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ITALY
IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

CHAPTER I

A Farewell to Florence.—The Routes to Rome compared.— The
Siena Road.—Residence of Bocaccio.—The ancient Cities of
Etruria, — Their Characteristics, — Gigantic Labours of the
Etruscans. — Their 8kill in the Arts. — Works in Bronze and
Clay.—Their Ideas in Arts derived from Greece.—Origin and
Language of the Etruscans.—Nicbuhr’s Opinion.—Inscriptions
undeciphered.—Genius of their Government.—Siena described.
—Approach to the Papal Frontier.—Buonconvento.—La Scala.
—Fording a River.—Radicofani.—Its gloomy Castle.— Crossing
the Frontier.—Compliment to Pope Gregory.— Acquapendente.
—Bolsena. — The Lake.—Deceitful Aspeet of the Country.—
Afflicted by Malaria.—Viterbo.—Ronciglione.—Mr. Mathews’s
description of Italian Country Inns disputed.—Their Luxuries
detailed.

‘“ Look round below
On Arno’s vale where the dove-coloured steer
Is ploughing up and down among the vines.
And on thee,
Beautiful Florence, all within thy walls,
Thy groves and gardens, pinnacles and towers,
Drawn to our feet.”

WeE have lingered long in Florence, but her attrac-
tions in history, art, and civilization, bind the traveller
VoL, 1L, B



2 ROUTES TO ROME COMPARED.

in their spell. Moreover, by gaining a clear insight
into the manners, laws, and politics, of Tuscany,
we are the better able to comprehend the general
history of Italy, and her once famous republics. In
departing, heartily do we wish to Ilorence the speedy
restoration of her liberty, and greatness.

But it is high time to wend our way to the Eternal
City. Which road shall we select ? and what are the
chief objects of curiosity and interest to detain us on the
passage? Our natural desire would be to annihilate
space and alight at once in Rome.

The traveller might well exclaim, after Florence,
and the surrounding country— What can the district
between it and Rome possess to interest the mind or the
eye ! which, by dwelling on the choicest productions
of art, have become fastidious. The riches and at-
tractions of Italy are various and boundless. Which-
ever of the great routes we select, we have moun-
tain scemery, rapid rivers, lakes, cascades, singular
natural phenomena, cities older than Rome, exhibit-
ing imperishable remains of a remote antiquity, or
of the peculiar architecture of the Middle Ages, or of
the early works of renowned masters in the art of paint-
ing. In prosecution of such a journey a month might
be spent with advantage.

The invalid may, if requisite, drive to Pisa, some
forty miles, thence proceed by railway to Leghorn, and
take the steamer to Civita Vecchia, and so, avoiding any
object of novelty or interest, reach Rome in thirty-six
hours with little fatigue. DBut he who desires to see
Italy will assuredly explore each of the principal routes
from Florence to Rome, namely, those by Siena, and
Perugia.

I have often thought, what a mass of information



SIENA ROAD. 3

would be gained by stopping at each town of Italy the
traveller visited, long enough, not only to examine the
curiosities, but search into its history, or reeall its lus-
torical, or poetical associations.

Quitting Florence for Siena, we pass through a well-
cultivated country for some miles, but it rather loses
interest as we advance. The convent of Certosa, the
villa of Macchiavelli, are left behind as we reach the
unclassically-named town of Poggibonsi.

There I rested for the night, having made much
about the same distance Horace did as he journeyed to
Brundusium. Not far from this place was the residence
of Bocaccio, called from it da Certaldo. Born to be
a merchant, a walk near Naples by the tomb of Virgil,
with the presence and conversation of Petrarch, insti-
gated his natural inclination, and he became a poet.
His fame rests not, however, on his poems, but his
prose, the style of which is said to be simplex munditiis.
The “ Decameron” possesses a European fame. Who-
ever happens to read the harsh criticism of Mr. Eustace
on Bocaccio, will not fail to notice the spirited defence
of the Italian poet and novelist by Sir John Hobhouse,
in his second note to the fourth canto of ¢ Childe
Harold.”

‘We are near some of the most ancient of the Etruscun
cities ; and were we to pause, in order to trace the his-
tory or language of their early inhabitants, we might
postpone our visit to Rome for a year. The Etrus-
cans seemed to have possessed twelve cities north of
the Apennines, and twelve cities south of that moun-
tain range. Among the former are reckoned Verona
and Mantua, of which we have spoken (the Brenner
forming the northern boundary of the Etruscan vale);
of the cities to the south the names of eight only, are I

B 2



4 ETRUSCAN RUINS.

believe, mentioned by Livy. And we have Clusium,
Porsenna’s capital, Perusia, Arretium, Tarquinii, Vola-
terra, Russella, little changed in their modern names.
It is probable Veii was included in the number of the
twelve, and Cortona, but it is not certain that Faesule
was. We have just left this last named Etruscan city
under the name of I'iesole : often from its heights have
I enjoyed a commanding view of Florence and the sur-
rounding country. I visited most of these Ltruscan
cities: perhaps from my visit to Tarquinii, the modern
Corneto, I derived most interest and instruction. All
are built on the summit of lofty hills or steep rocks ; we
may readily presume for two objects, health and defence.
All are surrounded by walls, constructed of large blocks
of polygonal stones, which still subsist in imperishable
solidity, unless where ruined by the assaults of man.
The works of the Etruscans astonish us in their ruins ;
and it is supposed, from their prodigious size and Cyclo-
pean style compared with the small extent of the States,
those labours must have becn effected by slaves, We
do not find the Etruscans squandered their energies in
erecting pyramids, or obelisks, or splendid temples :

their works were of public utility or for national defence ;
walls, houses, theatres, cities, and colossal buildings
they constructed to endure for ever. They also drained
marshes on a vast scale, emptied lakes, pierced moun-
tains with their tunnels, and so drew off the water lodged
in the craters of extinct volcanos. The rich valley of
the Arno, which we now behold with so much pleasure,
was, it seems, anciently a lake and a swamp: the stout
Etruscans drained it by means of a cut through Mount
Gonfalina, which blocked up the valley, but which was
‘made to afford a passage for the water towards Pisa. It
is said the arms by which the Po discharged itself were
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also excavated or directed by the Etruscans, and its
Delta was the fruit of their labours ; nay, in the neigh-
bourhood of Peruzia are traces of lakes dried up by tun-
nels, which, though now unknown and never cleared out,
still drain off the water as before.

These astonishing labours are enough to convince us
of the skill and power of the Etruscans ; as their curious
vases adorned with elegant drawings, and works in
bronze and clay, prove how early, and how well, they
cultivated the arts, and shed light on their habits and
civilization.

Some writers assert, that these vases, and bas-reliefs,
were executed by bondsmen, and not by the Etruscans
themselves. The difference observable between the
works of art of Tarquinii, and Arretium, is traced to the
different origin of the people. Thus, Arretium, now
Arezzo, made red vases with graceful figures in relief,
while at Tarquinii the vases were painted like those
found near Corinth ; and it is from the similarity, fairly
argucd, that Etruria derived from Greece her ideas
in these works of artistic skill, as she most undoubtedly
took the subjects of her most beautiful works of art
from the Greck mythology. The early Etruscan statues
were of clay, those of Rome bronze, as were the Etrus-
can masterpieces. The celebrated she-wolf of the capital,
affords an admirable example, of the perfection to which
Etruscan art in bronze had arrived in the fifth century
of the city.

What is most curious about the Etruscans is, that
their origin and history puzzled the ancients as mugh as
it has perplexed the moderns, and their combined re-
searches and conjectures have left the subject in obscu-
rity. Humboldt, Miiller, Niebuhr, have exhausted
their talents in endeavouring to trace the origin of this
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wonderful people. Niebuhr says, the Etruscans spoke
a language which bore no affinity to any other known
form of speech ; and then, in his usual confident man-
ner, adds, that the language of the people of Groeden
il the T'yrol may have claims to be considered as a relic
of the ancient Etruscan. No scholar, by any effort of
etymological skill, has been able to decypher the extant
Etruscan inscriptions: and these curious monuments,
which have baffled the most ingenious minds, will re-
main for ever unknown, unless a key shall be accident-
ally furnished for their interpretation, by the discovery
of a bilingual inscription.

The affinity supposed to be traced between the Etrus-
can, and Latin or Greek languages is purely imaginary.
It is most extraordinary that the Etruscan alphabet is al-
most perfectly decyphered, while the language remains
completely unintelligible ; and the best opinion appears
to be, that the attempt to interpret the Etruscan without
the aid of bilingual inscriptions, which afforded a key
to the Egyptian hieroglyphics, will be futile.

Of the Etruscan tombs, the contents of which have
furnished whole museums, I may hercafter give some
account. The bond of union amongst the Etruscan
cities was federal, the government of each was inde-
pendent, and oligarchical, and the people serfs ; hence,
‘although successful under Porsenna, they .ultimately
failed in their struggle with Rome.

Let the traveller, who has time to spare, and inclina-
tion to explore the antiquities of Etruria, now hasten to
Volterra from Poggibonsi. 1If he will not repress his
impatience to reach the Eternal City, Siena must be his
resting-place. We have here a city which once rivalled
Florence, and flourished in the Middle Ages, & brilliant

“and ‘powerful republic. It is surrounded with walls,
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but the view on the side towards Florence is not to be
compared with that on the side towards Rome ; mas-
sive palaces, numerous churches, an immense cathedral
three hundred and thirty feet in length, capped by.a
large cupola, and adorned like the churches with beautis
ful paintings and frescoes, invite our inspection. An
university existed here; a school of painting, called
after the city, sprang up and prospered, and was cele-
brated for the deep devotional feeling which pervaded
its style. But the glory of Siena has faded; her
scanty population of 24,000 affords a sad contrast to
those bright days when 100,000 men rushed through
her gates to battle. We have seen how she was
treacherously over-mastered by the Medici, since which
time she has been a second-rate city of the little
kingdom.

