Valerius

The Reanimated Roman

By Mary Shelley

About eleven o'clock before noon in the month of September, two strangers landed in the little
bay formed by the extreme point of Gape Miseno and the promontory of Bauli. The sky was of a
deep serene blue, and the sea reflected its depth back with a darker tint. Through the clear water
you saw the seaweed of various and beautiful colours as it grew on the remnants of the palaces of
the Romans now buried under the waters. The sun shone bright causing an intolerable heat. The
strangers on landing immediately sought a shady place where they might refresh themselves and
remain until the sun should begin to descend towards the horizon. They sought the Elysian fields,
and, winding among the poplars and mulberry trees festooned by the grapes which hung in rich
and ripe clusters, they seated themselves under the shade of the tombs beside the Mare Morto.

One of these strangers was an Englishman of rank, as could easily be perceived by his noble
carriage and manners full of dignity and freedom. His companion—I can compare him to
nothing that now exists—his appearance resembled that of the statue of Marcus Aurelius in the
Square of the Capitol at Rome. Placid and commanding, his features were Roman; except for his
dress you would have imagined him to be a statue of one of the Romans animated with life. He
wore the dress now common all over Europe, but it appeared unsuited to him and even as if he
were unused to it. As soon as they were seated he began to speak thus.—

“1 have promised to relate to you, my friend, what were my sensations on my revival, and how
the appearance of this world—fallen from what it once was—struck me when the light of the sun
revisited my eyes after it had deserted them many hundred years. And how can | choose a better
place for this relation. Thisis the spot which was chosen by our antient and venerable religion, as
that which best represented the idea oracles had given or diviners received of the seats of the
happy after death. These are the tombs of Romans. This place is much changed by the
sacrilegious hand of man since those times, but till it bears the name of the Elysian fields.
Avernus is but a short distance from us, and this sea which we percelve is the blue
Mediterranean, unchanged while al else bears the marks of servitude and degradation.

“Pardon me—you are an Englishman, and they say you are free in your country—a country
unknown when | lived—nbut the wretched Italians, who usurp the soil once trod by heroes, fill me
with bitter disdain. Dare they usurp the name of Romans—dare they imagine that they descend
from the Lords and Governors of the world? They forget that, when the republic died, every
antient Roman family became by degrees extinct and that their followers might usurp the name,
but were not and are not Romans.

“When | lived before, it was in the time of Cicero and of Cato. My rank was neither the highest
nor the lowest in Rome: | was a Roman knight. | did not live to see my country endaved by
Caesar, who during my life was distinguished only by the debauchery of his manners. | died
when | was nearly forty-five, defending my country against Catihine. At that time, the good men
of Rome lamented bitterly the decline of morals in the city—Manius and Sulla had aready
taught us some of the miseries of tyranny, and | was accustomed to lament the day when the
Senate appeared an assembly of demigods. But what men lived at that time?— The republic set
glorioudly as the sun of a bright and summer day. How could | despair of my country while such



men as Cicero, Cato, Lucullus, and many others whom | knew as full of virtue and wisdom—
who were my intimate and dearest friends—still existed.

“1 need not trouble you with the history of my life—in modern times, domestic circumstances
appear to be that part of a man’s history most worth enquining into. In Rome, the history of an
individual was that of his country. We lived in the Forum and in the Senate House. My family
had suffered by the civil wars: my father had been dain by Manius; and my uncle, who took care
of me during my infancy, was proscribed by Sulla and murdered by his emissaries. My fortune
was considerably diminished by these domestic misfortunes, but | lived frugaly and filled with
honour some of the highest offices of state—I was once consul.

“Nor will 1 now relate what would greatly interest you—all that | know concerning those great
men with whose actions, even at this distance of time, you are intimately acquainted. These
topics have formed and will form an inexhaustible source of conversation during the time we
remain together, but at present | have promised to relate what | felt and saw when | revisited,
now three years ago, thisfallen Italy.

