
on thebay. We glidedout, out, out, formore thananhour, and
thenonly didIlookbackupon the city wehadleftbehindus. It
lookedmore like agreat arnpitheatrethanever,andsthemyriadsof
lights,glimmering in the distance, seemed to" be the fiery eyes of
thespectators,gazing moreintensely than everon thegreat scene
of lifeenactedthere. Here,at last, all was hushed into silence.
The oars of our little craftseemedtobe impressedwith the thought
thatitwasnight,and so theyplayedwith the waterasnoiselessly as
the moonbeams which the rising queen of night sent from the
distantmountain tops, citywards, toannounceher coming.

MOUNT VESUVIUS.
Itwas indeedan impressive scene, impressive with abeauty

entirelylocal. Away off to the rightIsaw a mighty shadow up-
lifted towardsheaven, a gigantic altar, from which a thick dark smoke
of sacrificearose,blackening the heavens inits ascent. Jt is a moun-
tain-withcharred and cindered sides. Awayoff from its'baselies a
city without any inhabitants. The bay is quiet,impressivelyso,but
the awful stillnessof thatgreatcity is oppi'essive. Its fate looms tip
inyour mind like a spectre. We only know enough of its former
history to make it mysterious. The terrible element that sleeps
in the caverns of that mountain woke up one- day, and belching
fromits hiding-place,it rained destructively on the city,and utterly
annihilated it. That mountain, and the charred victim at itsbase,
form a picture of thepast.

ST. ELMO.
Infrontof me, high above the city, towers another mountain,

not smoke-crested,batcrowned with anemblem of peace— a beautiful
church. There is amonastery there,but no monks. All is quiet,as
in that other city of thepast. Hundreds of holy men in white gar-
ments once lived thers, and prayed there, and brought blessings on
the present city below. Where are they? Gone too, thoughno
material firebaiTished them. No otherelement wasbrought to their
destruction than the will of man, and yet the silence of that ruoun-
tain not only oppresses, but saddens you. A monastery without
monks, a temple without priests, an altar withoutaGod. That, with
the sinful, noisy,blazing, throbbing city down below, forms apicture
of thepresent. 1seemed to have beenin a dreamwhiledriftingaway

'

out in thatbay,yet there is a reality engravenonmymemory,which
time cannot efface, apicture of twomountains overtoweringtwo cities— Vesuvius,Pompeii;St.Elmo,Naples.

CATHOLIC LOYALTY.
The Pittsbrtrg 'Catholic' speaks as follows inrefutationof the
accusation that Catholicityis incompatible with loyaltyto one's
country, than which no accusation is less plausible :—":

— "
When

Norway was taken from the King of Denmark,and givento Ber-
nadotte by the allies for his services to them, and his perfidy to
Napoleon,theRoman Catholics offeredtheir livesand their allto
resist the infringement of therights of their ProtestantKing, and
in theirconductgavearare andnoble instanceof their fidelityand
loyalty. In the severalrevolutions whichhave convulsed Conti-
nentalEurope in1847, in France,in Hungary,inNaples,inLorn-
bardy,have theCatholicclergy been ever mentionedinconnection
withdisloyalty ? In the mania for the overturning of thrones,
which seizedon the people of many of the States ofEuropeduring
that eventful period when princes fled before the hurricane of
popularindignation, andabandoned theircapitalsin consternation,
theCatholicclergy, withthe fealtywhichhas alwayscharacterised
their sacred calling and social standing, preservedtheirgoodwill
and affectionfor the lawfulauthorities."

One of the fullest,clearest, and most succinct resumes of the
contents ofDr. Newman'slate pamphlethasbeenmadebyawriter
in the 'IllustratedLondonGraphic'of January 30

—
apaperwhich

is quite as aristocratic and ultra-Protestant as the 'Pall Mall
Gazette.' The admissions, indeed,areso startling, so just inthem-
selves, and so flattering to Dr. Newman and to Catholics gene-
rally, that we cannot refrain from reproducing some of them:

—
■"Dr.Newman tells us that this is likely to be his last publication.

