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PREFACE. 

To my Youna ReapErR,— 

PERHAPS, as you read this book, you will some- 

times say, “ I wonder if it is all true ?” 

So I must tell you, that all the places visited in 

Italy, by Harry Brightside and _ his friends, I saw 

myself, in 1844-45, just as he saw them, with one 

or two exceptions, but he and his friends are all 

imaginary. 

If you should ever take a similar tour, and 

suffer some inconveniences as he did, you must 

try and remember him, and make the best of 

them, and not only then, but every day try and 

look at the bright side of things, and also be 

more thankful than ever for the blessings enjoyed 

a2



1V PREFACE. 

in Protestant England, then I shall not have 

written about him in vain, and you will have 

the hearty good wishes of 

AUNT LOUISA. 

Brixton Hiil, 

May, 1851. 

ERRATA. 

Page 34,line 8, for Mrs. read Mr. 
46, — 2, for his read her. 
90, — 14,for Beia read Baie. 

105, — 4, /or Mrs. read Mr. 
120, — 22, for Cumeans read Cumeans. 
148, — 8, for pick read pack. 
148, — 10, for hem read them. 
178, — 26, for any read many 
199, — 22, for descended aa ascended. Pe
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HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 

CHAPTER I. 

Harry Bricutsrp—e VERnon was the only child 
of Mr. and Mrs. Vernon, of Belmont, near York. 

We must only give a slight sketch of his early 
life, as the principal object of this book, is to de- 
scribe a tour he enjoyed in Italy when eleven 
years old. 

The name of Brightside was given to him for 
this reason. Mr. Vernon had a very dear sister, 
of the name of Mary. She died at the age of 
eighteen, some months before Harry was born. 
From a child she had been so accustomed to look 
at the bright side of things, so anxious to make all 
around her happy, that by some of her family she 
was called “ Mary Brightside,” others nicknamed 
her “ the Sunbeam,” for she seemed to bring joy 
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and gladness everywhere ; others preferred calling 

her “ the Skylark,” for though very fond of her 

home on earth, her thoughts, and hopes, and joys, 

seemed ever soaring heavenward. 

But the name by which she was most familiarly 

known was Mary Brightside. 

She died after six days illness, “‘ So happy,” as 

she often said, “in the thought of being with 

Jesus, in His own sinless, and glorious home; 

that she begged none around to weep for her as 

dead, when she was gone, but to rejoice with her, 

and for her, as alive for evermore.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon did thus rejoice, but their 

loss was very great, and every one who knew her 

felt that one was taken from them, whose place 

could never be filled up again. 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon determined, when Harry 

was born to name him Brightside, after this dear 

Aunt Mary, whom he could never know on earth. 

When he was five weeks old, therefore, on a lovely 

Sunday afternoon in May, he was taken to the 
village church to be baptized: and there in the 
presence of a large congregation enlisted as a 
soldier of Christ. Many a true prayer went up 
to God in that solemn service, that he might fight 
manfully under Christ’s banner, and when, as he 

lay quietly in the clergyman’s arms, and the name 

of the child was asked, his godmother, in a clear
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tone, which was heard by all present, said “« Henry 
Brightside ;” a thrill of deep interest touched all 
hearts, for his sweet Aunt Mary seemed to speak 

to them in that baby boy, and a full burst of 

prayer went up to God, that he might prove such 

a blessing to others as she had been. 

In the evening as the baby lay asleep in its 
cradle, Mr. and Mrs. Vernon knelt by the side, 
and long and fervently did he pray, that his boy 
might not only look at the bright side of things on 

earth, but be led by them to the far brighter 
things of heaven. 

When he was seven years old, his parents de- 
cided he should go as a day boarder to a school in 

York ; where there were several other boys about 
his age; for though he had been a very attentive 
pupil to his mamma, she thought it would be far 
better for him to have some playfellows and com- 
panions in his lessons. 

On a Saturday afternoon his mamma used ge- 
nerally to attend the evening service at York 
Minster, and as this was a special treat to Harry, 
he was glad to find that his going to school did 
not prevent it. One of these Saturday afternoons 
in September, four years after Harry first went to 
school—the sun was beginning to set most glo- 
riously, and the beautiful old Minster had so 
caught itg rays, that it was quite illuminated by 
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the golden light. Harry entered it with his mo- 

ther—more than ever struck with its beauty. The 

anthem too was one of exulting praise, and as the 

lessons were read, and Harry thought what a dif- 

ferent book the Bible was to any other, he felt 

very happy, remembering what a good thing it was 

to be born in England, for his mamma had been 

talking about other countries on their way. As 

soon as they had left the cathedral he told his 

mamma what had been in his thoughts. 

“Well Harry, I have been thinking so too,” 

was his mamma's reply, and she spoke to him of 

the blessings which the Bible had spread over 

our Protestant land, and then to Harry's great sur- 

prise told him, that his father had that morning 

determined to spend the next winter in Italy. 

Harry clapped his hands for joy, having often 

wished to go there, and by this time they were 

out in the fields, he capered about, and quite 

shouted, because he felt so happy. As _ they 

stopped again to look at the cathedral, he asked 

his mamma, if they would see any so beautiful as 

that in Italy ? 
She told him the Roman Catholics were very 

proud of their churches, and justly so, but she 

did not think even St. Peter’s at Rome would give 

them half the pleasure their own Minster did, 

for their was something in the showy services of
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the Church of Rome, so unlike the religion of 

Jesus Christ, that however much they might ad- 

mire the buildings she felt sure it would make 

them sad. 

When Harry reached home he ran into the 

library to talk with his papa about Italy. He was 

then told, they were to start in a fortnight, and 

though Mr. Vernon regretted his lessons should 

be thus interrupted, he hoped Harry would deter- 

mine to study with his papa. 

The next Monday morning, Harry quite aston- 

ished his schoolfellows, by telling them of the great 

treat he had in store. One exclaimed, “ Why 

you will see Vesuvius ;” another, “and Virgil's 

tomb, how I should like to learn my Virgil 

there !” 

“ Yes,” said Harry, “and Rome! only think of 

being in Rome! I shall take ‘ Arnold’s History 

of Rome’ with me, and find out all the spots he 

mentions, and walk in the forum, and see the 

Palace of the Cesars, and the Coliseum.” 

And then all the boys shouted “ Hurrah!” and 

all wished they were going too. 

Harry found it a hard matter to attend to his 

lessons, but he was determined to keep up the 

good character he had gained for attention and 

obedience, so he would not look round at any of 

the boys, but fixed his eyes on his books.
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He left school two days before they left England 

that he might have time to pack up. Different 

friends called to say good-bye, and to those who 

felt interested in their route, Mr. Vernon showed 

it them on the map, and one of them greatly 

pleased Harry by giving him, as a parting present, 

a pocket map of Italy. 

The journey to London delighted Harry, for he 

felt that they had really started on their travels ; 
but alas, what a contrast a few hours brought him. 

They sailed from London in a large steamboat, 

in the middle of the night; and at first they all 

slept quietly enough in their berths, but all at 

once Harry began to dream very uncomfortably, 

something about rolling down a steep hill, and 
then he woke, feeling so sick and ill, that he 

very soon came to the conclusion he should not 

like to be a sailor. He was very bad for four 

hours—then feeling rather better, his mamma 

consented to his going on deck. So he dressed 

himself as fast as he could, for every now and 

then the vessel rolled about so much that he had 
either to run for it all across the cabin, or cling 

to anything that would bear him. Though he 
still felt very uncomfortable he laughed heartily 
at some of his mishaps. His papa helped him 

up the stairs, and as the sea was now becoming 

calmer, they both walked up and down the deck,
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but the motion of the vessel was too great still 

to continue it long. He felt very sick, and in the 

hurry of sitting down only noticed some cloaks 

on the seat; but to his dismay, something moved 

under him, and gave a groan; up he jumped, 

when a gentleman’s pale face appeared from un- 

der the wrappers. He smiled when he saw Harry’s 

look of dismay, and asked him to remember he 

was not a cushion. Harry begged his pardon, 

and they both laughed as heartily as they could, 

considering that both felt rather bad. By-and- 

bye Boulogne appeared in sight, and as soon as 

they stepped on to the pier Harry’s troubles seemed 

over. His mamma found the walk very fatiguing, 

for she had been worse than any of them in the 

voyage. Harry was so sorry to see her look ill, 

and ran on first to try and find a seat. He saw 

one about half way down the pier, and came 

running back to tell his mamma of it, “ and 

then,” he said, “ You know, dear mamma, if you 

can rest a little perhaps you will not mind the 

walk being so long, for it will warm us capitally 

as we are all shivering now.” 

“That's right, my boy!” said Mr. Vernon; 

‘when any trouble or annoyance comes, try and 

find some good in it.” 

After showing their passports, they got into a 

carriage, and drove to the hotel.
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It was quite amusing to them all to see the 
poor people walking about in wooden shoes, and 
all talking French so fast. 

After dinner, Harry and his papa walked up to 
the ramparts, or city walls, as they are sometimes 
called, and quite enjoyed the view from them. 

The next morning they started early, and for 
five days travelled as fast as they could, through 
France to Marseilles. Here, for the first time, 

they saw the Mediterranean Sea; and as they sat 
at the window of their hotel, and watched its 
beautiful clear blue waters, Mr. Vernon reminded 
his boy of how many countries its waves broke upon. 
Spain, France, Sardinia, Italy, Turkey, Greece, 
Syria and the Holy Land, Egypt, and Africa. 

“ How I should like to go with it to all these 
countries !” exclaimed Harry. 

Mrs. Vernon smiled, saying, “ But who was so 
sea-sick, and had such bad dreams ?” 

‘And who was so bad that he must needs sit 
down on a poor unfortunate gentleman for a soft 
warm seat ?” added Mr. Vernon. 

Harry laughed, and replied, “ But it does not 
follow, papa, that because I was ill once at sea, I 
am always to be so.” 

‘Ah, well,” said Mr. Vernon, “ to-morrow will 
prove you.” 

Very early in the morning Harry jumped out of
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bed to see if the sea was rough; it looked rather 

so; and his heart misgave him. ‘ However,” he 

thought to himself, “after pain comes pleasure. 

How I enjoyed the walk along Boulogne Pier! 

I will hope for the best.” 

None of the party much enjoyed their breakfast ; 

and there lay the steamboat in the harbour, hiss- 

ing and puffing away, as if it wished to remind 

everybody it was going to do great things. So 

Harry thought, as he looked at it; and when he 

found himself really on her deck, he thought too 

it would be an admirable invention if some one 

could make a vessel that would not rock on the 

sea. 

For two long days he had to bear its tossing, 

often wishing the Mediterranean were as pleasant 

to be upon, as it was to look at. 

At last he was roused from a very uncomfortable 

sleep by his papa’s voice, “Italy, my boy! Genoa 

is in sight!” but he could not move till the vessel 

entered the harbour; then it was calm, and when 

he got on deck, he was greatly surprised. The 

houses were quite unlike those in England, and 

so large and grand ; and then the people on the 

quay were dressed so differently too,—all the 

women in white muslin or lace veils, and no bon- 

nets, and with very pretty white aprons. They 

went to an hotel, although the vessel was to remain
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only one night. In the afternoon they quite en- 
joyed a drive. The streets are so narrow that 
there is only just room for two carriages to pass, 
and in some of them no room for carriages at all ; 
and yet in these very streets are the most magni- 
ficent palaces, belonging to different noblemen. 

Mr. Vernon reminded Harry that Genoa is 
called “ A city of palaces;” and added, that as he 
found one belonging to Prince Doria was open to 
the public, they would visit it. They soon drove 
up to the door, and all the party were delighted 
with the noble rooms; the ceilings all beautifully 
painted, and the walls too, and both looking as 
gay as colour and gilding could make them. But 
what charmed Harry most was the garden. First 
of all they came out on a terrace overlooking the 
Bay of Genoa, with many a white sail skimming 
along over its blue waters; then the pier and its 
lighthouse ; then, far away to the right, a long 
range of mountains called the Maritime Alps, and 
all bounded by the glorious sea! 

From this terrace was a flight of steps into the 
garden, where they saw orange trees with their 
green and ripe fruit, and the sweet scented white 
blossoms, all on the same trees. These, and the 
cyprus, with its dark sombre green, growing on 
either side of the walks, formed a beautiful con- 
trast in their foliage; there were vases, and sta-
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tues, and fountains in different directions. All 

this made it quite unlike anything Harry had seen 

before. No one lived in the palace. Prince 

Doria, to whom it belonged, never coming to look 

after it; so that both the house and garden had a 

desolate appearance. 

“How different it would look, would it not, 

mamma,” said Harry, “if we lived here? what 

gay beds of flowers we would have, and how proud 

our gardener James would be of his garden, for 

he said to me before we left home, he did not be- 

lieve we should see finer flowers, or a prettier 

garden in Italy than we have at Belmont.” 

Just then they came to a grotto, but, sad to say, 

it was in so ruinous a state, it was not safe to 

enter. Near it was a monkey, which jumped 

about expecting them to give him something. 

Harry and Mr. Vernon searched their pockets in 

vain. Mrs. Vernon said the only thing she had 

was a piece of gum, which she gave him; but 

poor Mr. Monkey soon found it stuck his teeth 

together, and he made such wry faces, and tried 

so hard to get it out of his mouth, that all the 

party laughed heartily, and the monkey grinned 

away to see the amusement he gave them. 

As they left the palace, or palazzo, as it is called 

in Italian, they noticed another garden opposite, 

which belongs to the Prince. Here the vines
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were trained over Corinthian columns, the grace- 

ful architecture of which formed a beautiful sup- 

port to the clinging branches, with their rich 

clusters of purple fruit. The vines were festooned 

from one column to another, and as this was the 

first time Harry had seen the grapes of Italy, he 

was delighted enough, especially when the gar- 

dener came forward, and offered him a bunch, 

which proved very sweet and refreshing to them 

all. 

Mr. Vernon wished to see something of the 

fortifications, so he ordered the coachman to drive 

to the outer wall, for Genoa has three walls; the 

first is nearly ruinous, the second was built as the 

city grew in extent, but the third has strong for- 

tifications, and is seven miles in circumference. 

You can trace it, crowning hill after hill. Harry 

at once thought of the walls of his own city York, 

which he so liked to walk upon. 

‘“ But, papa,” he said, “‘ why is it that London 

and the large towns in England have not such 

walls as these ?” 

“Ts not England an island, Harry?” said Mr. 

Vernon. ‘‘Here an enemy can march troops 

from France or Austria easily enough, but it is 

not quite so easy to find vessels to carry troops to 

attack old England. Remember the Spanish 

Armada; how God interfered for us there, and let
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us be thankful, my boy, for our island home. 

York, you know, was much more exposed to 

danger than London, at the times of the Picts 

and Scots, and the border wars too. You re- 

member, in the Museum gardens, part of the 

old Roman wall which used to surround our fine 

city, is still to be seen; and no wonder, the 

Romans felt it necessary to have such a means of 

defence, when they had no right to be in England 

at all. They were always accustomed too to for- 

tify their towns, as we shall see as we travel fur- 

ther in Italy.” 

“© yes, papa,” said Harry; “I can hardly yet 

believe we really are going to Rome itself! How 

little I thought I should so soon be there, when, 

in our midsummer holidays, I often went with 

you to our Museum of Roman antiquities ; and 

don’t you remember those two gold chains, which 

were afterwards sent to the British Museum in 

London, they were dug up near York, you told 

me, and we fancied they might belong to the 

Emperor Severus; for I don't forget he died at 

York. I think the old Romans in Italy must 

have been sorry their emperor was not buried in 

Rome.” 

«Perhaps they were,” said Mr. Vernon; “ but 

I do not fancy they loved their emperor as we love 

our own Queen.”
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“No, papa, but there never was such a Queen 

as ours before, I’m quite sure.” 

“You are indeed quite right, Harry, but we 

must remember the Romans were a very Won- 

derful people,—more powerful than any others 

that ever lived; and though they had many cruel 

and wicked sovereigns, still the same qualifica- 

tions for ruling them were not needed as those 

for ruling us; so we must admire their wonderful 

enterprise and perseverance, for no difficulty 

seemed too great for them to overcome.” 

The carriage now stopped ; it had been ascend- 

ing a long hill, and the coachman, pointing to 

the splendid view around, with a bright smile 

said, “ Genova la Superba !” 

“ Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Vernon; “ it is well 

called ‘ La Superba ;’ for this is the most superb 

city I have ever seen "and then he talked for 

some time in Italian with the coachman, who 

seemed proud enough of his native place. 

Mrs. Vernon said she should like to get out of 

the carriage and walk about to enjoy the view. 

They all stood silently admiring the calm beauty 

of the scene. The city is built in the form of a 

crescent, the harbour forming the centre. There 

were vessels of different nations safely at anchor ; 

while one fine large ship in full sail, was just 

entering the harbour, and seemed to give life to 

the scene.   

’ 
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Harry remembered that his mamma intended 

to press some flowers, as relics of Italy, so he 

quietly stole away to gather some. 

He soon found a piece of germanda speedwell, 

and, running back, said, “ Look here, dear 

mamma, is a flower for you, a regular English 

flower ; would you like to press it to remember 

this beautiful view by, the flowers are just the 

colour of the bright blue Mediterranean.” 

“Yes, my Harry,” said Mrs. Vernon, “and I 

shall remember you by it too ; for it will be the first 

in my book, and its very name, * speedwell,’ is so 

suitable forthe commencement of our tour in Italy.” 

They walked on up the hill, and soon came to 

a hedge of the prickly pear, as it is called, or 

common cactus. There are many such hedges in 

Italy; they look very peculiar, but not nearly so 

pretty as the hawthorn hedges of England. 

They soon arrived at one of the forts, and very 

strong it looked, but no strangers were allowed to 

enter it. The road now turned off through a 

more cultivated part of the country. The olive 

tree grew in abundance, and was quite new to all 

the party. The silver green of the leaf made the 

trees look, as Mrs. Vernon said, as if they were 

seen by moonlight. Some of them were very 

old; for they grow and bear fruit to a great 

age. Everything seemed novel to Harry, and as  
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they still saw Genoa below them, entirely free 

from smoke, for no coal, only wood is burnt; and 

then, as he looked round and saw the sky so 

clear, and such a deep blue, and the distant 

mountains so far more distinct than he had ever 

seen in any landscape before; he exclaimed, 

“ Why, papa, I had no idea Italy was so very 

beautiful.” 

They drove quickly to the hotel as it was din- 

ner-time, and hungry enough they were, for they 

had not been able to eat much for two days be- 

fore. The room in which they sat was the grand- 

est Harry had ever had a meal in. 

The Hotel Feder was once a palace, and the 

gilded ceilings and painted walls told a tale of 

' other days, when many a festive scene had been 

witnessed there, in the time of Genoa’s glory. 

After dinner they all went to the Goldsmith's 

Street, as it is called, being filled with shops 

where the pretty gold and silver filagree ornaments 

are made. ‘There were flowers for the hair, and 

brooches, and bracelets, all so beautiful it was 

difficult to choose. Mr. and Mrs. Vernon bought 

several, and then went into a shop which Harry 

liked better than the rest, full of coral ornaments, 

some white, but principally red. 

Here, again, some purchases were made; but 

as the coral is very hard to cut, and it is difficult
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to find large pieces which are generally required 

for the work, the price was high; so that Harry 

could not see anything cheap enough to buy for 

himself. His papa told him the coral fishery was 

not very far distant, between Genoa and the Gulf 

of Spezzia. Harry took out his little pocket map, 

and there his papa showed him the spot. The 

shopman was interested in Harry, who through 

his papa asked many questions about the work ; 

so the man very kindly took him into his work 

shop, and showed him his tools, and then asked 

him if he would like to try with the chisel and 

cut the coral. He did, but in vain; so then the 

man began to work, and very hard it seemed. 

He gave Harry a small piece of the coral, but 

from not being polished, the colour was not 

bright. 

Mrs. Vernon was now too tired to go anywhere 

else; so after they had returned with her to the 

hotel, Mr. Vernon and his boy started off for a 

walk in the streets, which were so narrow that 

in many there was no room for carriages, and 

mules were used instead. 

Mr. Vernon was anxious to find, if possible, 

some of the Roman remains; for Genoa was the 

first city of Liguria which submitted to Rome. 

But, alas! he soon lost his way. They wandered 

up one street and down another, till they were 

C
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quite tired, and obliged to give up the search. 

They came to a shop with all sorts of things cut 

out of the fig wood, which is stained as black as 

ebony, but is the lightest in weight of all wood.     

  

   

   

  

   

    

   

Harry bought a very pretty little cup and saucer | 

for his cousin Mary. 

“ How I wish she could come to us, papa, and 

see Italy too !” 
| 

Mr. Vernon smiled, and told his boy “ that he | 

should not be very much surprised if she and her 

mamma were to come, and little Hugh with 

them.” 

« Capital! capital!” said Harry; “when do- 

you think they will come, papa 2” | 

Mr. Vernon could not answer this question, 

but he promised to let Harry know as soon as he- 

heard from his aunt, whether they intended to 4 

join them or not. 

The idea of having his cousins with him made — 

him so happy, that although he was feeling very 4 

tired before, he seemed to forget that, and walked ‘ 

quite briskly along with his papa to the hotel. j 

As he laid down in bed that night, he thought 4 

no bed had ever felt so comfortable before; hav- 7 

ing rolled about in a hard berth for two nights, 

sick and ill, it was not to be wondered at that he’ 

thought this. He had only just time to settle in 

his mind that it was really worth having two such
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nights to know the great comfort of such a bed, 

when off he went to sleep, and did not wake till 

his mamma’s maid, Pearce, woke hjym the next 

morning. The steam-boat was to sail at ten 

o'clock. Mr. Vernon said at breakfast, that if 

Harry liked they should have time to go into the 

cathedral. It was the first church they had 

visited in Italy, and as they entered and saw so 

many of the people on their knees, Harry was 

very much struck, but to his surprise some of 

these people at once left off praying to beg money 

of them. ‘Then there were the priests at the 

altar, so frequently turning about and bowing, 

that he thought it very strange men should like to 

do it. 

The church looked very gay with red cloth 

hung about it, and there were a great many pic- 

tures too, and artificial flowers at the altar; alto- 

gether it looked so different from the churches of 

England, and so tawdry, that it did not give 

Harry any pleasure. As they walked away, Mr. 

Vernon told him that the priests were repeating 

prayers in Latin, with their backs to the congre- 

gation, which few of the people heard or under- 

stood, and that the people were repeating the 

Lord’s Prayer in Latin, and prayers to the Virgin 

Mary, over and over again, the oftener they said 

them, the greater the merit. 
C2
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Harry told his papa that it was, he thought, 

very much like the “ vain repetitions ” of the hea- 

then which he had been reading about at home. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Vernon, “ Romanism and 

heathenism are alike in many points, I am sorry 

to say.” 

As the steamboat left the harbour, the view of 

Genoa was splendid; happily enough the sea 

was calm, and as, at first, they kept near the 

coast, they enjoyed themselves thoroughly. 

«“ Do you see those little white cottages 

sprinkled about the mountain, Harry,” said Mr. 

Vernon; “they are inhabited by the velvet- 

makers, for you know that is a very staple ar- 

ticle of commerce here.” 

Harry said, he should so like to have seen it 

made; “but we cannot see everything in Italy, 

can ‘we, papa?” 

They arrived at Leghorn the next morning at 

twelve o'clock, after a good voyage this time. 

There is a range of mountains behind Leghorn 

of such a singular outline, that Mr. Vernon 

sketched it off in his book, introducing Leghorn 

in the foreground. He did it so well and so 

quickly that Harry determined, as he watched his 

papa, to try again more industriously than ever to 

learn to draw too. 

Leghorn is a very busy, cheerful-looking place,
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and when Mr. Vernon told his boy that it was 

often visited by the Ceesars, and that the Emperor 

Nero was so pleased with it that he built a mag- 

nificent palace there, and a temple to Diana, 

both Harry and Mrs. Vernon looked at it with 

double interest. 

They asked Mr. Vernon if they should have 

time to see the palace; so he went to ask the 

captain how long he intended to remain 

« Till eight o’clock to-morrow, sir.” 

« And when does the next train start for Pisa ?” 

said Mr. Vernon. 

« Four o'clock, sir, and there is another you 

can return by at half-past seven.” 

Mr. Vernon had business to attend to, and 

then there was dinner ; so that Harry was obliged 

to content himself with looking into the shops 

with his mamma. The coral ornaments were a 

finer colour than at Genoa, and they found that 

this coral came from the coast of Barbary, and is 

very fine indeed. 

Mrs. Vernon inquired about the Roman palace 

and temple, but there did not appear to be much 

of it left, and as she and Harry were very anxi- 

ous to visit Pisa, they made the best of their 

disappointment. The train carried them there 

in less than an hour. They then got into a car- 

riage, and drove off to see the famous leaning
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tower. All at once they turned the corner of a 

street, and there on the soft green turf, quite 

apart from any house, was the most beautiful 

group of buildings,—the cathedral and the bap- 

tistry, the campo santo or cloisters, and burial- 

ground, and the campanile or bell-tower 

The sky was a deeper blue than is ever seen 

in England, and formed just the right back- 

ground for the marble buildings. 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon stood for some time quite 

fixed to the spot; Henry preferred walking round 

the leaning tower. But, alas! when he came to 

the side that inclined towards him, and looked 

up, he thought it really was falling over at last, 

and pretty quickly moved out of the way. How- 

ever it did not fall, so he laughed at his own 

fears, and went again and stood quite under it. 

His papa and mamma now joined him, and 

they too felt rather queer as it so leaned over 

them. They then went into the cathedral: it 

had a great many pictures in it, which took 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon some time to see; but 

what most delighted Harry was a bronze lamp 

which hung suspended from the ceiling in the 

nave. His papa told him that one day, as that 

wonderful astronomer, Galileo, was looking at it, 

and watching its movement backward and _for- 

ward—which is caused by the draught of air—it
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suggested to him the theory of the pendulum, and 

how usefully it might be employed. So Harry 

sat himself down to watch it too, for he had learnt 

in his lessons on astronomy at school about Ga- 

lileo and Sir Isaac Newton, and other such won- 

derful men. There swung the lamp gently back- 

ward and forward, and there sat Harry still 

watching it, for he had fallen into a long thought 

of home. At length bis papa and mamma said 

« they would go on into we cloisters.” 

Their form is an oblong square ; they enclose 

the burial-ground, which is of a most sacred kind 

to the Romanist: the earth having been brought 

from the Holy Land, in fifty-three ships, by Arch- 

bishop Ubaldo, who was contemporary with our 

Richard Coeur-de-Lion 
7 

The walls of the cloisters, inside, are covered 

with paintings ; on the floor is a large. collection 

of Roman sarcophagi and ancient statues, and 

other curiosities, some of which very much in- 

terested Harry: but the windows round the clois- 

ters were so very beautiful, that all the party 

seemed to enjoy looking at those the most. 

They next visited the baptistry, which is a 

circular building with a cupola, and some little 

way removed from the cathedral. Mr. Vernon 

explained to Harry that it was not unusual in
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Roman Catholic countries to have a separate 

building in which to administer baptism. 

As they entered, they were immediately struck 

with the reading-desk or pulpit. It is made of 

pure white alabaster, and rests upon nine pillars, 

finely carved, of the Corinthian order; the acan- 

thus leaf, which formed the capital, falling over 

very gracefully. 

“We shall see the acanthus leaf growing in 

many parts of Italy,” said Mr. Vernon to Harry ; 

‘and we will gather one and press it to take 

home.” 

“ O yes, papa,” he replied; “ I wish we could 

get a plant too.” 

Just as he had said this, the sacristan, who was 

showing them the building, sang three notes of a 

chord; and then, far up in the roof, came the 

echo, not of the three notes singly, but all at once, 

forming the chord, gradually dying away, as an 

echo always does. And then came three notes 

more, with three beautiful responses. Mrs. Ver- 

non next sang, and her clear bell-like tones were. 

a striking contrast to the man’s full bass. 

Mr. Vernon asked Harry to sing: he felt timid, 

but he was always accustomed to obey when his 

papa or mamma made any request; still his voice 

was so faint the echo could hardly catch it.
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«Try again, Harry; sing louder,” said his 

mamma: and he did try, and three such sweet 

notes came, that as echo returned the chord, you 

could almost fancy earth had caught a passing 

note of the angel’s song. 

The setting sun was pouring in its rays of 

glory, and it seemed impossible to leave the place. 

They lingered till the daylight began quite to 

fade, singing again and again. 

Very sorry were they to go, for each felt they 

should never grow tired of such sounds : but as 

they opened the door a new wonder awaited 

Harry. 

“ Q, papa, what is it? just look here at these 

bright little lights moving about all round us; 

they sparkle and twinkle like stars. O how pretty 

they look.” 

« They are fire-flies, my boy; very little things: 

are they not, to carry such bright lights ?” 

Twilight lasts a very short time in Italy, so it 

soon grew dark As they walked on the soft 

grass, the stars shining brightly above, and the 

little fire-flies flitting around them, the moon too 

rising gloriously—all these, with the deep silence, 

made it a scene of such perfect beauty, that Mr. 

and Mrs. Vernon and Harry agreed, if they had 

come to Italy to see nothing else, this would quite 

have repaid them.
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Harry had gathered some daisies for his 
mamma, the only flower growing there ; but when 

they got into the train he felt so uncommonly 
sleepy, he was afraid he should lose them, so he 
asked her to carry them. 

He was enjoying a very comfortable nap, when 
they arrived at Leghorn, and glad enough he was 
to lie down in his bed, at an hotel close by the 

quay. 

The next morning was very sultry, with large 
heavy clouds in the sky, and the sea was so calm 
that as the steamboat left the harbour the water 
looked like glass. In two or three hours, Harry 
saw land before them: he looked at his map, 
and thought it must be the Island of Corsica; 
and so it proved. The mountains on it are high, 
and can be seen a long way off. Presently came 
another sight of land. 

‘*Q, papa, this must be Elba,” said Harry. 

Here, again, he was right, and then they had a 
talk together about Buonaparte who retired to 
Elba for a long time. 

“ He died at St. Helena, did he not, papa ?” 

“Yes, Harry; and when I was in the Botani- 

cal Gardens at Kew, near London, I saw a wil- 

low tree which was a slip from the one growing 
over his tomb. The parent tree is now dead, so 
that this young one is valuable to all relic lovers.” 

e
e
e
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It was very pleasant to have the sea quite 

smooth, and the day passed off very well. Harry 

asked his papa what place they stopped at next. 

“ Civita Vecchia, my boy; as you look at it on 

your map, you would not pronounce it right, I 

dare say, but you must remember that in Italian, 

ci and ce are always pronounced as if they were 

spelt chi and che, as in cheek in English; so this 

place is Chivita Vecchia. We must make an 

Italian scholar of you some day. This place is 

called the port of Rome, for, although it is forty- 

~ seven miles from the city, it is the nearest point 

for sea communication. I do not think there is 

much to interest us there, though in the time of 

the Emperor Trajan, it was a large and flourish- 

ing place, and had a beautiful villa built by him 

for his own use.” 

Night came on, and with it a regular tempest. 

Harry was awoke out of his sleep by a tremendous 

clap of thunder, and as he opened his eyes, and 

looked out of the cabin window, the lightning 

seemed to cover the sky with one blaze of light. 

The vessel began to toss about, the waves dashed 

against its sides; the wind howled through the 

cordage ; and altogether, it was a scene to make 

a much older boy than Harry shake with fear. 

He was quite too much afraid to feel sick. Mrs. 

Vernon asked him if he was frightened.
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“Yes, mamma, very. I do not mind a storm 

at home much, but THERE we cannot be ship- 

wrecked.” 

“Who was it, my dearest boy,” inquired Mrs. 

Vernon, “who said to the mighty waves, when a 

storm threatened shipwreck to a much smaller 

vessel than ours, ‘ Peace, be still! and there was 

a great calm?’ That same gracious Deliverer is 

watching over us. ‘He holdeth the seas in the 

hollow of his hand.’ So we will trust Him even 

now.” 

Another loud clap of thunder came pealing over 

their heads, and when it ceased, Mrs. Vernon > 

again talked to her boy in the same kind and 

soothing manner, so that he began to tremble | 

less; presently, after a little silence, his mamma . 

repeated these two lines to himn— 

   

      

‘‘ This awful God is ours, 

Our Father and our Friend.” 

Again she was silent, and Harry said, “I do 

not feel half so afraid now, dear mamma, it is 

very kind of you to comfort me ; you always know | 

how to do it better than any one else.” 

“ Because no one loves you half so much, ex- 

cepting papa. Let us remember what God says 

about this, Harry, ‘As one whom his mother 

comforteth, so will I comfort you;’ do not de-
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pend only on my comfort, but look upward to One 

who loves you infinitely more than I can, and 

who has all strength and power to help and take 

care of you.” 

The storm somewhat abated, and just as it was 

getting light, the vessel ceased tossing; for the 

harbour of Civita Vecchia was reached at last. 

Harry went sound asleep, and did not wake till 

ten o'clock. It rained heavily, so that it was not 

worth while to land, and in a few hours off they 

steamed again, 

Two more uncomfortable nights had poor 

Harry and Mrs. Vernon to endure, (Mr. Vernon 

was a good sailor,) and then Vesuvius came in 

sight; but Harry could only raise his head 

enough to look out of the cabin-window. At 

last, to his great joy, his papa came down. to tell 

him that they were just entering the harbour of 

> Naples. He helped his boy on deck, and there 

~ the most glorious sight awaited them ! 

‘The sun was setting, a large volume of smoke 

hanging over Vesuvius, had caught the red glow 

and looked like a cloud of fire, and every moun- 

tain was tinged with the same, and the town of 

Naples looked quite illuminated! Mr. Yernon 

and Harry sat watching the scene till, all at once, 

it was gone, and night came quickly on. Harry 

felt very impatient to leave the vessel, and almost  
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cross at one delay after another, for examining 

passports and luggage. He complained to his 

mamma about it, but as he looked at her very 

pale face, and saw how ill she was and yet so 

patient, he felt quite ashamed of himself. 

«“ [ was thinking, my boy,” said Mrs. Vernon, 
“of our voyage being finished, and of God's © 

care over us when exposed to so much danger, 

and then my heart seemed to fill with gratitude to 

God, and with gratitude came happiness. So we 

will try and forget small troubles. IT dare say 

papa will soon come for us now.” 
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CHAPTER If. 

For days after Mr. and Mrs. Vernon’s arrival, 

they were comfortably settled in a suite of rooms, 

in a very large house belonging to an Italian 

nobleman. 

The view from their windows: of the bay and 

Vesuvius, and the range of mountains reaching to 

Sorrento, was most beautiful. Just before the 

house were the public gardens, and a wide street, 

where there was always plenty to be seen. As 

Harry was standing on the balcony, first came 

“Punch and Judy ;” it was invented in Naples, 

and is the most favourite street amusement. 

Then came a small cart laden with oranges, and 

a number of small children, only half clothed, 

crowded round it; some of the boldest trying 

hard to steal a few when the man’s head was 

turned. While Harry was watching it all, he 

heard his papa call him, “Here is a letter from 

6
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your aunt, my boy; and when do you think she 

is coming ?” 

‘QO when, when, papa?” 

“ About the 18th of October, and as this is the 

14th, it is less than a week, you see; and Mary 

and little Hugh are so delighted about it.” 

“And so am I, papa, more than I can tell 

you.” 

Mrs. Vernon now came into the room, and 

Harry was much pleased to be the first to tell her 

the good news. 

“ Dear little Hugh! do you remember, mamma, 

when he was staying with us at home, how he 

puzzled old nurse ?” ; 

‘‘ What do you mean, dear?” said Mrs. Vernon. 

“Why, mamma, you know he was rather afraid 

of the dark, and one night, after nurse had put 
him to bed, she found she had forgotten the 

night-light ; so she told Hugh that she must leave 

him in the dark to fetch it, and that he ought not 

to be afraid, but put his trust in God. ‘But 

suppose, nurse,’ he said, ‘you leave me the can- 

dle, and then you can go in the dark and trust in 
God.’” 

“QO yes, Harry,” said Mrs. Vernon smiling; “1 
remember. I hope we shall find him braver 

now, for he is nearly five years old, and it was a 
year ago he was with us.”
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Sunday came, and Harry was surprised to find 

there was no church like those in England, but a 

very large room had been fitted up in a house. 

However, it had pews, and a gallery, and an organ, 

and looked like a church inside. Before they 

entered, Mrs. Vernon reminded her son, that the 

same beautiful service, the same Scriptures would 

be read in England ; and when Harry thought of 

this, particularly in the Psalms and Lessons for 

the day, he was quite pleased, to feel how near it 

seemed to bring his dear home to him; and this 

made him listen all the more attentively to the 

service. The singing, too, was very sweet; and 

the sermon from that text, “My presence shall go 

with thee, and I will give thee rest.” 

It was so very appropriate to the travellers, that 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon agreed when walking home 

it was quite made for them. This first Sunday 

in Naples was a very happy one. The only thing 

to make it sad was its being such a complete 

holiday amongst the people. 

There was the band playing in the gardens, 

and hundreds of people dressed very gaily walking 

about, to whom it was just enough to hear mass 

in the morning, and repeat a few prayers. No 

Bible, no sermon, very little, if any, prayer from 

the heart, but showy ceremonies, with priests 

dressed very splendidly in gold, and lace, and 

D
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scarlet silk, muttering Latin prayers, and often 

bowing towards the altar. 

Mrs. Vernon reminded Harry of that hymn,— 

‘¢] thank the goodness and the grace, 

Which on my birth has smiled, 

And made me in these Christian days, 

A happy English child.” 

On the Tuesday morning Mrs. Vernon left his 

card at Mr. Ferguson’s, the clergyman who had 

conducted the service on Sunday, and the next — 

day the call was returned. He told Mr. Vernon, 4 

amongst other things, that he had no boy of 

his own, but two little girls—Rose and Edith, — 
to whom he should have much pleasure in intro- 

ducing Harry. Mrs. Vernon saw, by her boy’s | | 

smile, he would like that very much. She ~ 

thanked Mr. Ferguson, and then he settled that — 

in a day or two he would bring them and Mrs. — 

Ferguson to call on Mrs. Vernon. ‘ 

They came, and the little folks soon made q 

friends together. Harry told them that the next a 

day he hoped to see his cousins Mary and Hugh, — 

and then they should begin to see some of the — 

sights. | 

Rose and Edith told him of so many inter- 

esting things they had seen, that Harry thought — 

they would have to stay a long time at Naples 

to see it all. j  
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“But we have never been up Vesuvius,” said 

Edith, “ for papa has thought us too young.” 

“ But perhaps, if Mary and I go,” said Harry, 

“Mr. Ferguson will let you both go too.” 

They thought this very likely, and hoped they 

would be able to see many things together. 

The next day Mr. Vernon and Harry went to 

the pier, hoping to see the steamboat which was 

to bring Mrs. Hugh Vernon and her children. 

But upon inquiry, they found it was not ex- 

pected till the evening. After tea, when Mr. 

Vernon rose to go, Harry jumped up too; but his 

papa told him he could not take him, as it was too 

late for little boys to be standing about. 

Harry had so counted upon going, that it was 

a very great disappointment, and he began to beg 

hard to be allowed to go, but his papa, in a kind, 

firm tone, said, ‘‘ My boy, I have told you you are 

not to go.” Hgedid not turn sulky, as some chil- 

dren would have done, but, after thinking for a 

minute, he turned to his mamma, and said, ‘‘ We 

can watch for the steamboat from the window, 

cannot we, dear mamma? and if the moon is up 

in time, it will be a pretty sight, and then you will 

not be left alone.” 

Mrs. Vernon stooped down and kissed his 

bright face, just whispering, “‘ My happy boy !” 

It got dark, and as they looked out of the win- 

D 2
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dow, Vesuvius was throwing out such bright 

flames and red hot stones shooting up into the | 

air, that they were quite amused to watch it; and 

then the moon rose, and the beautiful bay looked 

more beautiful than ever. 

There is an island called Capri, twenty-four 

miles from Naples, but quite opposite to it. 

Presently, on one side of this island, Harry 

spied a small white line of smoke. 

“Look, mamma, there they are!” Very 

slowly this little black spot, with its white line, 

looking, as Harry said, like a white flag, came 

nearer and nearer, and, at last, the vessel seemed 

to grow to quite a respectable size; it passed 

across the bay, and in an hour more, some little 

feet were heard trotting up the stairs, and a couple 

more were trotting down as fast; and then there 

were such warm welcomes, and dear little Hugh 

got so many kisses that he woke up quite bright 

at last, for he had had a good nap in the carriage. 

The steamboat in which Mrs. Hugh Vernon 

had left England had come by the Bay of Biscay 

and the Straits of Gibraltar. As it did not touch 

at Naples, they were obliged to go with it to the 

island of Malta, and from thence back again to 

Naples. But the weather had been fine, and as 

each of the children were good sailors, after just 

the first, and their mamma too, Mary quite laughed  
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when Harry told her of all he and his mamma had 

suffered. 

The following day was Sunday, and, in the 

evening, Mary, and Harry, and little Hugh went © 

into the drawing-room to Mrs. Vernon, to have 

their Scripture reading. 

Mrs. Vernon told them she thought they would 

feel great interest in the last chapter of the Acts 

of the Apostles. ‘“ But before we read that,” said 

Mrs. Vernon, “ I think the collect for the day had 

better be repeated.” 

Harry and Mary knew it quite perfectly. Hugh 

was too young to learn it. “ But, dear aunty,” he 

said, “I know a new hymn, which mamma told 

me this morning, was just the one to say to you 

in this pretty place.” 

“J should like to hear it, my dear little Hugh,” 

said Mrs. Vernon; and when she had taken him 

on her knee, he began :— 

“‘ All things bright and beautiful, 

All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful, 

The Lord God made them all. 

Each little flower that grows, 

Each little bird that sings, 

He made their glowing colours, 

He made their tiny wings.
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The rich man in his castle, 

The poor man at his gate, 

God made them high and lowly, 

And ordered their estate. 

The purple-headed mountain, 

The river running by, 

The sun-set, and the morning 

That brightens up the sky. 

The cold wind in the winter, 

The warm summer’s sun, 

The ripe fruits in the garden, 

He made them every one. 

The tall trees in the greenwood, 

The meadows where we play, 
The rushes by the water, 

We gather every day. 

He gave us eyes to see them, 

And lips that we might tell, 

How great His power and goodness, 
Who hath made all things well !” 

Mrs. Vernon was much pleased with the 
hymn, and so was Harry; indeed he said he 
must learn it, and Hugh promised to teach it 
him. 

They then read the chapter through, and Mrs. 
Vernon told them that the Puteoli, mentioned as 
the place where St. Paul landed in Italy, after his  
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dangerous voyage, was Now called Puzzuoli, and 

that she hoped they would all drive there to-mor- — 

row; so she thought her little Bible class would 

like to read about it first. 

They were to remember St. Paul was being 

taken prisoner to Rome, to appear before the 

cruel Emperor Nero. His voyage had been very 

long and dangerous,—he was shipwrecked, and 

cast upon the island of Melita, which is generally 

supposed to be Malta, to which Mary and Hugh 

had been taken in the steamboat. 

“ Now, Mary,” said Mrs. Vernon, “read the 

twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth verses.” 

«And landing at Syracuse, we tarried there 

three days. And from thence we fetched a com- 

pass, and came to Rhegium, and after one day the 

south wind blew, and we came the next day to 

Puteoli: Where we found brethren, and were de- 

sired to tarry with them seven days ; and so we 

went towards Rome.’ ” 

Mrs. Vernon told them this happened sixty-two 

years after Christ. They asked her many questions 

about the chapter and the place, and all agreed 

they should see Puteoli with double interest, now 

that they had read and heard so much about it. 

Soon after lunch the next day, the carriage 

drove to the door, and all started off. 

A little way from their house, Harry pointed out
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to Mary a fine palm tree, its beautiful fan-like 
branches looked very unlike any tree they had 
seen before. 

The road along which they drove was most 
lovely, skirting one side of the bay. 

Mr. Vernon laughed and said, “he thought 
they should soon want some new words to express __ 
their admiration, for ‘splendid,’ ‘lovely,’ and 
‘ beautiful,’ came so many times over.” | 

At last they reached Puzzuoli. It is now a 
large fishing village, and some of the houses are 
built partly in the sea, for there is no tide in the 
Mediterranean. The children of the place came 
to the carriage with pieces of paper full of shells. 
Mr. Vernon bought a packet for each of the 
party. 

They then visited the ruins of a large temple, 
dedicated to Jupiter Serapis. It was once very 
magnificent, but nearly destroyed by an earth- 
quake a few years after St. Paul had landed at 

the place. After this temple, the amphitheatre 
interested all the party very much, for there it 
was that so many of the early Christians were put 
to death, and probably some of those very men 
who had desired St. Paul to tarry with them, were 
amongst the martyrs, for the persecution broke 
out a few years after the apostle’s visit. 

Mr. Vernon showed Harry the den where the  
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wild beasts were kept, it was called “the Vomito- 

rium,” and it had a passage from it, by which the 

wild beasts rushed into the arena of the theatre ; 

that is, the open space in the centre of the am- 

phitheatre, where the prisoners were placed to be 

devoured by them. 

Harry quite shuddered as he stood on the 

ground where so much Christian blood had been 

spilt; but when his papa reminded him of the 

wonderful courage which animated them, so that 

the thought of heaven made them welcome death, 

and the honour of dying for the name of Jesus, 

who had died to save them, was far more than 

enough to compensate them for any suffering— 

then Henry felt less sad. 

Mary ran to her uncle to know where the roof 

of the building was gone, “for look uncle,” 

she said, “the stone seats go up nearly to the 

top.” 

“None of the amphitheatres had roofs, Mary,” 

said Mr. Vernon, “ the old Romans you know 

were a sturdy set, and such was their love for these 

shocking sights, that they would sit for a whole 

day in the most scorching sun to see them, and 

as this place held forty-five thousand people, you 

can imagine how universal this cruel taste must 

have been. Sometimes an awning was drawn across 

to shelter the spectators from the sun.”
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The next place they drove to was the street of 
_ tombs. The road was very rough, and Mary seve- 

ral times screamed out “she was sure they would 
be turned over.” Harry felt inclined to ridicule 
her at first, but he thought he should not like that 
himself, so he advised her to sit down in the mid- 
dle of the carriage, and then whichever side it 
turned over some of them would make a soft 
cushion for her to fall upon. 

