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CHAPTER IV.—Continsied.

The work that had been done in Nanm's snul pervaded
all hus life, Ile followed the motto he had explained to
acopo : he was as tidy as industrivus, and as kindly as udy.
L'he very day after Nanmi rvached hume he tose betimes and
swept the shop, washed the windows, scrubbed the brick
floor, soited the debris lying about, and set in ordes the
day's work. Ia all this he was heljed by Sandro.  When
the old father appeared hie was afiectionately brushed and
dusted and given the best seat. Old Conti had become
melancholy and careless from working alone; now three
were busy in his shop, and one of them a superior work-

man.

**This looks like old times," said Conti, and his wrinkled
hands moved brikly. ‘The work long promised and often
neglected began to be finished satisfactorily.

*¢ 1 shall cut out a pair of shoes, a pair of slippers and a
pair of boots,” said Nanni, **and make them, as 1 have
time, for sale. We will keep a bit of wotk 1n the window,
justio shew the people what we can do for them.*

But as days went by it was not merely companionship,
increasing work, the sale of Nanni's boots, the neatness of
the shop, which brought the pezce to the old man's face,
the light to his cye, the hopeful ring to his voice. His wife
wife and Marnana shared these matks of changed feelings ; a
new life had come to them ; their hearts God had touched ;
they heard and they belicved. \When Nann: Conts left tus
fatner’s roof thete were three members of an evangelical
church in Barletta—the calzolajo, his wife and daughter.
Not that there was any foundation of a chuich, or any for-
mal profession of faith—the Evangel had only entered their
souls, and they wete living it,

Nanni Conti, fecling for his father’s loneliness and weak-
ness, was ready to remain with him ; but to this the old man
would not consent. Nanni's desire—in which his father
united—was that he should spend his time travelling up and
Gown the country, acting the patt of 2 pedler, but making
trade subservient to teaching the Gospel.

The old man, however, much desired that Sandro should
remain with him.  The boy had g.catly improved, not only
in reading and writing and accounts, but in shoemaking,
ander his uncle's instructiuns, and could be very useful to
his grandfather.

Ser. Jacopa had told Nanmi to wnte lim, if there was
occasion, and that he wou:d get th~ public scnibe, or lettes-
writer, to rcad the letter for hum.  Thus functionery still suits
near the post.ofiice of Italian towns, to read and wnte for
the pupils of priests.

Nanni therefore wrote to Ser. Jacopo, 2nd the calzolajo
}.g;,c:d to resign his son for the ume bemng to the graud-
ather.

Nanm 1aerefore left Sandro in Barletta when he himself
set out for Flotence to lay in his stock 10 trade, and especa-
ally some Gospels, tracis and hymns, which he should dis-
truadbute as he had opportunaty,.

Sandro recetved from his uncle a New Testament, which
he was to keep with care and read as his grandfather de-
sired. Thus to the boy was commatted the sole distnbution
of the Gospel 1n the whole town of Barletta. Sandto could
read intelligibly the letter of the Evangel ; but his grand.
parents and aunt could understand ats spirit, and, taught of
God, could teach the fnends who, one by one, began to drop
in of evenings to hear the wondeiful good news.

Among these were a famuly named Fari—a man, his wife,
a gurl of sixteen, and alsd of Sandio’s age. When old Conts
talked to this man of his new lighy, he always received the
same 1eply :

¢ 1t is good doctrine, but dangerous for us.  Qur priests
will never let us hold 1t in peace, and we will come out
losers if we op thewm,”

Still the Fan family often came to hear Sandro’s reading,
‘[f.g seemed to be espeaally friendly to ah the Conu

ily.

Onyhxs way to Firenze Nanm stopped to see Ser. Jacopo
and qive him news of his son and parents.  Ser. Jacopo
snd Elxsa were very cager to hear more of the ** Iittle book
which Naon: carnied, and the shoemaker questioned the
young man very closely about the presence of God, the man.
ner of serving Him, and the promises 10 the obedient.
Nano saw that his soul was troudled, and explaining to
him the Gospel more sully than he had Selore veniured 10
do, lels him, with & prayer in his heart, and 2 hint to some
of his evaagelical friends to stop betimes at the shop and
teach as they had opportunity.

