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Preface.

Tars is o pleasing little book on the Cata- &
combs—those venerable mementoes of Chris-
tian_ antiquity. Any one who wishes to know

more about them can be gratified by perusing
«The Church in the Catacombs,” by Maitland.
Our young friends will see enough, howeyer, in X
this volume to satisfy them that the i ol‘f

the primitive Church of Rome was a very/differ- =
ent affair from that of the Church of Romb in the ~

present day—and also, we trust, to
feel grateful that they are not the vietims of per-
secution like the adherents of the former, or of
superstition, like those of the latter.

& The Editor.

Nasaoviee, Texx., July 27, 1855,
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A VISIT TO THE CATACOMBS.

Tue bright sun shone warmly over the
carth, on which it had only newly risen, at
the early morning hour when we passed
through the gate of San Sebastiano, at
Rome, and drove over the ancient Appian
Way, and by all its splendid remains of
proud Roman tombs, to visit a place, which
at the period when some of these pompous
heathen monuments were raised, was most
despicable in the estimation of their founders.

This place was the catacombs ; those
subterranean excavations by which the
country in the vicinity of Rome is
mined, and which, during the ages of pe
cution, were at once the tombs, abodes,
®
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churches of the ¢ saints,”” to whom St. Paul’s
Epistle to the Romans was addressed.

The progress of the Christian religion at
pagan Rome is indeed surprising; opposed
as it was by the strongest impediments which
the «pride and power of men could present
against it. “The saints of Ceesar’s house-
hold” is a remarkable expression, used by
St. Paul in reference to Roman Christians
actually about the person of Nero, the first
imperial persecutor of the Church; and
the same apostle thanks God, that the
faith of the Roman Christians was even
then “spoken of in all the world.”

It is most interesting to trace out this in-
fant church in its underground cradle,—for
so the catacombs may justly be termed,—
and see it in a state that appears to depict a
continuation of the New Testament or apos-
tolic time.

This place, to which the name of cata-
combs was first applied by the early Roman
Christians,—a title since appropriated to all
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similar subterranean passages,—had its ori-
oin in sand-pits dug in the well-known Cam-
pagna di Roma, or desolate tract of country
adjoining Rome, for the purpose of obtaining
the tufa, (a specics of sandy voleanic rock,
of which the soil is chiefly composed,) and
which was much, used in building, for the
purposes of cement.

It is supposed that the doctrines of Chris-
tianity were at first promulgated amon_&tha
persons employed in these pits, a class of
men that might in modern times answer to
the description of railway excavators, who,
when converted to Christianity, and liable to
persecution, took refuge themselves in the
haunts with which they were familiar, and
showed their retreats to their brethren ; and
on the walls of the catacombs are found
paintings which show that such men, though
of the lowest class of the Roman people,
were not lightly esteemed by the Chmma' i
community. vl .J

These paintings represent men dressed in
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the style of the lower classes of working
people, but in some instances displaying the
embroidered cross on their dress, as the sym-
bol of their profession of Christianity, and
employed in excavating a hanging rock,
from which a lamp was suspended. The
pick-axe, and other instruments used in exca-
vating the rocky beds for the dead, or per-
haps the hiding-places for the living, are also
introduced. Thus these sand-diggers, who
were among the Romans ¢ called to be
saints,” were probably the means whereby
God provided a refuge for his suffering
people.

There is also reason to believe that Roman
soldiers who embraced Christianity were
sentenced to work in these pits as a punish-
ment. The splendid baths of Diocletian,
the remains of which almost overpower by
their greatness the mind of the thoughtful
wanderer, are traditionally said to have been
built by materials procured from compulsory
Christian labor. But whatever controversy

_—— e
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the Roman catacombs may have given rise
to, it can without controversy be asserted,
that they have become the means of exhibit-
ing to the full-grown Church of Christ the
interesting evidences of its early state, and
of proving that even in its infancy the pro-
mise began to be fulfilled, Lo, I am with
you alway, even to the end of the world.”
In Rome, destined to act so great, so awful
a part in that Chureh’s future history, a
cradle for those whom the Lord had chosen
out of the world was provided, even beneath
the ground over which their opponents trod
in pride and power ; and a receptacle afford-
ed for the ashes of the martyrs who had
been ¢ faithful unto death,” and who, with
others more peacefully ¢fallen asleep in
Jesus,” left their tombs as a testimony to
ages, and ages yet to come, of the truth of
that religion for which they suffered, bled,
and died.

We deplore the fact that superstition has
followed the steps of piety, and by rendering
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these martyr-bones an object of adoration,
caused them virtually to replace the idolatry
for rejecting which the martyrs died. W
cannot help believing that, were departed
spirits endowed with such a power, these
slaughtered saints of ancient Rome, on be-
holding their hidden graves brought to light,
and modern Rome exhibit their relics to
adoration, would each one ery aloud, “ Seo
thou do it mot! I myself also was a
man !”

Unhappily, these superstitions of a later
age have rendered us too indifferent, or too
distrustful, as to the remains of an earlier
one. Our rescarch, even at the catacombs,
might be checked at the threshold, because
superstition has so deeply encumbered the
exterior. But if we penetrate these encum-
brances, we find the religion of the New
Testament, in its faith, patience, and hope,
tangibly brought before us, and feel that the
receivers of the Epistles of Paul, and Peter,
and John, have rested in the caverned earth

,,;}
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around us. And if that very carth, as well
as the bones it held, became sacred to a “3
degree that surpassed the limits of venera~
tion merely, we have abundant proof, in the
history of the ancient people of God, of the
proneness of the human heart to idolatry.
From the first century to the fourth, these
catacombs formed the Christian burying-
place of Rome; but in the commencement
of the third century, they changed their
primitive aspect, and were greatly enlarged
and adorned. During the period of the fall
of the Roman empire, and the troubles and
misfortunes which distracted the city, they
appear to have been disused, and were finally
forgotten, until, so lately as the sixteenth
centary, they were openedl to the wonder of
the Christian world ; their tombs explored ;
their relics distributed, mot among the
churches of Rome only, but axiong those of
all Roman Catholic Europe ; the tombstones
and monuments ranged in the splendid mu-
geums of that city of art, and their inserip-
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‘tious and symbols formed the subject of
learned antiquarian discussion.

In the palace of the popes, in the splendid
museum of the Vatican, may now be seen the
simple and touching epitaphs which marked
the graves of the first Roman Christians.
“In peace, and in Christ,” is a not uncom-
mon one of these; and in most cases, the
Christian name merely, as if they had be-
longed to some who had no name, great
among men, to bequeath to posterity. These
epitaphs are generally badly spelled, and ex-
pressed in language from which it might be
conjectured that in but few instances they
related to the higher and more educated
orders of society. Yet there they are now
in the proud Vatican, the palace in which
art, learning, and taste have bestowed their
treasures; whereon pride, luxury, and pomp
have stamped ‘their names !

