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Vi'e passed next across o snull street to
the tragic theatre, a large handsome build-
ing, whore the seats for the vestals, con-
suls and other places of honour, are well
preserved and thence up the hill to the tem-
ple of Hercules, which must have been a
noble edifice, commaunding a superb view
of the sen.

The next object was the triangular forum,
an open space surrounded with three porti-
cos supported by o hundred Doric columns.
Here were found several skeletons, one of

. which was that of a man who had loaded
himselfwith plunder. Gold and silvercoins,
cups, rings, spoons, buckles and other
things wete found under him. Near here,
under the ruins of a wall were discovered
skeletons of a man and a woman, and on
the arms of the latter two beautiful brace-
lets of gold.

We cutered from this a broad street
lined with shops, against the walls ot which
were paintings in fresco and inscriptions in
deep-ted paint representing the occupations
and recording the names of the occupants.
In one of them was found a picce of saltfish,
smelling strongly ufter seventeen centuries!
In a small lane leading from this street, the
guide led us to ashop, decorated with pic-
tures of fish of various kinds, and furnished
with a stove, marble dresstrs, and earthen
Jjars, supposed to have belonged to a vender
of fish and olives. A little further on was
a baker'sshop, with a well used oven, in
which was found 2 batch of bread burnt to a

cinder. Near thiswas the house of 2 mid-
wife. In it were found several instruments

of a simple and excellent construction, un-
known to the moderns, a forceps, remains
of medicines in a wooden box, and various
pestles and mortars.  The walls were orna-
mented with frescos of the graces, Venus
and Adonis and other similar objects.

{ To be continued.)

REMINISCINCES.

There are certain frames, to which the

human mind may be wronghtuy, svthat any
cemmon events will seem toit like the fore-
baodings of evil—like the precursorsof some
unusual, some monstrous event. The mind
of mankind is prose to solvesingular events
preternaturally.  The beating of the hittle
anscetin the wall, of the hiowl of the watch
dogar the deud of night—oreven the spill-
ing of salt, are decmed warnings of danger
aid even desth. 1 am not now about to
discess the philosophy of this bias of our
minds; nor wili 1, though ¥ might with effcet
trace 1thack to our educationiu childhood.
Isimply wishto allude to thefuct, asmtro-
ductysy to an event which oceured to my-
seif.

I was acquainted with a femily so omi-
able und excellent, that the thought of
thewlingers about my hewrt as doesthe first
Joveof our childhood about the path-way of
maniood and old age. The father wasa

mn of intelleet and energy——and when I
say this, itis perhaps needless to say, hewas
acquiring a competency——for intellect and
energy are the pionecrs of wealth in our flou-
rishing country, The wife and the mother
was such a wife as throwsa halo aboutthe
fireside of cottage or palace. Sucha wife as
makes earth under its sternest and deadliest
convulsions, a parndise. The children were
lovely, and promised well for the future.
This tamily werodsidents of Portland.

