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Sunday within the Qctave
%et?«;piphany we were invited to
::wnd the exercises held in the Pro-

pgga'ud“ ’

Fange. We knew Marzio well, for

2 » not a few weeks _pre_vious
bad ‘h: Lt glowing description of
e his Venice, the *‘Bride of the

v:;f-j:i‘:c,” He would get the'ticikm,e
s 1:hc “forestieri,”” but ‘‘pazienza,
for patience, patience.

wpazienza,”’
;\):'u first met

t 4 "
companions in camerata

of his . el e
iy the Villa Borghese,

for:}: l:;l:o\\'ing‘ a few words of l?ﬂ’

.}a 'immcdiu,tely proceeded ‘l,o in-

r ) the poor Venetian. He

hem O
i ztn];st affable and over-generous
e asie of Jack’s Italiana, and

in his PI8 o practice he might be

him W ] :
ul)all? to secure a professor’s c)‘m‘u-
:uhen he returned to some American
University.

et him on several ot;casion§,
i s on the Pincian Hill, whi-
had journeyed to hear the
the municipal band, but
i s little church

re frequently in L‘h\,
mtoaw foot of the hill where he and
iy ) sions were wont to make

gometime
ther we
music of

his compar

sir evening
thijl,;(-lz‘;lr)u\: very fond of him, and
so did 1, and the umn'_v pleasant
hours we spent in Murzif) s gompuny
are indeed to-day a delightiul® me-
mgrxi: afternoon towards the end of
our stay in the BEternal City w2 ran
across himself and a few others at
the Tre Fontane, and he told us the
reason why the water of each foun-

visit.

tain had a different temperature.

‘St. Paul, vou know, was be-
headed necar here, for he was a Ro-
man and ¢ ould mot. be cruc d. When
the exe utioner’s sword severed  the
Apostle’s head it 11*1\131-(I three tmu:f
and in each place a fountain arose.

“A very pretty tradition,” said
Jack, teasing him.

“No, signore Americano, no my
dear Amcrican, it is the truth, and
if vou will taste the waters you
will find them all different as to

temperatunz (it
We told him we were leaving Rome

shortly and would give anything to
see His Holiness.
“E difficile, it is difficult,”” said
he, “‘but after vou comz to our Poli-
glotto 1 will trv and secure for you
the ‘‘biglietti d'ingresso.”’
To say we were delighted would be

putting it mildly, for we were be- |

side ourselves with joy.

“hen, after you leave Rome, you
musl go to Venice and see my church
San Salvadore, and ride in the large
covered gondola on the Grand Canal
and hear la musica, la musica die
angeli, the music, the music of
Angels.

“] hope it won’t be like the music

of the old woman who cries out
every morning under my window

‘“'acqua acetosa,” and gets in about
forty grace notes of the ‘acetosa.” "’

‘‘Maché, Signore! By no means, it
is the music of the gods. Wait unltil
you hear ‘Santa Lucia.’ "’

“Venite al’agile barchetta mia
Santa Lucia, Santa Lucia.” "’

“Well, } guess Marzio, the old wa-
ter woman must have been an ‘an-
gela decaduta,’” said Jack, who had
been thumbing Millhouse for am hour
in the hotel library that morning.

‘It really must be & dreamy
place,”” said I.

“*Siy Sigmorina.
Rome is historfcal. But to appreci-
ate Venice it is mecessary to see it
and one who has never seen it can
never appreciate it.”’

“Venetia, Venetia, chi non te vede,
non te pretia.’”

“Why, it's a little puddle,” said
Jack, ‘“‘compared to the East River
and we have buildings over there in
New York forty times the size of the
Doge's palace or St. Mark('s, and as
for Lido, why we could put the
whole business under the Brooklyn
Bridge.”’

I could see his large Italian eyes
Gancing as Jack kept up his tegsing
or, to use his own expression, ‘‘jol-
lying.”

