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all, I wes the mel-
'ﬁ:,":.,’.oud and about
0 eauty in profusion, "‘dlm'
e WY listened in the sun the clear
;‘:-;;h:, waters of Lake Albano -

«Like any fairy lake t e

and

naps, af
Pul:;l’meh

When it bre

{aughs in the sun.”

g ion, the good old Father

M.‘; _wﬁ:’}::_n:ne'well pos’ ted on ;’!&’
Secth dngs and pointing to Rooci di
Surro .;mil‘mgly said, ““you kno‘ W Y
iy “pope’s Rock, and our lm
is the  uld not be canonically com-
pl::: unless we paid His Holiness a

it
"‘;ut such was not whob\cv' as

1lowWing events will 8! X t,h.roug\h el
m\\’e continued our walki | vt

copue of trees that shade e e
lm: Genzano ‘to the town of 1’;

uo and halted for a few _m;])menbe—
.mnh.om of a monastery \vmc. b
s red dormerly to the c'»rdm. Olt) '“:
1um,gL put now to a cloister ui
i .‘uins where the virtue u_nd
o tlivs ! of ancient days flourish
Eum,enzh-' shelter of modern ‘W\?}S'
o o hallowed by the memories
Wh“‘}h ”;muL A few little children
of the .

‘the

AT I d

sine at ‘‘tamborella an
el thi but whenever
talking and laughing, i

J nun reclining in
o ﬂms_v chair thev low-

J their voices, and I c:lmxz}lt 1‘h<~i»
i 1 “piu piano Gabriela and
Ef“'m( | Dianca,” ‘‘Easy now Ga-
h:-:llqhu and keep quiet you, too,

"

B“irllxﬁh:\.'ns evidently an invalid, m;(f
ha.d heen brought out to enjoy the
warmth and Juxurious beautv of an

jan evening.
":Il;r cheeks were of the pn10§t, hex:
pody emaciated and her dnhc:\&vll\
shufwd hands of a lranspzn\gnt_\v‘hlt&
ness—yet although now a victim o 11;
long and incurable disease, one (‘9\{ [¢
readily discern ‘the tmc_es of fns'cm:
ating beauty which neither F:)m‘t
nor illness had been able to cfface

they came
large cushioned e

Her deep dark eyes, although sunken, |

illi d ever
were still brilliant, and seeme v
to be searching for snmeth:mz quite
unattainable, for after gazing a long
while into space she would draw her
loose robe carefully around her and
sich—that deep sigh that is borm of
sadness.

Her voice was soft and pleasant
when she spoke, but it was not the
voice of & real Italian. 3

Maybe 1 was mistaken; it might be

that soft Venetian ring to which 1|

was unaccustomed, Fo.r !/hene is mo
language like the JItalian, it is a
language in which one can say a
thousand things in one word and one
i thousand.””
mE‘:mh city and pmvhmq will haye
its own dialect, and a Milanese will
fume and swear if he has to converse
with a Neapolitan, for the difficulty
in understanding is decidedlv marked.

A Florentine will tell you that his
tongue is par excellence the one to
learn, while - a Roman” will mnf.ply
shrug his shoulders wnd‘sa,y “‘oh"im-~
porta, signore,’”” ‘‘what dlf(ercmcoi does
it make anyhow,’”’ ‘‘la lingua & bel-
lissima,”’ ‘‘the language is Lhe'n}om,
beautiful,”” and as for my opinion,
well, “la lingua Romena, nella bo_o—
ca Toscana,’’: ‘‘the Homan tongue in
the Tuscan mouth,”’ changing the
proverb to suit himself.

But this is only a digression, and
my story awaits me.

y.:xs weypussed her she made a slight
effort to move and return the salu-
tation of Padre Secchi, and’ I could
plainly see -that ‘the land she was
longing for was not far distant, and
before that golden sun had set she
would have passed over life’s troubl-
ed waters into the haven of rest.

She made a motion as if to speak,
and as we approached she beckomed
Padre Secchi to come.

1 withdrew and waited until what-
ever was to be said was over.

“You will come again, Father.”