Siena is one of the cheapest, and, I might add, the
dullest cities in Tuscany to reside in. Sir J. Clarke
asserts, there is not any place in the north of Italy supe-
rior in point of climate as a summer residence for inva-
lids not disposed to pulmonary disease; so those who
desire not to cross the Alps may here while away their
summer, lounge through the Duomo, and study * Hope’s
Architecture,” when the beams of an Italian sun forbid
active exercise. Siena, being an Etruscan town, is built
on a height, and its streets are irregular and steep; it
is now the chief town of a department, the seat of an
archbishop, and of the supreme courts of law under the
Tuscan administration.

We are on the road again, and approaching the Papal
frontier, traversing a district so bare and waste, as to
excite surprise by the contrast with the richly cultivated
valleys near Florence. . Nature has protected the fair
city by a barrier of sterile mountains; the country
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around, destitute of vegetation, seems as if it had been
ruined by some terrible volcanic eruption.

. Buonconvento received us with moderate hospitality,
but I conclude it to be improved since many of the
guide-books have been written.

From this place we traverse dreary and steep hills to
La Scala, and thence, through a scene of wildest deso-
lation, worked our weary way to Radicofani. Before
reaching this last-named place, perched upon a moun-
tain, we had an adventure not at all agreeable. A
stream from the hills, which ordinarily crossed the road
at a shallow depth, swollen by the rains, now dashed
along a torrent; it presented a formidable barrier to
further progress. While our post-boys anxiously con-
sidered what should be done, a sickly-looking peasant
appeared on the opposite side, made signs, then nearly
stripped, waded across the stream twice to shew how
and where the horses could safely pass: this was an in-
genious mode of gaining a few pauls. Following our
guide, we ventured into the water, which was three feet
deep and ran with extreme violence; the bottom was
composed of big loose stones, and the carriage rocked .
Jlike a boat at sea ; however, we struggled through fa-
mously. When we reached the other side, the Italians
shouted in triumph, cracked their whips, and galloped
up the steep ascent merrily. The prudence of building
a bridge in this place has not yet occurred to the Papal
government. I liked Radicofani. A gloomy castle
(converted into an hotel) on a desolate mountain af-
fords a suitable resting-place for the romantic travel-
ler.. The dark stone staircase and vast chambers and
passages of this huge fortress impress the mind with
suitable ideas of the days of chivalry, of feudal lords
and gallant knights. The old woman who attended
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reminded me of Macbeth’s witches ; soon, however, a
blazing wood fire cheered our hearts, recalled happy
remembrances, and made us almost to enjoy the storm
which raged without.

The hills surrounding Radicofani are volcanic, and
the country appears as if it had been shattered by a con-
vulsion of nature. We have entered the Papal frontier,
soon after, I heard the first compliment paid to the ad-
ministrative capacity of Pope Gregory. Inquiring
from one of his subjects why his holiness did not mend
his roads, the man answered, ¢the Pope does nothing
but eat and sleep.” And, certainly, as we struggled to
Acquapendente, our prepossessions towards the Papacy
were not favourable ; bad roads, cheerless inns, a dreary
neglected country. However, we toiled along the fron-
tier towards Acquapendente, a picturesque old town,
perched upon a steep hill, and in the midst of trees
and vegetation ; an agreeable situation to rest in, but a
repulsive hotel induced us to push on by Bolsena to
Montefiascone.

Bolsena is, I believe, on the site of Volsinii, which
may have been one of the twelve cities of the Etruscan
league, and it is, of course, full of objects of antiquarian
interest. Everybody has heard of the miracle of the
wafer in Bolsena. There are many representations of it
through Italy, but its chief picture is by Raphael, which,
under the name of the *“ Mass of Bolsena,” adorns the
walls of the Vatican, removing all doubts from the minds
of the most sceptical.

We next pass near the Lake of Bolsena by a road
" commanding every variety of prospect. The hills,
covered with vegetation, run down to the edge of the
lake, and its bright waters cover an expanse of nearly
thirty miles; yet are there no boats, no dwellings, no

R A



10 VITERBO TO RONCIGLIONE.

smiling villages in view, although tle soil is rich and
skilfully cultivated, and the scenery around of unex-
pected beauty ; the curse of malaria visits the land, and
1o man dare sleep in the district, so fair to behold, with
safety to life. Ascending another hill, we composed
ourselves at Montefiascone, the hotel of which place has
been refitted, and is tolerably clean: thence, crossing
another dreary district, we reached Viterbo,* a consi-
derable town of the patrimony of St.Peter. It lies at
the base of the mountains, and is surrounded with old
walls and towers, has broad streets, paved with lava, and
some good buildings, and valuable pictures, by Piom-
bino. The cultivation of this province appears careless
and indolent. Viterbo is supposed to stand on the site
of an Etruscan city; we read that the twelve federal
cities nominated a common high priest, who presided at
the national festivals, it is believed, on this spot. A
few miles from Vitcrbo is the immense Necropolis of
Voltumna, in the vale of Castel d’Asso.

* A French writer has graphically described the district be-
tween Montefiascone and Viterbo as affected by the fatal malaria,
“L’cspace de terrain compris entre Montefiascone et Viterbo
donne une idée exacte des plaines malsaines des Etats Romains :
un sol bosselé, ravine, dénué d'arbres, montrant ¢a et li des
masses de roches volcaniques semblables & des cendres’ com-
pactes ; des champs de blés du vert le plus riant, des paturages
étalant pendant la saison bumide tout le luxe de la plus forte
végétation, brillent au milieu de ce triste encadrement. Mais
ces champs semblent cultivés par des mains invisibles, car eeil
ne découvre ni ferme ni chaumiére, V’oreille n’entend ni P’aboie-
ment des chiens ni le chant de coq ; seulement de loin en loin
sur un tertre, autour d’une roche aigué, apparaissent quelques

" maisons que la crainte a scrrées les unes contre les autres, et
c’est de cet amoncellement d’habitations que les paysans descen-
dent chaque jour aux travaux de la plaine.”
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Ronciglione is a filthy place, nothing should induce
the traveller to sleep in its abominable inn, which com-
bines everything most repulsiv® to the senses.

La Sette Vene was our last resting place, on the Siena
road to Rome. It is too highly praised in the guide-
books. Being in a situation exempt from malaria, it is
preferred as a sleeping-place and is consequently much
frequented by travellers; there were one hundred and
nine persons inthe house one night I slept there, and
our accommodation was very inferior. I was exceed-
ingly entertained at the way in which the Italian tra-
vellers were disposed of. I saw a waiter lock up a whole
family, consisting of five individuals—then a monk, next
a priest, and lastly, two dogs, in a small closet ! Right
glad were we, in the freshness of the morning air, to
emerge on the Campagna of Rowe.

Mr. Mathews, in his popular book, ¢“ The Diary of
an Invalid,” thus speaks of the Italian inns on this
route : —

“ Whatever may be said of the roast-beef of Old England,
I think we might learn much from our neighbours in the sci-
ence of good living. The inns in Italy are generally better
than those of an equal class in England. What can a travel-
ler hope to find at a country inn in England but the choice
of a beef-steak, a mutton-chop, or a veal-cutlet : for one of
these, with some bad beer, or worse wine, he will be charged
more than he will pay in Italy for an abundance and variety
of dishes. The wines of the country are light, pleasant, and
wholesome. And in that great article of a traveller’s comfort,
his bed, Italy has again the advantage. Instead of the suf-
focating feather-bed of England, you find everywhere an
elastic refreshing mattress, which will conduce to ensure a
good night’s sleep, in spite of the dreary unfurnished room in
which it is placed.”
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Now I must object to this passage, except partially
as to the beds. I think the second-rate country inns
of England incomparably superior to the same class of
hotels in Italy; and on the very ground that the tra-
veller will have the choice of a beef-steak, mutton-chop,
or veal-cutlet, any one of which, with cleanliness, would
suffice for one not an epicure.  Sir James Clarke, who
knows Italy thoroughly, takes pains to exhort the in-
valid to carry his food with him ; I would add, a little
wine free from acidity, and some tea. Surely Mr.
Mathews did not mean to represent to the English in-
valid, he is better provided in Italy, than in the country
parts of his own happy country ; if so, a greater mistake
was never committed. Now, once for all, to dismiss the
subject of hotels, this is the result of my experience of
the fare in the inns of second-rate Italian towns through
the peninsula. Mutton execrable, buffalo beef, veal
tolerable, fowl stringy, bread dark and sour, butter and
milk scarce and bad, wine acid, beds generally good, dirt
triumphant ; the enjoyment of travelling predominating,
nevertheless, greatly over the fatigue.
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CHAPTER II.

Perugian Route to be preferred.—Road by the Arno.—Views of
Florence—Incisa— Arezzo.—Reference to its History.—Descent
of Hannibal intoItaly.—Camp of Flaminius.—Camuscia.— Cor-
tona.—Lake of Thrasymenus and its Scenery.—The Battle be-
tween Hannibal and the Romans,—Narrative by Hobhouse,
Niebuhr, and Livy.—Passignano.—Views of the Lake.—Tor-
ricella.—Vale of the Caina.—The Country deseribed.—Ascent
to Perugia.—Account of that Etruscan City.— Its modern
School of Art.—Perugino and his Pupil Raffaclle.— Early
Labours of the great Painter in Perugia.—Umbria.—Church of
Santa Maria degli Angeli.—St. Francis—The Monk and his
Miracles.—Assisi, its Churches and Paintings.—Foligno.—
Clitumnus, its River and Temple described.—Antiquarian dis-
putes.—Byron’s Declineation of Italian Scenery.—Spoleto, and
its Roman Aqueduct.—Monte Somma.—Flaminian Way.—
Valley of the Nera.—Plains of Rieti.—The Falls of Terni.—
History of the Cascade.—Pleading of Cicero.—Narni.— Bridge
of Augustus.—Descent into the Valley of the Tiber —Civita
Castellana.—The State Prison.—Nepi.—The Cassian Way.—
The Campagna.—Approach to Rome.—Milvian Bridge.—The
Flaminian Gate.—Reflections on entering the Walls of Rome.