Strange, and in some degree revolting, as
it is, to minds which cherish a reverence for
the dwelling-places of the dead, to view this
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array of My‘l’M tombs, it is evi-
dent that Rome has adopted the only means
ments, by thus transporting every portable
relic into the securer asylums of her noble
museums. The Gallery of the Vatican,
which is almost whelly devoted to monu-
ments and inseriptions, and therefore styled
the Galleria Lapideria, is three hundred and
thirty-one yards long. On entering it; the
visitor finds, ranged along the left side, the
treasures of the lowly catacombs, the early
Christian monuments, inseribed with words,
or bearing symbols, which mark the faith
and hope of the believers, who made their
graves, as some had spent a portion of their
lives, in dens and caves of the earth; while
opposite to them are ranged those of many
pagan Romans, to whom that faith and hope
were foolishness. In Murray's ¢ Hand-Book
for Travellers,” the account given of this
gallery is brief, and I may be excused for
copying nearly all that is said on the subject.
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“It is impossible to imagine a series of
more interesting illustrations of the firs?
ages of Christianity, whether we regard them
as proofs of the funeral rites and religions
symbols of the early Christians, or estimate
their value in connection with the history of
the Church, and the chronology of the con-
suls during the fourth and fifth centuries.
The errors of orthography and grammar,
noticed in the pagan inscriptions, are still
more striking in those of the Christians.
They show the rapid decline of the Latin
language, and sometimes mark the period
when matters of faith were introduced. The
inscriptions are frequently very touching:
the influence of a purer creed is apparent in
the constant reference to a state beyond the
grave; which contrasts i a striking manner
with the hopeless grief expressed in the
Roman* monuments. The representations
which accompany the inscriptions are gener-

* Both are Roman monuments; this word should
therefore be read pagan.
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elly symbolical: the most frequent are the
well-known monogram of Christ, formed of
the Greek letters X and P, the fish, com
posed (that is, the word) of the Greek epi-
graph, signifying Jesus Christ, the Son of
God, the Saviour. The vine, the dove with
the olive-branch ; the palm, and the sheep.*
The Christian. bass-reliefst of the fourth and
fifth centuries are taken from the history of
the Old Testament, and from the life of the
Saviour previous to the crucifixion. The
representation of the Godhead does not
oceur on any monument which is referred on

—

* It may be well to observe, in explanation of the
above, that the practice of using symbols on tombs was
o heathen one, which of course the Roman Christians
had been accustomed to. As Christians, the symbol
was changed, or had an aflegorical reference to Chris.
tian truths. The palm, as an emblem of triumph, was
supposed to indicate a martyr's tomb. The sheep signi-
fied an allusion to the Good Shepherd, but the Saviour's
per=on was never represented in the first ages of Chris-
tianity, although the simple cross was constantly used.

+ Or sculptures on the base of the monuments.
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’ good evidence to the first four centurics $

and the subject of the crucifixion is so rarely
met with, that it would seem to have been
purposely avoided, for at least two centuries
later. The Virgin and Child is supposed to
have been introduced in the sixth century
for the first time, as a distinct ‘composition.
A careful examination of these monuments
is an appropriate and instructive study after
a visit to the catacombs.”

I visited the gallery, however, before
going to the catacombs, and I am inclined tc
think that having done so rendered my visit
to the latter more interesting. But more
than one visit is necessary, in order to gain
real information from these monuments.

About two miles from the gate of San
Sebastiano, on’ the old Roman way, called
the Via Appia, is the Basilica, or ancient
church of San Sebastiano, transformed, from
being one of the Basilicee, or ancient courts
of law of the ancient Romans, into a place
of Christian worship.

R L TR TR S e AL
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There, having entered the church, and
rung a bell, a door was opened at the side by
an Augustin monk, clad in his long brown
frock, girt with his cord, and with sandalled
feet. Informed of our desire to enter the
catacombs, he took a bunch of small candles
in his hand, and forthwith attended us ; first,
however, pointing out to our notice the
statue of the saint who has given his name
to the church.

It is a recumbent figure of white marble,
stuck all over with long arrows. A small
lamp is always burning beside the monument
of San Sebastiano. The monk told us that
he was shot to death by the first persecutors
of our religion. The legend of the saint is,
of course, very wonderful, as it records his
three resurrections to life, and other marvels;
but the death of the Christian is, I believe,
a matter of fact. Sebastiano was a young
Roman officer, who suffered martyrdom for
the faith of Christ. In after times, these
wonderful tales were added to a simply inter-
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esting case; and over the spot where his
body had been buried, the altar of the
church now dedicated to him was raised.
The exaggerated accounts of martyrologists,
and other writers, should not cause us te
turn from truth, because of the fiction with
which it has been overlaid. Truth, we learn,
may lie at the bottom of the well, and be
worth the trouble of diving for. From the
time of Cornelius, the centurion of the band,
called the Italian band, we have many re-
cords of Roman soldiers being among the
followers of Christ. Another of the martyr
epitaphs of the catacombs records the death
of a young officer, ‘“who had lived long
enough when he shed his blood for Christ.”
His monument was erected during the per-
secution of Adrian, and, as it pathetically
says, “in fear and tears.” The church of
San Sebastiano forms the principal entrance
to the catacombs, and is built over the graves
of martyred men, women, and even child-
ren, who have resisted idolatry unto blood.
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gecution, was also made a dwelling-place for
the living. A more chilling receptacle for

the former, a more frightful abode for the

latter, can mrcel.y be conceived. The im-
mense extent of these caverns, reaching as
far as Ostia, sixteen miles from Rome, and
extending, it is said, more than twenty miles
around ; their utter darkness; the open graves
eut in tiers in the crumbly rock ; the long,
intricate galleries, running in all directions,
and honey-combed into cells for the dead,
which have been mostly rifled of their bones,
—some yet retaining the pulverized remains
of what once was such, and others still closed
up by their stone slabs,—the very aspect of
the dull, dark, sandy rock in which these
numberless narrow houses for the dead are
cut, tier above tier, many of them children’s
tombs,—all this fills the mind with a solem-
nity which might amount to horror, did not
history come to brighten the gloomy with a
voice from the past, repeating the glad
words, “All these died in the faith”—*In
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peace, and in Christ;”” so says many a tomb.
stone.*

The monk passed on through galleries in
which, unguided, one could easily be lost,
and into which I urged him to lead us as far
as we could go ; but merely the entrance to
them is now, in general, allowed to be seen.
The galleries, branching in all directions,
form an intricate and curious labyrinth.
They are formed in three stories, communi-
cating by short flights of steps cut in the
rock, and are all lined with graves.

