grime came here from all lands,
gome to ¢limb the SBanta Beala. seme
to gazeon the chapel of the Sancta
Sanctorum, some for the sake of
Copnstantine, others for that ot
Luther. Butall alike stuod vn the
sleps at the west end of the basilica
and lvoked out on the sunny terrsces
where the medisevel Popes took
their daily walks, and Fraucis of
Assisi,the German hero, tl:irew him-
self nt the feet of Pope lDnocent
ILIL. The vlew from  these
steps was simply the granodest
in Rome, and always beautiful, in
the dim liueness of early morning
and in the rich glow of evening
light. Qenerations of poets and
painters h.ve eelebrated its charms
aud looked out (rora this point—on
these plaine ‘‘spiritualized,’” wrote
Btuerling, ‘‘by endiess recollections.”’
Now the avenue of ilex trees.is cuf
down, the roses and cypressesare
one. A block of factory-looking
ouses shuts out the mountain and
the (}a npana, and that perfect view
is for ever ruined.

The “improvements’ of the mu-
nicipality in this neighborhood did
not end there. T wo years ago saw
the destruction of the Ghetto, that
curious mediseval quarter which had
been the home of the Jews for
the Iast three hubndred years.
The names of the Via e Piazza del
IPianto bore witness to the wailing
of this unhappy people on the day
when they were driven from their
homes by command of Paul the
Fourth, and forced to take up their
abode in the limits of this narrow
district. Every Sunday for centu-
ries they were compelled to hear a
germon in the Church of SBaint An-
gelo in Peacheria. Pio Nono was
the first Pope to abolish this custom,

_and to remove the barred gates of
tlie Ghetto, which befere his time
hiad been closed every night. And
yet,in spite of i1s crowded population,
in spite, too,of the filth and syualor of
many of its narrow lanes, the Jews?
quarter wag the healthiest of the
city, and the death-rate of this dis-
trict was lower than that of any
other. A walk through the Ghetto
wuas a uniyue experience. Artists
were attracted by the quainl char-
acter of wnany of these old houses,
their round-headed archways, stecp
flights of stairs and Gothic win-
dows. The ecourts and alleys
teemed with life. Black-eyed boys
with ecurly heads apnd shiniog
teoth pursued ,the stranger,
clamoring for quatlrini, Jew-
ish-faced women =sat on tle
doorsteps darulni bita of gilk and
lace from the rag heapsat their feet,
a-d vendors of old clo’ earried on a
hrisk hargain. There was always
the chance of finding some lovely
hit of Oriental br cade or rich
damask, some gem or eamen of rare
workmanship, under these piles of
rubbish. Amnd as you treaded your
way through some dark Jane you
might sce the Agure of a seven-
branched candlestick carved on the
wall, a relie of the departed glorvies
of Jerusalem, and of the old fiith
to which the exiles clung through
ages of persecution and misery,

On the outskirtaof the Ghetto a |
street led to tbe Portico of Qatavio,
where Titus celebrated his triumph, |
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and Byrian captives bore the 8
of the Temple in his train. he
sight was strikingly picturesque,
The many storied houaes of the par-
row strect almost shut out the blue
sky overhead, and the subpshine
streamed through the meeting roof:

on the glittering scales of firh an

the worn marble slabs which had
been in use sirce the days of the
Ciosars. A few steps fiirtheron was
the theatre which Augustus built
in honor of the young Marcellus.
Here we are met by another of those
strange contrasta over which Am-
pire loved to moralize. Under the
Doric arches of the jowest tier
artesiang had their shops, and the
ruddly light of the forge uiowed
upon piles of green vegetables and
water-melons and jeoints of meat
which dangled from the travertine
blocks of the Augustan age. Above
the Ionic arches of the upper story
rose the grim walls of the Bavelll

ils

palige, huilt in the Middle ages
on a lofty heap of debris with-
in the theatre. This was the

home of Niebuhr when' he lived
in Rome as Prussiun amlassador.
From these windows he looked
down on the fountains, the oraunge-
trees, and flowering je~anmine of
his little garden,and farawny across
the Tiber to St. 'eter’s wod Mento
Mario. This district has undergone
a thorough cleansing. The ancient
fish-market and theshops havebeen
removed, and the Ghette levelled
to the ground. Whole streets were
carted away during the last three
years amid clouds of white dust and

mortar. Only the fortress-looking
walls of the Ceunci  palace,
the Portico of QOutavio, and
the Theatre of Marcellus re-
muin, isolated and  stripped

of their surroundings. In short,
the whole of this remarkable quar-
ter has dieappenred to make room
for boulevards and ‘jerry built??
houses.

