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QUIETr Iouas IN ROUE DURING THE VATICAN COUNOIL.

OUR room in the Aibergo Minerva is
very fresh and modern-looking.

There is nothing in it, like anything that
Agrippina could ever have set eyes upon
çxcept the tripods that hold our basins.
Quite an unbeliever's rooni it is, toco, wvith
-none of those saints or crucifixes on the wall
to wvhich our eyes had become so accustomr-
ed in the South. It is the deference of
Rome to the unbelieving foreigner, ï. was
saying to myseif, when, lo! ry wandering
-eyes espied a cross. It ivas made by stick-
ing a large black-headed pin in the paper of
~the wval1 with a smaller one transversely. It
was toucbing to think that some poor tra-
-veller had been driven to this expedient be-
fore he could say his prayers.

We were flot out of our beds when "lMa-
TianninW" camne fioating up to our window
from the court with guitar accompanimrent.
We had hieard it first froni the merry wvild
voices of the Ischiani, and it seemned a greet-
ing.

.When wvill the delusion vanish that sonne
!iew and straiuge sensation oughit to, be feit
on waking la Rome for the first tume?
-Whatever one may know about the belit-
tling influence of the modern city, it is the
idea of the Rome of antiquity that at a dis-
-tance is always uppermnost in the mind, and
to which everything is bound to conforin it-
self. The man who cried Ro-mi-, as we
approached the Sevý-n-hiIled City, seenied
absurd, because he had flot a sonorous voice
Nevertheless ail looked very grey, chilly and
uninspiring.

We were leaving the breakfast-room Nvhen
a waiter, who had been looking wistfülly at

[us for a long time, seized the opportunity Of
doing some littie service, and Ilmight he ask
the Signorine if they did flot remeniber him
in Ischia ?" *"Ah yes, Pietro, at the
Grande Sentinella / And how came hie here ?
was hie gétting on well ? " IlNot well; he had
been aine rnonths it -Rome, and had been iii
of rheumatis-x; it Nvas damp and so duli. Ah,
Signora, Roma è morta.> And the poor fel-
loiv seemed quite happy at having the pe-
vilege. of unburdening huiseif. IlRome is
dead." Pietro had flot lent brightness to the
duil morning. Fitful sunlight was stili alter-
riating with showers when we took a carniage
and started on our first drive about Rome.

I had flot expected mnuch of modern Ronme
and yet I was disappointed. It is less grand
and gloomy than 1 had iniagined, I was
surprised to find the bouses low and dingy.
The narrowness and unattractiveness oJ the
streets did flot surprise nje. Even the re-
nowned Corso wvould be a second-rate street
ln Naples. The people in the streets are a
motley and not a striking crowd. 1 cannoe
fix upon any distinguishing feature. I look
in vain for the handsome, proud, wicked Ro-
mnat, as wvell as for the fine physical deve-
lopnient which is se-en further south. Every-
body is commonplace.

I wasnfot in amood for seeing ruins. We
drove on, giving little direction, through the
streets without sidewalks, which have been
so often described, and through the mean-
looking Piaz.za di Spragua, unredeemed froni
the commonplace except by its single fouxi-
tain, round which the water-bearers were
gathered with their jars, and its iuplook to
the Pincian over that magnificent fi ight of
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