I had been lingering upon Munjoy late
in the evening of a lovely day in the fallof
the year— under the mild and tranquiliz-
ing influence of amoonlight night—~for I had
been ill, and the breezes from the South-
west which came full and pure from the At.
Iantie, were as the breath of sume eastern
fairyupon the Spell-bound victim of malici-
ous genii. I was alone, and ina good de-
gree shielded from observation. Thinking
of returning to my residence, and about to
move, I noticd at adistance a human form
fainty visible in the waningoonlight, Jts
dircction was towards me. 1 waited with
some trepidation from wenk nerves tolearn
whether it was friend or fue. I scon per-
ceived, as plainas eye could tell, thatit was
the man of whom 1 have spoken. I was
surprised ; when calling to see him a fow
hours before, (after my indisposition) 1 had
becn told he was from home, and would
not return for some days. Notwithstund-
ing,it was the man, and [ watched his mo-
tions with an intensity all can appreciate.
He did not move in a direct line towards
myself—and ashe drew near to me, I per-
ceived he was laboring under son.e strange
influence. ‘That he should have amived
home so soon, when I had leurned thathbis
earliest time of coming was a number of
days distant, wasa watter of much surpiise,
but his actions were yet more astomshing.
As be drew nearer to where  1esied, 1 per-
ceived utat he was laboring undera fierce
wmental contlict.  {fe evidently wasdead to
every outward influence and the tempest
wasraging within withterrible severity. At
length he stood still—the strife had appa-
rently terminated in unqualified despair.
e wrung lns hands aud wept like « chihl.
1 would have spoken to him, for I wasmov-
ed even to tears by the genuineness of his
grief.—Butit semed tome the tefinement
ot crucliy. when he had probably come away
from the busy world to velieve his full heart
of its burthen, that 1 should hunnhate him
by exposing him. My thought was. that
some fearful calawity had happened to his
lhouschold.—1 knew that there was garner-
od up his deepest happiness, and t knew
that his wife or his children were dead. I
had scen them in the moming, well, but
death had been there and touched them, or
my friend would not have been before me,
with the boisterous grief of manhood when
his idols are destroyed, upon him.

But he spoke, audib‘y. “Alas ! my

twife and children,ye are Leggars, ye are beg-

gars | The fiendish arts of gamblers—my
own rashness—have made ye beggars ;
would to God I that had never been
born !” My astonishment was without
bounds, atthese words., 1 knew him tobe
so honorable a man, thatit scemed impossi-
ble to associate him with gamblers. My
mind wasin chaos. I could not solve this
deep mystery. When 1 looked up, my
friend was cone! I had been in thoueht
but « moment—Dbut in that moment he bad
taken himself beyond the widest sweep of
my vision,

The whole scenc was one so strange and
even mysterious, that I returned home
without heing able to arouse a thought that
could give me a solution of it.  That 1 had
seen my friend, T did not doubt. That he
was in deep distress, that gumblers had
ruined him—1I could not hesitate to admiit,
for T had seen his grief, and heard his fa-
mentations, as he unburthened his over-
fiowing heart, as he thought, to the solitude
around him,

I slept none that night, There was =
incubus on my spirits, that while it weighed
them to the earth, lucerated them so that {
could not lose a sen<e of misery in forget-
fulness.  In the morning, as soon zs &
fevered system would suffer, I was on my
way to hishome, W ith fearful forebodings,
and a heavy heart, from the certainty of ny
knowledge, T drew near this once heppy
home of my friend. 1 was met by his wite
with one of those radieut smiles, which,
though the corth were again enveloped in
the dorkness of ancient Eeypt, would spread
the efiulgence of pavadise about the hearth
stone of Jomestie felicity.  Their children
came around e too, with that appearance
of cheerful and pure hoppiness, which is
soon lostas the busy world draws them into
itsvortex, aad which, 1 haveoften thought,
is the truest type man has here of the quiet
hanpiness of heoven. :

1 was unhurthened of half my grief—for
although the blow Wwas inevitable, it had
not yet fallen where it would kill.—-Lue
and happiness were still theirs—who were
just about to be impaled. I inquired for
wy iriend ; my inquiny was met with a look
of astonishment, ns though my illness might
have unsettled my brain. 1 repeated my
inquiry. His wife answered—¢¢ Had she
not told me but yesterday, that Le would
not return for some days ?” e had not
returned !

It was then, for the first time the thought
came to me that T was labouring under a
delusion. The truth was then confirmed,
when, atfew daysafter my friend came hone,
as cxpected. ¥ ¢ v ¢ ®

Years passed away. Qur friendship was
in & nasure broken up.  He was estran-
ged. Dot this scene lingered about wy
wemory with a vividness hke that which
clings to the man far away from the land of
his nativity, when he thinks of the honze of
his chuldhood—every incident and iocality
of these scenes are distinct, Thus it was