“As | approached Rome, | became agitated by a thousand emotions. | refused to see any thing
or to speak to any body. Mute in a corner of the carriage, | hoarded my thoughts. sometimes
thinking my companion unworthy my attention; at others still obstinately clinging, as a mother
would to the memory of her lost child, to my loved country and doubting all that | had heard, al
that these priests had told me. | believed in a conspiracy formed against me. | refused to speak to
those we met on the road, lest their altered dialect should crush my last hope. | would visit no
scenery. The eternal city survived in &'i its glory. It could not die—yet, still if it were dead, |
would be silent till among the ruins of its Forum | should pour forth my last lament—and my
words should awaken the dead to listen to me. ‘ Cicero—Gato——Pompey—were ye indeed
dead—all trace of your path worn out. Still do ye haunt the Forum—awake— arise—welcome
me!’

“The priest in vain endeavoured to draw me from my reverie. My countenance was impressed
by sorrow, but | answered not. At length he exclaimed, ‘Behold the Tiber!” Lovely river! Still
and for ever dost thou roll on thy eternal waters; thy waves glitter in the sun or are shadowed by
the thunder cloud; thy name acted as a spell. Tears gushed from my eyes. | aighted from the
carriage. | hastened to the banks and kneeling down | offered up to thee, sacred names of Jupiter
and Pdlas, vows which made my lips quiver and the light amost pass from my eyes. ‘0
Jupiter—Jupiter of the Capitol—thou who has beheld so many triumphs, still may thy temples
exist, still may the victims be led to thy atars'—Minerva protect thy Rome.’ In that moment of
agonized prayer, the fate of my country seemed yet undecided—the sword was still suspended.
Alas, | could not believe that al that is great and good had departed.

“In vain, my companion tried to tear me away from the banks of the divine river. | remained
seated immovably by it; my eyes did not wander on the surrounding scenery that had changed,
but they were fixed on the waters or raised to the blue bright sky above. ‘ These—these, at least
are the sasme—ever, ever the same!l’ were the only words | uttered when, from time to time, the
fall of my country with the fierce agony of fire rushed across my mind. The priest tried to soothe
me—I| was silent. At length, the strength of passion overcame me, and after many hours of
insane contest | suffered myself to be led to the carriage and, drawing up the blinds, abandoned
myself to areverie whose bitterness was only diminished by my lost strength.

“It was night when we entered Rome. ‘Tomorrow,” said my companion, ‘we will visit the
Forum.” | assented. | did not wish him to accompany me, and therefore retired early without
disclosing my intentions. But as soon as | found myself free from importunity, | demanded a



guide and hastened to visit the scene of all human greatness. The moon had risen and cast a
bright light over the city of Rome—if | may call that Rome which in no way resembled the
Queen of Nations as | remembered her. We passed along the Gorso, and | saw severd
magnificent obelisks, which seemed to tell me that the glory of my country had not passed away.
| paused beside the Column of Antoninus, which sunk deep in the ground and, surrounded by the
remains of forty columns, impressed the idea of decay upon my mind. My heart beat with fear
and indignation as | approached the Forum by ways unknown to me. And the spell broke as |
beheld the shattered columns and ruined temples of the Campo Vaccino—by that disgraceful
name must now be designated the Roman Forum. | gazed round, but nothing there is as it was—I
saw ruins of temples built after my time. The Coliseum was a stranger to me, and it appeared as
if the dtered state of these magnificent ruins suddenly quenched the enthusiasm of indignation
which had before possessed my heart. | had never dared present to myself the image of the
Roman Forum, degraded and debased; but a vague idea floated in my mind of broken columns,
such as | remembered of the falen images of the gods still left to decay in a spot where | had
formerly worshipped them; but al was changed, and even the columns that remain of the temple
erected by Camillus lost their identity surrounded by new candidates for immortality. | turned
camly to my guide and enquired, ‘These are the ruins of the Roman Forum, and what is that
immense building, whose shadow in the moonshine seems to bespeak something wonderful and
magnificent, which | see at the end of the avenue of trees? —'This is the Coliseum.’—’And
what is Colisseum? —'Do you not know? It is the renowned Circus built by Vespasian, Emperor
of Rome.”—'Emperor of Rome, was he? Wdll, let us visit it.” We entered the Coliseum, that
noble relict of imperia greathess—imperia it is true, but Roman. And that enthusiasm, which
the broken columns of the Forum had extinguished, this wonderful pile again awakened. The
moon shone through the broken arches and shed a glory around the fallen walls, crowned as they
are by weeds and brambles. | looked around, and a holy awe seized me. | felt as if havino
deserted the Campo Vaccino, this had become the haunt of my noble compatriots. The sea of
Eternity was on this building, and my heart heaved with the overpowering sensations under
which it laboured. | said not a word.

