burden the 
great bell began to thunder out its 

to those who would keep 
with due solemnity the Festa of the 
Corpus Domini.

Stefano gazed up into Paula’a ' 
hand1® WaJk°d ba8ide him hoi-

"Listen," he said 
deep notes throbbed 
stillness of the 
the
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was polite—I d 
would like me 

-child of the poc 
tioner, “but I 
that his mother 
woman."

PROORASTIh 
ways noticed ol 
1er, while in th 
never allowed tl 
pass v*un he h 
says an Amer 
word ‘ 'procrasti 
his lexicon. Thit 
ed into him ear 
New England w 
science and char 
came home on 
academy, six mi 
covered that he 
at school.

‘William,” sai 
not take off youi 
and fetch tjiat t 

'“But, mother, 
“that’s six mile* 
all moving this 
shan't get a lift 

“Then walk," 
be got.

He trudged off 
brella, and made 
location of this 
cnees in the sam 
ness which filled

A BRAVE DEH 
how the wind bit 
drifting snow i 
through the Ieafl< 
great trees and u 
in the shelter of 
that could not q\ 

In the gatherin 
late from school 
hard travelling, 
along down th< 
road. They had f 
the «now and co 
inces, when the 
Henderson, bis bi 
haus ted, walking 
fell in the drifting 
out. but his voici 
storm. Meanwhile 
George Bay. not 
tie comrade’s con 

They could not 
the bells that wer 
and only the cry 
“ Look out, thero! 
dei1. They just b« 
jump to one side i 

■up b* side them.
“Git in,” he cri« 

impatient voice, e 
•John Fanning clai 
t o the sleigh and 
buffalo robes.

“Come, come!" 
George Bay, his bt 
was looking in th« 
Ge friend.

“Ain’t ye gettinj 
ma». J ohn F aim 
of the robes, now a 
was not present m 
ment to jump out. 
himself was great< 
lion to his voung 
stayed in the sleig 

The impatient ht 
forward, the man J 
reins. ' ’ he cried, “ 
ed his whip, and t 
with a. “ge lang!" 
the night and stc 
lone boy in the dai 
are never alone, to 
evil spirits attend 
our acts.
It had happened 

George I 
the loss c. 
shout his l 
there in the <
a wfulnesa i *
on the V 

Slo 
but1. 
he
great 1 
voice i 
to ;
dark i'll 
voice *

no l

otect 1


