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rich | An extraordinary Gothic pile of the
| richest beauty, crusted over with
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‘fmmug.- of tvmu worn

tombs of the Scaligeri
present an entirely unique appear-

startling and enchanting to
beauty:loving e
another the rich piles of stone work
soar into the azure air | i
, along with an ancient church,
onely and deserted graveyard.

ringing mu,u;m-, flashing colours;

oleanders, the
quaint umbrellas, and the animated
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marble sanctuary-column,
Honeywood and H

ling over the greater

been spent by Mr.
Kevin in travel

, and a barbaric splendor that

looking down,
takes away one’s breath.

banks of which they had thoroughly

“u\\ you ever been h!lt

gisters ul lhv I]vmi in 'numun slmpw
who took you out of
you lurking behind their

Passing down the mere. soldier of fortune, elected by
glitters against

Alpine wall of purple He was called by a strange

\\‘i]l you come forward presently,
in bad Italian to buy Ladder ; and where-
ever he went he i i
ordinary ladder,
always reminds me of the
Jack and the Beanstalk.
it on to his descendants along with

and a strange which by the way,

little girl, with blue
; but with a sigh shook off

, hardly distinguishing
brown-cheeked
tees in their wild head-dresses and
the weird bronze
that stood as if engaged in
some solemn ceremony.
“These in the mi

and the ladder repeated all
Mastiffs support
each sarcophagus, and the ladder is

comparatively :
everywhere ; as indeed it is every-

npty, and Kevin leaned

: q " ‘What a curious startling design
» gtanding around a tomb. 4

‘ Below the solemn sepul-
here to witness I

burial, and had
forgotten to go T

the dark hollow of its Gothic arch;
soaring pinnacle bearing
a proud horse and rider aloft in the

sharp contrast

common-place ]
vho are so accustomed to | pierces the clouds and once
stop to wonder at
Thrilling with excitement,
gazed on the rows of frowning and
sculptured windows.

fronted by restless
not lie in death ;
the bonds of the t
ate arrogantly
bowed at their feet

spirits that will

. ,
a \n \h mee tlng and having broken

Wnlpulg'< - nacht,’
* Fancy thN «hm('h in (hv des ul of
moon glimmering
thruu;:h Ihu V\l]]lin\o\\ and all these
standing gazing

Dante’s strong, sad face come ¢
> )fwvlli«‘ll blue of "’ said “"“".\'“""'i- &

“You ‘h.ul\ they take hands and | the morning sky ? He was happier
skip over the tombs and

other through the aisles

get unearthed, is wall

» i8 said to have
brother whose
t

story grounded

‘.\.-xu!. rl'ul ('ii)’ 4
els and !. adgear -
have fallen to my share ¢ : p I
, hav ] rase which fell on
stripped even |} j ‘

drawing the par:

amphitheatre,

'y drove through the

: 3 . : anding while the
furnished a royal torch-light ; by it ding while the

extraordinary

of flame and vanish; the black pile of

the amphitheatre; vh‘iszhtmrlmml of these

the lofty towers;
fatality this graveyard round their

their shutters and balconies, :
: base is now set apurl fv-r thv burisl

streaks of shadow
about their base, | He marked the paradis-
with grandeur i
The great courtyard

nmnul nnd made
an evil thing of the entire place,
attracting the wicked to its centre.”