“E uno bello paese,”

“Well, you can just bet it's a fine
country,”” said Jack, ‘‘and in a
years more we intend to come over
here and start an automobile factory
on the Campus Martius' or perhaps
the Palatine, and a patent medicine
establishment in the Korum.”

Just then the prefect of Marzio’s
band beckoned him and he left us. °

“1 like that young Italian,”” sald
Jack, “and 1 wonder if we offered
him a little present would it be of-
fensive.”” {

“Wait,” said I, ‘‘until we arrive in
Venice, and both of us will send him
® mice souvenir of his native place.” |
“But you know we must be pre-|
sent at the Propaganda to-morrow, |
end I am just dying to se> what it |
is like.” ; |

in the broad Piazza di |

him with a number |

the

|
Venice is poetical,

mother and mine and the entire Ea-
ton family are told to begin Pre-
| barations at once, we might be able
to be ready for to-morrow after-
noon."

1 I had to laugh, for Jack Winslow
was an irresistible young man, and
{ one with whom you couid never Te-
| main angry for he would never al-
| low you that ‘‘once and awhile
| pleasure.”  We grew up together and
| were always friends. 1 went to his
birthday parties, he went to mine.
Our summer cottages were near one
anolher, and, in fine, ‘“‘his people
were my people.””

‘“Oh, Jack,” said-I. ‘“svhen I left
Smith's after graduation I was just
crazy to write a nowel.”

'_‘You must  have been crazy to
think of such gq thing. 1 had that
dream once, but an editor beyond the
| Rockies, dispelled the clouds thus:

‘Dear Sir:

The editor regrets he canmot use
| your manuscript. So many things
enter into the refusal, such as lack

of space, other articles on the same
subject, etc., etc. ete., that we regl-
Iy cannot give specific criticism to
your article. However, the return
_ol a manuscript does not nece sarily
imply lack of merit or unfitness for
publication. Thanking you for your
courlesy in submitting the same to
us, we are
Very truly yours
The Editor.’
“How perfectly kind of them,
i bet it was thrilling
story, Jack.”
“Well, it had

and
a real love
Laura Jean Libbey
beaten a mile, and as for g plot,

Bertha Clay was a ‘dead one’ when

my ‘plume tranchant’ got working.”’

‘‘Oh, Jack, I wish- you \\\Hi|l|>‘tul>
using slang. Only the other evening
when we were at the pension Bello-
vini on the Via Sistina you made use
of some horrid college expressions,
and I saw an English lady level her
glass directly at you and mutter
sometHing to her companion.”

‘“She was no lady to level her
glass at me; she should have raised
it Delsartan like to her ruby lips (if
she was an artist, and most of them
are) and say ‘Drink to me only with
thine eyes.” ’’

“Jack Winslow, you are incorrig-
ible, and 1 don’t blame poor Marzio
to get piqued when you are always
teasing him.”’

‘““Never mind, Marie,
good friends, anyway, you and I,
and when I return from South Af-
rica and gently ring the bell at the
old familiar place ean Bay View ave-
nue, 1 want to hear you playing the
old favorite of mine—

“Home again, home again, from a

| foreign shore,

And oh, it fills my heart with joy
To see my home once more,”
“I’ll take a run down to Gatti’'s

on the Piazza and get the English
papers for you, so good-bye until
dinmer, and for heaven's sak®, Marie,
tell them to be ready for to-mor-

{row.”’

Did 1 love Jack Winslow? Yes, 1
{ always loved him, and while at col-
! lege how eagerly would I count the
| days until we met again, and how I
would devour each letter of his; and
| yet 1 icel sometimes as if Jack cares
only for me as a brother does fora
| sister.
Then again, our religions are dif-
| ferent. Why is it that such things
| always have to happen, and become

{an almost insurmountable barrier?

| *Look here, Marie, if you're com-

ing to this Propaganda, ‘blow out,’
{it’s about time to gelL a hustle on
| and for heaven’s sake don’t put on

‘thnt green hat you wore out to the

Catacombs the other day, for it’s the
limit for fair.””

