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By night Kevin
would sit together
of the a

Honeywood
the summit
the moon-

and
on
mphitheatre in
light, a their talk was of the
great pq and exile whose foot-
prints are all over Verona.

Said Kevin, “If we could call
spirit of Dante to our
there would be no mor
than this Imagine
vision rising from
almost fathomless pit of shadow
into these upper rings of light,
with a gleam from paradise on the
strange, strong brow—all harsh
lines of pain and bitterness
smoothed away for ever.”’

“You feel sure it would be a
glorified n 7"’ said Honeywood.

“l do. I feel sure that he has
long since passed through that fire
he descril which pains and
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“In all that I have read
lately,”” said Honey od,
struck me so foreibly as his
tion of the shoek of Inwar
by which the soul in the Purgatorio
became suddenly aware that it was
thoroughly pure and fit for the
presence of God. Enough had been
suffered, the trial was ended, and
the last soil of sin having vanished,
had left the spirit free to perceive
its own perfection and the imme-
diate happiness awaiting it—with-
out voice from above or below to
convey the blessed news.”

“It is believed,’’ continued Honey-
wood, ‘‘that the of this
amphitheatre, seen as we see it now
in the moonlight, suggested )
Dante the plan of the Inferno, wi
its ever-narrowing and descending
rings : light cireling round the top,
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“Then you think Can Grande
not a real friend ?”’ said Kevin.

“Truly his friend, but
tinos were a savage race; and when
the Great Dog barked, doubtless,
Dante writhed in his dependence. 1
am glad to find, however, that there
is one writer of modern days
(Ampére) whe refuses to believe in
the cruel play upon the word ‘scala’
in the sad line

of bittern
and the rude
and whose
may have
scaling the
plunged into
Inferno, there fc
of this
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was
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‘“ ‘Thou shalt by trial know what
bitter fare

Is bread of others;
how hard

That leadeth up and down another’s

stair

and the way

Doubtless, Dante, in his
wanderings, hurled down from his
high place, separated from ‘each
beloved thing,” banished under pain
of a fiery death from his adored
Florence, feund the bread he ate |
bitter, and the road he travelled
hard. The way ever up and down |
another’s stair must be at times a |
sad pilgrimage even to the meekest
feet, and Dante was not meek ; but
I for one am glad to agree with the
thoughtful and eloquent writer who
denies that a great soul could |
revenge itself on a benefactor by
means of the stiletto, and plant a
covert sting in the hand that had
shielded him.”

“How these two cities, Florence
and Verona, are bound to the name
of Dante,”’ said Kevin. ‘‘Forence
was the one beloved by him, and
yet it seems to me that the mark of
his presence is more impressed apon
Verona.”

‘I feel with you. Florence had
him in his youth, in the days of his
love-dream ; the mystical atmo-
sphere of the Vita Nuova surrounds
him there. She also possessed him
in the days of his political life, in
the hours of his triumph and power.
But the Dante we best know, the

weary

| pointed heart

| the

| all the time.

sad, strong face, seamed with suf-
fering and crowned with laurel,
haunts Verona, and is more visible
here than anywhere else in the |
world. This is the spot that knew
him in the zenith of his great fame,
when Florence ecruelly
him. Had he remained in his high
place in Florence, who can say
whether the Divina Commedia
would ever had been written 7"’
“Was it not begun before

e Mh- : g4
‘Begun, but tossed aside in the
storm of active political life. Five
years of turmoil in banishment had
passed when his nephew found in an
old family receptacle a scroll of
gome few cantos, the beginning of
the Divine Comedy, and sent it to

his

: | Along
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|
1l the poet “
pasgionate, disap-
go torn by worldly
strife, and, as if called by Heaven,
he threw himself into the tagk and
accomplished the real work of his |
life.

