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Signonno finds it difficult, 
suppose,to commroand his mood 
always. The past;, it-, intrudes, „ , ^ 
WeH, wearenomeof us masters ?«t3a.with, such ._,_.., 
of the heart in tbstf respect. QurMjd,daring, mtsterfulj Mjittoc 
wistful eyes are forever turned naturally timid yet with a great 
toward the rueful gateway, " * " *-*~ * * * 

Core! There is no cure. Only 
this morning I received a letter 
from a famous singer, an artist, 
whose voice thrills thousands; 
who has riches, health, a world 
at his feet— yet-who, in his ro>-
happine«s,ask8ihesaniequeetJon. 
In spite of the gifts that fortune 
haspreseed upon faim,ray Matteo 
Is pursued, tortured by memory. 

No; there is no cure. - Therejbead; 
are only now and then, blessed 
gaps of forgetfulness. Oneof us 
finds an hour's respite in this 
task; another intthat Signorino, 
for instance's writings romance. 
Then he is indeed favored. He 
can retreat at will to an ideal 
world. 

He thinks'such work futile 
thankless. I have a- wise little 
bookthatl keep always near at 
hand. It was written by one of 
your own countrymen. Some­
where therein is the sentence 
"The worst miser is the learned 
man that will not write." And it 
is so, A thought ia gained here 
alight there-who knows but 
that from the written pat 
principle, * standard is plucked. 
Whataresponaibillty-this power 
to enter the Uvea of men and 
women so intimately.so secretly! 

; "Her peace, her hapjplnesji,her 
.iwhole life were at stake." - t&el&Miet&oa^ « t e 

I was amazed, l e w u «[very »t I i l a J ^ S p ? S S u W 

•"^KlF „ -.. - wenttqithtlalti;**^,%; 
"What do you mean?" gdod^me and /-waa not 

, 'Behastold her. nothing fati^tt&lte.wM^<>*£«' 
. . J liesTlie*l He bastflkd her,mind and-*bey~eajdye# 

But Signorino will forgive a,with thoughts of riches, position, Gr" theday. Aiti 
garrulous old music muter thatlfine clothes. He has made hex der,thsb«Htifulsh«^trsai, 
chatteraaway such blessed hour*, dissatisfied with her lot he^^their; «#•§#!.|«^SfcaV 
The.mood,perhapsifhas returned? among ns.~ He his aet''1ier^tojrriel 
Eh, Matteo's story! But 1 have dream impossible things,r But contents of thefc baaWts it 
noskfll at that, sort jrf thing.- nowi^tthej||iwa«rpetti|«v^!l-|*^ 
Why/certainly, if theSigiwrinoAhdliegs^bfrW^mni^:gaiety? 
with it When Matteo had gone, I •atHpTJL •„ 

One Autumn day.eight or nine thinking over his wows. And Sfi?^?5* ***;̂ *l* ?*1 yearsfgo,up in the publicwjuarelsaid to 'myself: 'Terhapa" he f s l j f * 1 ^ ? ^ ^ ? * ' 
we were holding .some festival; right. But even so ~ ~ ~* 
I forgot just what Signorino late." 
knows how comforting the broad And then three 
shadow is that lies at afternoon later -it .was a 
on the west side where the inns the hidden bu d 
and shops are? Yea. it is always air and sunlight * was gnu roru- «.,_Az„ mz^ v « w ^ n^iK 
cool and pleasant there, whllelbotb of theiraake« ! l felt(5eriam^^rcr!w5S?rf!^^" 
across the piazza our little church a dawn was coming when the mu- "n d*u **** ¥ f Pi* fM«PM»o> merry- to the old miracle of sweetness, ho ia?**$ it^tyy$&f3%&& 

passion tugging at his heart J 
saw clearly how these three live? 
were on the brink of some'en- "Itiatrue, 
tanglement , bimra1»the*ui?^tiiif 

Onemorning a week later I was andfook, wjtfcj&*i 
standing over themunderthe -Jmw/mtiLii -'* 
plum..toei- when - ;Ma«eo- %SJS« that? 
rumungdown^* v^^m W\o^^^^^M$ 

Have youjeard fte n e w a ? ^ ^ ^ 6 n c e M ^ 
I looked arhim and shook my kftowj" 

Carlos has, gone; he .is.\agup5n.pe.anaa»jnstijs,!y. 
again to America!" "Art yw cer^n ^«t3ifcTifti 