It was to 1ionor Maxwell, however, that Jacopo turned
as to a safer counsellor.  Itahans have learned to be suspr-
cious of ach other ; but Jacopo could trust both the wisdom
and discretion of the young lady, and many were the errands
he found for himself at the Palazzo Borgosoa, and numeroas
were the fittings needful 1o the Signorina’s new boots, while
Jacopo spoke more of the Gospel than of hus trade.

Menwhile 1n the Palazzo Brgosota, Uncle Francin had

ainted Michael in various attitudes, and had lent him to his

riend the sculpter as a model for an infant Jove, and for the
juvenesoence of the Archangel Michael (in which it would
be very hard for most people to believe). Michael was
learning rapidly to speak ; his mannets, now that training
« Was added to their natural grace, so pleased Uncle Francini
that he often proved ** pood family ' from the manners, and
the manners from * good family,” in & maaner not very sat-
isfactory—=to himsell.

Easter had passed when Nanni retarned fromy Barletta,
and angered Ser. Jacopo by announcing that he was o0
travel op and down the conntry as a vender of small wares,
and then molkified hum by offeriog to sell for Jacopo many
pairs of slippers 2nd infants’ shoes.

The spring grew into summer, and summer throve apace 3
and the Coasul meanwhile had heard from Judith Lyons.
David Lyons wrote, as well as his daughter, and while
warmly thanking the Consul for his kindness to his child,
he proceeded to press upon him the need of making inquity
for fier son, whom she fumly belleved to be llving, True,
the priests said the boy was dead, but so they had said that
the mother was dead.

A controversy with priests is weary work ; to get the truth
from thems impossible.  The Consul desired to avoid the
inquiry ; he tiied in several letters to petsuade the Lyons
family that the child was dead, but they would not be per.
suaded.  No; his mother's marriage had been ignored ; his
father's family tejected him; the Hebiew blood was up; &
scion of the house of Isracl was branded as illegitimate ; his
rclatives must find him and repair the errors of unjust for.
tune to him. And this they were prepared to urged upon,
not only the Consul, but the whole Butish Legation, They
had money and to spate, and they would pour it out liber-
ally for the attaining of theirend. The Consul yielded to
his fate. He tried to joke, and even told his senlor cletk
that “a man who falls among /iorzs must needs be over-
powered.”

““Nut if be is a Daniel,” said the clerk,

The Consul was not & Daniel. He invited Father Zucchi
to a supper, and made Mayonaise and Chianti his strong
points.

\Whea the Consul informed the priest that the Lyens fam-
ily were disposed to press the question concerning the child,
Father Zucchi did not know whether to be enraped at the
ex-nun's presumption, or triumphant at the fulfilment of his
own prophecy.

**1 told you so," said Father Zucchi.

*1 know you did," replied tne Consul, mildly; * and
you will consider that the fact that her own death was care-
fully certified (v her parents has gone far to cause the mo-
thes to doubt the statement of the decease of her child.”

** That little nustake about her desath can be casily ex-
planed,” sud the priest ; **and the death of the child can
Le incontrovertibly established.”

** Then 1f your courtesy will grant me the proper refer-
ences, we can doubtless finally conclude this business.”

“Davvero!" cried the priest, *'if women were allowed
so many liberties here as in England we would be worse off
tian we ate ! What business has this woman with the child 2
I fancy childten belong to their fathers; and if any one is
to inquire about this daméino® it should be the Foranvs.”

* Ub, yjuu admit the mamage? ™ zaid the Consul buskly.

By youe padon, excellenza; a cavil marriage may do in
yout country, but my Church never admits it

‘“I'nen you are shut up to assigning the mother the
soule night to the child if he 1s not legitimate?”

¢ Pur tropp s 1t but a dead child s of little use. Come,
excellenza, you cuustesy, your Chiann, our cordiality must
not be disturbed.  The priest near whose church Nicole
Forano hived duning the last year of his hfe, who certified
this woman’s deat:—wh:ch, unfortunately, did not occur—
acd who can testify to the decease of the cluld, is the Fa.
ther Innocenza, 2 most learned and agreeable young man,
whuti yuu wiil find at the chapel of the Sia. Maria Mag-
giore, about fifteen miles back among the hills. Let me
RVE Jut 2 dute to hum, and you will understand all.”

