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<« CLEAN,

BY EMILY PFEIFFER.

% He that is washed, needeth not
save to wash his feet, but is clean
every whit.”—JonN xiii, 10.

* He that is washed needs but to wash his feet,
And he I8 wholly clean. What words are
these !
Bo hard, so dark, they warn us from the beat
Of outward sense, and bid us rise to seize
Some ray of light flashed downward from the
sun
Of truth, eternal as the truthful One.

¢ He that 18 washed needs but to wash his feet;
His comings and his goings must be clean,
His peth still pure adown life's crowded
street, .
His track upon its mire and slime unseen.
Few are too weak or vile to purge their walk;
Our Master did not mock us in his talk.

« He bade us do the thing we could—no more ;
Be heedful of our outward ways and deeds.
Witell well our feet—that so He might out-

pou :
His ap‘irft for our spirits’ inward needs :
Till we in Sabbath rest and peaceshall sit,
And hear his words, «Olean are ye every
whit.”

A Piigrimage fo the Sanc-
~ tuaries of 8t. Francls.

I

The moon hung her bright lamp high over the
oity of Il Serqfico, a3 we wended our way thither
from the railway siation. A silvery haze en.
veloped the landscape in a mysterious veil. All
nature was hushed ; the only gignas of lite abroad
were the glinting fire.flies that flashed their
brilliancy athwart the feathery flelds of maize.

Suddenly we heard the low murmur of many
voices ; & bar of light lay across our road. It
proceeded from the open door of a little way-
side chapel, which was crowded to the very
threshold with the poor contadini, who, after a
hard day’s fleld-work, were resting themselves
by saying the rosary of the month of Mary at
the Spedaliocio,

When 8t. Francls was carried in a dylog state
from Assisl to-hs favorite Sautn Maria degli
Angel}, it was at this leper-hospital, where he
had often tended the wretched fumates, that he
told his bearers to halt and turn his face towards
his beloved birthplace. There, raisiog bis hands,
he prayed aloud for God to biess Assisi ; for that
hence would issue many champions of the holy
faith, On the front of the little chapel is still
to be seen a fresco, representing the salnt with
uplifted hands in the act of blessing. Looking
now in the same direction, we see the fortress.
crowned hill and city, probably with much the
same distant aspect as in his day, exoept that
there were fewer cam paniles then, and the glori-
ous Bacro Convento was not yet conoelved. Now
it is the one ohjeot that attracts the eye, and
thrilis the soul with pious memories of the mil-
lious of pligrims whose hearts bowed down with
holy joy at the sight of those serried arches that
buttress round a mausoleum worthy of one of
e greatest reformers the world ever saw. Yet,
after studying the life of the saint, one cannot
help feeling that this sepulcure was not the one
B8t. Francis would have chosen for himself, By
some histriographers we are told that, out ot
humility, the saint desired to be buried near the
8pot, becuuse the jutting hill was oalled the

“Devil’s Neck,” and was the place where male-
factors were axeouted; others say the edifice
was erecled here because, when Pope Gregory
IX. gave orders for a splendid church to be built
in honor of the holy saint, this was the most
eligible site that could be fouud near the city.

. The vast siructure looks most imposing from
the oountry ; the great church seems enshrined
amid the mass of conventual bulldings, and the
jofty bell-tower lifts its beacon head proudly
over all. Iu an artistic sense, no church in the
world can, cgmpete with San Francesco; its

| years the exact spot of his burial-place wasonly
oonjectured. Many attempts had been made
from time to time to dicover it; soine pre-
suming it was under the altar of the upper
church ; still, the constant tradition always
polnted to that of the lower,

In 1818 the last excavations were made, and
oarried on for twenty nights, They quarried
through the foundations of solid masonry, and
at last came to a plain square massive stone
cofin. Pilercing a hole through the thick slab,
they oould perceive human remains, and con-
cluded they had arrived at the object of their
search. Above the lid, and soldered to it, was a
heavy grating of iron, This was detached, and
several savans, dootors, &c. were called upon to
certify to the charaocter of these remains. They
Judged them to be the bone of & man, but no-
thing was found to prove that these were the
remains of the saint ; but the circumstance of
the situation coinciding with the tradition, and
the security with which the sarcophagus was
imbedded with the solid earth, led to that con.
clusion,

Some old colns, much defaced, were found

close to the body ; lso a few beads, which might
be those of the ¥ inveuted by his friend 8t.
Dominie.