“_l feel your idea deeply,”

lie had wrought
| mountains, the rushing Adige with
i i the rude, grand,

overhead with |
intense purple, ti
lightning discovered the airy

| sounds from below caused him
look down, and see that some vulgar
show was going on in the
| the amphitheatre.
erected and gipsies were holding an
entertainment for
some straggling spectators; a girl
with floating hair was dancing and
singing, and shaking a tambourine.
from her fresh voung
voice rang up to where he sat ;
he could not see her face.

shrines of death!”

clumps of flowering plants,
and all the tiled intricacies
roofs and chimneys,
windows with their fantastic hoods

A tent had been

and the upper

| resting-place of Cangrande,”

marks of him wherever you go in

Who can tell the delights of a
through Verona ?7—the
rare old medimval city,
in its antiquity,
so hacked at and notched by time ;
set like a jewel among blue hills

this sovereign race.
forras the entrance #to the church
i See, the door opens within
the columns that i

| beheld the scene that was so often
present to his thoughts;

gpires hanging so high in the bright
air, that one almost reels to look up
at them ; with its gigantic Roman |
its sumptuous |
its Gothie foun-

possession of Fanchea.

The people gave
back, as the pale-faced gentleman
advanced within the ring, with his
eyes fixed upon the graceful little
figure of the dancer.
he was going to give her money.

sleeping lord, who evenin his death-

tombs and palaces,

r } His shield is decorated with
tains n_nd faded frescoed dwellings,

the famous ladder, and the mastiff’s
| head crests his helmet.

Kevin wakened in the morning
of recollection, and

rose in great excitement.

| ends in a pyramid, bearing on its

on his war-horse.
as being the entrance of the
church, is the most central momu-
ment, thorgh it is not so sumptuous
in sculptured ornament as that of
Can Signorio, i
warrior saints.”

A child’s face with a bright

teeth flashed suddenly round upon
him; a flood of eager Italian was
poured into his ears, and an out-
stretched hand was held out to him,
He dropped some coin into
and turned away to hi
tears in his eyes.
madness was this that had surprised

grand signori

Here walked the poet of the Para-
diso, guarded and watched by the
mighty Mastiff lord,”

It was very early, some hours
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What freak of
and he went out alone to

Besides the sensations produced
by the mere presence of vastness
enriched with
wanderer in foreign churches,

passed through the Fanchea might have looked, from a
flock of pigeons swooped across it, i i
and the flash of their white wings
i like a message from
It h(ld not needed this to
little form to his
; he always called upon her
spirit to share any new joy
fell to his share;
gide, he and the ghost of his child-
love travelled through the streets.

In the Piazza delle Erbe business

coarse looking young women stand-
with beads round their
throats, and rude laughter on their

L minded, be consecious of an influence
Oh, Heaven ! could she grow

which grows on him as he proceeds,

brmg l< anc ea’s

from the spot.
All the way home to the hotel a
little song, Goethe’s i i

and now, side by

Gathered from all ends of the earth
the faithful servants stand in God's
their sculptured faces shin-
ing with the smile of the glorified |
gpirit that is far away, sunned in

‘Sie aber ist weggegozan
Und weit in das Land hinaus.’

architecture, its Palace of Justice,
its old Market House and House of
Merchants, looked as if the contents
of a hundred
emptied into its lap, while countless
huge, white umbrellas spread their
grotesque wings over the treasures
of fruit and flowers set forth for

high above our heads, clothed with
strength, their feet lifted for ever
out of thorny ways,
seem at first to be not of our kind,
till presently the sword,

space ; and how could he any longer
hope to follow her

In the afternoon Mr. Honeywood
and Kevin walked to see the tombs
of the old lords of Verona, within

the palm,

brown - cheeked,
women in brilliant kerchiefs, guard-
ing their juicy merchandise,
making striking groups against the
background of the

successively they
held Court and made their home.
There in the Piazza
lived and ruled ; here, as if in the
they lie in death.

