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the town. I know too well how soon its incorruptible

beauty would be corrupted. It is only in the hills that

we may find it and the open spaces. There, it seems,

we must go to learn our lesson, and when we have

learnt it, this A B C of beauty, we can come back to

the towns and learn more difficult things, the reverence

for beliefs which are no longer beliefs, as Emerson

taught, the beauty of a city, and of a poor man's smile.

But just as the Israelites, when the need for manna was

past, returned to ordinary food and found it good, so

we to<j drifted back to our old content and began reluct-

antly to worship our old gods again.

And it would be childish to deny that the great

Exhibition for which Rome was preparing marked

her splendid prosperity under the rule of the House of

Savoy ; or that the magnificent memorial to Victor

Emmanuel on the brow of the Capitol is the most

imposing monument in the whole city ; or that the

Palatine has gained in picturesqueness now that the

d(?bris has been cleared away from its lower slopes.

But it was not to see these things that we came to

Rome, and we found their ancient charm untouched in

those shrines of beauty to which we paid a special

pilgrimage. For all the pictures which had given us

delight upon our journeys, from the faded frescoes of

Cimabue in San Francesco d'Assisi to the strange

fancies of I^uca Signorelli in the Cathedral of Orvieto,

were only stepping stones to the vault of the Sixtine