“Far to the right, where Apennine ascends,
Bright as the summer, Italy extends:
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain’s side,
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ;
While oft some temple’s mould’ring tops between
With venerable grandeur mark the scene.”

I mave another route to describe from Florence to
Rome, and the attempt will recall many delightful
recollections.
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I can safely say there cannot be made in any of the
romantic countries of Europe, an excursion of ten days
presenting such a succession and variety of interesting
objects, whether of art or natural beauty, coupled with
classical and historical associations, to attract the notice
of the traveller and scholar, comparable with those on
our road from Florence to Rome by Perugia. Let no
man be induced, whether he visits Rome in winter or in
spring, if he has but one journey to make, although it
be considerably longer than that already described, to
omit this route. Quitting Florence by the Porta St.
Nicolla, the road continues for some distance by the
banks of the Arno, yielding from every ascent striking
examples of that scenery which surrounds the favoured
city, and from time to time rewarding the lingering eye
of the traveller with views of the town, ever changing
and always beautiful. About four miles from the gate,
after making a considerable ascent, that last and most
delightful view of the valley in which Florence stands
breaks suddenly upon the horizon: the winding river,
the proud city, the richly cultivated foreground, far
away the striking outline of the Carrara Mountains,
form a combination not easily to be equalled; and yet
so wonderful and various are the attractions of the road
which we are about to follow, that the mind has not
leisure to dwell upon, orregret a particular scene, which
in any other country would make a fame. Looking
forward, we have a view of the upper valley of the Ao,
and the beauty of the scenery increases each step, until
within a few miles of Incisa the road, by a sudden turn,
affords a series of landscapes, which might excite the
genius of a Claude or Poussin.

Incisa, a small town on the banks of the Arno, stands
in a picturcsque position, and from the opposite side of
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the river forms, with its ancient bridge, towers, and
mills, a very pleasing object, but it is not a place to
rest in for a night ; thence, to Arezzo, the character of
the scenery becomes that of luxuriant fertility, varied
by small towns. The lands are irrigated by the Chiana
Canal. Arezzo stands on the site of the ancient Are-
tium, and, as we have already seen, is an Etruscan city,
the old walls of which are in parts still visible. The
" position of this town is commanding, built rather on the
declivity of a range of hills which overlooks the neigh-
bouring plains. The modern streets are broad and
paved and clean ; indeed, Arezzo is one of the neatest
towns in T'uscany. The churches are adorned with ad-
mirable paintings; the cathedral is a noble building, in
the style of what is called the Italian-Gothic, with
painted windows, and sculpture, and pictures of high
value. This provincial town, with 9000 inhabitants,
contains treasures in ancient and modern art, which
might well occupy the scholar in exhausting for a week.
The birth-place of Mecenas, of Petrarch, and a host of
famous men, Arczzo must deserve, even on this score,
something beyond a passing visit. It awakens, also,
historical recollections, and of an interesting epoch,
when Hannibal had well nigh ruined the fortunes of
Rome. ‘

The Carthaginian general descended into Insubria,
now Piedmont, by the little St. Bernard (according to
the best opinions), and seems on his arrival in Italy to
have had but 20,000 foot and 6,000 horse, which num-
ber he caused to be engraven on a column. In the first
year of his Italian campaign le twice defeated the Ro-
mans ; and in the next, having crossed the Apennines
and penetrated into Etruria, and being joined by the
Cisalpine Gauls, he marched against the hot-headed
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Flaminius, who lay encamped with the Roman army
under the walls of Aretium.

What befel the impetuous Flaminius we shall be re-
minded as we approach the memorable lake Thrasy-
menus.

Before leaving Arezzo, let us add, it produces a
pleasant red wine, and is furnished with an excellent
hotel.

Camuscia may detain the gallant travel]er who desires
a bad dinner, but served by a whole family of pretty
girls in short petticoats and black velvet boddices.

We are now within view of Cortona, high up the
mountain, astonishing the traveller by its spacious cir-
cuit of massive Etruscan walls, nearly as perfect as when
their solid foundations were laid thousands of years ago.
Museums, paintings, and above all, ancient tombs, will
reward him who turns aside from the beaten track, to
visit the undoubtedly Etruscan city of Cortona. We
approach one of the chief attractions of this road, the
Lake Thrasymenus, celebrated no less from its perpe-
tual beauty, than from the memories it recalls. This
beautiful sheet of water, forty miles in circumference, is
studded with islands, and has its outlet into the Tiber at
Pasignano. Coming from Rome, woods and defiles lead
to the lake, and abrupt heights shut it in as a basin ;
vineyards now cover the flat and formerly marshy
ground, stretching towards the water’s edge on the side
next Arezzo—a fit theatre for the bloody tragedy there-

in acted. It is not possible for the traveller to under- *

stand the localities, or even appreciate the surprising
natural beauty of the scene before and around him, un+
less he walks over the ground at least two miles. I do:
not think he will feel the fatigue, invalid though he:

may be. .
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Standing on the eminence near the Tuscan frontier,
facing the lake, one quickly enough comprehends the
craft of Hannibal and the impetuous folly of Flaminius.
The Gualandra range of mountains, in a semicircular
form, appear to enclose a vale open at the side next the
lake only, and these hills are behind, on the right and
on the left of the traveller. On the hills bechind, near
a village called Torre, it is believed Hannibal drew out
his heavy-armed troops. In the vale below, there is a
round tower named Borghetto, close to the edge of the
lake, at a considerable distance from our present road,
but plainly in view ; here are hillocks, covered with
wood, and marshes. In this spot Hannibal concealed
his horse ; and near it, between the lake and the exist-
ing road, was the passage through which Flaminius and
his army had to enter the valley so encompassed.

As he marched on, the pass behind was blocked up
by the Carthaginian horse. Immediately on the right
of the Romans was the lake, on the left the Gualandra
range of hills and the army of Hannibal, and before
them, at the extromity of the flat ground near Pasig-
nano, the mountain range runs into the water, there
being round its base but a very narrow road, also occu-
pied by the light troops of the wily Carthaginian. Fla-
minius, when he marched into the vale by Borghetto,
which he did blindly confident, and in the early morn,
was completely surrounded by his opponents, and routed
with a terrible slaughter. I walked over this interest-
ing locality with a pocket edition of Hobhouse’s  Notes
to Childe Harold” in my hand ; his twenty-third note
on the battle of Thrasymenus is written with admirable
clearness, and his description, applied to the ground,
explains satisfactorily the movements of the hostile
armies, and the order of that fearful battle. The writer
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is very confident: he says boldly, ¢ The site of the
battle of Thrasymenus is not to be mistaken.”

Sir John is positive, speaks as though he had shared
in the tremendous conflict, stood near Hannibal, and
enjoyed the best view of the scene he so vividly de-
scribes. I would also suggest the propriety of reading
the tenth and eleventh lectures of Niebuhr in the fourth
volume of his *“ Roman History,” as containing a lucid
narrative of the battle and of previous events. Niebuhr
says, the army of Hannibal, descending from the moun-
tains, was like a host of gipsies. This account differs
in some particulars from that which Hobhouse has drawn
from Livy. The latter ingenious gentleman writes,—

““ There are two little rivulets which run from the Gua-
landra into the lake, the traveller crosses the first of these at
about a mile after he comes into the plain, and this divides
the Tuscan from the Papal territories; the second, about a
quarter of a mile further on, is called the bloody rivulet, and
the peasants point out an open spot to the left, behind the
Sanguinetto and the hills, which they say was the principal
scene of slaughter. Chiefly the plain of the Sanguinetto, and
the passes of the Gualandra were strewed with dead. Near -
some old walls on a bleak ridge to the left, above the rivulet,
many human bones have repeatedly been found, and this has
confirmed the pretensions and the name of the ¢ stream of
blood.””

Niebuhr, more likely to be accurate, says the greater
part of the Romans were pushed into the lake, and
there perished ; he says, ‘

“ There are two spots, Ossaia, and the small stream of
Sanguinetto, which are pointed out by different writers as the
place where the battle was fought, and which are generally
eited as instances of the manner in which local traditions,are
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preserved, but the Sanguinetto cannot have been the actual
scene of the lattle, though it may have been jfought in ils
wvicinity. Of Ossaia I have discovered, that in the 16th cen-
tury it was called Orsaia, and that the nobles of Perugia
used to keep bears (orsi) in that spot, from which it derived
the name Orsaia, which was subsequently corrupted into
Ossaia.”

So intense was the ardour of the engagement, so
eagerly was their attention occupied by the fight, that
the combatants perceived not a great earthquake, which
at the time overthrew large portions of many cities of
Italy, turned rapid rivers out of their courses, carried
up the sea into the rivers, and by the violence of the
convulsion levelled mountains.

“ From the Thrasymenc, that now
Slept in the sun, a lake of molten gold,
And from the shore that once, when armies met,
Rocked to and fro unfelt, so terrible
The rage, the slaughter, I had turned away.”

We have reached Pasignano; a wretched village in
a picturesque situation, jutting into the lake, and now
rest from our labours, overlooking the lovely expanse
of waters before us. When we speak of mountains
surrounding ¢ Il Lago Thrasimene,” it must not be
supposed they are bare or lofty ; they are of fine form,
but of no great altitude, and the banks of the lake are
no less luxuriant of fertility than beautiful.

