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that goes around the building within and without, and feit to the
full the speli of this old historie ehurch. We neyer heard more
impassioned preaching than from a very hornely and very rcd-
headeci friar in its ancient puipit.

At twilighit, in 'St. Marks, the scene -%as v'ery imipressive.
The swveet-voiced. organ fillecl the shado-wy vaults -%vith music.
The tapers gleamed on the higli altar, reflected by the porphyry
and marbie columns. A throng of worshippers knelt upon the
floor and softly chanted the responses to the choir. And at that
sunset hour the fishermen on the lagunes, the sailor on the sea,
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the peasant on the shore, the maiden at lier book, the mother by
her babe> pause as they list to the vesper-beli and whisper the
angel's salutation to the blessed among women.

in the piazza rises, to the height of over three hundred feet,
the isolated square campanile of St. Mark, from which. we enjoyed
a mzgnificent sunset view of the city, the lagunes, the curving
shore of the Adriatie, and the distant Tyroiese and Julian Alps.
A tourist, with an artist's eye and poet's pen, thus deseribes the
beauty of the scene:

IlThe burning sunset turns ail the sky to opal, ail the churches to peari,
ail the sca to crimson and gold. The distant inountains glow like Unes of
lapis lazuli washed with gold ; the islands are bowers of greenery, springing
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