Mary laughed at this, and as for little Hugh, 
he laughed away finely, and said, perhaps he 
should just do for a little pillow for his sister. 

The coachman now stopped, and said he could 
drive no further, so out they all jumped, and soon 
came to a road paved with large stones. 

“ This,” said Mr. Vernon, “is called the Ap- 
pian Way—these are the very stones which were 
laid down by the Romans. The road has only 
been discovered within the last few years. You 
know, Harry, the Romans made better roads than 
any people that have lived since.” 

“Where does this road lead to, papa?” 
“To Rome, my boy, and is the one up which 

St. Paul went bound as a prisoner to Rome. He 
trod on these very stones, I have no doubt, for 
foot travelling was the common mode of going 

_from one place to another in those days.” 
“ Yes,” said Harry, “so mamma told us last  
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night, we read about St. Paul’s going to Rome. 

I never thought so much about it before. I should 

have been dreadfully afraid to be taken as a pri- 

soner before cruel Nero.” 

« And so should I,” said Mary and Hugh toge- 

ther. 

« It says, if you remember,” said Mr. Vernon, 

«that after meeting many brethren at Appii 

Forum, ‘he thanked God and took courage, SO 

perhaps even the brave St. Paul, felt rather down- 

cast, but help came from God through these good 

Christian men, who had come so many miles to 

meet him.” 

There were tombs cut in the rock on each side 

of the road, they had all been opened, and were 

empty, but as if nature would do her best to close 

them, numbers of creeping plants were hanging 

in festoons before the open doors, so that none of . 

the party entered the vacant rooms, but only 

looked in. The children were busy gathering 

flowers. Violets had begun to bloom again, and 

Harry ran with a beautiful bunch of them to his 

mamma. She asked him to dig up a root if he 

could: Mary came to help him, and at last with 

the aid of a pocket knife, they got up two good 

roots. Hugh brought them some large leaves to 

wrap round the ball of earth, and then after
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showing them to Mrs. Vernon, they hid them in 
a safe place till they came back. 

‘‘ Suppose we all sit down on this green bank,” 
said Mrs. Vernon, “ it looks so cool and shady. 
It is never so hot as this in England, at the end 

of October, is it Harry?” 

“ Ono, mamma! but just look at the sky, is it 

not a beautiful blue? Why is it, mamma, the 
Romans had their tombs in a street instead of a 
burial ground as we have ?” 

Mrs. Vernon said his papa had just been telling 
her and aunty, that in every ancient city in Italy, 
the principal street leading to it, but not inside 
the city, was the street of tombs, as it was consi- 

dered a useful means of reminding men of their 
mortality. | 

After lingering some time in this most inter- 
esting spot, Mr. Vernon looked at his watch and 

found there would just be time to visit “ the Sol- 
fatara.” This is the crater of an extinct volcano : 
a small plain encircled with steep hills. One half 
of it is a perfect garden of evergreens and flowers. 
Heaths of different kinds, and the myrtle were in 
full bloom, and all growing wild; but the earth 
in the other half of the ground is too hot to allow 
of vegetation. As the party walked on, the smell 
became most disagreeably sulphurous, and pre-  
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sently, with handkerchiefs up to their noses, they 

arrived at a hole between two stones, out of this 

came a quantity of smoke and steam, so impreg- 

nated with sulphur, that all the stones round 

were covered with little crystals of it. A bubbling 

noise was heard of water boiling, and the earth 

was quite hot! 

Mary began to be frightened again, and pre- 

sently some of the boys who had come with them 

as guides, took up some large stones and threw 

them on the ground; such a hollow sound came 

that poor Mary cried out, “ she was sure the earth 

was not strong enough to bear them.” And then 

her fears made little Hugh timid also. Mr. Ver- 

non told Mary that if she were frightened at this 

he could not allow her to go up Vesuvius, for she 

would. only be a trouble to all the party. Harry 

said he would walk alittle way back with her to 

where the flowers were growing, and Hugh went 

with them. They picked up some of the stones 

covered with sulphur, but they had passed all the 

best. Harry was sorry to find this, but he felt he 

could not ask Mary to go back again, so he said 

nothing about it; but she knew how fond her 

cousin was of minerals, and knew also that her 

fears, selfish as they were, had prevented his get- 

ting them, and she felt so ashamed of herself, and 

vexed about it, that she determined to be a braver
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girl in future. She proposed to Harry to go to 
meet his uncle, and as they joined him, one of the 

guides had just buried a piece of silver money in 

the earth for a minute. When it was taken out 

it had turned quite black, and was too hot to hold 

with comfort. 

The whole party thought this Solfatara a very 

wonderful place. Mr. Vernon told Mary there 

was not much fear of the earth falling through 

with them, though it did sound so hollow, for the 

guide, who was a most intelligent man, had been 

telling him, that when Buonaparte visited the 

place he had the crater bored, and found that 

there was two hundred feet depth of earth, and 

then boiling water, with a strong deposit in it of 
sulphur, ammonia, and some iron. 

When leaving this place, they noticed a church 
built close on one of the hills, which form the 

side of the crater. It is called the Church of the 

Capuchins—that is an order of monks—but, poor 

fellows, the smell from the Solfaltara is so strong, 

that they are obliged to go away all the summer 

and had not yet returned. 

* But how foolish to build a church in such a . 

place,” said Harry. 

Mr. Vernon—* I will tell you how it is, my boy. 

Do you not remember in the amphitheatre, we 

noticed when leaving, a small chapel built in one  
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of the passages. I told you it was in honour of 

St. Januarius. Now our guide has been telling 

me that the Romanists teach the people this non- 

sense, they say that Januarius was once in a time 

of persecution exposed to bears, in the amphi- 

theatre, to be devoured by them: but as soon as 

they saw the saint, they fell down before him, 

five thousand people were converted to Christian- 

ity by this miracle, and Timotheus, a lieutenant of 

the Emperor Diocletian, was so angry about it, 

that he cut off the saint’s head, just where this 

church stands. If it were open the monks would 

show you the stone on which it was done, with 

the mark of his blood. But to make the miracle 

more wonderful, it is said, a Neapolitan lady col- 

lected two vials full of his blood, during his mar- 

tyrdom. 

« These, with the saint’s head, were taken to “1e« 

cathedral in Naples. Three times a year, that is 

in May, September and December, this blood be- 

comes as they pretend, miraculously liquid. 

“ Hundreds of persons assemble in the church 

to see it. The priests hold the bottles up to show 

the people how thick it is, and then if it continue 

so long, all present cry and groan, because they 

think some evil will happen to the city: but at 

last, after putting the bottles close to the skull of 

the saint, the blood becomes quite liquid. Then 

7



48 HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 

the people shout for joy, and press forward in 

crowds to kiss the bottles !” 

Harry—‘“ And do all the people really believe 

it, papa?” 

Mr. Vernon—‘ Yes, I ton they do; you see 

the priests wish them to believe it, because it 

gives them great power when the people thus 

think they can work miracles. 

‘“ But I must tell you, that once, afew years 

ago, the blood was so long before it liquified, and 

the people became so excited, the king feared an 

outbreak amongst them, and as he was not at all 

popular, he did not know where it might end: 

so he sent word to the priests, that if the miracle 

did not take place at once, he would march down 

his soldiers upon the people. Of course this 

liquified the blood verysoon. So you see, Harry, 

- he must know itis a trick of the priests altoge- 

ther, and yet for two, or three hundred years this 

tricking has gone on, and I am afraid will con- 

tinue to go on.” 

Mrs. Vernon reminded Harry that. they had 

noticed one day a large figure of the saint on a 

bridge in the road to Vesuvius. 

“QO yes, mamma, and he was holding up his 

hand towards the mountain, as if he would stop 

the lava from coming to the city. I remember 

you told me the Neapolitans prayed to this saint, 

when an eruption came, instead of to God.” 
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Mary was greatly astonished, and little Hugh 

too, when they heard this; and as the carriage 

drove home, and they were talking over all they 

had seen, Mr. Vernon reminded them of the 

contrast between the time when St. Paul landed 

at Puteoli a prisoner, bound by a chain to a 

Roman soldier, ready to die, for having simply 

and boldly preached the gospel of our Lord Jesus 

Christ, and now with the people still calling them- 

selves Christians, yet worshipping images and 

bones and blood, the very name of Jesus scarcely 

being known amongst them, and the saints and 

the Virgin Mary being prayed to instead. 

Just after their arrival at home, Mr. Ferguson 

called. He said he could not stay long, but he 

had come to ask Mr. and Mrs. Vernon if they 

would allow Harry to come to tea at his house 

the next day; and then, turning to Mrs. Hugh 

Vernon, he asked her to let Mary and Hugh 

come too. 

Leave was soon given, to the great pleasure of 

each of the children, and then Mr. Ferguson 

‘said to them he should have a new friend to 

introduce, Donald Campbell. He told Mr. Ver- 

non that this boy was an orphan: his parents 

had been most intimate friends of his and Mrs. 

Ferguson’s, and that he had come to live with 

them for awhile.
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Harry was pleased enough to hear he was 

only a year older than himself, and he and Mary 

settled that their little party at Naples would 

now be very complete.
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CHAPTER III. 

Turee merry light hearts had Harry, Mary, and 

Hugh, as they walked with the maid, Pearce, to Mr. 

Ferguson’s; they were telling herall about the places 

they had visited the day before, when they arrived 

at the house. Rose and Edith came running 

down the stairs to meet them, and after they had 

taken off their things, they went into the draw- 

ing-room, where Donald was standing by the side 

of Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson. He was a very hand- 

some boy, and considerably taller than Harry, 

with dark hair and eyes, which formed quite a 

contrast to the light hair and clear blue eye of 

Harry Brightside. 

In the course of the evening Mr. Ferguson 

showed them his cabinet of curiosities. He had 

only been one year in Naples, having been ap- 

pointed chaplain to the English there, so that his 

drawers were not nearly full. First of all there 

EB 2
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were specimens which he had collected of the 

various granites, and different lava found on 

Vesuvius; and the green, and pink} and blue, 

and purple jewels, as they are called, which are 

thrown out of the crater, and when cut and set in 

gold, look very pretty, Just like emerald, and 

topaz, and amethyst. 

Rose and Edith showed Mary some hearts 

made of these stones which their mamma had 

given them. 

Underneath the drawers was a closet, in which 

were ancient lamps and jugs and vases ; they had 

been found in different Roman tombs in the 

neighbourhood. 

Mr. Ferguson then opened a box in which he 

said was something very precious to him. 

« What is it?” said Harry. 

‘It is called a scarabeus, and was dug out of 

an Etruscan tomb near Rome; and here also is 

a small vase which came from another tomb.” 

“ That thing you call a scarabeus,” said Donald, 

“ looks to me only like a beetle.” 

«That is just what it is, Donald,” said 

Mr. Ferguson. “This is a charm, and was 

once worn round the neck of an Etruscan. 

The Etruscans were of Egyptian origin, and 

both nations used this charm. They saw in this 

beetle an image of the Creator, because it forms
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a ball of earth with its hind legs, in which it 

deposits its eggs, an emblem of this world of 

ours, created and influenced in every part by 

God. 

“ This charm was always made of some opaque 

substance to signify that the Creator is only half 

understood. They were first worn as an OMmda- 

ment only, and some have been found which are 

believed to be of an earlier date than the pa- 

triarch Abraham, but afterwards they were wor 

shipped.” 

“ How long ago did the Ktruscans live, sir ?” 

said Harry. 

Mr Ferguson—‘ Etruria was in its glory at the 

time of the foundation of Rome, seven hundred and 

fifty-three years before Christ ; and Veii, an Etrus- 

can city, was destroyed by Camillus, four hundred 

and fifty years before Christ; indeed, the all- 

conquering Romans and the Gauls gradually 

brought the Etruscans into subjection, and we 

know little more of them than we can learn from 

their tombs.” 

Harry—* Well, I thought when I came to 

Italy the oldest things I should see would be 

Roman, but I suppose now that these Etruscans 

must have been cousins to Ham, the son of Noah, 

who went into Egypt after the flood.” 

Mr. Ferguson laughed. “Not quite so near
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as cousins, my boy, but descendants of his at 

any rate. Look, here is a model of an Etruscan 

tomb I bought the other day. You see they did 

not burn their dead like the Romans. Here is 

the skeleton; and look at all the vases placed 

round. Sometimes very beautiful jewels are 

found with the dead, and if you should go to 

Rome, you will see a fine collection of them in 

the Vatican.” 

“Now, dear papa,” cried Edith, “let us bury 

these Etruscans, for I so want a game.” 

“No,” replied Donald; ‘ we wont come for 

your teazing.” 

“Wait a minute, my child,” said Mr. Fergu- 

son; “I must show Harry a few more things. 

Here, Harry, is another scarabeus ; you see there 

is a very ugly figure cut in the stone on the back 

of it. The Etruscans thought the more ugly the 

figure engraved, the more fortunate and the 

greater the charm.” 

After looking through the cabinet, Donald 

wanted to show Harry some crystals he had 

brought from Scotland, but Harry proposed a 

game at charades, as he knew that then Rose and 

Edith would join them; for Donald’s rude and 

sharp remark to Edith, determined him to be 

more polite than ever. 

They chose the word “ Porcupine ;” and their
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frst scene was in Egypt; they pretended to be 

building the Pyramids, and, like true sons of 

Ham, made a hearty meal on pork. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson laughed heartily at the 

young Egyptians, with a large bean hung round 

their necks as a charm, in pretence for scarabei. 

While they were busy preparing, Mrs. Ferguson 

asked little Hugh where his papa was. 

“In India I think,” was the reply; “ but 

mamma wrote to tell him she was well enough to 

come here; and only think! she says papa may 

come here too, we have not seen him such a very 

long time! Mary and I were born in India.” 

«That will indeed be delightful,” said Mrs. 

Ferguson. 

Just then the charade-players burst into the 

room, and as they had then come to the whole 

word ‘ Porcupine,” there was not much difficulty 

in guessing it; for, with merry bursts of laugh- 

ter, they brought in a loaf stuck all over with real 

poreupine’s quills, which had been given to Rose 

and Edith. 

Harry had cut the loaf into something like the 

right shape, but still it was a very comical-looking 

animal. 

«“T think,” said Mr. Ferguson. “ if you were to 

take it to the Villa Rocca Romana, the gardener
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would show you his stuffed poreupines with great 

triumph in contrast to yours.” 

‘What villa do you mean, sir?” said Donald 

and Harry both together. 

“O, I must leave my girls to tell you about it.” 

And so they did; and told them too of such 

wonders to be seen, that it was settled Mr. and 

Mrs. Ferguson should take all the party to the 

gardens of the villa, the first spare afternoon, and 

ask Mr. and Mrs. Vernon to go too. 

Fortunately one soon came, and off started the 

whole party. The children had filled their poc- 

kets with bread and biscuits, and were chatting 

away as fast as children’s tongues could go (and 

that is very fast sometimes), when Edith cried out, 

“Here we are !” 

The garden gate was opened, and Mr. Ferguson 

asked the gardener if his master would allow their 

party to walk through the gardens. He gave him 

his card, and the man soon returned to say his mas- 

ter would be most happy to allow them to do so. 

First of all they came to a number of rare 

birds, and amongst them some white peacocks. 

Two of them spread out their tails as soon as 

they saw the children; and as they picked up 

some biscuit, and then walked away with their 

proud strut, Mrs. Vernon said she could only



HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 
57 

compare their fan-like tails to beautiful lace. As 

the party were just walking away, & coloured pea- 

cock, such as we commonly see, put up his tail 

too; and the contrast between his colours and the 

pure white of the others, was very pretty. 

There was a summer-house built just at the 

edge of the rock over the sea; it was in the 

shape of a Chinese pagoda, and beautifully 

painted inside, with sofas all round; a bookcase 

filled with books, and everything to help you to 

spend a morning most agreeably there. The 

children were delighted with it, for the chairs 

and the tables were all so curiously carved in 

wood, and there were many curiosities of dif- 

ferent kinds; but as they were looking at them 

they heard such an odd sound, near at hand, of 

the barking of a dog. Donald and Harry has- 

tened out of the summer-house, and Edith with 

them, but they could see nothing. Presently 

they heard it again, and the gardener pointed 

to a path leading to the shore. Off they started, 

for they saw by the man's face, and knew by the 

sound that it was no common dog making such a 

noise. They came near to the water’s edge, and 

there, in a large pond, they saw some animal 

swimming about. At first Donald and Harry 

thought it really was black boy; for there was 

a large round hairy head, and two fine large eyes
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looking at them, but, as they came nearer, they 

saw it was a fish; and yet it began barking away 

at them, and, raising itself in the water, its two 

fins looking like the fore-feet of a dog. 

As Edith watched the surprise of the two boys, 

she laughed heartily. 

“Why, Edith,” said Harry, “ this cannot be the 

little pet dog you told us there was in the gar 

dens? You surely cannot love such a queer animal 

as that?” 

“Indeed I can, Harry,” replied Edith; “ you 

shall see what fun I have with him. Now, 

Doggy, you must beg; here is a biscuit for you.” 

The fish swam a little way towards her, fixing 

his bright and beautiful eyes on the biscuit; and 

then raised himself, hanging down his fins, just 

as a dog does his fore legs, to beg. 

“ Good fellow,” said Edith, and as she threw 

the biscuit he caught it in his mouth quite cle- 

verly. 

Just then the rest of the party were in sight, 

and as the path was somewhat steep, Harry ran 

back to help them. Donald smiled quite scorn- 

fully as he saw this polite and kind act; for 

though he pretended to despise Harry for it, it 

was, in fact, the self-reproach at his own selfish- 

ness which made him dislike to see a good action 

in another boy.
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Harry saw this look in Donald, and he thought 

to himself, “ I shall only leave this queer fish for 

a minute or two, and I can puzzle Mary and Hugh 

about it. I wonder Donald does not come too 1” 

So on heran. “ O, Mary,” he said, “‘ I have just 

seen Edith Ferguson’s pet dog. Hark! don't you 

hear him barking ?” 

“Ts it a dog like mamma's, Harry 2” said 

Mary. 

“ Not exactly ; but it begs like little Flora, and 

perhaps you will like to nurse it. Here it is.” 

Mary started back with surprise, and Hugh, 

who was holding Rose’s hand, laughed and said, 

«©, cousin Harry, how could Mary nurse such a 

great big fellow as that r 

“ You shall stroke him thoug ,” said Edith. 

And then the gardener put a common hurdle into 

the water to form a ladder, and though of course 

the fish-dog had no legs, it managed to riggle 

itself up the hurdle, and rolled over at the chil- 

dren’s feet. It opened its large mouth, and poor 

silly Mary felt sure it would bite them; so as 

she backed and backed, quite forgetting there was 

another pond behind her; her foot came to the 

edge, and had it not been that Mr. Ferguson saw 

her danger just in time to catch hold of her, she 

must have fallen in. As it was, she had a much 

worse fright than if she had remained with the
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rest. The children patted the soft sides of the 

great fish, and then Mr. Ferguson told them it 

was of the seal tribe: it was covered with hair, 

but so like a dog that it was called the sea-dog. 

It had been caught in the Mediterranean, and as 

the gentleman to whom the gardens and villa be- 

longed was known to be a great naturalist, the 

sailors always brought any rare fish, or shell, or 

coral to him, knowing they should find a sale for 

them. 

The gardener said that at first the sea-dog was 

very shy, but it soon began to learn any trick, and 

had become quite tame. He then told it to go 

back into the water, and down it plunged, and 

them came begging for some more biscuit. ‘“ And 

you shall have it, my good doggy,” said Edith, 

and away went one biscuit after another into his 

open mouth. 

“Now,” said Rose, ‘ you must all come and 

see my favourites,” and she led them to another 

pond close by, where they were swimming about. 

“ O how beautiful!” said all the party; “ what 

are they ?” 

“ O, these are my pretty butterfly-fish ; look at 

their fins, they are just the shape of the wings of 

the butterfly! and look at the colours—first red, 

then blue, orange, and white !” 

‘“ Yes,” said Harry, ‘“ and their bodies like the
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gold fish in our pond at home. O how very beau- 

tifully they swim about!” 

The gardener knelt down at the water's edge, 

and asking Rose for a piece of bread, held it 

down, and all the fish came gathering round it, 

eating it out of his fingers. 

Most of the party liked Rose’s favourites the 

best; but Edith did not care for that, and ran 

back, ‘ not,” as she said, ‘“ to give her old dog a 

bone, though old Mother Hubbard’s dog was not 

at all more clever than her old favourite, but to 

sive him a little plum bun, which she had saved 

for the last, as he was so fond of them.” 

Mr. Ferguson now led the way to the museum 

of stuffed animals, and shells, birds, and insects, 

&e. “ Now, Harry,” he said, “how far is your 

porcupine like this real one, think you?” 

« Why, just about as much, sir, as Edith’s sea- 

dog is like a real dog! so we will call mine the 

sea-porcupine, for it certainly had no legs amongst 

other things.” 

They all laughed. “ And here,” said Mr. Fer- 

guson, “is the sea-horse ” and a great ugly 

stuffed animal it was, about eight feet long, with 

a fish’s body, and a head very much like a 

horse. 

The museum interested them all very much, 

though the scorpions preserved in spirits, which
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were collected in the neighbourhood, looked so 

very ugly and venomous, that the children agreed 

they had rather see them dead than alive. 

Mr. Ferguson said they had missed one sight 

which he thought they would regret, and he led 

them back again to the ponds of the sea-dog and 

butterfly-fish, to a dark passage cut in the rock ; 

this opened into a large hall, with smaller rooms 

round it, all cut in the rock. There were small 

lamps of different colours, like those used at an 

illumination, hung in festoons in different direc- 

tions: one end of the hall opened on the water's 

edge. Mr. Ferguson told them that this had 

been excavated by the master of the villa as a 

ball-room, and that concerts were sometimes held 

in it. 

Mrs. Vernon stood listening to the waves as 

one after another broke on the shore, and turn- 

ing to Harry, asked him if he could not fancy 

their measured sound quite beating time to the 

music? And then she proposed they should sit 

down and rest themselves, and sing one of their 

pretty glees. 

So she and Mr. Vernon and Harry began “ In 

the days when we went gipsying,” and Mr. and 

Mrs. Ferguson joined in till all the rocks seemed 

to echo the sound, and the waves, too, gave their 

quiet solemn music. There was the beautiful
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bay before them, that matchless bay! and the 

clear blue sky above, forming a lovely contrast to 

the yellow brown sand rock where they were all 

seated. As soon as the glee was finished another 

was proposed, and then another, for all felt very 

happy in that lovely spot. 

Not far off was a very small bay with its pebble 

shore; and this was a great treat to the children, 

for they found some shells there, which are rare 

things at Naples, for the shore in every direction 

is occupied either with fishing boats, gardens, or 

houses. 

The time at last came for the party to leave: 

the carriage was waiting, and took them all, ex- 

cepting Mr. Vernon and Mr. Ferguson, who pre- 

ferred to walk home. They had a long talk toge- 

ther about Donald and Harry, and it was then 

arranged most kindly by Mr. Ferguson that Harry 

should study with Donald under his care. 

Both the boys, when they heard it, were very 

well pleased, and as the time was only to be from 

nine o'clock till one, they felt there would be 

plenty of time to see the many sights around. 

For a whole fortnight after the happy visit to 

the gardens of the Villa Rocca Romana, the most 

heavy, ceaseless rain prevented all excursions ; 

and sometimes as Harry braved it on his way to 

Mr. Ferguson's every morning, he felt quite glad



64 HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 

we have not such rain in England: and then to 

add to the difficulty of walking in it, all the 

houses in Italy have a waterspout at the top, quite 

hanging over the path, so that unless you are very 

careful, a perfect deluge of water comes pouring 

down, which no umbrellas can resist. 

At last.a fine afternoon came, and Mr. Vernon 

proposed a visit to the Museum. 

Little Hugh was to have a walk in the gardens 

with his nurse, as he was not old enough to go 

with the rest; and even Harry and Mary found 

there was much to be seen there which did not 

‘nterest them. However, when they came to the 

rooms containing all the bronze vessels, and other 

relics from Pompeii, they were delighted enough. 

Mr. Vernon pointed out to them, first of all, a 

round table in the centre of the room, containing 

jewels and other small things. In one case was a 

very old looking purse, with money in it, and laid 

by the side were several gold bracelets and rings, 

found on the arm and hand of a skeleton in the 

cellar of a house at Pompeii, which, from an in- 

scription outside, was found to belong to Dio- 

medes. It is supposed this was his wife, who 

fled into the cellar for protection, and there pe- 

rished. The purse was found in her hand. 

In another case were rings, necklaces, ear-rings, 

brooches, chains, and nets of gold; and also silver 

6
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pins for ornamenting the hair, like those now 

worn so universally in Italy. 

“ When was Pompeii destroyed, papa?” asked 

Harry. 

‘ Seventy-nine years after Christ, my boy; and 

is it not wonderful that these gold and silver orna- 

ments should have been made in such perfection 

then! Look, here is a small looking-glass which 

belonged to some Pompeian lady; it is made of 

polished metal, you see, instead of glass.” 

In other cases round the room were different 

kinds of food. Two small loaves of bread, made 

in the shape of a tea-cake, with the name of the 

baker stamped on one; eggs, and a honeycomb, 

and a large bronze saucepan full of soup, which 

was being boiled on the fire when the destruction 

of the city took place. A bottle containing oil, 

and another filled with olives; nets for catching 

birds and fishes, and a large quantity of paints, 

which, with the brushes, were found in a painter’s 

shop. 

All the party felt great interest in looking at 

one case after another, and then they went into 

the next room, filled with kitchen furniture all 

made of bronze. 

The floor of each of the rooms is paved with 

mosaics which were brought from Pompeii; these 

are different figures made of ‘small pieces of 

F
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coloured pottery or stone, and all fitted together just 

as carefully as a puzzle. Ata distance they look 

like pictures. In this room the weights and scales 

were the most admired—the chains being made 

in a great variety of beautiful patterns. There 

were also kettles, stewpans, and saucepans lined 

with silver, a portable stove for heating water, 

moulds for jellies; indeed, Mrs. Vernon said, 

« she felt sure if her cook were brought there, 

she would find all that was necessary to furnish 

her kitchen with things for cooking.” 

In another room were lamps, and candelabra 

(or candlesticks) in every variety of pattern, and 

all most elegantly and richly ornamented. 

« Took here; Harry,” said Mr. Vernon, “ these 

are the idols or lares of the Pompeians ; they 

were called their household gods: and here is a 

brush just like those now used in Romanist 

churches to sprinkle the holy water. You re- 

member I told you heathenism and Romanism 

were often alike, and here is a proof of it; for 

this brush was used by the Pompeian priests to 

sprinkle purifying water, as they called it, over dif- 

ferent things. These vessels, too, were for in- 

cense to burn before their gods. You remember 

you saw the priests burning incense the other 

day in the Romanist church near our house. I 

wish you, my boy, to take notice of these things, 

6
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and prize our own Protestant religion more than 

ever.” 

Mr. Vernon then showed him the helmet and 

shield, together with part of the skeleton of a 

Roman soldier. They were found in a sentry- 

box at Pompeii. True to his duty, it is supposed 

that he braved death at his post rather than safety 

in flight. 

Near these interesting relics were some iron 

stocks found in the prison,—children’s toys, and 

musical instruments, with flutes made from 

human bones ! 

Harry and Mary felt quite tired at last with 

looking at so many things, and as Mr. Vernon 

told them he hoped they would pay many visits 

to the museum, and that too after having seen 

Pompeii itself, when they would feel double 

interest in looking over these treasures, when 

they had seen the very houses in which they were 

discovered, they quite willingly drove away. 

FQ
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CHAPTER IV. 

Tue following week Mr. Vernon invited Mr. 

and Mrs. Ferguson, Donald, Rose, and Edith, to 

join them in a pic-nic to the Bay of Baiz. So 

off they all started in two carriages. 

The road is the same as to Puzzuoli, for this 

town is in the Bay of Bais ; but soon after pass- 

ing this place, they noticed the remains of villas 

quite in the sea, and then they came to much 

larger ones, and the sea being as clear as glass, 

you could trace room after room in the water. 

Baise was a very favourite residence of the Roman 

emperors and their people. 

Mr. Ferguson pointed out some ruins, which 

are said to be the palace of Julius Cesar. A 

part of it only is in the water, so the children 

went scrambling about the old walls. Mr. Ver- 

non called them, and told them that, possibly, as 

the emperor sat in one of the rooms they were then
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visiting, with the blue sea sparkling before him, 

he might have planned his invasion of England. 

Harry—* But he did not conquer us, did he, 

papa ?” 

« Yes, he conquered our rude forefathers, though 

he did not extend his conquests into the heart of 

thecountry, and soonabandonedit. Itwas Agricola, 

a most wise and able general who commanded in* 

Britain in the reign of Domitian, who first so far 

conquered and subdued the Britons as to be able 

to influence and civilize them; and when you are 

able to read his life by the historian Tacitus, 

(who was his son-in-law,) you will feel that we owe 

very much to him for having really subjugated 

and so wisely ruled them. The Romans ruled in 

Britain 500 years.” 

After gathering some flowers, on they went to 

the Baths of Nero. They are in perfect preserva- 

tion, and supplied from the very same hot spring 

which used to form such luxurious baths for the 

emperor, whose monstrous cruelties have made 

his name infamous. 

The spring-head is at the end of a dark pas- 

sage, where it comes bubbling up boiling hot; 

so that a man actually took some eggs, and re- 

turned in three minutes, having boiled them in 

the spring. ‘ 

Donald and Harry managed to eat two a piece.
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After driving a mile farther, three ruined tem- 

ples came in sight, dedicated to Venus, Mercury, 

and Diana. 

There is a small inn here, with a pretty garden, 

where it was determined they should lunch. So 

the baskets of provisions were taken out of the 

carriage, a very pretty spot chosen in the gar- 

den, and a servant left to get all ready, while the 

rest drove on to Cape Misenum, where the town 

Misenum used to stand, but now only a few ruins 

here and there show it to have been once in- 

habited. 

Mr. Vernon reminded the children that it was 

in the harbour of Misenum, that Pliny was at 

anchor with all his fleet, when that awful eruption 

of Vesuvius took place, which destroyed Pompeii 

and Herculaneum. 

“O, please tell us all about it, papa,” said Harry. 

“T will tell you something about it at any rate,” 

replied Mr. Vernon. ‘ You remember I said that 

it was seventy-nine years after Christ, when these 

cities were destroyed. Pliny, the Younger, wrote 

an account of it to his friend Tacitus, the his- 

torian. He tells him, that his father was in this 

bay, and all at once, in the middle of the day, 

clouds of ashes quite obscured the sun, and made 

it as dark as night. The air became so hot and 

sulphurous, that it seemed impossible to breathe.
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One shock after another of earthquake filled the 

people on the land with horror, the sea was most 

violently troubled, and receded from the land a 

considerable distance. This continued for three 

days. Meanwhile Pliny, believing the sea to be 

safer than the land, started off in one of his 

ships, to a place called Castelamare, near Pom- 

peii. Here he landed, hoping to aid some of 

the inhabitants who were flying in all direc- 

tions ; many of them with pillows on their heads 

to shield them from the cinders and ashes which 

were falling thick and fast. Pliny had one, too, 

to protect him, but he was an old man, and suf- 

fered much from his breath, a sort of asthma 

it is supposed, so that he soon sunk down quite 

exhausted from the fumes and smoke of the 

volcano, though four or five miles distant from it, 

and there he died. 

« An immense column of smoke burst out from 

the summit of Vesuvius, with hot water and 

ashes too, which deluged Pompeii; so that in 

the course of two days the city was entirely 

buried. 

« Besides this, a large stream of lava poured 

out of the crater, and came slowly creeping down 

the mountain; for melted lava is much thicker 

even than melted glass, and it does not run fast ; 

these streams of fire came all over the city of
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Herculaneum, till not a trace of that large and 

splendid place could be seen: nothing but lava, 

black and cold; silence and desolation all 

around !” 

“But, Mr. Vernon,” said Donald, “why did 

they build the cities so near Vesuvius ?” 

“It is supposed, Donald, that no one knew 

Vesuvius to be a volcano, or, at any rate, they 

thought it was extinct, for the crater was over- 

grown with grass, and cattle fed there; but as 

Pompeii is paved with lava, they must have ima- 

gined that some time or other the mountain had 

poured it forth.” 

“Yes,” added Mr. Ferguson, “ but it is strange 

even now to see houses built quite on the moun- 

tain; I was much struck with this when I as- 

cended it; the people seem so accustomed to 

danger that they do not heed it.” 

‘Now, papa,” said Edith, “do settle when we 

are to go up the mountain. Harry and Donald 

both want to go as much as I do, and Rose too.” 

“Well, my Edith, suppose we ask Mr. and 

Mrs. Vernon to let it be your birthday treat? for 

it will be so pleasant if they will join our party. 

But then you must promise to be very obedient 

and careful—as steady and demure as a girl nine 

years old on that day ought to be.” 

“QO yes, dear papa! what a beautiful treat that
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will be for my birthday ! Do go, Mr. Vernon, 

and let Harry go. And shall not you enjoy it 

very much too, dear Mary ?” 

“T shall be so afraid,” replied Mary, “ that 

some lava will come pouring out on us.” 

“@Q no, Mary,” replied Mr. Ferguson, “ there 

never is an eruption without a great many signs 

first. One you can easily tell yourself,—no smoke 

comes out of the crater for days before, so that 

you would not know it to be a burning moun- 

tain. 

“When is your birthday, Edith ?” asked Mrs. 

Vernon. 

“The 19th of December, Mrs. Vernon; that 

is to-morrow week.” 

The children all vastly enjoyed chatting over 

the treat; and as they were talking about it, Mrs. 

Vernon reminded Harry she should want a flower 

to press from the place. They all began to ga- 

ther some, and Harry ran to his mamma with 

one such a bright yellow, almost flame-colour. 

He laughed and said, “ That would just do to 

remind her of fiery Vesuvius, which they had been 

hearing so much about.” 

As they returned from the Cape Misenum, Mr. 

Ferguson pointed out a tomb by the road side, 

which is said to be that of Agrippina, the mo-



74 HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 

ther of Nero. She was murdered by her own 

son, and a few years afterwards he killed himself. 

When the party arrived at the little inn they 

were glad to find the lunch ready. The cloth was 

laid on a piece of marble which once belonged to 

some house, and the children were sent to roll 

some smaller stones as seats. Harry thought it 

would make it more comfortable to get a cushion 

of moss for his mamma, and aunt, and Mrs. Fer- 

guson; he found a little and some very small 

twigs, so he made them quite a pleasant seat. A 

merry and a hearty meal they all had of it. 

The scene before them was so very beautiful, that 

for a long time all sat still to enjoy it. The 

round Temple of Mercury was just below them, 

and then the pier of Baie, with quite a bustling 

group of fishermen on it; the quiet and deep- 

blue water of the bay reflected a few passing 

clouds; Puzzuoli beyond, and then Vesuvius 

smoking and fuming away in the distance. 

Mr. Ferguson turned to Mr. Vernon, remark- 

ing, “That often since he had been in Italy, 

he had remembered what is recorded in the 

first chapter of Genesis. After the creation of 

the world and all in it, it is written, ‘And God 

saw everything that He had made, and, behold, 

it was very good.’”
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“ Yes,” added Mr. Vernon, “ and then, as David 

says, ‘ All thy works praise Thee.’ How well such 

works accord with the title of the ‘ God of love e 

Little Hugh was seated on his uncle’s knee ; 

he looked thoughtful for a moment, and then, 

turning up his pretty bright face, he said, “ Un- 

cle, it is not kind of God to make burning 

mountains, is it ?” 

Mr. Vernon smiled, and replied, “Yes, my 

little Hugh, it is very kind; for inside this 

world of ours there is a great deal of fire, and 

heat, and smoke; and then these burning moun- 

tains are just like great chimneys. Look at 

Vesuvius now, what a large cloud of smoke is 

hanging over it. If it were not for that we 

should have earthquakes and many sad things. 

You see it lets out the fire.” 

Hugh’s face brightened, and he said, “ Then it 

‘s kind of God to make Vesuvius; but I am very 

glad, uncle, we have not such a great chimney in 

England.” 
. 

« And so am I,” added Mary. 

“Well, we shall see,” said Edith, “Ido not | 

believe we shall feel frightened, even when clam- 

bering up the sides of this great chimney. We 

are to go, are we not, Mrs. Vernon ?” 

And then all the children came to her, begging 

that such a treat might be given them.
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Mrs. Vernon asked her husband, what he 

thought of it ? 

After a little talk amongst the papas and 

mammas, it was settled that if the 19th of De- 

cember were fine, they would go and peep down 

into the crater. 

Mrs. Hugh Vernon and her little boy were to 

remain at home, as she was not well enough for 

such fatigue, and Hugh not old enough. 

In driving home they stopped to see three 

small lakes—the first was the Lucrine Lake. Mr. 

Ferguson made the children laugh by telling 

them that Pliny says, that, in his time, a large 

dolphin lived in it, and was made so tame by a 

boy, that he would sit upon the fish’s back, and 

cross the lake in this manner. 

“ How I should like to have had a ride too,” 

said Harry; “ but do you think it is true, Mr. 

Ferguson ?” 

“ Well, my boy, I can hardly say, but as Pliny 

was a great naturalist, I am quite inclined to be- 

lieve it. This lake used to be very famous for 

its oysters, too.” 

The other lake was called Avernus. It is sup- 

posed to be the crater of an extinct voleano, and 

Virgil, and other ancient writers say, it was called 

Avernus, because no bird could fly over it, as they 

always died when they came near, but now water- 

fowl swim about it.
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Harry asked Mr. Ferguson if the grotto were 

near this place, in which a dog is put and seems 

to die. 

“No, Harry,” replied Mr. Ferguson, “ but it is 

not very far off,” so they all drove to the Lake 

Agnano. This water appears to boil, from the 

numbers of bubbles at the surface. The children 

put in their hands and it was quite warm. Mary 

screamed all at once, for near her were lying four 

large snakes. Mr. Vernon went up to them and 

found they were dead. The guide explained to 

him, that these snakes and other reptiles fall into 

the water from the hills around, and the water 

being hot and salt they are soon killed by it. The 

guide now led them to the famous “ Grotto del 

Cane,” as it is called. This means “ Grotto of 

the dog.” Pliny mentions this curious place, and 

there it is, just the same as he saw it. 

It looks nothing more than a small cave, and 

near it were some large dogs. One of these 

is held by the neck just at the entrance of the 

grotto, he first struggles violently, and then seems 

to die, but after bringing it into the fresh air it 

soon recovers again. 

None of the party wished to see the poor dog 

operated upon; so the man lighted a torch, and 

the instant he put it into the cavern it went out. 

A pistol was loaded and held in and he pulled the
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trigger, but no sound came, the gas inside pre- 

vented its going off. 

At the bottom of the grotto asmall light vapour 

is seen to rise out of the ground, and this causes 

these effects. 

Mr. Vernon thought they had all seen enough 

for one day, so they drove home. 

“ How I do enjoy being in Italy,” said Harry, 

« Thad no idea there would be so much to see.” 

“JT suppose you are very happy at night,” added 

Donald; ‘“ for my part, these horrible mosquitoes 

put me in such a passion, that 1 wish myself any- 

where else. I thought at first they were only like 

our gnats, but dear me! I would rather have 

twenty of them buzzing about me, than one mos- 

quito, and they sting me so badly, I declare it 

makes me hate Italy.” 

Harry—“ They tease me too sometimes, and at 

first I was angry enough with them; but do you 

know, Donald, I found that made them worse. 

So now before I put out my candle, I lie on my 

bed very quietly watching for my enemy. I catch 

first one, then another, and then I look carefully 

all round my gauze curtains, and after a little pa- 

tience I generally kill them, put out my candle, 

and go off to sleep so soon, that I do not care if 

any more come to attack me, for if I do get a 

bite, I try not to touch it, and then it soon goes 

away.”



HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 79 

Donald—“ But I cannot bear to sleep with 

gauze curtains all round me, and should never 

have patience to catch them as you do.” 

Harry—* Well, I always think when I dislike 

anything, how shall I get rid of it? or how shall 

I bear it? and after all, Donald, we must have 

some troubles with so many pleasures; dear 

mamma often tells me this.” 

Donald— O yes! and tells you to look at the 

bright side of things! for my part, I cannot help 

going into a great passion with these wretched 

stinging, buzzing, creatures.” 

Harry—‘ Then you will suffer much more than 

I do; I don’t like pain.” 

In returning they came a shorter way home, 

passing through a very ancient tunnel, called the 

Grotto of Posilipo. It is more than two thousand 

years old. The air in it is very close and un- 

pleasant, a few lamps are lit to guide the traveller, 

and about half way through, is a small Romanist 

chapel, in which a box is put to receive money, @ 

priest who is called the hermit of the place, being 

generally there to receive it, to attract notice by 

rattling coppers in a box as you pass. 

A few days after this pleasant excursion to 

Baise, Mr. Ferguson asked Harry to remain the 

next day to lunch with them. He also begged 

Mr. Vernon to come too, and then with Donald
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they all four started to Virgil’s Tomb. It is just 

outside the top of the grotto of Posilipo, on the 

Naples side. 

As it is more than half way up the steep hill, 

they kept ascending, till all at once the road made 

a turn, and then, as they stopped for a moment 

the view burst upon them! A cold rainy night 

had given all the distant mountains a beautiful 

covering of snow, even Vesuvius had a crown of 

it; the sun was shining with great brilliancy, but 

still there were large white clouds occasionally 

hiding its rays, and giving fine lights and sha- 

dows to the scenery! But it is a view quite im 

possible to describe. 

“ No wonder,” said Mr. Ferguson, “ that Vir- 

gil so constantly made this beautiful spot his 

study, and selected it for his burial place! The 

name of the hill, ‘ Posilipo,’ means ‘ A cessation 

of sorrow,’ and certainly if earthly beauty can 

banish trouble, this must.” 

“ Tt is indeed beautiful,” added Mr. Vernon. 

They now entered a garden and vineyard, the 

vines were festooned from one tree to another, the 

leaves wore their bright autumn tints of red and 

yellow, a little way beyond there were a number 

of tombs. This used to be the English bury- 

ing ground. Many of them were broken, and 

Mr. Ferguson said, that a very bad spirit amongst
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some of the Neapolitans had led them to injure 

the tombs of the heretics, as they consider us. 

So the king had granted another spot of ground 

nearer the city, which was safely and reverently 

walled in. 

A little farther on, shaded by trees, and creep- 

ing plants, was the tomb of Virgil. The wn 

which contained his ashes and the door too are 

gone. 

“ How old is this tomb, papa?” said Harry. 

“Virgil died nineteen years before the birth of 

our Lord, so it is more than eighteen hundred 

years old. He was only fifty when he died, but 

how much he did in his lifetime ! You remember, 

he wrote the Georgics at Naples, by the desire of 

the Emperor Augustus, to encourage the taste for 

agriculture amongst the Romans.” 

«“ Yes,” replied Mr. Ferguson, “ and how well he 

was respected amongst them, so that whenever he 

entered the theatre, however crowded, all the au- 

dience rose up to him as to an emperor. I think, 

boys, you will feel a double interest in learning 

your Aineid now that you have seen Virgil's 

tomb.” 

“ O yes, we shall,” added Harry; “I should 

like, Donald, to bring our lessons here to learn 

sometimes.” ie
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“Very well,” he replied, “we can try it for 

once.” 

They then scrambled up the hill, hoping to en- 

joy a pleasant walk and fine view along the top of 

it; but to their surprise and disappointment, the 

road they entered had a high wall on each side 

of it. On they went hoping it would soon end ; 

but they found it did not for more than a mile. 

A steep rough road then led them down into the 

bustling, dirty streets of Naples.
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CHAPTER V. 

Tur 19th of December came at last; and, | 

strange to say, four different children in Naples 

jumped out of bed before sunrise, to see if the 

day were fine ! 

Edith was queen of the day, and as she dressed, 

a gentle tap came at the door. She opened it, 

but nothing was to be seen excepting a basket of 

beautiful flowers. They covered, as she soon 

found, several parcels done up in white paper ; 

first came a beautiful Prayer-book from her papa 

and mamma, with a gold clasp, then a box full of 

beads, arranged in different colours, with needles, 

and silk, &c., from Rose. 

Donald, too, had sent his gift, the figure of a 

sailor asleep in his fishing-basket, all cut out of 

the different coloured lava of Vesuvius. Mrs. 

Vernon had given her a doll, with clothes made by 

herself, all excepting the cap, which was Mary's 

G 2
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present ; and Harry had bought her a box very 

prettily inlaid with different sorts of wood. This’ 

he told her afterwards, he thought would do to 

hold her shells, and anything else they might 

bring from Vesuvius. Little Hugh, too, was as 

anxious as any one to remember Edith’s birthday, 

so he had spent all his money in buying her a 

fine piece of white coral. 

Edith was delighted with her basket full of 

flowers and presents; but before she had looked 

at them half long enough, the breakfast bell rang. 

Many kind wishes were waiting for her in the 

preakfast-room, and many true, hearty thanks 

were returned by Edith. 

‘‘ Now children,” said Mr. Ferguson, “ remem- 

ber, one rule I lay down to-day, which is not to 

be broken, you must not think and then act for 

yourselves, but in everything obey me or Mr. Ver- 

non and the guides.” 

« You must quite understand this, because the 

ascent of a mountain like Vesuvius, more than 

two thousand, nearly three thousand feet high, is 

dangerous.” 

They all promised faithful obedience, and with 

very thick shoes, and thick sticks for the gentle- 

men of the party, off they all started. They met 

the Vernons at the railway station; the horn was 

plown, for the guard uses one at starting instead
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of a bell, or whistle as with us, and twenty 

minutes brought them to the small town of Re- 

sina. 

Here they all left the train, and went to a 

house in which the principal guide lives. He 

had received orders, so eight horses and ponies 

were in readiness, some guides, and a few ragged 

boys who went for their own pleasure. 

Mary was not of the party, she had a cold ; 

besides which, being such a coward, Mr. Vernon 

felt it quite the best plan to leave her at home. 

Edith was amused to find her pony named 

“ Macaroni ;” he was rather a frisky little fellow, 

but she rode well, and soon understood how to 

manage him. The party trotted on pretty com- 

fortably at first, but then large stones in the road 

made it necessary to walk the horses. Edith was 

very fond of taking the lead, so when a smooth 

piece of road came, she pressed on, passing all 

the rest. 

