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For the Cratch.

In Memoriam.

DY BARAIL H. POWEBLL,

Ta the memory of Miss M, A, B. Youxa, who died Jan. 12th,
1865, of Typlius Fever, contiacted wiilst peforming her dutles in
tds Hospital, this simple tribute is offérad by hersincere and grade-
fal foiend, the wiiter,

Another flower Lus withersll 'neath the fever's scoreliing breath,

Another victim fullen by thy dart, Insatiate Deathi !

The fale und gentle presence that so lately movil among,

Qur sick und wounded, ehewiing thvm, Lath juined thy shadowy
tinong.

My feiend ! like some gad drenm it scems, that from us thou hast

! gone,

That 1 may never more Yook on'the soft hrown eyes that shone,

With pleasure at another's jox, or elouded at thely pain,

Ali! years may pass eve 1 slad *look upon thy like again.

Buat theugh thy form 15 lost to enrth, tion wilt not be forgot,

One heart at lens!, must cedse to beat, ere thow' it remembered not,

Ty cslm ag b steady fien bship, for thow wait the * fiend Indeed,!

Who aid <) me with Land andpurse in my dark hour of need,

The gentle volge that suothednne, metiduks I hear it now,

When my tortuved hewit sentdeves’d blood to throbbing brain and
boow,

he cool hand on my burning.pulse, tie wlispered words of cheer
That lic again Hope's kindly rmy, when all was dark and deeas,
And the good, boave hea t thuat bied to ward from me dark false-

Looid’s Dreath,
A, all, shall be remembered Vil | too shiall sleep in doath,
And whgre'er my chicquen'd lotis cast in days that yetanay come,
In thought. at least, | oft shall stand by that low geassy tomb,
Where, feeed from thid wo 143 steife and care, it3 tumults, and its
noise, -
The gentle nurse of the Mo<pital sleeps ealmly near * herBoys.'

Erom the Portland Transeript,

Notes of Pompeii in 1862.

'Many letters have been wiitten of Pompeii, ¢ the city
of the dead,” and stil] no spot yisited Ly the traveler
péssesscs a more vntiving intercst to Loth reader and
visitor,  And well it may—for aside from the atirac-
tons of o city that has Leen Luricd nearly 1800 years,
exhumed to view with all the traces of n hygone civili-
Z\tion fresh ol out it,—it lies in the midst of the fiirest
country in the world. Al around it is o landseape the
most enchanting, 1('L-mit'\g with classical memories and
associntions.  Dehind it les, calmly pufling a thin line

wof vapor from its crater, the treacherous Yesuvius, in
whose recesses took vefuge the Thracian Giadiator Spar-
tacus, whose struggle with the whole power of Rome,
aiineteen cen'turica ago, Forrest 0 theillin v depicts. —
In front lies the celestial blue of the Bay of Naples, visi-

sunlit curve of shore. On the right are the white pala-
ces of Naples and the villas of Portici, Resina and Torre
del Graco fronting the Lay in an uninterrupted line, and
on the left Castellanwmre and the vineyards and groves of
oranges and olives and figs that cover the cliffs of Soi-
rento, where Tasso drew inspiration. On the opposite
shove, misty and purple with distance, is the land of the
Aneid—the site of the Sylil's cave, the Elysian fields,
the Styx, Acheron nmb Lake Avernus—and where once
rose the villas of Cicero, Casar, Pompey, Lucullus and
Virgil, and where in the magnificent Bay of Buiw, rede
at anchor the galley s of ITmperinl Rome.  Who can wen-
der then at the charm that invests the records and recol-
lections of & city that so tangibly conncets the daily
thoughts and habits of the lost Past with the listing
Present.

Twice in November, 1802, 1 visited Pompeii—n dis-
tance of about twelve miles fiom Naples—ence by rail-
way, and once by carriage, in company with a compan-
ionable and intelligent family of New Yorkers, The
ladies bad thoughtfully provided the necessiry edibles
fromour hotel at Naples, and with'the help of a few bot-
tles of the rich Lacryme Christe, we were slile to make
A sumptuous repast in an apper room of the Hotel Dio-
mede on Pompeian soil, and to pass a whole duy among
the excavations, nnd to wingle the sighits that met onr
view with the realities and memories of home. From
Nuples nearly all the way 4o Powpeii, iscone continuous
suburl, swarming with jpeople and wehicles of every
sort—and as we drove aleng in the fresh bright morn-
ing, we were met by an unbroken proeession of market

tibles—the nsules and horses jauntily decornted wi h biells
and feathers and Lright arappings, and the men* and
wotnen in their showy ‘costumes overlflowing with life
and jollity.