Nowhere does the vine flourish in greater perfection.
I recommend the reader, whether he means to travel or
enjoy the quiet pleasures of home, to study a series of
sketches of the unrivalled scenery on this route through
Italy. 1T feel the advantage of doing so now; my re-
collections are revived by the book published by my
‘friend Mr. Henry Cook, (no mean poet, and a distin-
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guished artist,) entitled, ‘“The Scenery of Central
Italy,” referring to the eighteenth plate, I have Thra-
symene, its wooded heights, winding road, rich vine-
yards, bright waters studded with islands, fresh before
my view. Inspired by the prospect, although cold on
paper, let the beholder haste away to realize the glorious
scene of which I have sketched but a feeble picture.
We have ascended the lofty hill of Torricella, en-
Jjoyed a last view of the Lake Thrasymenus, and re-
luctantly pursue our journey to Magione up a hill, on
whose summit stands a venerable tower, reminding the
traveller of bygone days. Descending into the rich
valley of the Caina, we then ascend the mountain range
which separates this valley from that of the Tiber ; and
having toiled up, by the help of stout oxen, which
assist the traveller in most of the mountain passes in
Italy, we find ourselves in the singularly picturesque
Etruscan city of Perusia, now designated Perugia.
With respect to the character of the district we have
passed through, the road is exceedingly good, though
hilly ; and the country on each side exhibits every va-
riety of scenery, richly-cultivated valleys, wide plains
covered with abundance, and irrigated by shining
streams, bounded by magnificent ranges of mountains,
and adorned by fine trees ; while towns, placed in every
imaginable position on the steep sides of mountains, or
crowning conical hills, with broken arches, and ruined
towers, and extraordinary bridges, give it a character
peculiar to itself, and lend an additional charm to all
that constitutes beautiful scenery in other lands, Our
thoughts are now irresistibly impelled towards the con-
sideration of the history, antiquities, and architecture
of Etruria, by a visit to Perusia, one of its most ancient
cities. Here we must rest some days, while the crowd
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of travellers hurry through, rushing to the carnival, or
posting back to Florence.

Perugia, celebrated alike in ancient history, and in
the annals of modern art, is now the capital of a pro-
vince in the Papal States, and forms part of the ancient
Umbria. It is surrounded by old walls, boasts of its
cathedral, adorned with the pencil of Perugino and of
Raffaclle, contains twenty-four monasteries, twenty-five
nunneries, a university, several learned societies, a fine
theatre, and some pleasing promenades. The popu-
lation is said by some to be 60,000, while others cal-
culate it at 30,000, and some as low as 15,000.
Amongst the sccond-rate or provincial cities of Italy,
Perugia holds a prominent rank.

I sauntered up and down the steep streets of this
singularly-built city, visiting churches, palaces, and
museums, till wearied with sight-seeing. The number
of churches at Perugia, nearly a hundred, is out of all
proportion to the size or population of the place—a de-
cisive proof of the genius of a priestly government.
They are adorned with pictures by masters of a peculiar
school, called the Umbrian, and characterized by a pro-
found religious feeling. The name identified with
Perugia is that of the artist Pietro Vanucci, called
Perugino, from the place where he established himself,
whose pupil was the divine Raffaelle. Pietro flourished
from 1446 to 1524, and Perugia is full of his works,
pleasing, no doubt, and soft, but uniform in design,
and often unequal in execution. It is an amusing and
interesting occupation to compare their style and trace
their effects in the earlier productions of his illustrious
scholar. Exactly opposite the hotel, on the walls of
the Old Exchange, may be scen a series of frescoes, by
Pietro, wherein he represents sybils, and saints, and
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prophets, philosophers and soldiérs, and famous men of
Ancient Rome. It is asserted Raffaelle exercised his
youthful genius on these frescoes, and especially in
drawing the head of our Saviour in the Transfiguration
—the mighty subject in the delineation of which he
subsequently established an eternal fame.

There is likewise in this interesting city, in the
palace of Count Staffa, what is said to be the earliest of
Raffaelle’s works, namely, a picture of the Madonna
and Child, which must be examined with a curious in-
terest. It is small and round, and very beautiful. The
Virgin is represented reading, and the Child is peeping
into the book. ‘It is a miniature painting of inex-
pressibly delicate and beautiful execution.” There is
no doubt of its authenticity. The family to whom this
valuable picture belongs had formerly in their possession
a written contract for the painting, made with Raffaelle,
which, however, we are told, is now lost.

No travcller will omit visiting the Academy of Fine
Arts, to see several curious pictures by Pinturicchio, or
the Benedictine Monastery of San Pietro, which is a
gallery in itself: as might be expected, the museum is
filled with memorials of Etruscan art, found in and
around Perugia. Here are many inscriptions highly
valuablé, no doubt, and possibly instructive, could any-
body read them. There is also an Etruscan arch to be
seen ; but, remembering that we are in Perusia, we are
disappointed in not finding more numerous architectural
remains of antiquity. However, it contains enough in
other respects to detain and delight the scholar, the
archeologist, or the lover of art. 'We must now descend
towards the valley of the classic Tiber, and we depart
from ¢ the city seated on a hill” with a profound re-
spect for its ancient inhabitants,
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The district around Perugia is fruitful, and the town
is the centre of a considerable trade in the raw produc-
tions of the fertile soil. There are some small manu-
factures of silks and velvets, and the best sheep and
oxen sent to Rome are from the healthy heights sur-
rounding this ancient town.

Having got to the basc of the mountains in safety,
we take our leave of Etruria, and, crossing the Tiber,
enter Umbria, where the aborigines of Italy are said to
have dwelt. I beheld the Tiber, for the first time, with
veneration—it, called up many pleasing associations.*

The country we now traverse is no less fertile than
beautiful. The spacious Church of Santa Maria degli
Angeli, at the distance of ten miles, now attracts our
notice ; it was shattered by an carthquake, some fifteen
years since, but has been repaired, and well deserves a
visit, were it not only to listen to the fabulous stories
of the IFranciscan monk, who conducts the traveller
over the church and the chapel where St. Francis wor-
shipped, and the apartments in which that famous Saint
dwelt. The monk, with evident sincerity, narrated to us
marvellous stories of a dove which used to visit the Saint
and assist him in his meditations. Numerous miracles
he also coolly recounted ; then will he conduct the tra-
veller to a little space enclosed by railings, called the
Garden of St. Francis, in which he says the rose trees
planted never produce a thorn ; and the leaves of which
bear traces of our Saviour’s blood. When in the cen-
tre of the magnificent church, I asked the monk to ex-
plain the picture which stands over the passages used for

* Virgil reminds us that its ancient name was Albula.
“ Tum reges, asperque immani corpore Tibris
A quo post Itali fluvium cognomine Tibrim
Dicimus, amisit verum vetus Albula nomen.”
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penance, he pointed to St. Francis,—to our Saviour;
and when T asked who the third figure represented was,
he answered composedly, ¢ that was God.” I never
have been able to conquer my repugnance to bodily
representations of the Deity which abound through 1taly.
That an artist should presume to delineate in flesh and
blood the great Creator, whom eye hath not secn nor
ear heard, and whose greatness it hath not entered into
the heart of man to conceive, startles while it offends
the beholder. But the Italians have no scruples of this
nature, they paint even the awful mystery of the Trinivy,
seeming to rejoice in being able to lay their hands, as
it were, on the Divinity they worship.

Santa Maria degli Angeli is much frequented by
devotees at a particular secason of the year, in order to
obtain indulgences. I asked the monk, was it - very
difficult to obtain the desired blessing ? he replied, * not
if the applicant came at the proper time. You have
only,” said he, pointing to the narrow passage bencath
the picture I have described, * to go in at this door
and out of that.,” This church -and the neighbour-
ing city of Assisi, containing the sanctuary and tomb of
St. Francis, are celebrated all over Italy; thousands of
pilgrims flock annually to Assisi to receive consolation
at the tomb of the greater founder of the Franciscan
order. ‘

Assisi contains twenty churches, twelve monasteries
for begging friars, and about four thousand people ;
who, as if to demonstrate the blessings imparted by
monastic institutions, are either beggars, or dependent
for subsistence on the saintly devotees who flock to
their town in the appointed season.

To the lover of ancient Italian art, Assisi has a pe-
culiar interest because it contains much of the labours
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of Cimabue. Here may be seen well preserved speci-
mens of his vigorous colouring, and colosssal but ill-
proportioned figures. There are also in Assisi frescoes
and paintings by Giotto, whom we have already touched
on, the father of painting, friend of Dante, and greatest
artist of his age.

We proceed on our delightful route. A capital road
conducts us to Foligno, named in ancient times I"ul-
ginium, a busy little town of some 15,000 inhabitants,
in the delegation of Perugia. It was shattered in 1832
by such an’ earthquake as already described to have de-
vastated Tuscany in 1846. This small place contains
no less than eight churches, twelve monasteries, eight
nunneries, and a museum of antiquities. The inha-
bitants to their credit employ themselves in woollen
manufactures, and in making paper, and bleaching wax.
These, however, are not attractions to detain the tra-
veller, and therefore he hastens towards the delightful
_valley of Clitumnus, a name celebrated alike by the
genius of Virgil and Byron. Clitumnus in ancient
geography was a river of Umbria ; according to Pliny
it was a fountain consisting of several veins, situate be-
tween Hespellum and Spoletium, which swelled into a
navigable river, running into the Tinia, and both to-
gether into the Tiber. Its banks were and are famous
for milk-white flocks and herds. The god of the river
was called Clitumnus. “¢ Hic ver assiduum,” and truly
the climate and the scene are-alike exhilarating and
delicious.

“ There flows Clitumnus through the flowery plain

Whose waves for triumphs after prosperous war,
The victim ox and snowy sheep prepare.”

Mr. Addison, whose finished classical taste lends
such a charm to his travels through Italy, has thus de-
VoL, II, c
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scribed Clitumnus and the white stecrs which still
abound along its banks.