"Na," I exclaimed. Carlo?" I " " ^ 

theAuditorii 

"It is true" he replied; and.af- And Mattaoaild ^hat (Sfn<oJja4... 
ter a pause- "It is a great bles-sworn it. Juit t*«ft C^nĉ t̂ w. 
«ng. came dowh îh«!-stii!ii5?ol * 

I,too,smiled. Signorino^itwas chur^, JBbe.pii^sd^a: 
so frank,so simple. And I said:- vune forward, -ahd-aaid 
. "Soyoahive the field toyour, i * ^ ^ * * ^ ^ ^ ^ Belfv-tiow^**'"-"•̂ •̂ v̂ -.-.-i'.'-T-me ho^r^,.Ana]_toi«mi 
He did not smfle. He looked at ^ ^ S ^ S ^ 

me very steadily for- a moment* ^ -vM&t$^**$*&Wh-i. 
and answered: . . . - .,,.••••.>,-.-„. •>•• --• <-,.'-*-%-iJ*s" 

, -̂ ^̂ - -.. 

it is not too^16 ftVe'lln'^>,y100' picnic grounds to the 

tual stress would burst forth in-f airly bakes in the sunlight 
I talked among the nit..,, „ - - ——w -. -™«« .*—»• -__ . , - v - t * , 

makers-iisteningtothetanghter. colorand%ht. VfflDmx sight ^^tJ^SS^FiS^£Zmm**MMWW*; 
the music, the songs. And I said of them-Concetta and Matteo- time- 3 * * • c g M « t t ** r % ••JgWW 4 ^ S * j 2 * ™ , W * 
to myself: They are children to- sitting together at evening on f f * i& j L ' " © © 5 ! ^ W ^ i i i S 2 S S ? ^ : 

day; they are happy." Then I this very bench looking over the J ° t o C6t^v l»atmk Kaviinaafb g i W W f 
stood still. I saw a face. Oh, the valley. I knew that there shone »»» TunMMoBey* :\,-':<:W,KtW*Jg&~& 
beauty of it! In the girl's dark for them somewhere in these TM •irSu5!SS:l»r'-*-v l ^ J -
eyes slept the dreams and light- sunsets the fairyland we all of i N MteMUKiAM, 
nings of the South. They were us glimpse but once, to lose for- - ResolutwM adopted by ^tba 
glorious. Under the dusk of her ever. All the romance that had Emmet Guards, 
oval cheeks were the ebb and ever been written was beguiling Wheretav It 
iow of rich warm blood—the them witli hope- smdpwmiii«»\ Haavenly W t h ^ 
^SM^FZ^B?^ I t w M ^e following spring*&*«*•> . wgova front oorf 
$*&?&£^^rLJ£n*h** wewera m u c n o g S " J ^ i ^ J w * ^ * ^ ^ - " ^ 
S S S ^ W ^ # S ^ u ? 3 r t t h l t J hoti«»dachangein Matteo, : Reaolrad; That we sincarel/K: 
SSSi iSSrfhd,t,f L « ? l ^ ° y Sometimes in flit height ofIk condofe^th the f a i ^ ™ ^ ^ ^ 
*EZL§5&&%£™£%2?*&to<t*aai*Bto swepWer Jum,©»with ^Briatian , Resigr, 
glenouslyalxmt the cleareat of ̂ ^ occwionahewould turn tobaar the loss wlifchaa all wmm^;^^^^ %t& 

Concettawitb inexpressibly sad Pro vidence hat inflicted upon ftjpJH&iMS brows. She was magnificent. 
I was flung back twem -̂fivejeVefcaie would ca¥bM by" name, thetti 

X~!ttJ^iZ*eVLhv&MJZlW*Tm&.m B*a^e4Tnata»aa«»ai)tati«s«£3-^0,, 
S^SZJStJ^ ^ ^ f t ? , ^ "*»Nfflr» the beinscriW in the minuteiofow S f f i a * ! 
iresomuchiieeatoaeelintenartyofit] And she would meeting and a copy thereof be SMJ* 1 " 

I mjguired whoOie girl might tmile up at :him. And he would «^tloM»Bioth«*Patei<*B^My g j 
be. "That? Oh, that would beibe himielf again. 
Concetta. the wood^arver's Oh, yes, I 
daughter; Stephano tBrigantf* reasons; Jbut'never of the trua 
c™10- one. TeUmej Signorino, theae 