“Alas! Alas! Such is the image of Rome fallen, torn, degraded by a hateful superstition; yet
still commanding love honour; and still awakening in the imaginations of men all that can purify
and ennoble the mind. The Coliseum is the Type of Rome. Its arches—its marbles—its noble
aspect which must inspire all with awe, which, in the mind of man, is akin to adoration—its
wonderful, its inexpressible beauty—all tell of its greatness. Its fallen walls—its weed-covered
buttresses—and more than al, the insulting images with which it isfilled tell itsfall.

“l dismissed my guide. | would never quit the Coliseum; this should be my abode during my
second residence on earth. | visited every part of it. From its height, | beheld Rome sleeping
under the cold rays of the moon: the dome of St. Peter’s and the various other domes and spires
which make a second city, the habitations of gods above the habitations of men; the arch of
Constantine at my feet; the Tiber and the great change in the situation of the city of modern
times; al caught my attention, but they only awakened a vague and transitory interest. The
Coliseum was to me henceforth the world, my eternal habitation. It is true that curiosity and
importunity have dragged me from it now—but my absence will be short, and my heart is till
there. | shal return. And in those halowed precincts, | shall pour forth, before | die, my last
awakening call to Romans and to Liberty.

“It is true that | was now convinced that Rome had fallen, that her consuls and triumphs were
at an end, the temples of her Capitol destroyed. But the Coliseum had softened those sentiments



whose energy must otherwise have destroyed me. Anger, despair, all human passion died within
me. | devoted myself, a pilgrim for some years, to a world in whose shews | am a careless
spectator. If Rome be dead, | fly from her remains, loathsome as those of human life. It isin the
Coliseum aone that | recognise the grandeur of my country—that is the only worthy asylum for
an antient Roman.

“Yet suddenly, the feeling so dreadful to the human mind, the feeling of utter solitude,
operated a new change on my heart. | remembered as it were but of yesterday all the shews
which antient Rome had presented. Seated under one of the arches of the building and hiding my
face in my hands, | revived in my imagination the memory of what | had left, when | last lost the
light of day. | had left the consuls in the full enjoyment of power. Some years before, the empire,
torn by Manius and Sulla and unsupported by the virtue of any, seemed tottering on the edge of
subjection. But during my life, a new spirit had arisen: men were again vivified by the sacred
flame that burnt in the souls of Camillus and Fabricius, and | gloried with an excessive joy to be
the friend of Cicero, Cato, and Lucullus; the younger men, the sons of my friends, Brutus,
Cassius, were rising with the promise of equal virtue. When | died, | was possessed by the strong
persuasion that, since philosophy and letters were now joined to a virtue unparalleled upon earth,
Rome was approaching that perfection from which there was no fall; and that, although men till
feared, it was a wholesome fear which awoke them to action and the better secured the triumph
of Good.

“When | awoke, Rome was no longer. That light, which | had hailed as the forerunner of
perfection, became the torches that added splendour to her funeral—and those men, whose souls
were as the temples of perfection, were the victims sacrificed at her funeral pyre. Oh, never had a
nation such a death, and her murderers celebrated such games round her tomb, as destroyed
nearly half the world. They were not the combats of gladiators and beasts—but the fierce strife
of contending passions, the war of millions.

“But that is now all over. The exultation of the tyrant has faded. The monument of Rome, so
splendid through the course of ages and adorned by the spoils of kingdoms, is now degraded in
the dust. Some scattered columns and arches live to tell her site, but her people are dead. The
strangers that possess her have lost all the characteristics of Romans; they have falen off from
her holy religion. Modern Rome is the Capital of Christianity, and that title is that which is
crown and top of my despair.

