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Yo other eity enm-
bodies so much of the
world's history as
Rome. Its massive
ruins, shattereci, gray,
gnawred by the slow
tooth of tirne, have ini
their decay a gloomy

mjesty and nohility

creations of to-day -no

THE WOLF 0F THE CAPITOL. Washington mionu-
mient, no Eiffel Towcr,

no0 just finishied cathedral, can hope to rival. Thiere stili ctings
about those ponderous masses of lionest brick-work axýd squared
stone somnething of the indomnitable will, the proud self-sufficieney,
the calmn endurance of their builders of twenty centuries ago.
But wiLlh our pleasure in the grini endurance mingles a chili
thought chu rged with endless pathos, that build we -neyer so
solidly, of mere earthly miaterials, our work must decay.

The very dust of Roie's streets, the soul of hier suburbs has for
the reflective mmnd a soleinn interest. That dust once lived, jested
and hated, toiled and battled. Some atonis 0f that soil made
Cicero's lips of eloquence and Cosars brain of prnwer; ail slirivelled
and -withercd now into a few handfals 0f wind-driven dust.

Romne wvas not to mie a joyous place. It w'as too full 0f ha-.unting
memiories. Up yonder wvas -Coesar's palace, where pi-ide, and
power, and cruelty looked down upon the mean city. Here are
the, lnge pillars of temples to mighty gods, whose namnes are now -
mneaningless breath. There is the treinendous ellipse of the Coli-
seum, in whose sanded centre fouglit savage beasts, and more
savage men; on wvhose blood-soaked sur-face died tigers, gladiators
and martyrs, while tlie brutal thousands applauded. Here, buit
into the wall, is a fragment of carved stone from some carlier
building; there, in a neglected corner of a courtyard, is the carth-
stain. 1 torso of a statue-to wbi and for what?