heights of eternity. Cecilia, with
sword and lyre, Vi

and his clinging babes,

dei Signori they

Dorothea

next chamber,

Christopher stemming the torrent—
who shall eall the roll of the beau-

| tiful army? Far over our heads,
our thoughts, they are gazing,
wrapped in the contemplation of
their ineffable secret, or they look
down pityingly on pilgrims still |
faring below. Weary, poverty-
stricken, heart-broken, they dragged
themselves to God’s gate, too feeble |
even to knock: what they knew
when it opened to them is not told.
** Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard’’
aught of the mystery whose sweet-
ness lies locked behind the silence
of their marble lips; but whither
they have penetrated we too may
come; the bliss they taste we also
may share. Passing from church
to church the Christian will find
himself eagerly looking for certain
angelic countenances, as the links
of a living litany followed by his
heart Jeauty, Fortitude, Meek-
ness, Fervour, each embodied virtue
has a face that he has learned to
greet as the face of a friend.
Stately Barbara, with her tower of
strength ; delicate Elizabeth among
her ciipples; Francis surrounded
by his lepers and birds ; the meek
and mighty Paul—every one stands
serene in his own place. Happy are
the feet that linger reverently
before their scu ])Uln'lt semblance ’
blessed the hearts that muse on the

lovely lessons of the imperishable
lives they recall

la.‘r:Au..ni ttle given to relig-
ious thought ill find a soothing
influence from the presence of this
white ompany Gradually and
almost unconsciously the hearts of

Honeywood and Kevin were swayed
by the silent meanings of holy
faces, whose smile when living had
given help and hope to humanity ;
of folded hu{u,‘-‘, whose toil had
been the charity of Christ. Great
must be the Master whose servants
are such, is the thought such mean-
ings lead up to, and eyes of those
whose work may still be waiting for
them, whose pilgrimage is far from

its close, will turn, laden with it, t

the face of the Redeemer. whose
behests these strong ones have

fulfilled.

Day after day our travelling
friends explored the strange old
churches of Verona. Leaving the

noisy, deep-colored streets and
piazzi where ti trong sun burned
flercely down on haughty palace
ancient dwelling, and tower frown-
ing with a { arrogance of

bygone warlik

raised the ! ; curtain meant t
shut out a world ion, and
tepped fron are into
dimness and mystery . strangs
in their ow vay, as its colossal
fortresses and fantastic tombs, are
the churche f Verona, with
solemn, half-barbarie splendor all
their own. O afternoon Honey
wood and Kevin stood before the
portal of San Zeno, that

portal, with its columns supp«
by leonine, sphynx-lke

that seem to guard jealously the

hoarded treasure of nine centuries

accumulated within. Rich, bizarre,

unique, are the outer forms and
, | expressions of this old church.

gort of magnificent grimness in the
design of the building, lightened
and softened by the delicate quaint-

ness of the ornamentation encruste

upon the entrance and front, takes
a curious hold upon the imagina-
tion. Weird sculptures enrich the
portal, including a version of the
story of the wild jager, Theodorie,
at a staghunt, surrounded by
hounds ; the demon, to whom he
has sold his soul for pleasure, grin-
ning at him from a corner ; scrip- |
rmounting and
emphasizing this uncanny legend ;
while a strange benediction sur-
mounts all—the hand of the
Alhmighty raised in blessing and |
warning, carved out of the stone
above the door., Higher still the
{ wheel window, with \beauty to |
> | attract the eye, startles the fancy
| with its almost mocking meaning,
showing fortune at her pranks, &
king at top of the wheel, a beggar
at bottom. The whole seems the
work of a Christianity powerful
and gigantic, but only half-tamed,
with a soul vividly awake to God,
but an imagination still darkened
by influences of paganism, and
crossed by an innocent and child-
like freakishness; a Christianity
still of the sword and club, needing
and receiving angelic vigions to
soothe its savage fervor into peace,
a Titan with one foot in hell and
the other in heaven, but both arms

ture subjects

grasping the cross.
TO BE CONTINUED

FATHER TIM CASEY

@

grandest mansion.

hospitable abode.

was sick enough to have
at eleven o'clock at night,
gick enough to have

he poked viciously at the fife
roaring like a furnace.
Finally he dragged a tool chest
gsettled down for a quiet chat.

