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they did not seem to care which. Hie lay there half an hour before lie was
discovered by attendants at the pest.house, wbo came to bis rescue and
took him in. The uniform temperature here at sea, the year round is
eighty.five degrees. W. S. H.

LETTER PROM ITALY.

A CITY pre-eminently grave, an angular, gloomy collection of ponderous
buildingrs, seemingly designed by professors and inliabited by savants from
time immemorial. Entering the staid, serious precincts of Bologna, not a
littie intoxicated with the bewitehing cliarms of Verona, the Cgorgeous
beauty of Venice, is very much like the uncxpcctcd encounter of an awe-
inspiring doctor in the moonlit alleys of some romantic garden.

There existe, unfortunately, but seldoin "la happy medium " arnongst
Italian customs. For example, streets are eitber so narrow that at every
instant, pursued by rutliless cabmen and other animaIs, one bias to seek
refuge in a hospitable doorway ; or, on the other hand, the unfortunate
pedesïtrian is heutmed in in sncb a manner that leavinig home for air and
sunshine is scarcely worth whule. At Bologna, the latter fasllion prevails.
Arcades are everywhere-to right, to left, and bcyond. Indeed, it would
be difficult to find an unarcaded street. Picture an indefinite number of
lofty, sobcr-looking edifices, ail more or less alike, chilly and uninviting.
Go where youi will, the inevitable arcade covers the sidewalks. Finally, a
despairing sense of imprisonment begins to weigli upon the soul, and
aithough one may hitherto Ilhave believed in nothing from the roof up-
wards," a wild, undetinable longing is felt-a longing for sonwthing above
one's head flot quite so positive and material as stonie and mortar.

There is by no means a superabundance to interest the ordinary traveller
in Bologna-its nniversity, its leaning towers, its grand square-littîn cisc.
Nowhcre, perhaps, could the modemn vahicles for conveying tliought bie
dispensed witli so easily as in Italy. The volubility of the ancients appears
inherited in a most respectable degree by their quick.tongued descendants
of to-day. The forum of Republican and Imperial times, the medioeval
and modemn piazza, with few modifications. present the saine scenes of
gesticulating, chattering liumanity. Were a stranger suddenly to corne
across one of these gi-est squares, crowded with groups of long cloaked mnen,
ail, apparcntly, waiting for something, they don't know exactly whiat, hie
Migbt imagine himiself bon the eve of some popular nprising ; but, on the
Contmary, titis lazy concourse is of a most peaceful turn of mind, enjoying
two things dearest to the Italian's heart-talking and idleness.

The Piazza Vittorio Emanuele, a large, paved, open space, lias, in coin-
mon with a score of other piazze, a fountain and picturesque surronnding
buildings. Here, on one side, rises the church of St. Petronio, intended to
lie the largest in Italy, but neyer finished. Its rongh facade presents a
Very peculiar appearance, much like a wall divested of the marble or plaster
destinied to line it. The Palazzo Municipale, or Town Hall, the Palazzo
del Podestà, or Mayor's Palace, both dating from the thirteenth century,
and some minor buildings, enclose the quadrangle. The aspect of the
squame is medioeval truly, but the sombre, brownish stone, the massiveness,
rather than a rich, picturesque beauty, of the neighbouring editices, make
the whole far less ph-asing titan the delightful Piazza delle Erbe, in
Verona, the peculiar charm of whicli it wonld be diffieult to tind equalled.