“Are we not
the Inferno among
Lunigiana, at the
Jaron Malaspina 7"’

‘““‘He may have written part of it,
have finished it there ; but I beli
that the plan of it was conceived in
Verona. The hills had their share
in supplying the scenery, I dare say.
Take this moon-gilded amphitheatre
and lose it in some strange, I
hollow wilderness of Nature,
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Said Kevin : “Long before
heard of Dante, when 1
almost unlettered boy on
mountain side, I knew by
strange tale of the
St. Brendan, a saint of
holyman of Yrlonde,” who sailed in

arch of an island peopled by the
gouls the blessed, and who met
with strange adventur upon
islands of Purgatory and islands of
the damned Many a time I lay in
the heatherslooking earnestly along
the sea-line for a glimpse of Hy-
Brasil, the Island of the Blessed
which our people believe some-
times visible for moment in the
evening light. I was also familiar
with the stories from St. Patrick’s
P urgatory, having learned them of
coursé in the Irish language. All
those Irish visions, beautiful, poetie,
and sublime as they are, as well as
those of other countries on the same
supernatural theme were doubtless,
well known to Dante from his child-
hood. What his genius had to do
was to build up a perfect and
splendid arch, which should span
time, out of the exquisite rain-
bow fragments that were fl
round his head.”

“What strikes me as ver;
' said Honeywood
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can root
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eligion hold
ur souls. But
Patrick was a saint
a mighty poet,
legend of what St. Patrick saw was
of an earlier age and had been
accepted as truth by simple and un-
questioning Christians. At this
present day God alone could tell us
how much foundation of truth was
at the bottom of the tale, or from
what mysterious source came the
first of those poetic rumors which
later went to build up our Dante’s
fame.”’

“What sort of
rick’s Purgatory now ?

‘At present few bare white-
washed buildings stand on an island,
one of which 2 humble church,
rest are lodgings, the most
barren species of lodgings, for
visitors. The pilgrims ‘bring their
fast with them,” as the poor say, |
and a very scanty measure of bread
and water is all they taste while |
they stay. Their sleeping place
the bare rock, but some keep vigil
A very few pence will
defray the expenses of the pilgrim-
age. No one lives on the island,
except during the period of the
pilgrimage, which is performed
once a year,”

‘This island in its lonely lake, is
it surrounded with beautiful
scenery 7"’ asked Honeywood.

““The lake is set in the midst of a
wilderness of heather, locked among
dreary, moorland hills. The rugged |
forlorn landscape, such as it is,
seems to me to suit the strange
history that hangs around it.”

‘‘And the people go, you yourself
have gone, a child, to fast and pray
in this desert region, painfully, be-
cause your saint may have seen |
yisions on the spot.”

‘“‘Because they feel themselves
there in the track of holy feet, and
think they breathe an atmosphere |
that draws them nearer to God.”
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CHAPTER XXX
HIGH REGIONS

Herr Harfenspieler could not rest
in his bed, nor sleep the sleep of the
just. At daylight of the summer
morning he arose, and, taking his|
violin, went to soothe his soul with
music in the solitude of the woods.
the rose-wreathed terrace
walk was a little glade, a well of
deep green shadow, dim and solemn
as a sanctuary, and here throwing |
himself on a mossy trunk, he poured
out floods of mournful music on the
air. After a time the signora,
taking her morning walk, floating
along the terrace like a streak of
grey mist, with her silver ringlets
and colorless dress, heard his
strains and found her way to the
spot whence Lhoy came.

“Maestru' she cried, clasping
her hands, ‘‘“how is it all to end ?”’

| all

| turned to the door.

| said.

| would

| breakfast,” :
| spin, looking after his nephew with

| us

| enough.

THE CATHOLI

“\\I-H,’ said the Hmf:-wpn-.«-r,
“Kevin has proved a friend after
Our Fanchea will not leave u
to marry Captain Rupert.”

“But if we should meet
Kevin 7"’

“Signora, you do
understand our pupil. She
ideal mind that is always seeking
fix ye on something nobler
gret than itself, than ‘the
ordinary run of mortals. Life will
torture her with disappointments ;
after another her idols will cast
themselves down before her eyes,
As soon as she meets this Kevin,
who has till now been her ideal,
because unseen and unknown, she
will begin to perceive flaws in him
which now she could not believe to
Her imagination
over his head and fix itself
wble abstract being ; and
be with her, till through
and in all humility she will ¢
acknowledge that such ideal
ngs are not to be satisfiec
and she will eagerly f

f musie, which
issuage the sorrows goul
expressing vearnings after the
unseen 3ehold the narrow and
painful track which our Fanchea’'s
feet | got to travel through
life. therefore she will not
fail us ; tomorrow ghe will be with
us Illl
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‘A8 soon
start. Let
spin and talk about it.

Lord Wilderspin was in tle
library when the musicians appeared
yefore him.

“Yes, it is a beautiful morning,”
said the professor ; ‘“‘but we have
come to speak about our pupil.
Take her to Italy at once, my lord,
and she will be ready to make her
début in a few weeks hence.”