We entered an open space, or sort of
square chamber; and it was with a sense of
emotion, at which some might smile, that I
found myself in one of those first and yet
undoubted places of worship, where, in her
“troublous times,” the prayers of the
Church were wont to be made.

Previous to the age of Constantine, that

* 1 am aware that these cemeteries having been used
in later times as a general burying-place, this expres-
sion is liable to limitation.
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is to say, previous to the establishment of
Christianity as the religion of Rome, no
Christian church is known to have been
crected in that city, though assemblies were
held in rooms appointed as places of Chris-
tian worship.

I had, shortly before this, seen St. Peter’s
in its wonderful greatness. I had seen, too
—more romantic, if less impressive—St.
Mark’s at Venice; and here, in the same
land which had reared these gorgeous or
stately fanes, I stood within the first church
of Rome! More conformable, perhaps, to
the fisherman of Galilee than the mighty
temple now dedicated to him; but cer-
tainly more suitable to the genius of Pope
Leo X. '

The first churches of the catacombs—for
there are even here more modern and more
claborate omes, with altars placed over the
graves of martyrs—are merely open spaces,
forming a square or oblong chamber, into
which lead the winding passages before men-
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tioned: the walls are perforated for tombs,
and there are tombs also in the floor.

Here, then, among their dead, the first
Christians of Rome offered their prayers to
© the living God ; and here, enclosed in dark-
ness, found access to the fountain of light.
Here, doubtless, St. Paul’s Epistle “to all
that be in Rome, beloved of God, called to
be saints,” (Rom. 1,) has often been read,
and has refreshed the weary soul, strength-
¢ned the trembling heart, or confirmed the
weakened faith.

It is conjectured, and perhaps truly, that
these churches were only used as such during
the seasons of persecution, when the caverns
were thronged with refugees from the
wrath of man, directed against the faith
of Christ.

Their numerous entrances, which opened
to many parts of the vast and dreary Cam-
pagna, and the intricacies of the winding
and dangerous passages, rendered them an
easy and safe refuge for the well-instrueted,

<
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and a difficult place of pursuit to their ene-
mies, who were ignorant of the locality.

Wells and springs are found to have been
used here. To one of these is given the
title of St. Peter’s Font, added by the tra-
ditionary zeal of later days, which would
assert that the apostle used it for the pur-
pose of baptism. The wells were useful in
preserving life; and that baptism was per-
formed in these sepulchral vaults, we may,
even while rejecting the tradition of St.
Peter’s Font, steadfastly believe.*

But how vain appears all controversy con-
cerning the rites and ceremonies of the new-
born Christian Church, when we stand with-
in such a place as this, and recollect that
such a struggling and tempest-tossed state
was almost universally the state of the
Church of Christ, when first left alone in the

#* The Frontispiece and annexed engraving, repre-
sent a Baptistery and baptismal scene, in the catacombs
of Pontianus. See Summers on Baptism—frém which
they are copied—pp. 118, 241, 242.
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world, forewarned by his words of her
portion therein: ¢“In the world ye shall have
tribulation.” '

The sand-diggers—some of which race
are supposed to have been among the first
converts to Christianity—appear to have
fulfilled a part in the church in some degree
answering to that of our sextons and grave-
diggers. Abraham bought a grave for
Sarah in the cave of Machpelah; and here,
too, in the caverned ground of Rome, a
grave was probably bought and paid for.

These fossers, or sand-diggers, are by
some said to have formed the lowest order
of the clerical body. The retreats made
known by them to their persecuted brethrer

. are believed to have been alluded to by the

orator Cicero, as having, in his time, afford-
ed a refuge for thieves and murderers. As
converts multiplied, or as persecution raged,
the fossers were employed in enlarging these
retreaty, and in excavating the tombs with
which they were so plentifully furnished. In
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lum, is known by the martyrdom, cven
within the subterranean church, of some of
those primitive Christians whose names and,
alas ! whose relics, are still preserved. - The
danger, however, of entering the catacombs
| without guides must have proved, in general,
\ a safeguard to the refugees, one of whom is {' i

said to have lived for cight years in the
gloom of this living tomb, and after all to
have suffered death for his religion.

An interesting story, too, is told of an-
other Christian, who, during a concealment
here, was ministered to by two pagan child-
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tne kmnd parents, who were living without a
knowledge of God. He kept the children in
the catacombs, and thus obliged the parents
to come thither to seek them; and the effect
of his exhortations or instructions was seen
when, on a future day, the whole party shed
their blood as martyrs for Christ.
The skeptic has denied the violence or
digputed the causes of Roman persecution,
on the ground that the Romans were not a
persecuting people. Such, indeed, was the
truth, and in the New Testament we have
§ evidences of their indifference rather than
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intoleration. The cause of their animosity

to a sect pronounced by Pliny to be harm-

less, must be traced to the amazing rapidity
with which were diffused the doctrines of

Christianity; to the fact that the proud

Romans beheld, with mortification and fear,

the gods of their old mythology falling
away before the influence of a despised and,
to them, unintelligible creed.

Diocletian believed that his zeal had ex-
terminated the Christian sect, and had
column set up to commemorate the trium
That imperial persecutor was, indeed, the
last ; for the religion that he believed to be
quenched in blood, sprang up with tenfold
strength, and triumphed; until, strange to
sec, the images of the saints filled the niches
of the Pantheon, and a temple, dedicated to
a heathen goddess of Rome, was consecrated
to the Virgin Mary!

It must, however, be admitted that in
most cases the Romans did not extend their
animosity to the Christians beyond the life

9

-
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of the victims,—not showing the brutal fero
city which professing Christians of later
times have shown in mangling and insulting
their lifeless bodies.

Pilate, the Roman governor, appears to
have made no objection to the request of
Joseph for the body of our Lord; and his
countrymen appear generally to have acted
in the same way by those of his followers.
The early Christians, far from disregarding
the rites of sepulture, paid extreme atten-
tion to them, and performed them with a
care unknown to us, using in the interments
the richest perfumes; and, in cases of mar-
tyrdom, anxious friends would peril their
lives to obtain the bodies of the dead. Thus
they who died within the mighty Coliseum,—

« Butcher'd to make a Roman holiday !”
#

a spectacle to men and angels,—a prey. tc
savage beasts,—found a last resting-place
within the catacombs,—* in peace, and in
Christ.”
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A departure from prinitive simplicity
may be traced even in these under-ground
regions. It is singular to see this subter-
rancan progress of error. But it is not
until after the liberation of the Christian
religion,—politically speakifig,—and its es-
tablishment by the Emperor Constantine, as
that of the Roman empire, that the progress
of error becomes apparent.