“But human language sinks under the endeavour to describe the tremendous change operated
in the world, it is true, by the slow flow of many ages, but which appeared to me in my singular
situation as the work of a few days. | cannot recollect the agony of those moments—without
shuddering. It was not a train of bitter thought; it was not a despair that ate into the nerves but
shewed no outward sign; it was not the first pang of grief for the loss of those we love. It was a
fierce fire that enveloped forests and cities in its flame; it was a tremendous avalanche that bore
down with it trees and rocks and turned the course of rivers; it was an earthquake that shakes the
sea and overturns mountains and threatens to shew to the eyes of man the mysteries of the
internal earth. Oh, it was more than all these! More than any words can express or any image
pourtray!”

The Stranger paused in his narration, and a long silence ensued. His eyes were fixed on the
dead waters before him, and his companion gazed on him with wonder and emotion. A breeze
dightly passed over the sea and rippled it; its rustling was heard among the trees. The smallest
change awakened the Roman from his reverie, and he continued.



“A year has passed since | stood for the first time within the Coliseum. The rich dark weeds
seemed blacker under the moon’s rays, and the fallen arches reared themselves in tillness and
beauty. The air was silent: it was the dead of night, and no sound reached me from the city—but
by degrees the moon sunk, and daylight dawned. The sounds of human life began, and my own
thoughts, which during the night were conversant only with memories, now turned their courses
to the mean and debased redlity. | considered my present situation, for | wished to form some
plan for my future life. | greatly didiked the priest, my companion. During my very short
residence since my return to earth, | had conceived a great aversion to the class of men to which
he belonged. | didiked the Catholic superstition and wished to have no commerce with its
ministers and servants. The jewels and money which | had were sufficient for my maintenance,
and | wished to cast off the subjection which his presence seemed to put me under. But although
in my native Rome, | was in a strange city with unknown customs. | hardly understood their
language, and the recollections of my former life would only cast me into ridiculous mistakes. It
was then that a kind deity interfered and, sending my good genius to watch over me, extricated
me from my difficulties.

“The old priest, when the next morning he found | had disappeared, sent the guide, who had
conducted me the preceding night, to bring me back and himself commenced a round of visits to
publish the curiosity which he had under his keeping. Among others, he visited Lord Harley who
had long been resident at Rome and to whom he was perfectly well known. You know Lord
Harley and his family. | need not, therefore, describe them to you—and you who know her
character can easily imagine the interest and curiosity with which the old priest's account
inspired his young wife. She ordered her carriage and, taking the priest with her, hastened to his
hotel to see me. | had not returned—the guide who had been to seek me informed her that |
refused to quit the Coliseum. She left the priest a the inn and, accompanied only by her little
son, came to my retreat.

“1 was seated under the ruined arches of the south side when | saw her approach, leading her
child by the hand. She sat down beside me, and after a pause of a few seconds she addressed me
in Italian. ‘Forgive me if | interrupt you. | have seen Padre Giuseppe and know who you are.
You are unhappy and are cast upon our modern world without friends or connections. Will you
allow me to offer you my friendship? —I was thrown into confusion by this speech, addressed to
me by a beautiful girl perfectly a stranger to me, and paused before | could answer so kind but o
uncommon an offer; she continued—' Consider me, | entreat you, as an Id acquaintance—not a
modern Italian, for indeed | am not one, but as ne of those many strangers which your antient
city drew to gaze on her. | come from a distant country and am, therefore, unknowing in your
language and laws. Y ou shall teach me to know all that was great and worthy in your days, and |
will teach you the manners and customs of ours.’

“She talked to me thus and won me over by her sweet smiles and soft eloquence to confide
myself entirely to her. *You shall consder me as your daughter,” said she, ‘if a Scotch girl may
pretend to that honour. | come from that Ultima Thule discovered by Caesar, but unknown in
your days. | am married to an Englishman a good deal older than | am, but ho takes a pleasure in
cultivating my mind. Come with me to our house; ou will be cherished and honoured there, and
we will try to soften the pangs which the fallen state of your country must inflict upon you.

“1 followed her to her house and from that day began that friendship which is the only hope
and comfort of my life. If on my return to earth my affections had never been awakened, | should
not have lived long. But Isabell has softened my despair and nursed with angelic affection every
wound of my heart. | cannot tell you how much | love her—how dear the sound of her voiceisto



me. Cicero did not love his Tullia as | do this divine creature. You cannot know half her virtues
or half her wisdom. She is so frank-hearted, and yet so tender, that she wins my soul and binds it
up in hers in a manner that | never experienced in my former life. She is Country, Friends—all,
all, that | had lost is she to me.

