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mother in lur treiiiltiing hands. Before

her eves tliere arose a vision—a vision of

the tlead so far aj)art; the one in lier

lonely o;rave nn<ler the shadow of the

mountain, in her beloved Italy, almost

forgotten; and the other proud and tri-

umnhant, immortalized bv her toil and

suiferin":. She brushed the tears hur-

riedly from her eyes, and rising, glanced

about her with her most bewitching

smile and began

:

"Ladies and gentlemen

THE END.
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