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by they themselves were good, they could 

neither lose nor discover. Christ enriches 
the martyr with everlasting felicity. No 
man that ever confessed Christ could lose 
Him -amongst all these torments. As for 
these, their minds took a loftier pitch, be- 
holding both the possession and affection of 
earthly riches with an eye of scorn. They 
lost all they had! What? Their faith, 
their zeal? These are Christianriches. He 
that is rich before God, what can man take 
from him? ‘These are the treasures of 
which Christians are opulent. What have 
-the Christians endured in this sack of Rome 
that turns not to their profit, if we rightly 
consider it? The extremity of famine, they 
say, destroyed many. Well, but they who 
patiently went through it have made good 
use of it. For such as the famine slew, it 

delivered from the evil of this life. A bad 
death can never follow a good life. For 
there is nothing that makes death bad but 
that estate which followeth death. And what 
power hath the horror of death to affright 
their souls who have led a virtuous life? ” 

After this six days of sack, the barbarians, 

laden with spoils, evacuated Rome—poured 
out along the Appian Way, wandering at 
will until they took up their summer quar- 
ters in Southern Italy. There in that 
lovely land these rough northerners made 
themselves at home. Farms, and _ villas, 

and garden-like uplands, were pleasanter 
than encampments outside Rome. They 
spared nothing. The historian says, “The 
fruits of a long peace perished under the 
rude grasp of the barbarians, who them- 
seives were incapable of tasting the elegant 
refinements of luxury which had been pre- 
pared for the use of the soft and polished 
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Italians. Each soldier claimed his share of 
the corn and cattle, oil and wine, daily 
brought into the Gothic camp, and the 

principal warriors insulted the villas and 
gardens once inhabited by Lucullus and 

Cicero along the beauteous coast of 

Campania. Their trembling captives, the 

sons and daughters of Roman senators, 

presented in goblets of gold and gems large 

draughts of Falernian wine to the haughty 

victors, who stretched their huge limbs 

under the shade of plane-trees artificially 
disposed to screen the scorching rays and 

admit the genial warmth of the sun. These 

delights were enhanced by the memory of 

past hardships.” 
The city was again given over to plunder, 

eleven centuries after its memorable sack 

by the Goths, in the days of Charles V. 

The occupation lasted for nine months, 

during which the most atrocious deeds of 

cruelty, rapine, and lust, were perpetrated. 

In this storming of Rome, Pope Clement 

VII. shut himself up in the Castle of St. 

Angelo. By the time that his conquerors 

set him at liberty, he was reduced to the 

extremity of eating asses’ flesh—all that 

remained between him and starvation. In- 
sulting conditions of surrender were forced 
from him ; as for the wretched inhabitants of 

the city, they were subjected to the utmost 

suffering. Since then the city has’ been 

often besieged. It was taken by the French 

on June 30, 1849; and again by the Italian 

army September 20, 1870. But the nations 
are no longer convulsed with the shock of 

its overthrow. It was a crumbling rampart 
that slid down into the river of time, and 
the waters have closed over it without eddy 

or ripple. 

 