« Mind, you Queen Edith,” said her papa, * it 

needs steady and slow riding here.” 

«Oh! yes, papa, but I so like being first.” 

Harry felt the same, and asked Mr. Ferguson 

if he might pass to ride by the side of Edith. 

So there the two went, leading the procession, the 

guides of course keeping close to them. 

There were vineyards part of the way, growing
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on the lava, a little earth giving them sufficient 

nourishment, but soon they ceased; and miles of 

black, desolate lava, raised in heaps like waves of 

the sea, were seen, and not a sound was to be 

heard but the tramp of the horses’ feet. 

After an hour's ride they reached the Her- 

mitage, as it is called, a small inn; here the 

baskets of provisions were left, and again they 

rode on. 

The horses had sometimes to take a long step 

from stone to stone, and a hard matter some of 

the party found it to keep their seats. 

Edith’s merry laugh was heard above all the 

rest, as she looked back and saw one horse after 

another slowly straining up the ascent after her. 

At last all had to dismount and clamber up the 

cone of the mountain as best they could. The 

ladies had straps put round their waists, and were 

pulled up by the guides. 

As for the children, they clambered up like 

goats, but soon turned into very black goats, from 

the ashes and rubbish which they had to climb 

over. They got on quicker than the rest, but 

were called to a halt by Mr. Ferguson. For more 

than an hour were they toiling and climbing up 

the cone. Every now and then the ground 

trembled under them, and a rumbling noise came 

like thunder. Edith and Harry gained the top
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first, but were so tired, they threw themselves on 

the ground at once to get breath. One after an- 

other of the party appeared, and after resting a 

minute or two, they walked to the edge of the 

crater. It looked like an immense basin filled 

with fire and ashes. 

There they all stood in silence, looking down 

‘nto it. The first feeling was that of dread, al- 

most horror. 

After awhile two of the guides went down into 

it, and taking some eggs out of their pockets, 

roasted them by putting them at the edge of the 

burning lava. 

Mr. Vernon managed to cut a loaf into small 

strips, but then the difficulty was, how to hold 

the hot egg. So he screwed up some paper into 

a shape something like egg-cups, and all the 

party sat down to eat their lunch. 

After an eruption the crater is often more than 

two hundred feet deep, but now it was very full, 

only about thirteen feet from the top. The 

guides helped the party down into it; for part of 

the lava cools in black stripes, and though this 

is only a crust with fire underneath, it was strong 

enough to bear them, though the guides always 

knock it well with their sticks, as they can tell 

by the sound whether it is thick. There was 

something so fearful and wonderful in thus walk-
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ing on the thin crust over molten fire, with heavy 

streams of red-hot lava slowly oozing out of fiery 

clefts on each side, that even Edith could not 

enjoy it. Near the middle of the crater the lava 

‘was heaped up to a great height, forming a sort 

of chimney, out of this the smoke and red-hot 

stones and lava were pouring forth. As they 

came rather near it, the smell was so suffocating, 

that it seemed best for none but the gentlemen to 

go up it. Harry begged hard to go too, so they 

went on, and actually climbed up this chimney, 

and looked right down into it, as well as the 

smoke would let them. 

They were obliged to be very careful to get the 

opposite side to the one towards which the smoke 

was blown, or they would have been choked. The 

noise was like the hoarse puffing of some mon- 

strous railway-engine. It occurred about half as 

frequently as one breathes. Mr. Ferguson re- 

marked, “ The poets fabled that one Enceladus, a 

horrible giant, was, for his crimes, buried under 

Etna, another burning mountain, and by his 

writhings and bellowings, caused all that hap- 

pened. You can imagine some such giant so 

buried under Vesuvius; he breathes only half as 

quickly as we do, and at every breath he clears 

his throat of a quantity of lava; coughing it up 

into the air, making a great noise!”
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Some of the party were not sorry to leave this 

wonderful crater, and when they had clambered 

out of it, long did they stand watching one explo- 

sion after another, out of the mouth of this: fiery 

giant. 

Edith asked her papa what Enceladus had 

done. 

“Amongst other things he had conspired 

against Jupiter,” replied Mr. Ferguson ; “(so Ju- 

piter struck him with his thunders, and over- 

whelmed him with Mount Etna. Whenever he 

moves his weary sides, all Sicily trembles. So 

much for heathen mythology.” 

« Look behind you,” said Mr. Ferguson. 

All turned round. They had been so engrossed 

with the crater, that the splendid view of the 

whole country had been quite forgotten. The 

change of scene was very strange,—it almost 

startled them ! 

“T certainly think,” said Mr. Vernon, “ the four 

elements, earth, air, fire, and water, can never be 

seen in such perfection anywhere else. What a 

scene of wonderful beauty !” 

The circumference of the crater is three miles 

and a half, so, of course, they did not walk round 

it. 

Amongst the rocks where they stood, the chil- 

dren found some fine pieces of coloured lava, but
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they hunted in vain for the jewels. At last, Mr. 

Ferguson called out that “‘ he had found a piece 

of amethyst.” 

He gave it to Harry, knowing his love for 

minerals and relics; but it was Edith’s birthday, 

so Harry gave it at once to her; “It will be the 

first thing to put in your box, Edith,” he added. 

They searched about for some time, and found 

all sorts of treasures, and some small pieces of 

amethyst and emerald. The scene was so beau- 

tiful, that, when the party turned to look at the 

crater again, they did not seem to feel half the 

fear which the first sight had given them The 

guides pointed out a hill in the Bay of Beia, 

called Monte Nuovo. 

The children remembered passing it when they 

spent the day there. This, the men told them, 

was formed in thirty-six hours, by a large volcano, 

which rose up in the sea, in the middle of the 

bay; and vomited forth rocks, and ashes, and 

cinders, on the land. It buried a village under- 

neath this hill. The volcano remained for six 

weeks, and then sunk down again, and the sea 

looked as if nothing of the sort had happened. 

This occurred three hundred years ago. The 

whole country about Naples is very volcanic. 

The time now came to descend the mountain. 

Each one took hold of the hand of a guide. The
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side they went down was covered with ashes, and 

an opposite one to that they had come up. It 

was so very steep, that they were obliged to lean 

back, almost as if they were going to lie down ; 

their feet sank into the ashes above the ankle at 

each step. 

Presently Edith begged her guide to stop, as 

she saw some pretty pieces of lava. Now, her 

papa had warned her, on no account, to leave go 

of the man’s hand; but, forgetting this, she 

stooped to pick up a fine white piece, lost her 

balance, and over she rolled. A scream as she 

fell, made all see the accident. Over and over she 

went; her poor nose having so many blows, and 

forehead too, that had it not been for a small rock 

which stopped her, she would have been dread- 

fully hurt. As it was, when the guide came up to 

her, she appeared stunned, and her nose was 

bleeding sadly. He took her in his arms, and 

fortunately, they were near the bottom of the cone, 

so he descended, and laid her down, till the rest 

of the party came up. 

Poor Edith soon recovered herself, and as she 

saw her mamma coming with a most anxious 

face, Edith smiled, and asked her to look if she 

had any nose left, for it had so many rubs against 

the ashes. It was still bleeding, so the kind guide 

insisted on carrying her to the Hermitage. Here
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her face was bathed, but it looked swollen and 

bruised. Mr. Ferguson did not like to reprove 

her as seriously as he would otherwise have done, 

for the poor girl had received her own punish- 

ment in the fall, but he reminded her of the 

broken promise, and of the necessity for such a 

promise in so difficult an excursion. 

They were all quite ready for a second lunch, 

the wine they drank was made from a vineyard on 

the mountain, and the macaroni made from a 

spring of water that rises out of Vesuvius. 

But, alas! when the time came for them to 

mount the horses, each one of the party was so 

stiff and tired, that Donald wished he had never 

come. Slowly the horses picked their way amongst 

the stones. 

Edith was not allowed to ride “ Macaroni” in 

returning, as the guide said, he thought the young 

lady and the pony were too much alike—both 

too frisky and fond of getting first. So she came 

last of all. 

After dismounting at Resina, Mr. Ferguson 

told them Herculaneum was buried underneath 

this village, and the next, Portici; and cannot be 

excavated on that account, excepting about a quar- 

ter of a mile. The train soon arrived, and very 

weary and very stiff were all the party as they 

stepped into it. When Mr. and Mrs. Vernon
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said “ Good-by ” to Edith, and again wished her 

many happy returns of the day, hoping she might 

grow wiser as well as happier, she hung down her 

head, and blushed very red indeed. However, 

looking up, she said, “ I hope I shall, and not 

roll down Vesuvius again.” 

It was six o’clock before Mr. and Mrs. Vernon, 

and Harry, reached home. Mary and her mamma 

were standing at the top of the stairs to meet 

them, and to tell them a gentleman was waiting 

to see Mr. Vernon. He gave a groan, and wished 

this gentleman, whoever he was, had not come 

when he was so desperately tired. However, in 

he walked, and seated on the sofa, who should he 

see, but his brother, Mr. Hugh Vernon, little 

Hugh was on his papas knee, looking as happy 

as a little king! 

Mr. Vernon had not seen his brother for two 

years. And then in came Mrs. Vernon, and they 

had such a happy meeting all together. 

Mrs. Hugh Vernon said, that as she, and Mary, 

and Hugh, were looking through the telescope at 

Vesuvius, hoping to see some of the party there, 

they could not succeed, so she looked through it 

to the end of the street, and to her great joy, saw 

her husband coming in an open carriage. “So 

you see, dear brother,” she added, addressing Mr.
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Vernon, “we ‘stay-at-homes,’ have had great 

delight as well as you.” 

Harry, after dinner, laid himself down on a 

great tiger skin, which his uncle had just brought, 

listening very attentively at first to his interesting 

conversation, but he soon sank into a deep sleep, 

and heard no more about India that night, for 

his papa woke him, and helped him off to bed. 

Harry was down first the next morning, and 

his uncle followed soon after. 

“Good morning, Harry,” he said, as he en- 

tered the room, ‘‘ what are you looking at so ear- 

nestly out of the window, and with a telescope, 

too ?” 

Harry—* At Vesuvius, uncle, I was trying to 

find out the Hermitage, and the chimney in the 

crater, it is so high, you can see it above the top 

of the mountain. Just look, uncle, I wish you 

had been with us yesterday.” 

Mr. H. Vernon—‘“ I see what you mean ; so you 

call that the chimney, do you?” 

Harry—‘ Yes, uncle, and do you know, Mr 

Ferguson told us, that before a great eruption 

of the mountain, that chimney falls in, and then 

there is no escape for the fire; so after being 

smothered in this way for a few days, it won't 

bear it any longer, and out it bursts, sometimes
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making a new hole for itself. One crater opened 

some years ago, at the side, just by that other 

half of the mountain, and a large stream of lava 

came pouring down, and destroyed a great many 

houses. Was it not sad ?” 

Mr. H. Vernon—* Yes, but it is not very wise 

to live so near such an enemy I think. Now tell 

me, Harry, what you like best of all that you 

have seen in Italy ?” 

Harry—‘I really can hardly tell you, uncle ; 

certainly, Vesuvius is a great deal the most won- 

derful thing, but that did not make us feel happy 

exactly. We must show you, uncle, Virgil’s tomb. 

Mr. Ferguson said the best view of Naples, is 

from there, and then I had never seen snowy 

mountains before. You see that one just opposite, 

across the bay, which looks so high and near to 

us, it had so much snow, and a great many large 

white clouds were in the sky, so we could hardly 

tell which was mountain, and which was cloud; 

and Vesuvius, too, had ever so much snow, and 

the white smoke came rolling out,—it looked so 

beautiful, that I like to remember that view very 

much. Papa told me the favourite mountain of 

mine is called Monte Angelica, and is more than 

four thousand feet high; it seems quite to rise 

out of the bay, does it not, uncle ?” 

Mr. H. Vernon—“ Yes it does, indeed ;_ but, 

6
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Harry, I have travelled amongst the Himalayah 

mountains in India, and they are four and five 

times that height.” 

After breakfast all felt too tired to walk ; as for 

poor Mrs. Vernon, she was so stiff and weary, 

that she had to lie on the sofa all day. 

The following Monday all Naples seemed busy, 

for the next day was Christmas-day. All the 

shops were dressed out with evergreens. and rib- 

bons, and pictures, and some of the small houses 

too. Presently they heard bagpipes, and Harry, 

and Mary, and Hugh, were much amused to hear 

the odd sounds which that instrument made; and 

as they were just dressed for a walk, Mr. Vernon 

and his brother started off with them. They no- 

ticed these musicians were playing before some 

picture in each house, and Mr. Vernon asked the 

men “ why 2” 

They told him these pictures were of the Virgin 

Mary, and they did it to amuse her. He asked 

them if they thought she could hear it? 

“© dear yes,” was the reply; and the men 

seemed quite shocked that Mr. Vernon could have 

doubted it. 

Almost every poor house in Naples has such a 

picture, with one or more candles burning before 

it; and the poor people save up their money at 

Christmas to pay these bagpipers, thinking the
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Virgin Mary will bless them if they thus try to 

amuse her. 

As they were all walking in the principal street 

of Naples, called the Toledo, they met Mr. Fer- 

guson and his children, and Donald. He told 

Mr. Vernon le had just obtained leave from one 

of his tradespeople to stand on the staircase of 

the king’s palace, and see all the Christmas pre- 

sents pass by for the king. 

He begged Mr. Vernon and his brother to go 

also, and take the children. So off they all went. 

A great many soldiers were about the court-yard, 

and one very civilly showed them the back stair- 

case, up which the things were to be carried. 

Mr. Ferguson said he was amused to find that 

all the king’s tradespeople were obliged to send 

a present: these were not to be considered there- 

fore as presents generally are, proofs of love and 

kind feeling. 

A janding-place on the staircase was just reached 

in time to see the pastrycook’s presents. 

First came a large cake covered with sugar, like a 

twelfth-cake ; the ornaments on it were very grand 

indeed, all made of sugar. Then came a ship, 

made entirely of barley-sugar, and baskets made 

of the same. The children all thought them far 

too pretty to eat. Baskets of bon-bon’s followed, 

and then a little house, made partly of barley- 

H
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sugar, and partly of small nuts, the shape of an 

almond, only smaller. They are found in the 

cone of a beautiful fir-tree, called the stone pine, 

which grow all over Italy. . 

Edith—* Do you know how they get those nuts 

out, Harry ?” 

Harry—* No, unless they break the cone 

open.” 

Edith—‘« That would break the nuts too, you 

know. They put the cone on a charcoal fire, and 

the heat lifts up all those little lids a fir cone has, 

and then the nuts are easily taken out.” 

Donald—‘« 0 let us get some for ourselves ; I 

like the nuts very much, they are so sweet.” 

Rose—*1 have two cones at home; I will give you 

one, Donald, and then we will try and stick the 

nuts together with barley-sugar. O look at this 

fruit !” 

As she spoke, the man who was carrying a 

basket of grapes, oranges, pomegranates, and 

lemons, stopped to let them all look at them. 

They were all very prettily arranged, with small 

bouyuets of flowers between each fine specimen of 

fruit, quite giants in their way ; and all round 

the basket, and over the handle, different creeping- 

flowers were twisted. 

After this man had passed, a small fig-tree, laden 

with ripe fruit, was carried by; the whole tree
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being not more than half a yard high, and in a 

small pot. It was a regular dwarf, but a very per- 

fect one. Orange and lemon trees, about the 

same size, and full of fruit, were brought by after- 

wards. 

- Then came cages full of birds, and so many 

more presents, that they became tired of standing 

so long. They walked round the room in which 

all these pretty things were put, and just as they 

were leaving, after quite enjoying the sight, the 

king entered with his two little boys, and went all 

round the room too. 

In the evening, as Harry and Mary were quietly 

reading their books in the drawing-room, a gun 

was let off close to their house. Poor Mary, as 

usual, jumped up and seemed quite frightened ; 

but before they had time to look out of window, 

bang came another gun, and then another, till 

you would almost have thought a review of the 

soldiers was taking place, or something of that 

sort. Mary ran into the next room, where they 

were dining, to know if her papa could tell her 

what it all meant. 

“ We have just heard,” said her papa, “ that 

this firing is a sign of rejoicing, as to-morrow is 

Christmas-day ; and it will continue all night from 

the churches, and so we shall have had enough of 

it I expect by the morning.” 

H 2
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And they certainly had enough of it; none of 

them could sleep long together, especially as a 

Jesuit church was only a few doors off. Very 

early in the morning the vessels in the bay let off 

their guns too, so the noise was worse than ever. 

Christmas-day proved to be very hot and sunny, 

and as they walked to church, Mr. Vernon pointed 

out to Harry some boys in the distance bathing in 

the sea. Mr. Ferguson preached a sermon that 

the youngest child present could understand. 

He reminded them of the shepherds in the 

field keeping watch over their flock by night, and 

how startled they must have been when the angel 

of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of 

the Lord shone round about them. He then de- 

scribed how graciously the angel bid them “ Fear 

not,” for Christ the Saviour was born unto them ; 

and then burst forth the angel's song, sung by 2 

multitude of the heavenly host, “ Glory to God 

in the highest, and on earth peace, good will to 

men.” 

When this glorious song was ended, this music 

of heaven heard on earth, the angels went away. 

Very dark must the night have then appeared 

after the glory of the Lord had been shining 

yound about. The shepherds went with haste to 

Bethlehem, and there they found the young child 

lying in a manger ; and the shepherds returned, 

praising God for all they had seen and heard.
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Mr. Ferguson often referred them to the Bible 

in his sermon, and Harry and Mary always liked 

to turn to the passages read by him. He then 

reminded all present to be very thankful in com- 

memorating such a day, that each one could read 

about it in the Bible for themselves, and en- 

treated them to pity and pray for the thousands 

around who never saw a Bible, and were not al- 

lowed to see or read one, but were taught their 

religion by shows and images. . 

As soon as the service was over and they were 

in the street, Harry asked his papa if the Roman 

Catholics had any shows in their churches then ? 

“ Yes, Harry, in all, and to-morrow you shall 

go and see them—they are far too crowded to- 

day.” 

Roast beef, and plum pudding for dinner made 

it quite like Christmas-day in England, espe- 

cially when a large log of wood was brought 

and laid on the dog-irons, in the hearth, which 

support the wood when burning ; for no coals 

are used in Italy, so there are no grates like ours. 

The next morning, soon after breakfast, the 

children were taken into the Jesuit church near 

at hand. As they entered, a strange scene opened 

upon them,—on one side of the nave,—but railed 

off, were about twenty large figures, cut out in wood, 

and dressed like men and women, nearly the size
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of life; in the middle was a grand cradle, with a 

large wax doll in it, like a baby, and its mother 

sitting by the side. This was intended for the 

infant Jesus. As they were looking at it some 

poor people came in, and knelt down before the 

‘show, and began saying their prayers, looking 

at the doll very devoutly, and crossing themselves 

a great many times. 

Harry and Mary watched them with great aston- 

ishment, for they really seemed to be worshipping 

these images. 

Mr. Vernon asked the sacristan, that is, the man 

who shows the church, “ How long these figures 

remained in it?” 

The man smiled, and said, “ Oh for some 

weeks; and you know the baby grows, so if you 

like, you shall go into the workshop behind the 

church, and you shall see the older baby.” 

It seemed quite to amuse him to show the chil- 

dren the large doll. Round the side of the room 

were other wooden figures, with crowns on their 

heads, and very gaily dressed. These the man 

said were the five kings who came to make pre- 

sents to the young Saviour—one of the kings was 

a black man, and a great fright. The sacristan 

took the large black hand off the image—for 

they partly take to pieces—and put it by the side 

of little Hugh’s, laughing heartily at the differ- 

ence of size.
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Mr. Vernon asked him, why the priests allow 

all these figures to be dressed up and put into a 

church ? 

«“ Because that is the only way these poor 

ignorant people can understand religion,” was his 

answer. 

“You see, Harry,” said Mr. Vernon, “ the 

priests love to keep the people in ignorance, ‘be- 

cause then all this nonsense is believed by them. 

The Bible does not mention kings, but wise men, 

coming from the east with their offerings—very 

few of .the priest's ever read the Bible, so no won- 

der they are ignorant of its histories.” 

After leaving the church, they noticed in the 

streets, every now and then, groups of people, one 

after another, looking through a hole into @ box. 

They went up to them and there again was the 

scene of the birth of Christ. Little wax dolls 

dressed very gaily, and a doll in the cradle. Some 

of these shows were in boxes with a glass lid, 

very prettily done, but often very absurd. Mr. 

Vernon and the children looked in and passed on. 

He said, “that Mr. Ferguson had told him the 

King of Naples had been away for three or four 

weeks, at. a palace of his in the country, where 

he had been busily engaged dressing dolls, and 

with his own hand arranging many hundred 

figures, of men, women, children, and animals,
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to represent the nativity; he made quite a reli- 

gion of it. A room in the palace was filled with 

the show.” 

“ Pgpa,” said Harry, “ why is it those ugly 

monks and nuns are always amongst the dolls? 

No people dressed in that way when Jesus Christ 

was born, did they?” 

“ Oh no, Harry,” replied his papa, “ such peo- 

people were never heard of then, nor for a very 

long time afterwards, but of course the poor peo- 

ple who come and kneel before these shows, do 

not know this, and look upon it all as true.”
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CHAPTER VI. 

Mrs. Huau Vernon had for some time been ill, 

so her husband determined to leave Naples ere 

long, leaving time for a trip to Pompeii. He and 

Mrs. Vernon called on Mr. Ferguson, to ask him 

and his party to join them. All were delighted 

to go excepting Mrs. Ferguson, who begged Mr. 

Hugh Vernon to let her spend part of the day 

with his wife, as she was unable to go. 

The plan was arranged accordingly, three 

baskets of provisions being provided, and at ten 

o’clock in the morning the party were off to Pom- 

peii by railroad. They passed through Resina, 

whence they had started ten days before for 

Vesuvius. After this the railroad had been cut 

through fields of lava, and very gloomy and pe- 

culiar it looked as the train hurried through one 

cutting after another of it. | 

At last the carriage stopped—“ Pompeii” was
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called out by the guards—but a small station and 

large fields were all that was to be seen. ‘The party 

alighted, many guides came pressing round them 

to be hired. One was fixed on, and he led them 

first through some cotton fields. Hach plant was 

about a foot high, and had a great many pods 

growing on it, which fortunately were just ripe, 

and had begun to burst the shell, showing the 

white cotton inside The children were each 

allowed to gather a pod, and to pick up a few that 

had fallen off and were injured. 

Presently these cotton fields ended, and they 

had to clamber over mounds of cinders, and after 

walking nearly a mile, at one of the gates of the 

city appeared a soldier, as sentry, pacing up and 

down before it. 

After passing through the gate, two guides to 

the city were provided, and a “ chaise a porteur ” 

for Mrs. Vernon ; that is an arm-chair, carried on 

two poles, just like a sedan-chair. 

The street they first entered was the Via Appia, 

which joins the “Street of Tombs,” it is paved 

with lava. The first object they came to was the 

Villa of Diomedes. His skeleton was found in it, 

with a key in one hand, and gold coins and orna- 

ments in the other. Behind him was another 

skeleton, with vases of silver and bronze, and in 

different cellars and passages many other skeletons
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were found, also that of the mistress, as it was 

supposed, whose jewels and purse were mentioned 

as having been put in the Museum. 

The house is two stories high, but with no roof, 

this is the case in all the houses; it is supposed 

the weight of cinders broke them in, or else that, 

being hot, they set fire to the wood work, and so 

fell in. 

The children were all quite amused with the 

paintings on the walls inside the rooms. 

Mr. Ferguson told them, they would see this in 

all the houses. ‘It is called fresco painting,” he 

added, “and is done when the plaster on the 

walls is wet, so that it had to be painted very 

quickly, and no rubbing out,” he said, with a 

smile to Edith. 

« Then, papa,” she answered, “ it is quite certain 

I could never be a fresco painter. I never can get 

on with my drawing without my old friend, Indian- 

rubber.” 

«But I hope some day you will, my girl,” said 

Mr. Ferguson, “ and sketch as easily from nature as 

Mr. Vernon is doing at this present time.” 

Mr. Vernon nodded his head at Edith, and said, 

«T intend when we are tired, and glad of a rest, to 

have a sketching match with you young folks.” 

The rooms of the house were small, but very 

numerous. Upstairs was a bath room, with all
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the pipes and cocks ready, and looking so fresh 

and strong, it seemed impossible to believe they 

were eighteen hundred years old! On the ground 

floor were more baths, for bathing in those days 

was considered much more of a necessary of life 

than it is now. 

“This room,” said Mr. Ferguson to the chil- 

dren, “is called the tepidarium, and is where the 

bathers were scraped with a strigil, and then 

anointed with oils and perfumes.” 

“What! scraped like a horse, Mr. Ferguson ?” 

asked Harry. 

“Well,” he replied, “the Romans used to do 

something like it. You remember surely reading 

about it in history, and of the long process it was.” _ 

“T remember something about it, but had for- 

gotten the scraping part.” 
Some of the sitting rooms opened upon a ter- 

race, from this there were steps into the garden. 

It was just as Diomedes had left it, with its narrow 

straight paths, and a fountain in a large stone 

basin in the centre. Mr. Ferguson pulled up a 

little plant of a fern called Venus’s hair, which 

grows wild all over Italy, and gave it to Mrs. 

Vernon to press, as a relic. 

“Oh, thank you,” she replied, “ but if you have 

no objection, I will rather try and make it grow, 

for my gardener at home has a great fancy for ferns, 

and we shall all so prize it.” |
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The children got some earth, and it was bound 

up very carefully, and put in Rose’s basket. 

The guide told them that in a small room, 

which he pointed out, were found spades, and 

rakes, &c., for gardening, and in another room the 

remains of a carpet. 

They next visited the cellars; they were long 

and almost dark passages, still containing am- 

phore or wine jars. 

‘What an odd shape the jars are,” said Donald, 

“ook here, they all end in a point, why they can- 

not stand alone any more, than a man with one 

wooden leg.” 

“They were generally pushed into sand, Do- 

nald,” replied Mr. Ferguson, “ but I certainly think 

the shape rather absurd. I suppose in pouring 

out the wine, this point would be held by the 

right hand, and the handle by the left, then it 

would be easily emptied.” 

It was in this cellar many of the family took 

refuge, and the guide pointed out the outline of a 

woman's figure; she had leant against the wall, 

and the cinders pressing the body against it, this 

impression had been left ; the skeleton was found 

in the cinders, This was a sad sight, and the 

party hastened on. 

After leaving the house, on the opposite side of 

the way, was the tomb of Diomedes, of white
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marble, with an inscription on it as belonging to 

his family quite fresh. Little did he think when 

having it made that his own house would be his 

burial place instead of his tomb. Many tombs 

now lined the road, all white, and fresh, and well 

made. There was a particularly interesting one 

to Faustus ; on the face of the tomb a vessel going 

into port was cut in the marble. On another 

tomb a wreath of laurel leaves was sculptured in 

the same way, and behind you could look into it, 

and see all the urns, each one in its niche, con- 

taining the ashes of the dead. 

They now came to the walls of the city, which 

were three miles in circumference, and had four 

entrances: this was called the Herculaneum Gate. 

Before they entered, the guide pointed out the 

stone sentry-box, in which the faithful soldier's 

helmet, lance, crest, and skeleton were found. 

An ivy had grown over the roof, and as Mrs. Ver- 

non gathered some leaves of it, she said to Harry, 

“This faithful clinging ivy is just the right leaf 

to remember this spot by, is it not ?” 

“Yes, mamma; how we shall enjoy looking 

over your book of leaves and flowers when we are 

safe at home again.” 

Before they passed through the gate, the guide 

showed them some walls of a house which was 

once an inn. No strangers were allowed to sleep
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inside the city walls. Mrs. Vernon seated herself 

in her chair, to her own and the children’s amuse- 

ment, and off the men carried her, for they now 

entered a very long and narrow street. No sound 

was to be heard, not even the chirrup of a bird 

or the hum of a bee, nothing but the tread of the 

men, for all the rest of the party stood still, as 

Mrs. Vernon was thus carried off. 

“This is indeed ‘the city of the dead,’” re- 

marked Mr. Vernon. 

‘ Yes,” added his brother, “it reminds one of 

the desert in its stillness.” 

They all walked silently on till the guide 

stopped at a house which had belonged to a 

baker. Mrs. Vernon arrived there first, and 

showed them a little flower she had gathered, 

which was growing inside a brick oven. ‘The walls 

of the rooms were painted in fresco, and the 

floors of mosaic, just like the first house they had 

seen. 

After exploring several other houses they all 

felt hungry and tired, so the guides proposed 

they should lunch in the house of Sallust. The 

rooms were built round three sides of a small 

garden, and at the fourth side were some pillars. 

These once had a roof, and formed the triclinium, 

or summer dining-room. There was a large mar
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ble pedestal of a table, and marble seats round, 

so it was thought just the right place to lunch. 

A very happy lunch they made of it, and then 

came the sketching match. Pencils and paper 

were given by Mr. Vernon. At the back of the 

house the excavations had not been carried on, so 

a few feet above the house was a bank of cinders, 

with vineyards growing on them, and then behind 

that, far above everything else, rose Vesuvius 

smoking away. 

“Now,” said Mr. Vernon, “‘ come out here; we 

will have this garden and our dining-room in the 

foreground, and then the vineyards and Vesuvius 

behind.” 

Donald said “he knew he could not sketch any- 

thing so difficult as that.” 

“Qh, never mind,” replied Edith, “I can't 

either, excepting the smoke of Vesuvius; look 

what a fine smudge I have made with my finger, 

but it looks very soft like smoke after all.” 

“No, no, Miss Edith,” said Mr. Vernon, “ that 

will never do. You must draw the things nearest 

to you first. Remember I only allow a quarter of 

an hour for the sketch.” 

Little Hugh was, of course, too young to be of 

this industrious party, so he amused himself by 

lying down on a path in the garden, and picking
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up a few bright-looking stones, and to his joy 
one small shell ! 

“ Now, children,” said Mr. Vernon, “the time is 
up, bring your drawings to me.” 

Rose's was by far the best ; she had set steadily 
to work. Mary’s was the next best. She, poor 
girl, had been in a very uncomfortable temper all 
the morning, fancying every one was cross, when 
it was she alone thus afflicted. However, her 
good success, and her papa’s pleasure when she 
showed him the drawing, put things straight 
again. Donald and Harry mutually laughed at 
each other’s queer performances; and as for 
Edith, she had been so delighted with her smoke, 
and having no Indian-rubber, as she said, her lines, 
instead of being straight, were tumbling about in 
all directions ; very few people would have guessed 
what the drawing meant. Mr. Vernon’s own sketch 
pleased all the party. 

They now left the house, and turned into an- 
other street, the name of which was still clearly 
written in red chalk on the wall of a house. 
This, with the names of the shopkeepers over the 
doors, and further on public notices of the gladia- 
torial games in the amphitheatre, all looked so 
fresh, that at first it seemed impossible to believe 
that they had not been chalked up lately ; but no, 
some Pompeian scribes eighteen hundred years 

I
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ago, had thus given to Mr. Vernon and his party, 

specimens of their handwriting. 

The next place visited, was the shop in which 

the fresco paints and brushes were found, that 

Harry had seen in the museum; and a little be- 

yond, the house of the poet, as it is called. 

As you enter the hall, a beautiful mosaic pic- 

ture of a dog, forms the floor, and looks as if it 

were just going to spring on you, it has this in- 

scription in Latin, “ Beware of the dog.” This 

quite pleased the children, it was so well done. 

The paintings on the walls were very good, one 

represents the poet reading aloud to a group of 

friends. Some beautiful gold ornaments were 

found here, and a good deal of money, with 

several skeletons. 

Opposite this house stood the public baths. 

There they were all ready to be used, and as the 

children looked at them in wonder, Mr. Vernon 

took Edith, and Mr. Ferguson little Hugh, and 

they popped them both into a bath. ‘Now 

Harry,” said Mr. Vernon, “ turn on the water.” 

Hugh seemed to expect it would really come, 

Edith heartily wished it would. But no, so out 

she jumped, after one or two attempts, and Mr. 

Vernon lifted Hugh out again. 

There were some bronze seats left in the rooms, 

and a few other things.
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“What a pity it is,” said Mr. Vernon, “ the 
king will not allow one house to be left with all 
the lamps and other furniture in it, just as it was 
when first excavated, instead of having them all 
taken to the museum.” 

“It is, indeed,” replied Mr. Ferguson, “ but 

he is afraid of having things stolen, I suppose.” 
Several other houses of interest were seen, in 

some the children were quite amused to notice 
in the pictures on the walls, that serpents are 
often painted round the necks of the ladies, and 
crawling about the room. Mr. Ferguson told 
them, “ that these were sacred animals, amongst 
the Pompeians, and never allowed to be killed, 

but made quite tame. The ladies wore them 
round their necks for coolness.” 

“Oh, dear me,” cried Mary, “how I should 
dislike it, and to make pets of them, too.” 

In most of the houses, they noticed a small 
altar for the lares, or household gods, frightful 

little images, which Harry and Mary saw in the 
museum. Some of these altars are covered with 
shells, glued on, in different patterns, others are 

of marble, or mosaic work. 

They now came to the Forum, as it is called, 

a large open space with temples, courts of justice, 
and other buildings round it, amongst them the 

T2
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prison, in which skeletons were found with chains 

to the arms and legs. 

The temple of Venus has a flight of steps up 

to the top of it. After carefully ascending, they 

found growing on the roof, a small orange tree, 

which must have grown from @ pip of the fruit, 

left by some people there. Mr. Vernon dug it up 

very carefully for his wife, and as all were very 

thirsty, he proposed to sit down, and have an 

orange a piece, and leave some more pips to grow. 

There was no one to object to this, and they quite 

enjoyed the rest. 

The guide told them that this part of the city 

appeared to have suffered much from an earth- 

quake, some months before its destruction, and 

pointed out to them several buildings which were 

being repaired at the time, but all in vain. » 

Poor giddy Edith, must needs go first down 

the stairs, and was so anxious to run out and see 

how the others looked at the top of the temple, 

that down she fell, and descended the last four 

steps a great deal quicker than she intended, 

getting a sprained wrist to amuse her all the way 

home. However, she made the best of it, and 

kissed little Hugh, though he did call her a 

« clumsy tumbler.” 

The amphitheatre was some way off, so Mrs.
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Vernon proposed walking herself, that some of 

the children might ride. Edith chatted away 

Italian with the men, who would have her, and 

Mary, and Hugh, all sit in the chair together, 

and the three young rogues, instead of looking 

at the houses, were full of fun, trying to turn 

their carriage over, by all leaning on one side, 

but the men were quite up to them, and laughed 

heartily, and to pay them out, they trotted off so 

fast, that bump, bump, went the children, till 

they could laugh no longer. 

The ancient rusty marks of cart wheels were on 

the stones of the road in many streets, but no 

remains of carts have been found. 

The guide stopped them at a house which once 

belonged to a sculptor, and there in the yard 

were different pieces of marble, which he had 

begun to chisel; all looked so fresh and unin- 

jured, that Mr. Hugh Vernon said, “Surely the 

man must have just left his work to get his din- 

ner !”" 

At last, after leaving the streets which had been 

excavated, and going through a vineyard, planted 

on the bed of ashes that covered numbers of 

houses which have not yet been dug open, they 

reached the amphitheatre. As they all stood in 

the arena in its centre, Vesuvius seemed just over 

them.
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“ What an awful sight it must have been,” said 

Mr. Ferguson, “to the thousands who were as- 

sembled here, seeing the games, when the moun- 

tain first burst forth its clouds of ashes, turning 

day into night! and what screams of terror as they 

rushed through the passages, hoping to find 

safety elsewhere, and almost all must have found 

it, for there have been very few skeletons disco- 

vered, to compare with the immense number of 

the inhabitants of the city.” 

“So it has struck me,” replied Mr. Vernon; 

“many of the inhabitants are supposed to have 

afterwards excavated to their houses, and taken 

all that was moveable from them, are they not ?” 

Mr. Ferguson—‘ Yes, and it has been known 

ever since that the city was buried here, but , 

none have taken the same trouble to excavate, 

that this king has done.” 

After roaming about the theatres, all were too 

tired to see anything more. Mrs. Vernon would 

have Rose and Hugh ride next, and a long road 

back, brought them at last to the railway station. 

Some sharp cross words were heard as they 

entered the carriage, so Mrs. Vernon begged all 

to remember, that after such a day of fatigue 

and enjoyment, each one must keep a special 

watch over that troublesome enemy—the temper, 

or it would get the mastery, and quite spoil
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the store busy memory had been collecting all 

day. 

The next morning, as it was holiday time for 

Harry, he determined to arrange his shells, and 

stones, and minerals, collected from different 

places. He had a box with several divisions in 

it, which he commenced to label, and for half an 

hour was quite busy. 

But unfortunately he began to get tired of it, 

and thought drawing would be more pleasant; so 

he went into the next room for his pencils, and 

was detained there for some long time by an in- 

teresting book he chanced to open. When he 

returned, to his dismay, the servant had come in 

to lay the cloth for luncheon, and finding the 

table strewed with stones, &c., he collected them 

in one heap, and put them on a waiter. 

“Oh, dear me!” exclaimed Harry, ‘why Gra- 

ham, you have spoilt my collection, I had sorted 

everything so carefully, and shall never know 

which place they came from now.” 

“JT am sorry for that, Master Harry,” answered 

the servant, “they had been left there so long, I 

did not know what else to do with them.” 

This was not the first time, by a great many, 

that such a misfortune had happened to Harry. 

He knew he ought to have finished what he was 

about, rather than have begun anything else, and
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felt very miserable and humbled, as he began to 

re-sort his relics, for to quarrel with one’s self, is 

the worst kind of quarrel. Some of them were so 

alike, he could not remember which place they 

came from, and he threw them away. 

Mr. Hugh Vernon told them at lunch, that he 

had been to the packet office, and found the vessel 

did not sail for a week, in which he had arranged 

to go. All the party were glad enough to hear 

this. He also told them, that he had hired three 

horses, to be brought as soon as possible, for 

himself, Mr. Vernon, and Harry, as he knew 

they would enjoy a ride. 

They determined to visit Cumee, a very ancient 

city beyond Puzzuoli. 

The day was lovely, and as they rode along the 

road, Mr. Hugh Vernon said, that much as he 

had seen of this beautiful world, no scene was so 

enjoyable to him as the Bay of Naples, and no 

drive could equal that along its shores. 

After riding some miles, they came to the gate 

of the city, it is called Arco Felice. 

“This city,” said Mr. Vernon, “ is the first that 

was founded in Italy; so now, Harry, this is the 

very oldest thing you can see; it was built by the 

Cumeans, of the island of Eubea, in Greece, after 

the burning of Troy. Hannibal tried to bring it 

into subjection, but did not succeed. At last,
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however, it was conquered by Rome. Tarquin 

the Proud, the last king of the Romans, died here. 

You will read in history about his refusing to buy 

the famous books of the Sibyl of Cume, which 

so enraged her that she burnt some of them, and 

then returned and asked the same price for the 

remaining books, and at last, after doing this 

twice, Tarquin gave her as much money for the 

few remaining books as she had asked for the 

whole from the first.” 

Mr. Hugh Vernon—“ I understand her grotto is 

near here, but Mr. Ferguson told me it was not 

worth seeing, and is merely the entrance to some 

baths.” 

Harry— Papa, who was the Sibyl, and what did 

she do?” 

Mr. Vernon.—*‘ Virgil calls her Deiphobe. Si- 

byls were women who claimed to be able to fore- 

tell future events, and who managed to speak in 

such an ambiguous way, that whatever happened 

they might haye the credit of having predicted it.” 

Harry—“ How I should like to have seen 

one!” 

After exploring the city, though there is very 

little now remaining, some children came up to 

them with bunches of violets. The scent was so 

sweet, and the colour so far richer and deeper than 

any they had seen elsewhere, that they bought all 

the children had.
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Mr. Vernon said he remembered reading that 

the Cumeeans extracted a rich purple dye from 

these flowers, and it might still be done he 

thought. 

After their return home, Mr. Hugh Vernon 

said he should like to have a farewell party for the 

children, so a note was written to Mr. Ferguson, 

and it was arranged they should all come two 

evenings afterwards.
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE next day Mr. Vernon and his party took a 
drive to Herculaneum. They stopped at a small 

house, where a guide and torches were procured, 
and after descending some steps they came to a 

large amphitheatre: all was total darkness, except 
the light which the torches gave. Poor Mary 
began to be very frightened, and at last made so 
much fuss about the dark, and begged so hard 

to go back, that it was determined she should; 

but, of course, she could not go alone, and 

her kind aunt said she would return with her, 

as she might have another opportunity of see- 
ing the theatre; the guide, therefore, took them 

back. 

Meanwhile, little Hugh, who was getting quite 
a brave boy now, and the rest went groping about; 
the few torches they had with them did not half



124 HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 

show the extent of the building, and after well ex- 

ploring every part, they joined Mary and Mrs. 

Vernon. 

“Oh, sister,” said Hugh, “you have lost such 

a funny sight. The guide showed us, when in a 

passage of the theatre, a large mask which had 

been carried away by the lava, and there we saw 

the impression of it in the lava, just as when papa 

seals a letter.” 

“ Oh, I can quite fancy how that would look,” 

replied Mary, 

“ But dear aunty has not seen it,” added Hugh; 

“it is better to be brave, sister Mary, and then 

you know we can all be happy together.” 

The guide took them to another part of Her- 

culaneum, but only four houses have been exca- 

vated. In one of them was a small round bath, 

which, when the room was opened, contained 

the skeleton of a little child, and by the side of 

the bath another skeleton, supposed to have been 

the nurse. 

There was not much else to see, besides a few 

fountains and small gardens, just like Pompeii, 

so they drove home. 

The next afternoon, Mrs. Vernon, and Harry, 

and Mary, were quite busy, putting some flowers 

into vases, many of which the children had been 

gathering in the morning. They had found some



HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 125 

violets in their walk, but not so fine in colour as 
Mr. Vernon had brought from Cume. 

It was Twelfth-day ; a cake had been made by 
Mrs. Vernon’s directions, and beautifully orna- 
mented with barley-sugar figures, and a few in 
sugar only. | 

At six o'clock Mr. Ferguson and his party 
arrived. . After tea, just as they were all going to 
draw for the characters, the servant came in to 

say that the porteress, that is the person who lives 
Just inside the gateway, and to whom all inquiries 
for the families living in the house are addressed, 

had requested to speak to Mr. Vernon. She was 
told to walk in, and then, talking very fast in Ita- 
lian, told him that some one, dressed in white, 

and with a large gauze veil thrown over her head, 
had come into the house, with the request that all 

the children assembled in it might appear before 

her, and that as the drawing-room below Mr. Ver- 
non’s was vacant, she had shown this singular. 

looking person in there. 

Mr. Vernon looked very much surprised, and 
turning to his brother, asked him, if he knew any 
thing about it ? 

Mr. Hugh Vernon said, “he had no doubt it 
was the Neapolitan Sibyl, for he knew she was 
very fond of children.” So he proposed they all 
should go down, and see her for themselves.
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As they all entered the room, the porteress 

said, she had asked the lady her name, and she 

replied in a mysterious sort of way, “ The Sibyl.” 

She was seated in a chair, her elbow resting on 

the table, and appeared to be busily reading some 

very old looking manuscripts. The veil was so 

thick which covered her face, that but little of her 

features could be seen. She did notrise from her 

seat as they entered, but made a slight and very 

dignified bow to them. She said nothing, and for 

the first minute all were silent. At last Mr. 

Hugh Vernon said, 

“We are told you call yourself ‘The Sibyl,’ 

and wish to see these children, why have you sent 

for them? Have you any thing to say to them ” 

She did not reply immediately, but lifting up 

the veil, gave each of the children a very earnest, 

but kind look, and then let it fall again. 

They were quite surprised at the beauty of her 

face, though there was a sadness in it, and a sad- 

ness too in the tones of her voice as she replied in 

perfect English, 

« Children, to me, are as flowers—lovely fragile 

flowers—needing much care and attention, and 

patient teaching from the wise and the loving, 

therefore am I come.” 

Little Hugh became quite pale, and took hold 

of his mamma’s hand, The Sibyl appeared to see
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this, for she turned her head towards him, and in 
quite a playful and happy tone of voice, said, 

“ Hugh, little Hugh, pray how do you do? 
A sweet little Violet I call you, 
With your cheeks so fresh, and your eyes so blue, 
And your bright looks of love, all must love you.” 

‘Yes, Hugh Vernon, that is the name the world 
knows you by, but to me you are the Violet, the 
deep tinted flower of my Cumean sister’s home. 
But remember, you must early unfold your leaves 
to catch the dew-drop, and not turn the face of 
your opening flowers to earth, but upward, for the 
bright sun to shine on the petals, and perfect the 
full depth of their colours ; and then, as your first 
blossoms are gathered, put forth more buds, for 
those flowers are not to be wasted, but by man’s 
skill shall give forth their deep colour, and tinge 
by their purple dye many things of earth, so the 
life’s motto of my Violet must be, Industry.” 

She stopped, but for a moment only, and as if 
she wished no interruption, turned towards Mary, 
and in a different, but feeling tone, said, 

“Mary Vernon, my Sensitive plant, your leaves 
are green and beautiful, and tall and spreading 
ought to be your growth. You come from a sunny 
land, so mind you, think not of yourself only, but 
be a shade to other smaller plants from the scorch-
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ing sunshine, and though your nature makes you 

shrink at the touch of man, think not so much of 

self, gain courage. Let your life’s motto be, 

Unselfishness.” 

Again the Sibyl paused—Edith was wondering 

in her own mind, whether the Sibyl knew by just 

looking at them, that she came next in age, when 

she heard her name, as the Sibyl said, 

« Edith Gertrude Ferguson, the fresh blooming 

evergreen, the Laurustinus, taking firm root alike 

in your own bonnie Isle, fair England, or in my 

own beautiful land, sturdy and strong is your 

erowth, and your pink clusters of buds, and white 

and starry blossoms, are welcomed by all, and 

cheer many a winter's day; but the pruning-knife 

is needful to cut off many a stray bough, and your 

leaves, often dusty by earth, need heavy rain drops 

to cleanse them. Your life’s motto is, Obedi- 

ence.” 