The blighting hand laid upon s0 mucli in this fair land has not spared
Bologna's university. 0f tite nearly ten thousand students il boasted in
the tliirtcenth century there remiain only four hiundred to-day. In 1803
it was established in an old palace, but before that time, and front 1562, it
Occupied the Archiginnasio Antico, a building erected to this end. Here
Galvani tauglit, and discovered galvanisai in 1789. One may still sec the
cliarmmng little lecture room, pmeserved intact, wliere lic muade lis expert-
nients. There exista not, perhaps, a more beautiful anatomical amphitheatre,
P4anelled in carved wood-linden, pine, and cedar of Lebanon. The statues
of sOme of the greater professors of anatomy, iikewise sculptured in wood,
fIll various niches about the walls, whiic a canopy over the tribune is borne
bY two anatomical figures of exquisite workmanship. Strange enougli to
discover among these illustrious teachers the effigy of a wornan in grave
Cap and gown. Býit Madame Mauzolina is not the only fair one who lias
graced this university with lier presence. Clotilda Tambroni (Greek),
Lauma Basai (mnathemnatics and pliysical science), and Novella d'Andrea
liave ail added to its lustre. Curious in a country wliere there does not
'sera to be mucli talk about Ilthe liigher education of women." And these
Were by no nicans ough-featured old dames. Indeed, it is said the charme
of One of tlie latter were so dangerous that she was fomced to deliver lier
lectures froru behind a curtain 1 Perchance, sweet giri-students liere have
learnt the beat way to meet deep-mooted prejudice is to make it wortli while
for stiff-necked conventionaîity to yield.

A striking peculiarity of the Archiginnasio is tliat tlie liriglitly.painted
a"n' of noble students entirely cover ils walis within, and those of tbc
court. Tlie now deserted halls are devoted to a public lihrary. On a

t'blet in one of the lecture rooms the inscription is to bbe effect tliat
ROssini's 'Stabat Mater" was performed here for tlie tiret tîme.

0f the thousand and one projects that haunt men's minds it is perliaps
afOrtunate bhing but few are accompiished. The city of Bologna is dis-
fured by two of the most bizarre leaning towers one can imagine. Huge

etracked chimncys they appear, without tlie sliglitest ornamentation. Ris-

lXig in the centre of the town, tlie Torre Asineli and tlie Torre Garisenda,
flamed afber their architects, are respectively tbree hundred and twenty
and one hundred and sixty-bhree feet in liciglit, and four and bwo feet out
Of thie perpendicular. To Dante the giant Antoeus seema like tlie latter
99 Wben a cloud passes over il." Not far froru these huae sentinels stands
the house of Rossini, liearing over the door tlie words, "lNon Domno Dimti-

s ed Domini Domus.»

If the outward appearance of Bologna is cold, its muner aspect, that of
its churches, is even colder. In Gothie edifices, with clustered pillars,
groined roof, and stained windows, we require no further decoration. But
it is very different in buildings of niany other styles. Satisfying as tliey
may lie froin a pnrely arcliitectural point of view, they strike the ordinary
observer in ratlier an unfavourable liglit. With few exceptions, liowever,
Ibalian churches, as churehes, arc disappointing on the whole. It is liard
to reconcile our preconceived idea of what an ecclesiastical edifice sliould
lie with the eminently unsympathetie specimens that meet us at every
turn. Strange combinations, att-ange niedîcys often, when no style can be
scen to a funil advantage. But of ail thîs later.

Bologna, in common with many other cibies of Italy, boasts a work of
ai-t worid reniowned, to whiclh our special bornage is paid. Raphae'a
"'St. Cecelia liholds the place of lionour in its penacoteca, or picture gallery.
As one by one ail the wonderful scenes, contemnplated with such pasatonate
love and ionging in cold prints and photos, corne before us radiant with
life and colour, Pygitialionl-like, we can scarce suppress a littie ci-y of rap-
ture. The- df-arest ohjectu of our hearts are warin-cbeeked and living now,
and the pictured landscapc, no more pictured but a glorious realîty.

The rich, ealm beauty of the painting of IlSt. Cecelia " falis upon us as
bhc fair saint's harmonies mighit have done-breathing peace and liglit and
exquisite lovelinesa. Here we tind a wonderfui portrayal of the eflecta
music p roduces on different mindsa the simple enjoyment of lte artist, tlie
ciericai pleasume of St. John and St. Augustine, the aintost childish joy of
Mary -Magdalene, and, finally, the profoutid emotion it awakens in St. Paul.

Yoti know that stroing, imelancholy face, shiadowed by a cloud of dark liair;
bbc contracted brow; the sad, aimost painful expression. Indeed, 1 think
it is this rigure whichi wakes in us the deepest admir-ation. Like sunlies

rushing in where none cisc would dame to tread, so have tlie subtie strains
pierced through even to the most sulent celse of that great lieart, and the
inexpressible, passionate tlioughts fittd voice at length in tîte divine melody.
Art does not always speak bier grandest truthis, reveal iem lovelicat charme,
to the most skiiled of ier servants ; nay, these would appear at tintes but
coid interpreters, merely uttering the words that others may seize the spirit.