This change from the early simplicity of
apostolic times is, in some instances,
able on these monuments; but they ared
from the greater errors into which Rome has
fallen in her later days. .

There is no request to pray for the dead,
as is 50 common on the tombstones of Pire
la Chaise, or any other Roman Catholie
cemetery. The word “sleep” is almost al-
ways used instead of death; and a pious
cjaculation, or benediction, inscribed, such
as—“May God refresh thee,” “May you
live in God,” ete.; marking a different faith,
and a different mind, from that of the poetic




36 A VISIT TO THE CATACOMBS.

benediction or prayer of a pagan tomb,
“May the carth be light upon thee !”’

A simple cross almost always marks these
tombs: that cross was the despised symbol
of a despised faith; their enemies were those
whom the apostle calls * the enemics of the
cross of Christ;” and while it endangered
their lives to display it, it was evidently re-
garded by them as it had been by St. Paul,
when he said, “ God forbid that I should
glory, save in the cross of Jesus Christ my
Lord.” That eross, moreover, expressed
their profession as Christians ; and thus on
their tombs it supplanted the heathen sym-
bols which would otherwise have been there,
and marked out a Christian’s tomb, But this
was a simple cross, not a crucifix : no figure
was depicted upon it: it was a symbol
merely, and not an object of prayer, of re-
verence, or of worship. In later years, the
lamb came to be represented at the foot of
the cross; but it was not till the eleventh
century that the practice of representing a
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tradition made St. Luke a painter, and
readily produced likenesses supposed to have
been taken by him. A sect, too, of profess-
ing Christians pretended to have multiplied
copies .of a portrait of Christ, painted for
Pontius Pilate. Added to these, was the
famous handkerchief of St. Veronica—a
handkerchief, alas ! which to this day consti-
tutes one of the most singular and most
splendid of the exhibitions at St. Peter’s,
where it is statedly displayed to an adoring
crowd.

I have seen copies of this, in painting, in
foreign galleries; but in the picture St. Ve-
ronica appears holding the handkerchief on
which is impressed the face of the Saviour;
the brow crowned with thorns. The story
says, that a pious woman, named Veronica.
wiped that sacred brow, as he bore his cross
up Calvary : the impress of the face and fea-
tures remained on the cloth: thus the like-
ness was preserved ; but the handkerchief is
believed to have been preserved also, with
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the original impression, and is shown at St.
Peter’s as a most sacred relic.

There are no traces of the Virgin Mary
to be found in the catacombs; and it is a
strong evidence of all absence of .divine
honors being paid to her at an early period
of Christianity, that the pagan Romans, who
so frequently accused its professors of wor-
shipping a man, and a malefactor, never
accused them of worshipping a woman, or of
nolding a woman in undue veneration. Who
that now gazes on the wonderful Madonna
of Raphael, in the Dresden Gallery, but,
while feeling the genius that inspired the
artist, feels also that the being thus por-
trayed is designed to represent an inspired
one? How much higher a place does the
Madonna engage in the thoughts, and even
in the affections of the beholder, than the
little unconscious-looking infant she holds in
her arms! The Saviour in his childhood is
like any other child : the mother is like no
other woman.
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For more than three centuries after her
death, no representation of the Virgin ex-
isted. When the first rude attempts at this
were made, far from aiming at the inspired-
looking and glorious production of the great
painter’s pencil, the more truthful, Biblical
artist represented a female entirely veiled,
merely appearing as the guardian of the
holy child. And in such a portraiture did
not truth and sentiment more agreeably har-
monize ?

Thus a full view of the different ideas pre-
vailing in the Church respecting one who
was indeed highly favored among women,
may be obtained from the representations
made of her in two distinet epochs.*

In the monuments of the catacombs, too,
we read nothing in praise of martyrs, and
find no petitions for their prayers; but just
above these under-ground remains of the

* That is to say, in comparing Raphael’s composi-
tions in the sixteenth century with the ruder designs
of the fourth.

&
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three or four first centuries, how much do
we in the nineteenth find of all this!

As we walked on through the irregular and
intricate labyrinths, ascending or descending
the steps by which the three stories are con-
nected, and holding high our glimmering
lights, which but faintly penetrated the
gloom, one of our party, who had a taste for
geology, and was bent on making examina-
tions very different from those I was intent
upon, collected some specimens of tufa, and,
in doing so, accidentally drew from an open
grave a portion of nearly pulverized bone.
Having a strange fancy to retain it, along
with the other specimen with which it was
mingled, and yet 1inwilling to commit an act
of unlawful depredation, he requested me to
ask the monk if he might carry the crumbled
bone away with the earth. The monk re-
plied, for his information, that there would

| i3 be no use in doing so, as it was not a sacred
bone; or, as he expressed it in Italian, ¢ J¢
! Was not in veneration.” It had not been
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the bone of a martyr. A few centuries be-
fore, when a traffic in relics and in saintly
bones was carried on to a great extent, our
friend’s undesigned acquisition might have
classed him among the thieves whose trade
it was to purloin the bones of the departed,
and sell them as relies.

Is it marvellous, then, that the Emperor
Julian, surnamed the Apostate—though it is
clear he never apostatized, being always in
heart a pagan—should address such language
as this, blasphemous as it is, to his Christian
subjects ? — “Instead of many gods, you
worship not one, but many wretched men.
At what you have done, adding new dead to
your first Dead One, who ean express suffi-
cient disgust! You have filled every place
with sepulchres and monuments.”

Like other errors, martyr-worship advanced
gradually.  This error, taking its rise in an
undue admiration of martyrdom, progressed
to praying by the graves of martyrs; to im-
puting greater efficacy to such prayers; to

+
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deeming them a means of grace; to holding
feasts around the graves, in imitation of the
heathen feasts of the dead ; until, just as
was the case with the people of Israel, idol-
atry was substituted for reverence ; and, in
the fourth century, this practice became pro-
ductive of gross licentiousness. The error
of martyr-worship began indeed to develop
itself plainly soon after the last persecution.
Its rise is clearly traceable to an undue esti-
mate of the blessedness of martyrdom. The
martyr was believed to have done something
for God,—to have acquitted himself in a
manner that left him a claim on the Divine
favor. The words of their Lord were for-
gotten by Christians : “ After ye have done
all, say, We are unprofitable servants.”
But in the earlier stages of Christian suffer-
ing, the merits of a martyr, or rather of a
faithful confessor,—that is, of one who suf-
fered without yielding, but without being
actually put to death; for some, we know,
“had trials of cruel mockings and scourg
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ings, of bonds and imprisonments,”—only
allowed him the privilege of interceding with
the Church on behalf of his weaker brethren,
for the relapsed, or for those who had been
excommunicated for unfaithfulness or sin,
and were subjected to severe penance. This
privilege led to another abuse: it became
exaggerated, and the right of intercession
with the Church, or with his fellow-men,
came to be transferred into the right &f in-
terceding with God ; so that the mediation
of departed saints with God, who has only
appointed one Mediator between Him and
man, was the error that proceeded from a
laudable practice of the early Church.
Prayers then came to be addressed to mar-
tyred men, in terms little differing from
those used in divine worship.

