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TRACES OF TRAYEL.
DOWN THE TIBER.

An Interestina Sketch bY Charles War
ren Stoddard, on the Roman Campagna.

Only to think of steaming down the
clasic Tiber in a little tub that has seen
its best days ; only to dream of going t
sea in a bowl,-that is what it really
amounted to,-nothing more, nothing
less. The boat in question was onc
upon a time one of those slim, swift iran
Thames boats, that whiz under the grea'
Victoria Embankment like vicious water
waspe. This particular wasp having
grown grey and decrepit, was banished
from the Thames and sent into exile;
and now she steams up and down the
"golden Tiber" at very uncertain inter
vals, and it always seems little short of a
miracle when she gets back to port again
without Let or hindrance. Her voyages
are voted holidays of the firat clas; no
to have survived at least one of them is
to have lived in vain.

On a certain eccasion about two hun-
dred of us-landsmen ail, with a sprink-
ling of wives in summer dres, and o
children in something a little short o
that-gathered on the narrow deck o
the winglessuand stringless Wasp, bound
for Porto d'Anzio, at the mouth of the
Tiber. There was something very jolly
in the anticipation of our two hours
voyage between the narrow banks of th
winding stream, foilowed by a brie.
cruise l the deep blue waters of the
Mediterranean, and a return to the Porto
of hoaiy memories. We were quite con
tent to stand for six or eight hours
under the circumstances-there were
rot seats enough ta go half way round
We were quite content, I repeat, under
the circumatances; for the Italian dawn
is a delicioua revelation, and we were to
set forth after sunrise.

Down under the river-bank, in the
lower edge of Rome, the Wasp, laden to
the water's edge, fumed and fretted with
a vigor worthy of ber youthful days
Everybody wa l the best Of spirite
everybody always is-to begin with
Sea.going friends ehook wine-flasks and
aminous and almost edible-looking pack
ages in the faces of stay-at-horrie friends
who came to say a fond farewell upon
the deck. A little colony of stranger
idlers watched us in silence from the
opposite shore. The Tiber jei sonarrow
at that point we might bave beld a con.
versation with them, had wo been so dijs-
posed ; some few enthusiastscould hardly
refrain from so doing, the excitement of
a new departure Bo intoxicates a fellow.
But blame them Lnot; they merely wished
to share their gayety with the whole
wide world.

A foet o barges, each with one great
sail closely furied, and a long, slim rib-
bon like streamer at the masthead me-
andering in the breeze, added much to
the picturesquensas of the scene; it
must be contesed we were not pic-
turesque ourselves. Yet it was a dead
and aive picture, after all; the Tiber ij
s0 excessively ugly to look upon; its
waters as suggieh and as muddy se those
of a California river, but with no gold.
dust mingling with thern; narrow, tor-
tuaous, flowing always between low, flat
banke; full of etrange, mysterious cur.
rente,- and dimpled with a thoueand
little whirlpooln; it is almost of a color
with its bacnks; it looks not unlike lava,
or a mud flow boiling and borrowing its
dreary way to the sea. He who cried,
"Help me, Caesius, or I sink I" muet
have been a poor swinmer, or the river
was flooded at the time; for there are
-plenty of modern Romans who swim it
twice or tbrice every summer's day and
make no note of it.

Off at last! Tue shore-line was cast
afI ; ever5 body cried " A ddio " Tue
Wasp drifted out into the streamx, swung
slowly round; and when her bow was
pointed right between the two yellow
banke, the wheels began to whirl, the
boat to quiver and rock gently in the
tide; snd, aided hy the current, we pass-
ed rapidly beyond a bond in the river,
and etraightway forgot all about old
Rome. -

On eitber aide of us the muddy banks
were thinly sbhaded with trees. Now and
again a country house, with its grey,
prisan-lilie wall was visible. Peasants
drove antique loarking cattle with marvel.
lonely awide borns. Srometime Ve pase.
* d a yoke af Roman buffaloes-.the most
uuconth-looking beasts imaginable ; they
*were iàzily draggiug great loads af frag-

rînt uow-mnowu ha'. lTe scout aifil
came tous like a broathitineymingi.
ed with a fair proportion of dust as white
as lime.