She again paused, and all felt now, not a word 

was to be spoken in reply: she bent down, and 

turned over a leaf of her book, as if reading, and 

then said, 

“Henry Brightside Vernon. What is Christ- 

mas without the Holly-bough? ‘To me you are 

my bright shining Holly-tree—ever green, and 

ever shining; a joy and a gladness, speaking to 

men of earth and heaven. But before your scarlet
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berry is put forth, comes the bud and the blossom ; 
patient and painstaking is the sap. Let then 
your life’s motto ever be, Perseverance.” 

Rose felt her turn came next ; She hung down 
her head, and a bright pink blush came on her 
cheeks, her long shining curls seemed to try to 
cover up those blushes; as she stood thus, all felt 
the appropriateness of the words of the Sibyl, 
when she said in a gentle soft voice, 

“Rose Emily Ferguson. Summer is not yet 
come, but still I have my Moss Rose bud in you ; 
deep is the colour of your flower, and the green 
moss partially shelters it now from our gaze; but 
wait a little, and night’s gentle breezes, and the 
glowing light of day will unfold your blossoms, and 
the modest loving moss will then be the support 
of the open flower, and fragrance, and love, and 
beauty will you shed all around; but remember, 
unlike your companion flowers, winter strips you 
bare of leaves and buds, so extra strength and effort 
is needed in the spring-time of life. Let your motto 
ever be to that life’s end, Energy.” 
Donald turned away, and looked vacantly on a 

picture hanging against the wall, for he felt un- 
comfortable ; along pause, ere the Sibyl spoke, 
made him look again towards her. At last she said, 

“ Donald Campbell, beauty reigns in your land 
of lake and mountain, as in mine, and surely 

K
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none other flower can you be, than your country’s 

emblem, the Thistle. Wild and free is its growth, 

running to waste of itself, but only let it be trans- 

planted, trained, and cared for, and though at first 

it may not seem to repay that care, the richer soil 

will encourage it to put forth finer and more dell- 

cate leaves as its wild ones wither, and then will 

come its purple blossom, with its fibrous rays 

pointing upward, and goodly and spreading will 

be its leaves, as it decks many a garden, and it 

will gain courage to strike its roots deeper as the 

showers from heaven water it in its loneliness. 

Let your life’s motto be, Self-improvement.” 

As she said this, she rose, folded her manu- 

script books into a roll, and holding it in her 

hand, added, 

“My children, my flowers, forget not the words 

of the Sibyl. To you—we meet and part, as 

strangers ; to me—each child has been watched and 

known, and cared for many a day—but this is a 

part of the Sibyl’s mysteries—farewell.” 

She then slowly and silently walked out of the 

room. After a few moments of quiet wonder, 

many were the questions put by the children to 

the rest of the party. Mr. Vernon assured them 

all he had never seen or heard of such a person 

before, though her knowledge, and wisdom, and 

gentleness, had greatly pleased him.
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They all went up stairs again, and lying on the 
drawing-room table were six parcels, each one had 
a name written on it, the real name of the children. 

Eagerly were they undone, and there, in a beauti- 
ful carved oak frame, were different pictures of 
Naples and the neighbourhood. For Hugh there 
was a lovely view of the bay of Bais, the pattern 
carved in the frame was violet leaves and blossoms, 
and at the back of the picture was written, “ Forget 
not the words of the Sibyl.” This was written on 
all. Edith’s was a picture of Vesuvius, with a 
party of travellers clambering up the mountain. 
The frame had the laurustimus prettily carved on 
it. 

Mary’s, a view of the Solfatara, and Puzzuoli, 
and the fine leaves of the sensitive plant very deli- 
cately cut in the oaken border. 

Harry’s was an exquisite view of Virgil’s tomb, 
but in the foreground was the figure of a boy, with 
books and drawing-case by his side, while he was 
examining a flower. The frame was carved with 
holly. 

Rose’s, a picture of Naples, the mountains round 
covered with snow, the sky and sea of a bright blue 
and Vesuvius energetically pouring forth a volume 
of smoke, a large white cloud of it hanging over 
the water. The moss rose cut in the frame. 

Donald’s, the view of Naples, from the gardens 

K 2
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of Rocca Romana, with the thistle, its leaves and 

blossom, deeply cut in the wood. 

“How very beautifully they are all painted,” 

said Harry; “do you think the Sibyl painted 

them, papa?” “I suppose she did, my boy,” 

replied Mr. Vernon, “she has certainly shown 

great wisdom in the choice of the views for each 

of her flowers.” 

The children were too occupied in talking about 

this wonderful lady, and in looking at her gifts, to 

think of any games. 

No one knew either how the pictures had come 

there; the servants were questioned, but assured 

Mr. Vernon they had heard no one come, and had 

had nothing to do with it. 

But as surprise and wonder have an end as well 

as other feelings, a game was proposed at last, and 

after that, the characters were drawn. Donald 

drew the king, and Mary the queen, and after 

much enjoyment, and a game at blind man’s buff, 

in which all the party joined, the time came to say 

“ good night.” 

Very carefully were the three pictures done up, 

and again the question was asked, “‘ Who can the 

Sibyl be?” but they agreed it could not be any 

one they knew, for they had never seen her face 

before, and though she spoke English as well as 

themselves, she looked quite like an Italian lady.
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However, no one threw any light on the subject, so 
“good night” was at last said, and off drove Mr. 
and Mrs. Ferguson, their children, and Donald. 

The next morning, at breakfast, little Hugh had 
been sitting very thoughtfully at the table, when 
he said to his Aunt Vernon, 

“Aunty, I suppose the Sibyl said the holly 
tree (which is cousin Harry, you know) spoke to 
us of earth and heaven, because we have it in our 
churches at home at Christmas time ?” 

“ Yes, dear Hugh, it is a sign of rejoicing at the 
birth of Christ, so it speaks to us of heaven in 
that way ; and then did you not notice the emphasis 
the Sibyl laid on the word ‘Brightside? She 
evidently meant us to notice it, and that too speaks 
of heaven—for Aunt Mary, after whom Harry was 
named, has long been in heaven. So you see how 
much this wonderful person seemed to know about 
you all.” 

“Yes, aunty, she did indeed, but I think mamma 
must have told her I did not like to learn to read 
or spell.” 

“ No, Hugh,” replied Mrs. Vernon, “she never 
saw her before.” 

The next three days were busily employed at 
the Museum, and different farewell drives for Mr. 
and Mrs. Hugh Vernon. 

One afternoon they went over the “ Formidable,”
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an English man-of-war. As they came up to the 

vessel, a cannon was fired, as a salute to the Nea- 

politan officer who had just been over it. 

When the morning came for Mr. and Mrs. H. 

Vernon, and Mary, and Hugh, to leave, poor 

Harry felt quite sad. He knew he should miss 

them all so much, and they were very sorry to go, 

but presently he looked at his aunt with a bright 

smile, and said, 

“You are going a different way home to what 

we are, dear aunt, so that when we meet again in 

England, you will have as much to tell us of what 

you have seen, as we shall have to tell you, and 

five months will soon be gone, for papa says we 

are to be at home in June.” 

An hour afterwards a large steamboat slowly 

sailed out of the harbour. Two white handker- 

chiefs were seen to be waving on board, and others 

on the pier waved in answer, as Harry, Rose, 

Edith, and Donald, thus bid their little friends the 

last farewell. 

‘Good-bye, you wise and knowing Sibyl!” said 

Mr. Vernon, as he took off his hat, and looked 

towards the vessel, “‘ good-bye.” 

“What do you mean, Mr. Vernon?” said Rose 

and Edith. “I am sure, papa, you know all about 

it,” added Harry. 

“ Well,” replied Mr. Vernon,” I may tell you
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now it was a clever but a very beautiful trick of 

my clever brother. It seems, that when in India, 

a brother officer taught him the art of ventrilo- 

quism. That is, you know, to throw your voice, 

when speaking, into another object or person; so 

that the words heard were not spoken by the 

Sibyl, as she called herself, but by your uncle. 

Harry, do you understand ?” 

“Oh, papa, how is that possible, because, the 

Sibyl bowed to us, and turned round as she men- 

tioned our names? Are you quite sure it was 

uncle speaking ?” 

“Quite my boy, but to tell you the truth, I was 

as much puzzled as any of you, and even now can 

scarcely believe it all.” 

“But who was the lady, papa?” asked Harry. 

Mr. Vernon laughed, and said as he looked at his 

wife, “ You must ask mamma about that, Harry.” 

Mrs. Vernon was seated on a stone, watching 

the steamboat as it glided away through the blue 

water. The four children came round her with 

very eager faces, to know what she eould tell them 

about the beautiful lady. 

“T suppose I must tell you now, as papa has 

said so much,” said Mrs. Vernon. “She is the 

daughter of the gentleman who owns the house 

we live in here.” 

“ Why, mamma,” interrupted Harry, “is that the
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young lady you have often spoken about, who has 
so long been ill, and you sometimes call upon? 
Why you must have told her about us all, for I 
seemed to feel so convinced it was your idea about 

all the flowers, and every word she said reminded 

me of you.” 

Mrs. Vernon— But you forget, Harry, she did 
not speak at all.” 

Donald—“T cannot believe that, Mrs. Vernon.” 

Mrs. Vernon—“T will tell you how it was ma- 
naged. My brother, Mr. Hugh Vernon, told me 
his secret, and his wish to surprise you all, and 
teach you some good lessons too, so we talked it 
over, and at last, after many difficulties, I remem- 

bered this young lady. She had often watched 

you all from her sofa, and it seemed greatly to 
interest and amuse her, when I explained we 

wanted her to act as if she were the Sibyl, but 
not to speak. My brother stood behind you, so 

you did not see his lips move, which cannot be 
avoided, of course. I think you must all agree, it 
was very well done, both by him and my Neapo- 
litan friend.” 

“Oh, beautifully done,” cried Edith ; “ but who 
gave us those lovely pictures ?” 

‘ ‘They were from my brother, as parting gifts,” 
replied Mrs. Vernon, “he painted them himself, 

and had many narrow escapes of being found out,
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so he actually used to rise very early, to work hard 
before breakfast.” 

‘Oh, how very kind, how very kind,” said all 
the children at once; “but who made the 

frames ?” 

Mrs. Vernon—‘ He had them carved under his 
own direction at a shop in Naples.” 

“ But ask mamma, Harry,” said Mr. Vernon, 
‘‘ whose idea it was about each one of you being a 
flower. You were not very wrong in your fancy 
about it, my boy.” 

“Then it was your thought, dear mamma. No 

one has such beautiful thoughts as you.” 
“Hush! hush! Harry,” said Mrs. Vernon, 

“there was nothing beautiful about them. I 
think the Sibyl’s words were very true, so now I 

will only repeat her parting wish, ‘ Forget not the 

words of the Sibyl.’ I must, however, tell you that 
the pictures were put on the table by my brother, 

just as we left the room to go down to the Sibyl. 

So, like many other mysterious things, they have 

a very simple explanation.” 

A few days after this, Mr. Vernon took Harry 

and his young friends again to the Museum, to 

see the manuscripts which were dug out of a house 

in Herculaneum. ‘The Pompeians, like the Egyp- 

tians, employed the leaves of the papyrus, on 

which, with a sharp instrument they engraved
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their writing. Hundreds of these scrolls of papyri 

were found in this one place, and by a very clever 

invention, a suggestion of Sir H. Davy, improved 

by an Italian gentleman, nearly five hundred have 

been unrolled. Three volumes of these have been 

published, one on Music, another by Epicurus, on 

Nature, and the others on Economy and Pride. 

They were written in Greek and Latin. 

Donald and Harry were very much interested in 

thus seeing books which had been written so long 

ago. 

“I saw the papyrus,” said Mr. Vernon, “ grow- 

ing in water in one of the conservatories at Kew 

Gardens. When we return to England, Harry, I 

must remember to take you there.” 

Before they left the Museum, they went into 

a room which always delighted Mr. and Mrs. 

Vernon. It was filled with ancient statues, and 

contained one of Aristides, so very beautiful, that 

it seemed to fill them more and more with wonder 

that marble could be so like life! Harry had 

formed quite a friendship with this statue. 

As they all stood before it, Mr. Vernon said, 

“How wonderfully the Greek, who carved this 

figure, must have understood the just, and noble, 

and dauntless integrity and benevolence of this 

great man; how well the head and face show it 

all, and his lips just opening, as if one of his won-
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derful orations were going to be spoken tous! I 

think boys,” he added, “ you will ever remember 

Aristides, now you have seen this statue of him.” 

“We shall indeed, papa,” replied Harry. “‘ How 

I should like to be a sculptor, much better than a 

painter. Sculpture is so much more like life, and 

then look how it lasts. Why this marble is as 

fresh as if it were just cut. You said this came 

from Herculaneum, did you not ?” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Vernon, “all the finest 

pieces of statuary in the Museum came from there. 

It seems to have been a much finer city than 

Pompeii.”
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Tux runs on very fast when we are happy and 

busy. 

The Ist of February came, and Harry was 

quite startled when his papa told him, that on the 

25th of-that month he intended to leave Naples 

for Rome. 

There were so many things still to be seen, or 

" else seen over again, that the days no sooner came 

than they were gone; and then when Harry thought 

of leaving the Fergusons, and Donald, it made 

him almost unhappy, even in bright and beautiful 

Naples. 

Mrs. Vernon saw this in her boy, and one 

evening, as they were walking in the public 

gardens before their house, called the Villa Reale, 

she spoke to him about it. 

They had been admiring some of the many
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statues which adorn the garden, and were stand- 
ing on a sort of circular terrace, which was 
built out in the water on purpose to catch a fine 
view of the bay ; a stormy morning had gradually 
subsided into a fine calm evening, though clouds 
were still playing about the mountains, and wild 
enough they looked in their games; the sea too 
seemed weary of its heavy ceaseless billows, and 
as many small waves broke on the shore, followed 
by one large one, every now and then, it still 
seemed troubled, as though sobbing itself to 
sleep. 

“We must enjoy this view while we can, my 
boy, must we not? It looks to me more beautiful 
than ever this evening, does it not to you?” said 
Mrs. Vernon. 

“No, mamma; papa says Rome is not half so 
beautiful, and I shall have no one to play with, 

and shall so very much miss Donald, and Rose, 

and Edith, and Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson. They 
have been so very kind to me.” 

Mrs. Vernon—* But you managed to enjoy Italy 
very much before you knew them, my boy. How 
was that ?” 

Harry—“1T had forgotten that, mamma: but 

then I liked everything twice as much after I 
knew them. How I wish they could go with us.” 

Mrs. Vernon—“ So do I, and we have asked
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Mr. Ferguson if it is quite impossible for them to 

do so, but he says he cannot leave his duties.” 

“So now, my Harry, we must treasure up all 

the happy weeks we have passed here, and deter- 

mine not to repine that they are come to an end. 

I was thinking just now of what my friend Words- 

worth says, in one of his beautiful sonnets— 

‘ Better to thank a dear and long past day, 

For joys its sunny hours were free to give, 

Than blame the present, that our wish hath crossed.’ 

We will now talk over the past, and peep on a 

little into the future if you like, fornot many boys 

of your age, can say, ° they are just going to 

Rome.’ Only think of that, the Rome you have 

read of in history, and in the Bible !” 

A long talk they had of all that was to be seen 

there, till the sun went down in all its glory, and 

Harry felt light-hearted again, as he returned 

home, and began to learn his lessons quite 

busily. 

There is a famous blue grotto in the island of 

Capri, it is blue from the reflection of the water 

in it, which Mr. Vernon had hoped to visit, but 

as Mrs. Vernon and Harry were both such bad 

sailors, they had been long waiting for the sea to 

become calm enough to venture. 

Such a day did not come, so to make up for it,
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Mr. Vernon determined to enjoy an excursion to 

the temples at Pestum. They are sixty miles 

from Naples. As it was to be a farewell trip, Mr. 

Ferguson, Donald, and Edith, were to go too. 

Rose was ill with a cold, and her mamma stayed at 

home to nurse her. 

At seven o'clock, a cold winter’s morning, they 

left Naples by train, for Nocera, passing Pompeii 

on their way. Here they hired a carriage, and a 

very funny tumble down one it was, without 

springs, and as the horses started off at a gallop, 

the unfortunate travellers were jolted about, till, 

what with laughing, and the hard work it was to 

keep their seats, they became quite tired. A 

sudden, and very sharp frost in the night, had 

quite surprised the Italians, who stood shivering, 

and looking miserable enough. ‘There was even 

ice in the streets, which appeared to amuse all 

the poor children. 

Presently the country became very beautiful, 

the road passed through a branch of the Apen- 

nines, mountains of great beauty, though not very 

high. 

One frozen cascade of water after another was 

to be seen, with icicles many yards long, and as the 

sun came out, and lit them up, and showed all 

their fine prismatic colours, the children were 

quite charmed, and very glad when a steep hill
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came, that they might walk up and enjoy the 

scene more. 

At three o'clock they reached Salerno, a town 

situated in a most lovely gulf of the same name. 

After dinner they walked about the place, the 

situation of which 1s very beautiful. 

The next morning at four o'clock, all the party 

preakfasted by candle-light, and started before it 

was light along the road to Pestum. They were 

quite amused as they travelled on, with groups of 

the Calabrian peasantry, who looked, as Mr. 

Vernon said, so very picturesque, that they were 

all ready for sketching. So out came the pencils 

and paper, the carriage was stopped, and to the 

amusement of the driver, sketch soon made of 

a party of the people by Mr. Vernon. 

The river Silaro now appeared, they had to be 

ferried across it, and while doing s0, Mr. Fergu- 

son pointed out to them, many petrifactions along 

‘ts banks, adding, “ that the walls of the temples 

they were about to visit were built of stone, 

which had been dug from the river's edge, and 

formed in the course of years by the water. The 

city of Peestum,” he added, “is of unknown 

origin; and you must remember, Harry, that the 

Emperor Augustus, in whose reign our Lord was 

born, came to see these ruined temples, and city 

walls, and wondered who built them, just as 

much as we do.”
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At last, these grand and deserted ruins came 
in sight. After leaving a basket of provisions at 
the inn, they walked to the buildings at once. 

There they stood in the green desolate fields, 
still fresh and strong, the fine pillars all entire, 
and as all the party remembered for how many 
thousand years they had stood there, very deep 
was the interest they felt in a scene of such great 
beauty and. antiquity. Mrs. Vernon wanted to 
have found a poppy leaf to keep as a relic, for 
she reminded Harry that that was the emblem of 
oblivion, who reigned here so absolute, but none 
could be found, nor any of the roses either, for 
which the place was celebrated, so they were 
obliged to content themselves with violet roots 
and blossoms. 

A fine thistle was seen by Donald, the party 
had missed him, but there he was, digging away 
with a strong knife, and though its roots were 
deep, on he went with his work. Just as he had 
completed it, Harry came up to him. He saw 
what Donald was doing, and knew too, the feel- 
ing which prompted his friend thus to remember 
the words of the Sibyl, so he did not say anything, 
but searched about for some leaves to fasten up 
the plant in. 

“T hope it will grow,” said Donald. 
And Harry hoped so, too.
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Mr. Ferguson came up to them, and showed 
them a very small river shell which he had found 
embedded in one of the pillars of the temple, 

proving at once that they were built of the petri- 

fied stone from the river's edge. 

After walking to one of the gates of the city, 

and tracing its walls for some distance, they re- 
turned to the inn to a hasty lunch, and*having 
ordered fresh horses at Salerno, they managed to 
reach Naples that night, after two days of special 
enjoyment. 

The following evening was spent at Mr. Fergu- 

son's. Again was the cabinet looked over, and 

Harry’s heart greatly rejoiced by a present from 

Mr. Ferguson, of two ancient lamps, a little vase 
from Pompeii, and two glass lachrymatories. 

These are small bottles, into which the living 
wept the tears with which they mourned the dead. 

They are found both in Roman, and Etruscan 
tombs. 

Mr. Vernon had bought some the week before, 
so that they were not new to Harry. 

“TI suppose, Mr. Ferguson,” he said, “ that 
David meant one of these bottles, for don’t you 
remember, we read last Sunday in the Psalms for 

the day, ‘Put my tears into thy bottle,’ I never 

understood what that meant before.” 

“ Yes,” replied Mr. Ferguson; “I am glad you
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noticed it, Harry, what a difference it makes 
when we give our minds to what we read, either 

in church, or at home.” 

Rose and Edith had received a present a few 
days before of a small cabinet, from Mr. Vernon, 
so Donald and Harry helped them arrange all 
their curiosities. 

“Tam quite sure,” said Edith, “the. holly and 
laurustinus have had enough of this hot room, 
now for a blow in the garden. Come on, my holly- 

bough, we are both evergreens, and don’t mind 

the cold.” 

‘‘ Nor does the thistle, I’m sure,” added Donald. 

So off the three ran. 

“The moss rose does best in the drawing- 
room,” added Harry, “but we will soon come 
back to her.” 

After chasing each other round and round the 
garden, Edith got quite out of breath, and sat 
down on a seat to rest. It was under a large 
orange tree, but alas! she quite forgot, that to sit 
there of a winter's afternoon was forbidden. 

Presently, they heard a whisper behind them, 
only one word was said, ‘“ Obedience,” but that was 

quite enough. Up jumped Edith, saying, «I 
should like to know what fairy we have here.” 

“It sounds more like the Sibyl,” answered 
Harry.
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They all three searched about, but found no 

one. The tea bell was rung, so they hastened 

in, Edith’s motto still sounding in her ears. 

The evening passed away too quickly, for five 

days only were left for Harry’s stay in Naples, 
and this was a farewell visit. 

Donald, Rose, and Edith, came the day before 

he left, to help him pick up his cabinet, and 

though a merry laugh was often heard amongst 
hem, still each young heart felt that was the 
parting time. They were all to be wonderful 
correspondents with Harry, and many fine plans 
were talked over for the future. Some of them 
quite “ castle-in-the-air” sort of plans, but Edith 
declared she believed they would come true, and 
Harry said, that even if they did not, they should 
have had the pleasure of thinking about them : 
but a sudden stop came to them all, by Mr. Fer- 

guson’s calling to take them home. 

At four o'clock the next morning, Harry was 
dressing by moonlight, he stood for some time at 
his window, in a sad mood, for he thought 
Naples seemed determined to look as beautiful 
as ever it could just as he was leaving it; “ but 
however,” he said to himself, “if it had been 
rainy, I could not have seen the view at all, and 
should then always have remembered the rain in 
parting, so I will not belong to the school of 
grumblers that papa talks about.”
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At seven o’clock they started off by railroad to 

Capua. Here the carriage Mr. Vernon had bought 

for the homeward journey, was in waiting for 

them. It was a most comfortable chariot, with 

plenty of room for them, and a rumble.or seat be- 

hind for Graham and Pearce. In the front of the 

windows, was a large oblong pot, which contained 

Mrs. Vernon’s and Harry’s flowers, they had dug 

up in different places. 

The rain fell heavily now, and Harry thought 

it quite right it should rain, as he had left Naples. 

It soon cleared off, and the road was very beau- 

tiful, there were hedgerows of myrtle and other 

evergreens, particularly the laurustinus, all growing 

wild. The distant mountains with their snowy 

tops, and the groups of peasantry in their dif- 
ferent pretty dresses, and then their lovely sleep- 

ing place, Mola di Gaeta, quite charmed the 

travellers, and they agreed, readily enough, it was 

far better to travel this way than by sea. 

In the garden of the hotel at this place, is a 

ruin of the Villa of Cicero. Part of it was sub- | 

terranean, and Mr. Vernon broke off some sta- 

lactites which had been formed on the ceilings by 

the dripping of water. 

Groves of orange trees, filled the air with their 

fragrant scent, and the wild flowers, particularly 

the coronella and lilac anemone, were fincr than
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they had seen them anywhere else. The Bay of 
Gaeta is famous for its beauty, and the travellers 
lingered some time on its shores. On returning 
to the hotel, the women of the village all ga- 
thered round a fountain opposite, for an evening 
chat, and as each one came up, carrying her vase 
on her head for water, the rope fastened to it, 
and coiled round the arm, Harry determined to 
try and sketch them, as his papa was doing. 

The women and children of this place are more 
lovely than in any other part of Italy, and Mr. 
Vernon gave them in his drawing, very pretty 
faces, for they deserved them ; but alas, for Harry, 
he was sure to draw such large noses or small 
eyes, or something wrong, that he got tired of his 
work and put it away. 

He was idly leaning against the window, when 
his papa whispered into his ear, “ Perseverance.” 

Harry looked up guilty and foolish, and was 
going to begin his sketch again. 

“No, my boy,” said Mr. Vernon, “ it is bed-time 
now, the opportunity is gone by, so off with you.” 

“Oh, papa,” he replied, “do let me stay. I 
shall never see this lovely place again, please 
remember that.” 

“And I must remember too, that a certain boy 
of my acquaintance,” replied Mr Vernon, “ rose at 
four o'clock this morning, has travelled all day,
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and will have to start to-morrow by six; so, early 

to bed is quite necessary for him, and for each of 

us.” 

Again, there was a moonlight morning, and 

then came the dawn of day. Sun and moon rivall- 

ing each other in beauty ; very much did the tra- 

vellers enjoy to watch the glorious sun, lighting 

up one mountain after another with its rosy tints, 

and as the carriage hurried them away from this 

most lovely spot, Mr. Vernon read aloud the 104th 

Psalm ; such early journeys leave little time for the 

morning Bible reading. 

Each heart was full of enjoyment, so that this 

beautiful Psalm of praise seemed very fitting. 

“ Bless the Lord, O my soul! O Lord my God, 

thou art very great; thou art clothed with honour 

and majesty. 

“ Who covereth thyself with light as a garment: 

who stretchest out the heavens as a curtain ;” and 

again, 

“@Q Lord, how manifold are thy works! In 

wisdom hast thou made them all: the earth is full 

of thy riches. So is this great and wide sea.” 

“We shall soon have to say good-bye to this 

favourite sea of yours, my boy,” said Mr. Vernon, 

when the psalm was finished. 

‘“‘ How soon, papa?” 

“In two hours we breakfast at Terracina, and
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then leave its shores. I see, by my book, it was 
just by this ruin that Cicero was murdered. 
We will stop and look at it. Poor Cicero—his 
eloquence, his many efforts for his country’s 
good, and that country’s admiration of him, 
did not spare him from the hand of the as- 
sassin.” 

The road continued to charm each one of the 
travellers, and then came the approach to Terra- 
cina. Steep rocks and mountains on one side, 
the sea on the other, made this in times gone by, 
& most important pass, and stopped the progress 
of Hannibal himself. 

The sea was very rough, and came dashing on 
the rocks, to Harry’s great delight. On arriving 
at the hotel, he hurried over his breakfast, and ran 
off to the shore for a farewell game with his friend 
the Mediterranean. He dared its waves, and ran 
after them with the rolling pebbles, but had pretty 
soon to retire and run for his life, as they chased 
him up the beach again, and broke, throwing their 
light and beautiful spray on the rocks, as if they 
would make him believe they were nothing after 
all. 

His papa and mamma joined him, and shared 
the game, but the time for starting came, so a few 
shells and sea-weed were gathered, and off rolled 
the carriage.
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Three miles were passed, and Mr. Vernon pointed 
out a clear and deep stream of water in which 
Horace is said to have bathed, and then the Pon- 

tine marshes came in sight. A straight uninter- 
esting road for miles, with large fields on each 
side, and hundreds of cattle feeding in them, 

made a great contrast to the first part of the 
journey. No one must sleep while crossing these 
marshes, as a very sad fever is often the conse- 

quence. 

“This,” said Mr. Vernon, “is the very road St. 

Paul took on his way to Rome.” He had no 
sooner said it, than a magnificent church was seen 
in the distance, and no house near. 

“That is Appii Forum,” said Mr. Vernon; 
“that large church was built to mark the spot of 
St. Paul’s visit, but the place is so very unhealthy, 

that the priests can only live there two months in 
the year. It is truly a shell without a kernel, a 
church with no true worship of the Lord Jesus. 
We sleep to-night, my boy, at Cisterna, or the 
Three Taverns, so I think we will again read the 
twenty-eighth chapter of the Acts, when we reach 
our resting place.” 

They arrived there at six o'clock, very weary, 
after their twelve hours’ journey. 

The next day, when they arrived at Albano, to
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lunch, the first view of Rome was gained. ‘ The 

Eternal City,” as it is called. 

There it was, in the centre of a vast plain, sur- 

rounded nearly by mountains, excepting on the 
sea side, a bright line of blue just marking its 
waters. ‘'he mighty dome of St. Peter's rose far 
above all other buildings; and stretching across 
the plain or Campagna, as it is called, was one 
ruined aqueduct after another, with their countless 
arches; one of them built by the Emperor Clau- 
dius, is still perfect and in use. 

“Papa,” said Harry, “ why did the Romans 

build so many aqueducts ?” 

‘‘ Because Rome is built in what is supposed to 
be the crater of an extinct volcano, and all the 

water there is too bad for use, it is therefore con- 

veyed through these pipes or aqueducts from the 
mountains.” 

‘Oh! papa,” exclaimed Harry, “ how frightened 
poor Mary would be to sleep or live in Rome, if 
it is really built in a crater.” 

‘‘She would indeed,” replied Mr. Vernon. “It 
seems as if God had only to speak the word, and 
the elements of its destruction are at hand.” 

‘You see now, Harry, how many ruins we are 
passing; these were all tombs, and formed the 

street of tombs, for I have told you the an-
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cient cities of Italy were always approached by 

them.” 

Not a word more was spoken for awhile; the 

silent Campagna, with its ruins, and Rome before 

them, gave each one plenty to think about. 

The gate of the city was passed, the Hotel de 

Londres gained, and Harry quietly sat himself at 

the window, very wonder-struck to think he was 

really in Rome.
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE feeling of delight on waking the next 
morning in Rome, was shared by each of the party, 
and all breakfast time they talked about it. 

“T think,” said Mr. Vernon, “ we will do as Dr. 
Arnold did, and go first of all to the Capitol, and 
look at Rome from the tower of the building.” 

“Oh! yes, papa,” replied Harry, “I am quite 
sure I shall love history twice as much as I have 
ever done before, now that I have been to Rome.” 

In the afternoon, they drove to the Capitol, and 
for a long time studied the scene around, for it is 
one never to be forgotten. A gentleman was 
there, quite a stranger to them, but he knew Rome 
well, and very kindly pointed out all the different 
objects of interest to them. 

He advised them to go into a church close by, 
called Ara Cceli, as there was something to be 

seen there, which he thought would interest the 
young traveller.
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Harry asked his papa what it was, and to his 

disappointment, was told a doll. 

However, in they went, and a priest came up to 

them to show the treasure. 

He took them into a vestry, and then, assisted 

by another priest, they first of all put on a short 

white gown, and then, with great solemnity, 

opened the door of a closet. In this was a large 

box, which they took out and laid on the table. 

After four layers of white satin, came a pair of 

red silk gloves embroidered with gold. These the 

priest put on with great care, saying some prayers 

to himself all the while. Then came four more 

folds of satin, and then, a large wooden doll, 

dressed in white satin and gold, and all sorts of 

finery, with a crown, and necklaces, bracelets, and 

rings of the most precious stones, diamonds, 

pearls, rubies, and emeralds. The man did not 

take it out of the box, but held it up to them with 

the greatest veneration. 

‘“What does it mean, papa,” said Harry, “do 

they intend that ugly faced doll to be like Jesus 
Christ ?” 

“Yes, indeed they do my boy, but I will talk to 

this priest about it.” 

It was then explained to them by this poor 
deluded man, that a long time ago, a monk 

made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and when on the
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Mount of Olives, he determined to cut an image 

of our Saviour as a baby, out of an olive tree. He 

worked hard, and when it was completed, fell 

asleep. St. Luke then very kindly came down 

from heaven and painted it for him. His asto- 

nishment was great when he awoke and discovered 

this. He brought the doll to Rome, and then it 

was found to cure any diseases of those who were 

ill and looked at it. It still works such miracles, 

that a beautiful carriage is kept for it, and two 

priests in attendance, and if any one is too ill to 

come to the church, it is taken to them, and held 

up before the sick person. Of course a sum of 

money is paid for this, and if the person does not 

recover, it is from their want of faith. ‘So say 

the priests,” added Mr. Vernon, “and I find that 

this ‘Santissima Bambino,’ as it is called, ‘the 

most holy baby,’ receives very much more money 

than any physician in Rome, and all fall on their 

knees as it passes through the streets.” 

“But papa,” inquired Harry, “how did the 
monk know St. Luke painted it? Did he see 
him come to do it ?” 

Mr. Vernon asked the priest, but he replied, 
“'The monk knew it was St. Luke, because he 

was a great artist. Look here,” he added, “is a 

picture of Jesus Christ, which he painted too.” 
And there, hanging on the wall, was a very dark
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looking picture, reminding Mr. Vernon, as he 

said, of a Dutch painting, for it was done just in 

their style of colouring. 

On leaving the church, they noticed a long 

flight of steps leading up to it. These, Mr. 

Vernon found by his guide-book, were very an- 

cient. They originally led up to the Temple of 

Jupiter, and Julius Cesar, ascended them on his 

knees, to return thanks to this god Jupiter for a 

great victory. Now it is still only ascended on 

the knees by the Romanists who go to worship 

their little wooden god, the sacred doll, for the 

church which contains it is built on the ruins of 

the temple. 

“You see,” added Mr. Vernon, “ how little dif- 

ference there is between the two religions. We 

read nothing in the Bible about miraculous dolls, 

or St. Luke being a painter. Look my boy, 

here are two women beginning to ascend the 

stairs.” One was very fat, and seemed to find 

great difficulty in preventing rolling over, as she 

raised each knee; the other looked ill and sad, 

but up they came very slowly, muttering their 

prayers. 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon did not laugh, but looked 

very sad too. The sight was so ridiculous to poor 

Harry, that he was obliged to turn away, for he 

did not wish the women to see him laughing.
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The next day they drove to the Forum, below 
the Capitol, and walked about it, greatly admiring 
the beautiful columns which are left of some of 
the temples ; and as they trod on the stones of the 
Via Sacra, or sacred road, which led under the 
triumphal arch of Septimius Severus, and then 
walked onward towards the arch of Titus, Mr. 
Vernon stopped, and proposed they should sit 
down and think over some of the stirring scenes 
which had occurred in that very Forum. To him 
this was the most interesting moment since he 
had landed in Italy. 

‘‘ My son,” he said, “ you must mark well every 
stone here, for it is classic ground, and I seem to 
hear Cicero with his wonderful eloquence. One 
scene after another rises before me, which, when 
at Oxford, fancy painted so vividly! If you should 
live to study there as I did, perhaps you will better 
understand your father’s enthusiasm as he stood 
in the Roman Forum.” 

Harry remembered many things too connected 
with it, for he had been diligently reading “ Ar- 
nold’s History of Rome,” and Mrs. Vernon had 
studied another book, “ Rome in the Nineteenth 
Century.” So they all shared in the interest of 
the place, and many a flower growing amongst 
the beautiful ruins was gathered to press as a relic. 
They walked on to the arch of Titus. This was
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erected after the death of the Emperor Titus, to 

commemorate his conquest of Jerusalem, and is 

the most elegant in Rome. 

“You remember, Harry,” said Mrs. Vernon, 

‘‘ how interested you were lately in reading about 

the magnificent temple at Jerusalem. First of all 

the Bible account of it, and then what Josephus 

tells us. See, here is sculptured in bas relief, a 

procession, bearing the spoils of the temple; here 

is the golden table, the seven branched candle- 

stick, and the silver trumpets !” 

“‘Oh yes, mamma, how very curious, is it not ? 

they are just like those we read about. How I 

should like to have heard the blast of that silver 

trumpet !” 

On the other side, inside the arch, the emperor 

is represented crowned by victory in his trium- 

phal car, drawn by four horses. 

Harry greatly enjoyed looking at this arch, and 

then on they went to the Coliseum, which was 

only a short distance off. 

Its mighty walks, and amazing size, astonished 

the travellers. They entered, and stood in its 

arena, the deathplace of hundreds of martyrs. 
There was the vomitorium, out of which the wild 

beasts rushed on their prey; and there were the 

ruined seats, though hardly anything remains of 
them, and the galleries, and broken columns, and | 

M
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cornices, and the thousand arches, and over all, 
was the glorious sky. As Mrs. Vernon looked 
upward, she turned to her husband, and said, 

“So cloudless, blue, so purely beautiful, 
That God alone is to be seen in heaven.” 

“How vile man seems in contrast,” she added, 
“as we stand on this earth, so saturated as it has 
been with the blood of the martyrs !” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Vernon, “ but the martyr’s 
crown is theirs now, and the song of victory, and 
joy, for ever in the presence of their Lord! May 
we know more of such love to our Lord, that we 
may be willing to suffer anything for him, though 
now the laugh, the jest, or the dislike of those 
who follow Satan rather than God, is what we 
may be called upon chiefly to endure.” 

Mrs. Vernon and her boy were charmed with 
the many flowers growing in the Coliseum, and 
they found by their friend, the guide-book, that 
two hundred and sixty different species are to be 
found there. So they determined to collect as 
many as they could, and began by digging up 
some small aloes which grew in abundance, and 
when they reached the hotel, they carefully planted 
them in their pot. 

The next day proved wet, and Harry was quite 
busy writing a long letter to Donald, and attend-
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ing to his pressed flowers, and many other little 

matters, which industrious people can always find 

to do on rainy days, and there was a great deal to 

read about Rome, and as Mr. Vernon proposed 

visiting St. Peters the next day, they had to read 

about that too, so that when the evening came, 

Harry declared he felt quite glad they had been 

kept in-doors. 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Vernon, “and then dear 

mamma has had a day of rest, for we must not kill 

her outright with sight-seeing.” 

Harry was quite ready to start the next morn- 

ing some minutes before the carriage came, with 

his hat brushed, and tidy gloves, for sometimes he 

was deficient in these particulars, but his mamma 

had spoken about it very kindly and firmly, and 

once at Naples he had been left behind, as it was 

quite unsuitable that his papa and mamma should 

be kept waiting for him. This had taught him 

such a lesson, (for he much wished to have taken 

the drive,) that he had not once been late or 

untidy in his dress since. 

The streets of Rome are very narrow and very 

dirty, so that the drive to St. Peter’s did not parti- 

cularly charm any of the party. They crossed the 

Tiber over a fine bridge which was built by the 

Emperor Hadrian, to lead to his magnificent tomb 

which is opposite to it. It is now, instead of a 

M 2
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tomb, turned into a castle, with very sad dungeons 
underneath, full of very wretched inmates. 

The fountains in the open square before St. 

Peter’s greatly delighted Harry, and no wonder, 

for they are most beautiful. A long flight of steps 

led them into the cathedral. 

After looking round in great wonder, Harry 
said, “ Oh, mamma, how different it is from our 

splendid Minster, this hardly looks like a church, 

it is so gaily painted, look at the pillars and walls, 

and every part.” 

“Tt is indeed gay,” replied his mamma; “ but 

how immense the building looks.” 

“Do you think so,” said Mr. Vernon; “I am 

quite disappointed in the size.” 

However, upon going up to two little marble 

angels, Mr. Vernon discovered, when close, that 

they were each one six feet high; everything in 

the church is so large, that its size is not found 

out at first. 

Presently they came to a large figure of St. 

Peter sitting in achair. Every Roman Catholic 

who enters the church kisses its toe. Mr. Vernon 

told them, that in the course of years, the toe gets 

worn away, and is obliged to be replaced by a 

new one. 

This was originally a statue of Jupiter, and 

heathen Rome used to kiss his toe, just as the



HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 165 

Romanists do, now they have turned it into St, 

Peter, and put keys in his hand; it is moreover a 

very ugly statue. 

“How many new toes this image must have 

had, Harry, must it not?” said Mr. Vernon. 

Harry laughed, and just then, up came a group 

of people, who went up and kissed it very rever- 

ently, each one wiping the toe before they did so, 

and pressing their foreheads against the foot. 

Over the high altar, which is just under the 

magnificent dome, is a large canopy, the pillars 

supporting it are eighty feet high, and just in 

front of the altar, is the tomb of St. Peter. More 

than a hundred lamps are always kept burning 

here. 

The longer the travellers remained in the cathe- 

dral, the better they seemed to understand its 

enormous size. Mr. Vernon pointed out some 

beautiful pillars underneath the dome; one of 

them is said to have been brought by Titus from 

the temple at Jerusalem, and all the others were 

copied from it. Harry looked at them with great 

interest, for they were quite unlike any other 

pillars he had ever seen, and far more beautiful. 

After leaving St. Peter's, Mr. Vernon proposed 

a country drive. On their way they passed the 

Pantheon, and of course, stopped to see this very 

perfect relic of old Rome, it was a temple dedi-
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cated to all the gods, and is now turned into a 
church, dedicated to all the saints. The statues 

inside are all ancient gods and goddesses, which 
have now each received new names—the Virgin 
Mary, St. Cecilia, &e. The building is very 
beautiful, and greatly charmed Mr. and Mrs. 
Vernon. In it, the wonderful painter, Raphael, 
was buried, and there is a tomb erected to his 
memory. 

After seeing this, they drove two miles out of 
Rome, to the Church of St. Paul. Here, it is 

said, the apostle was beheaded, and as his head 
was cut off, it bounded three times from one spot 
to another, each time it touched the earth, a 
spring of water burst forth. The man showed 
Mr. and Mrs. Vernon, first of all, the block on 
which St. Paul was beheaded, and then the three 
wells. The man held the candle over these, to 
show the water, which was very dirty, and many 
a drop of grease had fallen in. Harry was sur- 
prised enough to see a poor woman come, and 
pay some money to receive a tumbler of this nasty 
water, which she drank off with great eagerness, 
as it was considered very holy, and sure to do her 
good. 

“ How sorry St. Paul would be, papa,” said 
Harry, “if he could come to earth and see this 
nonsense.”
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“He would, indeed, my boy,” replied Mr. 

Vernon; “he would still find Rome nearly as 

heathen and ignorant, as he left it, I fear.” 

The largest of the three churches which are 

built at this spot, was burnt down some years ago, 

but was being rebuilt, when Mr. and Mrs. Ver- 

non were there, in a style of great magnificence, 

almost all the sovereigns of Europe having sent 

presents to it. When England was popish, this 

church used to be under the special protection of 

the sovereigns of England. : 

As they drove home, Harry wanted to know 

the time, Mr. Vernon pointed to a church clock, 

and said— 

« Half past twenty-two, my boy, for you know in 

Rome they reckon day and night together, the 

clocks being regulated by the setting of the sun, 

the twenty-fourth hour is at Ave Maria, as they 

call it, or half an hour after sunset. One o'clock 

is, therefore, an hour and a half after it.” 

“ Dear me, papa,” replied Harry, “ a ousting 

I should find it to reckon in that way.” 

In the evening, Harry was sitting reading, 

when his papa came in from a walk, and said, 

“I have a great treasure in my pocket, Harry. 

We have talked of St. Paul very much lately, and 

traced his journey here, and now IL have the last
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letter he wrote before his death, the last, at least, 
which has been preserved.” 

“Oh, papa,” replied Harry, “do let me see it; 
is it printed, and did you buy it in Rome ?” 

Mr. Vernon—* It is printed, my boy, but I did 
not buy it here; and strange to say, though it 
was written from Rome, and the people here are 
so fond of all relics connected with the apostles 
or saints, you would have great difficulty in 
getting a copy of it here; and scarcely any but the 
priests know that St. Paul ever wrote such a 
beautiful letter, they may perhaps have heard 
part of it, but many things are referred to in it, 
so exactly describing the errors of popery, that if 
St. Paul were to rise from the dead, and write it 
now, it would not be more appropriate.” 
Harry—“ Why, papa, you must lend it to some 

of these Romans.” | 
Mr. Vernon—“ If I were to do so, I should be 

banished the place, for the Pope prohibits the 
people reading it, and I should be acting con- 
trary to law.” 
Harry—“ You mean the Bible, I do believe, 

papa.” 

Mr. Vernon—* The letter was addressed to a 
young man greatly loved by the apostle. He had 
been with him in Rome during his first imprison- 
ment ; but I will show it you, my boy.”
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Mr. Vernon then opened his Bible, and pointed 

to the last chapter of the Second Epistle to Timo- 

thy, and read, “ For I am now ready to be offered, 

and the time of my departure is at hand. I have 

fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I 
have kept the faith.” 

“Yes, my boy,” added Mr. Vernon, “let us 
remember that, ‘I have kept the faith;’ let us 

pray to be helped by God to keep it, too. And 

now look at the preceding verses. No wonder 

the people here are not allowed to read the Bible. 

‘For the time will come when they will not en- 

dure sound doctrine: but after their own lusts, 

shall they heap to themselves teachers, having 

itching ears. And they shall turn away their ears 
from the truth, and shall be turned unto fables.’ ” 

“They are, indeed, fond of fables in Italy, 

papa,” said Harry; “they would soon become 

Protestants, I think, if they read the Bible.” 

Mr. Vernon then read the last verses of the 

preceding chapter. 

“But continue thou in the things which thou 

hast learned, knowing of whom thou hast learned 

them, and that from a child thou hast known the 

Holy Scriptures, which are able to make thee 

wise unto salvation, through faith which is in 

Christ Jesus.” 

“Faith in Jesus, my boy, that is what is
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wanted, not works of mortification, and vain re- 
petitions, like the heathen or the Romanist per- 
form, but the simple study of God’s word, and 
the simple belief in Jesus Christ, shown in our 
lives without any merit of our own. If Timothy, 
as a child, had learnt so much from the Bible, 
how strange it seems that what was then given 
to a child, should now be prohibited even to men 
and women.” 

The next place visited, was the ruin of the 
palace of the Cxsars. As they were driving to it, 
they saw the gentleman who had helped them in 
describing Rome from the Capitol. He smiled 
and nodded to Harry, and very soon after they 
had reached the palace of the Caesars, he joined 
them, asking Harry what he thought of the pretty 
doll. 

The boy laughed, and said, “It was a great 
fright, and he was quite sure, it would not cure 
him if he were ill.” 

“Nor any one else beside,” added the gentle- 
man. 

He then turned to Mr. Vernon, and said, that 
if he would allow him, he would take them to a 
part of the ruin which commands one of the finest 
views of Rome, and the many traces round of the 

ruined palace. 

Mr. Vernon very gladly accepted his kind gui-



HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 171 

dance, so up they all walked amongst fragments 

of columns, friezes, and stones piled in hillocks, 

the ivy, wallflower, and many a weed growing 

over them. | 

“Here is the acanthus plant, my boy,” said 

Mr. Vernon. 