Our route lgy through Torre del Genco, just at the
foot of Vesuvius—a city whose streets alound in traces
of an eruption of a 1éw months previous—houses shat-
tered by the earthquake still nonchallantly ocenpied by
ahe people.

The chiel’ enteance to Pompeii is by the ITerculancum
gate where the fimous Appian way from ancient Rome
centered the wills by the steeet of the Tombe,  The House
wf Diomede, thediest visited, is just outside the walls and
is one of the lurgest and most interesting yet exhumed,

the skeletons of vighteen persons in itsweellar.  Here we
were shown the outlines of forms against the wills—
cshudows of beings of seventeen hundred years ago, who
Liad so long vested in contact with them,  Toe skeletons,
all females, were found buried sevepal feet under the fine
|'nshes that hed gradually sifted into thelr hiding place
and bardening with the moisture had lefta perfect mould
of their forms.  The round, full impression of the Losom
and shoulders of 0 young female is pregerved in the mu-

‘ Remmants of wlothing of extreme fineness, gold chains,

vichness, wpether with a superh candelubra of bronze,
which they had brought down to cheer their drearf
hiding place, indicate the wealth of the family.  When

deatliat st time upon them Hu-_yl had drawa their gur=
“le iu tbie clear atuiospliere pound its whole waguifecut | wents over their fuces in resignation acoording o the | nuet Zoo,”

carts and dovkeys with pamniers laden down with vege- |

Not alittle of its interest arises rom ahe discovery of

seum at Napiles, where all relics of value are deposited. ‘

enr-rings, hnoclets; rings and other ornaments of great

| custom of the day. We read that Cicero and Coesar and
othernoble Romans who met death suddenly, thus cover-
ed their fuces, and the custom loses nothing of its solem~
nity and touching interest when brought to view from
beneath the ashes of Luried Popeii in the house of Dio-
meda.  Large earthen jars for wine still remained against
the walls of the cellar, the wine displaced by the pene-
trating nshes, Near the gate was found the skeleton of
the master of the house and his slave. e had aban-
&oned his family after locking them into the eellar, and
with the key in his band, was endeavoring to escape
their fute. Bulwer has wreught into his * Last Days-df
Pompeii,’ the villa of Diomede and its ocenpants and
vividly porteays the luxuries and viceg, the refinements
aud energies of the time—repeopling the Temple of Isis,
the House of the Trig'e Poet, the Baths, the Forum,
the Theatres, the shops and the palaces.

Not far from the house of Diomede is Cicero's villa, a
spot more interesting from its associntions with that
classic nume, than for what is to be seen—it having Licen
ve-buried after all relics of interest sl Leen removed,—
Was it at this spot that Aungustus had hisinterview widy
the orator when he visited Powpeii to seek his protection
against Mark Antony ?  As we appronched the gate ‘we
came o the spot where stood unieved mnid the falling
cinders and deadly darkness of thiut fearful time, the Ro-
man sentinel—that {ype in all aftec timesof Romaa for-
titude, and bravery, and fidelity. n aniche of the gte,
lance dn hand, was found the [ithful guardian, Hia
skeleton and helmet in the mugeum, are not the least =
teresting of ‘that valuable collection.

The strects of Pompedt are narrow, the houses small
and low with fow windows on the street, roofless, and
the wulls broken—solitude and silence reign. The sen-
sation can hardly be exaggerated or described as one
stands in the arch of the gateway and looks down the
silent strects of this charmed city.  Can it Le the me-
morials of the ¢ivilization of two thousand yearsago that
lic before us?  Willmot its shops and houses be »dpeo-
pled by their owners, and its temples again filled with
worshipers, and the dihariote ngain meve through its
stregts, the wheels following the avell worn ruts in the
lavaipavements? Wil the raised 2ide-walks, so modera
in appearance, be mever again theongud with noble Ro-
mans wenring the togn, and matrons wrapped in the
stola—nor the baths fillcd all day with luxurious and
| idke devotees of pleasure? Wil not the fountains that
stand at the street corners be again filled with water,
| the wine shops whose marble counters still lear the staim
(of deinking cups of almost two centuries ago be agaia
visited by the pleasure scekers—the well now destitute
of water be again furnished with bucket and rope te
follow the chafing that marks its course in the well-worn
ium-h‘.’ Will not that fountain in thedhoroughbiave en
' whose biack the right Tmnd aud on whose front the- lefit
Lof people two thousand  years ago have avorn into the
solid stone, as they rested and stooped for a draugle
from the flowitg mouth, again Avw with water and
ibu encircled with thirsty people?

|

Garne tells of u tombstone on which, instead of fhe
usual inscription, mémento mori—* Remewber that yoa
must die'—was the iascription, ¢ Demember that yeg