‘“ Are you not aware, sir, that |

» other views for MM young
lady 7" said the old nobleman, get-
ting very red and angry.

*She will not carry out those
views. Let us go back to our orig-
inal intentions regarding her
““Here comes the persor
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ng pal
here, Fan,”
Kindly, *““and d ok

red. We are not }var r
make away with Kevin. Now tell
me frankly, my little girl, whether
you will be my nephew’s wife, mis-
tress and lady of Wilderspin, with
all the happiness a husband and
father can provide for you ; or will
you (with a sudden fierce change of
manner) go with this pair of musi-
cal owls, to sing on the stage and
make a show of yourself the
world 7"’

‘Lord Wilderspin,” said Fan,
trembling a little, * you have
brought me up and trained me for a
particular purpose. I wish to ful-
fil that purpose

The signora and the Harfenspieler
advanced, and each seized one of her
hands. She broke from them and
followed Captain Rupert who had

sca

to

““Do not be vexed with me,”” she

“

of
a

satisfied with me.
Vilderspin 1

As the lady
should have been

| troublesome failure.”

* | was willing to take the risk,”
said Rupert, and looked as if he
say something more ; but,
instead, dropped her hand and
the room abruptly.

“Off to London without his
growled Lord Wilder-

an amount of sympathy which he
had never before felt
younger man—a

of thorough good feeling between
the two men for the remainder of
their lives. Thus much good had
Fan’s little inyvoluntary mischief-
making brought in its train.

‘“ A nice dance you have led us,
you minx,”’ grumbled his lordship,
scowling at the girl, who stood with
pale cheeks and two great tears in

which her lover had gone. ‘‘ Serve
right for being such fools
Never will I think to understand a
girl again. Now, run away, you
impertinent monkey, and pack your
trunks for Italy.”

‘In a very short time after this
the signora, Herr Harfenspieler,
and Fan were on their way to Milan,
where Lord Wilderspin was to join

| them a few weeks later.

Seated between her two trium-
phant instructors, Fan, in the begin-
ning of the journey, was sad
She was leaving the good
home that had sheltered her for
years, having grieved and disap-
pointed each one of the kind friends
who had cherished her. True, she
had enjoyed the supreme pleasure
of hearing news of Kevin and of
seeing her benefactors forced to
acknowledge that he was as worthy,
as noble as she had ever believed
him to be. But with this had come
no certainty that he remembered
her or was seeking for her. And

You never could have been |

| ing glory
t | appalling shadow

fnr th{“
sympathy which |
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| understand

| her
her eyes gazing at the door through |
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he had no clue to his whereabouts,
no means of reaching him, or recall
ing the fact of her existence to his
mind,

As they proceeded on their beau-
tiful way, however, she gradually
awakened from her dull, uninter-
ested state of disappointment to the
conscio of new life; the
strange world of the Alps excited
and amazed her Even at its v
entrance, her heart began to
fast, valley after valley
traversed, and still higher
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Higher and yet higher they kept
wending. Every half-hour brought
them into a new and cooler region.
The sunset 1 in glory, the
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rosy light, and a deeper purple was |
foldled among their branche
golden veils of cloud hovered rour
the amethyst peaks, and the blind-
from ove cast more
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below.

TO BE CONTINUED

AGNES

By Leo Wremzel Missi

“Jam getting tired of this,”” mused
Mr. Reynolds to himself. *‘ I don’t
how the Church can
assume the authority to put limits
around a man’s free will. She is
unreasonable with her authority—
narrow-minded ! She tells me that
I must not reason; that she will
reason for me, and that I must take
conclusion Gospel truth.
Absurd ! What guide have I other
than reason ? I'm stupid if I accept
her authority without reason. I
can’t stand this any longer,” he
said, walking across the room to
the window, to ease his scrupulous
conscience. ‘‘‘But what am I to
do? Accept and be pinned down
to a life of mediocrity, or give it
up and make something of myself ?

Such questions as these had been
running through the mind of Mr.
Reynolds for some time, and on this |
Sunday morning, asihe sat in his
comfortable chair smoking a good
cigar and reading occasionally a
few lines fron his daily paper, the
gituation seemed be more ex-
asperating than ever before.