““Oh, Jack, do stop,
down in a minwe.” ’

From the hotel Europa in Rome to
the Propaganda is but a very short
| distance, yet 1 dare say around that
| piazza are gathered more types of
‘bumanil,_v than in any other similar
| space in the world. FHere we find

we're good

and I'll  be

! the veritable example of ‘“‘Dolce far

niente,’”’ basking in the bright gor-

few | geous sunshine of a Roman afternoon

and wailing to be chosen as a model
for some American artist; travellers
from every conceivable place and
nearly all “‘armed to the teeth”” with
Baedeker's, Murray's and Hare’s.

[ “You sce that tall gentleman with
,long shaggy hair at the beautiful
statue, or rather monument, erected
in honor of the Immaculate Con-
ception by that great and good Pius
IX? Well,” said Jaek, ‘‘that is an
author who intends writing a book
on ‘Roman Socialogy.” I met him
the other evening at the Café Dante

near the Treir fountain. Nice old
fellow but with awfully enlarged
English ideas. A stickler on the Re-

formation busingss. When I told him

“Well, Marie,”” said Jack, *“if your it was more of a deformation he re-

———

in every home,
comes from the use of
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A Pure
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| holiday.
| guards in their variegated colors, de-
| signed by the great
| Angelo, red, yellow and black.

plied, ‘““Young man, you are a ‘par-

venu.” 1 bet he will have that word
in his book.”’ ;
“*Oh, 1 do so admire authors,

Jack. An author never dies,
know, he just departs.’”

““No, he never dies & matural
death, he gencrally gets murdered or
chloroformed.’”

- ‘I mean what the quolation says,
an author departs; he does not
die.” *’

“I bet a woman is the perpetrator
of that quotation, Mavie.

you

Pope says

‘authors, like corns, grow dearer
as they grow older.” *”
“Well, Jack, you are really ter-

rm‘bl'c, and 1 will say no more.”’

When we arrived at the large door
of the Propaganda Jack said some-
thing in Italian to the portiere and
we were allowed to enter.

I shall never forget that afternoon
and how pleased Marzio was when
Jack told him aflter it was all over
that it was magnificent

Here we heard speak or chant in
their own languages Greeks, Syrians
and 1 couldn’t tell how many from
other nations—even gy negro : from
Senegambia who was not applaudsd
the least, for, though his Wolof was
understood by hardly any one, his
powerful and pathetic voice
wonderful

made a

impr: on on the whole
audience.  Jack liad some verses re<
cited at this exhibition given him by

Marzio, and I have preser
“‘but them akeep,”” as
say.

ed them or

Jacl would

““Toute diversité vient ici se

con-
fondre,”; all races are here minglad
The - Chinaman converses with the
surprised Turk, and Gambig is ques-
tioned by Hindostan The n
listens to the sweet chants of G ¢
and in the choir of voices, constant-
ly increasefng, DProvidence has pre-
parcd a place for the Bedouin of Al-
giers Rome it is in thy bosom that
this union is effected! In the con-

fusion of tongues which divides the

nations, harmony is restored by
union with thee All souls join in
thy universal hymn The God ol

unity, whom thou alone proclaimest,

hears the same aceont of faith in ou,
different languages Thy apostles,
guided by the go forth to

every shore where g vessel can land,
to bind all nations to their venerable
head. Truth repairs the devastations

of sin, and Rome, sublime antipode

of Babel, restores the unity of the
scattered human race.”” Written un-
derncath were these lines, and n
Jack’s handwriting:

‘““These vers express this unicue

character of Christian Itothe which is
the harmonious fusion of €atholici
ty with unity. Besides, are not
these two prerogatives one and the
same thing under different aspects?
For what is Catholicity but a anity
which expands and is diffusive—Aud
what is unity but Cestholicity drawn
Lo its centre ?”’