Harry’s eyes brightened at the sight. “ But 

papa,” said he, “ what an immense leaf and plant it 

is, we must try and find a smaller one to dig up.” 

“That I am afraid you will not find,” added 

their new friend; “spring is so early here, and 

the plants grow so fast. I have searched in vain 

for one small enough for transplanting.” 

“You must sketch the plant, young gentleman, 

and then you will see at once, how easily the fine 

leaf, and its overhanging growth, suggested the 

idea of the Corinthian capital.” 

The top of the hill was gained, and a splendid 

view rewarded them for the trouble, a view which 

so interested Harry, and each of the party, that 

at last he turned to his mamma, and said, 

“ Certainly, Naples is more beautiful, but I had 

no idea I should like Rome half as much. I 

never felt such interest in any place before.” 

“Do you know, mamma, where ,Nero’s golden 

palace was ?” 

Mrs. Vernon did not, but asked their kind 

stranger friend.
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“It is on the other side of these ruins,” he 
replied, “or at least, supposed to have been there, 
for as you see all here is confusion and decay.” 

“ How much Uncle Vernon would like to sketch 
here, would he not, papa? and the sun would not 
scorch him, as it did in India.” 

“I knew a Mr. Hugh Vernon, in Calcutta,” 
remarked the gentleman, “and a brave officer he 
was.” 

And then came an explanation, and Mr. Vernon 
found that this new friend of his was one he had 
often heard of from his brother, a Mr. Montague. 
“ Gladly,” this gentleman said, “would he have 
come to Naples to have seen his old friend ;” 
adding, “ we must remember his honours, Colonel 
Vernon. I must congratulate you, sir, on your 
brother’s promotion.” 

Mr. Vernon added, “It is news to me, for I 
have not seen the papers lately, or received any 
letters.” 

Moreover, it was quite true, and a very pleasant 
chat they had about Colonel Vernon, so that Mr. 
Montague seemed like an old acquaintance. 

Mr. Mills, an English gentleman, has built a 
house, on a part of the palace of the Cwsars, he 
purchased this property, and there in the midst 
of ruin, is a regular English garden, which is 
kindly thrown open to the public once a week.
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Harry quite bounded with joy, as he saw bed 

after bed of flowers, just as they had them at 
home, and then came a fine terrace walk, broken 

columns peeped up amongst the flowers, and 

care, and taste, and skill, were seen everywhere. 

Mr. Montague knew Mr. Mills, so he called at 

the house, but he was from home. 

‘“‘ However,” he said, “he has begged me to 

gather flowers whenever I like, so we will take 

some ;” and a lovely bouquet he gathered for Mrs. 

Vernon, which quite delighted her. 

“Oh, mamma,” said Harry, “look at this 

nemophylla, what a fine blue it is, we must press 

it, to remember this place by.” 

“We will, Harry,” she replied; “and as its 

name means, ‘the flower of memory,’ it will 

just do, will it not, for I am sure we shall re- 

member no ruin in Rome with so much pleasure 

as this.” 

They next visited the subterranean rooms, 

built by the Emperor Augustus, and very beau- 

tiful they were in the shape, with their dome 

roofs, open at the top to admit light and air. 

And then they came to Nero’s palace ; little 

remains beyond arches, and broken walls, with 

a few stone staircases, but the view of the Coli- 

seum from this part is very fine. 

Harry was clambering about to his heart’s con-
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tent, every now and then, bounding after the rest 

of his party, to ask different questions, or show 

some flower he had found, his heart was brim- 

full of happiness, so that Mr. Vernon presently 

said, “I am sure, my boy, if the Ferguson’s were 

here, it could not make you enjoy the place more 
than you do.” 

Harry— Well, papa, I am indeed happy, I 
did not know I could be so happy without them, 
-but then you know, if they had been here, it must 
have been better still, to see them happy too.” 

Mr. Vernon—“ Now we will sit down, my boy, 

and talk over some matters connected with this 

huge pile of ruins.” 

“First of all, we must remember that Romulus 

chose this spot for the foundation of Rome, and 

then Rome’s emperors added more and more to 

beautify the kingly soil, till Nero exceeded them 
all. In the court of his golden palace, was a 
colossal statue of himself, one hundred and twenty 
feet in height. A tall man that, my boy, was it 
not ?” 

Harry—* It was, indeed, papa; but what else 
do you remember about the palace.” 

Mr. Vernon—* It had porticoes, supported by 
a thousand columns, and near it a lake, like 

a little sea, surrounded by buildings, which re- 
sembled acity. They contained fields, vineyards,
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&c., and numbers of animals, wild and tame. 

In the palace itself, gold, mother-of-pearl, jewels, 

and fresco painting covered the walls, and in the 

vaulted roofs of the eating-rooms, were machines 

which scattered flowers and perfumes on the 

guests beneath; and what think you, my boy, 

was Nero’s remark, when he had finished this 

costly palace? ‘Now I shall begin to live like a 

man.’ ” 

“Oh, papa!” exclaimed Harry, “did he think 

it was living like a man, to kill the good Chris 

tians, and put St. Paul in prison, and kill him, 

and then to murder his mother, and then at last 

kill himself!” 

Mr. Vernon—“ No, indeed, Harry; man is by 

nature very wicked, but such a man as Nero, such 

a life of cruelty as this, seems to lower him, 

though a king, below the level of a brute.” 

Harry— Why did he persecute the Christians, 

papa ?” 

Mr. Vernon—‘ One reason was, that they were 

very good, and he very wicked; but when he 

wanted to build this golden palace, he set fire to 

the one then standing, and pretended the Chris- 

tians had done it, so that the persecution of them 

was on this account first legally excited in his 

reign. He actually used to have them covered 

with wax, or other inflammable materials, that
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they might serve, when set on fire, as lights in the 
night-time, and his gardens and circus, used thus 
to be illuminated for the games!” 

Mr. Montague recommended them to visit the 
Catacombs of Rome, and gave them much inter- 
esting information respecting their use. He then 
rose to go, and after inquiring the name of Mr. 
Vernon’s hotel, as he wished to bring Mrs. Mon- 
tague to call on them, he said, “ Good morning.” 

Before the visit to the Catacombs, Mr. Vernon 
thought it best to go to the Vatican Museum, and 
see some of the slabs taken out of them. He 
explained to Harry, that during the long persecu- 
tions of the early Christians, they took refuge in 
these subterranean passages, which are supposed 
to have been made by the sand-diggers, as the 
cement used for building in Rome, was partly 
made of it. 

Here these good people lived, and were buried, 
and many an inscription did they cut in the sand- 
Stone, some of them recording the martyrdom of 
one and another in these places of refuge, where 
the Roman soldiery sometimes hunted out and 
found them. 

In a long gallery of the Vatican, are hundreds 
of slabs, and as Mr. Vernon pointed out, and 
translated one after another, Mrs. Vernon and 
Harry were deeply interested.
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On some of them, a shepherd with a sheep 
across his shoulders was engraved, to represent 
Christ as the good Shepherd, many actions of his 
life are thus recorded, and very simple are the 
epitaphs ; one was, “ Victorine sleeps ;” another, 

’ ‘“Gemella sleeps in peace;” and then came one 
most interesting to Harry: “ Primitus in peace: 
a most valiant martyr after many torments. Aged 
38. His wife raised this to her dearest well- 
deserving husband.” Another, “ Laurentius, to his 

sweetest son, Severus, borne away by angels on 
the seventh ides of January.” 

As soon as they had sufficiently examined them, 
they drove off to the Catacombs—they entered 
them from the Basilica of San Sebastiano, which 

contains, as most churches do in Rome, relies pre- 

cious to the Romanists. 

Here is shown the impression of our Lord’s feet 

on a stone. They say He here met St. Peter 
flying from Rome to escape martyrdom. St. Peter 
asked Jesus where He was going, and our Lord re- 

plied, “ To be crucified afresh.” Peter was shocked 
at his own faint-heartedness, and returned to be 

crucified, as he was, with his head downwards. 

“ But papa,” said Harry, ‘“ what immense feet 

they must think Jesus had. Did you ever see 
such a size for a foot before? How ridiculous to 
pretend such an impression was left.”
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“No, my boy, it’ is far too large,” replied Mr. 

Vernon; “but anything does to impose upon 

these superstitious people.” 

They then descended a dark flight of stairs, the 

guide giving each one a candle, and carefully 

counting over the number of the party, as some 

people have been lost in this labyrinth of passages, 

which extend fifteen miles. 

Very deep was the interest each one felt as they 

walked along this dark and silent place. Every 

now and then they came to a sort of chapel, then 

tombs, then seats, all of which told a tale of suf- 

fering. The Romanists have removed thousands 

of the bones of the dead, which are much valued 

by them, and fetch a high price. ‘They have also 

cut crosses, and put vials of the martyrs’ blood, as 

they pretend, and vessels for holy water, but every 

one knows the early Christians had none of these 

things, so they look very ridiculous. As they 

drove home, Mr. Vernon explained to his son that 

it was not for many hundred years after these good 

people lived, that the Romanist errors began. 

Harry—* How soon, papa, did they believe in 

purgatory, and worshipping the Virgin Mary?” 

Mr. Vernon—* Not till the council of Trent, in 

1545, did these and any other opinions become 

the creed of the Romish Church. You re- 

member the Nicene creed, which is the be-
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lief we all repeat in the Communion Service. 
That was written only three hundred years after 
Christ, so you see how pure their faith was then: 
many of the prayers of our Liturgy are still read 
in Romanist churches, but being in Latin, few of 

the people understand them. They were of thé 
very earliest date, and quite free from Romanist 
error, written centuries before Popery began.” 

Before they reached home, Mr. Vernon stopped 

to see a miraculous image of the Virgin Mary in 
the church of St. Augustine. It was a large 
wooden figure, covered with jewels, all glittering 
by the light of the hundred candles always kept 
burning. As they stood looking at it, a young 
man came in and kissed its toe with great rever- 

ence, he then clasped his hands, knelt down, and 

as if in an agony of prayer, looked up at it again 
and again. 

He then rose, and kept kissing the toe as if he 
could not leave it. Altogether he seemed so 
earnest, and in such trouble, that it quite dis- 
tressed Mr. and Mrs. Vernon and Harry. The 
latter was looking anxiously towards the altar of 
the church at the opposite end. 

‘‘ What are you looking at, my boy?” said Mrs. 
Vernon. | 

“TI was wanting to see if the ten command- 

N 2
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ments were written up mamma, as we have them 

‘n our churches in England,” replied Harry. 

Mrs. Vernon—‘ You will look in vain for that, 

Harry, and I should think the Romanists would 

be ashamed to write them up, as we find them 

in their Bible. These solemn commands, which 

were given by God himself on Mount Sinai, they 

alter, but you will soon see why. The second 

commandment, ‘Thou shalt not make to thyself 

any graven image,’ &c., they have taken away alto- 

gether, and divided one of the others into two 

instead, to make up the ten.” 

Harry—* Oh, mamma, how very shocking, how 

wieked. When I saw that young man worshipping 

this great image, I remembered that command- 

ment; and you know, mamma, it says, ‘ Thou shalt 

not bow down to them, nor worship them : for I the 

Lord thy God am a jealous God,’ and I wondered 

if he remembered this, but I dare say he does not 

know there is such a command.” 

Mrs. Vernon—“ I fear not, or this image would 

not be adored by him in that way. Look at the 

beautiful rings and other jewels hung round, there 

must be more than a hundred, and all offerings 

to this miraculous image, which is said to cure 

diseases in a most wonderful way.”
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CHAPTER X. 

Lerrers and newspapers arrived, some from 

Mr. Hugh Vernon, to tell them of his promotion. 

He wrote from Tours, in France, where the fine 

air had done much good to Mrs. Vernon; and 

there were letters too from Naples, for Harry. 

Rose, in her note, begged him to persevere 

with his drawing, as it would give him so much 

pleasure when he got back to England, to look 

over his sketches, and show them to some of his 

schoolfellows. She said they all missed him very 

much, and hoped some of the happy plans they 

had talked about would come true. 

Edith gave him an account of a visit they had 

just paid to the gardens Rocca Romana. Her 

lovely dog, she said, was as full of fun as ever, 

and she had taught him a new trick, to swim after 

a stick just like a dog. She also hoped Harry 

would not think of kissing the Pope’s toe, as she
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had no notion of an old gentleman being so proud 

as all that. Donald’s was a short note, but he 

seemed to have missed his schoolfellow very much, 

and as for his flowers, he was afraid they would 

all die, now that Harry was not there to help him 

in his garden. 

Harry read each of the notes twice through, for 

they seemed to take him back to Naples, and 

made him very happy. He showed them to 

his papa and mamma, when they had finished 

reading their letters. “And now papa,” he ex- 

claimed, “when are we to see this wonderful 

Pope ?” 

“I have been inquiring about it, my boy,” 

replied Mr. Vernon, “ and I think we must go to 

St. Peters next Sunday. It is Palm Sunday, and 

I wish, now we are in Italy, to see one of the most 

magnificent ceremonies of the Romish church. 

Mr. and Mrs. Montague called, and very agree- 

able people they proved to be ; and when Mr. and 

Mrs. Vernon returned the call two days after, they 

found out that their new friends were very musi- 

cal. Harry soon spied a piano in their room, and 

hoped some day to hear some music from it. 

The 16th of March, 1845, was Palm Sunday ; at 

half-past seven in the morning they started for 

St. Peters. Mrs. Vernon was obliged to be 

dressed in black, with no bonnet, but a veil
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instead ; no lady is allowed to appear in the pre- 

sence of the Pope in any other dress. Seats are 

raised for them in St. Peter’s. Harry remained 

with his papa in the nave. At half past nine a 

loud knock was heard at the centre door of the 

cathedral, it is never opened for any one but the 

Pope, and then no hands touch it. Some machi- 

nery underneath opens the heavy gates. The sol- 

diers formed a passage for the procession along 

the church, and then the Pope entered, sitting in 

his chair of state, supported on a litter, and borne 

on the shoulders of eight men, dressed in crimson- 

On each side of him was carried an immense fan, 

made of peacock’s feathers. He was followed by 

numbers of cardinals, bishops, and priests, dressed 

in purple robes, embroidered with gold, and with 

very beautiful lace too. Then came officers and 

others in their most splendid costumes. 

The motion of the chair, as it was borne along, 

obliged the Pope to shut his eyes, for it was known 

to make him quite giddy. As he just bent two of 

his fingers, the people round fell on their knees, 

for this was his blessing, and then he was taken 

out of his chair and placed on his throne. After 

having received the homage of each cardinal, and 

then the priests, each carrying what they call a 

palm branch, but which is in reality common wood 

cut in strips, they slowly approached the throne,
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and the Pope blessed the branches, sprinkling 

them with holy water. After this, all the grand 

people present, who were entitled to do so, went 

up to the Pope and received a branch, and then 

the cardinals kissed his hand, the bishops kissed 

his knee, and all the rest kissed his toe, as they 

received it, ‘The music poured forth its notes, 

but it was not the least like religious music. The 

Pope was again carried about the church, and 

then High Mass was performed. When the host 

was elevated (by this they mean the wafer which 

is given at the Communion, and which they pre- 

tend is changed into the real and true body of 

Christ), all present fell on their knees, excepting 

the Protestants and the soldiers who presented 

arms, and as the guns were at the same instant 

lowered on the pavement, the clashing sound 

quite startled all strangers present. 

The service was now over; very wearied and 

hungry felt poor Harry—the noise and the glitter 

and the fatigue were all new to him—and he as- 

sured his mamma he had seen quite enough of 

the Pope; adding, ‘I hope it was not wrong, 

mamma, but I could only think of a Guy Fawkes 

as the Pope was carried in, he jogged about just 

like one, and he hardly looked as if he were 

alive, poor old man !” 

Mrs. Vernon smiled, and said, “‘ Well, my boy,
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I do not much wonder at your thinking so, for he 

did look very like one. How we must pity these 

people who make religion a mere show.” 

As they attended the evening service at the 

English chapel, outside the walls of the . city, 

(which is a large room, once used as a granary,) 

although no singing was allowed, and very quiet 

and simple was the service, Mr. and Mrs. Ver- 

non did indeed enjoy the contrast; and as the 

hearty response came from the hundreds there, 

in a language all could understand, a response 

to prayers of such matchless beauty, many a 

hearty thanksgiving too ascended to God for the 

light of his truth, the knowledge of Christ Jesus, 

and the blessings of Protestantism. Good Friday, 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon felt to be the anniversary of 

a day so sacred, that they preferred attending the 

English service, and as much as possible forget- 

ting all the mummeries going on around them. 

They had been shocked to see many of the cere- 

monies of the previous days, and many of the cus- 

toms of the people were singularly and coarsely 

irreverent. In some of the shops butter was done 

up in the form of a dead Christ! very shocking 

it was to see such a disgusting use made of so 

solemn an event, but it was quite common. 

Mr. Montague called on the Saturday and told 

them he had been into a church in which they
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acted the crucifixion. A jointed figure was fast- 

ened to a cross with monks and priests in attend- 

ance. One was preaching in the most exciting 

manner, pointing to the figure, till amidst the 

sobs and groans of the people, it was taken down 

from the cross, each limb falling helplessly like 

death! It so shocked him that he could not re- 

main to see the end of it. 

He told Harry there were two sights to come, 

which he thought would please him more than 

anything else; the illumination of St. Peter’s on 

Easter Day, and the fireworks the next night. 

And so they did. The whole outside of St. 

Peter's was traced out with lamps, and then as the 

clock struck eight, larger lights were lighted in 

every direction, till more than six thousand were 

burning, and the whole building looked like some 

fairy scene. The next evening Mr. and Mrs. 

Montague joined them, and they all went to the 

seats hired by them on the banks of the Tiber, 

opposite to the castle of St. Angelo, or the Tomb 

of Hadrian, as it used to be. 

Thousands were congregating in expectation of 

the sight, and for two long hours all were kept 

waiting. 

The yellow waters of the river glided by, and 

with them the thoughts of many of the party 

were carried down the stream of Time. Every
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now and then Harry roused them by exclaiming, 

“ [think they are going to begin;” but he said 

this so often, and the fireworks never came, that 

they laughed at him. At last, just as they were in 

the midst of a laugh, off went four thousand 

rockets at once, from the centre of the castle ; all 

the cannon fired at the same time, and the noise, 

seemed to leave every one deaf, after it. This is 

intended to represent an eruption of Vesuvius, 

and is called the Girandola. Far up in the dark 

indigo sky these rockets broke into every variety 

of shape; serpents, glittering balls of varied co- 

lours, came showering down, and were reflected 

in the old Tiber, which seemed on flame with it 

all. Presently an immense waterfall of fire came 

pouring over the sides of the castle. Then a house 

was represented with different coloured lights at 

each window; all at once it appeared to take fire, 

and all sorts of beautiful fireworks came bursting 

out of it. Many other changes took place, and 

then came a second explosion, as loud and grand 

as the first, andall was over. Harry had never seen 

good fireworks before, and greatly enjoyed them. 

Day after day there was always some spot of 

interest to visit; the travellers were always busy 

and saw so much, that it would take a much larger 

book than this to tell only half of it. 

One morning they drove to the tomb of Cecilia
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Metella—this too had been turned into a castle 

and fort in the middle ages—but the inscription 

was left uninjured, which still informs the world 

whose ashes had been placed there; the circular 

walls were as solid as ever, but all else was neglect 

and decay; the ivy grows luxuriantly over it, and 

creatly adds to the beauty of the ruin. It is two 

miles out of Rome, on the silent and grass green 

campagna. Harry quite enjoyed a run over the 

fields covered with their many wild flowers. After 

rambling about for some time they came to a 

cluster of trees, and near it down in a valley, was 

the Fountain of Egeria. Harry had read all about 

this spot, and was delighted to see it. 

‘‘ Papa,” he said, “do you really think this old 

marble figure was here, and the water dripping 

from it, when Numa Pompilius used to come and 

consult the nymph ?” 

“It is impossible to tell, my boy,” replied 

Mr. Vernon. ‘“ You must remember Numa was 

the next king of Rome after Romulus, so that if 

this be the same image, it is indeed very old.” 

Harry— I suppose, papa, the nymph Egeria 

was something like a Sibyl. I wonder if she was 

as clever as ours!” 

Mrs. Vernon laughed and said, “I am sure 

Numa needed a very clever one, to help him in 

governing such a rough warlike people, which he
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did for forty-three years, preserving peace all that 

time. But you know it is only said he encou- 

raged the report which was spread of his coming 

here to consult the nymph, that it might make 

his laws more imposing. He was a great philo- 

sopher, and very reluctantly became king ; being 

glad enough perhaps of this quiet retreat, for it 

was then a thick wood.” 

Mrs. Vernon found a crocus growing near to 

the fountain, a very beautiful one, orange and pur- 

ple, it was dug up at once, and a bunch of blos- 

soms gathered by Harry, to be pressed. Some 

pieces of marble, too, were bought in a little 

ruined temple near, which had been collected by 

some men, so they went home with many relics. 

Mr. Vernon ordered the coachman to stop at 

the tomb of the Scipios; and as they entered the 

garden in which it was discovered, Mr. Vernon 

said, ‘We must remember the famous Scipio 

Africanus, the conqueror of Hannibal, was not 

buried here but at Liturnum, by his own desire. 

This is the tomb of his great orand-father, Lucius 

Cornelius Scipio; when his sarcophagus was 

opened the skeleton was entire, though it had 

been buried two thousand years. He lived more 

‘than three hundred years before Christ. You 

remember, Harry, this sarcophagus is in the Va- 

tican Museum ?”
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Harry—* Oh yes, papa, I remember it well, it 

is a beautiful shape. I hope you will buy a model 

of it, for I have seen some in a shop.” 

Mr. Vernon—“ Yes, I intend to do so, for this 

is the most ancient tomb in Rome, and the very 

name of Scipio seems to take one back to stirring 

times in Roman and Carthaginian history.” 

There are several chambers dug out of the rock 

forming the tomb. Six sarcophagi were found, 

but now nothing remains beyond inscriptions, 

attached to the recesses in which they were placed. 

As the tomb was dark and damp, a short visit 

sufficed ; and on coming out, they heard a very 

curious smothered sort of noise, and as a man was 

standing near, with a broad grin on his face, 

Mr. Vernon asked him what the noise was. He 

went up to a sack, and holding it open, what 

should they see inside, but hundreds of frogs, crawl- 

ing and croaking in a most uncomfortable style. 

The man laughed at their disgust, and assured 

them they were very good, very fine eating, he 

had collected them for that purpose. 

“JT should decline such a dinner,” said Mrs. 

Vernon, and they all passed on, not at all pleased 

with this exhibition of frogs. 

The crocus was duly planted, the flowers 

pressed, and the pieces of marble labelled, when 

they reached home.
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The fifteenth of April, being Harry’s birthday, 

an excursion to Tivoli, with Mr. and Mrs. Mon- 

tague was arranged. It is eighteen miles from 

Rome, and a place of wondrous beauty, as the 

travellers soon found out. Its ancient name was 

Tibur, and it was founded nearly five centuries 

pefore Rome, being a very formidable rival of the 

eternal city, but the famous Camillus, who was 

called a second Romulus, from his services to his 

country, defeated the city, and it was ever after- 

wards subject to Rome. 

Soon after starting, the most pouring rain, a 

Roman rain began, a council was held, and some 

were for turning back, but the hopeful ones, 

seemed convinced it would leave off, so they car- 

ried the day. Presently, drip, drip, came the 

rain through the roof of the carriage. “ Here is 

an umbrella, papa,” said Harry, for he had gene- 

rally a remedy at hand, it was put up, and looked 

very comical inside the carriage. 

“ Never mind,” said Mr. Vernon, “if Dr. Syn- 

tax viewed the lakes in the rain, I am sure we 

may see Tivoli, and the waterfalls will be very 

full after it.” 

Happily it cleared off in an hour, and they 

soon came to a small lake, called, “Lago di Tar- 

taro.” 

The sulphurous smell from it was very bad in-
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deed, this having been once the crater of a volcano. 

The water is so petrifying, that it is gradually 

filling up its own bed. All the party collected 

beautiful petrifactions, like white moss, or very 

fine coral. Harry was zealously collecting a store 

of it, when as he approached a tree, it appeared 

as if numbers of the green leaves fell into the 

water at the same moment, what did they prove 

to be, but small green frogs! How they managed 

to get up the tree, puzzled Harry, but there they 

were, swimming about in the water, and a few 

brave ones still among the branches, looking down 

upon him with a sort of quiet indifference. He 

ran to tell the rest of the party of his discovery, 

and in so doing, went too near the edge of the 

lake, and its petrified bank gave way. However, 

Harry caught hold of some branches, and with 

the exception of wet feet, and rather a sprained 

ankle, he was not much the worse. Fortunately 

his beautiful petrifactions were safe. 

They all thought the smell here bad enough, 

but it was much worse further on, as they passed 

over a canal cut to drain the Lake Solfatara; the 

water is white, like milk, and so very offensive, 

they were obliged to beg the coachman to drive on 

as fast as ever he could. 

After taking lunch at Tivoli, they started for 

the falls. Three of them soon came in sight, one
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seemed all spray, so light and feathery that it 

hardly looked like water. Another was far more 

business like, and came rolling over the black 

rock with a great roar. These were formed by 

two side streams of the river. The third fall was 
the river Anio itself, it comes rushing dark and 

deep through two tunnels, which were with great 

difficulty cut for it through the rock not long ago, 

as its previous channel was so choked up, that the 

river frequently inundated the town. There it 

came, sweeping along with fearful rapidity, and 

then, in one solid mass, dashed over the fall of 

eighty feet, boiling and foaming quite in a fury 

below. Harry had never seen a waterfall before 

of any size, and here were three, all at once. 

Nothing was to be heard, but their ceaseless roar, 

and that going on always, for all time! He 

seemed not at all more inclined to speak than the 

rest, so there they stood in silent wonder. 

The scene around, too, was very beautiful, close 

by their side at the top of the cliff where they 

were standing, opposite the falls, were two ancient 

temples, and presently Harry asked his papa their 

names. 

«This beautiful round one, close to us, you will 

look at with great interest, my boy. It is sup- 

posed to be the temple of the Tiburtine Sibyl.” 

« Why, papa,” said Harry, “ they must, indeed, 

0
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have valued her, to build such a very beautiful tem- 

ple as this in her honour. Let us walk round it.” 

«This ancient city,” remarked Mr. Montague, 

« must have been very splendid—are you scholar 

enough, young gentleman, to remember Virgil 

calls it ‘Superbum Tibur.’ Ifind this motto is 

still on the city arms.” 

“J do not remember that,” replied Harry ; 

“but even if I had read it, I might have for- 

gotten it was near Rome, and then you know, 

Mr. Montague, it is so different to read about a 

place from what it is to see “." 

« Yes,” he replied, “it is, I own. Perhaps 

the beautiful Queen Zenobia sometimes stood on 

this very spot as well as the poetical Virgil, and 

hundreds more of the learned amongst Rome’s 

wonderful men. This said Queen though, tried 

to make quite an eastern home of it here, and 

lived with all the pomp of an Eastern princess.” 

The other temple is now made into a Ro- 

manist church, and is said to have been dedicated 

to Vesta. 

A narrow path down the side of the cliff led to 

the grotto of Neptune. The two side streams of 

the river unite after their fall, and rush through 

this hole in the rock. Very wild and gloomy was 

the scene and the noise quite deafening. 

The party then ascended the other side of the
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cliff, and stood by the edge of the river—just 
above the fall—it rushes on with such tremend- 
ous force that some of them felt quite giddy in 
looking at it. 

Donkeys were then provided for the ladies, and 
a beautiful road led them in front of some more 
waterfalls, called the Cascatelle. They fall over 
a cliff a hundred feet high, and are formed by 
several streams, each one taking the leap by 

itself. 

“ Don’t you think, mamma,” said Harry, “ the 
water looks quite alive—quite joyful, at being 
in such a beautiful place? and what a. beautiful 
valley it all runs into, it seems to be making 
great haste to get there.” 

Tivoli greatly charmed them all; and when 
Mr. Vernon looked at his watch, and said they 

must return to the hotel and start home, they 
were very sorry indeed to find time had gone 
on-so fast. However Harry’s ankle began to ache, 
and his mamma and Mrs. Montague looked so 
tired, that no objection was made. As they walked 
up the main street of Tivoli, the houses looked 
miserable and dirty enough; a strange contrast 
to the great beauties they had just left. | 

At the bottom of a steep hill by which they 
left the town, were the ruins of a splendid villa, 
built by Hadrian. Harry was most anxious to see 
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it, and begged his papa to stop—but “ No,” was 

the reply. Mr. Vernon and Mr. Montague both 

agreed it was too late and the party too tired. 

Harry was so sorry about it, that if he had not 

taken care, it would have partly spoilt the pleasure 

of the day, but he thought to himself, ‘« Well, 

perhaps, if I were to walk much more on this un- 

fortunate ankle of mine | should be quite lame ; 

and mamma is very tired.” 

He told her his thoughts about it presently, 

when she made a remark about his disappoint- 

ment, for she knew how much he had set his 

heart upon it, and felt for her boy. “ However,” 

she added, “ I dare say papa will let you ride on 

the coach-box, and you will see some of the ter- 

races and ruins in the distance.” The carriage 

was stopped, and Harry pleased enough to have 

such a high seat whence to look over the country. 

“ What a happy boy yours seems to be,” said 

Mrs. Montague to Mrs. Vernon; “he quite amuses 

me with his determination to make the best of 

everything. I wish I could do so—it would have 

saved me many a gloomy hour.” | 

Mrs. Vernon smiled and replied, “ Yes, his 

papa and I have always tried to encourage this 

habit in him as much as possible, for life has 

many clouds, and we wish him always to see the 

‘ bright light in the cloud,’ of which Job tells us.”
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Mrs. Montague looked thoughtful and sad, and 

after awhile told Mrs. Vernon that her two chil- 

dren both died, and she had never been happy 

since. That Harry reminded her in his face of 

her boy, adding, “ My husband was struck with the 

likeness too, the first moment he saw him, so 

you must not wonder, Mrs. Vernon, we have taken 

a great fancy to your son.” 

“ Well, mamma,” Harry exclaimed, when he 

bid her good night, “ what a glorious birthday 

this has been of mine! I have entered my teens 

at Rome and Tivoli, only think of that, mamma , 

+ It has indeed been a glorious day for you, my 

dear boy. I hope as each year comes, you will grow 

better and wiser. Let that one word ‘ Influence, 

which I have sometimes spoken to you about, be 

more thought of. Remember the youngest has 

some influence for good or evil, and let your aim 

be, to do good to others, and to get good from 

them ; silently and quietly can this work often be 

done.” 

When he entered his bed-room, he saw two 

packets on his table. A marble. model of the sarco- 

phagus of Scipio, which contained an inkstand, as 

a birthday present from his papa, and a book of 

views in Rome, from his mamma. So down he 

ran again to thank them. 

The following day Mr. Vernon pointed out to
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him the Inquisition. It is a large building with 

nothing particular in its appearance, but it made 

each of the party shudder as they passed it. 

“Do you think, papa, there are any people in 

prison there now?” said Harry. 

Mr. Vernon—“ I have no doubt there are, it is 

quite necessary in every country to have prisons— 

but then you see in Italy men are imprisoned for 

reading the Bible, and if they will persist in doing 

so—and in believing that alone to be their rule of 

faith, as we Protestants believe it to be, they are 

often kept there for life or else put to death in 

the most shocking manner.” 

Harry—* But, papa, it is the very way to make 

Protestants of them when the priests treat the 

people like babies, and pretend to cure them with 

a doll when they are ill, and all that sort of 

thing.” 

Mr. Vernon—* You are mistaken, Harry, it does 

not make Protestants of them; for the Bible you 

know is not allowed in Rome—but the men be- 

come infidels, and do not believe in God or in 

any religion.” 

They now came to a church Mr. Vernon wished 

to see, called Santa Croce. In it is a list of the 

relics contained there—Harry had diligently stu- 

died Italian, so he could now read for himself. 

“ Oh, mamma,” he said, “ do come here, and
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look at this list; there is in this cathedral ‘ The 

finger of St. Thomas, the Apostle, which touched 

the rib of Christ.’ How absurd! how can people 

tell which finger he used, and how could they 

get it? and here it says, ‘A phial full of the 

precious blood of Jesus Christ ;’ and ‘A piece 

of stone where our Lord sat after having fasted ;’ 

why really, mamma, even children could tell the 

priests they could not find such things as these.” 

“ It is strange, indeed, that these absurd relics, 

and hundreds more like them, should have re- 

ceived the seal of some archbishop to prove their 

truth and their fitness to be worshipped,” replied 

Mrs. Vernon ; “ and one of the worst things about 

Romanism is its untruthfulness. It is very wicked 

to tell a lie; but for priests and bishops to prac- 

tise one, and that for years, is worse still, espe- 

cially as it is done for gain.” 

They now drove to a building which contains, 

as the Romanists pretend, the staircase of Pilate’s 

house, which our Lord descended when he left 

the judgment-seat. It is only allowed to be @ @S- 

scended on the knees, and such thousands do so, 

that the stairs are covered with wood, as the 

stones were quite wearing away. In a chapel at 

the summit is a painting of our Saviour, by St. 

Luke, as it is pretended. This chapel is held to 

be so sacred that no woman is allowed to enter
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it. Harry was surprised at this, as well he might 

be, and very much shocked too, as each of the 

party were, to see women and children toiling up 

the stairs on their knees. 

Mr. Vernon thought they should now like to 

visit the Mamertine prison, one of the oldest 

buildings in Rome. 

« I find,” said Mr Vernon, “ that the building 

is of Etruscan origin, that Cataline and his accom- 

plices were confined there, and Jugurtha starved 

to death in one of the cells.” 

After descending a flight of stairs they arrived 

at a dark and small room; the guide reverently 

took off his hat, telling them that the place was 

very sacred, for St. Peter was confined as prisoner 

there. He then showed them a pillar to which 

they pretend he was bound, and an altar at which 

he said mass! The idea of St. Peter saying mass 

was so truly absurd, that poor Harry laughed 

aloud. 

The man added, that as the jailer wished to be 

baptized, a fountain all at once opened in the floor ; 

and he pointed to a hole which contained very dirty 

looking water, as the one. At the side of the | 

yoom was a slab of marble covered by a grating, 

with a hollow in the surface. They were informed 

that as St. Peter descended into the prison, a sol- 

dier struck him so violently, as to knock his head
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against the stone, leaving the impression of his 

head upon it. 

‘Why, mamma. how very absurd such a thing 

sounds!” exclaimed Harry. 

“ Of course, Harry,” replied Mrs. Vernon, “ the 

Romanists pretend that it was a miracle. I 

wonder they have faith enough to believe 

such nonsense, and yet not faith enough to trust 

simply in Jesus, as the one mediator between 

God and man, and their Redeemer, to save them, 

without any need of such foolish means as they 

employ to gain heaven.” 

As the Tarpeian rock is near the prison, they 

walked to see it. It is a precipice over which 

Roman criminals used to be thrown, but it is not 

so high as it used to be, from the quantity of 

rubbish which has gradually accumulated at the 

bottom. 

“We must be very busy,” said Mr. Vernon, the 

next morning at breakfast, “there is only a week 

left us now for Rome. Suppose we go to tlie 

Vatican Museum to-day, it will be our last visit.” 

The Etruscan antiquities much interested them, 

and are very valuable. 

“ Papa,” exclaimed Harry, “ this must be the 

bronze war chariot Mr. Ferguson told us to notice. 

How finely it is ornamented.” 

« Yes, this is it,” replied Mr. Vernon; “ and
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look at this statue of a warrior, made of bronze 

too. I think your Uncle Vernon would not de- 

spise such a brave looking man as he in his regi- 

ment; the helmet ends in a cone, and how well 

the coat of mail is worked in the bronze. It is 

difficult to believe this statue is nearly three thou- 

sand years old, is it not, Harry?” 

Harry—* It is indeed, papa. O look at all these 

gold ornaments, brooches, and earrings, and brace 

lets, they are quite as well made as those we saw 

at Genoa. How clever the Etruscans were.” 

After spending some hours in the many rooms 

of the Vatican, and being almost puzzled to know 

whether they liked statues or paintings best, they 

left and entered St. Peter’s. Here they met Mr. 

and Mrs. Montague, and as the two ladies were 

tired, they remained down stairs, while the rest 

ascended to the top. The broad staircase is so 

low in the step, that horses go up it with their 

loads—for many families live on the roof—as 

workmen are always needed to keep the cathedral 

in repair. 

When the party arrived there, it seemed to 

them more like a village than a roof; and a foun- 

tain of water always flowing, looked very curious. 

Up they mounted again over the mighty dome, 

or rather inside, for there is an outer and an inner 

one, and the staircase is between the two—then
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up again to the lantern, and then to the base of 

the ball, which is gilt, and large enough to hold 

sixteen persons. 

It has a gallery outside, and as they walked 

round it the view was most magnificent. The 

whole of Rome, the desolate campagna, the chain 

of the Apennine mountains on one side, the Me- 

diterranean on the other. 

For a long time they lingered to enjoy the 

scene, and when they descended, Mrs. Vernon and 

Mrs. Montague had left, as they had some shop- 

ping to do. 

The following evening Mr. and Mrs. Vernon 

and Harry, dined at the Montagues. Harry had 

music to his heart’s content, and heard a great 

deal about Italy, for Mr. Montague had travelled 

much in it. As he and Mrs. Montague were going 

the following week to Naples, they offered to take 

anything for Harry which he might like to send 

to his friends there, for he had told them about 

the happy days spent at Naples. 

The next day Harry bought a small bronze 

model of the Temple of the Sibyl at Tivoli, as a 

present for Edith, and a copy of the book he had 

been reading with such interest lately, for Donald, 

“ Rome in the Nineteenth Century.” He could 

not find anything for Rose, till entering the Eng- 

lish library, he saw a book for sketching. When
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he reached home he slipped two of his own 

sketches into it—one of the Coliseum, the other 

part of the Palace of the Ceesars—for as he had 

been working hard at his drawing, he knew Rose 

would value them, and they really were very well 

done. A note was written with each of them, 

and he took the parcel to Mr. Montague. 

He was just starting for a walk and asked Harry 

to go with him. They paid a visit to Gibson, the 

famous sculptor, and saw in his studio the cast 

of a statue which he had just finished, of Queen 

Victoria as Britannia, it had been ordered by 

Prince Albert. 

It was modelled out of the mud of the Tiber, 

as this does better for the purpose than any- 

thing else. Mr. Gibson had been over to Eng- 

land, to take the likeness of the Queen, and 

gave Harry such an interesting account of his 

visits to the Palace. The oblong block of mar- 

ble from which the statue had to be chiselled, 

and the many beautiful figures around, carved out 

of similar blocks, made Harry so wonder at the 

skill and art of such a man as Gibson. 

After this call, Mr. Montague said, ‘‘ Now we 

will go to the Palazzo Spada, and see a very old 

statue, and a very famous one too, of Pompey. 

It is supposed to be the one at whose base Julius 

Cresar fell by the hand of Brutus.”
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Harry looked at it with deep interest as Mr. 

Montague refreshed his memory by describing 

the last days of this wonderful emperor. 

Some farewell visits had to be paid. Cameo 

and mosaic brooches bought, boxes packed, and 

then the 26th of April came. The carriage was 

waiting at the door, and by nine o'clock in the 

morning our travellers left the “ Eternal City.”
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CHAPTER XI. 

Many a look was given towards Rome, as after 

leaving the campagna they mounted hill after 

hill, till the last look came, they then began to 

think of what was to be seen on the road. 

There was not much the first day; Civita Cas- 

tellana was their sleeping-place ; several Etrus- 

can tombs are to be found in the ravine forty 

or fifty feet deep, which almost encircles the 

town, this having been once a most important 

city of Etruria. The next day they started early, 

and reached Terni at two o’clock, and after a 

hasty lunch, drove in a light carriage to the famous 

waterfall. 

Long steep hills brought them quite into moun- 

tain scenery—the road on either side looked very 

gay with flowers; the white heath grows into a 

tree, nine and ten feet high—the cyclamen too is 

a very common wild flower.
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The roar of waters soon rose above every other 

sound, and after passing over the dry petrified bed 

which the river had gradually filled up for itself, 

so that a new channel was obliged to be cut for it, 

the travellers reached the first grand fall. It is 

nearly six hundred feet high; the spray rose in 

the most feathery and beautiful forms, and looked 

a most striking contrast to the vast body of dark 

water which the river Velino poured thundering 

down. 

The scene was wild and magnificently beauti- 

ful; but one great annoyance tried thé patience of 

all the party—the beggars, are of all beggars in 

the world, the most troublesome. At first Mr. 

Vernon bought some of the petrifactions and crys- 

tals they had for sale ; but that did not send them 

away, they kept on urging him to buy more, whin- 

ing “ Carita, Carita,” ‘ Charity, Charity.” A 

steep path leads down the face of the cliff to the 

two other falls, for there are three altogether, and 

their entire height is a thousand feet. Mr. Ver- 

non proposed to descend, but they were followed 

by the importunate troop who would not be silent; 

so he laughed and said, “‘ We must enjoy the 

place in spite of its dirty and whining accompa- 

niments.” They were too late for the rainbow 

which at twelve o’clock, from the position of the 

sun, is to be seen in the midst of the spray.
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The other falls were exceedingly fine, and the 

mountains round were very wild and grand ; the 

foliage too, was most abundant. Each of the 

party agreed in preferring Terni to Tivoli. 

« Well, Harry,” said Mr. Vernon, “ I am sure 

you are well off, to have seen the two finest water- 

falls in Europe within a month. This river Ve- 

lino has given trouble enough in its time; it 

never intended to fall over this precipice at all ; 

but it did so much harm up above, that the old 

folks, two hundred and seventy years before 

Christ, were tired of it, so they sent it leaping 

over this tremendous cliff, and after all, that 

would not do; so my friend Cicero came from 

Rome, and chose another channel for it, and since 

then three others have been made.” 

« Well, papa,” replied Harry, “ I think the 

ancients were wise in choosing such a lovely spot 

for the fall.” | 

After crossing the river by a light bridge, they 

gained an opposite view of the beautiful scene ; 

and returned through some grounds of a villa, 

which once belonged to Queen Caroline, to their 

carriage. 

The road, the next morning after leaving Terni, 

was magnificent, and as they entered the valley of 

Clitummus, Harry anxiously looked out for the 

little river, (which used to be worshipped as a
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god,) and the temple by its side. The water is 
wonderfully clear, and Harry gathered some 
flowers from its green banks with great interest. 

Perugia was their sleeping place that night. 
The city is built on the top of a very steep hill, 

so steep that two oxen were yoked in front of 
the four horses to drag the carriage up. 

About half way, the postilions stopped, as Mr. 

Vernon wished to see a famous Etruscan tomb 
lately discovered by an English gentleman. 

It had been cut out of the rock, and contained 

one large vaulted chamber in the centre, with five 

others round—from the roof hung a small winged 
figure of bronze. “ The genius of death,” as the 
Etruscans called it. The head of Medusa and the 
rising sun, and winged figures, were carved on the 
wall over the entrance, and serpents’ heads pro- 

truded from the walls. } 

In one chamber were five marble sarcophagi, 
with a recumbent figure carved on the top, so 
white and fresh, that it seemed impossible to be- 

lieve their great age. They contained the bones 
of the master and mistress of the family and 
three children it is supposed. Everything else 

had been taken out of the tomb, and put with 
other such relics in a house near. 

Perugia contains many Etruscan remains, for 
it was one of their important cities; so there was 

pP
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a great deal to interest Mr. and Mrs. Vernon, and 

they determined to remain there the following 

day. 

The morning after that, they started again on 

their travels. “ Now, Harry,” said Mr. Vernon, 

«we must look out for the Lake Thrasimene. 

We sleep on its shores to-night.” 

« Oh, here it is, papa,” he presently exclaimed ; 

« do stop the carriage to see this lovely view!” 

They walked down the steep hill to the edge of 

the water, marvellously charmed with all they 

saw. A very curious homely little inn was their 

resting place. On its walls different people had 

written their opinion of it; one was, “ Dont be 

frightened, the beds are clean, and the fish excel- 

lent.” This was quite true; but a serious battle 

had to be fought the principal part of the night, 

between the unhappy travellers who wanted to 

sleep, and the mosquitoes which would not let 

them. | 

« Good morning, papa,” said Harry the next 

day ; “ did you sleep well?” 

« No, my boy,” he replied, “ nor you either, I 

fancy, by your looks. The mosquitoes reminded 

me of Hannibal and the Romans. They seemed 

to know we had just come from Rome, and fairly 

beat me, for I have been awake all night.” 

“] so often thought of Donald,” said Harry.
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“how he would have groaned and fought. Hap- 

pily I had a good long sleep at last. But, papa, 

was it near here Hannibal defeated the Romans ?” 

“Yes, Harry, we shall, soon after starting, come 

to the battle-field. The historian Livy gives a 

most detailed account of the engagement.” 

Harry—* Do tell me something about it, papa. 

I like to hear of such great battles, and then to 

see the very place where it happened is so inter- 

esting.” 

Mr. Vernon—“ It seems a strange contrast, my 

boy, to talk of battles, with all their horrible 

scenes of slaughter, in such an exquisitely peace- 

ful scene as this. Hannibal's father and yours 

were great contrasts. He made his son swear, 

when only nine years old, he would never be at 

peace with the Romans, and for the sixteen years 

of his campaigns in Italy, he did indeed keep his 

vow. You remember, perhaps, reading of his 

crossing the Alps; when we see them a few 

weeks hence, you will indeed wonder at his skill, 

and enterprise, and perseverance. On he came 

towards Rome, spreading desolation everywhere. 

In this plain of Thrasimene, he managed to hem 

in the Romans. They were commanded by the 

Consul Flaminius—a headstrong conceited man— 

and there they fought. An earthquake shook the 

ground under them—but all was unheeded—and 

P 2
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at last, after three hours’ fighting, Flaminius fell. 

His death was the signal for flight, fifteen thousand 

Romans being left dead on the field. There is a 

small stream still called Sanquinetto, for on that 

memorable day it ran with blood.” 

Harry thought with his papa, the still and 

peaceful lake was a great contrast, and presently 

they started in the carriage. ‘There was no mis- 

taking the battle-field, a plain, surrounded by 

hills, and when they reached the stream, all the 

party alighted. 