“In my way hence to Terni I saw the river Clitumnus,
celebrated by so many of the poets for a particular quality in
its waters of making cattle white that drink of it. The in-
habitants of that country have still the same opinion of it, as
T found upon inquiry, and have a great many oxen of a
whitish colour, to confirm them in it. It is probable this
breed was first settled in the country, and continuing still
the same species, has made the inhabitants impute it to a
wrong cause ; though they may as well fancy their hogs born
black for some reason of the same nature, because there are
none in Italy of any other breed. The river Clitumnus, and
Mevania, that stood on the banks of it, are famous for the
herds of victims with which they furnished all Italy.”

% Qua formosa suo Clitumnus flumina luco
Integit et niveos abluit unda boves.”

I recollect passing through a fair near this classical
spot, and I lad the opportunity of seeing some hun-
dreds of these milk-white steers. They are the same
brecd as described by the poets, sleek, and perfectly
clean, and in high condition. We may regret some
portion of the care bestowed upon the oxen is not de-
voted to the men, which would tend greatly to the im-
provement of their physical condition. These oxen
perform all the work of the farmer, and constitute the
greater portion of his wealth. Nor must we forget the
temple of small and elegant proportions, standing on
the ““mild declivity of hill,” supposed to be that de-
dicated to the river-god Clitumnus ; its antiquity has
‘been doubted by Mr. Forsyth, and maintained. by
Hobhouse in his spirited and ingenious illustrations; of
Childe Harold ; but whether it be or be not.the shrine
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described by Pliny, there can be no question about its
elegance and beauty. It is of the Corinthian order;
four columns support the pediment, the shafts of which
are carved in spiral lines, and in forms to represent the
scales of fishes. The bases, too, are richly sculptured.
The temple fronts the river.

¢ Pass not unblest the genius of the place !

© If thro’ the air a zephyr more screne
Win to the brow, ’tis his, and if ye trace
Along his margin a more eloquent green,
If on the heart the freshness of the scene
Sprinkle its coolness, and from the dry dust
Of weary life a moment lave it clear
‘With nature’s baptism, ’tis to him ye must
Pay orisons for this suspension of disgust.”

Byron scems to have been inspired not less by the
historical recollections, than the unequalled natural
beauty of the scenery he so vividly describes. He
gives the reader here outlines of a ¢ picture pure and
brilliant as those of Claude Lorraine.” His stanzas on
this route to Rome raise the mind to a suitable feeling
of enthusiasm for what the eye beholds.

A drive of ten miles through a rich country, yet
abounding in picturesque ruins, conducts us to Spoleto,
anciently Spoletium, This city is the capital of a de-
legation, and is built in a romantic situation at the foot
of a hill. It has about 7000 inhabitants, and is the scat
of a bishop. Iinquired into the number of monastic in-
stitutions and churches, and learned it contained a cathe-
dral, twenty-two parish churches, twenty-two monaste-
ries, with other places of devotion. 'What an enormous
church establishment for so smalla town ! The streets
are namow, and the houses dilapidated, but there are
many interesting ruins of antiquity in and about .it,

c2
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dating from the time of Hannibal. Of Spoleto and its
ancient aqueduct Mr. Cooke, in illustration of his
sketch, has written a concise description :—

¢ This magnificent aqueduct has been a subject of endless
dispute among antiquarians, some attributing it to the Ro-
mans, and positively affirming it to have been erected about
the year of the city 560, and afterwards repaired by the
Goths; others pronouncing it unquestionably the work of
Theodoric. This point is still unsettled ; but there is no
discrepancy of opinion as to the structure itself, it being uni-
versally admitted to be worthy of the highest efforts of Roman
greatness. Tt consists of ten narrow and regular arches,
which, though regular in form, are unequal in height and dis-
tance, and this without any obvious cause ; the height of the
centre arch is enormous, certainly not less than three hun-
dred feet. This aqueduct spans a chasm ; it is wholly with-
out ornament, solidity and use being the sole aim of its
founder, Goth or Roman. The city which it supplies with
water is highly interesting, containing many antiquities, and
possessing much of historic associations.

«It was made famous by its gallant resistance of Hanni-
bal, of which there is a splendid memorial in the form of a
triumphal arch, yet bearing the inscription of ¢ La porta
Annibale ;’ but, alas! its present deserted and poverty-
stricken appearance but ill suits with the grandeur which its
monuments record.”

We are now ascending the Monte Somma, in our
way to the grand attraction of this route,—the falls of
Terni. Quitting a rich and fruitful country, the variety
afforded by something of a wild mountain-pass is agree-
able. The Via Flaminia is our road.

-¢ La via Flaminia traversa la Nera 3 Terni, et apres ayoir
passé le col de la Somma, élevé de 851 métres, qui separe
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le bassin de cette rividre de celui du Clitumne, elle conduit &
Florence par Spoletto, Perugia et Arezzo. Dans sa direction
vers Rome, elle coupe une admirable plaine semée des mai-
sons, ombragée d’arbres, ornée des cultures les plus variées,
et dominée par une chaine-de coteaux sur lequels les villages
de Collescepoli et de Staneone entassent pittoresquement leurs
maisons sur des gradins de rochers.”

The extract above given is from the excellent work,
which I may hereafter more fully describe, by Le Comte
de Tournon, Pair de France, entitled ¢ Etudes Statis-
tiques sur Rome.” ’

The French writer gives an admirable description of
the valley of Velino and of the Nera, which we now
traverse. The fertile plain of Rieti, it appears, was
partly reclaimed from the waters of a lake which once
occupied its now smiling surface :—

“Cette plaine est en partie une conquéte de I'homme, et
un lac en occupait autrefois presque tout l'espace : suivant
Pline, les eaux de ce lac contenaient beaucoup de substances
calcaires ; car, dit-il inlacu Velino, ¢ lignum dejectum lapideo
cortice, abducetur.” L’écoulement enfut procuré l'an 480,
par Marcus Curius Dentatus, qui ouvrit un canal d’évacua-
tion dans la Nera, et la vallée desséchée devint suivant l’ex-
pression de Ciceron une vallée de Tempe: ¢ Reatini me ad
sua Tempe deduxerunt ; Virgile appelle ces champs :’ ¢ rosea
rura Velini ;' et les anciens estimaient fort les chevaux et les
énes qu'on y élevait.”

The plain of Rieti may well be compared with the
richest part of Lombardy. The Turano and the Velino
re-unite in the centre of it, forming one rapid river,
crossed by a bridge of wood.

Terni stands between two branches of the Nera, in a
‘delightful valley surrounded with olive and mulberry
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and fruit-trees. It is the seat of a bishop, has five mo-
nasteries, several churches, with but 5000 inhabitants.
Tlere are to be seen remains of an amphitheatre and of
a Temple of the Sun.

The classical name of the river Velino is the Velinus,
—< Rosea rura Velini.” Below its conflux with the
Nar, or Nera, Terni is placed, on the site of the ancient
Umbrian city of Interamna, so called (writes Addison)
for the same reason that a part of Asia was named
Mesopotamia. It is the celebrated cascade of the Mar-
mora, a few miles from T'erni, which has made it famous
through Europe. The river Velino, by three successive
falls of three hundred feet cach, empties its water into
the Nera, Leaving Terni to visit the falls, three miles
distance, we ascend by the vale of the Nera to a consi-
derable height and approach the Velino, which has
passed through an artificial canal.

This immense mass of water, at first winding slowly,
then rolls with frightful rapidity over a bed of rock,
until reaching the edge of the rocky platform, one feels
rather than sees it precipitate itself into a gulf in the
midst of clouds of vapour. At this point a new horizon
is displayed. At an immense depth is seen a beautiful
valley, its rich culture watered by the Nera, and shel-
tered by an amphitheatre of mountains: in the distance
appears the magnificent plain of Terni. It is from the
summit of a projecting rock suspended over the abyss
that we must first—not without some emotion—enjoy this
sublime spectacle ; then descending over slippery rocks,
formed by the concretions of several ages, (indicating
the various passages of the rivers,) covered with a green
turf of the most brilliant and refreshing colour, but so
damp as to render this walk somewhat perilous, we reach
a little pavilion called La Specola, built in 1780 by order
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of Pius V1., upona ledge of rock boldly projecting over
the abyss. '

“Clest ici que, la scine acquiert toute sa grandeur; car
elle presente un fleuve entier qui parvenu a ’éxtremité du
plateau sur lequel il coulait, tombe, en décrivant une vaste
courbe, rencontre des amas de débris qui brisent sa chute,
roule au milieu d’eux ; tombe de nouveau en se brisant en
mille jets, etattient ainsi, de cascade en cascade le niveau
de la Nera, a 143 matres audessous du plan supérieur, sui-
vant la mesure prise par M. Brandolini, ingénieur.”

Trees the most beautiful crown the crest of the
mountain ; and it is from the very midst of a bed of
verdure that the rapid waves of the Velino rush out in
two great branches, which soon re-unite in one majestic
sheet of water. The rapid waves seem like moving
curves of snow, and the entire cascade dashes over the
rock in one immense arch of foam. At the side of the
principal fall, a hundred little threads of water trace a
silvery network over the brilliant green of the turf. A
frightful noise resounds incessantly, and the promontory
suspended over the abyss trembles from the redoubled
action of the turbid waters.

The history of this fall, connected with great epochs
of ancient history, merits our attention. I have said
that the plain of Rieti was in part a lake, then the wa-
ters escaped with difficulty by many outlets over the
edge of the platform, and fell into the Nera. The
Reatins, wishing to dry up or diminish the lake, found
an ally in the censor Marcus Curius Dentatus, who
caused a canal to be dug in order to facilitate the flow-
ing out of the waters, and bring into cultivation much
excellent ground. But the waters coming more abund-
antly to the Nera caused the inhabitants of its banks to
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fear the overflowing of that river, and this fear excited
quarrels between the citizens of Reate, or of the upper
valley, and those of Interamna, nowadays Terni, the
lower valley. In the year 698 a process was brought
before the praetor; Cicero and Hortensius pleaded for
and against the canal opened by Curius, and it was de-
cided that the lower vallcy should preserve the passage
clear for the upper waters. Some time after, in order
to calm the Roman people, who were alarmed at the
inundations of the Tiber, and attributed them to the
overflowing of the Velino, Tiberius sent one of the con-
suls and ten senators to inspect the locality, and on
their report the sentence before passed on the pleading
of Cicero was confirmed.