We earnestlytrust it maynot be so, and thathe will still have
many more words tobe addressedtoagenerationwhich

—
whatever

may beits fault
—

has at least come toesteemhimalmostashede-
serves tobeesteemed. Butif he elects to retirefinally fromthe
field,it certainly willnotbe because his right hand has lostaught
of its cunning. Eloquence, grace,and vigour of style, power of
statement,closeness of reasoning

—
allthese gifts are as manifest

in thispamphletas they;wereinany of Dr.Newman'swritingsof
thirty yearsago. Yet that whichperhapsstrikesus mostof all in
it is theexquisiteurbanityand dignifiedcourtesyof its tone- Con-
sideringhowMr. Gladstone, by 'passionate invective

'
and loose

and ill-considered charges, had bared his back to the lash which
Dr. Newman so well knows how to wield, the gentleness with
whichheishere dealt withis well-nighastonishing;but thereply
is none the less crashing for its calmness. Thatit is a complete
vindication of Catholics from those imputations upon their loyalty
urged by Mr. Gladstone is a point as to which, we should say,
amongstotherpeopleof sufficient intelligence there couldhardly
be two opinions."

NAPLES.
(corespondent catholic 'standard.')

Iwbjte from themidstof a great amphitheatre, from whichsix
hundredthousand souls gaze down on ..i bay, which hasbeen the
theme ofpoeticand prosaic pens from time out ofmind. Itis a
beautifulsight,Ivow,butIam not yet desirousof djing froma
sheerand intense ecstacy of delight. OthermotivesImayhave to
■wish for dissolution, but.the beautyof thescenebefore me,hasnot,
andcannotkillme,so tospeak, with satiety. Inthisgreatamphi-
theatre, there is agreatplayof real life going on,to whichlife in
other ciiies of Italy seemsbut a figure. There is misery, naked
andhungry,creepingabroad, wan and dirty of feature, indifferent
in dress, withno earthly ambition to actuate it, than to findan
occupation for its idle jaws. There is wealth here,demonstrative
andproud, yet clutching its gold witn the relentless grasp of a
Cyclop, else why are there so many thousands^-without bread?
There is beauty, preternatural, smacking of the angelic,'and
enhancing, in perfection the conception which everyone forms
of the All-Beautiful, theGreatPrototypeof all. There is ugliness,
and whenIuse the word,

SIGHTS IN NAPLES,
Idon'trefer somuch to the natural irregularityof features.,as

evidenced inmany,nor to the unsympathetic complexion,nor to
the imperfectmould of many ©f God's creaturesin thisparticiilar
spot of creation. Ispeakof thatdeplorableugliness which glares
forthso garishly in beauty,despoiled evenphysically by livesnot
mindfulof the Ten Commandments. Thisbrings me to say that
thereissinhere, too— very much of it,which is noticeableevenby
the unpractised eye of a stranger. There goes a little fellow,
escortedby twopolicemen. What if his hair is unkemptandhis
face innocentof soap and water, andhis tawnyform only covered
"with a tunic (excuse themonosyllabicword,expressiveof thesame
idea— it istoo short) of extremely moderate dimensions? Don't
look athis crustedfeet,but glance at thatface,symmetrical as an
angel's (ought to be in our conception) and say how beautiful!
Scrutinize itstillmore, and youwill see lines around themouth,
andon theforehead, which have been formed there by sin. His
O/es areblackandbeautiful, andmost faithfulmirrors ofhis young
soul, and they tell you that he is a thief;hencehe isbeing con-
ducted to a " forced domicile." And there is a womantoo, the
fairest ofthe fair, dressed in rustling silks,made upaccording to
the lastagonyof fashion. Itwere better not to stop and admire
herbeanty,andin yourprofoundpity forher,you turn aside.- See
that"handsome, well-dressedyoung man, standing on the streetcorner. How exquisitelyhe bows to the lady who has justpassed
him! There is agreatdealof soul inhis face,but thereismystery
darkandterriblein his eyes. He is a "Cammorrist" o-n apolitescale, andhis occupations are various. He gambles withplumeddice, reproducesbank bills, trifles with the pocketsof the unwary
andunsuspecting, and is at the head of a secretgang of desper-
adoes, whose sworn purpose is to make war \ipon society inevery
possibleform. Boatmen,porters, cabman,bootblacks, tradesmen,
shopkeepersof the lower order, waiters, in fact all thedependenthumanity of the city and province, belong to the organization
■whichhasbecome strongenough in latedays tomake thegovern-
ment apprehensive for its own existence. They have their ownlanguage andcountersigns.