Mr. Reynolds, was the junior
partner of the law firm, Moore &
Reynolds, a Catholic and the only
Catholic lawyer in town. He was
a young man, and had had only six
years of law experience. He was
very determined by nature, and
quick to seize every opportunity.
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last night, and don’t feel much li
2 Hin" read) You and Agnes run
and don’t worry about me.”
* Of course, you are going to get
ready and along ; you. know
Agnes will feel awfully hurt if you
are not present for her Holy
Communion,” said young wife,
pleading earnestly with him, for
she began to fear that he intended
to remain away from Mass

‘*Oh, go on Maggie, 1 guess
makes little difference to '\).,I\tx
whether 1 am there or not. You
had better run on and get yourself
and her ready. I am too tired to
go to church this morning, besides
I promised to meet a friend here
at 10 o’clock to figure in a big deal,
makes it impossible for me
I’'m not going to church

on,
come

first

his
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to go.

Mrs. Re \I]ull\
the room

clouded ; ghe
speechless, for she
heard her husband talk
this way before, and in a matter so
| important. She had been marrie od
to Reynolds nine years, and this was
the first time that he had acted
so strangely. Sh(- went to her room |
where Agnes was waiting to be
dressed, and took the child in her |
arms and whispered tenderly,
“ Daddy says he isn’t going to|
church with us this morning ; he’s
too busy. But we must not be
angry at him, Agnes; we must pray
hard for him, and you must offer
your first Holy Communion that he
will not miss Mass any more.”

‘ Mother, let me go and ask him, |
I think he will go,” said the child |
comfortingly. She had neverfeared
to ask him anything, she ran
from her mother’'s arms toward the
shaded little sitting-room where her |
father sat staring with a vacant
look into the pages of a ragged-
edged book.

“Isn’t mother getting you
ready 7"’ said Mr. Reynolds harshly
to the child who had stopped timidly
in the doorway, afraid to speak.

It was a queer feeling that crossed
the mind of the child; she felt
afraid of her good father the first
time of her life. She ran back to
her without having said a word to
him.

““ Mother,”” she said, all out of
breath, ‘‘1 couldn’t ask him; I|
never saw him look that way before.
Do you think he is angry at us,
mother ?”’

“ Well, 'don’t ery,”’ said Mrs.
lwvnnldq drawing the child close
to her, ‘‘ he isn’t angy at you, he
)uq( doesn’t want to go to church
this morning. He'll be all ‘right
after a while.”

This little break in the family
left each ill at ease. Mrs. Reynolds
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church that morning.

““But I wish, mother,”” Agnes s
several times, ‘* that he would
there to me make my
Communion.”’

*“ But don’t WOrry
Reynolds said \HI\\H!IIL\\
remember what I s and whe
you receive our Blessed Lord
morning for the first time, tell Him,
that ninrhly \iill not come to church,
and gond God to give him
Mass here-
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When Mrs. Reynolds
Mr. 1:«‘.\'1\\1111\
back in his chair and
fortably. *‘ Well, I'm glad that
was no worse than it was,”’
to himself ; ** she could have made
a lot of trouble forme. Guess I am
going tnmngh with this all right
after all.” And he enjoyed think-
ing of the courage that he had dis-
played in breaking away from that
Sunday morning habit of going to
Mass. This had puzzled him. He
had wondered how to begin, and
now that the breach had been made,
and very successfully, he

easily.

‘ Some ]n-np\»' may not like this,’
“but why should I care?
John doesn’t stand respon-
gible for my future; he doesn’t feed
my baby, nor does it make any
difference to him whether 1 ever
amount to anything or not. Why'
He's all right
in his way, but I don’t need him
and he doesn’t need me. Some of
my Catholic friends may not like
my mtmn but I can’t stop for that.
They don’t buy my food and cloth-
ing. I must become a Mason or
leave my law office ; that’s settled !
Let my wife say whm gshe will ;
I know she doesn’t like it, and I
didn’t e xpvct her to like it, but she
will get over that all right, when
she understands that I am running
this little place. She can go on
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Open Day and Night
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Hennessey

Than a Drug Sto:e"

CUT FLOWERS
CANDIES

we deliver

LOUIS SANDY

“Something More

PERFUMES

Order by Phone
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SPECIALLY PRODUCED FOR
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BLACK, WHITE, AND COLOURED
SERGES and CLOTHS, VEILINGE
CASHMERES, ETC.

Stocked ln a large variety 0! wldth- and gualithes
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LOUIS SANDY

Gordon Mille, STAFFORD,
Telegrams — Lunisandi, Stafferd,
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