“And now | have performed my promise in relating to you my first sensations upon awakening
into life. | need not make a formal narration of what | have learnt since. In our proposed journey
we shall have frequent opportunities of conversing and arguing. Y ou have won me to a wish to
see your country, and tomorrow we embark. | quit Rome—the Coliseum and I sabell—such is my
restless nature. | want before | again die to examine the boasted improvements of modern times
and to judge if, after the great fluctuation in human affairs, man is nearer perfection than in my
days.”

The sun had far descended when these friends rose and returned to the boat. As they rowed
back to Naples, the sun set, leaving a rich orange tint in the sky which burned upon the waters,
while Cape Miseno and the idands were marked by a black outline in the horizon. The moon
rose on the other side of the bay and contrasted her silver light with the glowing colours of the
Italian sunset. Night advanced, and the lights of the fisher boats glimmered across the sea, while
one or two large ships seemed to pass like enormous shadows between the gazers and the moon.
The brilliant spectacle of sunset and the soft light of the moon invited to reverie and forbade
words to disturb the magic of the scene. The old Roman perhaps thought of the days he had
formerly spent at Baiae, when the eternal sun had set as it now did, and he lived in other days
with other men.

[The story ends at this point, but another and fragmentary version, told from Isabell Harley's
point of view, follows in the manuscript.]

When | had drawn my singular friend from his solitude at the Coliseum, I, with the consent of
Lord Harley, installed him in a room of our house. At first, he shunned all society and laboured
under so great a depression of spirits that his health became affected. | found that | must make it
my task to interest his feelings and to endeavour by what ever means to draw him from the
apathy under which he was sunk. He appeared to regard every thing around him as a spectacle in
which he had no concern. He was indeed a being cut off from our world; the links that had bound
him to it had been snapped many ages before; and, unless | could succeed in joining at least one
of them again, he would soon perish. | wished to engage him to visit some of those mighty ruins
which tell of the antient greatness of Rome. | hesitated some time in my choice; the most
majestic buildings had been built after his time, but | thought that their being Situated in places
familiar to his memory would give them that interest which otherwise, as unknown to him, they
would want. | myself delighted to visit the baths of Antoninus, whose vast heaps of shattered
walls and towers, clothed with ivy and the loveliest weeds, appear more like the natural scenery
of a mountain than any thing formed of human hands. To these noble ruins | determined to
conduct him.

| visited him, therefore, one day; and leading the conversation to his former life and death, |
said to him: “You were happy in dying before the fall of your country and in not witnessing its
degradation under the Emperors. These Emperors, who succeeded to the power and glory of the
republic, enjoyed an extent of dominion and a revenue unknown in times before or after. Wild
and tremendous were the deeds and errors of the omnipotent men. Their enemy could not fly
from them. They trampled at will on the necks of millions. Few used their dominion for uses of



beneficence, but many, even of the most wicked, spent it for the purposes of magnificence. They
have left wonderful monuments behind, and | cannot regard these wonders as the acts of imperial
greatness. They are the effects, although executed by unmeet hands, of republican virtue and
power. When | visit them, | admire them as planned and modified by Camillus, by Fabnicius, by
the Scipios; and | regard Garacalla and Nero and even the more virtuous of the tribe, Titus and
Adrian, as the mere workmen. When | visit the Coliseum, | do not think of Vespasian who built
it or of the blood of gladiators and beasts which contaminated it, but | worship the spirit of
antient Rome and of those noble heroes, who delivered their country from barbarians and who
have enlightened the whole world by their miraculous virtue. | have heard you express a didike
of viewing the works of the oppressors of Rome, but visit them with me in this spirit, and you
will find them strike you with that awe and reverence which power, acquired and accompanied
by vice, can never give.”

