. lel Stood - 00!
irl.. 1 heard Matten
e |sing. But Carle, dquic
R F SO s e : ' acroks the table, whis,
: ngnonwadmzrwthe outlook?She ' kﬁ& at him
Well, itis not to be d iﬂiﬁn tteoand tossing !
Look yonder ncross the valleyhead de(ﬂﬂ'ed ‘No-Lwillai "L
where San Marco pilesu tu!:s nmk’ Carlo laughed, shaok headzm.o
and filae roofs against the pur-and cailed to the musicianz. Somel ¥'s statue gleamed:
pling hills. Such lights? ° ha moments later in.a urclingdoudf;ndlelwht, Th
charm! thhyouthan&lcv iness shiningiwith head bov
But, a thousand pardons. Sig-, 'about her,Concetta held us spell-itill th :

pell-i
norino had laid aside his work'bound with the grace und bemty ;
So";°f her dancing, ;
Then 1 shall rest awhile tﬂl the I looked at Matteo. BHis eye -
great heat be over and gone,  \were troubled, Perhapa he had a2
St L el fproime [t o
sUppose,to commman ] d., Ang
al%; __past. ‘ iat the quld be--Con-

of the lae};‘t inthat respect, Qurjbold,daring, masterful
wistful eyesare forever turnednaturally timid yet witha gres
toward the rueful gateway. passion tu. at his T

Cure! There is no cure. Only(3aW clearly how these three Jives}
thismorning Treceived a letter”eré on the brink of some e
from a famous singer, an artist, tanglement. m
whose voice thrills thoussnds; Onemorninga week later]: vml 1
who has riches, health, a worldjstanding over there. nnderthe‘
.t his feet — vet .who, in his- un- plum trees. when - Mx
Bappiness, asks thesamequestion. jrunning down - the
In gpite of the gifts that fortunejout
has preseed upon him,my Matteo
is pursued, toxmnedby memory.;-

No; there isno cure. --There
are onlfv ?ow ?f‘d! then.o blesfsed
gaps of forgetfulness.- One of us

ds an hour's respite in thisi "Amenca!

task: another inithat. Signorino,’ “N>,"” 1 exclaimed.
for instance,is writingaromance.| ‘It is true” he replicd; and af-
Then he is indeed favored. He ter a pause—“Itisa great blec~ ,
can retreat stwill to an idealising.’ " J
world. .| Ltoo,smiled,. S:gnormo-—xt”wu churd)

He thinks fsuch work futilesjso frank,so simple. And] said:- |came forw:

less. Ihave a- wise little

-book that- I 'keep always-near-atipelf;
hand. It was written by one of] He did not smile.
your own _countrymen,

where ther::m js the zimlwn 2

e wWorst miser is slexrned | gornesce her hia spiness b

g‘?‘,‘;"h“ willnot write." And itlo) 16 life were at s&e.’ :