In the catacombs, it is true that there are
now altars built over the grave of a martyr,
s saint, to whom they are -dedicated ; but
these are not of ancient date. Qur monk
told us that the grayes of martyrs had been
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known by the inseriptions, and such relics
had then been removed to sanctuaries. It
would appear, however, that the monk was
mistaken, as comparatively few of the in-
scriptions recorded the fate of martyrs,
They speak only peace and gentleness, and
are silent as to injuries and oppression.
The symbols, too, supposed to designate the
tomb of a martyr, such as the palm branch,
ete., have been matters of controversy. The
body of Moses was probably hidden, lest the
idolatrous Israelites should worship it; and
the early Christians, had they foreseen the
coming errors of the Church, might have
wished the place of their tombs unknown.
The vase, or cup, either enclosed in the
grave, or placed beside it, or represented on
the stone, was in later ages supposed to
have been filled with the blood of the mar-
tyred ; but the more probable and pleasing
allusion may haye been to the sacramental
wine in the Lord’s Supper ; more especially
as the words, “Drink and live !”” could only
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have reference to the declaration which
was esteemed a hard saying by many who
heard it, and is indeed still so,—¢ Whoso
cateth my flesh and drinketh my blood hath
everlasting life.”

Blessed hope ! for which the martyrs bled
and died, reckoning that the sufferings of
this present life were not worthy to be com-
pared with the glory which shall be revealed.
How brightly was the reflection of that hope
shed over the gloom of the catacombs !

We left them, and, emerging again into
day, went on a little farther to see a prouder
pagan monument,—the beautiful and enor-
mous tomb which once held a feeble woman's
dust.

The tomb of Czecilia Metalla has stood for
nearly two thousand years in its massive yet
elegant solidity ; but it is empty, the sarco-
phagus is removed—the dust is mot ‘in
veneration.” The tomb itself was, in the
fourteenth century, converted into a fortress
by Pope Boniface ; and what now remains tc
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tell of “the Lady of the dead ?”—nothing
but the name of Caecilia Metalla.

““ This much we know,—Metalla died,—
The wealthiest Roman’s wife—behold his love oy pride,”

The green ivy waved over the broken
top of the vast circular building: T stgoq
within it, and gazed down into the empty
mausoleum, meant to contain a little dust,
but capable of being made a fortress l—and
I thought of the Christian inscription of the
catacombs, ¢ In peace, and in Christ.” §,
hear are these inscriptions in distance upon
earth, so widely are they separated in fajth
and hope,

The monuments preserved in the Vatiean,
even those of the earliest ages, might tend
to remove some singular prejudices from
purely Protestant minds, which, from a Just
horror of Popery, extend somewhat of that
horror to the sacred symbol of our redemp-
tion, “the cross of Christ ; and, in some
cases, regard it even with disgust or con-
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tempt, instead of reverence. From these
monuments it is clearly seen that while the
crucifix—that is to say, the representation
of our blessed Lord’s dying figure attached
to the cross—was never used in the first
ages of our faith, the cross itself, as a sym-
bol and badge of that faith, was constantly
used, reverenced, and. oried in, even when
its exhibition brought suffering, and it may
be death.. Now, alas! it has come to be
considered as the symbol of Popery rather
than of Christianity ; and the Protestant
who marked his tomb, like the early Chris-
tians, with the sign of the cross, would be
deemed a Papist. But the error has sprung
from a good principle on our side, and from
a lamentable abuse on the other.

Let us yet hope better things. The
Church at Rome in her infant days was
faithful and pure; she owned but one Medi-
ator between God and man; she was far
apart from pride, and pomp, and power;
from war and thirst of dominion; from
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bigotry, tyranny, and cruelty. Emanci.
pated from her sufferings, she came from the
hiding-place of the catacombs, to be gradu-
ally-exalted to the high places of earth, t,
attain a pinnacle of pride and an extent of
spiritual and temporal power at which the
mightiest trembled. She forgot her first
estate, and like Judah of old, *followed her
own inventions;” while, sitting as a queen
enthroned on the prostrate minds of men,
she stretched the usurped sceptre of her
sway over the extent of Christendom.

We think of the days of her struggling
youth, when she walked in humility and
fear; when she contended with the powers
that would rule and erush her faith, and
came off a conqueror; when she resisted
“gods many and lords many,” and was firm
against idolatry even unto death, resisting
the persecution she learned to inflict ; and,
while we walk through the catacombs of
Rome, we only pray that she may repent,
and do the first works.




A MIDNIGHT
VISIT TO MOUNT VESUVIUS.

« Grear and glorious are thy works! O
Lord God Almighty!” said the Psalmist;
and never have I been more impressed with
all the feeling which the exclamation indi-
cates than when I stood, in the ealm of a
midnight hour, in the desolate and singular
region of Mount Vesuvius.

Familiar a8 we all must be, from child-
hood, with descriptions of this often-visited
volcano, my own visit far exceeded any
ideas T had previously formed. We did not
see Vesuvins in that quiescent state in
which so many travellers have ascended its
cone, and even descended a portion of its
(s1)
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crater: we saw it in a remarkable an(
splendid state of activity.

When first approaching Naples, on 1),
road from Rome, we beheld a white columy
of smoke rising lightly into the pure atmg.
sphere. ¢ See!” said an artist from Rome,
who accompanied us, ¢ there is Vesuvius I
We regarded it with a strong sense of disap-
pointment. It was curious, indeed, to sce
the smoke, when we knew it proceeded from
internal fire ; but without that knowledge it
would not have presented any extraordinary
spectacle.

The day had been intensely hot, and, tired
of a long journey, we longed, on our arrival
at Naples, for the shades of evening to re-
fresh us. They came; and T went out on
pleasant stone platform, on which opened the
window of my room, at the top of the house,
to enjoy the freshening air and delightful
view of the bay, over which the softened
light of retiring day was yet lingering, and
blending gradually with the clearer one of
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the rising moon. Then first I beheld ' the
fire of Vesuvius—a dark red spot on'the

‘mountain side, issuing from an orifice near

to the crater, but not from the crater itself.
It was not a blaze, but a deep burning light,
scen through and behind the mists which
followed the departure of the sun.