Mr. Cooke mentions that, while sketching this won-
derful scene he met with an American gentleman, who
declared in his judgment the falls of Terni were more
striking than Niagara. T agree in the expression of
the poetic artist’s regret, that'so few comparatively of
our countrymen behold a spot on which poets, scholars,
and artists have lavished their encomiums, and exerted
their genius.

A pleasing road of eight miles in length conducts to
Narni. Here again the traveller must stop, to admire
magnificent remains of Imperial Rome, also lying in a
country which unites richness, and diversity of natural
objects, with proud memorials of antiquity. In such a
journey as this we can make but slow progress ; but we
may learn and see much, and hive up pleasing recollec-
tions for the remainder of our lives. We are in the
same delegation of Spoleto, and have arrived at Narni,
which is bappily built upon a hill, at the foot of which .
the-Nera flows through a valley of great fertility ; this.
is'the river into which the Velino runs, after having .
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found its way out from among the rocks where it falls.
Addison remarks,—

“ The Nera runs all along upon the fret, and is still hack-
ing against the stones that oppose its passage; so that for
these reasons, as well as for the mixture of sulphur in its
waters, it is very well described by Virgil in that verse
which mentions these two rivers in their old Roman names.

“ Tartaream intendit vocem, qua protinus omne
Contremuit nemus, ct sylve intonuere profundee,
Audiit et longe Triviee lacus, audiit amnis
Sulfured Nar albus aqui, fontesque Velini.”

Narni occupies the site of Narnia, or Nequinum.
The modern town is clean, with but 5,000 inhabitants,
yet, scanty as the population is, the town is blessed
with a bishop, a cathedral, five parish churches, seven
monasteries, and five nunneries.

The great attraction, however, of Narni is its stately
Roman bridge, called after Augustus, across which the
Flaminian way traversed the Nar, and of which such
stupendous ruins still remain. Nothing can be more
picturesque than the appearance of this huge structure,
or more romantic than the surrounding country. This
scene forms one of the favourite sketches of the Italian
artists, and it is well exhibited by Mr. Cooke in the
book of engravings now before me. He whose pencil
can graphically delineate such a scene may be expected
most suitably to describe what he has beheld, with en~
thusiasm such as an artist most intensely feels.

«Of this colossal ruin, which Addison describes as one of
the stateliest remains in Italy, it is difficult to speak in
‘measured terms. Its gigantic dimensions, exquisite propor-
‘tions, and wondrously beautiful position slike excite and

satisfy the imagination ; and dull indeed must be the heart
ch
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upon which this eombination of the works of nature and of
art does not leave a powerful impression. Over this scene
all the elements of beauty seem diffused with an equally
lavish hand. The rich time-stained marble, the deep woods,
the glowing #«fo, the brilliant sky, the perfect stillness only
broken by the convent-bell, the distant mill, and murmuring
river, are things more within the poet’s than the painter's
power. To the sinking of the centre arch, caused by some
unusual flood, must be attributed the destruction of an edifice
which seemed built to outlive time. The arches are about
ninety feet in span, and the piers not less than twenty-eight
in width.”

We descend at last from the Apennines into the
broad basin of the valley of the Tiber; in crossing
these mountains and the valleys which lie amongst
them, we may experience in a journey of a few days,
the several seasons of the year in their beauty and per-
fection.

A natural impatience here impels the traveller to
quicken his speed towards the ¢ Eternal City.”
Through a well-wooded country we reach Otricoli, an-
ciently Otriculum, and catch a glimpse of the celebrated
Mount Soracte,—in the language of our day Monte di
Silvestro.

Vides ut alta stet nive candidum
Soracte,—

In view of Soracte’s airy mount, I relished the ode in
which Horace pleasantly expounds his epicurean doc-
trines. We cannot afford here to take leave of the
inimitable satirist, as Byron professes to have done,
honestly avowing his reason for d;srehshmg the verse of
the Roman bard.

¢ Then farewell, Horace, whom I htmd 80,
Not for thy faults, but mine ; it is a curse .
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To understand, not feel thy lyric flow,

To comprehend, but never love thy verse,
Although no deeper Moralist rehearse

Our little life, nor Bard prescribe his art,

Nor livelier Satirist the conscience pierce,
Awakening without wounding the touched heart,
Yet fare thee well—upon Soracte’s ridge we part.”

We have reached the plains of the Tiber, crossed
the road by a bridge asserted to have been built by
Augustus ; quitted Umbria, and again entered the
ancient Etruria, in reaching Civita Castcllana. The
reader will find this place also proves a picturesque
sketch, with which the artists have familiarised the
English public. There is a viaduct here, which, at
the height of one hundred and thirty feet, crosses the
valley. The citadel, which might be the strongest for-
tress in Italy, now converted into a prison, is perched
above us, and the day I first passed this state-prison of
Pope Gregory, it was crowded with political offenders.
Another striking view of the castle of Nepi, surrounded
by magnificent timber, gratifies the eye of the traveller,
but will not detain him. Quitting the fresh and plea-
sant groves around him, he enters the Cassian way at
Baccano, and a few miles further emerges on the Cam-
pagna, and strains his longing eyes to catch a view of
Rome.

His heart beats with expectation, and he beholds
every worthless fragment with classical veneration.

From La Storta, a village on a hill, the Campagna
of Rome develops at each step more distinctly the
“solemn stillness of its immense plains—of its boundless
horizon—of the vast circle of its surrounding moun-
tains. The monotonous grandeur of this scene strikes
and elevates our thoughts, and we are surprised at feel-
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ing a melancholy pleasure in gazing on a scene of deso-
lation, a sight which seems to prepare us for beholding
the stately shadow of Ancient Rome,

I stood on the Campagna the moment it was possible,
to behold the glorious dome of St. Peter’s. The view
of somec broken monument, was interrupted by the
strange figure of the Italian shepherd, clad in sheep-
skin, tending his flock; or the stranger figure of the
mounted peasant, muffled in his cloak, and with point-
less spear driving the buffaloes before him. -

I passed the site of ancient Veii, and near those
fields which Cincinnatus cultivated with his victorious
hands. It seemed as if I traversed a plain shewing still
traces of a civilization and grandeur which had been
swept away by a whirlwind, or scattered by an earth-
quake.

Surely this approach to Rome teaches the most awful
lesson of the vicissitude of human things !

At the Milvian Bridge I stop to gaze with reverence
on the yellow Tiber, here a noble river, rolling through
gardens and plantations. I remembered the historic
associations connected with the spot,—Cicero and Cata-
line, and the fearful narrative of Sallust,—the victory of
Constantine over Maxentius, establishing Christianity
in the world. In such a place, a crowd of great events
rush at once into the mind, and agitate the soul with
various and conflicting feelings. I look up, and behold
upon the mighty dome of St. Peter’s, the cross trium-
phant over the power of the Cewsars. Crossing the
Tiber, a spacious road passing through imposing sub-
urbs, conducts in a straight line of two miles to the
Flaminian Gate,

Poets, undaunted patriots, heroes, emperors, con-
querors of the world, have trod this path. Their power.
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but not their glory, has passed away, for their history
is written in characters ineffaceable.

¢ 8till to the remnants of their splendour past,
Shall pilgrims pensive, but unwearied, throng.”

Still are we taught by their wisdom, animated by their
eloquence, exalted by their chivalrous courage, educated
in their learning, and fired by their genius. I stop
before the venerable walls of Rome—they tell a won-
drous history ; I enter < the City of the Soul,” forget-
ful of what is passing around me—burning thoughts
will here inflame the coldest heart; I peopled the
streets with the famous men of the mighty republic
and fancied I beheld a race of herces. Coriolanus,
haughty Scipio, stern Brutus, the eloquent Gracchi,
great Pompey, ¢ triumphant Sylla,” and their various
fortunes were vividly before me.

Here Hortensius and Cicero strove for immortal famc,
here Cato struggled for freedom—Czsar thirsted for
power. Their spirits may hover around the scenes
of their glory—Ilet me exult! I am at last on the
theatre of their illustrious actions—Ilet me fly to be-
hold localities consecrated alike by their genius and
their greatness !
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CHAPTER III.

ROME AND ITS ATTRACTIONS.

“] am in Rome! Oft as the morning ray
Visits these eyes, waking at once 1 ery,
Whence this excess of joy? What has befallen me ?
And from within a thrilling voice replies :—
Thou art in Rome ! A thousand busy thoughts
Rush on my mind, a thousand images ;
And I spring up as girt to run a race!”

