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they do gniaw," as described with sueli dreadful vividness by the
burning pen of Dante.-

Not amnong the "giants"' of the tirne, but one of its tendei'est and
most loving spirits, is the "'Angelie Brother," whose lovely freseoes
of saints and axigels and Madonnas sti11 adorn these celis '.and
corridors. Hie could flot preacli, but lie could paint sueh beatifie
visions as fill our eycs with tears to-day. He 1,neyer touehed his
brush tili lie had steeped his inmost soul in prayer." Overcome
with emotion, the tears often streanied down his face as lie painted
the seven soÉrows of Mary, or the raptiires of the saved. lie
would take no xnoney for his work: it was' its own exceeding
great reivard. When offered the arehbishoprie of Florence, lie
humbly deelîned, and recommended for that dignity a brother
monk. Hie died at Rome whulile sitting at lis easel-cauglit away
to behold wvit1î open face thxe beatifie vision on whieh his inner
siglit so long hiad dwelt. The hioly faces of his angels stili haunt
our mernory with a spell of power.

Here, also, are the celis in whiehi Cosmo I., a-weary- of the world,
retired to die, and that in whvich Pope Eugenc slept four centuries
ago. In the laboratory of the monastery are stili prepared the
drugs and medicines for which it va.s famous, whien ail ehemical
knowledge w'as confined to the monkislh brotherhood.

In the Chureh of San Lorenzo are the tombs of the Mediciani
princes, on -which have been lavishied. £1,000,000. Here are the
masterpieces of Angelo, his Night and Day, whieh age after age
keep their solernn watdh in the ehaxuber of the dead.

With tlue fortress-like Palazzo del Podesta, creeted A.D. 1250,
rnany tragie memories are Iinked. I stood in the ehamber,
originally a ehapel, but for centuries a glooiny prison, in whieh
the vietirns of tyranny languishied and died; and saw the spot in
the courtyard below where one of the grea.test of the doges of
Florence fell beneath the headsman's axe. It is now' converted.
into a national museurn, filled withi treasures of art and historie
relies. I was greatly irnpressed -%vith. a bronze figure of Mereury,
cnew lighted on a heaven-kîssing hili! " Its CieriaI grace and

lightness wvas exquisite. Very different -%as the effeet of a won-
derfully realistie, representation of the appallîng scenes of the
plague, as deseribed in l3oeeaceio's ccDecanxeron." In looking at
i4, one could almost smell the foulness of the charnel house. Here
also are the very telescopes and instruments of Galilco, and the
crutehies that supported the tottering steps of Michael Angelo, in
bis eighty-ninth. year.

394