I ran to call my friends to see it : some
delay took place in finding them; and when
I came back to the platform, an exclamation
of wonder and- delight broke from us all.
That dark red spot had apparently gpread
out and flamed on into a wide, long stream,
descending the entire length of the great
cone, and reaching to the plain or base be-
neath it. We afterwards watched it as it
appeared gradually to unfold, lengthening,
and widening, and brightening, as the sun-
light faded, until I saw its long, deep, fiery
shadow rest over the clear blue waters of the

bay.
Tnstead of a white column of smoke, we
soon saw a pillar of fire rising up from the




[

54 . " A VISIT T0O MOUNT VESU 1US.

crafer, high into the quiet air, and throug,
it ghot up innumerable sparkles, displaying
a curious style of gﬁtur;ﬂ firewvorks; -dispeys.
inglas by the force| of 4an intérnal e#plo}sion,
and\\falling in a gl(_;"wi/ng shower on theouter

.gideé\of the cratery/ which sobn pl'e;élepted the

appedrance of a Heap of ﬁré. Fyor time to
time, \large ‘pumice-stones, Téd-hot, were
flung lup from the burning and unquiet
centre: we saw them—fall, rqll down the
sides of\the crater, and lose theiX‘\ brightness,
It was a\source of pleasure and of. interest to
me, which I can scarcely express, to sit on
that pleajsani: platform and watch the work-
ing of that ever-burning mountain ; and, in
the stillness of the warm moonlight nights, T
have lain npon my simple bed and watched
it, gazing wpon it from the window as I lay,
ever at wdrk, yet ever varying; while the
deep coppdry red of its shadow seemed al-
most to form a bridge of fire across the un-
broken waters which lay between. A
The bealitiful aspect of Mount Vesuvius
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se that time

tempted it at'po oﬂler That night was one
; and I bless God,

who gave ni

as in body,
The form of Vesuvius
has two sum mits 1

charming dfternoon, we left Naple
riage, hoping to traverse this lower re
time to sge the sun set from the me

nfford to explon!;g travelters
road, rather difficult but perfect
cable, has been made upon Mount
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a circumstance which causes much indigny.
tion, and meets with much opposition froy,
the numerous guides and conductors Whoge
business it has been to supply mules,
ponies, or asses, for that purpose. The road,
however, has not been formed ' solely for t},
convenience of curious travellers; an obgey.
. atory has been erected on Mount Vesuvius,
and a carriage road on this account has been
made up to the Hermitage, which may be
said to terminate the first of the two distinet
regions Hto which the mountain is divided,
This 1dwer region, which we traversed in
the carriage, is one of the most fertile, popu-
lous, and lovely that can be conceived : the
higher is the most awful, stern, and singular
that is commonly to be beheld. The first
region, both on the side of the sea, and in-
land, is covered with towns and villages; the
sites of which have been swept over by the
devastating lava, and reédified by their per-
severing inhabitants. Portici, the most con-
siderable of these, is about six miles distant
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Below its royal palace lies buried, at the
depth of seventy feet, the ancient city of = -
Herculaneum, the first town known to have '

, been destroyed by the eruptions of Vesuvius:
Yet who can tell that others had not pre\f—,’?’}
ously undergone its fate ?

' We entered its buried but partly reGpened
theatre, still under-ground, an@ still in dark-~
ness. How strange, how interesfing a sight! |
Its passages choked up with lava}, tell a fear-

’ fal tale! The seats for the spegtators are,
«till to be seen, but where are they who filled
them? The stage, too, is to be seen as it i
was when the old Romans crowded to its per-

} formances ; but nearly two thousand years g

‘ have passed sinee its actors were swept away.
Suddenly, as in a moment, as a dream when
one awaketh, so did the scene disappear—

‘ the scene of life. Of the whole buried city,

’ little more than this excavated theatre is
now recpened. What was opened has been
closed up, for the safety of the town buil/t

) from Naples, and at the foot of Vesuvius.

R

'

‘ == ' ‘

L7
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over it would be endangered by furthe
explorations ; and Herculaneum, which trag.
tion says was founded by the hero Hercu]es,
remains entirely choked up by lava, cemented
by a mixture of water, and buried beneath
the shower of ashes which destroyed it, «J;
is choked up as completely as if molten leag
had been poured into it.”

Pompeii, which has been so beautifully
brought to light, was destroyed by cinders
with which so much water did not mingle,
and which, being less cemented and more
casily removed, caused the buried town to be
discovered, only twelve feet below the sur-
face. In the smaller town of Torre del
Greco, the lava, which in later eruptions
nearly overwhelmed it, is still to be seen;
but the love of the inhabitants for their
homes, or the inconvenience of a remove,
causes them to rebuild the dwellings which
the voleano destroys or injures.

The whole road from Naples is, indeed, 2a
almost continuous town.
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Pompeii lies at the other side of the
mountain : we visited it the following day-
But it forms too interesting a subject to be
introduced thus incidentally, except 50 far as
it may appear almost incumbent on a visitor
to its terrible destroyer, Vesuvius, to men-
tion its fate. The fate of Pompeil derives
additional interest from the well-known fact
that Pliny, the famous naturalist, fell a
victim to his love of natural science, while
watching the fiery deluge that for eighteen
hundred years laid that elegant Roman town
ander a bed of cinders.

The whole base of the mountain presents
scenery of the richest, most luxuriant, and
cultivated character. The most productive
vines, the most beautiful orange-trecs, figs,
pomegranates, and numerous trees and plants
which are exotic to our clime, bordered the
road, and gave it additional interest; while
every advancing step opened a still more
charming prospect of the lovely plain from
which we ascended; the fair bay, with its
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islands of historic and classic celebrity, ,,
the busy city of Naples with its villas 44
gardens, all becoming more revealed t, s
from our increasing altitude, bathed iy the
beautiful richness of a rapidly sinking sup,

What a contrast was this to the Upper
region of the mountain ! A scene of perfect
desolation ! an  immense cone, flat on t,
top, and formed almost entirely of ashes
and cinders, which in the ascent yield to the
foot that toils up it, traced on all sides by
broad black lines, the marks which the Burn-
ing lava has left, and which may be dis-
tinctly seen at a great distance. There is
RoW no vegetation—no sign of life. Nothing
but the ceaseless volcano appears to be in
motion.