« When did the battle take place, papa?” asked 

Harry. 

« Two hundred and seventeen years B- Oe 

plied Mr. Vernon. © Hannibal enticed the Romans 

into this swampy plain, there being a thick fog at 

the time ; and the pass by which they entered, the 

same as that through which we have just come, 

was immediately taken possession of by Hanni- 

pal’s troops, and then his soldiery rushed down 

from the surrounding hills upon the enemy. The 

lake you see cut off all retreat—so no wonder 

the loss of life was dreadful. J find that old cir- 

cular building at the top of the hill is still called 

“The tower of Hannibal, the Carthaginian,’ and 

this stream, ‘ The bloody rivulet.’ ” 

Corn fields and plantations of olive trees now 

cover the ground; and as they returned to the 
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carriage, Mrs. Vernon asked her husband to 

gather an olive branch. “ For now,” she added, 

«all is peace, and we cannot do better than carry 

away its emblem with us.” 

The road for the whole day charmed them with 

‘ts loveliness. They passed Cortona with its 

massive Etruscan walls, and reached Arezzo in | 

good time, so after dinner the cathedral was 

visited. ‘The painted windows in it are beautiful, 

and reminded them of some in York Minster. 

A figure of the Virgin Mary appeared to be the 

object of many prayers, as one and another knelt 

before it. The sacristan told Mr. Vernon she 

was a miraculous image;. that during a severe 

earthquake, the priests took her out of the church, 

and this image had immediately stopped it. 

The poor man evidently quite believed the lie, 

and hundreds of others, who bring it money not- 

withstanding their poverty, beHeve it too. 

Over one of the doors of the cathedral, are 

placed many fossil tusks, which are thought by 

some to be relics of the elephants of Hannibal. 

In returning to their hotel, they saw the house in 

which the famous poet Petrarch was born. 

One more day's journey brought them to Flo- 

rence, where they were to remain a fortnight. As 

they entered the city, a flower girl, in her pretty 

costume, and large Leghorn hat, threw into the
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carriage the loveliest bouquets of white cape jessa- 

mine and the pink rose de mot. As the carriage 

waited outside the hotel, with Harry in it, while 

his papa and mamma were gone to look at the 

rooms, she came up, and in good English said to 

him, “I hope you have had a pleasant journey,” 

but as that was all the English she knew, Harry 

talked to her in Italian. Whenever she saw them 

afterwards, during their stay in the city, they 

received flowers from her, and then on leaving, a 

present of money is of course expected by these 

flower girls, which Mr. Vernon gave with plea- 

sure, for she had kept them well supplied with 

rare and lovely flowers. 

Florence is the capital of Tuscany. This small 

state is governed by the Grand Duke, who has all 

the power, and lives in the style of a king. This 

part of Italy is not nearly so degraded as the Papal 

or Neapolitan dominions, but still Romanism is 

the religion of the country, and superstition in 

the people the groundwork of it all. 

One of the first drives Mr. and Mrs. Vernon 

took, was to the summit of a hill called Bellos- 

quardo. They entered the garden of a villa, 

which had been the last home of Galileo, and 

while there, Milton, our wonderful English poet, 

visited him. The view from the terrace of the 

garden is most beautiful. The city beneath, the
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river Arno flowing through it, and then winding 

its way along the valley. Hills covered with the 

brightest green woods, and the Apennines closing 

in the scene. 

“What a spot was this,” said Mrs. Vernon, 

« for two such men to enjoy nature and each other 

in. We ought to have brought a copy of Milton 

with us; but,” she added, with a smile, “ perhaps 

papa’s memory can supply the deficiency.” 

Mr. Vernon replied, “Some lines of his were 

almost on my lips; how well we can fancy him 

penning them here,— 

‘ These are Thy glorious works, Parent of good, 

Almighty, thine this universal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair, Thyself how wondrous then ’” 

Other favourite passages came to Mr. Vernon's 

mind ; as he repeated them, two little green lizards 

were playing on the wall close to Harry. They 

were quite harmless, and he amused himself with 

watching them. Over the door of the villa is a 

marble tablet, to record its having been the last 

home of Galileo, and that Milton had been his 

guest. | 

«Poor man,” exclaimed Mr. Vernon, “ how 

little did he think, as one scientific discovery 

after another absorbed his mind, of the cruel per- 

secution he should have to endure in consequence ;
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and how sad it must have been to his friend 

Milton to find him here still a prisoner of the In- 

quisition, though allowed to live in this villa 

Arcetri, banished, however, out of the city, broken- 

hearted and weary, after a cruel imprisonment too 

in the Inquisition at Rome !” 

« But, papa,” asked Harry, “ why did the cardi- 

nals and priests dislike him so, and put him in that 

dreadful Inquisition ?” 

Mr. Vernon—* Because the priests accused him 

of sorcery and satanic help in his discoveries. 

You can fancy how great their ignorance must 

have been !” 

Florence abounds in pictures, statues, bronzes, 

and other choice works of art, so that all who visit 

the city, and wish to see them, have to work 

hard. 

The Palazzo Vecchio, is where the famous 

family of the Medici, who long governed Tuscany, 

used to live, and the travellers wished to go over 

it. It is a most imposing massive building, with 

a high tower or campanile. This they ascended, 

and enjoyed the view from it. One room in the 

palace is amongst the largest in Europe. The 

guide told them, that in the dungeons of a fortress 

near at hand, one of the de Medicis had some 

vaults made for his treasures. The iron door is 

closed by a lock, which, by its discharge of pistols, 
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would kill any one attempting to open it, unless 

he knew the secret of turning the key.” 

- One afternoon, Mr. Vernon proposed a drive to 

a neighbouring convent, to see the famous fresco 

painting of the last supper, by Andrea Sarchi. 

After they had greatly admired its beauties, Mr. 

Vernon inquired the way to a convent Mr. Mon- 

tague had mentioned to him. They drove near 

it, but as there was nothing remarkable to be 

seen, Harry asked his papa why they had come 

there ? 

“Did you not hear what Mr. Montague said 

about it?” asked Mr. Vernon. 

“No, papa, do tell me,” repiied Harry. 

“ Tt was a long story, my boy,” said Mr. Vernon, 

“but I will cut it as short as possible. A friend 

of Mr. Montague, who had for years been resident 

in Florence, was there at the time the event oc- 

curred, and knew it to be true. An Italian noble- 

man had two sons, the eldest he disliked, and 

wished the second to receive the greater part of 

his property at his death ; but this was contrary 

to the laws of the country, so he devised this plan. 

He often spoke to the eldest of the great holiness 

and privilege of a monastic life, but the boy had 

no fancy to be amonk. When he became a man, 

his illness and death were reported; the funeral 

took place, and nothing more was thought of
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him. Some years after, a poor monk was discovered 

in a field a mile or two off from this spot. He 

appeared very ill and bewildered, unable to give 

any account of himself, but the peasants near 

knew by his dress from which convent he came. 

They led him back to it, and inquired of the 

monks, what they knew about him? * He is one 

of us, we know by his dress, but none of us have 

seen him before,’ was the reply. The superior 

was sent for. ‘ Oh yes,’ he said to their inquiries, 

‘leave the matter to me, I know all about it ;’ and 

away he led the poor trembling man. 

“ However, the Grand Duke would not let the 

matter rest, and insisted on an inquiry. It was 

then ascertained that the cruel father had by some 

means conveyed his son away to this convent, his 

illness and burial being a pretence. He had 

bribed the superior to keep him a close prisoner 

for life, as they had not quite courage enough to 

murder him. 

« A long time afterwards, one of the men of the 

house, while looking for wood in an inner cellar, 

heard some noise, which roused his curiosity, and 

he pushed open a small door. To his horror, he 

beheld a monk, looking most ghastly and dirty 

to a horrible degree. ‘The poor creature implored 

him to help him to escape, by leaving the door 

unlocked, and so won upon the man’s feelings, he
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did it. But years of confinement and misery, and 

then freedom, with no knowledge of the neigh- 

bourhood, or whither to fly, were too much for 

him; he sank insensible, and was found by the 

peasants.” 

“Oh, how very shocking papa!” otcihelalnsl 

Harry; “is it really true, and what became of 

him ?” 

Mr. Vernon—“ All is quite true. It was found 

out that the cruel superior had once a day taken 

him a little food, but he had never seen the 

light of heaven or left his prison. You will not 

wonder when I tell you, the poor man’s reason 

has never returned to him, and he is now in a 

lunatic asylum.” 

“T only wish I were Grand Duke,” said Harry, 

“all these convents should be pulled down ; or if 

the people must have them, I would have magis- 

trates go all over them, in the cellars too, once a 

week.” 

“That would be a capital plan,” replied Mr. 

Vernon, “to have them all under government 

inspection, both in Italy or England; but you 

see, my boy, the Romanists can never do without 

secrecy. A day is coming when the deeds of 

men will be revealed, and that before a God of 

infinite justice, who will recompense to every
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man according to his work. Let us often think 

of that day !” 

The public drive of Florence is a most pleasant 

one, belonging to the Grand Duke. Hundreds 

of carriages, and ladies, and gentlemen on horse- 

back, are to be seen there of an afternoon and 

evening. The flower girls abound with their 

baskets full of bouquets. The trees, too, are 

very fine. The stone-pine cyprus and ilex par- 

ticularly, forming such a good contrast to the 

bright green of the acacia and Spanish chesnut. 

The birds sing most melodiously, particularly the 

nightingale, and the fire-flies with their cheerful 

light as night comes on,—all this makes it a very 

favourite drive. 

In the palace are two paintings which Harry 

never forgot, nor does any one who has seen 

them, they are so very beautiful. Both are of 

the Virgin Mary and infant Jesus ; one by Murillo, 

the other by Raphael. Mrs. Vernon regularly 

took her chair, and sat to study them, particularly 

the one by Raphael. 

After looking at them for some time, Harry 

turned. to his mamma, and said, ‘“ How is it, 

that in Italy we are so constantly seeing pictures 

of the Virgin Mary, and so few of Jesus Christ, 

excepting as a little boy?”
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“J have often remarked this,” replied Mrs. 

Vernon; “ but it seems to me quite consistent 

with their religion. You see the Virgin Mary is 

worshipped by them, and they pay her far more 

honour than Jesus Christ, and pray to her for 

help. It is just as any one would act who looked 

to me for any favour. They would honour you as 

my son, and try to interest you on their behalf, 

but the one to grant the boon would be myself. 

Very awful are some of the prayers said to her, 

if they were not in print, it would be scarcely 

possible to believe such words could be addressed 

to one, who, though honoured above all women, 

by being the mother of the Lord Jesus, was still 

an ordinary mortal, and seldom spoken of in 

Scripture.” 

The fortnight passed quickly by, and our tra- 

vellers were preparing to start for Venice. Mr. 

Vernon found the procession of the donkey 

would take place the next morning, which was 

Sunday. As it passed their hotel before church 

time, they easily saw it. 

First of all came numbers of priests chanting, 

and boys carrying lighted candles, they were fol- 

lowed by girls dressed very gaily, and numbers 

of peasants, and then the donkey. On it was a 

lovely child, its only clothing being a tight-fitting 

light pink silk dress, so that at a distance it
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looked as if it had nothing on, fastened to its 

back was a pair of silver wings. Girls dressed in 

white followed, then priests, boys with candles, 

and carts, bearing presents from the peasantry of 

the neighbourhood, of oil, and olives, &c. These 

were given to the priests of the church, when the 

ceremony was completed. 

Formerly the donkey was led up to the altar, 

and the people after each prayer, used to make a 

braying noise, but this is not allowed now, and 

the donkey is left at the church door, as it had 

sometimes behaved very badly during the service. 

This ceremony is intended to represent the flight 

into Egypt, but all seemed mummery and non- 

sense to Harry, and like nothing he read of in the 

Bible. 

The journey the next day was quite among 

the Apennines. The mountain air so freshened 

our travellers, after the heat of Florence, that 

Harry particularly felt quite frisky, and was 

always ready to walk up the hills. They reached 

Bologna in the evening, and after a stroll in the 

town, and a purchase, of course, of some of its 

famous sausages, a night’s rest was most wel- 

come. 

The next day they reached Ferrara. Harry 

most carefully marked their route on his map, 

and learnt the geography of Italy, as he often
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said, in such a way that he should never 

forget it. 

This town contains some relics of a new kind 

to Harry. First of all, they visited the cell in 

which the great Italian poet, Tasso, was long 

confined as prisoner. Many visitors had written 

their names on the door, amongst them, Lord 

Byron. Ariosto’s house they saw, and then his 

manuscript poems and inkstand; and Tasso’s 

written poems also, which are kept as great trea- 

sures in the public library. 

Karly the following morning, they started for 

Padua, and after leaving their carriage at the 

hotel there, they took the train to the water's 

edge, opposite Venice. 

There, two miles out at searose the city! The 

spot at which our travellers arrived was all marshy, 

with no houses on it, only a small railway station. 

No trees growing, and all around looking desolate 

and sandy, but there was Venice, “ The Bride of 

the Sea,” and it was quite enough to have that to 

look at. 

Several gondolas were waiting at the water's 

edge, their rowers calling out loudly for pas- 

sengers. 

Mr. Vernon secured seats in one, and after a 

little delay, the rowing match began, for there
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appeared to be a great spirit of rivalry amongst 

the men. 

Harry greatly enjoyed this, it was something 

so new to him, he had often read of such scenes, 

and longed to see them and their gondola, too, 

preserved the start of the rest. All seemed more 

like a dream than reality. 

Mr. Vernon pointed to the arches, then being 

built in the sea for the railroad, which was to go 

quite into Venice. All the party were glad they 

had come before it was completed, as it was so 

much more appropriate to reach the city in the 

gondola. The centre of the boat had a black 

awning, ‘eoloured ones are not allowed now, be- 

cause there used to be so many fights between the 

yellows, and blues, and reds, each being party 

colours. 

At the Custom House Mr. Vernon hired a 

smaller boat for themselves, without any covering, 

as they could then see about them better. He 

found it was necessary to have a soldier accom- 

pany them, that the Austrian authorities might 

at once know the house or hotel to which strangers 

went. 

“Why, papa,” exclaimed Harry, “it looks as 

if we were prisoners. 1 am glad we don’t have 

this at home ”
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“So am I,” replied his papa, “no country is 
so free as our own happy England.” 

They now entered the Grand Canal, it winds 
through the city like the letter S. On either 

side are magnificent palaces. The sea washing 
the steps of each door. A glorious sunset lit up 
every part of the houses, and though all told a 

tale of neglect, decay, and glory departed, still 
the bright ruddy light cheered and brightened 
them up wonderfully, like the magic of a loving 

smile to a sad heart. One gondola after another 
rapidly passed them, no sound like the busy hum 
of a city met the ear, nothing but the measured 

splash of the oar, and the voices of the boatmen. 
Venice was very full of visitors, so after a little 

difficulty they were obliged to be contented with 
rooms at the top of a high hotel. 

A thunder-storm in the night, brought with it 

such a hurricane, that the sea in the canal the 

next morning was very rough. Opposite to Mr. 

Vernon’s sitting-room was a ferry, for there are 
a great many narrow passages in Venice for foot- 
passengers, and though bridges over the canals 
are common, ferries are wanted as well. Harry 
was much amused to watch the gondola, as it 
carried the people across, and as Italians generally 
think it necessary to talk very loud, and shout in 

all cases of difficulty, the noise they made as one 

Q
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large wave after another almost threatened to 

upset the boat, and the difficulty too of getting in 

and out, made it a very lively scene. As Mrs. 

Vernon had no wish for a toss, they preferred 

walking in some of the passages. The back door 

of their hotel led to one, and after passing over 

several small canals, they arrived at a large open 

square, called the Piazza St. Marco. Fine colon- 

nades, three sides of it with shops under them, 

and then the cathedral, and high tower at the 

fourth side, made it look most imposing, unlike 

anything they had seen before. 

«« Suppose we mount that tower, or campanile, 

at once,” said Mr. Vernon, “ and we shall have a 

bird’s eye view of the whole city.” Up and up 

they went, a weary pilgrimage to the top, but 

they were well rewarded for their trouble. They 

seemed quite mounted into the sky. 

“There, Harry, are the Alps !” exclaimed Mr. 

Vernon, but they were so distant, no idea of 

their height could be gained. 

A man is always stationed at the top of this 

tower, to give notice in case of fire, and to strike 

the bell at stated times. Most strange it looked 

to have the sea all round, and one island after 

another spread out before them. 

«What a famous place this would be, papa,’ 

said Harry, “ to study the stars from, would it not?”
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“Yes,” replied Mr. Vernon, “and others have 
thought so before you. Galileo amongst them. 
He made most important astronomical discoveries 
from this very spot, through one of his famous 
telescopes.” 

They were surprised to find that the small 
canals and bridges of Venice were not visible, as 
the houses are so high and near together. A 
most refreshing breeze came from the sea, and 
our travellers lingered more than an hour to 
enjoy it, and the striking view spread out before 
them. 

After descending, Mr. Vernon pointed to a 
curious clock near the cathedral. Two bronze 
giants are placed by the side of a large bell, to 
strike the hours on it. Twelve o’clock soon came, 
and Harry was vastly amused to see first one, and 
then the other, raise his great club and knock 
the bell. 

Mr. Vernon told him, that it is said, one of 

the figures committed murder, by knocking a 
poor man off the parapet with his hammer, as the 
clock was striking. 

Five minutes after the hour had been struck, 
the figures set to work again. Every hour is thus 
repeated. ‘“ Why, papa,” said Harry, “how their 
arms must ache, when they come to twice twenty- 
four.” 

Q 2
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Harry returned to the hotel quite rich in pur 

chases of bead bags and purses. A model of a 

gondola, particularly pleased him, and he bought 

three of them. 

The sea was perfectly calm the next day, and 

in the afternoon they started for one of the many 

neighbouring islands called Isola Lido. They 

had two gondoliers to row them, these men 

always stand rowing forwards. As the elegant 

gondola glided over the water, Harry thought he 

had never enjoyed anything so much before. His 

papa told him Lord Byron lived for some time at 

Venice, and wishing for horse exercise, he had 

a stable built on this island Lido, and used to 

ride up and down it every day. Many of the 

Venetians looked upon this as a great feat. “For 

you know, Harry,” he added “most of the chil- 

dren here, have never seen horses and carriages, 

so no wonder they stared at Lord Byron's horses.” 

Part of the island is the Jews’ burying ground, 

and after passing through it, our travellers came 

to hills of sand and stones, and then the open sea. 

The sands were delightful, with plenty of shells 

on them, and after a good run, and his favourite 

chase after the waves, Harry began to collect some. 

“You must remember, my boy,” said Mrs. 

Vernon, ‘these are the waves of the Adriatic sea, 

not your favourite Mediterranean.”
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“Oh, yes, mamma,” he replied, “ I remember 

it, and was just thinking the blue is not so deep, 

nor the waves half so full of fun and spray as my 

old friends were, they seem lazy and tired here.” 

Mr. Vernon sat down to sketch, and Mrs. 

Vernon read to him meanwhile out of Rogers’ 

“Ttaly.” Harry soon joined them, when he found 

out this, and had no trouble in sketching on that 

day, as “perseverance” had been sometimes 

-whispered in his ear, and he determined he would 

some day or other draw as well as his papa. The 

sunset was most beautiful as they left the island, 

the snowy Alps had a blush of crimson over them, 

and the city shone and glittered like some fairy 

scene. Mrs. Vernon began a favourite song of 

theirs, “ Beautiful Venice,” and as they all three 

sang it most sweetly, a light breeze sprang up, as 

if it determined to carry the sounds to its favourite 

lurking place, “ The Bride of the Sea.” 

Darkness came quickly on, lights flitted about 

like fireflies, for each gondola carries a lamp at its 

prow, and by Mr. Vernon’s order the gondola 

stopped at the grand flight of steps leading to the 

Piazza St. Marco. Here was indeed a contrast to 

the silent and grass-grown island they had just 

left. Ladies and children, most gaily dressed, and 

gentlemen, were seated under the colonnade, or in 

the square, sipping coffee, and eating ices, and a
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fine military band was playing in the most ani- 

mated style. Numberless lamps were lighted, 

and Mr. and Mrs. Vernon thought it would be the 

best plan to follow the example of the rest, and 

order some ices too. 

Harry was quite pleased to hear this, and for 

an hour they sat listening to the music, and 

watching the people. Different cakes and fruits 

were vended about by little boys. Strawberries 

and currants, which had been glazed all over by 

dipping them into a strong syrup, were very nice, 

and quite new to the travellers. 

As they rowed home, the scene looked more 

strange than ever; the black waters of the canal, 

and the many lamps reflected in it; one gondola 

after another flitting past them, bearing gaily 

dressed ladies to the Square of St. Marco; the 

peculiar shout of warning of the gondolier, as he 

suddenly turned his gondola round the corner of 

some side canal; everything seemed to Harry like 

a dream, and he really made along dream of it all 

night.
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CHAPTER XII. 

In the year 697, the first Doge, or head magis- 

trate of Venice was elected, and they continued to 

govern the city for eleven centuries ; but in 1797, 

the nobles prostrated themselves before Buona- 

parte, and proclaimed the Republic to be no longer 

in existence. ‘The Austrians now rule there. 

The Doge's palace greatly interested the travel- 

lers. It contains many valuable and beautiful 

pictures, and amongst them, in the principal hall, 

are the likenesses of all the Doges, excepting one. 

There is the frame in its right place, but a black 

handkerchief is all that is painted on the canvass, 

the Doge Faliero, who ought to have been there, 

having been beheaded. After examining several 

splendid rooms, they ascended to the prisons 

under the roof, miserable enough they were, and 

when their guide told them other prisons under- 

neath the palace were worse, as they should pre-
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sently see, Harry turned to his papa in amaze- 

ment, and said, 

«A palace! and with prisons above and below 

it—what would our Queen say to such a thing! 

Why, papa, the republic of Venice must have 

been very cruel !” 

“Yes, my boy, power, despotic power I mean, 

is a most dangerous thing for a man to be in- 

trusted with. No government so good as our 

own—King, Lords, and Commons.” 

In descending the magnificent staircase of the 

palace, down which the head of Faliero is said to 

have rolled, the lions’ mouths were pointed out to 

them. Any spy might there slip in a piece of 

paper to record an unguarded word of some poor 

citizen, and likely enough the next hour would 

find him imprisoned, and no trace of him would 

ever be heard of afterwards. 

They visited the small damp underground cells. 

No day-light was admitted, and so little air that it 

was difficult to breathe, and made our travellers 

hasten out. ‘The man pointed to the door leading 

to the “Bridge of Sighs,” which Harry had 

noticed built over a side canal, uniting this palace 

with an adjoining prison. No one ever passing 

over the bridge returned alive, so it is well named. 

He also showed them another small door, opening 

on the side canal, through which bodies of pri-
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soners, dead or alive, were thrust into a boat, and 

then thrown into the water, in the darkness of 

night, two miles off. On this spot, (the watery 

grave of hundreds,) no boatman was allowed to 

fish, under a heavy penalty. 

After returning to their gondola, which was 

waiting for them at the steps of St. Marco, our 

party quite enjoyed to glide over the free calm 

waters of the Adriatic, determining to forget the 

prisons, with their scenes of horror fancy had pic- 

tured, trying rather to recall the scene when the 

gay vessels, all decked in their brightest colours, 

and the Doge in his state barge, according to the 

annual custom, dropped the ring into the blue 

salt sea, to commemorate its marriage with its 

beautiful bride, fair Venice. And then, as our 

travellers neared the grand canal, they pictured 

the state barge, with its seven brides, as they were 

rowed through the city, the admiration and pride 

of thousands who gazed upon such youth and 

beauty. Mr. Vernon read to them the poet 

Roger’s description of the scene. 

After passing under the famous bridge, the 

Rialto, they landed, and walked over it. There 

are shops on each side, built over its whole 

length, and a succession of steps form the narrow 

causeway. It leads to the island Rialto, where
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the best shops are for the famous Venetian gold 

chains. Mr. Vernon bought one for his wife, the 

links were very small, but the length of the chain 

so great, it was worn three times round the neck, 

and the gold is very pure. 

Mr. Vernon reminded Harry, as they walked © 

along the narrow passages of the island, that it 

was on this spot a few fishermen first built their 

huts, which led by degrees to the foundation of 

Venice. 
| 

“But who came here after these fishermen, 

papa?” said Harry. 

«Tt is generally believed,” replied Mr. Vernon, 

«that the Venetians are descended from a people 

who after the destruction of Troy, led by Antenor, 

colonized near Padua, and then, to be more inde- 

pendent still, made some of these islands their 

home. Little did the fishermen think of the 

mighty results that would follow, as they here 

built their huts. A city of palaces rising in 

the sea, and a sturdy republic, that should bid 

defiance to the powers of Europe, though now she 

has indeed fallen, and Austria holds over her an 

iron rule.” 

“But,” Mrs. Vernon replied, ‘“ they are almost 

better off now than under the tyranny of their 

Doges, though I suppose the commerce and
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wealth of the city have nearly departed. It was 

strange that a Doge, as chief magistrate, should 

have had such power.” 

As they rowed home, some of the beautiful 

palaces had clothes hung out to dry at all the 

upper windows, plainly showing that many of the 

poor of Venice were now inhabiting the rooms of 

princes, and that those princes were princes no 

longer. 

As Mr. Vernon wished to see the Arsenal, they 

rowed there the next day. The gateway was 

erected in 1460, after the plan of a Roman trium- 

phal arch. Near this entrance are four famous 

lions, memorials of the conquests of Venice; one 

was brought from Corinth, two from Athens, and 

the fourth used once to stand at the entrance of 

the Pirseus, the noble harbour of Athens, part of 

which harbour was built by Themistocles, and 

the rest by Pericles. Harry looked at this lion 

with deep interest. On its shoulder and back 

were many ancient inscriptions. 

The armoury was once rich in treasures, but it 

was so pillaged by the French, that its chief ones 

are gone. The celebrated Bucentoro, the vessel 

from which the Doge used to throw the ring 

Harry had been hearing about, used to be kept in 

the docks here, but it was burnt by the French. 

A press full of horrible instruments of torture
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our party did not long remain to examine. One 

thing the guide pointed out, a kind of spring 

pistol, in the shape of a key, with which a very 

wicked tyrant, named Francisco, who lived at 

Padua, used to kill any persons he suspected, by 

shooting poisoned needles at them. 

On their way back to the hotel, they landed as 

usual at the steps of St. Marco; there was always 

some purchase to be made, or something to be 

seen there. 

The cathedral is a fine building, but the pave- 

ment of the floor so uneven from inundations of 

the sea, and earthquakes as well, that it was un- 

pleasant to walk on it. 

In the evening Mr. Vernon had some letters to 

send to the post, so he turned to Harry, saying, 

«J very much suspect, my boy, that as this is 

your last evening in Venice, you would like an 

evening row, and by yourself too! So as our 

gondolier is a most careful fellow, you shall go 

alone, if you like to trust yourself under his 

guidance, to the post-office.” 

“Capital, papa!” cried Harry. “T shall lie 

down in my gondola, and let him take me where 

he likes.” 

As Harry stepped into the elegant boat, its 

lamp brightly burning, he felt quite a man, and 

very happy indeed. On his return he had plenty
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to tell his papa and mamma. First, of a gentle- 

man playing on a guitar, standing under a balcony 

filled with flowers; “‘ But mamma,” he added, “I 

saw no lady there, though there must have been 

one, I am sure ; and then further on, dear mamma, 

I saw a gondola shoot so quickly out of a side 

canal, that the head of it ran quite through the 

black awning of another, and very nearly chopped 

off an old gentleman’s nose. He was very angry, 

and took the man off in his boat to be punished 

by the magistrates, or some one or other, and then 

on we went again. Oh, mamma, I shall be 

exceedingly sorry to leave Venice.” 

“And so will each of us be, my boy,” Mrs. 

Vernon replied ; “ but other pleasures are waiting 

for us elsewhere. Good night, off with you.” 

They crossed the shallow sea the next morning, 

and a short railroad journey brought them back 

again to Padua. Their hotel was just opposite 

the cathedral, and after ordering dinner, Mrs. 

Vernon proposed a visit to it. The exterior is 

very curious and ugly. Seven large domes, and 

three minarets on the roof, look as if they would 

break it through. Before entering, Mr. Vernon 

told Harry the church is dedicated to St. Antonio. 

The interior is very gaily ornamented ; the shrine 

of the saint appeared quite a blaze of gold and 

silver, with numbers of candles burning day and



238 HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 

night. ‘Two solid gold lamps were there, and 

candelabra, borne by angels, sending forth flames 

which burn before the tomb. St. Anthony lived 

at Padua. His tongue is the principal relic, and 

performs wonderful miracles. Bonaventura, who 

was also himself made a saint by the Romanists, 

wept, and prayed over, and kissed this withered 

tongue, praising God for the good it had done. 

Harry felt quite disgusted on hearing this. His 

papa pointed out a picture to him near the tomb 

of this famous saint, Antonio preaching to the 

fishes ; there they all were, with their heads out 

of water, and their mouths open, appearing to be 

a very attentive congregation, the saint was stand- 

ing on the shore. 

The Romanists pretend this is quite true, and 

many other miracles declared to have been done 

by him, are even more absurd. He is said to have 

compelled the devil to follow him for ever in the 

form of a pig. 

While our travellers were looking at the church, 

numbers of people came in, and the service began. 

Several priests commenced walking briskly about 

the aisles and choir, bearing some casket in their 

hands, covered with beautiful silk, at last one man 

walked alone, preceded by @ boy in a white gown, 

and followed by numbers of poor people. No 

prayers were being said, no sermon preached, but
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all the congregation seemed moving about, 

puzzling Harry not a little. All bowed, and 

crossed themselves as they passed the shrine of 

St. Antonio; dogs were walking about too, and 

the organ played tremendously. Mr. and Mrs. 

Vernon remained twenty minutes, and as the 

scene kept on just the same, they left, quite sad at 

heart to see such heathenish nonsense. , 

“How strange it seems,” said Mr. Vernon, 

“that Padua, once the seat of great learning, 

should tolerate such errors in religion. The first 

paper mills introduced into Europe, were estab- 

lished here.” 

“Were they indeed, papa,” said Harry; “ by 

whom ?” 

“ By Alfonzo, king of Castile, at the end of the 

thirteenth century; the invention passed from 

Spain to Padua, and here the mills were first 

worked. Paper-making was originally brought 

from China by an Arabian, a. D. 706. How long 

the Chinese had possessed the art, 1 know not.” 

“We shall here, my boy,” he added, ‘“ bid 

farewell to the interesting associations connected 

with Galileo. I was reading the other day, that 

he was at this place and Venice for seventeen 

years, and used to publish his discoveries, in @ 

little pamphlet, entitled, ‘ Intelligence from the 

Stars.’ ”
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«“ How I should like to have taken it in,” said 

Harry. 

‘No doubt you would,” replied his father, 

«and have wondered not a little to hear for the 

first time of mountains in the moon. However, 

his discovery of the earth’s motion 80 enraged the 

wise people at Rome, that he was sent for to 

appear at the tribunal of the Inquisition. After 

threats, &c., he promised one of the cardinals not 

to teach this new theory, but knowing it was per- 

fectly demonstrated, and being worried by the 

ignorance of his judges, he rose, stamped on the 

ground, and said, ‘ It has moved ever since.’ So 

he had to taste the enjoyments of prison life, and 

at last died, as you know, at that villa we visited 

near Florence, still a prisoner of the Inquisition. 

The popes denied a monument to his memory 

till thirty years after his death, and strange to 

say, as if his discoveries were not to be lost, 

Newton, our great astronomer, Was born the very 

year Galileo died, and other eminent men in 

Italy followed out his theories.” 

“How singular it was,” said Mrs. Vernon, 

‘« Galileo and Milton should both become blind ? 

Do you suppose Galileo was so at the time of 

Milton’s visit to him ?” 

“J should think not,” replied Mr. Vernon. 

“ Milton was at Florence sn 1637, and Galileo
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did not die till 1642, so he had been two years only 

in his villa near Florence, but he may have been 

blind, and then with what feelings of sympathy 

must our poet have remembered, years afterwards, 

his late friend’s affliction; as he composed that 

beautiful sonnet on his own blindness ‘” 

“What a great trial,” added Harry, “it must 

have been to Galileo to be blind, when his eyes 

had found out such wonders. But still, he had 

more to remember and think about than other 

men, when he was blind.” 

“ Yes, he had indeed,” replied Mr. Vernon ; * he 

began to think very early in life. He was born at 

Pisa, and was quite young when he watched the 

movement of that lamp suspended from the ceil- 

ing of the cathedral. You remember watching it 

too, do you not, my boy ?” 

“Oh yes, papa! how much we shall have to 

remember, and think of, and talk over, about 

Italy, all our life long !” 

The next morning, before starting, they visited 

the famous Hall of Padua; the roof is said to be 

the largest unsupported by pillars in the world. 

There are a great many paintings inside, and at 

one end of it is a monument to Livy, who lived - 

for a long time in the city, and was born near it. 

Harry was much interested in a statue of Belzoni, 

in his Turkish dress. It is placed on one side of 

R
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the hall, between two ancient Egyptian statues, 

which he presented with great pride to this, his 

native city. 

«What is this immense horse put in the middle 

of the hall for, papa ” asked Harry. 

Mr. Vernon questioned the man in attendance, 

who said it was the wonderful Trojan horse. 

Mr. Vernon smiled, as he told Harry he did not 

think that a wooden horse could have lasted so very 

long atime. “ But,” he added, “the Paduans are 

very proud of their city's founder, Antenor. You 

remember, Harry, I told you he and many with 

him, settled here after the Trojan war. You will 

feel double interest in your classical studies when 

you return home from this visit to Italy, and 

Homer’s account of Antenor will much interest 

you, I know.” 

In one of the streets of Padua a large marble 

sarcophagus is shown, which, when opened, con- 

tained an immense skeleton, grasping @ sword in 

its bony hand. This excited great notice amongst 

learned men, and is by some said to be the tomb 

of Antenor. A great many ancient medals were 

found near the tomb, but nothing really certain is 

- known about it. 

Padua is a gloomy place, but the peasant girls 

and women enlivened it, for the love of flowers 

seemed quite universal, and they generally had
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some in their well braided hair, and with the 

green or gaily painted fan in the hand, which all 

the women of Italy carry in hot weather, the 

people had a smart look, and brightened up the 

old streets. Baskets of melons and other fruits 

were for sale, and as the heat was extreme, our 

travellers provided themselves with a good supply 

for the journey the next day. 

Before starting, Harry busily watered the large 

pot of flowers outside the front of the carriage 

window. This seemed quiteto amuse the many 

children loitering about, and they exclaimed, 

pointing to the flowers, “Il piccolo giardino,” 

“The little garden.” They left Padua, and after 

a hot journey, arrived in the evening at Verona, 

~ go famous for it Roman Amphitheatre. By a 

statute of the town it is kept in perfect repair; so 

the stone seats and arena are entire, and though 

this Amphitheatre is not nearly so large as the 

Coliseum at Rome, it held twenty-two thousand 

people. 

Our travellers lingered in it till night came on, 

and as they left the dark mysterious galleries, 

catching sight, now and then, through the open- 

ings, to the seats of the gloomy arena, Harry 

turned to his mamma, and said, “ How shocking 

the gladiatorial combats must have been in these 

theatres. That beautiful statue at Rome of the 

R 2
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dying gladiator, makes me think more of the 

cruelty of such games. Does it not you, 

mamma. ?” 

Mrs. Vernon—‘ Yes, it does indeed Harry ; how 

wonderful that ladies could go to see these horri- 

ble fights! You remember if one of the oladiators 

surrendered, his life was not always given him ; 

but if the audience bent back the thumb, the 

other gladiator had to kill him, and then receive 

the palm branch of victory !” 

The following morning breakfast was ordered 

at four o'clock, and by half-past our travellers had 

started, as they had proved the day before the 

fatigue of travelling along flat sunny roads in 

the middle of the day. 

Hundreds and thousands of brown lizards were 

to be seen basking in the sun along the roads, 

and often amused Harry as they ran off in haste 

at the sound of the carriage. The beautiful Lake, 

called in Italian, Lago di Garda, delighted them 

on that day’s journey. Our travellers had never 

seen such a splendid lake before, and remained 

some time on its shores, admiring the mountains 

yound, and their beautiful blue tints. Mr. Vernon 

took a sketch of it in coloured chalks, so lovely aone, 

that in the evening, when they arrived at Brescia, 

and he had finished it off, Mrs. Vernon assured 

him it was so beautiful, he must have intended it
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for her, and though she might allow him to copy 

it, still it must be hers, and she should have it 

framed to hang up in her own room at home. 

The road the next day was much the same as 

on the two former ones, through flat and well 

cultivated land, with vineyards for miles together; 

the boughs festooned from one tree to another, 

looking as if they were all linked together, hand 

in hand, for a general dance. 

Our travellers reached the Hotel de Ville, at 

Milan, in time for the table d’héte, at five o'clock, 

and as usual Harry found it most amusing to 

dine with nearly sixty strangers ; English, French, 

and Italian being heard on each side of him. Ice 

was most plentiful at the table, and many a piece 

found its way into Harry’s tumbler of water, almost 

making his teeth ache as he drank it. 

After dinner Harry felt quite impatient for a 

walk; but as his. papa assured him a rest was 

needful first, especially for his mamma, he sat 

himself at the window which was at the back of 

the hotel, and had a long look at the beautiful 

cathedral. Itis built of pure white marble, and 

behind it and above it was the deep blue sky; the 

many hundred pinnacles and statues, glittered in 

the sunshine like silver, and the longer Harry 

looked at it, the greater his wish became to pay 

ita visit; but his papa was reading the news-
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paper, and Mrs. Vernon lying on the sofa, with 

her eyes shut, as Harry greatly suspected, having 

a little nap; 80, as usual, he discovered the bright 

side of this waiting time, and thought to himself, 

«Tt is very hot still, so half an hour hence it 

will be cooler, and mamma will enjoy her walk 

twice as much after this rest.” 

As they passed through the wide and bustling 

street without any causeway, and looked up at the 

houses with their finely coloured balconies, the 

striped and gaily coloured awnings to the shops, 

yellow and purple being the predominant colours, 

the women too with their light black lace veils 

over their shining hair, Harry was greatly charmed 

with the scene. Presently they entered the 

piazza or square, on one side of which is the 

cathedral; he and Mr. and Mrs. Vernon felt 

that this building far exceeded in beauty any 

church they had seen in ‘Ttaly. They ascended 

the flight of steps to it and entered. The painted 

windows, which are of matchless beauty, threw a 

subdued and solemn light over every part of the 

lofty and beautiful pbuilding ; as they stood and 

looked again and again at the beauties round 

them, Mrs. Vernon took Harry’s hand and said, 

« Whata fitting temple this looks, my dearest boy, 

for the worship of the God of heaven! and how 

often have we enjoyed on & Saturday evening at
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home to worship God, in another temple, our own 

beautiful Minster. There the word of God, and 

simple and heart-thrilling prayers to Him, were 

what we heard and joined in; the God of our 

salvation was praised! Here his word is seldom 

heard, the priests pray and praise in an unknown 

tongue to the people, and instead of preaching 

salvation alone in Christ, there is the Virgin 

Mary of their salvation, the saints of their sal- 

vation, the penances and meritorious acts, as they 

think, of their salvation. Christ is abased and man 

ig exalted! with us, let us ever remember Christ 

shall be more and more exalted, and man abased!” 

Harry did not say much in reply; but as he 

gave a hearty squeeze to his mamma’s hand, and 

looked into her gentle earnest face, beaming with 

love for him, a strong hope came into his heart, 

that some day he should love, and serve, and ho- 

nour Jesus, as his beloved mother did. 

Near the altar, Mr. Vernon noticed a bright 

light; they walked up to it, and looked down into 

the splendid tomb of St. Carlo Borromeo. The 

sacristan came up to them, and after paying the 

sum demanded, they entered the subterranean 

chamber, the walls of which are entirely covered 

with silver tablets in alto relievo, representing the 

good deeds of the saint. Extra lamps were needed 

to show off all the jewels, and silver, and gold, so
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the man lit several, and our travellers were sur- 

rounded by glitter. ' 

The man turned a windlass, and the front being 

lowered, the corpse was displayed in its shrine, 

seen through panes of rock crystal. It is dressed 

in the splendid robes of a cardinal archbishop, 

the mitre and crown, studded with jewels ; rings 

and other magnificent ornaments, amongst them, 

a diamond and emerald cross, shone and sparkled 

in every direction ; and there lay the brown and 

shrivelled remains of one whose favourite motto 

was “ Humilitas;” this word is written in golden 

letters on different parts of the tomb. <A misera- 

ble contrast was there seen of man’s decay and 

the glitter of earth! It was a painful and horrible 

sight, and seemed so to profane the sacredness of 

death, that our travellers hastened out of the tomb. 

After returning to the hotel, Mr. Vernon said to 

Harry, in a reply to a remark of his that he could 

not forget that tomb, “ Nor can I, my boy ; 

Carlo Borromeo was a man very unlike most other 

Romanist saints, one whose life was unblameable 

and disinterested; so free from the superstitions 

of his religion, that Protestants must respect him, 

and remember his name, as one whose faith was 

far better than the creeds of his church, and 

whose motto ‘ Humilitas,’ was well followed out 

‘n his life. If he could speak to the poor deluded
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people who worship at his shrine, we are quite 

sure he would tell them all that jewelled magni- 

ficence was a mockery and dishonour to the re- 

membrance of his name, and true to his motto, 

he would seek some lowly grave. He died in 

1584.” 

There is no service for the English in Milan, 

but fortunately an English nobleman, with his 

family and chaplain, were in the hotel, and he 

sent word to all the visitors, that morning and af- 

ternoon service would be held in his drawing- 

room, open to any who might like to attend. 

There was quite a goodly company assembled, 

and the full burst of prayer, and the song of praise, 

ascended to God from their midst. ‘Two simple 

excellent sermons were preached by the chaplain, 

and Mr. and Mrs. Vernon quite enjoyed their last 

Sunday in Italy. 

Monday and Tuesday they busily explored the 

city—Milanola Grande, as it is wellcalled. Nothing 

pleased them so much as the famous fresco paint- 

ing of the Last Supper, by Leonardo de Vinci. 

It is well considered the finest fresco in the world. 

The hall belonging to a convent in which it is 

is painted, was appropriated to the common sol- 

diers of Napoleon, when as king of Italy, he was 

crowned with all possible state in the cathedral. 

When the emperor entered the room to see how
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his men were provided for, this beautiful picture 

at once arrested him, and immediately he wrote 

an order in his pocket-book, for the removal of 

the soldiers from a place containing such a sacred 

and precious work of art. The colours are much 

faded however. 

The head of our Saviour, as he sits amidst his 

disciples at the table, was more beautiful, Mr. 

and Mrs. Vernon thought, than any painting they 

had before seen. 

They mounted to the roof of the cathedral in 

their next visit; each statye there and pinnacle 

was finished off as perfectly as possible, and the 

view of the country was very fine. The Alps 

seemed much nearer to them than at Venice, 

and Harry longed to be amongst them, were it not, 

as he said, “that then he should be leaving 

Italy!” 

Wednesday morning came, and found our tra- 

vellers on their way to Como. After reaching it, 

and securing good rooms in an hotel opposite the 

lake, Mr. and Mrs. Vernon proposed, to Harry’s 

great joy, @ row on the water at once, as it was 

five o’clock, for they had ascertained no boats are 

allowed to enter the harbour of Como after seven 

o'clock, so they agreed to remain out till that time. 

They had often seen pictures of this lake, but 

as they floated over its quiet waters, discovering
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fresh beauties at every turn, Mr. and Mrs. Ver- 

non said, no picture had ever given them a correct 

‘dea of its loveliness. They felt about as full of 

enjoyment as it was possible to be. The boatmen 

pointed out the villa of Madam Pasta, who had 

been one of the most famous singers in Italy. 

They told Mr. Vernon, that if they rested on 

their oars for awhile, as they came opposite her 

house, perhaps she would sing to them. As they 

were doing so, admiring the terraces of her garden, 

reaching down to the water's edge, a chord was 

struck on the piano, and then came the sound of 

her beautiful voice, as with the most graceful 

politeness and delicacy of feeling, seeing her 

listeners were English, she sang to them, “ Home, 

sweet home.” And then, as if by way of contrast, 

a joyous air of her own sunny land was warbled 

forth, the notes so quickly succeeding each other, 

the shake, the trill, left her listeners almost 

breathless. After this, stepping into her balcony, 

she bowed in acknowledgment of their hearty 

thanks, and retired. 

The boatmen looked delighted as they saw 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon’s, and Harry's delight, and 

rowed on. Music seemed so much more suitable 

than conversation, that again, and again, our 

travellers sang their favourite pieces, to the edi-
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fication of the boatmen, who bowed and smiled 

their thanks next. 

That evening, on the waters of Como, their 

last almost in Italy, was so very happy, that 

poor Harry, all he could do, he could not banish 

the sad thought, that a few more hours, and 

« farewell” would have been said to it all. 

The next morning he rose quite early, and sat 

himself at the end of the small pier, in a very 

dreamy sort of reverie. After awhile, he started 

as he heard some one say pehind him, “ Sad, and 

at Como?” There stood his mamma, and Harry 

smiled as he said, “« How do you know, I was sad, 

mamma ?” 

« By that tell-tale face of yours, my boy,” she 

replied; “ I, too, feel very sorry to leave Italy, 

for though its religion has given us much sorrow, 

and we must pity the people here more than we 

have ever pitied them before, still the country 

‘tself is indeed beautiful. Our cup of enjoyment 

has been overflowing, but let us determine one 

thing, that blessings received shall not be abused 

by memory. If, after this ten months of travel, 

our home seem dull and uninteresting, as we re 

member past enjoyments ; if discontent and idle- 

ness creep over us, that will be the abuse of 

memory. Now let us hasten to breakfast; papa
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will wonder where we are, and the steamboat 

starts at ten o’clock.” 

A letter was waiting for them on the table of 

their room, addressed to Mrs. Vernon, with the 

Naples’ post-mark. Harry's eyes brightened as he 

saw it, and heard its contents. 

Mrs. Ferguson wrote to say, that as Rose con- 

tinued very weak and ill, her husband had deter- 

mined on a visit of three months to England, and 

they fully hoped to be able to accept Mr. and Mrs. 

