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B'sh(.hwas evidently an Invalid, and 
had been brought out to enjoy the 
warmth and luxurious beautv of an 
Italian evening.

Her cheeks were of the palest, her 
bodv emaciated and her delicately 
gkaped hands of a transparent white
ness—yet although now a victim of a 
long and incurable disease, one could 
rendilv discern the traces of fascin
ating beautv which neither time 
nor illness had been able to efface. 
Her deep dark eyes, although sunken, 
were still brilliant, and seemed ever 
to be searching for something quite 
unattainable, for after gazing a long 
while into space she would draw her 
loose robe carefully around her and 
ninth—that deep sigh that is 'bom of 
sadness.

Her voice was soft aoid pleasant 
when she spoke, but it was not the 
voice of a real Italian.

Maybe 1 was mistaken; it might be 
that soft Venetian ring to which 1 
was unaccustomed* l'or there is no 
language like the Italian, "it is a 
language in which one can say a 
thousand things in one word and one 
in a thousand.”

Bach city and province will have 
its own dialect, and a Milanese will 
fume and swear if he has to converse 
with a Neapolitan, for the difficulty 
in understanding is decidedly marked.

A Florentine will tell you that his 
tongue is par excellence the one to 
learn, while a Homan ' will simply 
shrug his shoulders and say “oh'im
porta, signore,” what difference does 
it make anyhow,” “la lingua è bel- 
lissinia,” “ the language is the most 
beautiful,” and as for my opinion, 
well, “la lingua Komana, nella boc- 
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.

As we passed her she made a slight 
effort to move and return the salu
tation of Padre Secchi, and- I oould 
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 beckoned 
Padre Secchi to cotne.
I 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, end thank you;
I think I feel better now.”

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

II.
“Do you know, caro mio,” said 

Father Secchi, “that this life of ours 
is the greatest study, and that amid 
the merciless buffetings and boiling 
surges of the furious waves we some
times find one who on its lone and 
stormy voyage escapes the treacherous 
quicksands, but only through that 
persevering belief and hope in God’s 
assistance.

"How true,” said he, "has our

own great Augustine spoken, Be
hold bow much I have wandered 
about in my memory seeking Thee, O 
Ivord! and I have not found Thee 
outside of it. . . for where I have 
found the triith, there 1 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 “II Irovatore,” 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 
conta ndina and con tan (lino 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 edifice was alreadv 
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. Everything within pre
sented a scene of holy splendor and 
even the most critical and skeptical 
must needs be impressed. The old 
hell tolled and

“Each priest adorn’d was in a sur
plice white.

The bishops donn’d their albs and 
1 copes of state.”
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"O, how X have wept, how 1 have 
Kl how * bave done penance; 
îJeJS , no,L Prevailed and 1 am 
remue r°fl“r ^ “ COrU ™flh the
terrible rvflrotron-' tihe was unable 
to continue; her voice died upon her 
ups while Clear burning tears rolled ™hen .br' 
down her cheeks. The Countess No i.sThe Ccunuess 

wept too;

opposite the celebrated Laic ltvma 
! U11 lhc Corso in Home, and crossing 
over they entered the resta uiunt anu 
were assigned a table. '

| JU have never seen the Coun- 
I since she was a child, FilippoV 
j ""■No, a sad, yes the saddest chap- 
; ter in my life was written on the 
I day she returned from her school in 
! Furis, and l swore 1 would never 
call a D’Arhni a relation oi mine 

; while there was breath in this body 
; and, by God, I have .kept that oath.”

“ I hat’s good Chianti, Eduardo, it 
even surpasses the Continentale at 
Napoli.

“Alla voiStra salute and viva il 
! vino generoso.”

They say the Countess is a beau- 
tifui woman, but on account oi some 
hidden trouble is little seen in so
ciety.

j oo bud these women aro sciue- : 
times led into seclusion by an ima- ! 
ginary religious feeling.”

Society needs her. You should call ! 
on her, and who knows what a rich, : 
harvest would be in store for you.” j

The cries of a gendarme, who was 
shell of so-called aristocracy, which 
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Marie?”
Yes, dear Sister, 

heart, but - with all H’Arlini paid the bill and hastily
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I 1 knew after the service I should 
| see my deal' friend the padre, so I 
I waited until all was over and the 
majority had departed.

Sure enough. I saw him advancing 
and with a "buon giorno, figlio 
mio,” we sauntered along arm in 
arm over the road to the cloister.

We were admitted by an aged nun, 
who said to the priest, “she awaits 
you, Father.” “Bene,” lie 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 ”Villagialtura” 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 Countess D’Arlini was a beau
tiful woman, of that Italian type 
which causes the artist no end" of 
trouble to depict, for she possessed 
an almost indescribable beauty, 
varying, fascinating, subtle and 
strong.

She ascended the staircase that 
led to the cells of the nuns, and 
passing thixxugh a long corridor, 
oame to a little door over which 
was written “Memento homo quia 
pul Vis 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-

The Countess noiselessly approach
ed the tiumble little white bed 
whereon the dying Sister lay and 
drew back the curtains.

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

Sfife 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.

“1 have known something of your 
family, dear, your brother, but O, it 
was so long ago, when you were at 
school' in Paris.

“Your mother received me into 
her home as eu 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
sisted. I saw he would disobey his 
mother. I was afraid of him and 
afraid for myself. So I prayed ear
nestly and fervently to our good 
God. He did not reject my afflicted

i £ou wil1 never uease to 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, mv
child.” J

She seized her hands and fixed
upon her a look in which the last 

; foin^s °/ her lifa were concentrated, 
i The Countess thought a moment; 
her beautiful face wore a grave and

not notice a figure which was close- 
i ly following him. He stopped to 
light a cigarette just before he came 

i to the Via Capo la Casa, when a 
blow struck .from behind almost 

; felled him.
1 lie was a strong and fearless man 
I ami fought off his assailant until he 
j felt the plunge of a stiletto, when 

he staggered and fell.
"The cries of a gendarme, who was
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voice, "Sister Frances- 
I promise you to continue what 

you have commenced. 1 will pray
and labor for his conversion all my 
life, and I swear to you I will find 
him and bring him back to his God.”