How stramge of Jack to give e
this, for he mever spoke of rcligiun
to me, and although 1 was a Daplist
and all our family professed the sanmao

belief, I loved Jack Winslow, and
his being a Catholic could never
make me like him the less. 1l¢ had
his faults, but who hasn’t, but{ Le

was a friend you could trust for-
ever and onewho lookpd you straight
in the eye, and was sans peur et
sans reproche.

“So. Marie, to-morrow is our-last
day in the Eternal City and we are
to see Marzio in the aftermoon afier
wehave seen the one thing for which
1 came to Rome—our Holy Father,
the Pope.””

“1 do hate to go. I wonder if
I shall ever return. It does really
seem, Jack, as if one was bidding

good-by2 to a dear old friend.

“I heard them speaking at table
the other night that if you threw a
copper soldo into the Trevi fouhtain

you would some day return to
Rome."”
“Is that superstition, Jack?’’
‘“Well, Marie, omnce at the beach

when I teased you about something
or other, you threw q pillow at me
and I came back. DBut let us hope
some day we may all return and in
retrospect live ,over esgaein these
happy days, for they really have
been happy; don’t you think so.”

1 do, Jack.”

‘“Now, be sume you have your black
veil, Miss Marie, and don't be yell-
ing for pins for I'm not going to
stick a dozen or so in this dress
coat of mine."”

What would the great Ieo XIII.
be like, what would he say, or
would he speak, were the thoughts
that filled my mind.

No one can make that journey from
the great bronze door of the Vatican
into the Papal chamber without be-
ing thrilled from head to foot. Tt
matters not whether he be Protestant
or €atholic, Jew or pagan, he will
be moved beyond expression at the
solemnity amd suggestiveness of that
place.

We passed through a door that
looks out upon the grand piazza of
St. Peter’s, where many a martyr’s
body made a torch for @& pagan
Here were the Swiss

genius Michael

We ascended the royal stairway Lo

: the famous Sistine chapel and passed

onward through the courtyard or
«Cortile’”” of St. Damascue, Wwhich is
half surrounded by corridors and
halls beautified by the hand of a
Raphael. 2

On this spot once echoéd the steel
shod feet of Charlemagne. Here once
Napoleon the despoiler stood, and
here we passed until we came to the
hall of St. Clement. .

Thefe were a number of soldiers
about, and all of g sudden came 2
ringing command from en invieibie
officer, and the next instant mese
guards were saluting a stately Car-
dinal who was no other than His
Eminence Cardinal Rampolla. We
passed from one historic chamber to
amother, and I began to think it was
” s shall we get there, Jack?”’

“Pazienza, pazienza, elways pa-
tience, you kmow, for
“Patience and perseverence

Made a Bishop of his Revenrsnce.' "' |

At last we came to the throne |
room,

Here we waited, and indeed I was
nervous, but for what reason 1 do |
not know, for I was being afforded |
& privilege that is mot granted Lo
everybody. Finally we were cailed
into the next room, where Leo XIil!
was ready to receive us.

Above the great golden throne

I'rank E.Donovan
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shone a triple crown and.there was
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iy, Bell Tel. Westmount 2126.

As we came forward to be pro-
sented and salute the Pope, he held

out his thin white hand on which
gleamed a large emerald. It was
the fisherman's ring, the sign of
apostolic authority.

I touched his hand, but Jack re-
verently pressed His lips to the
gold cross on the erimson velvet slip-
per.

It only lasted for a minute or so

and as he gave us his blessing 1 knew Give us a trial order

Mercnants 12992

Ganada Coal Company
Wood & Coal Dealers.

1912 NOTRE DAME STREET WEST, ST. HENRY.

Prompt delivery of coal or wood in all parts of the city.

Sarisfaction guaranteed.

