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sat groups of peasants, their swart visages lit up from below by
the glôýwi of a brazier, whilo a flaring torch stuck through a ring
ovérhead threw foerce lights and shadows, across the scene. Sharp
c îýs and shouts like maledîctions rose as we passed, and'as we
turned.into thé littie. square on whioh the inn stands,-wo woui-
dered in what sort of den we should have to lodge. We followed
our host of the littie Aibergo della Regnia up the seeep stone
staircaso with xnany maisgivings«; ho flung open a door, and we
baheld a carpeted room, ail furnished and. hung -with pink chinitz,
covered with garlands. There were sofas, low arm-ehairs, a
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writing-table with appurtenances, a tea-tàWbie with enowy linon,
and a hissing. braus tea-kettie. Orening from this 'were two
littie white nests of bed-rooms, with tin bath-tibs, and an abun-
dance of .towels. We could not bolieve our eyes; liore were
English comfort and French teste. Were we in May Fair or the
-Rue-do ]Rivoli?~ Or was it a fairy tais ?

The Campagna has one more aspect, différent from all the
rege whe-re the Tiber, weary with bis long wandering, miols lazily
to, theý sea. It is a dreary waste of swamp aud saudhill, ana-
scrub growth, but with a forlorui beauty of its own, and the
boauty «~ colour, nover absent in Ittaly. The tall coarse grass
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