He suffered himself to be persuaded, and we passed under the Capitol and at the back of Mount
Palatine on our way to the baths. The principa site of antient Rome is deserted, and we visit the
Forum and the most populous of the hills of Rome through grassy lanes and across fields where
few people ever come. This is fortunate; the ruins would lose half their beauty if surrounded by
modern buildings, and we have only to regret that the Capitol has not been neglected as Mount
Palatine and Mount Caelius are. | cannot tell what the feelings of Vaenius were: his emotions
were strong, but he was silent, but for ever cast his eyes up to the sky; and once he said, “I like to
look at the heavens, and only at them, for they are not changed.” We entered the baths, and after
vigting al the apartments, we ascended the shattered staircase and passed over the immense
arches and the walls, which, when you are on them, appear like fields and glens and sloping hills.
We were surrounded by fragrant weeds, and their height on each side of the path deceives you
and adds still greater apparent extent to the ruins on which we walked. Sometimes, the top of
some buttress is spread out into a field enamelled by the most beautiful flowers. And now
winding about a difficult path, we reached the top of aturret and saw all Rome with the windings
of the Tiber at but a short distance from us. Thisis of al others the place | delight most in Rome
to vigit: it joins the beauty and fragrance of Nature to the sublimest idea of human power; and
when so united, they have an interest and feeling that sinks deep into my heart.

We seated ourselves on this pinnacle, and | sought in the eyes of my companion for an
expression of wonder and delight with which mine were glistening. His were filled with tears.
“You bring me here,” he said, “to view the works of the Romans, and | behold nothing but
destruction. What crowds of beautiful temples are falen to the dust. My eyes wander over the
seven hills, and al their glories are faded. When the columns of its Forum were broken, what
could survive in Rome. The Capitol, less happy than most of the other hills who have returned to
the solitude of Nature, is defiled by modern buildings. And these ruins—they are grand, but how
miserable a tale do they tell. These baths did not exist in my time. They existed in al ther
magnificence some hundred years after | had forgotten the world. But now their roofs have
fallen; thelr pavements have disappeared; they are grass-grown, weed-grown, shattered yet ill
standing; and such is the immortality of Rome. The walls of Rome still stand, and they describe
an immense circuit; the modern city is filled with the ruins of the antient. Strangers flock to it
and wonder at the immensity of the remains. But to me it al appears void. The antient temples
where | worshipped Quirinus and the protectors of what | then called the immortal city—alas,
why do | wake to be undeceived.”

“You dwell,” I replied, “on the most mournful ideas. Rome is fallen, but she is still venerated.
It is to me a singular and even a beautiful sight to see the care and pains with which her



degenerate children preserve her reliques. Every one visits her with enthusiasm and quits her
with bitter regret. All appears consecrated within her walls. When a stranger resides within their
bounds, he feels as if he inhabitated a sacred temple—sacred although defiled; and indignation
and pity mingling with his admiration, he feels such sensations that soften his heart and can
never even in age and affliction be forgotten. It seems to me that, if | were overtaken by the
greatest misfortunes, | should be half consoled by the recollection of having dwelt in Rome. If a
man of the age of Pericles were to revive in Athens, how much more reason would he have to
lament over her fall, than you oven the age and decay of Rome.”

