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water of spring between the green folitge not
yet flowereo. And the Capuchin spoke of the
Madonna of the Incoronati, where for the festival
of Saint John the devotees wreath their heads
with vines, and during the night go with great re-
joicing to the River Gizio to bathe.
Anna removed her shoes in order to ford the

nvcr. She felt now in her soul an immense and
lovmg veneration for everything, for the trees,
the grass, the animals, for all that those Catholic
customs had sarictified. Thus from the depths of
her Ignorance and simpUcity arose the instinct of
idolatry.

Several months after her return, an epidemic
of cholera broke out in the country, and the
mortahty was great. Anna lent her services to
the poor sick ones. Fra Mansueto died. Anna
felt much grief at this. In the year 1866, at the
reoirrence of the festival, she wished to take leave
and return to her native place forever, because
she saw m her sleep every night Saint Thomas
who commanded her to depart. So she took the
turtlt, her clothes and her savings, weeping she
kissed the hand of Donna Cristina, and departed
upon a cart, together with two begging nuns.
At Ortona she dwelt in the house of her

paralytic uncle. She slept upon a straw pallet and