A ray of heavenly light fell upon 
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.

III.
Ten years have passed away. The 

gross is thick and green upon the 
grave of Sister Francesca. The Coun
tess has grown old. She has tra
velled the world over in her promis
ed search but without success. The 
letter directing her to a priest in 
Roane on the Quattro Fontane con
tained but little of her brother’s 
whereabouts, it gave as a possible 
address Rue de F Abbaye, Paris, but 
he had lung since lef t there and no 
knowledge of him was obtainable.

Society has missed her graceful 
; figure and pleasing conversation these 
many years. oome said it was 
Taffair u’amour, othere that she was 
leading the life of a recluse in order 

, to start a revolution in society. 
Many were the opinions; 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 actions, 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 mafcie to 
the Blessed Mother. What flowers 
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, wha-t 
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 
sleep 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 was so little ornamented, 
and finally why with so Interesting 
an appearance and conversation she 
preferred so severe a life?

No one on earth could answer these 
questions, except the guardian angel 
who writes down these noble acts 
to the account of their forgetful sub
ject, her unrepentant brother.

IV.
"I tell you, FiHppo, this business 

is bad; the government has already 
set spies upon us. and I for one 
do not care to have my evening coot 
soiled with blood, and perhaps, "chi 
lo sa,” .who knows but at San Lo- 
reneo they are already preparing a 
receiving ton* for your humble 
servant.

"No, I am wiUing to stand by 
you as I have, but by all the Apos
tles, I shell never spill blood and 
once and for all this question is set
tled.”

"O. bien,” replied his companion, 
who was no other than Filippo 
D’Arlitti, traveller, nobleman and 
bon vivent. "You know the old say-

may

who is he, who is he
At that moment a carriage was 

seen coming along and us the man 
was dying, it xvas necessary to cull 
it into immediate assistance. The 
gendarme explained the sad affair 
and the condition of the wounded 
man, and the coachman descended 
and ojtened the door.

“Contessa, a poor man has been 
stabbed, and he is dying.”

“Then, Bvppo, give them my car
riage, and I shall walk home. Was 
be much injured?”

“He is dying, they say, Contessa, 
and is calling Francesca ! Francesca ! 
Francesca ! ’ ’

t'“i will wait, and perhaps 1 
be of some assistance.”

Only a glance was necessary 
there was the high forehead of 
D’Arlini, and the firm mouth.

“Filippo, Filippo,” she cried, 
threw her arms about him.

She immediately gave orders to 
drive in all haste 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 re
store him to consciousness.

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 
go to him.”

Quickly she obeyed and softJy en
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 
heaven. Send for the Padre, for I 
am going to meet- her.”

“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 honore, Marie, 
and the highest and lowest arc 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 married, and 
though streaks of gray are much in 
evidence in that black hair, her plea
sant face still preserves the repose 
of former days. She hos been bless
ed with mixed and imperfect happi
ness such as every one tastes in 
this world. For in this kfc the 
black squares are never far distant 
from the white ones, and in its tan
gled skein the dork threads are wo
ven in by the side ’of brighter colors.

She has been happy, and though 
disappointments have come and where 
she would have wished sunshine to 
enter dark rain had fallen, still her 
heart is joyful, for her promise to 
Sister Francesca has been faithfully 
kept, for she had brought the lost 
sheep home to his Father as she xvos 
told in Old Albano.

MAX WALTER MAN NIX.

bration of masses would be exposed 
to perils, the Pope says, and the 
Church cannot authorize a system 
w hicii 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 fourv- 
dations, and he says that one mass 
will Iki 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
ing of ' 2000 masses a year to this 
same end.
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and needles, etc., Are tided over these try
ing times by Milbum’s Heart and NerVe 
Pills.

They have a wonderful effect on a 
woman’s system, making pains and aches 
vanish, bring color to the pale cheek and 
sparkle to the eye. The old, worn out. 
tired out, languid feelings give place to 
strength and vitality, and life seems worth 
living.
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Pope Opposes French Law.

The Pope has instructed the 
French episcopate to refuse the clause 
in the church devolution law pro
viding for the creation of mutual 
aid societies for aged priests. Tjiese 
societies, it was planned, would not 
only take over the property belong
ing to certain pension funds for
aged priests, amounting to $4,000,- 
000, but, in accordance with a re
cent amendment to the devolution of 
church property bill, they would ac
cept pious foundations for masses.

This refusal of the Church will re
sult, under the law, in turning over 
funds valued at many million dol
lars to public charities.

In his letter of. rejection* ‘he pon
tiff says he earnestly desired to save 
the French priests from further sa
crifices and was disposed to author
ize large concessions provided the 
law permitted the priests to safe
guard their dignity and ecclesiasti
cal discipline. But the law propos-, 
ed the formation of societies open 
to all wbo wanted to Join end pro
vided no means for excluding those 
xvho h«d strnved from the Church-

Under the proposed law the cele-
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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. Ireland is 
rich in places of natural beauty, but 

j little effort is made to bring people 
to see them, and when tourists do 
come they find in most cases that the 
accommodation is so t>ad that they 

; do not pay x return visit. Switzer
land and toe Isle of Man, neither of 
which has any natural advent 

i over Ireland, make large sums 
season from the tourist traffic.