MORTREAL,

and felt I had been face to face with
the most exalted personage of mo- — — = e e — — ——
dern history.
“Oh, Jack, vour religion must be @@Y%\@@G\@Y;WWYM\GOO
wonderful I wish I were a Catho- 5 2
ie.” j Time Proves All Things
“Come n Marie, all have gone,
and the on’s and the rest are
going to drive outside the walls to One roof may look much the same as another
San Lorouso,  where another  haly when put on, but a few years’ wear will
12’1:'!\\‘() l .("'1‘.,\ v:' "l\'\;‘l:it ”Ili ”;‘vv ¥ ;vx ShOW up Lhe Weak Sp0ts'
ke Lok Gt B1a St Petars “ Our Work Survives ” the test of time
‘Wh hello! there is Father Adri-
ano viio spent so many years in
Anvvica, ,_;jnl a delightful ;_-\|nx- of GEO W. P‘ E ED & CO L] Ltd
man and: priest.’
We are to IMlorence t«
M w, deg wr, and I have boeny
reading  about Savonarola. Won't
yvou tell e somethiy bout |
pleas liis wd dea
“Huve " been  readi Georg
Elic ) A
ather
Ah ood d it ¢ better had
more read something of Touron, o
Marchese or Pore Bayonne's etud
than of that novel Its treatise of
the preat. ominican is rot
My son, his indeed was a mysto-
rious life. fus 5 strange and chequer
ed history.
| et XIV. is  said to have
held great Doininican in venera
tiom ‘17 God gives me the grace
! 1o get to heaven, as soon as 1 shall
have consolled myself with the Bea-
tific Vieion my curiosity will  lead D E P A R T M E N T

me to look for Savonarola.’

The three serious questions to be

solved in Heaven,” said Pius VII
‘will be the Immaculate Coneception
the suppression of. the Society of

Jes the death of Savonaro-

Ja:” "
“But he

18, and

preached against the pre- CIIISS,
lates

“Yes, and rightly so
ly of their sins; he said with
Japtist, non  lieet—it is not. lawiful
They demanded, like Herodias, the
head of this man. and his head they
received. The story of his downfall
is a long one and a sad one. No one

he spoke open-
the

vice.

is second to mone in the City.
We have the most ample and
modcrn'equipment for first-
artistic ? printing.
offer to those requiring such
work, quick and  correct ser-
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We

can doubt his zeal, no one can call

fiito question the holiness of his life
and the singleness of his purpose. If
he had o fault—and who has mot?

it is extess of zeal, and excess is al-
If he erred—and who has

ways sin

not erred in less trying surroundings
than his?—his error was an  error
of judgment and not of will

““If when the hour came to test his
firm resolve, he failed—he had ex-
plained before why he failed— ‘If

Mis Holimess knew all he would mnot
ask me to po to Rome.” Detter for
him, better for his memory, had he
obeyed even though ‘the ruin’ had

s‘ll

The True Witness Print. & Pub. Co.

followed Obedience to a legitimate

authority in a Catholic—a priest es-

pecially and a religious—is  always I
justice, even though the one who NN a o L T = e S R e
wields the power of authority be not “Come, Marie, it is late and our
what He should. lunch will be waiting, and you
“My child, tmKe this little book  know my appetile for spaghetti  and
and read it, it will tell you more  aorgonzola is more than forty horse-
than T can of a great and moble life power. ;
whose sacrifices were many, whose ““Yes, this is the Stuart's tomb
reward was death When you are near the door or monument if you
sight-seeing in TFlorence be sure you wish, and every time 1 think of
visit our Church and, dear friend, BMary Stuart her last words come
say a little prayer for a victim of ringing in my ears—‘As thy arms, O
circumstances If he was disobedi-, iy God, were extended on the cross,
ent every Catholic, whether he vene- do Thou extend over me T rms of
rates memory or join with those mercy; graciously receive me and par-
who would cast a shadow over a don all my sins.’
glorious name. must admit that his ““Yes, Marie, she met her fate
disobedience was a flaw in the erys- bravely, and repealing the words
tal, a black thread in the white from Scripture, the soul of Mary
woven web.”’ Stuart passed to its cternal 1
When he had left us T turned to ward.”
Jack and noticed how sober and ““0, Jack, all Marys seem to be un-