Vesuvius has not always been ascended by
travellers when it was in the excited state in
which we saw it. Many persons have re-
corded their entrance into the crater, or at
least their inspection of it, and told of the
common feat of throwing stones into it. An

¢
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approach to that erater on the night I speak
of would have been death.

One traveller, who relates an ascent to
Mount Vesuvius when it was in a tranquil
state, speaks as follows : '

“When we reached the summit, we found
ourselves on a narrow ledge of burnt earth,
or cinders, with the crater of the volcano
open before us. This orifice, in its present
form-—for it varies at almost every eruption
—is about a mile and a half in circumfer- -
ence. We descended some way, but observ-
ing that the slightest movement brought
great quantities of stone and ashes rolling
down the sides, and being called back by
our guides, who assured us we could not go
lower with safety, nor even remain in our
station, we reiiscended.

“ We were near enough to the bottom,
however, to observe that it seemed to be a
sort of crust of brown burnt earth; and
that a little on one side there were three
orifices, like funnels, from whence ascended
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a vapor so thin as' to be scarcely per-
ceptible.”

Such was the state of the crater in 1802,
—(Eustace’s Classical Tour in Italy.)

A later, though, in these locomotive times,
not a modern traveller, has also left us a
similar deseription.

“When you arrive at the top, it is ay
awful sight. As you approach the great
crater, the crust on which you tread becomes
burning hot, so that you cannot stand long
on one spot : if you push your stick an inch
below the surface, it takes fire; and you
may light paper by thrusting it into any of
the cracks of the crust.

“Altogether it is a most sublime and im-
pressive scene. The look down into the

great crater is frightfully grand ; and when

you turn from the contemplation of this fear-
ful abyss, you are presented with the most
forcible cont\"a.st, in the rich and luxuriant
prospect -of Naples and the surrounding
country, where all is soft and smiling, as
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far as the eye can see.’—Diary of an
Invalid.

But now this crater presented to our eyes
a glowing mass, on which a fiery shower was
still constantly descending, forming a spec-
tacle which, in the gloom and stillness of
night, and amid the savage dreariness of the
scene, was at once grand and horrific.

My anxious desire was, not to ascend the
summit, but to get to the said stream, which |
I had watched with never-ceasing interest
from my window ; and neither the arguments
nor—I am almost ashamed to say—the en-
treaties of some of our party, could dissuade
me from the attempt.

We left our carriage at the Hermitage,—
singularly miscalled,—and mounted mules,
which took us along a path about three-
quarters of a mile farther on. The guides
were provided with immense torches, per-
haps eight feet long. At the spot where I
lismounted, these were lighted; and the
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glare they flung around revealed, certainly,
the most singular scene T ever beheld. -

A field of blocks of lava, of that gray
dark color it assumes when cold, lay beside
us : ashes, cinders, and these sharp hard
masses, covered the whole space up to the
cone,—a bare and savage-looking scene ;
while from the red summit the pillar of flame

shot out in fitful splendor, and fiery pumice-

ended again from
the night-shadowed skieg towards which they
had been flung, and fell
into the burning centre, sometimes on the
outside of the glowing crater; while glitter-
ing ashes, more like sparkles from blazmng
wood, dispersed a strange brilliancy over the
midnight scene, and continually strewing the
outer sides of the crater, rendered it one
burning though not blazing mass.

It was over this lava field we had to walk.
Our guide said it was impossible for me to do
it, and wanted to remain with me while the

» Sometimes back
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stouter members of our society visited the
lava river in my stead. But, as I saw the
man would be glad of any excuse to get off
the toil of an expedition he was obliged to
make too often, I would not yield to him,
but persuaded my friends that interested
motives induced him to prevent my expedi-
tion.

I set out over the blocks of lava with a
good heart, for I firmly believed a path hadx
been tracked out through them, and would
shortly be found,—a delusion which probably
enabled me to effect my purpose; for had I
known that I was really to walk for more
than a mile on these sharp, hard, unsteady
blocks, almost like pointed irons to the feet;
up ridges and into furrows, guided only by
the fitful light of torches,—for the moon had
not fully risen,—had I known this from the
beginning, I fear I should not have continued
my way, but turned back with the more re-
luctant guide, as I had promised to do if
weary. How like is this to the pathway of

D]
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life! How should T have
cing all itg steps, if the en
from the beginning.’ Better is it to he led
on in Ignorance, believing only that as our
day is, so shall oup strength he,

Weary indeed T was
ready to give up; but g
some kind solicitude, or some choering words,
again impelleq me onwayr
{Vesuvius, T am aware thg,
gentlemen, neeq not, unl
undergo any fatigue,
A little money obviat

may he carried up jn i

a chair, or pulled up
by guides, anq satisfy their own curiosity at

the expense only of other men’s labors,
Mine, however, wag 4 4

and in thig place no gy
afforded. Yot was
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shrunk from ra
d had been know;

> and several timeg
ome little assistance,

d. dn ascending
t ladies, and even
ess they wigh it,
or make any exertion.
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joyment which the memory of that night has
afforded? So few are the memories of such
associated expeditions which we can cherish
with entirely unmixed pleasure, that one
doubly feels in their review how much may
the unselfishness, good temper, and kindli-
ness of heart in our fellow-beings, color with
brightness or darken with sadness the pic-
tures of nature which memory’s canvas re-
presents. 1

At last the increasing heat told of our
approach to the region of fire: the air was
sulphureous, and gave a choking sensation:
it was loaded also with smoke. The ground
grew hot and hotter : we mounted a ridge of
cinders, and there, at the other side, I
beheld the lava stream, and stood beside it
on the brink of the bed it had tracked for
itself! Tt was quite a river of fire, about
thirty feet broad, slowly moving on ; Over
the top was heard a slight fizzing sound,
such as cinders make when cooling. A light
smoke rose from it, but much less than might

,,,,__;‘a
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be expected. Indeed the smoke had been
much greater at some distance from it, The
ground was so hot, and my feet so sore, hay-
Ing never found a single resting-place from
the sharp lava during our entire pr
that I found it impossible to stand
instant on one spot.

ogress,
for an
My shoes were almost
literally burned off 5 and while the gentlemen
Were burning the ends of their sticks, as the
&ustomary souvenir of Vesuvius,

I very un-
designedly brought a

way its memorial in g
burned dress. Qne of my friends, catching
my hand, caused me to bend over the stream
to look at the lava in motion: T coylq only
compare it to moving mud on fire ! But as
I bent over it, the oppressiye atmosphere and
furnace-like heat quite overcame me : I felt a

hid myself

from it with g more eagerness than T had

sought it,
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It required, indeed, some fortitude to con-
ceal my state or to struggle against it ; but,
aware of the consternation which a fainting-
fit on Mount Vesuvius would occasion, I was
enabled to do both, and none of my party
knew what was the matter, while I sat on a
block of lava out of sight, till the effects of
the heat, suffocation, and exhaustion, in a
great degree passed away.