“Yes, Sister Francesca, I will come
this evening and bring you the let-
ters myself, and till then good-bye
and God be with you.” ~ °

“Good-by, Father, and thank you;
I think I feel better mow.’

Two Sister attendamts came softly
to where she was sitting and as we
turned  we could see them helping
her into the house.

II. :

“Do  you knmow, caro mio,’’ said
Father Secchi, ‘‘that this life of ours
is the greatest study, and that amid
the merciless buffetings amd hoiling
surges of the furious waves we some-
times find one who on its long and

Told

ot

in 0id Albano.

,own great Augustine spoken, ‘Be-
‘hold how much I have wandered
about in my memory seeking Thee, O
Lord! and I have not found Thee
outside of it. . . for where I have
found the truth, there I have found
| my God, the truth itself.”

‘““Ah, yes, hers has been a long life
in a short time; she might have been
the Abbess had she wished it, but
her charge was a more sublime one.
You will hear it soon, perhaps, yes,
to-morrow.”’

““Here we are in the Piazza, and I
must say addio until after Mass.”’
With that he left me, and it being a
kind of festa in the town, I wandered
around, now listening to an ‘‘aria’’
from ““Il Trovatore,” and watching
the little children dancing and clap-
ping their hands for joy when some
one let loose a toy balloon, now in-
terested in the outbursts of enthusi-
asm displayed by the ‘‘paesanti,”’
when something  new and  novel
struck their fancy; a flashily dressed
contandina and contandino engaged
in a popular dance. both holding out
to tire each other dowh, and the
shouts that greeted their progress.
Viva! Viva! Come brava! etc.

Next morning I dressed hurriedly
and made my way to the principal
church where solemn high Mass was
to be celebrated.

The beautiful
filled with devout souls who had
come from miles around to partake
in this solemn function and show
their honor and love for their dear
Madonna. Evervthine within Pre-
sented a scene of holv splendor and
even the most critical and skeptical
must needs he impressed. The old
bell tolled and

edifice was alreadv

‘““Each priest adorn’d was in a sur-
plice white,

The bishops donn’d their albs
copes of state.”’

and

| 1 knew after the service I should
| see my dear friend the padre, so
waited until all was over and

| majority had departed.

Sure enough. I saw him advancing
;uu‘d With a  “‘buon giorno, figlio
mio,”” we sauntered along arm in
arm over the road to the cloister.

We were admilted by an aged nun,
| who said to the priest, ‘‘she awaits
| you, Father.” ‘‘Bene,”” le answer-
| ed, and we entered.

[ “‘Sister,” said Father Secchi, ‘““you
know the Contessa d’Arlini?”’

‘“Si Padre, yes, very well indeed.”
| ‘‘Send for her at once, as I think
| she is now in “‘Villagiattura’ at the
| Villa Murella near by.”
| “It will be as you wish, Father.”
| “Go, my child,” said the priest,

“to Sister Francesca, and hand her
this letter,”” and the Countess, with
| a slight bow, took it and went with
her companion to an adjoining room

the

| tiful woman of that Italian type
{ which causes the artist no end of
i trouble to depict, for she possessed

lan almost indescribable beauty,
| varying, fascinating, subtle and
| strong.

| She ascended the staircase

| led vo the celis of ‘the nuns, and
| passing  through a long corridor,
| came vo a little door over which
| was  written ‘‘Memento homo quia
{pulvis es.” Remember man that
| thou art dust.” On opening it she
| found herself in the infirmary, a
| quiet little room looking out on the
| court and garden below, and from
| which could be seen the Alban moun-
‘; tains.

| The Countess noiselessly approach-
|ed the Humble little white bed
| whereon the dying Sister lay and
‘dmw back the curtains.

She was sitling up supported by
pillows and her eyes were fixed on
the cross of her rosary.

SHe turned when the Countess
spoke, and fixing those searching
eyes on her said, ‘‘Marie, Marie, I
have something to say to you. You
have never heard any one of your
family speak of me?’’

‘““Never,”” answered the Countess,
somewhat surprised.

“I have kmown something of your
family, dear, your brother, but O, it
was so long ago, when you were at
school” in Panis.