The Counsul designed sending his senior cletk to Padre
Ianucenza, huwever, the weather was dehghtful, and coul
{ut the seasun, the lull country was beaunful; the Consul
had of iate been busy~for a Consul, he luved horseback
excrcise ; he determined to be his own messenger ; there-
fore, one golden, fragrant morning he might have been seen
paung edaly between vineyards and olive orchards, climb-
g gently ty degrees far above the level of the shining
s€a, and reaching, before mid-day, the chapel of Santa Maria
Maggioze, a2 namesake of the oldest church in Florence.
Man had done little for the chapel and its surrounding vil-
Irge; natuie had done everything. The chapel, a low,
gray, blank-walled buiding, with an arched doorway and a
small, square tower, stood on & bold hill, almost hidden in
foliage, the 1oad winding steeply down in front, and a yet
sharper hull, chestnut-clothed, nsing behind. The modest
casclte of the contadiniy clusteied about. Lying in 2 wil-
derness of roscs was the tiny villa where Judith and Nicole
had spent one bnief yearof happiness.  Higher up theslope,
in a magnihcent vireyard, stood a farm-house, inhabited by
a faitore who farmed this estate.  From the chapel porch
one had an unbroken view fot miles and miles: the Amo;
the distant towers of Pisa, beauty's sanctuary ; the bluchne
of the Carrara, the wide, unrufiled expanse of the Medate:-
tanean. The Consul had looked on many a lovely sceae,
but he diew hue (ein, forgot his errdnd, and believed that he
had wander.d within the borders of a Paradise.

The opening of a gate recalled him § a half-naked, brown
urchin was offening him access to the Padre’s garden, and
Fathet Innocenca amazed at the appearance of a wisitor,
stood in his doorway.

Having read Father Zucchi’s letter, Pa.re Innocenza
scated his guest under a tree, and presently had placed be-
fore him a hittle tablz containing figs, the common wine of
the country, and the dark, tough ltalian bread.  The wine,
Like bitter vinegar, and the black bread are not disagreeable,
howervez, to those who are accustomed to them, and when
Innocenza, waving lus hand with grace, sad, ** Accept my
humble refreshment; the contadini and their padre ate
poot; only the English are rich,” the Consul was Ercpaxcd
to make a hearty refection.  The Padre, with Father Zuc-
chi's note in one hand, and a crust, which he dipped in
wine, in the other, sat deeply musing : his square.sct chin
and firm mouth indicated a great strength of resolution ; his
keen eyes shewed rare quickness of apprehension ; the noble
devclopment of the head gave promise of fine intellectual
powers. Father Innocenza was thinty years old, and for
twenty-tive years he had been 2 pupil of the priests, who had
kept his mind in swaddling.bands antil he was fit t~ become
one of themselves, And yet in spite of this dwarfing and
repressing process, the young Padre was rematkably free
{from that, not mercly animal, but markedly simiskappeat.

ance, whereol Mrs. Browning took special notice in Ttalian
priests.  On our own part, we have often seen In the Lap.
tistry of Florence a young assistant, who not alone in form
and countenance, but in the very tones of his voice, way
more like a youn‘f porker in a surplice than anything clse
which the world contains. The Padre Innocenza was a
wpe of & far nobler class, one of those sudden outbreaks in
long priest-sulned generations of those high qualities, which
once made Italians rulers of th:  .1d, and yet lie latent 10
be developed by mote propitious circumstances into some.
thing of the pristine greatness of the race. .Aund in Father
Innocenza these better qualities, if he possessed them, were
buried deep under lying, cruelty, hypocrisy, hatred, super-
stitlon, ana under this superstata of evil the god within, ihe
conscience, buried so lonl: ago that it had been quite for-
otten, had begun nmnﬁc ({ to stir and tremble like a seed
ursting into life, for it had caught the distant warmth of a
light that beamed, the softness of a dew that fell fiom
heaven !

At last said Padre Innocenzs, with a final glance at Fa.
ther Zucchi’s note, ** You desire that I should explain the
error concerning the death of an English woman, daughter
of David Lyons, of London.  May I inform your highness
that Nicole Forano died of fever., “This piace is, at times,
malarious—(not a bit of it)—the times were evil ; many
were ill. It is not surprising that the young woman caupht
the infection ; that her child also received it, and -that they
sickened nearly at the same hour. 1 had thom conveyed to
a convent hospital szveral miles from here, Many pauents
were brought there during that week—some foreigners—an
English setvant, a Swiss nurse, and so on, In the press of
care the Sisters mistook the English servant for the paticat
1 had sent them, She died ; 2 few days alter the child died,
There was no mistake about that, for it was the only child
in the hospital. The Sisters buried the babe in the grave of
its supposed mother.  Not until the young woman, who had
beea with Nicole Forano, recovered did the Sisters discover
their mistake, and they spared her the recital of it. ~ Inher
desolation she begged to take the veil, and for two years was
content. Then 1 suppose memory faded, and her evil heant
de.ired to go into the world and an 2 new lover; or, her
maternal passioas blighted in her babe's loss, her filial love
revived greatly, and she longed for her parents.  Had she
confided this to the Superior all would have been well ; 1.
stead, she took the viclent scandalous metliod of public
escape. ‘That is her whole story ; her child is dust lorg
ago. "’