O

The preclous remains were carefully en-
shrined in a double easket, and when the pre-
sent orypt was excavated, partly from the foun-
dations of the upper churches and partly from
the native rook, care was taken to leave the
coffin untouched, and itself and the masonry in
which it is imbedded visible. As soon as the
¢rypt was finished, with solemn procession the
relics were carried through Asaisi, once more
deposited in their resting-place, and therein se-
cured with three locks; the key of one being
Eept by the pope, of another by the general of
the order, and of the third by the superior of the
convent.

The great convent, cafable of giving roomy
habitation to 1200 monks, and on a pinch to
perbaps a8 many more, now shelters only
twelve of its former inmates ; two Jor three
more are allowed to dwell there by paying rent
for their rooms — these are situated in an off
wings of the buildings. So the great refector.
les, with ¢ rresponding kitchens close at hand,
where, nodoubt, many a savoury mess was con-
cocted on festival-days, nolonger resound to the
clinkingof plalters, or the sonorous volce of the
Jrate lettore.

Dismally echo our solitary footsteps along the
endless corridors of the dormitories. We peep
luto sme of the cells, and find them large alry
rooms opening on balconies that command an
extensive view of the Umbrian valleys, with
town-speckled mountains in the distauce. The
refeetories beneath us also open on a wide
cloistered loggia that runs round nearly the
whole bullding. There are three or four interior
square cloisters besides—one, I fancy, that is
rarely seen by strangers ; and the most plotur-
esque of all is, or was, the Campo Santo. Hut
the quiet beauty of the verdant shade, if pos
sible, increases the paintul impression maite by
seeing ricks of skulls and dead-men’s bones
plled up agalnst the walls ; some skeletons en-
tire, others minus this part or that; others
clothed with a leathery substance that once was
flesh and blood ; scraps of shrouds, of hair, “of
ribbon, thrown pell-mell on the heap. Such
disregard for the remalns of the ¢ faithful de-
parted,” of those ¢ we have loved and lost,”
must produce the reverse of a salutary effect on
humanity in general. Many are the saints and
fir:slde martyrs who have never been canon-
nised. We might at least 8o far respect their
remaius as to let them lie quietly in their
graves.

1L

An Iron.shod alpenstock was the pligrim’s
staff that alded our weary limbs on_the rugged
road to the Carceri, or primitive hermlitage,
where St. Francis was wont to retire to medi-
tate in solitude.

The way was long, the mountain steep—a real
stony mountain; not likethose blooming Swit-
zer hills, where platpanx of lower-decked mea-
dows are terraced one above the other. Here
were no ¢ purling streams,” no mossy bowers,
no piues, no meadows: a barren mouatain —
fruitiess, flowerless.

The day was dark and sultry. The valley be-
neath, clothed with glossy mulberry, trailing
vine, and silvery olive, steamed with a graylsh
mist. On turning a shoulder of the mountain,