There i8 no raying where the work
of destruction will eed. Three or
four years ago Villa d’Este, upat
Tivoli, was on the polnt of lwing
#old apd turned into a foundry, and
Villa Borghese narrowly eseaped
the same fate. Kven the apathetic
Romans were etirred when they
heard Prince Borghese announce
his intention of selling nis vilia,
the oldest and most famous

in
Rome, founded three hundred
years ago by Cardinal Scipio
Borghese. This time the muniei-

pality protested, the case was taken
into court, and the sale stopped by
judieial decree. For the present,
at least, Villa Borghese has been
saved. For a little while longer the
Romans may roam through these
gardens where onice Rapheel had its
liome, and see the scarlet anomenes
and Dblue violets come out in the
grass under the trees. Fora little
while the tall stone pines of Villa
Doria may lift their heads against
the golden sky, where the waters of
the Fonte Paocline flash in the sun-
set; but who can tell for how long?
The breath of the destroying nnge!
is In the alr, and at any moment he
may pauge in his flight over these
fair scenes and turn all this beanty
to dust and ashes.

Lt seems strange and almost in-
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crediblethat the Romans should sit.
quietly by and see these things hap-
pen and not one inclined to stand
up and speak a word for the Later-
an view or the Ludovisi gardens!
Here and there a voice has been
lifted, a protest raised, an article or
two has appeared in the papers,
there lias been a Jittle stir, a goud
deal of talk, then the subject has
been allowed to drop, and the work.
of gpoliation has continued. It is
idle to ask whether the guilt
resta on the head of the gov-
ernment or the mupicipality. Imn
most cases, I am inclined to
think, the blame may be very even-
1y divilded between the two. But,
in point of fact, itis the Ttalinn na-
tion that is responsible for the ruin
of Rome. !

The same thing is happening in
Florence at this moment. There,
too, the oldest parts of the city, the
cradle of her liberties, the home of
Dante, is about to be destroyed to
gratify the greed of speculators and
the hankering of the Florentines
after broad streets aud empty
HQUAres.

Once more we are reminded that
“higtory repears .tself.?”? Rome, it
is said; has always lived at the ex-
pense of the past. One age has in-
variably risem on the ruips of its
predecessor. Ho in the Middle Ages
a new Rome rose out of the ushes
of the imperial eity,and the Temples
of ‘the Forum and the Colosseum
becawne the quarries which sup-
plied marbles for the churches and
palaces of the Renailssance. And
now modern Rome is but following
their exan:fle, and makiog her fu-
ture of the debris of the past. Bul
at least the middle ages and the
Renaissance left ue monuments
worthy of admiration in the place of
the eity they destroyed: and we of
the pineteenth century, what shall
we bave to show which can justify
our acts of vandalism in the eyes of
posterity? The Via Naziopnale and
the Piazza d’Independenza or the
Ponte Garibaldi will compare bnt i}l
with 8t. Peter’s or the Sigtina, and
the greatest admirers of the new
quarters will hardly put t'em on a
level with the Farnese palace or
the Borghese yardens. And when
we ask, of what profit has all this
been to fhe Roman people—are
they happier or better off than
they were before? this is the answer
we receive: At the present time
there is more distress, more crime,
more abomination and greater -
erty in Rome than ever before.
Taxes are high, food is dear, failures
are frequent, while last winter the
digcontent ot the working classen led
to riots which at one time threat-
ened fo assume very serious propor-
tlons.

May we hope that our Joved city
on the beautiful Lake, Rome not-
withstanding, will by its growth and
‘“jmprovemenls’’ do betler?

Dr. Ep. lsaacBon.

-—

Princess Militza, of Montenegto,
received 1,000,000 roubles as a wed-
ding present from the ('zar of Rus-
gia, Immedlately after the wedding
she bestowed the whole gift to be
divided among needy inhabitants of
Montenegro.