“Your mother received me into
her home as g ladies’ companion, for
I was poor, and at that time such a
position was rarely accorded one of
my station. There I met your bro-
ther, who was then a young soldier
and filled with ambition to rise in
his country’s estimation. He wish-
ed me to marry him. Your mother
was bitterly opposed, but he in-

that

stormy voyage escapes the treacherous sisted. I saw he would disobey his
Quicksands, but only through that mother. I was afraid of him and
bersevering belief and hope in God’'s afraid for myself. So I prayed ear-
essistance, : nestly and fervently to our good

“How true,” said he, “has our God. He did not rejeot my afflicted
S,

The Countess D’Arlini was a beau- |

and desolate heart, but, Divine Con-
su!er as He ever is, called me vo
this home and Placed this holy veil
a8 a barrier between the world and
yself. 1 have found rest and peace
he_m, although at times purchased
with bitter and hard suliering.
“God kmows 1 loved him dearly
[u.nd was ready to meect all sacrifice
| for his advancement.
| ‘“Here I was abie o see in
clear light which Streams from
Cross how ficeting ahd deceitiul are
the joys of this life and how false
’n.nd empLy are all e
i After 5 few years 1 came to con-
| cecrate myself with irrevocable vows
|to God’s holy service, but public re-
{port, which sometimes

that
the

even to_uhu cloister, Lold e of the
only thing which still had Power
to affect me. For, Marie, your

| M‘f)bllcl', angry at my departure, and
| grieving for me, the poor Creature

Ll_lut L am, sought forgetiulness in
| dissipation.

“Perhaps he—he forgot me. 1 hope
ax_xd trust he did, but he also forgot
his God. Find him, bring him back
to his God!

‘‘Take this letter the good Father
gave you to the Via Quattro Fon-
tane and the priest 1o whom it is
addressed will direct, you.

0, how 1 have wept,
Prayed, how I have done penance;
all have not prevailed and 1 au.;
bierced to my heart's core with the
terrible reflection—"" She Wwas unable
Lo continue; her voice died upon her
lips while clear burning tears rolled
down her Cheeks. The Countess
knecling gt her bedside wept too u:n'
she began to see what this .sull—(ivuv—
ing heart had suffered, '

“*Marie,”’ the Sister continued, 1
shall soon be gone and there will be
no one left to pray or think of him.
You loved him, Loo, did you not,
Marie?”’

“Yes, dear Sister, with all my
heart, but you know hig whereagbouts
have been for years unknown.”’

“‘Promiss me, O Promise
you will never cease o pray for
him. Promise me there will be an-
other voice to take the place of poor
Francesca’s, and promise me that
you will find him. Promise, my
child.””

She seized her hands and
upon her a look in which the last
forces of her life were concentrated.

The Countess thought a moment;
her beautiful face wore a grave and
stern expression. Finally, raising
one arm toward the crucifix, she said
in g distinct voice, ister Frances-
ca, I promisz you to continue what
vou have commenced I will pray
and labor for his conversion all my
life, and T swear to you I will find
him and bring him back to his God.”

A ray of heavenly light fell upon

how 1 have

me that

fixed

the white face of the Sister, and
firmly seizing the hands of the
Countess she said, ‘‘Marie, I can
die now in peace,”” and with the

words ‘“Cor Jesu,” Sister Francesca
sank back upon her pillows dead.
01t

Ten years have passed away. The
grass 1s thick and green upon the
grave of Sister Francesca. The Coun-
ess has grown old. She has tra-
velled the world over in her promis-

ed search bul without success. ‘The
letter directing her to a priest in
Rome on the Quattro Fontane con-

tained but little of her brother's
whereabouts. It gave as a possible
address Rue de 1I’Abbaye, Paris, but
he had long since left there and no
knowledge of him was obtainable.

Society has  missed her graceful
| figure and pleasing conversation 'these
wany years. Sowe said 1t was
laffair d’amour, others that she was
leading the life of a recluse in order
L slart a revolution' in society.
Many were the opimnions; none were
correct. She has given to her life
but one aim, and that sublime and
difficult, and from the moment when
the life of Sister Francesca passed
into her own, all her actioms, all her
thoughts had been devoted to the
redemption of one soul.