Npils wepn:eovsared over with plotured

4roga. hjslife by the ploneers of painting ; many
mined by neglect and damp, but enough
remain to formy & precious museum for the

edification and instruction of modern artists,
There are bnth interior and exterior stairs
leading from the upper to the under church ; the
deolivity of the mountain, oun which the build.
ings stand. being s0 abrupt as to admit of all
three churches having entrances from the ter.
raced hill. The middle church, though obscure-
ly lighted, has an unspeakably beautiful aspect
in the pers: ective of its gloomy aisles ; its great
altar is jealou ly shut-ln with bigh railing of
antique iron tracery. It was beneath this altar
that the remains of 8t. Francis we:e found in
the year 1818. Incredible as it may appear,
that though during his short career more than
ten thousand disciples had entered his order ;
.and that even duriug his life pilgrims came
from afar to visit bis hermitage, and that this
church was built expressly in his honor and for
his sepulchre, his remains having been removed
there, in great pompt about eighteen years
after his death,—yet for more than six hundred

below us we saw the gorge of a mountain tor.
rent. Its friendly sldes gave shelier 1o a grove
of trees still gladsome with the tender hues of
spring. We pass through a doorless gateway,
and after some bundred yards, in answer to our
ring, the door of the hermitage is opened to ug.

We enter a simall paved court, and Fra Rocco
weloomes us to the Carcerl. To give a pen-and-
iok picture of the establishment is impossible,
It is just a fow bricks and mortar fastened on
the fuce of an almost perpendicular rock, .to
help out the original refage of 8t. Franets in the
natural rock itself. Before us is & very small
dingy chapel hollowed in the rock. Over the
altar {8 a miraculous image of our Saviour on
the oross. The good frate told ug that he bim-
self had witnessed prodigies performed in its
Presence. A few stepe below is another little
chapel, where 18 preserved anextremely ancient
picture of the Madonna and Child; the same
that was cherished by St. Franois himsel.
Down again some steep and narrow steps out in
the rock we come to the oratory of the saint,
and see the stone on which he slept. It is now

protected by an iron rall, placed there by 8t.

Bernardino of Sienna. Over the altar is the
wooden orucifix 8t. Francis always carried on
his person. Many wonderful legends are told of
all these images, very touching and beautiful,
but which, luckily tor some, are not articles of
faith,

How appropriate is the name carcere, or
prison! Few prisons, let us hope, are as damp,
as dismal, a8 gloomy. Yet 80 nataral and primi-
tive are they, that, oblivious of the lapse of six
hundred years, the mind easily pictures to ltself
«1l Serafico” rapt in ecstasy in this dim duan-
geon.

Passing through a cleft of the rock, we stand
on & ledge, and see before us the identical ilex-
tree to whose warbling inmates St. Francis is
sald to bave preached his famous sermon. A
cirouitous path leads to the other grottoes, where
the disciples of « Il Serafloo,” after discovering
his retreat, insisted on sharing his solitude.
These cells are fissures or ledges of rock; such
a8 that of 8t. Kevin and others nearer home.
Our simple-minded guide makes us quite fami-
liar with the stories of brothers Ela, Egidio, &o.

In contrast to the burning mountain-side, the
air here in this ravine 18 cool, almost chilly.
Beautiful wild-lowers grow on the massy banks.
As I gather some, Fra Rocco told me that when
Monsignor Wiseman (pronounced Vissman)
visited the Carcerl many years ago, the frate
was surprised to see him take out his knife and
dip up the flower-roots, and asked him why he
did it. Monsignor Wiseman answered that he
would plant the roots in pots, and carry them
with him to England ; for that the ground in
which they had grown was terra sania.

In truth a holy repose and sanctity dwells in
this-spot, imbued with hallowed memories,

Many yards beneath us, in the very bed of the
mountain torrent, was planted & garden of
lettuce. We wondered at the imprudence of
planting them where the firat heavy shower of
rain must necessarily earry them all away.

#0,” said Fra Roooo, ¢ that I1s the most won-
derful thing of all! Above us you may perceive
how the mountains converge together into a
funnel-shape, 80 that, naturally, this torrent is
the only outlet for all! the water that falls from
them. Well, the loud raging of this torrent used
to disturb the meditations of 8t. Francesco and
his followers so much, that he prayed to God to
stop its flowing. From that hour to this no
water ever runs in this channel except on the
eve of some great demonstration of God’s anger.,
8o sure is it, that we have orders to send word
immediately to the holy father in Rome, who
gets prayers offered up in all the churches. The
last time itrushed down, carrying all before it,
was lu 1853; and before that, in 1832. On one
occasion it was the forerunner of the cholera
which broke out in these provinces, to which
numbers of the inhabitants fell victims, Close
following the other occasion came a terrible
earthquake that destroyed many churches and
buildings, though few lives were lost.”