The marveilous beauty of St. Paul is cleveriy enhanced by bis mantie
and undermobe of green and red; a sof t, golden lustre is shed over St.
Cecelia, by hiem yellow tunic, while the violet gown of Mary Magdelene is

aperfect ciothiîtg for this charming figure.

Interesting as the cil ies of northern ltaly are, we have, after ail, oniy

read the pi-elude to the poei eare we corne to Florence and Rome. Doulit-
less, if not in reality at ieast in thought, you htave wended your way many
times through each, and a new description can bell you littie more. 5h11l,
beauty and truth are bhings of wltîch we neyer tire (or neyer sbonld). So
I take it for granbed yen will not object to wander once again upon the

lieights of St. Miniato; down by the river aiong the Lungamno; about the
Piazza della Signoria; nay, nom aven to thmead some narrow ways that iead
to the homes of tîte mighty souls who rnoved meni to dare great deeds in

centuries past. Conte, it is Christmas mrnoning, but the air is deiiciously
warm, the day perfect. lucre lias becît gi-cal clanging of bles, the shops
arc closed, and crowds of gertial, bnzzittg loungers are rnany. Thus we
shall gain by conternplating the city front afar. The Viale dei Colli tliey
cail the gently-wtttding road that froin the southern gate of Florence, Porta
Romana, leads to Saii Miniato. Evemy liaie and theme, as we ascend,
glimpsca of lovelicat sccnery rnay be hiad, but not until the Piazzale Michel-
angelo is reached doca the whle glorious panorama lie before us. We now
stand on a projecting terrace, aliove mises the churcli, with bbe adjoining
convents, and the littie cemetcry ; blow stretches the valiey of the Arno;
snd famthcr away, like sentineis keeping watcli around some sleeping beauty,
the mountains guard the city. It is not an incomprehiensibie, irregular
mass titis Florence, as you sec, but the most charming' of pictures in the
fitteat of frames. Even froni here otte can discernl mucb of that bld,
sober architecture, so just an enibodiment, as it were, of tlie proud,
grave spirit rcigning in centuries wlien its home was at tbc zenith of lier

giory. Betwecn us and the principal part of the city flows the river, a
narrow, muddy streani enougi, but rapid. And now need I name towem
attd dome 'i Titis churcb to the riglit is Santa Croce, and here are bumied
tnt a f'ew great Florentines. Ah!1 you recognise the marvellous cathedmal

-IIBmuneileschi's wondrous dome," and the Campanile close by. There
lookas scomnfully dowtî the tower of the Paiazzo Vecchio-a republican-
iooking bower bmuly, rising neitlier at tue aide nom in tlie centre of tlie Old
Palace, but in the moat arbitrary of positions between tlie two, an exceed-
ingiy osteittations manifestation of unconventionality. S. Lorenzo, S.
Maria Novelia, can also be distinguished, but ntany weli-known liaunts are
lost for us froru here. Linger a littie longer ere tbe siglit fades. Drink
one more drauglit of ail] tii beauty, for it is just as well to see bbe whole,
before we study bte parts as after and 110w crowd fast upon bhc mmnd the
memories wbicb make of Florence a home, perbaps blicir deamesb, to so
many. For, afber ail, our truest frienda and guides are not the ones wbo
living, flavour their theomies to our baste; but those wliose IlTliou shlt,"
and "Thou saat not," are immutabie, ubtered by lips long cold. It is
pleasant titus to contempiate, bo dreani, wbile tlie fires in the west burn

low; only bbc liglit fades fast, and already the blue miat lias crept from
the valley up the mountains, over bbc ciby, sliutting out at lengîli even the
cypress-covered lieights of Fiesole froni our sight. L. L.

MALHERBE liaving dined witli tlie Bisliop of Rouen, wlio was a duli
preaclier, was asked by hiru to adjourn froni bbe table to tlie churcli, where
lie was then going to preacli. Il Pardon me," said Mailherbe, "lbut I çan
sleep very well wliere I amn."
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