WaaatevER unpleasant feelings a long and fatiguing
journey may excite in the mind of an invalid, they
quickly subside in Rome, and scnsations of a more
agreeable character succeed. Prudently avoiding the
cheerless streets of the modern city, keeping in the
sunny heights, enjoying healthful drives, and breathing
the air of a charming climate, I dwelt with a happy
satisfaction upon the real delights of the place. Even
the illness which drove me abroad I bore uncomplain-
ingly, as the cause of a visit to the country which Dr.
Jobnson says it ought to be the great business of
every man’s life to see.” I compared my past existence
with the present, and felt the soothing effects of a change
of scene, so complete and wonderful. No business here
to distract the thoughts or disturb the temper, no po-
litical wrangling to interrupt sober reflection, no hot
pursuit of commerce, no professional labours, no parlia-
ment, no newspapers, no railways. A delicious. tran-
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quillity steals over the mind, which the external aspect
of things helps to maintain; a solemn stillness reigns
over a great portion of the Eternal City; even where
people may be seen, their manner is grave, and their
scanty business transacted with a quietness unknown
to the bustling inhabitents of the North. The ministers
of religion move about with a noiseless step and a sombre
air, as befit their sacred vocation, their dress is suitable,
grave ; and their various degrees and classifications are
distinguished by a corresponding variety of costume.
The monks in coarsest stuff and sandals, the cardinals
shining in crimson, bear a serious aspect, and exhibit
outwardly an admirable propriety of behaviour and con-
versation. 'Then, whether at early morn or bright
mid-day, or when the evening shades have covered the
shrines of martyrs, or at still mid-night; the solemn
tolling of the bell, warns the most unthinking votary of
fashion or pleasure, sounding in his ears, this is not
man’s abiding place, that to another world he must soon
be summoned, and that a preparation for death ought
to form an important part of the business of life. This
is in excellent keeping with the character becoming the
seat of that temple which professes to be mistress of all
churches in the Christian world. In such a residence,
we forget, insensibly, the selfish pursuits of ordinary life,
our moral nature is schooled, we learn to dwell on the
glories of the past, or indulge in bright hopes of an
happy futurity. Our intellectua] nature is improved,
for ¢ whatever makes the past, the distant or the future
predominate over the present, advances us in the dig-
nity of thinking beings.” Pleasing thoughts arise almost
involuntarily. The beautiful story of Rome’s founda-
tion, the growth of her vigorous sons in power, and the
extraordinary history of * The Commonwealth of Kings,



40 . ROME

the men of Rome,”—their noble struggle for liberty, -
its downfall under imperial usurpation, the decline -
of an universal empire, the rise of Christianity, its
amazing progress in the city where Paul reasoned, and
its blessed influences upon the world. There, indeed,
we have a history of great events to contemplate, of
wise laws and free institutions to study and admire—an
amazing revelation to receive and bless. Undoubtedly,
however, it is the associations connected with a great
antiquity which overmaster for a time every other im-
pression of Rome. The Via Sacra—the Capitol—the
Forum, what memories do they not recall! DBut the
bright pictures of Livy—the terrible history of Sallust,
the racy effusions of Horace, and enchanting verses
of Virgil, teach not so forcibly as a view of the spot
where Casar, Cicero, Hortensius, and Cato spake, where
her patriots, with the liberties of Rome perished in a
blaze of glory which still illuminates posterity. What
abundant food for the mind is here spread before us.
Even as to the choice of studies, how great variety ! In
prose—antiquities, jurisprudence, history, oratory, tra-
vels ; in poetry, what glorious verse !| Wonderful city !
which, even in “her ruin, past redemption’s skill,” has
animated the labours, and stimulated the genius, of the
greatest intellects ; amidst a host of illustrious writers
have we not Niebuhr, Gibbon, Shakspeare, Addison, De
Stael, Mitford and Shelley ; the lightand graceful poetry
of Rogers—Byron’s immortal verse. What a vast and
splendid genius was Ais. In Rome the enthusiasm of
his soul reached its height, and poured itself forth in
those noble stanzas which must live for ever: we may
imagine his lofty admiration for the Eternal City from
what he has recorded of his first impressions.

“1 have been some days in Rome the wonderful! T am
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delighted with Rome as a whole, ancient and modern ; it
beats Greece, Constantinople, everything, at least, that I
have ever seen.”

The poet has acknowledged his aversion of school
drudgery, but the spirit of the classics thoroughly pos-
sessed him, the mere critic could never have felt as he
did. From the seventy-eighth to the concluding
stanzas of Childe Harold, when the great spirit of
Byron, after exhibiting his pilgrim amidst all the most
striking scenes of earthly grandeur and earthly decay,
conducts us to the borders of the great deep, there
was never penned so poetical, and, at the same time,
graphic a description, of the greatest characters which
have figured in her stirring history, and of somc of the
choicest antiquities in Rome itself. With what touch-
ing eloquence he laments her ruin:

“ Alas! the lofty city ! and alas!
The trebly hundred triumphs and the day
When Brutus made the dagger's edge surpass
The conqueror’s sword in bearing fame away !
Alas, for Tully’s voice, and Virgil’s lay,
And Livy’s pictured page !—but these shall be
Her resurrection ; all beside deeay.
Alas, for Earth, for never shall we sce
That brightness in her eye she bore when Rome was free.”

The poem of Mr. Rogers is no doubf elegant and
graceful ; all his reflections in prose or verse are
charitable and improving ; but his lines on Rome are
tame, when read after the sublime stanzas of Childe
Harold. How delightful to possess such guides as
Corinne, Byron, and Rogers; their beautiful compo-
sitions raise and sustain our contemplations above the
vulgar level to which the dull details of commonplace
descriptions would inevitably sink them. Nor should
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we be forgetful of what we owe to Sir J. Hobhouse for
his masterly illustrations of one of the noblest poems in
our language. Shelley and Mitford in what they have
done have shewn a lofty genius: while Forsyth and
Bell force us to regret their critical skill, and discrimi-
nating taste, were not more fully expanded in the vast
field of Roman antiquities and literaturc. It seems as
if now the palm must be yielded to writers of other
nations ; and in our day, the manners, habits, brilliant
scenes and skies of Italy, have been described with
the decepest feeling, and poctical fervour, by the
author of that admirable book, the ¢ Improvisatore.”
Let us enjoy the intellectual feast and be grateful.
But we find in Rome additional attractions; an
universal courtesy prevails, Whithersoever we turn,
a polite reception awaits us, from the sovereign pontiff,
to the lowest facchino. 'This invariable civility of de-
meanour is very pleasing, and effaces the memory of
little inconvenicnces.  The Italians have a natural
graciousness of manner, most agreeable to strangers,
and when understood, a frankness and gentleness ac-
companied frequently with a nobleness of sentiment
which induce us to believe they will shake off their
fetters, and again work their way to freedom. The en-
joyments of Rome are not coarse, her aristocracy, if
proud, are not churlish. There is not a palace or villa
in or near this extraordinary city, although stocked with
gems of art, any one of which (say Pompey’s statue) is
worth a journey to behold, that is not flung open to
the stranger at seasonable hours. It affords pleasure to
the noble proprictors to give pleasure to others; every
thing may be seen, and thoroughly examined. Mar-
vels of art, the chefs-d’wuvres of Raffaelle, Da Vinei,
and of their celebrated successors, tempt the frequent
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visits of the traveller, and are arranged so as to be seen
with most ease and advantage; all public collections
are open stated days free of expense; the facchino
drops his bundle of faggots to gaze on the works of
Raffaelle, which he too can appreciate and relish. Pri-
vate museums in the same courteous spirit, and with
true liberality, are casily accessible to the inspection of
the stranger ; while the spacious grounds of the villas
outside the city are available for exercise and recreation.

These gratifications within the reach of all, tend to
humanize and civilize the Roman people, and may
have a higher and more wholesole effect in mitigating
the evils of positive laws, and qualifying men for the
attainment and possession of better. My residence of
two winters in Rome, will be ever remembered as a
scene of protracted enjoyment and instruction, the
brightest episode in my existence.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

MODERN ROME.

Brief Topographical Deseription and General Aspect of the City.
Tables of the Population.—~The Seven Hills deseribed.

“In the midst
A city stands, her domes and turrets crowned
With many a cross.”

MixnvuTE descriptions of great towns are proverbially
tedious,—of Rome they may be thought superfluous ; an
outline, however, of the famous city, its topography, and
general aspect will, perhaps, be acceptable, if not enter-
taining. The impatient traveller enters within the ve-
nerable walls of Rome by the Porta del Popolo, and
quickly catches the chief features of the scene displayed
to his straining eyes. A church on his left-hand, two
more guarding the Corso at the opposite extremity of a
beautiful piazza, an Egyptian obelisk raising its tall,
graceful proportions to the skies,ancient even when Ceesar
Augustus tore it from Heliopolis to adorn the Imperial
City,—a sparkling fountain at its base, the bright waters
gushing into an ample basin through the mouths of four
marble lions couchant,—two smaller fountains, one at
either side of the broad piszza, glistening in the sum,
Statues adorn the front of the terraces leading by a&
winding road, turning close from the church of 8t. Maris
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del Popolo, up to the Pincian Hill, which is crowned
by a platform commanding an extensive view of the city
and its glorious monuments. Hastening onwards through
the splendid street named the Corso, adorned with many
noble edifices, the traveller will pass churches, palaces,
Aurelian’s column, and almost by a straight line will
arrive at the Forum and the chief wonders of Old Rome.
The yellow Tiber flows near to the spot from whence our
traveller started in the Piazza del Popolo, but it is ob-
scured from view by the Via Ripetta, which runs close by
the banks of the river in a south-westerly direction. The
bulk of the inhabitants dwell in the space between the
Corso and Old Tiber, and are closely packed, a few in
fine palaces, the many in cheerless, shabby dwellings.
A third street, running from the same starting-point in
a south-casterly direction, leads to the Piazza di Spagna,
where another fountain cools the air, and the huge
building called the Propaganda blocks up all further
view ; but the traveller will meet other fountains, and
massive palaces, and churches, and piazze, interspersed
with venerable ruins. Whithersoever he turns his eager
steps, he is alternately delighted and disgusted; the
majestic remains of a great antiquity he wishes to exa-
mine with critical accuracy, but he stands in the midst
of inconceivable filth. He turns to the churches, sacred
in the eyes of Christians,—but often not safe from
defilement in the City of Churches. He finds in his
guide-book, and notes on the map, numerous piazze
which he imagines to be fine squares, clean, if not
splendid ; he observes, with some few exceptions, they
resemble waste-ground reserved for rubbish or the refuse
of a great city, Persevering in his walk through Rome,
he finds himself more severely fagged in one hour than
he would have been in London in three; for the streets
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are generally narrow and gloomy, seldom clean, the
pavement sharp and broken, there being no flagging,
with the exception of the Corso, where it is three feet
broad, and of so rugged a material, that little knobs of
stone rise up in the flags and almost penetrate the
stoutest boot. Following the map to gain an object
of intcrest, he turns into narrow bye-streets and
lanes, and then learns, through the medium of his
senses, what amount of filth can be endured by human
nature.