) " said Larry, balancing a
glowing coal on his |

members for the

» Holy Society will fi

man went in in sober ;mn«-x! o

God bless you !’

man that promoted what they

;uw.n y od, rhnugl\
}\ (h.xt I was y« ung 'UM hw! book

somg m;:wl move

benefit to souls—it requires neither
px‘umuh- it in St.

| do my endeavours t

the strangers

creatures

every Alu}. are you not

for six o'clock every mornin’ on

Then it will be

to receive Him wanst a
Larry, his alarm growing apace.

| once a day—nor a month, nor once a

not because we are
i Everybody that is free from
mortal sin and has a right intention,
may and should receive daily if he
!ms the power.

‘ Shure, I'm thinkin’ that is much
| too often for the likes of me.
o \\ h‘ n you (hmk dHY« rently from

you 're (hlnl\mg is wmng f
‘Desn’t the C hmch nnl\ t« II

asked Larry slyly.
‘““The Church
g0 4)n(‘v a _\'eﬂr,

commands you
if yuu want to be a

nd\mw you to go once a <1(1\. if you
want to be a good Christian.
voice of the Councils is 'hv voice of

by way nf internal mlmtmn
sacramentally by the mtual recep- |

It was an ugly night for a sick
1 s e : 2 tion of the Eucharist.’

call, and Father Casey should have
hurried home to the enjoyment of a
warm room and dry clothing. Yet
as he picked his way among the
deep ruts and heaps of brick and
steel where the Western Constriic-
tion Company was erecting a row of
immense concrete grain elevators,
he caught sight of the red-hot stove
in the watchman’s shanty. Its
cheery glow had more fascination
for him than the blazing log in the

memory, says that he i is
estly desirous, out
solicitude and zeal,
ful should be invited to partakeof the
Sacred Banquet as often as possible
and even daily.’

" common testimony of the
Fathers is the voice of the Church
and they almost unanimously
us that those words of the Lord’s
‘ Give us this day our daily
’ must be understood,
much of that material bread which
is the support of the body as of the

of his almm ant |
that the faith-

‘“ A wet night Larry,”’ he called
out. For the watchful guardian
had spied him and thrown open his

“Glory be to God! Father Tim!
Is it yerself that’s in it?” And he
1 gave him the only chair in the
the wheel remind us of the toils | ghanty. *‘‘Sit forninst the fire;
and wounds with which they fought |

food of the soul. Jesus Christ Him- |

self, sponkmg uf the Blessed Sacra- |

that cumoth from }wnvvn;

twill take the chill out of yer
the fathers did eat manna and are

life and sealed the¥ phones. Sure, it’s lying on the flat
of yer back wid the mﬂum/y ye'll
Paul | he. Arrah, why can't these oma-
| dhauns call a priest in broad day-
blooming among roses, the great|]ight! They haven’t the sinse of

ghall live forever.” From this com-
parison of Holy (;ommumon with

bread and with the manna,

easily understood by His disciples,
as the body is daily nourished \Al'i]
bread and as the Hebrews wer
daily nourished with manna in the
desert, so the Christian soul might
daily partake of this Heavenly
Bread and be refreshed thereby.”
“But wouldn’t it look quare,
Father Tim, to see a poor ignorant
night-watchman at the altar every
day 7"’ :
* It shouldn’t look queer lv- ee a

Christian doing what Christ and the
Church want him to do 'ln- first
Christians had not like you, enjoyed
the blessing of the true faith from
infapcy, yet they received every
day. It was only later on, after

false teachers had tried to corrupt
true doctrine, that good peopls
began to have a false fear of
receiving so often, and this false
fear still withholds many from the

Holy Tabl: That is why I say that
you would be fosterihg a movement
of untold value to souls, if y
would by your example encourag
daily Communion among the men of
the parish. Many of them could g
and, | am firmly convinced, would
go, if somebody would make the
gtart. They need example: word
do not suffice. In spite of all that,
I can say, they hesitate about break
ing away from old traditions.”
*Old traditions”’ were evidently
exerting fluence on Larry and
contending in his soul with the joy
awakened by the thought that h«
might be allows to receive
Master daily He¢ d faltering!
‘Could I=—do ye thin Father
Tim~—would 1 be able to do all that

[ ought, t t the benefits of daily
Communion ?"’