alisht there knows I was amazed. He was so

o le,t.luudard isplucked, [sternly; - ="~ 7 77
%i 4 11 tyf-ttﬁgpow e “What do yﬂ mun?t;in b
enter ves of men and| ‘‘Hehastold her. no g Jbutipoin
women %o mhmately.so secretlylilies—Lies] He hastfilled )
But - Signorino will' forgive alwith'th
garrulous old music master that/fine clothes.. He has mada h
chattersaway such blessed hours. dissatisfied with her lot
Tha mood, perhaps. hasreturned Hamong us; -
nﬁl‘uf:h [ :wry! B}n 1 have nl)l tu;ll'b!e
no a A 0. - now £na inaway
‘ certainly, if the Slgno pjAnd h gnz%doif over fh"é’y Ky,
it. When Maiteo had zone, I s m PR
One Autumn (t!gy. ]t -or nine thlgkmg ovcuifln.l'P rde Ailnd ¥ .
ears 3g0,up in the public squirelsaid to_myself: *‘Per, pi “W
gre wgo holding . s?:me feaa%;va) right. But even 80 itis -not 'hooﬂi“ .evening they m
I forgot just what Signormo late. "’ f t'h
knows how comforting the broad] And then three or four months 3 Daine-
shadow is thatlies at afternoonjlater ~it .was a beantiful sight 5‘ m
on the west side wherethe innslthe hidden bu d straining toward|¥ ;}n sin ‘ wu W,n,“’_"
and ahoga are? Yes, itis alwniyu air and sunlight. I was glad for d verybody & ottagé?
pleasant, there, wh le both-of their sakes. ¥ felt certain Sundly hi mnut 3
acvoss the piazza our little churchia dawn was coriing when the mu.[*"5 A WeTe & f’ -
fairly bakes in the sunhght. tual stress would burst forth ins|, The general "m
1 walked among the merry-|to the old miracle of sweetness,/homeward LA
makers-listening to the langhter, jcolor and light. 1 thrilled at sigh
the music, the songs. And I said|of them—Concetta and Matteo-—
to myself: They are children to-|sitting together at evening on!Y
day; they are happy.” Then Ijthis ve nch locking over the
stood still. I saw a face. Oh, thejvalley. I knew that there shone/*
beautyof it! In the [gitl's ‘darklfor tbem somewhere in these
eyes sle })t the dreams and light aunsets the fairyland we all off
the South. They werejus glimpse but once, tolose -fors|- "
glonous. Under the dusk of herjever. All the romance that had mmet Gntrd
oval cheeks were the ebb andjever been written was beguiling! Wherens,~
of tich bl%od—i-lth them with hopes- andpmmim. Heayen
our rate. Herlips! y was the follow ing: =p ingjwisdon: |
pout and scorn an;i ¥
pleadmg, were ¢ when we  yere m h- '
words, She had
amzer amooth and softand :tnll

g(:)flg.c Ql'& 'imrwum

ﬁm about the clewest o
wa, S e was magniﬁeent.
Iwsas fl
Joars toon
woman's. eyas-How © W ¢ depth,
are when wesomuchneedtom!mm of it} .

Iin mredwhothe girl mxght-mﬂeupat :him. And he wouldmteo sBmtlm' )
Concetm  the oodmldlz”om I thought of manyijournal,
~CArver o8, ought of man, '
dm%fwer‘ Stephano mnmh'lrusong sbut nevg of the tru{'
Tall me; Signorino, ‘
At the same table sat Carlojpremonitions, rthese inexplieable
Volpini,s handsome fellow; _just lenunﬁof disasters; these dark]
returned from Amerien; so bold,/hints that fissh upon the soulin|
essive. His dark eyesthehigh tide of contentment—|
one ﬂu-o“gh and thmgh what 18 the truth of‘them? For
posite the girl sat Matteo, my|years they absent themselves|
favorite pupﬂ~—nmxd thoughcflt!a? and then, suddenly they areup-| . - oo
Carlo sta: dly at [the gﬂ on us.as fearsome realities. elfch Sunday after
Matteo looked at her onlyat 1 have only to close my eyes! Gm 8t L kax. i
intervals. Yet, once, when ¢ eu-and that fateful October morn- AL %
glances met, 1 saw him_blush./ing is before me. We were atS, 2t oieph , )
AndTknew the truth. Yes, in-[Mass Matteo’s voice rising high-IM. 28, St. Augusti X
, Signorino, she was worther and higher, filled the church'r 29, Behesding of St. Jo .‘\ng,,
sadmxratxon.lcould easily un-jwith wonderful musie. Heavenw 30. 8t Rose of Li
derstand howahe::lglhtshr aveniseemed very near. Just ahead ¢ Tl; ‘a1, S' Ravmond ?
in his thoughtful tremen-ime knelt Concetts. Toward the . aym ;
dous passion; how she mightlend of the service she becamelF. Sept. 1. St. Giles, Ab::
sweep by storm hu slmplehesrt restless, kept mrnmg and sluc S. 2.. St» Sm:hen, K. '



r~yy.fr-
musidans.Some.our
file:///4jiW

