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would have been perfect. But no—the sun shines as

brightly down on old Pompeii to-day as it did when
Christ was born in Bethlehem, and its streets are cleaner

a hundred times than ever Pompeiian saw them in her

prime. I know whereof I speak—for in the great chief

thoroughfares (Merchant Street and the Street of Fortune)

have I not seen w' 'i my own eyes how for two hundred
years at least the pavements were not repaired 1—how
ruts five, and even ten inches deep were worn into the thick

flag-stones by the chariot-wheels of generations of swindled

taxpayers? And do I not know by these signs that

Street Commissioners of Pompeii never attended to their

business, and that if they never mended the pavements

tqey never cleaned them ? And, besides, is it not the

inborn nature of Street Commissioners to avoid their duty

whenever they get a chance ? I wish I knew the nanjo

of the last one that held oflfice in Pompeii, so that I could

give him a blast. I speak with feeling on this subject,

because I caught my foot in one of those ruts, and the

sadness that came over me when I saw the first poor

skeleton, with ashes and lava sticking to it, was tempered

by the reflection that maybe that party was the Street

Commissioner.
• No—Pbtopeii is no longer a buried city. It is a city of

hundreds and hundreds of roofless houses, and a tangled

inaze of streets where one could easily get lost, without a

guide, and have to sleep in some ghostly palace that had
knov/n no living tenant since that awful November night

of eighteen centuries ago.

We passed through the gate which faces the Mediter-

ranean (called the " Marine Gate",) and by the rusty,

broken image of Minerva, still keeping tireless watch and
ward over the possessions it was powerless to save, and
went up a long street and stood in the broad court of the

Forum of Justice. The floor was level and clean, and up
and down either side was a noble colonnade of broken

pillars, with their beautiful Ionic and Corinthian columns
scattered about them. At the upper end were the vacant

seats of the Judges, and behind them we descended into

a dungeon where the ashes and cinders had found

two prisoners chained on that memorable November


