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soldier, clad in complete armour, who, true to his duty,

true to his proud name of a soldier of Rome, and full of

the stern courage which had given to that name its glory,

stood to Ms post by the city gate, erect &nd unflinching,

till the hell that raged around him burned out the daunt-

less spirit it could not conquer.

We never read of Pompeii out we think of that soldier.}

wecannnot write of Pompeii without the natural impulse

to grant to him the mention he so well deserves. Let us
remember that ho was a soldier—not a policeman—and so

praise him. Being a soldier he stayed—because the war-

rior instinct forbade him to fly. Had he been a police^

man, he would have stayed also—because he would have
been asleep.

There arc not half a dozen flights of stairs in Pompeii,

and no other evidences that the houses were more than
one story high. The people did not live in the clouds, as

do the Venetians, the Genoese, and Neapolitans of to-day..

We came out from under the solemn mysteries of {his

city of the Venerable Past—this city which perished, vith
all its. old ways and its quaint old fashions about i,

' remote centuries «go, when the Disciples were preaching

the new religion, which is as old as the hills to us now

—

and wont dreaming among the trees that grow over acre?

and acres of its still buried streets and squares, till a shrill

whistle and the cry of

—

^^ All aboard—last train for
Naples /" woke me up and reminded me that I belonged

in the nineteenth century, and was not a dusty mummy,
caked with ashes and cinders, eighteen hundred years old.

The transition was startling. The idea of a railroad train

actually running to oW, dead Pompeii, and whistling irre-

verently, and calling for passengers in the most bustling

and business-like way, was as strange a thing as one could

imagine, and as unpoetical and disagreeable as it was
strange.

Compare the cheerful life and the sunshine of this day
with the horrors the younger Pliny saw here, the 9th of

Novembcrj a.d. 69, when he was so bravely striving to

^
remove his mother out of reach of harm, while she begged
um, with all a mother's unsdfishness, to leave her to

>erish and save himself.