‘The benefits Larry, do not
depend upon your endeavours, but
upon the divine powers which Goc
has given to the Sacrament. It

the teaching of the Church that all
the sacraments, and more especially
gacrament of Holy Eucharist

produce their beneficial effects
the soul by their own power. All
that you have to do is to receiv
acrament with the proper disy
tic Itw ) the rest itself. It
is hat sk i rn
¢ y can atter receiving
icrament, especially, the sacra
ment of Hu,» Eucharist, for at t}
time your prayers are most pow
ful with God, but still rem }
that the sac ient does a i
times morx od t your 1 A
all your prayers, can possibly
Now, in face of this fact, shouldn’t
,uum_.iv dy who really want
to do his best for th lvation of
h ul, to receive Holy Communion
ten as he j 1bly can
rre, 1 supp ol
Lar mfortably
[ can easily understand
why the majority of men make n
effort to receive ( inion d
It is because supremely
to al !'l,'xfl‘(r“.
wn souls. l\‘)‘ would
not sacrifice fifteen minutes of sleep

e for any
ey haven’t
value of

nor fifteen minutes’
thing suj

rnatural-

nough faith to see tr

[ can understand their case well
enough, but what puzzles me is
this: How can good men, who
rightly make the salvation of the
immortsl souls the principal busi-

ness of life, be so foolish as to
attempt this difficult task by them-
selves and neglect the immensely
powerful aid of daily Communion.”
‘ Mebbe, yer Reverence,” ven-
tured Larry, ‘‘daily Communion
would help me to get the upper
hand of my faults. Shure I pray
for hm every hour of the day, yet,
more's the shame for me, little
headway 1 seem to be n\..y in’
‘Listen, Larry. I'll tell you
what daily Communion will do for
you. And, mark you, this holds
true, even though you feel no
devotion, even though you have a
natural repugnance about receiving
so often—provided only you receive
free from mortal sin and with a
right intention. Every Communion
that you receive will increase in
your soul divine grace and the love
of God. Your faith tells you that
| one degree of divine grace and the
| love of God is worth more, infinitely
more, than all the gold in Alaska.
| Secondly, it will give you the victory |
Tuvvr your sensual passions. As a |
rule, it actually weakens these
passions, and in every case it gives
vou the strength to hold them in
subjection. Thirdly, it protects
you against mortal sin. If you can
spend the rest of your life without
1 committing a nmrtul gin, you are as
| sure of heaven as if you were

/ (‘nuncll | already there. Daily Communion
WQuId desire that at every Mass the | will assure you of this glorious

privilege. Fourthly, it will teke
away your venial sin. In spite of
|all of your good resolution, you
will commit many faults every day.
Now, provided you regret these
faults, at least in a general way,
Holy Communion will forgive every
one of them. What a privilege—to
begin each new day with your soul
as pure and white as that of a
baptized infant! Is the difficulty
of daily Communion too great a
| price to pay for such a boon?”’
“’Tis not the difficulty that’s
houlden’ me, yer Reverence. ’Tis,
I'm afraid, our Blessed Lord would
think me over bold.”
|  “Our Blessed Lord has clearly
| said He wants you to receive Him
daily. He knows no greater joy
than to come into your heart and
fill it with His grace. He keeps
Himself a prisoner in the lonely
tabernacle precisely in order to be
able to go to His children when-
ever they make up their minds to
receive Him. It pains His loving
Heart to see them remain away.
Even the best men in our parish
cauge Him this pain. After coming
into their hearts on the first Sunday
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