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GLEANINGS IN ROME.

CHAPTER 1.

ROME.

“T Am in Rome! Oft as the morning ray
Visits these eyes, waking at once I cry,
‘Whence this excess of joy ? What has befallen me ?
Anpd from within a thrilling voice replies,
Thou art in Rome! A thousand busy thoughts
Rush on my mind, a thousand images ; -
And I spring up as girt to run a race!
Iam in Rome! the City that so long
Reigned absolute, the mistress of the world.”"—RoGERS.

SHALL never forget the feeling—half surprise, half rapture—which came over
me, when, on one glorious Sunday morning towards the latter end of the month
of April, I awoke from a radiant sleep, and jumping out of bed, threw
open the windows and gazed out with a sort of awe—hard to explain and more
difficult to describe—upon the streets of Rome, lying far down beneath me,
bathed in the glittering brightness of the fair Italian sunshine.

We had taken up our abode in the grand Hotel Continental, in close proximity to the
famous Baths of Diocletian, and as I turned my head to the left I could scan the enormousruins
of this once celebrated meeting place of the fashionable ladies and gentlemen of Rome in ages
far anterior to the birth of Christ. We had arrived late the previous evening from Genoa, after
a tedious and uncomfortable journey of over twelve hours’ duration. We were crowded up with
excursionists of all sorts and descriptions, rushing to the Eternal City for the Easter Church
festivities ; which are now, by the way, much curtailed of their former magnificence, and
scarcely worth the trouble of witnessing.

We had fortunately engaged our rooms, and at midnight found ourselves in very com-
fortable and charming quarters. There was a wonderful feeling came over me a8 I threw
open the windows and looked out upon the scene. It had been the dream and ambition of my
life to visit Rome. I had pondered over it many a time in the old days, when sitting round the
camp fire in the solitude of the great Australian Bush. I had thought of it as I forded the
rushing rivers of New Zealand—to wit the big Waimakariri, the Matura, Waitaki, the Teramakan,
and the big and little Tipoe, which in na,tivé language means the large and small Devil—on my
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gold prospecting expedition from Christchurch to Hokitika on the south coast of the great
middle island. I say, I thought unceasingly of a pilgrimage to Rome, and now the hopes and
longings of my life are fulfilled, I am indeed in the sacred land of Romulus and Remus.

Looking back to times long past and gone, I call to mind a graceful clump of lofty trees
called Knockholt Beeches, beneath whose friendly shade I have often greedily devoured a small
school History of Rome and have shed real tears at the pitiful stories of fair Lucretia, and
Virginia, and all the heroes and heroines of Roman story. And the scenery that surrounded me
in my then youthful studies was of a nature to foster the highest of literary aspirations. On one
gide, on a fair summer’s day I could catch a glimpse of the far distant dome of Saint Paul's
Cathedral ; and on the other, down in the valley, was Lord Stanhope’s park, one of the prettiest of
all the parks in the fair and beautiful county of Kent. The trees forming the glades and glens
were planted exactly in the same position as Nelson placed his ships at the great battle of
Trafalgar. There was a gummer-house in this same Chevening Park, where I hid away a small
portable library, containing such works as “Robin Hood,” “Wat Tyler,” Thaddeus of
Warsaw,” “ William Tell,” and an abridgement of ¢ The History of Rome.” It was my delight,
in company with the Rector’s son, now long since gone over to the great majority, to study this
Roman history under the beech trees of Knockholt, and devour our lighter literature in the
aforesaid summer-house belonging to my Lord of Stémhope.

Here it was that my friend and I, following the line of the Alban Kings (whose historical
existence, however, is more than doubtful), came to read about the usurper called Amuliug, who
forcibly excluded his elder brother Numitor from the throne, and devoted the only daughter
of that prince to perpetual virginity as a Vestal. But by the God Mars ghe became mother of
the twins Romulus and Remus, and, in accordance with the law which ordained a terrible
punishment for all who thus broke their vows, was condemned by Amulius to be buried alive.
He likewise ordered—cruel wretch that he was—that the twins should be thrown into the
Tiber, which had at that time overflowed its bounds; but the shallow pool into which they
happened to £all shrank back, and left them safe and comfortable under a wild fig-tree, where
they were first suckled by a lady wolf, and afterwards fed by a woodpecker. When grown to
boyhood, they were found by one of the herdsmen of Amulius, who brought them up with
his own children in a humble sort of cottage, on Mount Palatine. On the slopes of that hill
they watched the flocks committed to their care ; but the herdsmen of Amulius were at issue
with those of Numitor, and the latter, seizing one day on Remus, carried him before their
master. Shortly afterwards Romulus arrived to ransom his brother, and from inquiries set on
foot by Numitor, whose guspicions had been aroused by the appearance of the youths, it came
out that they were the sons of his daughter, the offending Vestal. Bent on revenging their
wrongs, the royal twins attacked Amulius at Alba, killed him, and restored their grandfather
to the throne. They did not care, however, to remain in the city of their ancestors, but resolved
to build another near the spot where they had been saved from death. Whether this city was
to be founded on Mount Palatine, as Romulus wished, or on Mount Aventine, as Remus
desired, was a question which divided the brothers, and they prayed the gods for a sign. They
were to watch for a whole day on their respective hills, and he who saw a flight of birds at
gsunrise of the second day should be the founder of the city. Remus was the first to be thus
favoured ; he saw six vultures on his left. Soon afterwards Romulus beheld twelve vultures
hovering over Mount Palatine, and conceived that this was a more significant ‘omen,
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The other elaimed priority, and a quarrel ensued, which ended in Romulus killing Remus,
pither iy a chanee blow, or out of revenge for Remus having contempinously leapt over the
slender forrow which Romulns had marked ont for his walls, At any rate, the result of the
eontention was that Romulns bnilt his city on the Palatine hill, which thug beenme the nuoeleos
of Rome,

“Here in the Eternnl City,” savs the author of ¥ Modern Roman Mogaies,” * fhings have a
character of their ewn., People live and move on a mere crusi of nineteenth century, bt
immediately beneath it lies the selid foundation of some two thousand and odd years sgo. And
one has but to serateh the soil & very little, to serape away every vestige of * To-day,” and come
to the ahiding traces of the ancient Latins. Nay, in many places their works still tower by the
head and shoulders above the goil 3 although Time {oils ceaselessly to heap the earth over them
and bory ihem where they atand.”

I must confess that in these my riper years T put but & small modicum of faith in the
existence of Homulus and Remus, I would much rather subseribe te the doctrine of {he
geese gaving the Capitol by their cackling; it is better much to believe a little, than notto believe
at all, For myself, I feel so fresh this glorions morning, go foll of life and buoyancey, that I am
willing to pin my faith to anything and anybody., In the excess of my feelings I tuke out my
purse and bestow a small silver coin upon a wretched-looking beggar who importunes me eagerly,
T very goon have cause to regret my gencrosity, for I am instanily surreunded by a mob of
howling, clamenring mendicants of every degree of loathsome horrors and abominations. Where
eonld they all come from ? They seemed to spring from the ground. T marched onin epeechless
agony at their greed until T came in sight of my hotel,  All ai once & happy thought atruck me.
I had heard of the dread existing among the lower order of Ttnlians of the “evil eye” T put
my tall hat at the back of my head, and squinted a demoniacal squint, at the same time turning
round with a deep groan and charging into their midst. It was quife sufficient, the terriblo
pyuint and drawn-down mounth acted like magle, they decamped in all directions,  From that
time whenever 1 was molested by begears 1 squinted at them, and after a little they troubled me
no mere during my stay in REome.
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