THE PEOPLE.
Ifone cab-driverpasses another in the streets he conveys to

himwitha jerkof the head, how he is going to victimize the
strangerwhohashired him. Itis the same with the boatman.
Themore thoroughly theyflpecea stranger thehigher theyrise in
theestimationof their associates. Sin hasapowerful"empirehere.
Yet the faith is not extinct,nor piety. There are numberless
temples here that wereerected to the worshipof the livingGodby
thekings of former days whomadeit theirline of action toplease
theirCrea,tof first,and theywouldeasily do justice afterwardsby
thecreatures,their subjects. Ishallnotstop' todescribe them, foi
xnysketch is hurried. All thesechurches areopendaily,and well
frequentedby a goodportionof the middleandupper classes. An
Apostle among thelower classes would enjoyno sinecure, neither
"wouldhe inevangelizing theauthorities. 'Many anobleconvent of
thiscity hasbeendepopulated,and theinmatesthereofdrivenout
into the world. Many a stately church within and without the
city has beeninvaded by these worse than Goths, the altars des-
poiled, the sacristy robbed, and the whole edifice,whose vaultsonceresounded with the music of praise to the Almighty, now
seems as a warehouse for the reception of goods,sequestratedby
the Custom-houseofficers, orahallfor elections.

THE BAT 01? NAPLES.
Ihad spent a,day in the city. The continual roarof lifein

every shape,in the thousands of ambulatingpedlarsbellowing in-. cessantly,in the cab-driversevershontingandcrackingtheir whips
at thepassers by, in the numberless little boys screaming at the, top

%
of their voices the latest edition of the papers, in the fish-

mongers, menand women, in the squalling,naked children thattumblepromiscuously through the streets— allthis,Isay,mademy
brainreel. Iwouldhave given much tobo inaquietnook wherethe noise would not reach me,but such nook is not to be found in
these streets. Let memake anexceptionof someof the churches,
someof those massive piles,thegranite wallsof which are imper-
vious to sound. There only can your ears find rest. But thechurches arenot openafter night,and the noise seems toredoubleitsintensity. Imoveddowntowardsthe bay. The waterlookedcalmand inviting away out beyond the myriads of vessels thatwerehuddling together inthe quay. Iheard a boatman sing hisvesper-songto St.Lucy,and that, too, wassuggestive of peace. I
hailedhim,and gotin. The little boat seemed to havelife andinßtinct inthreading apassagethrough avery laybrinthof craft ofallsizes. Afc last wewere fairly beyond themall, andwerealone

Latina.ni> Greek.— LatinandGreekandmetaphysicalphilo-
sophy are valuable acquisitions. From the ancients we may
borrow much wisdom and the highest cultivation of style. A
knowledgeofLatin and Greek givesthepossessor a truer apprecia-
tion of his ownlanguage. The mere learning of these languages
is a valuableintellectual exercise for young people;and inafter
life theclassics aredear to theheart ofthescholar

—
evenwhenhe

has forgotten them— for the youthful recollectionsassociatedwith
theirstudy. It is acommon custom to give the title of " learned
man"to any onewhocanquote an appropriatesentence from the
ancien* authors. Sydney Smith saye:

— "
Classical quotationsare

the watchwordsof scholars,by which theydistinguish themselves
fromthe ignorantand illiterate."
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