The banks of the river grew lower anc
mare barren. We could look for mile
across the level oampagna, already burn
brown luithe summer sun. A family o

e goats or a wolfish-looking sbeep dog
a sometimes etrayed down to the shore t
0stare at us. Te tree were goee; ever

te low brusitthat flourishos in somt
parts of the great prairie]and of Italy

g was wanting here. There was nothin
e visible but the short sweep of the rive

ahead ofa us and behind us, cut off at both
ends by asharp and sudden turn. Boyand
un there was no mysteriona country, ne

- hidden vale lying within the shadow of a
bluff; no rocks, no ruins-in short, no
surprise of any sort in store for us poor
voyagers. Even tho sea we were sc3

t rapidly approaching gave no token ; and
- the solitary watch-towers, those soleni

monuments of the past that stand by the
river-bank above the Roman walls-even
these were wauting here. The gay youths
who disported theoselves soconspicuous-
Iy at the beginuning of the cruise and
seemed se like old travellers, be

- gan to wilt under the thin
flattering awning and the fervid

f sun ; and the blustering fellow who, when
f he leaped '-upon the low bulwarks and

fwmuug hie legs overboard with a very
decided air, impressed us as one having
been boin at ses, and rocked in the

T cradla of the deep for the greater part ao
his life, and nowhere se much at home

e as in the teeth of the tempet,-even
f this brave and nonchalant individua
8 drew in his extremities ; for the aaun w

scorching his sbins. We all grew bo
- and uneasy and silent, or a littie peev

imih, while the world went by in two
seemingly interminable slices of utterly

. uninteresting landscape-one on each
r Bide of us.

Thus passed two mortal hours,-two
mortal hours that, ta a certain extent
bave become immortal ; for we shal
never, never forget them. But at the
expiration of these two hours, with one
accord, we sniffed the suit fragrance o
the neighboring sea. We had, somehow,
lost interest in the classio streani : we
were thirsting for a sight of the bine
waters into which we were shortly ta be
plunged. The sun was botter than ever:
it was a living flame overhead ; the wind
-the oppressive sirocco-was rising ; a

r blast from a furnace, and with it we al
eroceeded ta witber as the fl >wers of tbe
field. Tbis weird African visitor-the
banie of Italy, that carriEs with it a kind
of blinding light that burns one'% eye-
balls, as if it were freigbted with desert
dust; this nerve-killer, this consumer of
the blood, that crosses the sea with such
fiendish energy that it sweeps clouda of
small African quail into the waves, and
even deposite some of them on the
Italian coast,-this was Our unwelcome
companion.

When we caine at last te the mouth
of the Tiber one thing was evident : the
Wasp would have a tough time of it
wrestling with such_ wavee as had corne
up te buffet the sirocco ; but we bad
paid for a passage to Porto d'Ainzioi, so
the captain held the bow of the little
craft, t wind and wae, and we literally
pited lu. It was a festa day ; we were
bent on having a good time at Porto
d'Anzio, juit around the corner from the
mouth of the Tiber. The Porto is rather
sldum visited ; our advent was likely ta
go down ta posterity with the local hila-
tory. Meauwhile the sea heaved, and
the Wasp heaved with it, but not
always in season o escape a mmall
deluge that was making the flush deck
uncomfortably damp. Women grew
paie and miserkire ; children cried aloud;
men looked hopelesesly about and won.
dered whither we were bound.

The golden T:r shoots its muddy
Ilood into the sapphire depths of the
Mediterranean, and, with a resrve
worthy of s groat a celt brity. refub to,
mingle its "gold" with any such a sen,--
or is it the sea that eschews the Tiber,
preferring ta keep its pellucid waers
sait and clear ? At any rate, there is a
spot in the sea where the amber wal of
the river lies against the crystal wall of
the sea, and not one drop seems ta mingle
with another.

Man is not a fly ; no more le woman.
When the Wasp stood on her head-as
she (id at interval'-we, the unlucky
two hundred, sifted like sand down into
the briws of her. When she was reversed,
we sought -a chauge, sud lu so doinîg
stood noL upon the order ai aur going,
but went lu every' whicit ay. Pesa inu

e
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deficient, or the secretion of nilk scanty,
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an agitated bladder, corn in a bot corn- most heavenly. Here was the site of
popper,-indeed, many things inl this Pliny's Laurentine vola, now covered by

i varied life resemble the prodicament we a more mcdern cstle that looke as if it
were in. might be enchaned. Surely one should

But why linger upon this point ? A eleep a century lu such a place. There
wail of despair wcnt up from varions si a mos ns of far-away seas in the tree

i quartera of the vesel. The captain tope. nd plentiful abade and secliusion.
t delivered a brief and spirited addrees. Shall . end with a page out of these old

.He said it wa evidently nnwise to go nnte-books,-an inprehsion penned on
I any farther to sea than could be helped ; the spot? Hoere it is .

he would therefore refund twa thirds I am in no baste to quit Caitle Fusano.
i, of the passage money, and at once en- Why abould I be ? I have taken my

1 deavour to retura. He held himself oath to quit Rome, and I must first wean
responsible for our lives, and conse- myself from it. lere 1 sh'all stay until