At the same table sat Carlo Premonitions, rthese inexplicable 
Volpini.a handsome fellow; just ff°«nf> of disasters; these dark 
retorned from America; so hold, w»te that flash upon the soul in 
so aggressive. His dark eyes the high tide of contentment-

lone through and through, what ls^the truth of '.thenaf For 
j>posite the girl sat Matteo, my y«*» they absent themselves 

favorite pupa-timid,thoughtful. «>d thettj, soddeiay they are up 
S r t f c f T C l ^ atftte gfrlonusasfeaiaomereaHties, [Twelfth Sunday after Pentaewtterenlt' 
Matteo looked at her only at loflg I have only to close my eyes « * »». * t. ••-••••«• *r"'" gjf*B 

intervals. Yet once, when their and that fateful October mora- "0»PeriSt. uaa»x.!i9^^J^ 
glances met, I saw him blush, ing is before me. We were at S. 27. St Joseph CalasanctusTC 
And I knew the truth. Yes, in-Mass. Matteo's voice rismg high-M. 28. Si. Augustiue^^ 
deed, S^orino, she was worth er and higher, filled ihe church T.29.Behea^iiigof SfcildM|iBJaMaab*t 
Ws admiration. I could easily un- with wonderful music Heaven w M T f l f ^ « ^ I f ^ S &***•. 
derstand howshemightstir even seemed very near. Just ahead of J!' t , ^ V ^ ™ ^ i S S . L » « * 
in his thoughtful soul a tremen- me knelt Concetta. Toward the lh*8 1* s*^ B*5?10fl« wmwat, 
dous passion; how she might end of the service she became F. Sept, 1. S t GUes, JUt. 
sweep by storm his simple heart, restless, kept turning andglanc-S. %8k S t e p h e a , ^ ^ 

Scbfl 

*Tf«S 

^rSf££.w^V*Mr 

„ . — _ _ _ ^ e 
.Whilel stood looking at theaB^behiiidher. Iwaa,™!*^, 

fgirl. 1 heard Mattej) aak her toS&l «aw mher eyes; fyTkM 
smg. But Carlo, quickly leaning dome hunter «aan»% âo% 

-Tr"" - \ - L ., , . 1 ? ^ * * £ S ® 1 ? ^ W P * ^ t o b e r ^ i j r r s a w H ^ gri |rth*- i (W 3 v 
~ Signonno~admirestheoutiook?,Sfae looked at him a nwmenfcthafc waa in froht of her and 
Well, jtis not to be despised ta at Matteo and toesipg. h^rlginVer.WhettFtther^fehlathW " 
Look yonder across the valley.heaa declared: *No-Iwilismg. ^ v e n the blessing ahe jftansand? , - ,..„-.,.,...., ,--
where San Marco piles up its nmjt Carlo laughed, shook hia headanovad-awiftiy-foswaKl to *h«)te]ft1l^iJ«C^Hiv<p1|>Buto^^ aal^har ajayaeejWpanistTfpr*! 
and lilac roofs against the pur- and called to the musidans.Some.our lady's statue gleamed in tbejfieid oipjeawunblft soelaHlity « i ^^P* P»»granl 
phng hills Such lights! What moment* later m a circling cloudicandle light, there on he? knees exhJfouatiag fporta and whoW1 

eiarml with yputh and lovelmess shininglwith head howed̂  ah* remained fcMn*amua«!nenh ̂ efcth* asaam- r t l „ A«t T l _ — » J 
But, a thousand pardons Sig-'about her,Concetta held us spell- till the lights bad been snuffed Wy loves t» pause from tiqw toM*** vC aJWimMP 

nonno had laid aside his work hound with the grace and beauty ajud the people gone, A towch.on time to suaisendaH otl»«r»engaa> 
and I had meant only to- So?,of her dancing. jmy shoulder caused: metostiu^B»ettts wh^»he,withftimeaeBa« 
Then I shall rest awhile till the,1 I looked at Matteo. His eye«{P<^tJy;J iamH^ around^ Jajw a jiwt sad 
great heat be over and gone. were troubled. Perhaps he had a J 1 * ^ H» *«e waa jpale* Be proper trihott to th« memcfy • & - , » » ' - . - u ^ ^ 

Ijpresentment. I was very ffl|1<a,b^oneiIme:tofeUowhi».CiJtsharli<^da«^ UCJJ^ in mMMf 
I puzzled. And I fell to wondering gde in thepiawa heaakedhus- Tbm)mk two *eaka at QW * W*»» 
,wfatfihe«tJWB^f«dW»Et*^ . . . 
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The generai:«*preaa '̂::oa; the fefel^^w^1 

»ld airandtraat they will be e n a b k d . ^ ^ ^ J i T ^ A ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ S ^ ^ ^ ' l 

« ^ l ^ ^ * e d ^ n ^ ^ 
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