As | wished to interest the feelings of Valerius and not so much to shew him all the remains of
his country as to awaken in him by their sight a sentiment that he was till in some degree linked
to the world, | chose as much as | could the most perfect and the most picturesque. He had not
yet seen the Pantheon. | would not take him to it in the day, for | knew that its conversion to a
Catholic Church, although it had probably preserved it, would be highly disgusting to him. |
chose the time when the moon was yet in her encrease and when in her height she would shine
over the open roof of the temple. One evening about seven o’ clock, without telling him where we
were going, | took him out with me. We passed round the building to a back door—it was
opened, and a man lighted us down a pair of narrow dirty stairs. as we descended | said to him,
“You are now going to see a temple built shortly after your time and dedicated to all the gods.”
He probably expected to see a ruin, but [o! we entered the most beautiful temple yet existing in
the world. The bright moon shone directly over the aperture at top and lighted up the dome and
the pavement—some bright stars twinkled by her side. The columns shone dimly around. The
spirit of beauty seemed to shed her rays over her favoured offspring and to penetrate every
thing—even the human mind—with a soft, still yet bright glory. In contemplating this scene,
human admiration was unmingled with the deep feeling that it inspired— one seemed to enjoy
the present god. If the work was human, the glory came from Nature; and Nature poured forth all
her loveliness above this divine temple. The deep sky, the bright moon, and the twinkling stars
were spread over it, and their light and beauty penetrated it. Why cannot human language
express human thoughts? And how is it that there is a feeling inspired by the excess of beauty,
which laps the heart in a gentle but eager flame, which may inspire virtue and love, but the
feeling is far too intense for expression? We were both silent. We walked round the temple, and
then we seated ourselves on the steps of an atar and remained a long time in contemplation. It is
a such a time when one feels the existence of that Pantheic Love with which Nature is
penetrated— and when a strong sympathy with beauty, if such an expression may be allowed, is
the only feeling which animates the soul. At length, as we rose to depart, Vaenius said, “Why do
they tell me that al is changed; does not this temple to our gods exist?’ | know not why—I ought
not to have done it, for by the action | poisoned a moment of pure happiness—but | carelessy
pointed to a cross that stood on the atar before which a solitary lamp burned. The cross did not
alter my feelings, but those of my companion were embittered. The apple so fair to look at had
turned to brackish dust. The cross told to him of change so great, so intolerable, that that one
circumstance destroyed all that had arisen of love and pleasure in his heart. | tried in vain to
bring him back to the deep feeling of beauty and of sacred awe with which he had been lately
inspired. The spell was snapped. The moon-enlightened dome, the glittering pavement, the dim
rows of lovely columns, the deep sky had lost to him their holiness. He hastened to quit the
temple.



It was my first care to awaken in him a desire to know what of great and good had existed in
his country after his death. He knew nothing of Virgil, Horace, Ovid, or Lucan—of Livy,
Tacitus, or Seneca. You will have frequent opportunities of conversing with him, and he can tell
you, much better than | can do, what the feelings were which this lecture excited in his mind. We
used to visit an obscure nook of the Coliseum, where we scrambled with difficulty, and few
would be inclined to follow us; or, on the walls of the baths of Caracalla or more frequently at
the foot of the tomb of Cestius, that lovely spot where death appears to enjoy sunshine and the
blue depth of the deep sky from which it is every where else shut out, we read together, and we
discussed on what we read—our discussions were eternal. The brilliant sun of Rome shone upon
us, and the air and al the scene were invested by happiness and beauty. My heart was cheerful,
and it was my constant endeavour to awaken similar feelings in the bosom of my companion. We
read the Georgics here, and | felt a degree of happiness in reading them that | could not have
believed that words had it in their power to bestow. It was an intoxicating pleasure, which this
fine climate and the sunny beautiful poetry which it inspires can give and which in a clouded
atmosphere | am convinced | never should have felt. After reading, we visited some one of the
galeries of Rome—Lord Harley’s studious hours were then over, and he aways accompanied
us. The sight of the exquisite statues and paintings in Rome continued and often heightened this
feeling of enjoyment. Did Vaerius sympathize with me? Alas! no. There was a melancholy tint
cast over al his thoughts; there was a sadness of demeanour, which the sun of Rome and the
verses of Virgil could not dissipate. He felt deeply, but little joy mingled with his sentiments.
With my other feelings towards him, | had joined to them an inexplicable one that my
companion was not a being of the earth. | often paused anxiously to know whether he respired
the air, as | did, or if his form cast a shadow at his feet. His semblance was that of life, yet he
belonged to the dead. | did not feel fear or terror; | loved and revered him. | was warmly
interested in his happiness, but there was mingled with these commoner sensations an awe—I
cannot call it dread, yet it had something dlightly allied to that repulsive feeling—a sentiment for
which | can find no name, which mingled with all my thoughts and strangely characterised all
my intercourse with him. Often when borne on in discourse by my thoughts, | encountered the
glance of his bright yet placid eye; although it beamed only in sympathy, yet it checked me. If he
put his hand upon mine, | did not shudder, but, as it were, my thoughts paused in their course and
my heart heaved with something of an involuntary uneasiness until it was removed. Y et this was
al very dight; | hardly noticed it, and it could not diminish my love and interest for him; perhaps
if 1 would own al the truth, my affection was encreased by it; and not by endeavour but
spontaneously | strove to repay by interest and intellectual sympathy the earthly barrier there
seemed placed between us.