After a walk of equal toil, occupying a.t‘
least an hour in returning, as it had done in
going, we once more reached smooth ground:
the touch of something like common earth
was pleasant; but when I saw my mule
patiently awaiting my return, I was too glad
to mount to my former seat, and leave the
gentlemen to take their way alone to the
summit of the cone, where several parties of
ladies and gentlemen had preceded them,
accompanied by chairs and porters, and
guides with leathern straps round their
waists, by means of which a feeble traveller,
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when enclosed in one of these, can be pulled
up the ascent by the stronger animal.

I did not covet either the chair or the
strap; I never have any fancy for being
carried or pulled up mountains; and as they
could not approach the crater, I knew they
would not have so good a view of it as T had
from a lower station: at least, self-love
|comforted itself with such wise conclusions,
las I took my solitary way back to the
Hermitage.

The moon had risen in all her brightness,
walking in beauty through a cloudless sky :
1t was about half-past one o’clock in the
morning, and its undimmed presence more
than supplied the absence of the wilder light
of the uncertain torches which my party
took with them. As their voices died away,
and the shouts of guides calling to their
fellows became more distant, the light of a
torch, moving here and there over the
savage scene, only added wildness and inter-




N\
! ;vrsu © MAUNT VESUVIUS. 71

est to the view, without dazzling my aching
eyes. 1 was glad to find the Italian youth
who was my cicerone, and noisy, as all
natives of Naples are, had loitered behind
with a chance comrade; for I enjoyed the
silence of the hour, and strange splendor of
the scene, too much to like to be disturbed
by such nonsense as he kept constantly
addressing to his mule, to which he had)
given the favorite name of Maccaroni. In
quiet musing, therefore, I rode along, and
might, though in a slower style, have gone,
like the renowned Gilpin, much farther than
I wished to go ; for the mule, deserted by its
master, and left by me to its own will and
pleasure, took a path which was not the one
that led to the Hermitage. The shouts of
the noisy Italian, when he missed me from
the right one, apprised me of the fact : I met
him running after his Maccaroni, whom he
probably thought had equal charms for me,
and was to be the partner of my flight. He
guided both wanderers back, and I began




72 A VISIT TO MOUNT VESUVIUS.

wisely to reflect that meditation and musing
at midnight are not suitable to Mount Vesu-
vius ; an idea that was not removed by my
entrance into the court of the Hermitage,
which was filled with donkeys, ponies, mules,
carriages, horses, and servants, all forming a
chorus of noise to which, indeed, distance
was requisite to lend enchantment. There I
iwas joined by two of the gentlemen I had
left, who, finding themselves sufficiently fa-
tigued by their walk to the lava river, had
followed me back. Thirsty and tired, we
entered the Hermitage, thinking it to be, as
in fact it was, an inn, which went by that
inapplicable name. I was, however, sur-
prised to find the proprietor to be a calm,
respectable monk; his grave countenance,
brown frock, cord, rosary, and crucifix,
agreeing ill with the aspect of the place,
which was incessantly occupied by parties
going to or coming from the top of the
mountain.

At a table in the scantily-furnished room
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sat a comfortable-looking priest, with some
bread, cheese, butter, apples, and a bottle
of wine before him. We were glad to join
in his supper: he informed us that he was
the chaplain who said mass in the adjoining
chapel ; and he smiled very good-humoredly
when I asked *if that house was really a
hermitage.

«It is really a hermitage,” he replied, ;
«and there is the hermit ;” nodding his hea.dl‘
to where the monk sat at a distance.

« A solitary?” I persisted.

«Yes!” the priest replied, with a laugh ;
¢4 golitary who is in society.”’

It was a singular place, and a singular
scene. 'There were some young Grermans as
well as Ttalians present; and, SO close to
that flaming mountain as we were, I could
not help wondering at that perfect indiffer-
ence and carelessness of feeling with which
we spoke of the forty eruptions known to
have taken place, and the lowness of the es-
timate which some authors make of the num
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ber of victims in all,—not more than twenty
thousand.

Our discourse wag interrupted by the
hermit, who, with gravity, and in silence,
approached the table, removed the bottle of
wine, and replaced it by another, adding
also a new supply of the bréad, cheese, and
apples, hermit-fare for the visitors to Vesu-

{ vius. This movement we received as g hint
ithat our part of the repast had ended. The
priest withdrew, and the party broke up.
- For my part, I went off to the carriage, fell
asleep, and forgot Vesuvius altogether, fancy-
ing myself, T believe, still in the Hermitage,
until awaked by the voices of our absent
friends, whose fatigue scarcely allowed them
power to mount into the carriage. Tt was
then about half-past three o’clock, and that
last exertion made, it was at once put into
motion ; and, preceded by a guide bearing a
flaring torch, we ‘began to descend on our
road to Naples. Before we reached it, the
brilliant sun wag beaming in our dazzled and
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sorely aching eyes. So ended our midnight
visit to Mount Vesuvius.

Again, in recalling its memory, does that
ascription of grateful praise arise in the
mind,—¢ Great and glosious are thy works,
O Lord God Almighty!” So great, so
glorious, that @020l and insignificant must
man appear in comparison with them—man
viewed in"his mortal state; for he is a being,
of yesterday, a creature crushed before théi
moth. But viewed in relation to his im-
mortal destiny;—O, there the scale of com-
parison changes ! One of the first of poets
lost sight of this, when, in the bitterness of
his heart, he compared the lﬁgleness of men
with the greatness of God’s material works;
but the believer, apid the wonders of nature’s
magnificence, can répeat the beautiful words,
« Thou, Lord, i} the beginning, hast laid the
foundation of the earth; and the heavens are
the work of thine hands. They shall perish,
but thou remainest : they all shall wax old as
doth a garment; and as a vesture shalt thou
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fold them wup, and they shall be changed ;
blrlp"@‘h’\?_l’l_ﬁafljt e_same, o ears. 5]
T e me—

And man;H¥8 his Creator immortal, shall
also endure : they, shall perishl but_he re-
maineth. An inheritanw’;%seth not
away is prepared for him, if@he will prepare
himself to inherit it. T
/ The vestiges of God’s love evefi still are
visible “in the things that are made;”’ but
of what avail were such tra.:ces of love as
these, if the sinful children of earth did not
know that “ God so loved the world as to
give his only-begotten Son, ‘that whosoever
believeth in h.iﬂl should not perish, but haye
everlasting life 27
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