Vernon’s kind invitation, and spend a fortnight 

at Belmont. She added, “ Our children are 

delighted at the prospect, and Edith begs me to 

say, her castle-in-the-air will now be really built ; 

and that she, and Rose, and Donald, were writing 

letters to Harry, which would be sent to England, 

as they felt uncertain about his receiving them 

at Como (for Mrs. Ferguson had written at a 

venture), They expected to arrive at Belmont in 

August.” 

Harry’s sadness all vanished as they steamed 

down the lake. Italy looked more beautiful than 

ever, but then England, was lovely too ! and 

York Minster, he had almost forgotten that last 

night, and their own happy home, he wondered 

he had not been more delighted to go back to it ! 

No place like home after all, and as they passed 

Madam Pasta’s villa, he seemed to catch the echo
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of the sounds again, “ Home, sweet home.” 

Many more such thoughts passed through his 

mind, till they came to a turn in the lake, which 

opened to them such a view of the Alps, that the 

past and future all seemed lost in the present. 

Mr. and Mrs. Vernon had been noticing one 

lovely villa after another, on either side of the 

Jake, for man has lavished his money; and taste, 

and skill, to add to the beauty of the scene, by 

all that he can effect, and Mrs. Vernon had 

fancied, that first one, and then another villa,   would be a delightful home for them some happy 

summer, pointing them out to her husband with 

great geal, when, all at once, they, like their boy, 

were charmed beyond all that words could ex: 

press, with these mighty mountain tops, their 

covering of snow glittering in the sunshine! 

Our travellers stood at the head of the vessel, 

almost forgetting how time went, and to their 

surprise, the steamboat was steered tO & small 

pier, boxes began to be handed off, the passengers 

left, and though they had not reached the end of 

the lake, this they found was the place for all 

to disembark, called Colico. 

Their carriage had travelled with them on the 

boat, and after @ little delay, they posted to 

Chiavenna, their last sleeping-place in Italy, and 

just at the foot of the Alps. Their delicious
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voyage down the sunny, cheerful lake, had come 

to an end. Harry was sorry to find that he had 

missed, in his long reverie, the Villa Pliniana, 

which had been pointed out to Mr. Vernon, as 

the site of the one occupied by Pliny the Younger, 

for Como was his birth-place, and favourite home. 

In the evening they walked about the town, and 

a little way out of it, to watch the sunset reflected 

on the mountains. It was a scene of wonderful 

beauty, and Harry went to bed that night with a 

head aching from enjoyment. 

A hard day’s work was before them, so they 

rose the next morning very early, and were off to 

climb the Alps, over the Splugen Pass. This is 

one of the oldest of the Alpine roads. Cornelius 

Scipio, and then the Emperor Augustus, both 

improved and repaired it. 

The white mulberry tree, on which the silk- 

worms feed, were much cultivated in this neigh- 

bourhood, and whole houses were appropriated 

to these silkworms, and taken care of most pa- 

tiently, for the people depend much on the money 

the silk produces. 

Harry had hoped to reach the top of some 

mountain, and look over Italy for miles and 

miles, thus taking his farewell in proper fashion, 

but he soon found that the road winds in amongst 

the Alps, and no very distant view can be ob-
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tained. Part of the road looked very desolate, 

from the mountain torrents having burst through 

some new way for themselves, bringing stones 

and rubbish many feet thick through fields of 

corn or vineyards. 

Presently, on the face of a mountain four thou- 

sand feet high, they saw zigzag lines traced out 

one above another, this was their road. ‘Two 

more horses were harnessed to their four, and 

slowly the carriage was dragged up this tremend- 

ous height. The scene became more and more 

grand and awful; each of the party seemed to feel 

their nothingness, they seemed the veriest pig- 

mies, in the midst of mountain heights, such as 

they had never imagined before! and then a 

mighty sound was heard! another zigzag turned, 

and a magnificent waterfall perfectly astonished 

them ! 

There, in one unbroken leap of eight hundred 

feet, the Medissima, a river having its source in 

eternal snow, comes pounding over the precipice, 

as if true to its mountain birth-place, it disdained 

a lower leap, or any help by the way, in the hurry 

of its waters to the sunny South. Harry felt at 

last quite bewildered, almost overwhelmed, by the 

magnificence around him; he could not under- 

stand it. It was quite a relief that his mamma 

asked him to gather some flowers; he then
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jumped into the carriage to examine their delicate 

beauties with her, particularly three different 

varieties of the gentian, with their flowers of the 

deepest blue. Cloaks, and shawls, and coats, 

were soon needed, for the snow lay thick by the 

road-side, though even there the flowers blossomed 

just by its very edge. Waterfalls in all directions 

were rushing down. Several came out of snow, 

falling into it below, and as our travellers looked 

upward, there rose the mountain tops, looking as 

high above them as ever, piercing the very sky' 

They passed the Austrian Custom House, and by 

paying a fee, were not long detained to have their 

boxes searched, and after still ascending many a 

mile, the little hotel at the village of Splugen was 

gained, and there they slept, seven thousand feet 

above the level of the sea. A bright fire of logs 

of wood cheered and comforted them, for it was 

very cold and winterly up there. They sat down 

to a well cooked dinner of trout, from the moun- 

tain streams, and chamois too, and a long, long 

talk had they afterwards about Italy. 

As Mr. Vernon said good night to his boy, he 

begged him, in the most kind affectionate manner, 

often to pray, that God would help and pity Italy, 

and send the light of his Holy Spirit there, teach- 

ing them, there is no other name given amongst 

S
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men, whereby they cau be saved, but Christ 

Jesus. 

« But, papa,” said Harry, ‘does it not seem t00 

much to pray for, that such a superstitious igno- 

vant country as this should become Protestant ?” 

“Oh no, Harry,” replied Mr. Vernon, “with 

God all things are possible ; if the Bible be gene 

rally read amongst the people, and if God will give 

it his blessing, Romanism must fall. ‘Thy 

kingdom come,’ is a petition you repeat night and 

morning, in that prayer of our Lord's own teach- 

ing, which he has bidden us when we pray to 

use. §o let us, my boy, NOW that we have left 

beautiful Italy, determine that our tour shall not 

be in vain, but from gratitude, for such special 

enjoyment received there, pray, ever pray, for 

God's blessing on the land.” 

The next morning, soon after starting, Harry, 

had he needed reminding they were out of Italy, 

had full proof of it, the wheel was dragged, and 

for the whole day they descended, and entered 

Switzerland down a succession of zigzags- 

The road was magnificent through the Via 

Mala, bridges spanned the most frightful chasms. 

From a glacier in the distance the Rhine has its 

birth, and a very giant ‘tis even from its source, 

and comes foaming and roaring through the



HARRY BRIGHTSIDE. 259 

ravine, over which many a time our travellers’ 

road was carried. 

More and more were Mr. and Mrs. Vernon 

astonished at the wonderful works of God, and 

very comforting was it to them, as they remem- 

bered, His name is called “ Wonderful—the 

mighty God,” that still they knew and felt Him 

to be the “ Prince of Peace.” 

THE END. 

LONDON : 

G. J. PALMER, SAVOY SFREET, STRAND.
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her. Third Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

STRANGE PLANET. An Allegory. And 

other Tales, for Sunday Reading. By the Author of “ Aids to 

Development.” Illustrated with Woodcuts. 18mo. cloth, 3s. 

TALES for MY GRANDCHILDREN. 18mo. 

cloth, 2s,



Works Published by T. Hatchard. 

CONSISTENCY. By CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH. 

Sixth Edition. 18mo. poards, 2s. 6d. 

VERSCHOYLE. 
A Roman Catholic Tale of the 

Nineteenth Century. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

THE CHILD’S VISION ; oT; the Angel and 

the Oak. Square, cloth, 8s. 6d. 

LETTERS to THE YOUNG. By Maria JANE 

Juwssury. Fifth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

MANASSEH. A Tale of the Jews. With 

several Illustrations. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

NIGHT OF TOIL; or, A Familiar Account of 

the Labours of the First Missionaries in the South Sea Islands. 

By the Author of “The Peep of Day,” &c. Third Edition. 

Feap. cloth, 5s. 

THE PRIESTESS. An Anglo-Saxon Tale of 

the Early Days of Christianity Britain. Post 8vo. cloth, 

7s. 6d. 

ANNALS of MY VILLAGE. Being 4 Calen- 

dar of Nature, for Every Month in the Year. Post 8vo. cloth, 

with Plates and other Illustrations, 6s. 

« This is a delightful little volume and excellently calculated 

to give the young reader an interest in the objects that surround 

him, humanizing the feelings, and pointing out a thousand 

sources of delight in the infinite variety of nature,” &c.—Laterary 

Gazette. 

JUDITH ; or, the Prophetess of Bethulia. A 

Romance from the Apocrypha. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

« Mhis work is adapted to the use of those who are unwilling 

to place in the hands of young persons a novel or a romance, and 

who yet may feel it desirable to indulge them with some reading 

of a nature calculated to interest their imagination and their 

feelings. ‘The tale before us meets these conditions. Founded 

on Jewish history, it has the seriousness which they would wish 

to preserve, while it is not without its descriptions, and its 

scenery, and its array and concatenation of incidents, and its 

catastrophe ; in short, there is nothing that can be considered too 

light or gay in the whole affair.’—English Review.
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ALLNUTT, REV. R. L.—A COURSE of SERMONS on the 

Sixth Chapter of Isaiah, preached during Lent, 1845, at Wicken Church. 

By RicnarD Lea ALLNUTT, M.A., Vicar of Damerham, Wilts. 12mo. 

cloth, gilt-edges, 2s. 6d. 

ANDERSON, REV. A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the 

GOSPEL of ST. JOHN. By the late Rev. RoBERT ANDERSON, Perpetual 

Curate of Trinity Chapel, Brighton. 2 vols. 12mo. cloth, 14s. 

— A PASTORAL ADDRESS on REGEN ERATION ; and POST- 

SCRIPT. Fcap. cloth, 1s. 6d. 

— TEN DISCOURSES on the COMMUNION OFFICE of the 

CHURCH of ENGLAND. With an Aprennix. Second Edition. 12mo. 

cloth, 7s. 

— THE BOOK of COMMON PRAYER, a Manual of Christian 

Fellowship. Second Edition, with a Pastoral Letter written in 1842, Fap. 

cloth, 1s. 6d. 

ANLEY, MISS C.—EARLSWOOD; or, Lights and Shadows of 

the Anglican Church. A Tale for the Times, and all Time. By CuaR- 

LOTTE ANLEY. Fcap. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

‘¢A pleasing and gracefully-written tale, detailing the process by which 

persons of piety are sometimes perverted to Romish error.” —English Review. 

‘¢‘ This tale is singularly well conceived.”—Evangelical Magazine. 

‘* We can recommend it with confidence.”—Christian Times. 

— INFLUENCE. A Moral Tale for Young People. Fourth Edi- 

tion, feap. cloth, 6s. 

— MIRIAM; or, the Power of Truth. A Jewish Tale. Ninth 

Edition, feap. cloth, 6s. 

— ESSAY on the DISTINCTION between BODY, SOUL, and 

SPIRIT. 32mo. cloth, 8d. 
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ASHLEY, REV. F. B.—THE DOMESTIC CIRCLE; or, Ser- 

mons on the Relative Duties. Including -—Duti
es of Husbands, Duties of 

Wives, Duties of Parents, Duties of Children, Duties of Masters, Duties of 

Servants, and Duties of Brothers and Sisters. By the Rev. F. B. ASHLEY, 

Vicar of Wooburn, Bucks. !2mo. cloth, gilt, 3s. 6d. 

    

« This little volume contains a course of Seven Sermons, to each of which 

an appropriate prayer is appended, upon the practical duties specially in- 

volved in each of the principal domestic relations. We strongly recommen
d 

this little volume, which is brought out in a neat and elegant form, a5 4 

useful manual for every Christian household.” — The Dublin Warder. 

¢,* Any of the above subjects can be had separate. 

   
        

     

_. THE WEDDING GIFT. 12mo. cloth, gilt, 1s. 6d. 

BABINGTON, 
T.-A PRACTICAL VIEW of CHRISTIAN 

EDUCATION in its EARLY STAGES. By THOMAS BaBincTon , Esq. 

Ninth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 58. 

   

      

   

    

    

      

   

   

BACON, REV. H. B.—LECT
URES for the USE of SICK PER- 

SONS. By the Rev. H. B. Bacon, M.A. Feap- cloth, 4s. 6d. 

¢* Independently of the assistance such a book will furnish to ministers, it 

would be found a valuable present for those to whom wearisome days and 

nights are appointed, and who from sickness and infirmity are shut out 

from the sanctuary. The Lectures are short, the sentiments evangelical, 

the subjects treated of are important, and the language is plain and simple ; 

after each Lecture is a short prayer pearing on the topic discussed, and this 

we regard as not the least valuable feature of this excellent volume.’ — 

Christian Times. 

“The Lectures possess two very great recommendations.
 First,—they 

are brief, concise, and to the point; and secondly,—the language is plain, 

free from ambiguity and scriptural, &c-, &c. It may be very profitably 

meditated upon by the sick; and young Clergymen will not lay it down 

after perusal without having derived some instr
uction.”—Christian

 Guardian. 

BATHER, ARCHD
EACON.—SERMON

S, CHIEFLY PRACTI- 

CAL. By the late Epwakp BATHER, M.A., Archdeacon of Salop. Vols. 

LandlIll., 8vo. poards, each 10s. 6d. 

BIBLE STORIES, selected from the Old and New Testament, fami. 

liarised for the Use of Children; in Portions. By the Author of ‘‘ Ques- 

tions on the Epistles,” &c. Third Edition. 2 vols. 18mo. half-bound, 

each 28. 6d. 

BIDDULPH, REV. T.-THE YOU
NG CHURCHMAN ARMED. 

A Catechism for J unior Members of the Church of England. By the late 

Rev. THEOPHILUS B
ipputrx, A.M., Minister of St. Matthew’s, Bristol. 

18mo. cloth, 18-
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ING and EVENING SERVICES, and on the Collects in the Liturgy of 

the Church of England. By the late Rev. THomas '’. Bippu.px, M.A. 

Minister of St. James’s, Bristol. Third Edition. 3 vols. 8vo. boards, 10. 7s. 

BICKERSTETH, REV. R.—MEANS OF GRACE. Lectures 
delivered during Lent, 1851, in St. John’s Church, Clapham Rise. By 

the Rev. Roper? Bicxerstetn, M.A., Rector of St. Giles’s in-the-Fields. 

BIDDULPH, REV. T. T.—PRACTICAL ESSAYS on the MORN- 

‘Mr. Bickersteth’s Lectures are very sterling in point of doctrinal teach- 

ing and practical enforcement.”—Christian Times. 
‘‘These are plain, unaffected, and sensible discourses, setting forth the 

great outlines of Christianity and urging the necessity of holiness and 

obedience.”— English Review. 

BIRD, REV. C. S.—ROMANISM UNKNOWN to PRIMITIVE 

CHRISTIANITY. The substance of Lectures delivered in the Parish 

Church of Gainsborough. By the Rev. C.S. Brro, M.A., F.L.S., Vicar, 

Canon of Lincoln, and late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

| 

— THE LAW a RULE of LIFE to the CHRISTIAN, consi- 

dered in Eleven Lectures on the Decalogue, preached in the Parish Church | 

of Gainsborough, during Lent, 1844, Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

— THE PARABLE of the SOWER. Four Sermons preached 

before the University of Cambridge, in May, 1845. Fcap. cloth, 2s.6d. 

— FOR EVER; and other Devotional Poems, particularly Hymns 

adapted to the Earlier Psalms, Second Edition. 32mo. silk, 2s. 6d. 

BLOMFIELD, REV. G. B.—SERMONS, adapted to Country 
Congregations and Family Reading. By the Rev. Gro. BecHER Biom- 

FIELD, A.M., Rector of Stevenage, Herts, and Canon of Chester. Third 

Series. 12mo. cloth 6s. 

BLUNT, REV. H.-POSTHUMOUS SERMONS. By the late 

Rev. Henry Buunt, M.A., Rector of Streatham, Surrey. Third Edition, 

with a Portrait. 3 vols. 12mo. cloth, each 6s. 

— A FAMILY EXPOSITION of the PENTATEUCH. Third 

Edition, 3 vols. 12mo. cloth, each 6s. 

— NINE LECTURES upon the HISTORY of SAINT PETER. 

Eighteenth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

| — EIGHT LECTURES on the HISTORY of JACOB. Sixteenth 

Edition. 12mo. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

— TWELVE LECTURES on the HISTORY of ABRAHAM. 

| Eleventh Edition. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 6d. 4 
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BLUNT, REV. H. 

__ LECTURES
 on the HISTORY of SAINT PAUL. Tenth 

Edition. 2 Parts. 12mo. cloth, each 58. 6d. 

_ LECTURES 
on the HISTORY of our LORD and SAVIOUR 

JESUS CHRIST. Eleventh Edition. 3 Parts. 12mo. cloth, each 5s. 6d. 

_ DISCOURSES 
upon some of the DOCTRIN

AL ARTICLES of 

the CHURCH 
of ENGLAND. 

Ninth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 6d. 

_ SERMONS preached in TRINITY CHURCH, CHELSEA. 

Sixth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

—A PRACTICA
L EXPOSITION 

of the EPISTLES
 to the SEVEN 

CHURCHES 
of ASIA. Fifth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 58. 6d. 

_-LECTURES 
on the: HISTORY 

of ELISHA. 
Fifth Edition. 

j2mo. cloth, 5s. 6d. 

BRADLEY, REV. C.-SERMONS, 
preached chiefly at the Cele- 

pration of the Lord’s Supper. By the Rev. CHARLES Brapwey, Vicar of 

Glasbury, Brecknockshire
, and Minister of St. James’s Chapel, Clapham. 

Third Edition. gvo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

— PRACTICAL SERMONS for every Sunday and Principal Holy- 

day in the Year. Third Edition. Complete in Two Volumes. 8vo. cloth, 

1. 1s. 

N.B. The Third Volume 
can pe had in post Syo. price 88. to complete 

the early edition. 
| 

__ SERMONS preached in the Parish Church of Glasbury, Breck- 

nockshire. Kighth Edition
. 8v0. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

   
    

     
  

_ SERMONS preached at St. James's Chapel, Clapham, Surrey. 

Sixth Edition. gyo. cloth, 108. 6d. 

— SERMONS 
preached in the Parish Church of High Wycombe, 

Bucks. Eleventh Edition. 2 yols. 8vo. cloth, 21s. 

BRIGHT, DR. J.-A PRACTICAL SYNOPSIS OF DISEASES 

oF THE CHEST AND AIR-PASSAGES,
 with a Review of the Several 

Climates Recomm
ended in these Affections- By Jamzs Bricst, M.D. 

12mo. cloth, 6s. 

BUNYAN, J.-THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. In Two Parts. 

By Joun Bunyan. With Original Notes by the Rev. THomAS Scott. 

Sixth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 58
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BURTT, J.—-EXEMPLA NECESSARIA; or, Elementary Latin 

Exercises on all the Parts of Speech, and the Substance of Syntax ; con- 

taining English Words and Sentences to be turned into Latin, Latin into 

English, and numerous Examination Questions to be entered on with the 

Accidence. With an Introduction. By J. Burtt, Teacher of Latin, 

&c. Third Edition, much enlarged. 18m0. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

BYRTH, REV. DR.—REMAINS OF THOMAS BYRTH, D.D., 

Rector of Wallasey; with a Memoir of his Life. By the Rev. G. R. 

MoncrziFF, Rector of Tattenhall. 8vo. cloth, 14s. 

CALCUTTA, BISHOP OF.—THE EVIDENCES of CHRIS- 

TIANITY, in a Course of Lectures delivered in the Parish Church of 

St. Mary, Islington. By the Right Reverend DanrEL Wuson, D.D., 

Bishop of Calcutta, and Metropolitan of India. Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 

12mo. cloth, 9s. 

— SERMONS delivered in India. 8vo. cloth, 12s. 

— THE DIVINE AUTHORITY and PERPETUAL OBLIGA- 

TION of the LORD’S DAY asserted in Seven Sermons. Third Edition. 

12mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

— SERMONS on VARIOUS SUBJECTS of CHRISTIAN DOC- 

TRINE and PRACTICE. Sixth Edition. 8vo. bds. 12s., or 12mo. 5s. 

_A PLAIN and AFFECTIONATE ADDRESS to Young 

Persons about to be CONFIRMED. Twenty-second Edition. 12mo. 

sewed, 4d. 

— A PLAIN and AFFECTIONATE ADDRESS to Young 

Persons previously to Receiving the LORD’S SUPPER. Fourteenth 

Edition. 12mo. sewed, 4d. 

CANTERBURY, ARCHBISHOP OF.—A PRACTICAL EX- 

POSITION of the GOSPEL of ST. MATTHEW, in the form of Lec- 

tures, intended to assist the practice of domestic instruction and devo- 

tion. By Joun Birp, Lord Archbishop of Canterbury. Seventh Edition, 

revised and greatly enlarged. 8vo. cloth, 9s. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the GOSPEL of ST. 

MARK, in the form of Lectures. Seventh Edition, 8vo. cloth, 9s. 

N.B. The former edition of the Exposition of St. Matthew and St. Mark 

may still be had. 2 vols. 12mo., cloth, 9s. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the GOSPEL of ST. LUKE, 

in the form of Lectures. Fourth Edition. 8vo. eloth, 9s. 

Geena 
ALI



5 a emenemene
nnn ten 

6 WORKS PUBLISHED BY 

Fa RR certo ann 

CANTERBURY, ARCHBISHOP OF. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the GOSPEL of ST. JOHN, 

in the form of Lectures. Fourth Edition. 1 vol. 8vo., or 2 vols. 12mo., 

cloth, 9s. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the ACTS of the APOS- 

TLES, in the form ofLectures. Second Edition. 1 vol.8vo., oF 2 vols. 

12mo., cloth, 9s. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the EPISTLE of ST. PAUL 

to the ROMANS, and the FIRST EPISTLE to the CORINTHIANS, 

in the form of Lectures. 1 vol. 8vo., or 2 vols. 12mo., cloth, 9s. 

| — A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of ST. PAUL’S SECOND 

EPISTLE to the CORINTHIANS, 
and the EPISTLES to the GALA- 

TIANS, EPHESIANS, PHILIPPIANS, and COLOSSIANS; in the 

form of Lectures. 1 yol 8vo., or 2 vols. 12mo., cloth, 98. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of ST. PAUL’S EPISTLES 

to the THESSALONIANS
, to TIMOTHY, TITUS, PHILEMON, 

and 

the HEBREWS, in the form of Lectures. 1 vol. 8vo., or 2 vols. 12mo., 

cloth, 98. 

— A PRACTICAL EXPOSITION of the GENERAL EPISTLES 

of JAMES, PETER, JOHN, and JUDE, in the form of Lectures. 1 vol. 

8vo., or 2 vols. 12mo., cloth, 9s. 

— CHRISTIAN CHARITY ; its Obligations and Objects, with 

reference to the present state of Society. In & Series of Sermons. 

Second Edition. 8vo. cloth, 9s., or 12mo., 6s. 

— APOSTOLICAL PREACHING CONSIDERED, in an Exa- 

mination of St. Paul’s Epistles. Also, Four Sermons on Subjects re- 

lating to the Christian Ministry, and preached on different occasions. 

Ninth Edition, enlarged, 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

__ SERMONS on the PRINCIPAL FESTIVALS of the CHRIS- 

TIAN CHURCH: to which are added, Three Sermons on Godd Friday. 

Fifth Edition, 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

—_ THE EVIDENCES of CHRISTIANITY, derived from its 

NATURE and RECEPTION. Seventh Edition, 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d.; 

or foolscap, 3s. 

— A SERIES of SERMONS on the CHRISTIAN FAITH and 

CHARACTER. Eighth Edition, 8vo. cloth, 10s.6d. ; or 12mo. 6s. 
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CANTERBURY, ARCHBISHOP OF. 

— A TREATISE on the RECORDS of the CREATION, and 

on the MORAL ATTRIBUTES of the CREATOR. Sixth Edition. 

8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

CHILDERS, REV. C.—SERMONS PREACHED AT NICE, 
between the Years 1843 and 1851. By the Rev. Cuaries CHILDeRs, 

British Chaplain. Fcap. cloth, 4s. 

CHRISTIAN SYMPATHY; a Collection of Letters addressed 

to Mourners. 32mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

CHRISTMAS IMPROVEMENT; or, Hunting Mrs. P. A Tale, 

founded on Facts. Intended as a Christmas Box for those who wish to 

begin the New Year witheut Her. Third Edition, 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE. By the author of “ The Listener.” 
Highth Editien. Foelscap, cloth, 5s. 

CONTENTS. 

1. In the Object of Life. 4. In the Condition of Life. 
2. In the Rule of Life. 5. In his Sorrows. 
3. In his Intercourse with the 6. In his Joys. 

World. 7. In his Death. 

CHRISTIAN OBSERVER, conducted by Members of the Esta- 
blished Church, published monthly, Is. 6d. 

CHURTON, REV. H. B. W.—THOUGHTS on the LAND of the 
MORNING; a Record of Two Visits to Palestine, 1849-50. By H. B. 

WHITAKER CuuRTON, M.A., Vicar of Icklesham, Sussex, Chaplain to 

the Lord Bishop of Chichester, and late Preacher of the Charterhouse. 

Second Edition, corrected and enlarged. Crown 8vo. with numerous illus- 

trations, cloth, 10s. 6d. 

‘‘ The pious and accomplished Author of this work has traversed the East 
as one who looks to the ultimate restoration of the peuple of Israel to their 
long lost inheritance, and to the favour of God, &c. The volume is per- 
vaded by a spirit of deep piety, and it will be an agreeable and profitable 
companion to all students of the Sacred Volume. Its details are, through- 
out, most interesting; and the engravings by which it is illustrated are in all 
cases extremely well executed, and in many instances are eminently beautiful. 
We should say, that from the elegance of the Volume it would be a very 
appropriate gift to young persons of piety, who are habitual students of the 
Bible.”— English Review. 

CLARK, REV. F. F.—PLAIN SERMONS to COUNTRY CON- 
GREGATIONS. By Francis FOREMAN CLARK, A.B., Head Master of 

the Grammar School, Newcastle-under-lyne, and late Minister of Christ 
Church, Chorley. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

 



os maaan 

8 WORKS PUBLISHED BY 

Pe caisceteetenemnemmnnannnanensiimasaa
antint 

CLARK, MRS. T.-THE COUNTRY PARSON’S WIFE. Being 

intended as a Continuation of, and Companion to, °‘ Hersert’s CouNTRY 

Parson.” By Mrs. THOMAS CuiaRK, of East Bergholt (late Louisa Lane). 

Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CLOSE, REV. F.—PASSION WEEK LECTURES: delivered 

in the Parish Church, Cheltenham, in the year 1847. By the Rev. F. 

Ciosz, A.M. , Perpetual Curate. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

— MISCELLANEOUS SERMONS. Preached at Cheltenham. 

Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. bds. 2]5. 

COLEMAN, J.—HISTORICAL ESSAYS. By Jonn CoLEMAn. 

, 8vo. cloth, 14s. 

“To the first and most elaborate of the Essays in this volume, ‘On 

French Socialism,’ written in 1850, recent and current events in France 

give peculiar interest. A more faithful and forcible picture of the present 

state of French Society we have not elsewhere lately seen. Although we are 

deterred by the variety of its contents from giving a longer review of Mr. 

Coleman’s volume, we must express our high sense of the excellence both of 

the matter and style of these Essays.”—Literary Gazette. 

COMMON SENSE for HOUSEMAIDS. By A Lapy. 12mo. 

1s. 6d. 

COMPANION to the BOOK of COMMON PRAYER, of the 

United Church of England and Ireland. 24mo. cloth, 28. 6d. 

CONSISTENCY. By CHaR.LorTE Euizasetu. Sixth Edition. 

18mo. boards, 2s. 6d. . 

COTTON, REV. G. E. L.-SHORT PRAYERS, and other 

STEPS to DEVOTION, for the Use of the Scholars of a Public School. 

By the Rev. GEORGE Epwarp Lyncu COTTON, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge, one of the Masters of Rugby School. Third Edition. 

18mo. cloth, 1s. 6d. 

COUSINS, REV. D. L.—EXTRACTS from the DIARY of a 

WORKHOUSE CHAPLAIN. By the Rev. D. L. Cousins, A.M. 12mo. 

cloth, 6s. 

CRABBE, REV. G.—POSTHUMOUS SERMONS by the Rev. 

GEORGE CRABBE, L.L.B., Author of ‘ The Borough,” ‘* Tales of 

the Hall,” &c. Edited by Joun D. Hastines, A.M., Rector of Trow- 

bridge, Wilts. 8vo., with a Portrait, cloth, 10s. 6d. 

fo ace for the liquidation of the debt on Trowbridge Church and 

chools.
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CRAIC, REV. E.—BRIEF HINTS to CANDIDATES for HOLY 
ORDERS, By the Rev. Epwarp Craig. Feap. cloth, 3s. 

Contents: — Choosing the Profession—Preparatory Study—Reading for 
Holy Orders—The Formularies—Composition — Sermon-Making—Preach 
ing—Reading—Schools—Visiting—Dissent—Popery—Consistency, &c. 

CRUDEN, A.A COMPLETE CONCORDANCE to the HOLY 
SCRIPTURES of the OLDand NEW TESTAMENT; or, A Dictionary 
AND ALPHABETICAL INDEX TO THE BiBLE. In Two Parts. To which 
is added, A ConcoRpance To THE ApocRyPpHA. By ALEXANDER 
Crupen, M.A. The Ninth Edition. With a Life of the Author, by 
ALEXANDER Cuatmers, F.8.A. 4to. boards, 12. 1s. 

CUNNINGHAM, REV. J. W.—SERMONS. By the Rev. J. W. 
CUNNINGHAM, A.M., Vicar of Harrow, and late Fellow of St. John’sCol- 
lege, Cambridge. Fifth Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. bds. 1l. 1s. 

— SIX LECTURES on the BOOK of JONAH. Fcap. bds. 3s. 

— THE VELVET CUSHION. Eleventh Edition. Feap. bds. 5s. 

DAILY READINGS. Passages of Scripture selected for Social 
Reading, with Applications. By the Author of ‘* The Listener,” ‘* Christ 
our Example,’ &c. Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

DEALTRY, REV. DR.—SERMONS, DOCTRINAL and PRAC- 
TICAL, preached in the Parish Church of Clapham, Surrey. By the late 

Venerable WILLIAM Deattry, D.D., F.R.S., Rector of Clapham, Canon 

of Winchester, and Archdeacon of Surrey. 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

— SERMONS, CHIEFLY PRACTICAL, Preached in the Parish 
Church of Clapham, Surrey. Second Edition, 8vo. boards, 10s. 6d. 

DE TEISSIER, REV. G. F.-COMPANION TO THE LORD’S 
SUPPER. By G. F. Dz Teisster, M. A., Fellow and Tutor of Corpus 
Christi College, Oxford. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

— SOME PLAIN WORDS UPON THE LORD’S SUPPER. 
Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

DON, J.—HORTUS CANTABRIGIENSIS; or, an Accented 
Catalogue of Indigenous and Exotic Plants cultivated in the Cam- 

bridge Botanic Garden. By the late James Don, Curator, with the 

additions and improvements of the successive Editors:—F. Pursh, J. 

Lindley, Ph.D., F.R.S., &c., and the late G. Sinclair, F.L.S. &e. The 

Thirteenth Edition, now further enlarged, improved, and brought down to 

the present time. By P. N. Don. 8vo. cloth, 24s. P 
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DRUMMOND, H.—SOCIAL DUTIES on CHRISTIAN PRIN- 

CIPLES. By HENRY DrumMonD, Esq, M.P. Fifth Edition. Feap. 

cloth, 4s. 

EIGHTEEN MAXIMS of NEATNESS and ORDER. To which 

is prefixed an Introduction by THERESA Tipy. Twenty-fourth Edition. 

18mo. sewed, 6d. 

EDELMAN, REV. W.—SERMONS on the HISTORY of J OSEPH. 

Preached in the Parish Church of St. Mary, Wimbledon. By the Rev. 

W. Epe_maNn, Perp. Curate of Merton. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

— THE FAMILY PASTOR; or, Short Sermons for Family Read- 

ing. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

EDMUNDS, REV. J.—SERMONS, preached for the most part in 

a Village Church in the Diocese of Durham. By the Rev. Joon EDMUNDS, 

M.A., formerly Fellow of the University of Durham. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

‘¢‘The Sermons contained in this volume are generally sound and emi- 

nently practical, and admirably adapted for the purpose for which they are 

published—to be read in families to children and servants on the Sunday 

evening.”—John Bull. 

ELWIN, REV. F.~EPHRAIM ; a Course of Lectures delivered 

during Lent, at the Octagon Chapel, Bath. By the Rev. FountTAIN 

E.win, Vicar of Temple, Bristol, and one of the Ministers of the Octagon 

Chapel. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 

_— SERMONS. Preached at the Octagon Chapel, Bath, and 

printed at the request of the Congregation. VolumesI.andII. 12mo. 

cloth, each 5s. 

— SEVEN SERMONS on the CHARACTER of GIDEON. 

Preached at the Temple Church, Bristol, and at the Octagon Chapel, 

Bath. Second Edition, 12mo. cloth, 4s. 

FAR OFF: or Asia and Australia Described. With Anecdotes 

and Numerous Illustrations. By the Author of ‘* Peep of Day.” &c. 

Fourth Thousand. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

«“ We have sometimes met clergymen who are in the habit of endeavouring 

to promote the Missionary cause in their parishes, who would be thankful 

for such a little book as this. It seems to us just the sort of book that 

might be read out to & class of young persons, either in National Schools or 

otherwise, and which would be certain to interest them exceedingly.”— 

English Review. 
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FINCHER, J.— THE ACHIEVEMENTS of PRAYER. Se- 

lected exclusively from the Holy Scriptures. By the late JOSEPH FINCHER, 

Esq. With a Testimony to the Work by James Montgomery, Esq., of 

Sheffield. Third Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

— THE INTERPOSITION of DIVINE PROVIDENCE. Se. 

lected exclusively from the Holy Scriptures. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

FORSYTH, REV. J. H.—SERMONS by the late REV. JOHN 

HAMILTON FORSYTH, M.A., Curate of Weston-Super-Mare, and 

afterwards Minister of Dowry Chapel, Clifton, Domestic Chaplain to the 

Marquis of Thomond. With a Memoir of the Author. By the Rev. 

Epwarp Witson, M.A, Vicar of Nocton, Lincolnshire. Third Edition. 

8vo. cloth, with large Portrait, 10s. 6d. 

MEMOIR OF THE LATE REV. J. HAMILTON FORSYTH, 

M.A. By the Rev. E. Wizson. Third Edition. Feap. cloth, with a 

Portrait, 5s. 

“The character of Mr. Forsyth is one which we greatly admire,’’ &c.— 

Christian Observer. 

FRERE, J. H.—NOTES FORMING a BRIEF INTERPRE- 

TATION of the APOCALYPSE: intended to be read in connexion with 

‘© The Combined View of the Prophecies of Daniel, Ezra, and St. John.” 

By James HatLey FRERE, Esq. ; originally Communicated by the Author, 

and now published by Permission. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

FRY, ELIZABETH.—MEMOIRS of the LIFE of ELIZA- 

BETH FRY, with Extracts from her Journals and Letters. Edited by 

Two of her Daughters. Second Edition, enlarged and corrected, with an 

Engraved Portrait, and other Illustrations. Two volumes, 8vo. cloth, 24s. 

FUTURE DAYS. A Series of Letters to my Pupils, Intended as a 

Present for Young Ladies leaving School. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

Among the contents will be found:—Content and Occupation—Mental Cul- 

tivation—Conversation—Marriage—Wives of Celebrated Men—Training 

the Young—Servants—A Sketch—Liberality—The Christian’s Hope— 

Biographical Notices. 

‘* The tone is unexceptionable, and the morality inculcated not of too im- 

practicable a character.”— Spectator. 

ee
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GARBETT, ARCHDEACON.—DIOCESAN SYNODS AND 

CONVOCATION. A Charge delivered to the Clergy and Churchwardens 

of the Archdeaconry of Chichester. August, 1852. By the Venerable 

James GARBETT, M.A., Archdeacon of Chichester. Second Edition. 

Svo. 28. 6d. 

— CHRIST on EARTH, in HEAVEN, and on the J UDGMENT 

SEAT. 2 vols. 12mo. cloth, 12s. 

‘No one can read these volumes without great delight and profit.”— 

Christian Observer. 

— PAROCHIAL SERMONS. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, each 12s. 

— CHRIST as PROPHET, PRIEST, and KING; being a 

Vindication of the Church of England from Theological Novelties,in Eight 

Lectures, preached before the University of Oxford, at Canon Bampton's 

Lecture, 1842. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, 12. 4s. 

GELL, REV. —AN ESSAY on SPIRITUAL BAPTISM and 

COMMUNION: including some consideration of the proper relation 

which the Sacraments bear to them. By the Rev. PHILIP GELL, M.A., 

late rural Dean, and Minister of St. John’s, Derby. 12mo. cloth, 2s.6d. 

GIBBON, E.—_THE HISTORY of the DECLINE and FALL 

of the ROMAN EMPIRE. By Epwarp GIBBON, Esq. New Edition. 

8 vols. 8vo. cloth, 37. 

THE GIPSIES. Dedicated, by permission, to James Crabb, the 

Gipsies’ Friend. Feap. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

GOODE, REV. F.—THE BETTER COVENANT PRACTI- 

CALLY CONSIDERED, from Hebrews viii. 6, 10—12 ; witha SupPLeE- 

ment on Philippians ii. 12, 13, and Notes. By the late Rev. F. GoovE, 

M.A. Fifth Edition. To which is added, A Sermon on Jer. xxxi. 

31—34. Feap. cloth, 7s. 

GOODE, REV. W.—AID for DETERMINING SOME DIS- 

PUTED POINTS in the CEREMONIAL of the CHURCH OF ENG. 

LAND. By WILLIAM Goong, M.A., F.S.A., Rector of Allhallows the 

Great and Less. Second Edition, 8vo., cloth, 48. 

_. THE DOCTRINE of the CHURCH OF ENGLAND 

as to the Effects of Baptism in the case of Infants. With an Appen- 

dix, containing the Baptismal Services of Luther and the Nuremberg and 

Cologne Liturgies. Second Edition. 8vo., cloth, 15s. 
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GRACLIA, C.-A POCKET DICTIONARY of the Italian 

and English Languages. By C. GRAGLIA. Square 18mo. bound, 6s. 

GRANT, REV. R.—KAPIOLANI, with Other Poems. By the 

Rev. Rosert Grant, B.C.L., Fellow of Winchester College, Vicar of 

Bradford-Abbas. Post 8vo. cloth, gilt-edges, 5s. 

GRAY, MRS. H.—HISTORY of ROME for Young Persons. 

By Mrs. Hamitton Gray, with numerous Wood Engravings. 2 vols. 

12mo. cloth, 12s. 

‘“¢ A very ingenious attempt to bring the recent discoveries of the critical 

school into working competition with the miserable Goldsmiths and Pinnocks 

of our youth.” —Christian Remembrancer. 
‘‘ The clear, lively, and pleasing style of narration is admirably calculated 

to awaken and sustain the attention.” —Atheneum. 

— EMPERORS OF ROME FROM AUGUSTUS TO CON- 

STANTINE:;; being a Continuation of the History of Rome. 1 vol. 12mo. 

with Illustrations, 8s. 

‘¢ We have no hesitation in saying, that this is one of the best histories of 

the Roman Empire for children and young people which has come under our 

notice. Mrs. Hamilton Gray has made herself acquainted with at least some 

of the more important ancient writers on the subject of which she treats, 

and also with the criticisms of Niebuhr and other modern investigators of 

Roman history.’’—Atheneum. 
‘‘It may be recommended as @ clear, rapid, and well arranged summary 

of facts, pointed by frequent but brief reflections. . . . The book isa 

very good compendium of the Imperial History, primarily designed for chil- 

dren, but useful for all.” — Spectator. 

‘Tt would be an erroneous impression to convey of this volume, that it is 

written solely for schools and children. In reality it is an abridgment far 

more likely to be useful to grown-up persons, who can reflect upon the 

working of general laws, and make their own observations upon men and 

things. A striking characteristic of the book is the impartiality of its 

political tone, and its high moral feeling.” —Examiner. 

— THE HISTORY of ETRURIA. Part I. TARCHUN 

AND HIS TIMES. From the Foundation of Tarquinia to the Foun- 

dation of Rome. Part Il. FROM THE FOUNDATION OF ROME 

TO THE GENERAL PEACE OF ANNO TARQUINIENSIS; 839, 

B. C. 348. 2 vols. post 8vo. cloth, each 12s. 

‘© & work which we strongly recommend as certain to afford pleasure and 

profit to every reader.” —Atheneum. 

— TOUR to the SEPULCHRES of ETRURIA in 1839. 

Third Edition. With numerous Illustrations, post 8vo. cloth, 17. 1s. 

‘¢ Mrs. Gray has won an honourable place in the large assembly of 

modern female writers.” —Quarterly Review. 
‘«* We warmly recommend Mrs. Gray’s most useful and interesting volume.” 

—Edinburgh Review. 
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GRAY, REV. J. H.—EXPLANATION of the CHURCH CA- 

TECHISM. With Scripture Proofs, for the use of Sunday Schools. By 

the Rev. JouN HAMILTON Gray, M.A., of Magdalen College, Oxford ; 

Vicar of Bolsover and Scarcliff. Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, Is. 

GRAY, MISS. A. T.—THE TWIN PUPILS; or, Education at 

Home. A Tale addressed to the Young. By Ann THOMSON GRAY. 

Fcap. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

‘¢ The story is well planned, well varied, and well written.” —Spectator. 

‘¢ More sound principles and useful practical remarks we have not lately 

met in any work on the much treated subject of education. The book is 

written with liveliness as well as good sense.’—Literary Gazette. 

‘* A volume of excellent tendency, which may be put with safety and 

advantage into the hands of well-educated young people.—Evangelical 

Magazine. 

GRIFFITH, REV. T.-THE APOSTLES’ CREED, a Practical 

Exposition of the Christian Faith, considered in relation to the wants of 

the Religious Sense, and certain errors of the Present Day. By the Rev. 

Tuomas GairFitH, A.M., Minister of Ram’s Episcopal Chapel, Homerton. 

12mo. cloth, 10s. 

— OUR BAPTISMAL STANDIN
G PRACTICALLY CON- 

SIDERED. 12mo. 1s. 6d. 

__ THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. Sixth Edition. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

— LIVE WHILE YOU LIVE; or, Scripture views of Hu- 

man Life. Fifth Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s.6d. ' 

__ THE LORD’S PRAYER, contemplated as the Expression 

of the Primary Elements of Devoutness. Second Edition. Fecap. 8vo. 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 

__ SERMONS, preached in St. James’s Chapel, Ryde. Second 

Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 8s. 

__ CONFIRMATION and the BAPTISMAL VOW: for 

Catechumens, Communicants, Parents, and Sponsors. Third Edition. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

— CONFIRMATION; its Nature, Importance, and Benefits. 

Fourth Edition, 4d., or 38.6d. a dozen. 

__ THE LORD’S SUPPER; its Nature, Requirements, and 

Benefits. Third Edition. Feap. 8vo. cloth, 28. 6d.
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CRIMSTON, HON. MISS.—ARRANGEMENT of the COMMON 
PRAYER BOOK and LESSONS, Dedicated, by Permission, to Her Ma- 
jesty. 

The peculiar advantage of this arrangement consists in having the entire 
Morning and Evening Service printed in a large clear type, in two portable 
volumes, one for the Morning and the other for the Evening. 

The following are the prices : — 
£8. d. 

Royall8mo. Morocco elegant - - - 115 0 
Ditto plain - - - 110 0 
Ditto calf gilt leaves - ~ a 

Royal 32mo. Morocco elegant - - - 14 0 
Ditto plain - : ~ oe 
Ditto calf gilt leaves - : - 016 0 

HANKINSON, REV. T.E.—POEMS. By Taomas Epwarps 
HANKINSON, M.A., late of Corpus Christi College, Cambridge, and Minister 
of St. Matthew’s Chapel, Denmark Hill. Edited by his Brothers. Third 
Edition. Fcap. cloth, 7s. 

— SERMONS. 8vo.cloth, 10s. 6d. 

HARE, REV.A.W.—SERMONS to a COUNTRY CONGREGA- 
TION. By Aveustus .Witt1Am Hare, A.M., late Fellow of New 
College, and Rector of Alton Barnes. Seventh Edition. 2 vols. 12mo. 
cloth, 16s. 

‘* They are, in truth, as appears to us, compositions of very rare merit, 
and realise a notion we have always entertained, that a sermon for our rural 
congregations there somewhere was, if it could be hit off, which in language 
should be familiar without being plain, and in matter solid without being 
abstruse.” —Quarterly Review. 

HARRY BRIGHTSIDE; or, the Young Traveller in Italy. By 
Aunt Loursa. Feap. 4s. 6d. 

“It will be a very popular Boys’ Book, and we trust may exercise a 
beneficial influence upon the minds of all its young readers.””—Bickersteth’s 
Visitor. 

‘* A book of instruction and amusement for young people, contains much 
information on the scenery, topography, works of art, and antiquities of 
Italy, written in a pleasing and familiar style, and in a spirit which com- 
mends the book to the use of juvenile readers.’’—Literary Gazette. 

HASTINGS, REV. H. J.-—THE WHOLE ARMOUR of 
GOD. Four Sermons, preached before the University of Cambridge, 
during the month of May, 1848. By Henry James Hastines, M.A., of 

Trinity College, Honorary Canon of Worcester, Rural Dean, Rector of 

Areley Kings, Worcestershire. Feap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

** These are plain, sensible discourses, and apparently very well adapted 
—— the attention of those to whom they were addressed.”—English 

iew. 
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HASTINGS, REV. H. J. 

— PAROCHIAL SERMONS, from Trinity to Advent. 8yo. 

cloth, 128. 

HERVEY, REV. LORD A.— SERMONS for the SUNDAYS 

and PRINCIPAL HOLYDAYS throughout the YEAR. Preached in. 

the Parish Churches of Ickworth and Horringer. By the Rev. Lorp 

ArtTauR HERVEY; A.M., Rector of Iekworth and Curate of Horringer. 