“But, mio padre, where does all the rain that
falls on these mountains escape to ?”

With a shrug of the shoulders: « Eh! ohl lo
8a ? It goes into the ground, and there’s an end
to 1t.”

After a refreshing drink from the holy well,
much pleased with our visit to the prisons, we
took leave of our amiable gulde, who seemed
the happlest of the happy in his solitary den,

IIL,

How long alter the death of St. Francis his
followers adhered literally to his precept and
practice of holy poverty, it is hard to say ; but,
to have an idea of what that poverty was,
carried out au pied de la lettre, one must visit
the little convent of St. Damlano, lying away
beyond the town of Assisi, In a nook of the hill.
side, This was the convent founded by S8t.
Clare and her siater St. Agnes, two rich young
virgins, who, inspired by the preaching of 8t,
Francls, adopted the rules of his order, received
the vell at St. Mary of the Angels, and estab-
lished themselves here, where they soon had
many followers.

‘We are shown the cholr, with its original
seats and kneeling-boards, than which nothing
can be harder, or plainer, or poorer ; the dormi-
tory, where the nuns slept on pallets laid on the
floor; the refectory, with its grolned eelling,
dark with the smoke of centuries—precious in
artistic eyes forits Rembrandtish tints of golden
brown., Padre Felice points out to us that the
seats, with wooden backs high against the wall,
are those of St, Clare’s time ; but that the tables
bad been removed or mended, but always in the
same form. He says the refectory has been in
daily use ever since; and we see on the bare
boards three mugs, plaiters, &ec. for the few
inmates that are left. ’

In the poor little church is preserved with
great veneration the crucifix from which issued
the command: ¢« Go, Francesco, and rebuild my
church!” which order Francesco receiving
literally, went back to his father’s house, to-.k
a quantity of plate, linen, &e., sold them, and
brought the proceeds to the Augustinian monks
who then inhabited the convent. The monks
refusing the money procured in this manner
he threw the purse in through the window an&
ran away.

In after-times this injunction to S
was understood in a spiritual 8ense ; ;Zrl:':lff;:
he was destined to reform had crept in and ocast
obloquy on the holy church. We may still see
the famous fresco, in the upper church of the
?.;::a ucxvt?lgmmtha:‘ represents the saint

8trength to sy,
which 18 falling to plegoe " pport the Vatican,

From 8an Miano, as the Assisians call it, 0
Gli Angeli, 1t 1s a good long walk on a hot sum*
mer’s day; a short cut across the flelds waé
most desirable, Kind Padre Felice came dowl
the road to put us in the right track, Just as W
were saying a «few last words,” a begg®”
woman, who had followed us in the hopes of &
mezz0 bafoeco, cried out, Il serpe /'’ and crosé-
ing the road to close where we stood, came the
huge creature, or what appeared as such to ouf
unaccustomed eyes. It was fully a yard and #
half long and thick in proportion, and surely
was not an ugly obfect, with its glossy skin
brilliant speckles. S8till, its evil repute and the
sllent swiftness with which it writhed across the
dusty road, transfixed us with horror, Not A
pleasant introduction that to s ramble through
corn-furrows. Some way on we asked a farmef
were there many serpents in the flelds, E
answered : Not many, but that we had bettef
keep to the road as soon as we came toit; &
piece of advice we followed with implicit cob-
fldence. .