pensive he was. as lonesome and

and I'mn just

happy,

= gloomy as can be.
“Don’t be foolish, child, a mice
Weakness brisk walk over the Tiber and you
will feel yourself again. So come
on, andiamoci, and see if we can

in the Spring

i Is c;vercome when the blood

reach the pension in half an hour.”
““Well, well, where on earth have
you children been ? We thought you

Is made rich and red by Dr, A. | Were lost in the crowd or had re-

9, | mained for lunch with some Cardi-
| W. Chase’s Nerve Food. nal. There is a cablegram for you,

Jack,”’ said his mother, ‘‘so make
hasle and open it.”’

Jack took it and tearing it open
| It may be bodily weakness, tired, read: ““Leave at once for Qape Town
| draggy feeling and lack of energy | %0 take charge ”o{‘wun'tmg house.
and wigor. IAT?::*ismlle:t .yo—u-’l:g;r'l!)sun.
m(;r::ﬁn;:y&zm;g;' (f,.x‘: hmj;.:;’_‘ #“Yes, mother. I have accepted the
neys, bowels or other vital organs. | Situation, and it is a great opening

Wherever the trouble may be lo- | and an opportunity which comes but
cated, the cause is the same, failure | once. You kmow ‘opportunity makes

of the _| the man,’ that is, of course, if man
O P T nour- | ’ »
blood to supply prope ? -

jshment for the maintenance . and
It was onc of those beautiful Ita-

restoration of the cells and tissues J
of the body and its organs. lian nights and they werc sitting to-
Stimulants only give temporary re- 1 gother for the last time in  Rome,
lief. What is absolutely necessary | on the little baloony of the hotel.
is rich, red blood such as is found | Marie broke the silence, i
by the use of Dr. A.W. Chase's!"And you mus't: really go, Jack?

| Weakness is the word which best |
idescwbes the condition of most peo- |
.ple in the Spring. {

Nerve Food, to mourish the orgens| ‘‘Yes, Marie.”"
back to health and vigor so that | ‘It seems as if all the joy was
they can derive nourishment from | now going and I—I shall be very,
the food. lonesome.”” :
Because of its blood-building qua-| ‘‘Will you mise me?”’
lities Dr. A. W. CHmase’s Nerve Food | “You kmow I shall, fo; }ve ::ve
an Ve

is marvelously successful as a Spring  been always together b
restorative. 50c. a box, at all dea~) looked up to you for chr_v'uv':m. i
lers, or Edmenson, Bates & Co., To-| *There now, littR one, don’t cry,

ronto, Ont, Portrait and signature and he came mear her and took her
of A. W. Chase, M.D., on every box | hands. “1 widl come back some d'ay.
of the genuine. jbut I want to ask you something

'

saying, |
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to-night.”’ ;

‘They were alone; it was night in
Italy, the garden of the world, and
looking up to her, Jack Winslow
whispered: ‘‘Darling, 1 love you with
all my heart. Will you marry
me ?”’

““Jack, I would, but my recligion is
different, and the objection to yours
by both my parents is stronger than
you know. I love you, dear, God
kmows, but what can I do?”’

“Marie, 1 shall never ask you to be
my wife until I have your full con-
gsent, and 1 will wait, yes, patiently,
for 1 have loved you always, ever

| since we met for the first time at
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| will you kiss me?’”’

Bay View avenue, and I will never
love another.” Thisis our last night,

She came to his arms, and ther»
enied until & step was heard and a
voice called, “‘Marie, we are waiting

(Contimued on Page 7.)!
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