With what vigils, with what pray-
ers, what sighs, what agony of
heart, and with what fervent desire
did she ask God for one soul.

And what vows did she make
the Blessed Mother. What
she offered upon the altars; what
prayers, in which she thanked God
for the kindness that had given poor
heart-weary mortals this all-power-
ful mediatrix!

Her brother’s guardian angel, what

Lo
flowers

careful and long conversation did
she hold with him!
How she labored and prayed for

that of which he never ‘thought!

One would naturally ask why Marie
D’Arlini, Countess. rich, charming
and admired, should rise so early in
the morning and spend . SO many
hours upon her knees while others
of the nobility were enjoying their
slecp on silken couches?

Why she went with the Sisters of
Charity to visit the sick, why her
attire was so simple and plain, why
‘her room  weas-so little ornamented, |

and finally why with so interesting
an appearance and conversation she
preferred so severe a life?

No one on ear'th could answer these |
| questions, except the guardian angel

who writes down these noble acts
to the account of their forgetful sub-
ject, her unmperit,ant brother.

“I tell you, Fil‘li)po. this business
bad; the government has already

arthly pleasures. |

finds its way |

| Mo ux nesy -

Meall uever wou wat aay,”’
TLe uwlar as au lpay, Caro mio, in
L UAS Wb lante youl yuolidllon 18 Lis-
lupplivd, ana us 1 couwid eal the uig-
| geSL Wisn ol “pulenta’ il was ever
| GOUKEU LY UL A VLU DSull Malilo. §
[AOVEe We Jau W ald wmake 1nhenas
| With the ‘carta di mangiare.” "’
| tues conversation wux place Just
opposite the celebrated Cale Rowma
| on uge Corso in Kome, and crossiug
over uhcy catered be restauraiit and
were assigned a table,
| 3ou have never seen the Coun-
| less since she was a cluld, rilippo?
| A9, a sad, yes the saddest chap-
| ter .n my lfe was written on  the
day = she returned from her school in
Paris, and 1 swore 1 would

wvelle  amde."  Fauut

never
call a D'Arhini a relation of mine
While there was breatn in this body

and, by God, I have Kept that oath.”

| "lIhat’s good Chianti, hiduardo, it
even surpasses the Continentale i
Napoli.

“Alla vostra salute and viva 1”
{vino generoso.”’ |
|
|

“They say the Countess is a beau- |
Uful woman, but on account of some |
hidden trouble is little seen in
ciety.

100 bad these women are some-
times led into seclusion by an ima-
ginary religious feeling.”’ |

Society needs her. You should call
on lher, and who knows what a rich,
harvest would be

50- |

in store for you.”

I'he cries of a gendarme, who was
shell of so-called aristocracy, which
when broken emits the foulest odor.
No I shall never see her; my life is
mapped out, and I fear neither God
nor the devil. * No more about the
D’Avlini, if you are my friend, Ed-

uardo, and now as it
and I have matters of
with the Cavalicre Doltini, au revoir,
and meet me at the Inghelterra to-
morrow at mid-day.’
| D’Arlini paid the bill and hastily
left.

It was quite dark when he entered
the Piazza di Spagna, and he did
not notice a figure which was close-

is getting la

ly following him. He stopped to |
light a cigarette just before he came
to the Via Capo la Casa, when a
blow struck from behind almost |

felled him.
He was a strong and fearless man

and fought off his assailant until he | s
when |

felt the plunge of a stiletto,
he staggered and fell.

| The cries of a gendarme, who was
quickly on the scene, prought a score
of people, who, gesticulating franti-
cally, were exclauming, ‘‘chi ¢, chi 6,
who is he, who is he.”

At that moment g carriage
seen coming along and the man
was dying, it was necessary to call
it into immediate assistance
gendarme explained the
and the condition of the
man, and the coachman
and opened the door,

as

affair
wounded
descended

sad

“Contessa, a poor man has Leen
stab , and he is dying."”’
‘“Then, Beppo, give them my car- |

| riage, and I shall walk home Was
{he much injured?”’