The church of Santa Maria degli Angell seexyis
capacious enough to embosom the mulmudelﬂ‘
pilgrims that used to throng its aisles each yes¥
on the 2d of August. Under the dome #
the little church that s quite large encugh t0
accommodate the ordinary congregation. The
walls of this sanctuary are left in their integr!
siinplicity, except where the gables are painte
one by Perugino, the other by Overbeck,
modern German imitator. '

I one may say so, the whole life of St. Frane
cis 18 contained in this oratory. It was
favorite house of prayer, and the spot where
he was favored with many vislons, As we
entered, a young monk was saying mass at th:
altar, who might be taken for 11 Beraflon.
himself—so mortified was his countensnce, 80
pilous his demeanor. As St. Francls was oneé
night praying in this chapeél feeling much oo
forted in spirit, he was suddenly seized Wi
compassion for the rest of mankind less rxvox:qﬂ
than he, and he prayed to God to have mercy
on his people ; aad in memory of the great peud®
that had fallen on himaself, that God would grant
the same to othérs, and that for this purpose he
would accord a general pardon to all who at®
certaln season should visit thig lttle churoly
having previously worthily recsi¥ed the sacrs-
ments of penance and the eucharist. The pope
belng at Perugia at the time, 8t, Francis wenb
to him and obtained from him the bull of the
plenary indulgence given to the faithfiil who mlﬂ
the above eonditions on the 2d of August. This was
the origin of the renowed perdono of Assisi, 10
which tens of thousands of pilgrims flocked eaod
year from the uttermost bounds of Christendom:
The Italian government have discountenan
such assemblages for the last fow years,

Of the original habitations of St. Francls avd
his disciples, nothing now remains; indeeds
they were often only huts made with houghs
trees. A little chapel is bullt over the spot wher®
the great reformer breathed his last; and
some distance is another, built over & sort
cellar, where he slept.

It i recorded that on one occasion, being trou”
bled with temptations of the flesh, he threW
himself on a bed of brambles, but the bramblé®
suddenly changed Into blooming roses; #
close by we gathered a bouquet from the descen®
dants of those same roses, which never bear #
thorn!

»
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STOP THAT.

One.half the world doesn’t know how tb®
other half lives, and a recent commentator
doesn’t care. It seems incredible that the pred
tices our correspondent urges shall he disco®
tinued can exist, but we give the  farmer®
wife” a hearing. )

Stop putiing lard into your butter; if w¢
must eat hog’s fat, pray give it to us pure sod
not mixed with rancid buatter.

Girl, stop dipping your fingers in the bucke!
of milk and wetting the cow’s teats ; of all
habits this is the worst.

Wives, stop setting your cream Jar In e
family living room to make the eceam sour

Husbands, stop hanging your socks on $h#
same oream jar to dry over night,

Women, stop putting your butter in the bad¥
bed-room to stay till you are ready to §°
market.

Ladies, stop holding your noses when yo8 o':
into your cellars to attend to your miik. Yu,
might as well smell the rat and the mold-88
eat it daily in your butter and oream.

Women, stop telling fibs when you take Y° s
buiter to the store. Did anybody ever kno¥ o
woman to sell butter over a week oid ? 8P
ocoloring your butter with anatto, and then i
ing folks if they can’t taste the blue grass 18 17
If yoa wiil stop all these things the next HO
write I shall tell you something pretty.

T e——— &< A ——

THE WRBONG PLACE.—Anna Brewster, ::“‘
ing from Rome, says: « A Protestant gentle™d o
inquired for the Protestant Church last 8 pol0.
and was directed outside the Porta del POFC,/
There he went, and looked round for the o:*.mw
Seelng ¢ Spaceio d Vino’ over a door, he 1 $UP
himself, ¢« Ah! that must be the place. e
pose Spaocto di Vino means Divine SP‘V"W' "
very pretty title. Who but Italinns "’“'!:md..
thought of it 2’ Ha entered; and to his ‘be
found himself in a wine garden. 3’"“:’:;&
will understand snough ltalian to Enow =
Spacoto di Pino means ¢ wine shop,’ ”



