The Roadway of My Heart.

By Teresa Brayton.

A big road circles round the world,
fine it is they say,

But the little
lone and far away.

'Tis winding over weary seas with many

my heart runs

But Oh, of all the roads I know

By common ways and common homes and _ i .4
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shrugs his shoulders,
“You never can tell what Italy has

her sleeve.’’ For some reason, the Swiss
and the Italians are very suspiclous

neighbors—just now

Then somebody said, ‘‘Go to lLocarno.
It's on the south side of the AIps; it's
warm and bright and sunny; you will
have an Italian climate and still be safe
in Switzerland.”’

So to Locarno we came, and found

in the grip of winter. The day after we
it snowed steadily all day long

soul within me knows :

drenched with
its nights are tearful sweet,
crucified walks
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quake scared

On the Way Up to the Madonna
del Sasso.

Nothing could be seen from the windows
but snow. I'he flakes were as big as
butterflies, and as there was no wind,
they came straight down and rested
where they fell. Not the faintest ghimpse
of the lake or the mountaing could we
see.
T'The next day it thawed. I went out
and slopped around in the slush  for

while and wished myself back in Berne

From busy Berne to lazy Locarno

such a startling change that it 1s hard
believe one is still in Switzerland—
everything is so diflerent. Berne is
bustling little city, full of activities

kinds ;  lLocarno 1s a resort

Berne, the main streets were thronged
with people; there were soldiers on foot,
horse, on motorcycles, and in auto-
mobiles. At certain hours of the day
there seemed to be millions of children
the streets going and coming from
the schools, all the boys with bright
blue or red caps on their heads Just
few days before we left there the long-
expected but long-delayed snowstorm ar-
rived in the shape of a furious blizzard
The next day every kid in town was out
with a hand-sleigh, coasting down the
nearest hill, and venting his joy in wild
whoops Fvery hill  was black with
children, and how they managed to
escape without breaking their bones was
marvel Infants hardly able to tod-

were shooting  boldly down those
snowy slopes by themselves, on hills so
crowded that it looked like sudden death
any but the wisest and most experi-
enced to venture, but the ability to keep
level head on a steep declivity in the
face o! terrible danger seems to be in
grained in the Swiss nation T really
believe they could walk on slippery ceil

if they tried

In I.ocarno, snow is such g rarity that
children have no sleighs, and conse

as much as to say,

children were

only amusement in this forlorn

watching the men shoveling snow off the

visions of gathering spring flowers on the
pure despera-

to keep out the winter’s chill.

is both straight and the houses

The architecture is quite
¢, and then covered with

painted foliage and

The Pilgrimage Church of the
Madonna del Sasso. Fg ™

your feet feel too large for your  shoes,
but the air is bracing, and the views arg
charming—and there's nothing else o do
here but walk. S0 we read the war
news and then we walk and Come
home for luncheon: then we read the Wit
news and then we walk and Come
home for afternoon tea; ip the eVening_

for variety—we read the war news.

This is a beautiful hotel, but duller
than a cemetery. There is the usua)
mixture of nationalities, but even thoge
of the same race have little to say to
one another, and that little is usually
about the erratic actions of the barom-
eter in the corridor,—a good, safe sup

ject. One could engage in conversatiop
about a barometer with a spy without
any fatal results. But suspicion lurks

in the air and makes the social atmos
phere in the hotel very frosty. There
isn’t a thing to laugh at here. A joke
would die a sudden death. Joke| The
word has been out of use so long it is
almost obsolete. But I can extract
some humor from the doings of an old-
fashioned old German couple who are
staying here. The husband is an ex-
citable, fussy, red-faced, bald-headed lit-
tle man who is always fuming about
something. IHis wife is as placid as he
IS nervous. Iovery night immediately
after dinner the two of them toddle of
to the reoding-room to grab the latest
German newspapers before anyone else
has a chanre to get them. If they get
them first they keep them all the even-
ing. The o0ld gentleman, by virtue of
his divine right as head of the family,
always appropriates the latest edition,
and his wife is oblized to content hersell
with the one of the day before. They
always occupy the same two chairs on
the same spot in the reading-room.
When the old gentleman has gleaned all
the news he rises, puts his paper back
on the table, and looks at his wife. She
immediately, like a dutiful, well-trained
German frau, puts down her paper, rises,
and they go off together. He never by
any chance inquires if she is ready to
go, and she never says, ‘O, wait a min
ute till 1 finish this.”” or words to that
effect. No: She just meekly gets up
whenever he is ready to gO. This
pantomine occurs regularly every even
ing Sometimes somebody else gets the
Frankfort paper first, and then the old
gentleman gets redder and more peppery
than wusual, and, after the manner K_ﬂ
hushands — some husbands — vents his
wrath on his patient and long-suffering
wife.

One of the main objects of interest I
Locarno is the Pilgrimage Church of the
Madonna del Sasso (Madonna of the
Rock), which is perched on the summit
of a high, jagged crag which overlooks
the town. \ steep zigzag path of stone
steps leads up the face of the cliff to the
church. At intervals along the pathway
are placed the fourteen stations of the
representa-
crucifixion
vividly

Cross (‘mntuimng sru\[‘!m‘wl
tions of episodes of the
These groups are of burnt clay,

colored. The shrines are white, and aré
very conspicuous from a distance when
the sun is shining full upon them. OQE‘
wonders why a chapel was ever h“ilt"n
such an ihuk‘t'x-xxih]t* spot. Tradition
says that one beautiful starlight summer

night away back in the year 1480, 8
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pious monk of the Minorite
lLocarno was kneeling at his
when, happening to cast his

niost entrancing vision
a high, sharp crag which
from the mountain - side was
with a flood of golden light
over it, circled by shining
glory, appeared the Queen

in,
surrounded by a throng of ﬁd‘)]r ni
v 0
angels. The pious monk brooded
of this

and deeply over the significanceé
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