Well, it looked a reasonable, consisteut stoty, and Inne-
cenza told it impressively. The Consul conveyed it to 1.
+id Lyons, but Judith was not satisfied. Mr. Lyons wiote
again, stating that his daughter based ber conviction of her
son’s lifc on a sign made he: by Gulio Ravi, an old servant.
Lzt Gulio Ravi be found and his testimony taken, The
Consul inquired for Gulio for sume time unsuccessfully, and
then advertised for him.  * Would Ser. Gulio Ravi, formerly
attendant on Ser. Nicole Forano, kindly call at the Buush
Consulate?”  Newspapers were not frequént nor well
studied at Villa Forano, but at last Gulio became aware of
the oft-repeated advertisement.  He ignored it carefolly.

Not so the Marchese, that chevalier sams reprocke he
summoned Gulio to his presence,

** Are you aware, Guliv, that you are advertised for 2™

¢ No, Signore, it is quite impossible 1

“ But here 15 the advertisement—read it.  ‘True, there
may be several of your name ; but this means you, as ihe
all‘lcnd?nl of my lamented brother. Gulio, you must go
there.’

** Impossible, illustrissimo { * I cannot spare time.”

““It may be to your advantage, Gulio."”

. ** Signore, I despise my advantage when I consider your
vines.”

** But I must consider for you, then, Gulio ; you must go
to the Consulate—go this week.”

Gulio prudently kept out of sight of bis master for several
days, but did not leave the estate. Agun the advertise
ment.  Again was Gulio summooed.

“*Gulio ! hete tsthis advertiscment again 3 why have you
not been to answee it 2™ demanded the Marchese, sternly.

¢ Cospetto, ten million pardons 3 I forgot it, Sugmore.”

‘*Thete must be no more forgetting. The Foranos hive
without shadow on their nawmes ; yon were barn-among us;
you ate 1n 2 measure 2 Forano; you cannot be adverused
for as if you were ashamed to appear, as if you were Liding
for a cime. Mind, I know that there is 5o _error can be
proved against you, and Iam prepated to defend you tiom
every charge; but answer this you must to-morrow, ot [
will go 1n your place the day following.”

*¢ Illustrissimo ! You make too much of it ; but ecco: 1
obey you. 1 go to-morrow at daybreak, Consider me
goae!”

Thus was Gulio compelled to report at the Consulate, «f
he only madec a pretence, that abominable advertisemert
would continue, and the Marchese would go himself, Wi
the first yellow dawn Gulio was trotting northwest oa 3
good horse, and by noon he entered the Consul's pnvate
room. W aodoubts that Gulio made the best of himself—
** he had but Jast night observed the advertisement of the
illustrious Signore, and hasiened to obey.” The Consu! was
briel. **You were with Ser. Nicole Forano in Londos,
and knew of his marriage?  You sccompanied him on fo
teturn to Italy 2 You knew of the birth of his child? Of
Ser. Nicole’s death? Of Madamne Forano's intention of 1&
turning to England 2"

To all these queries Gulio could only reply, ¢*S;i, Sir
note 3" he had ucver told so many truths before.

“You last saw Madame Forano on the second day of
Lent, in a boet on the bey, and you madehera gnthathe
child lived?”

** O 1en million pardons, illustrissimo Signore, nothieg of
the kind 1" exclaimed the ingenuons Gutio. |

“Do you deny sceing Madame Forano that day?™

“* Signore, I did indeed see 2 Signora who called me by
vame. I leaee it o your Excellenza if it were Madame For
tano. I could not tell after 30 many years and changes.”

* Scoall boy. $* Oaly 100 clear ™ { Country people.

° The ltaliavs uss excellensa, milond, illastrissimo, ercy very freclys