2 vols. 12m0. cloth, 12s. 

‘* They are plain and unaffected productions, intended for rural congrega- 

tions, and well adapted to them.”— Guardian. 

HINTS on EARLY EDUCATION 
and NURSERY DIS- 

CIPLINE. Fifteenth Edition. 12mo. eloth, 3s. 6d. 

HINTS for REFLECTION
. Compiled from various Authors. 

Third Edition. 32mo. cloth, 2s. 

HISTORY of JOB, in Language adapted to Children. By the 

Author of the “ Peep of Day,” “ Line upon Line,” &c. 18mo. cloth, 1s. 

HOARE, ARCHDEACON.—
 BAPTISM ; or, the MINISTRA- 

| TION of PUBLIC BAPTISM of INFANTS, to be used in the Church ; 

Scripturally illustrated and explained. By the Venerable C. J. Hoare, 

A.M., Archdeaco
n of Surrey, Canon of Winchester, and Vicar of Godstone. 

Feap. cloth, 5s- 6d. 
| 

« This rolume is & valuable accession to our popular theology, which we 

cordially commend to the attentive perusal of our readers generally, and 

especially to heads of families.” —Church of England Quarterly Review. 

HOARE, REV. E.-THE SCRIFTURAL 
PRINCIPLES of 

our Protestant Church. By the Rev. Epwarp HOARE, A.M., Incumbent 

| of Christ Church, Ramsgate
. Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 

    
   

    

_ THE TIME OF THEEND; 
®;, The World, the Visible 

Church, and the People of God, at the Advent of the Lord. Third 

Edition. 12mo. cloth, 1s. 6d. 

| — THE COMMUNION, 
AND THE COMMUNICANT. 

OL
 

18mo0. 3s. per dozen. 

| HOPE, MRS.-SELF-ED
UCATION and the FORMATION 

of CHARACTER:
 Addressed to the Young: By Mars. Hors. Second 

Edition, Revised. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

‘< Parents and teachers will gain many useful hints from the perusal of this 

yolume.”—Recor
d.



  

THOMAS HATCHARD, 17 

  

HOPE, DR.- MEMOIRS of the LATE JAMES HOPE, M.D., 
Physician to St. George’s Hospital, &c. &c. By Mrs. Hore. To which 

are added, REMARKS on CLASSICAL EDUCATION. By Dr. Horg. 
And LETTERS from a SENIOR to a JUNIOR PHYSICIAN, By Dr. 
Burper. The whole edited by Kiern Grant, M.D., &c. &c. Fourth 

Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. 

‘* The general, as well as the medical reader, will find this a most 
interesting and instructive volume.”—Gentleman’s Magazine. 

‘* A very interesting memoir to every class of readers.”—Christian Ob- 
server, 

HOWARD, J.—MEMOIRS of JOHN HOWARD, the Christian 
Philanthropist: with a Detailof his extraordinary Labours; and an Ac- 

count of the Prisons, Schools, Lazarettos, and Public Institutions he 

visited. By Tuomas Taytor, Esq., Author of “The Life of Cowper,” 

&c.&c. Second Edition. With a Portrait. 12mo. cloth, 7s. 

HOWELS, REV. W.-SERMONS,. By the late Rev. W. Howszus. 
With a Memorr of the Author, &c. By CuaRLEs BowpLeR. Second 

Edition, 2 vols. 8vo. With a Portrait, 24s. 

— A COURSE of SERMONS on the LORD’S PRAYER, 
in a separate volume. 8vo. boards, 5s. 

HUME & SMOLLETT.—THE HISTORY of ENGLAND, 
from the Invasion of Julius Cesar to the Death of George the Second. By 

D. Hume and T. SMOLLETT. 10 vols. 8vo. cloth, 4. 

JACKSON, REV. F. — A FIRST SERIES OF SERMONS. 
By the Rev. F. Jackson, Incumbent of Parson Drove, Isle of Ely. 

Feap. 5s. 

‘‘ Discourses addressed to a village congregation. The chief aim of the 
preacher has been to enforce practical conclusions for the guidance of the 
humblest, from some of the most striking events or sentiments of Scripture. 
The style is plain and forcible.”—Spectator. 

JENOUR, REV. A.—RATIONALE APOCALYPTICUM; or, A 
Systematic Exposition of the REVELATION oF St. Joun, with a Map and 
other Illustrations. To which is appended an Analysis of some of the 
principal Modern Commentaries, including a particular examination of 

Mr. Exriorr’s Hor ApocaLyptic&. By the Rev. ALFRED JENOUR, 

Rector of Kittisford, Author of “‘ A New Translation and Exposition of 

Isaiah. 2 vols. 8vo.cloth, £1 8s. 
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JEWSBURY, MISS M. J-LETTERS to the YOUNG. By 

Mania Janz J EWSBURY. Fifth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 58- 

JOHNSON, DR.—A DICTIONARY of the ENGLISH LAN- 

GUAGE. By SAMUEL Jonnson, L.L.D. Abridged by CHALMERS. 
8YO- 

12s., oF 18mo. bound, 2s. 6d. 

KEY-STONE of GRAMMAR LAID; or, the Governess’s Assistant 

in simplifying that Science. By T.C. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 

       

     

LAMB, REV. R.—PARISH SERMONS. By RoBERT LAMB, 

M.A., St. Paul’s, Manchester. 12mo. In the Press. 

LECTURES on the DESTINY 
of the JEWS, and their Connexion 

with the Gentile Nations. By Ten Clergymen of the Church of Eng- 

land. 12mo. cloth, 9s- 

LIGHT in the DWELLING ;
 or, @ Harmony of the Four Gospels, 

with very Short and Simple Remarks adapted to Reading at Family 

Prayers, and arranged in 565 sections, for every day of the year. By the 

Author of *‘ The Peep of Day,” ‘Line upon Line,” &c. Revised and 

corrected by & Clergyman of the Church of England. Seventh Thousand. 

12mo. cloth, gs. ; or, in 8vO., large type, 12s. 

« Brief remarks, always to the point, full of spiritual meaning, and what 

is far better, of spiritual feeling, meet us in every page of this work.”— 

Christian Ladi
es’ agazine. 

‘¢ Those who use this interesting and peautifully wri
tten manual, will have 

‘ Light in the Dwelling.’ We can, with a good conscience, and an en ight- 

ened conviction, rec
ommend the work, poth for family and private reading.” 

LINE UPON LINE; or, 4 Second Series of the Earliest Religiou
s 

Instruction the Infant Mind is capable of receiving ; with Verses illustra- 

tive of the Subjects. By the author of “ The Peep of Day,” &c. Part I. 

Forty-seventh 
thousand. Part Il. Fortieth thousand. 18mo. cloth, each 

2s. 6d. 

m‘NEILE, REV. DR.—LECTUR
ES on the CHURCH of ENG- 

LAND, delivered in London, March, 1840. By Hues M‘NEILE, 

D.D., Hon. Canon of Chester, and Incumbent of St. Paul’s Church, 

Prince’s Park, Liverpool. Highth Edition. 12m. cloth, 58- 

— LECTURES on the SYMPATHI
ES, SUFFERINGS, 

and RE- 

SURRECTION
 of the LORD JESUS CHRIST; delivered in Liverpool 

during Passion Week and Easter Day. Third Edition. 12mo. cloth, 

4s. 6d.
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MACEE, REV. W. C.—SERMONS delivered at St. Saviour’s 

Church, Bath. By the Rev. W. C. Mages, B.A. Second Edition. 

12mo. cloth, 5s. 

‘But the writer of this little volume before us, who is the grandson of 

Archbishop Magee, has claims of his own, if the production of a well-written, 

well-reasoned, and rightly-minded volume of sermons may be so regarded. 

It is rare, indeed, that the sermons of young men are not wanting in that 

style of writing which springs from deep religious experience. It is im- 

possible for them to paint what perhaps they have not seen, or to describe 

what they have not felt. But Mr. Magee writes somewhat in advance, if we 

may so speak, of his own period of life ; and his sermons are on this account 

the more calculated to touch the deeper springs of thought and feeling 

within us.”—Christian Observer. 

MANCHESTER, DUKE OF.—THE FINISHED MYSTERY ; 

to which is added, an Examination of a Work by the Rev. David Brown, 

entitled ‘‘ Christ’s Second Coming. Will it be ‘ Premillennial?’” By 

GzoreE, DukE OF MANCHESTER. 8Vv0. cloth, 12s. 

MARRIOTT, REV. H.—SERMONS on the CHARACTER and 

DUTIES of WOMEN. By the Rev. Harvey ‘Marriott, Vicar of 

Loddiswell, and Chaplain to the Right Honourable Lord Kenyon. 12mo. 

cloth, 4s. 6d. 

— FOUR COURSES of PRACTICAL SERMONS. §8vo. 

each 10s. 6d. 

MARSDEN, REV. J. B.—The HISTORY of the EARLY PURI- 

TANS; from the Reformation to the Opening of the Civil War in 1642. 

By J. B. MarspeEn, M.A., Vicar of Great Missenden. 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

— The HISTORY of the LATER PURITANS; from the Open- 

ing of the Civil War in 1642, to the Ejection of the Non-conforming 

Clergy in 1662. 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

MARSHALL, MISS.—EXTRACTS from the RELIGIOUS 

WORKS of FENELON, Archbishop of Cambray. Translated from the 

Original French. By Miss MaRsHALL. Eleventh Edition, with a Portrait. 

Feap. cloth, 5s. 

MEEK, REV. R.-THE MUTUAL RECOGNITION and EX- 

ALTED FELICITY of GLORIFIED SAINTS. By the Rev. RoBert 

Merk, M.A., Rector of St. Michael, Sutton Bonnington, Notts. Fifth 

Edition. Fceap. cloth, 3s. 6d.
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MEEK, REV. R. 

_— PRACTICAL and DEVOTIONAL MEDITATIONS on 

the LORD’S SUPPER, or Holy Communion. igmo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

— PASSION WEEK; a Practical and Devotional Exposition of 

the Gospels and Epistles appointed for that Season, composed for the 

Closet and the Family. 12mo. boards, 48- 

MONTAGU, M.—THE PSALMS. Ina New Version. Fitted to 

the Tunes used in Churches. With Notes, in Examination of the Diffi- 

cult Passages. By M. Monraau, Esq. 8v0- cloth, 15s. 

      
__ Another Edition of the above ; without the Notes. Feap. 8vo. 

cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 

— THE SEVEN PENITENTIAL PSALMS, being Specimens of 

the above Version, with Notes; and early Versions of those Psalms. A 

New Edition enlarged. Post 8vo. boards, 5s. 

MOSHEIM, DR.— INSTITUTES 
of ECCLESIASTICAL 

HISTORY, Ancient and Modern. By J. L. Von MosueEim, D.D. A new 

and revised Edition with Additions. By Henry Soamss, M.A., Rector 

of Stapleford Tawney. 4 vols. 8vo. cloth, 27. 8s. 

NEAR HOME; or, the Countries of Europe described to 

Children, with Anecdotes. By the author of “ Peep of Day,” * Light in 

the Dwelling,” &c. Illustrated with numerous Wood Engravings. Tenth 

Thousand. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

¢¢ Jt must be very interesting to children. Those to whom we have read 

passages, taken at random, clap their little hands with delight.”—English 

Journal of Education. 

‘¢ 4 well-arranged and well-written book for children ; compiled from the 

best writers on the various countries, and full of sound and useful inform- 

ation, pleasantly conveyed for the most part in the homely monosyllabic 

Saxon which children. learn from their mothers and nurses.”—Athen@um. 

NEW MANUAL of DEVOTIONS ; containing Family and 

Private Prayers, the Office for the Holy Communion, &c. 12mo. bd., 48. 

NEWNHAM, W.—A TRIBUTE of SYMPATHY ADDRESSED 

to MOURNERS. By W. NewnuaM, Esq., M.R.S.L. 

Contents:—1. Indulgence of Grief. 2. Moderation of Grief. 3. Fxces- 

sive Sorrow. 4. Advantages of Sorrow. 5. Self-examination. 6. Resignation. 

7. Sources of Consolation. Tenth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 
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NEWNHAM W. 

— THE RECIPROCAL INFLUENCE of BODY and MIND 

CONSIDERED: As it affects the Great Questions of Education—Phre- 

nology—Materialism—Moral Advancement and Responsibility—M an’s 

Free Agency—The Theory of Life—The Peculiarities of Mental Property 

—Mental Diseases—The Agency of Mind upon the Body—Of Physical 

Temperament upon the Manifestations of Mind—and upon the Expression 

of Religious Feeling. 8v0. cloth, 14s. 

NIGHT of TOIL; or,a Familiar Account of the Labours of the 

First Missionaries in the South Sea Islands. By the Author of ‘‘ The Peep 

of Day,” ‘ Near Home,” &c. Third Edition. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

NIND, REV. W.—LECTURE-SERMONS. 
Preached in a 

Country Parish Church. By Wiirtam NINO, M.A., Fellow of St. Peter’s 

College, Cambridge, and Vicar of Cherry Hinton. Second Series. 12mo. 

cloth, 6s. 

‘¢ Sermons distinguished by brevity, good sense, and a plainness of 

manner and exposition which well adapt them for family perusal, especially 

as their style is neat and simple. not pare.’’—Spectator. 

«¢ The many who have read the first volume of these sermons, will wel- 

come, no doubt, with joy, the appearance of the second. They are readable 

and preachable ; and those of the second volume are even plainer and sim- 

pler than their predecessors. We recommend both volumes most heartily.” 

—English Review. 

NUGENT’S POCKET DICTIONARY of the FRENCH 

and ENGLISH LANGUAGES. The Twenty-sixth Edition, revised by 

J. C. TARVER, French Master, Eton, &c. Square 18mo. pound, 5s. 6d. 

OXENDEN, REV. A.-THE COTTAGE LIBRARY. Vol.I. 

The Sacrament of Baptism. By the Rev. ASHTON OxENDEN, Rector of 

Pluckley, Kent. 18mo. sewed, 1s., or cloth, ls. 6d. 

“A little book of probably large usefulness. It avoids disputed points, 

but conveys a clear and simple view of the holy rite of baptism. It is admir- 

ably suited to the cottage, as well as to all places in which ignorance reigns 

upon the subject.”—Church and State Gazette. 

__ THE COTTAGE LIBRARY. Vol. 2. THE SACRAMENT 

OF + aye LORD’SSUPPER. Third Edition. 18mo. sewed, 1s., or cloth, 

1s. 6 

— THE COTTAGE LIBRARY. Vol. 3. A Plain History of 

the Christian Church. Second Edition. 18mo. sewed, ls., OF cloth, 1s. 6d. 

— THE COTTAGE LIBRARY. Vol. 4. Fervent Prayer. 18mo. 

sewed, lIs., or cloth, ls. 6d. 

| __ THE COTTAGE LIBRARY. Vol. 6. The Story of Ruth. 

| 18mo. cloth, 28. 
| ee
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OXFORD, BISHOP OF.—FOUR SERMONS, Preached before 

Her MostGracious Majesty Queen Victoria in 1841 and 1842. By SAMUEL, 

Lord Bishop of Oxford, Chancellor of the most Noble Order of the Garter, 

Lord High Almoner to the Queen. Published by command. Third Edition. 

Fcap. Svo. cloth, 48. 

PARKER, MISS F. S.—-TRUTH WITHOUT NOVELTY ; or, 

a Course of Scriptural Instruction for every Sunday in the Year, principally 

designed for Private Family Instruction, and Sunday Schools. By FRANCES 

S. Parker, Author of *‘ The Guiding Star and other Tales,” “ The First 

Communion,” &c. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

PARRY, SIR W. E.—THOUGHTS on the PARENTAL CHA- 

RACTER of GOD. By Captain Sir WiLu1aM EDWARD Parry, R.N. 

Third Edition. 18mo. cloth, 1s. 6d. 

PEARS, REV. S. SERMONS. By the Rev. Steuart ApoL- 

puus Pears, B.D., one of the Assistant Masters of Harrow School, for- 

merly Fellow of Corpus Christi College, Oxford. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 6d. 

‘*The good which Arnold effected had many imitators; few, however, 

have reached nearer to him than Mr. Pears. There is the same plainness 

and simplicity in the enunciation of everlasting truth, the identical persua- 

siveness, the same motive, candour, and honesty; and these characteristics 

render the Sermons invaluable.”—Bell’s Messenger. 

| PEARSON, REV. J. N.—-SUNDAY READINGS for the FA- 

MILY and the CLOSET. By the Rev. J. Norman PEARSON, M.A. 

Incumbent of the District Church, Tunbridge Wells. 12mo. cloth, 7s. 

** Sound and practical.”—British Magazine. 

‘¢ A most valuable work.”—Church of England Magazine. 

PEEP of DAY; or, a Series of the Earliest Religious Instruction 

the Infant Mind is capable of receiving. With Verses illustrative of the 

Subjects. Sixty-ninth thousand, revised and corrected. 18mo. cloth, 3s. 

PRACTICAL SUGGESTIONS TOWARDS 
ALLEVIATING 

the SUFFERINGS of the SICK. 

PartI. Third Edition. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 

PartII. Fourth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 6d. 
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PRACTICAL TRUTHS from HOMELY SAYINGS. Second 

Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

PRAYERS, FAMILY AND PRIVATE. 

A FORM of PRAYERS, Selected and Composed for the Use 
of a Family principally consisting of Young Persons. Thirteenth 
Edition. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

FAMILY PRAYERS. By the late Henry Tuornton, 
Esq. M.P. Twenty-seventh Edition. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 

SEVENTY PRAYERS on SCRIPTURAL SUBJECTS : 
being a selection of Scripture Daily Readings for a Year; with 

Family Prayers for a Month. By Clergymen of the Chureh of 

England. Fifth Ten Thousand. 12mo.cloth, 2s. 

FAMILY PRAYERS. By the late W, Witzerrorce, Esq 
Edited by his Son, the Rev. R. I. Wilberforce, Archdeacon of the 

East Riding of Yorkshire; Vicar of Burton-Agnes, late Fellow of 

Oriel College. Tenth Edition. Feap. 8vo. sewed, 1s. 6d. 

FAMILY PRAYERS for Every Day of the Week. Selected 
from various portions of the Holy Bible, with References. Third 

Edition. 12mo. boards, 2s. 6d. 

FAMILY PRAYERS for Every Day in the Week. By 

Cuericus. 18mo. cloth, Is. 6d. 

FAMILY PRAYERS, composed from the Book of Psalms. 

By a Layman. Edited by G. W. Lewis, M.A., Vicar of Crich, Der- 

byshire. Fep. cloth, 7s. 

THE CHURCHMAN’'S BOOK of FAMILY PRAYER, 
following the arrangement of the Book of Common Prayer, and 

chiefly framed from its Occasional Services. By the Rev. J. H. 

Swainson, M.A., Rector of Alresford, Essex. 18mo. cloth, 18.64. 

PRAYERS and OFFICES of DEVOTION for Families 

and for Particular Persons, upon most occasions. By BENJAMIN 

Jenks. Altered and lnproved bythe Rev. Charles Simeon. 12mo. 

roan, 48. 6d. or 18mo. 3s. 

HELPS to DEVOTION; Morning and Evening Prayers for 

every day in the week, adapted for the use of Families. By 

H. Tarram, D.D., Archdeacon of Bedford. 12mo. boards, 2s.6d. 
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| PRAYERS, FAMILY AND PRIVATE. 

SHORT FAMILY PRAYERS for Every Morning and 

| Evening of the Month. Selected and Arranged from the Liturgy, 

| Psalms, and various eminent Writers. By WILLIAM SonTAU, Esq. 

Member of the Church of Engiand. Second Edition. 12mo. 

cloth, 38- 

| A COURSE of MORNING and EVENING PRAYERS, 

for the use of the Pamilies of the Poor. 12mo. sewed, 6d., or 58. per 

dozen. 

SHORT PRAYERS for Every Day in the Week, to be used 

either in the Family or Private. By the Rev. RicHARD SHEPHERD, 

M.A., Incumbent of St. Margaret’s, Ware, Herts. 12mo. sewed, 

2d., or Is. 6d. peF dozen. 

SHORT PRAYERS and other Helps to Devotion, for the 

oe = Scholars of @ Public School. Third Edition. 18mo. 

eloth, 1s. 6d. 

FORMS of PRAYERS, adapted for the use of Schools and 

Young Persons. By J. SNow- 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

PRIVATE PRAYERS for YOUNG PERSONS. By M.A. 

Fcap. cloth, 28- 

A FEW PLAIN SHORT PR AYERS, intended to be sent 

with each set of Baby Linen lent to Poor Women. 24mo. sewed, 

3d., or 28. 6d. per dozen. 

A COMPANION
 to the ALTAR, with Occasional Prayers. 

By GEORGE A. E. MaRsH, A.M., Rector of Bangor, Flintshire. 

Third Edition. "Boards, 1s. 6d.; sheePs 28+ 5 calf, 38. 

—
=
—
 

NEWLY ARRANGED
 MANUALfor COMMU

NICANTS 

atthe LORD'S SUPPER, including the Serviee for the Holy Com- 

munion. 24m0. bound, 3s. 

EVENING MEDIT ATIONS 
for © HILDREN for a WEEK. 

Square, 28. 6d. per doz. 

QUESTIONS 
and PRACTICAL 

REMARKS on the POR- 

TIONS of SCRIPTURE selected as the Gospels. for each Sunday in 

poe ae wa the Author of ‘* Questions on the Epistles,” &e. 18mo. 

cloth, 25. 0¢- 

QUESTIONS on the COLLECTS 
of the CHURCH of ENG- 

LAND, for every Sunday in the Year, Designed to Promote @ Better 

Understanding 
of those comprehensive 

Forms of Prayer; with a Key, 

containing suitable Answers and Scriptural proofs, for the use of 

Young Persons. 18mo. cloth, 15. 6d
. 
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RAWNSLEY, REV.R.D.B.—-SERMONS, CHIEFLY CATE- 
CHETICAL. By the Rev. R. Drummonp B. Rawns.ey, M.A., Vicar 
of Shiplake, Oxon. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

‘‘ Their plainness brings them within the eomprehension of the most il- 
literate, whilst their exposition and illustration of Gospel truth render them 
a medium of usefulness, which cannot be without the very best results.”— 
Bell’s Messenger. 

— VILLAGE SERMONS. Second Series. 12mo. (In the 

Press.) 

THE RECTOR in SEARCH of a CURATE. Post 8vo. 

cloth, 9s. 

Contents:—1. The Parish—2. TheCurate—3. The Tempo Curate—4, 
5. The Evangelicist—6. The Evangelicals—7. The Unfortunate Man—8. The 
Scholar—9. The Millennarian—10. The Anglo-Catholic—11, The Approved 
—12. The Ordination. 

‘* A lively and entertaining book.”—Christian Observer. 
*¢ Interesting and attractive.”—Spectator. 

RICHMOND, REV. L.—THE ANNALS of the POOR. By 

the late Rev. Lecu Ricumonp. With Engravings by Epowaap FinDEN 

Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

RUSSELL, DR.—THE HISTORY of MODERN EUROPE. 

With an Account of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire; and 

a view of the Progress of Society, from the Rise of the Modern Kingdoms 

to the Peace of Parisin 1763. Ina series of Letters from a Nobleman to 

his Son. New Edition, continued to the present time. 4 vols. 8vo. cloth, 

£2. 128. 

SCENES in OUR PARISH. Bya Country Parson’s Daughter. 
2 vols. 12mo. boards, each 5s. 

SCOTT, REV. T.-ESSAYS on the MOST IMPORTANT 

SUBJECTS in RELIGION. By the Rev. Tuomas Scort, late Rector 

of Ashton Sandford, Bucks. With a Memorr of the Autor. Fifteenth 

Edition. 12mo.5s.; 18mo. 3s. 6d. 

SCRIPTURE CATECHISM;; extracted chiefly from the Rev. 

Edward Bickersteth’s “ Scripture Help.” Designed to assist the Young in 

acquiring a Knowledge of the Holy Bible, and to commend it to their love. 

By E. W. 18mo. Is. sewed, 1s. 6d. cloth. 
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SERMONS and EXTRACTS CONSOLATOR
Y on the LOSS 

of FRIENDS. 
Selected from the Works of the most eminent Divines. 

Third Edition. gvo. cloth, 12s. 

SHAKSPEARE.-
 THE PLAYS of WILLIAM SH AKSPEARE,

 

accurately printed from the Text of the Corrected Copies, & History of 

the Stage, and a Life of Shakspeare. 
By ALEXANDER 

CuaLmers, F.S.
A. 

8 vols. 8v0- £3. 12s., or 1 vol. 8v0- 12s. 

SHERWOOD, MRS.—THE GOLDEN GARLAND of IN- 

ESTIMABLE DELIGHTS. By Mrs. SHERWOOD, and her daughter, 

Mrs. STREETEN, Authors of the “ Fairchild Family,’ &e. 12mo. cloth, 6s.    
     

    

‘Tt possesses greater reality, and even interest, than some more am- 

pitious-looking tales; everything in the Golden Garland bears the stamp of 

truth.’”’—Spectator.
 

‘sTt serves as & yehicle to inculcate the soundest moral precepts,” &¢.— 

Herald. 

— THE MIRROR OF MAIDENS in the Days of Good Queen 

Bess. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

— THE HISTORY of JOHN MARTEN. A Sequel to «“ The 

Life of Henry Milner.” 12mo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

— THE HISTORY of HENRY MILNER. 3 vols. 12mo. 

cloth, each 6s. 

__ THE HISTORY of the FAIRCHILD 
FAMILY ; or, The 

Child’s Manual. 
Fifteenth Edition. 12mo., cloth. 5s. 

— THE HISTOR
Y of the FAIRCHILD 

FAMILY. Volume 2. 

Third Edition 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

__ THE HISTORY of the FAIRCHILD 
FAMILY. Volume 3. 

Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

_— JULIETTA DI LAVENZA. A Tale. 18mo. cloth, 28. 

_. THE HEDGE of THORNS. Fifth Edition, 18mo. cloth, 18. 

_ VICTORIA. 42mo. bds. 4s. 

— THE ORPHANS of NORMANDY.
 Third Edition. 12mo. 

| pds. 28. 6d. 

_. THE LITTLE MOMIERE. 42mo. cloth, 38- 
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SHIRLEY, BISHOP.—LETTERS and MEMOIR of the late 

WALTER AUGUSTUS SHIRLEY, D.D., Lord Bishop of Sodor and 

Man. Edited by Tuomas Hitt, B.D., Archdeacon of Derby. Second 

Edition, revised. With a Portrait, 8vo., cloth, 14s. 

‘¢ There is a healthy tone of piety in Dr. Shirley's remains; and no one 

can read the Memoir without being struck with the humility and simplicity 

of mind which characterized its subject.”— Christian Observer. 

‘¢ A solid and interesting volume, containing, in addition to the biography, 

various intelligent remarks on public affairs and theological questions, with 

a good many descriptive sketches of scenery and mankind.”—Spectator. 

‘* It is a volume which we have read with the deepest interest, and have 

closed with the highest feelings of its importance.”’—G@entleman’s Magazine. 

— LETTERS to YOUNG PEOPLE. By the late Right Rev. 

WALTER Avoustus, Bishop of Sodor and Man. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

“We must admit the substantial excellence of much of what we find here ; 

and all we have perused of the volume has instructed us not a little.” — 

English Review. 

‘¢'The volume consists of letters chiefly addressed to his son and daugh- 

ter; and exhibits the writer in a very amiable, affectionate, pious, and 

sensible light. Some of the epistles to his son contain judicious advice on 

study and critical remarks on books.’’—Spectator. 

‘¢ We like the general tone of these letters much. They are cheerful, un- 

affected, kindly, without overweening conceit or laborious condescension. 

They refer, too, to real incidents and events.’”’—Atheneum. 

— SERMONS Preached on various occasions. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

“ A direct plainness of style and purpose, which had the effect of force, 

and a sound Protestant feeling.” — Spectator. 

‘These sermons are marked by that unaffected piety and sound sense 

which characterized their revered author. The little volume deserves a place 

among the first-class selections of practical discourses.” —John Bull. 

SIMEON, REV. C.—-MEMOIRS of the Rev. CHARLES 

SIMEON, M.A., late Senior Fellow of King’s College, and Minister of 

Trinity Church, Cambridge ; containing his Autobiography, together with 

Selections from his Writings and Correspondence. Edited by the Rev. 

WituraM Carus, M.A., Canon of Winchester, and Vicar of Romsey, 

Hants. Third Edition. 12mo. cloth, with portrait and fac-simile, 7s. 6d. 

*.* A few copies of the 8vo. Edition are still on sale. Price 14s. 
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SMITH, REV. T- T.-SERMONS.
 By the Rev. T. TUNSTALL 

guita, M.A., Vicar of Wirksworth, Der
byshire. Second Edition. 12mo. 

cloth, 5s. 6d. 

— LECTURES on the TEMPTATION 
OF OUR BLESSED 

LORD. 12mo. cloth, 38- 

<¢ Practical discourses, full of evangelical piety, and great clearness of 

exposition.”—Bell
’s Messenger. 

‘ Full of valuable matter, the result of much thought and study, and is 

eminently practi 1,"—English Revi
ew. 

SOLACE of an INVALID. Fourth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 

5s. 6d. 

SOLACE of a MOURNER. 
Feap. cloth. 48 6d. 

SPIRITUAL REIGN (The); 9 Essay on the Coming of our 

Lord Jesus Christ, with especial reference to the Premillennial Argument 

of the Rev. E. B. Exuiort, in his Hore Apocaleptice. 
By CLEMENS. 

Second Edition, revised and enlarged. Feap- cloth, 3s. 6d. 

«¢ Among the various publications om the subject of the Millennium, 

there is none, We candidly confess, that has yielded us greater satisfaction 

than that of ‘ Clemens.’ The refutation of the Premillennial 
scheme is in 

our estimation clear, scriptural, triumphant.” —
Evangelical Ma

gazine. 

STEWART, REV: J. H.-TRUE HAPPINESS : Exemplified 

in a Course of Lectures upon the Fifty-fifth Chapter of Isaiah. By the 

Rev. JAMES Ha.paNe STEWART, M.A., Rector of Limpsfield, surrey 

Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 58. 

STOWELL, REV: H.-TRACTARIANIS
M TESTED by 

HOLY SCRIPTURE 
and the CHURCH 

of ENGLAND, 
in a Series of 

Sermons. By the Rev. Hucu STowsLl, M.A.; Incumbent of Christ 

Church, Manchester, and Hon. Prebendary of Chester. 2 vols. 12m0- 

cloth, each 68. 

NB. The object of this work is not merely nor mainly to confute Tracta- 

rianism, but rather to inform and establish the minds of Churchmen on 

—— perplexing questions, respecting which definite views are muc 

needed. 

STRANGE PLANET, an Allegory, end other Tales, for 

Sunday Reading. By the Author of ‘* Aids to Development.” 
Tllus- 

trated with Woodcuts.
 18mo. cloth, 38. 
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SWARTZ, REV. C. F.-MEMOIRS of the LIFE and COR- 

RESPONDENCE of the REV. CHRISTIAN FREDERIC SWARTZ: 

To which is prefixed, A Sketch of the History of Christianity in India. 

By Hueu Pzarson, D.D., M.R.A.S., Author of “The Life of Buchanan.” 

Third Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. cloth. Witha Portrait and Map, 16s. 

TALES FOR MY GRANDCHILDREN. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 

‘s A work adapted to the capacities of very young children, to afford 

instructive amusement for Sunday evening.” 

TEIGNMOUTH, LORD. — LETTERS ADDRESSED by 

LORD TEIGNMOUTH to his SON on his DEPARTURE for INDIA. 

18mo. cloth, ls. 

THOMPSON, REV. F. E.—TWELVE LECTURES preached 

in St. George’s Chapel, Old Brentford, in the Season of Lent 1844 and 1845. 

By the Rev. F. E. THompson, B.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, and 

Incumbent of Old Brentford. 12mo. cloth, 5s. 

‘* In a theological point of view his object is very successfully accomplished 

by Mr. Thompson. Ina literary sense the plan of the writer gives purpose, 

variety, and interest to his discourses. Biography and applied morality are 

superadded to the general matter of asermon. The style is agreeable—the 

manner rapid and impressive.” —Spectator. 

THORNTON, H.-FEMALE CHARACTERS. By the late 

Henry THORNTON, Esq.,M.P. With Prayers adapted to the Lectures. 

Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

— FAMILY COMMENTARY on PORTIONS of the PENTA- 

TEUCH; in Lectures, with Prayers adapted to the Subjects. Second 

Edition. Thick 8vo. cloth, 12s. 

— ON the TEN COMMANDMENTS, with PRAYERS. 

Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

— FAMILY PRAYERS, in a Series for a Month. Twenty- 

seventh Edition. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 

TRACTS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 

THE GERMAN TREE. A Moral for the Young. 

By the Rev. T. GOODWIN HATCHARD, M.A., Rector of 

Havant, Domestic Chaplain to the Marquis Conyngham. 1s. 

By the same Author. 

FEED MY LAMBS. A Lecture for Children in 

words of one syllable; to which is added a Hymn. Seventh thou- 

sand, 32mo. 3d., or 2s. 6d. per dozen. 

sii tnichinneisentaenenanesnen
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TRACTS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 

MY DUTY. The Christian Duties, taken from the 

Church Catechism, printed in red and black within an ornamental 

Gothic tablet; intended for Parochial distribution. 4d. each, or 

3s.6d. per dozen. 

TRACTS for CHILDREN in STREETS and LANES, 

HIGHWAYS and HEDGES; or, Fifty-two Scripture Facts in 

simple language By the Author of ‘* Peep of Day,” ‘¢ Near 

Home,” &c. n a packet containing Fifty-two Tracts, each 

illustrated with a Wood-cut, 2s. 4d. 

EXTRACTS from the BIBLE, arranged as nearly 

as possible in the Words of Scripture. For the Lower Classes 

in the National Schools. PartI. The Creation and fall of Man. 

Second Edition. 18mo. sewed, 3d., or 2s. per dozen. Part Il. From 

the Fall of Man to the Dispersion of Mankind by the Confusion of 

Tongues at the Tower of Babel. 18mo. sewed, 3d., or 2s. per dozen. 

Part III. From the Call of Abraham to the Death of Joseph. 18mo. 

sewed, 4d. 

THE GOOD MOTHER and HER TWO SONS. 

Intended for Sailors and Emigrants. 2d., or 1s. 6d. per dozeu, or 

10s. per 100, 

THE FOURTH COMMA
NDMENT EXPLAINED. 

By a Sunday School Teacher. 3d., or 28. 6d. & dozen. 

THE TEACHER’S ASSISTANT IN NEEDLE- 

WORK. 6d. each, or 58. per dozen. 

THE KNITTING TEACHER’S ASSISTANT. 64., 

or 5s. per dozen. 

A MISFORTUNE CHANGED into @ BLESSING. 

12mo. 6d., or 1s. cloth. 

ELIEZER; or, The Faithful Servant. 12mo. 3d., or 

2s. 6d, per dozen. 

PORTIONS OF SCRIPTURE, arranged with a view 

to promote the ReLicious OBSERVANCE OF tue Lorp’s Day. By 

a Lavy. 34., or 28- 6d. per dozen. 

HOW CAN I GO TO CHURCH? or, A Dialogue 

between a Lady anda Poor Woman. 34. each. 
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TRACTS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 

WHY SHOULD I NOT GO TO THE MEETING- 
HOUSE? 3d. each. 

HAPPINESS AND MISERY; or, The Life of Faith 
andthe Natural Life. 14d. each. 

SELECT STORIES from MODERN HISTORY : 
ST. BARTHOLOMEW’S DAY, and JOAN of ARC; or, The 

Maid of Orleans. Written for the Instruction of the Children of 

a Village School. With Illustrations Fcap. sewed, 1s. 

‘* Not ill-adapted to their end. These little stories are plainly and 

even fairly told; no attempt being made to excite party feeling or to 

disguise the real truths of history. We can recommend the book.” 
Atheneum. 

A LITTLE BOOK of POETRY for our Poor Little 
People: a kindly remembrance of the Children of those whom we 

have always with us. Second Edition, feap. sewed, 6d. 

CONVERSATION on the ADVANCE WE HAVE 

MADE in CHRISTIAN CHARITY ; or, Why is it not Enough 

for a Manto be Sincere? 18mo. cloth, Is. 

SCRIPTURAL EXERCISES on the GEOGRAPHY 

of the GOSPELS, calculated to impress upon the Mind the situation 

of the principal places recorded in the Gospels, and the leading 

events of our Savicur’s Ministry. By the late Right Rev. EDWARD 

STANLEY, D.D., Lord Bishop of Norwich. Tenth Edition, enlarged. 

18mo. sewed, 6d. 

A FRIEND to the SICK and AFFLICTED. 3d., 

or 2s. 6d. per dozen. 

ON THE MANNER IN WHICH TRIALS AND 

AFFLICTIONS SHOULD BE BORNE. By the Rev. H. Woop- 

warp, A.M. 32mo. sewed, 3d. 

THOUGHTS ON THE SABBATH. 12mo. 3d. 

THE SERVANT’S POCKET COMPANION: con- 

taining Prayers for Morning and Evening, and on Particular Oc- 

casions ; with Short Addresses on the Duties of Servants. 18mo. 

ls. boards. 

NARRATIVE OF POLL PEG, of Leicestershire. 

3d., or 2s. 6d. per dozen. 
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TRACTS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 

REPAIRING THE CHURCH. 3d., or 28. 6d. per 

dozen. 

CHRISTMAS EVE, its Song: and CHRISTMAS 

DAY, its Joy; OT How Men should keep the Day, seeing how 

Angels began it. 

NO FRIEND LIKE AN OLD FRIEND. 18m. 6d. 

A FEW PRACTICAL REMARKS on CHRISTIAN 

ALMSGIVING. 
By the Rev. ALBERT MANGLES, Incumbent of 

Horsell, Surrey. Second Edition. 12mo. sewed, 4d. 

DAILY SERVICE in the COTTAGE. By the Rev. 

J. C. NAPLETON; B.A, Incumbent
 of Hatfield, Herefor

dshire. 3d. 

VILLAGE CONVERSATIONS
 on the LITURGY of 

the CHURCH of ENGLAND. By the Right Rev. GEORGE 

Davys, Bishop of Peterborough. 
18mo. 6d. 

     

    
   

  

  
By the same Auther, 

VILLAGE CONVERSATIONS
 on the PRINCIPAL 

ae of the CHURCH. Forming a Sequel to the above. 

THE CURATE CATECHISING; 
or, an Exposition 

of the Church Catechism. By the Rev. W- T HISTLETHWAITE, 

A.M. Sixth Edition. 18mo. 16s. 

By the same Author, 

THE CHURCH COMMUNICATING
 ; or, An 

Exposition of the Communion 
Service of the Church of England. 

ismo. 6d. 

CONFIRMATION
 ; oF; Are you ready to serv’ 

Christ? By the Rev. ASHTON OxENDEN, Rector of Piuekley, 

Kent. 18mo. sewed, 3d., oF 28. 6d. per dozen. 

THREE PLAIN, FAMILIA
R LECTURES on CON- 

FIRMATION. 
By C. J. Spencer, A.M., Rector of Radwell, 

Herts. 12mo. sewed, 28+ 

A SHORT CATECHISM; or; Plain Instruction, con- 

taining the Sum of Christian Learning, set forth by the authority 

of his Majesty, King Edward the Sixth, for all Schoolmasters to 

Teach, A. D. 1553. 1gmo. 6d. or 5s. per dozen.
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TUDOR, H.—DOMESTIC MEMOIRS of a Christian Family, 

Resident in Cumberland. With descriptive Sketches of the Scenery of the 

British Lakes. By Henay Tuvor, Esq., Barrister at-Law. Second Edi- 

tion. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

‘The sale of the first edition of this pleasing volume was commensurate 

with its worth. The Author accomplished two objects by its original publi- 

cation,—the first, a truly Christian narrative of the manners and habits of a 

religious family, combined with an elegant description of the diversified 

scenery of the lake countries; and the second, a donation, to a considerable 

amount, by the sale to the purposes of the Church Missionary Society. The 

same objects are kept in view in the second issue, and we can, therefore, do 

nothing better now to increase its circulation, than by assuring our readers 

that the excellence of the design has been sought to be performed in the 

most satisfactory manner.”—Bell’s Messenger. 

TUPPER, M. F.— PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. By 

Martin F. Tupper, D.C.L., F.R.S., of Christchurch, Oxford, Twenty- 

ninth Thousand. One Vol. feap. cloth, with Portrait, 7s. 

— A MODERN PYRAMID. To commemorate a Septuagint 

of Worthies. Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

— PROBABILITIES: an AID to FAITH. Second Edition. 

Feap. cloth, 4s. 

‘¢ Tt is difficult to convey, by extracts, the charm which is diffused over 

this little book. There is, in the infinite variety of subject, a continuous 

line of thought, which fixes the attention to its progress, and leaves the 

mind amused and edified with the perusal.”—Christian Remembrancer. 

TYTLER, MISS A. F.—LEILA AT HOME; a Continuation 

of “Leila in England.” By Ann FRASER TytLerR. Second Edition. 

Feap. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

‘Leila at Home,” in continuation of *‘ Leila in England,” is written in 

the same pleasant style, and conveys similar lessons of an instructive and 

religious tendency.”—Literary Gazette. 

— LEILA; or, the Island, Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 6s, 

— LEILA in ENGLAND. A Continuation of “ Leila; or, the 

Island.” Fourth Edition. Feap. cloth, 6s. 

— MARY and FLORENCE; or, Grave and Gay. Ninth 

Edition. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

Scie
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY 

TYTLER, MISS A. F. 

— MARY and FLORENCE at SIXTEEN. Fifth Edition. 

Fcap. cloth, 6s. 

‘¢ These works are excellent. Miss Tytler’s writings are especially valuable 

for their religious spirit. She has taken a just position between the 

rationalism of the last generation and the puritanism of the present, while 

the perfect nature and true art with which she sketches from juvenile life, 

show powers which might be more ambitiously displayed, but cannot be 

better bestowed.” —Quarterly Review. 

TYTLER, MISS M. F.-THE WOODEN WALLS of OLD 

| ENGLAND; or, Lives of Celebrated Admirals. By MARGARET FRASER 

TyTLER. Containing Biographies of Lord Rodney, Earls Howe and St. 

| Vincent, Lords de Saumarez and Collingwood, Sir Sidney Smith and 

Viscount Exmouth. Feap. cloth, 5s. 
' 

__ TALES of the GREAT and BRAVE. Containing Memoirs 

of Wallace, Bruce, the Black Prince, Joan of Arc, Richard Ceur de Lion, 

Prince Charles Edward Stuart, Nelson, and Napoleon Bonaparte. 

Second Edition. Feap. cloth, 5s. 

VENN, REV. H.-MEMOIR and Selection from the Cor- 

respondence of the Rev. H. Venn, M A. Edited by the Rev. Henry 

Venn, B.D., Prebendary of St. Paul’s. Seventh Edition. Fcap. 

VERSCHOYLE. A Roman Catholic Tale of the Nineteenth 

Century. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

VICTORIA, BISHOP OF.-LEWCHEW and the LEW- 

CHEWANS. By GEoRGs Smita, D.D., Lord Bishop of Victoria, Hong 

Kong. Fcap. cloth. 

— HINTS for the TIMES; or, the Religions of Sentiment, of 

Form, and of Feeling, contrasted with Vital Godliness. Feap. cloth, gilt 

edges, 2s. 6d. 

‘s A sensible and seasonable little treatise.”—Christia
n Guardian. 

WEBB, MRS. J. B.—THE BELOVED DISCIPLE. Reflec- 

tions on the History of st. John. By Mrs. J. B. Wess, Author of 

<< Naomi,” ‘* Reflections on the History of Noah,” &c. Feap. 8vo. cloth, 

4s. 6d. 

‘* Very sensible and well written reflections on the History of St. John. 

We can safely recommend it.’—Christian Guardian. 
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WHITE REV. G.-THE NATURAL HISTORY and ANTI. 
QUITIES of SELBORNE. By the Rev. Giteert Wurtz, M.A. With 
the Naturalist’s Calendar; and the Miscellaneous Observations extracted 

from his papers. A New Edition, with Notes, by Edward Turner Bennett, 

Esq., F.L.S., &c. 8vo. cloth, 18s. 

WILLYAMS, MISS J. L.—CHILLON;; or, Protestants of the 
Sixteenth Century. An Historical Tale. By Janz Louisa Witiyams. 
2 vols. 8vo. cloth, 10s. 

‘* We think highly of this pathetic story. A true spirit of cheerful piety 
pervades its pages; the characters are nicely discriminated, and many of the 
scenes are very vividly portrayed. All who read it may derive benefit from 
its perusal.”—Britannia. 

‘*The book before us furnishes proof of considerable ability.”—British 
Quarterly Review. 

WILSON, REV.H.B.—THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS. An 
attempt to illustrate the true Principles of Christian Union: in Eight Lec- 
tures, delivered before the University of Oxford, in 1851, on the Foundation 

of the late Canon Bampton. By Henry Bristow WI son, B.D., late 

Fellow and Tutor of St. John’s College; Vicar of Great Staughton. 8vo. 

cloth, 9s. 

WORDS of WISDOM for MY CHILD, being a Text for 
Every Day in the Year, forthe use of very Young Children. Second Edi- 
tion. 32mo. cloth, 2s. 

WOODWARD, REV. H.— THOUGHTS on the CHARAC- 
TER and HISTORY of NEHEMIAH. By the Rev. Henry Woop- 

warp, A.M., formerly of Corpus Christi College, Oxford; Rector of 

Fethard, in the Diocese of Cashel. Feap. 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

‘¢ This interesting little volume is pervaded by a deep-toned piety, anda 
calm philosophy, which are truly edifying in these days of religious turmoil 

and excitement,” &c.—IJrish Ecclesiastical Journal, 
‘¢ A valuable little work.”—Ovxon Herald. 
‘* Allthe writings of Mr. Woodward exhibit an accurate as well as pious 

mind.” —Christian Remembrancer. 

— SHORT READINGS for FAMILY PRAYERS, ESSAYS, 

and SERMONS. 8vo. cloth, 12s. 

‘The most striking point in Mr. Woodward’s writings, the point which 

most excites our admiration, and, we trust, improves our hearts, is the high 

and elevated standard of holiness which he ever places before us, the deeply 

practical tendency of all his thoughts,” &¢.—English Review. 
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