I quently he would "bout ship" and I See my path clear to some new ehrine,
seek safety in retreat. This spirit of be- even though I am in danger of being de-
nevolence impressed us favorably, as we voure.d by ennui and morquitos. Beyond

e wabbled about in the tumultuous wave, this piuewood there are long, low sand-
i expecting every moment to founder. We hill lying between it and the sea ; they
e turned as soon as possible and headed stretch southward even to the Pontine
a for the ehore. Any port in a storm, you marehes, and all the mue of the watr ta
I know, even if it isn't D'Anzio. blown over them, and ail the glimmer of
t Once more we souight the classic Tiber, the wave is hid from view. Imagine a
t but when about to enter it we turned too moonlight uight in a place like thiis!
- short a corner. A sea struck us amid- Thereis a sighing lu the air so vague one

ship, thesirocco scooped up our flighty knows not.whether it bevoiceof wave or
awning, we went over on our beam ends, wood ; it is the two in harmony. lu
and the last hour was at band. From every breath yoù breathe the incense of
beneath the cart-load of men, women, the ses ; and while you meditate your
and children, where I bad sougb.t shelter thoughts recur tothe atill flowing Tiber;
from the elements, I saw our captain and the royal spirits of the past, throued
wringing bis hands and tearing his hair, in their cloud-like barges, drift stowly in
He wildly implored us to return to our solemn procession down the currpnt of
places and retain them, as we hoped for the sacred stream.-In the Ave Maria.

f safety. But we didn't hope for safety-
we were qlite beyond that.-and so we
didn't return to our places; we simply

lay in the lee-ecuppers as if it were aCatholi Holida fts
oleasant and a proper thing to do, while
our poor lop-sided Wasp wingad its un-
bappy way back to smooth water, looking- The Choicest and Most
as forlorn and discogmfited as if ail the Acceptable of Gifts,

l sting had gonle out of if.. -CNITN F-
The steamer came to a halt at Fiermi- - CONSISTING OF --

cino, a spot desolate beyond expression. An extensive assortment of
flere thera was a balt of four boure,- PRAYER BOOKS.
the captain insisted that the boat "need- in ail styles and prices, fromtu te cheapest
ed rest; uIn the heat and tne wind two children's editions upwards.
hundred souks bernoaned a fate that
zuerely prolorged theirag ny. Otiawas PRAYER BEADS,
but two mila distant,-ancient Oatia, ln wood, Cocoa, Pearl, Amber, &c , &C.,
which was once a port of great import- with Cocoa, Leather and Pearl Cases.
Ance ; where the Apostles themuselves are CROSSES and CRUCIFIXES
believed to have established a church ; In ail sizes, prices and designs.
where St. M>uica, the motber of St.STATUES, FONTS andAugustin, died. Tnis was too much for RELIGOUS and
me: I left the one hundred and ninety- Glass, Brass aEIGIUS ARTICLES
nine toreturn a their pleasure,assught . asdçCandllslicks.
the skotchy ruins of Odtia. RELIGIOUS PICTURES,

How little there is to be een in ithese Plain or colored, Oit, Chromo or Oleograph,
ruins, even the best of then! Sunshine TALES, STORIEsuand
kills them; without failli they are "noth- BOOKS in SOttS.
iug to nobody." The memnies of the Profusely Illustrated Toy Books,
dreary spot are many. It was hither that XMAS and NEW YEARLEoeas astu-d. charmed by theloveli BOOLETS
neess of the land. Ie "drscried a -pa-BMSsdNWYA
cious grove, through which Tibermnus. . n, athe god of the plea tsnt river Tiber, with Du&. & J. SAULIER & 00.,
rapid wthiris and qmtntittes Of sand, d atholo PubiitNer, Ciurci, Orznaments ant
colored, bursts forward into the sea. Ail Religious Articles.
around and overhead various birds, ac. 1669 NOTRE DAME STREET.
custQmed tu the lanks end channel of

the river, cliarmed the skies with their
song-sad flavtered up and down the
grove."-

O Virgil1! if you could oly see iL 9
now, woull the flie frenzy of your roll-
ing eye conio lieptisuitch poetic piecturas
as you were wmt to paint ? Alas, no
birdi now I No river-g d, io grovesA N
nothing but beggars and bull-frogs.

St. Augus 'in first landed bore, in Italy, ~ . -
with his sainted mot.ber. IL was her ISTHE BEST REMEDY FORaIso that St. ignatins, the dis-iple of St.
John, debaked when lie came from An P AR
tiochi to be maTscred in the Florian DS 9
Amophitheatre. To rOti Marius fledCAL MDS, URNSwheu overcome by the troops of Scylla.
Oxtia was the sunimmer watering-place of a CUTS
Roman emperors. On this saime Tiber
they mxored their splendid barges; and WILLIA I. DELANY
when they siled. the 'whole country was
decked for their delight. .Importer of Choice Croceries, Wines and

IL is but two miles to Casile Fusano, I Provisions, and a'I kinds of
in the midst of its forest of pine. Fromi Choice Fruits.
the desolation of 03tia to the solemn 25A7 St. Catherine street, cor. !ackay street,
beauty of this spot the transition is al- Montresi. Bell Telephone No. 4690