“He is dying,
and is calling

Framcesca !’’

Francesca! Francesca!

4 will waut, and perhaps 1 may |
be of some assistance.’”

Only a glance was nccessary, for
there was the high forehead of  the
D'Arlini, and the firm mouth.

“Filippo, Filippo,”’ she cried, and

threw her arms awbout him.

She immediately gave orders to
drive in all hast¢ to her home, for
she knew too well her brother - had

only a short time to live.

In the same room where Francesca
first met him they arranged a couch
and placed him on it. The loving
and tender sister watched the night
praying and beseeching God to
store him to comsciousness.

It was late the next morning when
the doctor called her and said:
“Contessa, the patient is conscious
now, but it will not last. You must
g0 to him.”

Quickly she obeyed and softly
tered the chamber. He recognized
her at once and taking her tear-
stained face between his hands, said:
“‘Marie, 1 have seen her! I have
seen Francesca. She is an angel in
licaven. Send” for the Padre, for 1
am going to meet. her."”

=

en-

“‘Filippo, Filippo, you have found
God at last?”’
“Yes, dear sister, but how long

have I lost Him. This is the end of
all greatness and all honors, Marie,
and the highest and lowest are here
equal, made by him who equally
created them. O, false world, you
too shall pass away and your living
actors. shall cast off their garb of
finery and -be food for the vilest
worms."’

““Yes, Contessa, he is quite resign-
ed, and will soon, I hope, be happy,”
said the Padre.

They knelt. silently around the |
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dying man, and gazing on the cruci-
| fix he muttered something inaudible,
and as the “'Ave Maria’’ was calling

Rome to prayer Filippo D'Arlini was
called to his God.
They buried him in the family lot

in San Lorenzo, and there with the
rest he awaits, the resurrection
| Marie is now happily marvied, and
though streaks of gray ar: much in
evidence in that black hair, her plea-
sant face still preserves the repose
of former days. She has been bless-
ed with mixed and imperfect happi-
ness such as every one tastes
this world. For in this bife
black squares are never far distant
from the white ones, and in its tan-
gled skein the dark threads arve wo-
ven in by the side of brighter colors.
She has been happy, and though
disappointments have comeand where
she would have wished sunshine to

enter dark rain had fallen, still her
heart is joyful, for her promise to
Sigter Francesca has been faithfully
kept, for she had brought the lost

sheep hoine to his Father as she Wwas
told in Old Albano. 5
MAX WALTER MANNIX.

|
|
|

Pope Opposes French Law.

The Pope has instructed the
| French episcopate to refuse the clause
| in the church devolution law pro-
viding for the cr’cution.o( mutual
aid societies for aged priests. These
societies, 1t was planned, would not

i to certain pension funds
;l;id ;rlesu, amounting to $4,000,-
| 000, but, in accordance with a re-
cent amendment to the devolution of
church property bill, they would ac-
cept plous foundations for masses.
This refusal of the Church will re- |
sult, under the law, in turning over
funds velued at many million dol-
lars to public oharities. ,’
In his letter of, rejectiort the pon-
Uff says he earnestly desired to save
the French priests from further
i disposed to author-

only take over the property belmf‘fl';

ided  the [to

bration of masses would be exposed
to perils, the Pope says, and the
Church cannot authorize a system
which is in opposition to the inten-
tions of persons deceased and con-
trary to the Church’'s unchangeable
rules relative to the celebration of
masses.

The Pope asks all priests to offer
up one mass a year on behalf of
those who instituted the pious foun-
dations, and he says that one mass
will be said each month at Rome
for the repose of the souls of these
persons. Furthermore, the Pope
sets forth that he has deposited the -,
sum of money necessary for the say- b
ing of - 2000 masses a year to this
same end.
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Ireland Wants Tourists.

A much needed effort to popular-
ize Ireland as a resort for tourists
is to be made, by the Irish Hotel and
Tourist Association which has just
been meeting in Dublin. Treland

sa-  rich in places of natural beauty,

¥ D
little effort is made Lo bring people
see them, and when tourists

o H s