The Ghetto startles him, but the Jews flourish under
adverse circumstances everywhere. The shops he dis-
covers are generally poor, their contents paltry, and
whatever is useful, the produce of London or Paris. A
principal source of business is the imitating in bronze
the classic monuments, and at every corner is an artist’s
studio. He remarks no substantial houses building for
a respectable middle-class, but several old ones plastered
with white cement to attract tenants in the English quar-
ter; fifty dwellings are inspected before he meets one
congenial to his English taste, for if an invalid, he wants
sunshine, and does not want malaria. He desires whole-
some air, and spacious apartments, with a good look-out ;
yethe finds several excellent apartments, but looking into
a yard or court everlastingly covered with wet or filth.
He thus learns there never was a real, opulent middle-
class in Modern Rome, and that cardinals and bishops
cannot, cven with their fine palaces, make a flourishing
city. He observes the people have a cheerless, gloomy
air, incompatible with a healthy freedom, or a happy
political condition ; that there is no symptom of exten+
sive business, lucrative traffic, or commerce of any kind.
Miserable shelties, dragging the Campagna wine-wagons
or faggots, dispute the way with his eminence the cardi-
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nal’s gilded coach. But still does he ever find, to his
inexpressible delight, that into no quarter of the once
Imperial City, no palace, no church, or building, or stu-
dio, can he put his head without meeting with some ob-
ject of interest and art, novel to his eyes, beautiful or
wonderful. He forgets all inconveniences, forgives the
government and the Pope, and rejoices in his visit to
the Eternal City.*

* Modern Rome oceupies a triangular space, cach side of which
is nearly two miles long.  The greater part of the city lies low,
about forty feet above the level of the sca, although but sixteen
miles distant from it. The Tiber where it enters Rome is but
twenty fect above the sea. The city is divided into,

54 parishes, and 300 churches,

154 churches served by sceular clergy,

130 churches served by regular elergy (mnonks),
64 monasteries and convents for men,
50 monasteries and convents for women,

It has some 500 streets, 270 lanes, 140 palaces, and 5000 shops,
340 noblemen’s houses, of which 60 might be considered palaces.
As to the population, when Gibbon quitted Rome, in 1765, he
says he left the population, without the Jews, 161,899, the Jews
being caleulated at about 10,000. In the masterly work of the
Count de Tournon, Napoleon’s prefect (vol. i. page 238), we find
the following statement respeeting the population: “From the
time of Pope Sixtus, who destroyed the brigands, and adminis-
tered justice, the population of Rome was constantly on the in-
croase. At the beginning of the eighteenth century, it reckoned
138,000 inhabitants. In 1796, it counted 165,000, but the change
of government which followed the first French invasion, the re-
moval of Pius VL, and the dispersion of his Court, reduced the
popnlatwn to 135 000 and it was not more than 123,000 when

Pius VII,, in 1809, was violently torn from his throne, and the
clergy scattered. Under the French administration, the popula-
tion ‘was -stationary; but on the return of the Pope it rapidly
aygmented, and in 1829, Rome reckoned 144,641. In 1831 the
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To comprehend the topographical plan of Modern
Rome, the stranger should procure the excellent map
prepared by Letarouilly, Paris, embellished with en-
gravings of the chief public buildings and monuments,
ancient or modern, of the city; and supplied with lists
on the margin, of the general divisions, piazze, streets,
fountains, public places, antiquities, churches, colleges,
remarkable houses, and villas, with reference to their
site on the map. Then standing in the Diazza del
Popolo with his map before him, the traveller makes
the circuit of Modern Rome, fixing clearly in his
mind the physical divisions, or ground-plan, of the
city.

On his right, but across the Tiber, rises the Monte
Vaticano, where proudly sits St. Peter's, * the most
magnificent temple ever consecrated to the purposes of
religion.” Beyond the mighty dome the Monte Ja-
nicolo appears, ornamented usefully, with a fantastic
fountain, whose refreshing waters fall in cascades into
a huge basin. The. view from this spot is by far the
most extensive and striking, not only over Rome, but
the Campagna : the two elevations just mentioned, are
within the walls.

Farther on, and across the river, is a most unclassic

population had inereased to 150,666. De Tournon gives (page
243) tables calculating in decennial periods from 1709 to 1829, the
births and deaths, from which this curious fact appears, that while
the population inercases, it yet appears that the deaths exceed the
births. But this phenomenon, which no other great town in Europe
presents, is thus explained, that the city of Rome receives every
year a considerable importation of strangers, and a considerable
number of the labourers who come from thirty miles around to
work in the Campagna, die in the hospitals. The population it is
asserted reached in the year 1847, 170,000, some proof certainly
of increasing prosperity.—[W.]
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.elevation, called Monte Testaccio, being composed of
broken earthen vessels; this vulgar mount is close to,
and within the ancient walls, and near to the solitary

sburial-ground of the Protestants, where the bones of
Shelley and Keats rest in peace. Returning again to-
wards the city, and at some distance from the walls, is
the deserted Monte Aventino, surmounted by a me-
lancholy convent, whence the tourist looks down upon
the Tiber, and the city stretches out before him.

The Monte Palatino, where stood Neros golden
house, is separated from the Aventine Mount by the
valley of the Circus Maximus, and is almost in a right
line drawn from the Porta del Popolo.

The famous Capitoline Mount is almost in the same
line with the Palatine, and nearer the Porta del Po-
polo; it is the smallest but most celebrated of the
ancient hills of Rome. To catch the outline of the
seven hills, and their position relative to each other,
the traveller should ascend the tower of the Capitol,
and the person in charge of this building (who is in-
telligent,) will point out and explain the site of the
Seven Hills, and the edifices now erected on their sum-
mits, The Monte Celio, the most southerly of the
Seven Hills, once crowned with temples and splendid
buildings, is now distinguished for the church of St.
Stefano Rotando, of which Mr. Dickens has drawn
one of his usual ludicrous descriptions.

To the west, and nearer the city, is the Monte Es-
quilino, where vulgar people lived in the days of Ho-
race, and at the extremity of which the witty poet was
buried. The Esquiline has two summits, one crowned
‘with the famous Basilica of Santa Maria Maggiore, the
other with the remarkable church of San Pietro in
Vincoli. The Monte Viminale we next endeavour to

VOL. II. D
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find, tracing our returning path to the Quirinal hill,
once adorned by the magnificent Temple of the Sun,
and now by the summer palace of the Pope. The
Quirinal continues healthy, and is thickly inhabited.
The Monte Pinciano, with its pleasant promenade,
completes our circuit of the city, by its terraces you
may descend to the Porta del Popolo, our original
position.

Thus we perceive, although the Roman Empire has
passed away, the physical divisions of the ground on
which the city was built are still plainly traceable and
obvious. And how excellent the site. The Seven
Hills were scparatcly places of defence, their summits
were healthful, their position commanding. The ground
which lay between one hill and the other might be
enclosed as necessity required, and until needed for
habitations, yiclded sustenance; in either case it was
commanded, and could be protected, by those in pos-
session of the high ground.

Then as to the two more distant ranges of hills, that
is the Pincian on the one side, and that on which
stands the Vatican, the Marian, and Janiculum on the
other, they might be used as outposts of defence in
time of war, and in time of peace for wholesome re-
creation, and also as a means of extending the dwell-
ings of the city. Thus a large tract of land was na-
turally enclosed as it were for the early Romans; they
were not cooped up in a narrow spot or upon a
single hill, and they had the yellow Tiber flowing by
them, to supply water and facilitate commerce. The
localities of the Seven Hills, may have had a consider-
able influence, in forming the robust character of the
Roman people. They profited by their natural ad-
vantages, extended their city, guarded it by their

[ 4



HILLS OF ROME. 51

valour, and became by degrees a renowned and mighty
nation.*

* The height of the prineipal hills above the sea is here given :
the Capitoline, 160 ; Palatine, 170 ; Aventine, 148 ; Ceelian, 146 ;
Esquiline, 180 : Quirinal, 150; Pincian, 206. The Palatine
Mount is nearly a mile and half in circumference, and almost
square. The Capitoline contains 16 acres, is about 500 yards
long, and 185 broad, The Esquiline is the most extensive of the
Seven Hills.
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CHAPTER V.
“ Expectation whirls us round.”

Weexs fled while I revelled in the intellectual en-
joyments of the Eternal City. So far as bodily health
permitted, I hurried from one famous spot to another,
without method or a plan. I followed at times the
guide-books, and visited as directed, in perverted order,
things ancient and modern, sacred and profane, although
wholly disconnected with each other. Palaces, Ba-
silicas, Temples, Amphitheatres, Baths, Catacombs,
Churches, Pictures, Statues, were all mixed up in my
mind in a delightful confusion. Definite or exact ideas
of Ancient or Modern Rome, or of Rome in the Middle
Ages, I had none. T only discovered the renowned city
was a prodigious treasury of art and antiquities, which
could never be exhausted.

Every morning I arranged a plan, and every evening
found I had been seduced to deviate from its order by
temptations not to be withstood. What seemed strange,
notwithstanding my apparent activity in sight-seeing,
this novel and exciting business accumulated. Fasci-
nating occupation dispelled gloom, while it quickened
flagging energies ; and I forgot, in my enthusiasm, that
the doctors said I was an invalid, and ought to behave
as such.
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CHAPTER VI.

Pompey’s Statue. — Gardens of Sallust. — A Word on the His-
torians and the Men who flourished in the latter Days of the
‘Republic.

“Did ke die,
And thou, too, perish, Pompey! have ye been
Victors of countless kings, or puppets of a scene !

THE associations conneccted with a great antiquity
prevail over every other during our early residence in
Rome. Standing before the severe statue of Pompey
in the Spada Palace, I felt transported back to the age
in which the friend of Tully struggled for the common-
wealth. This figure of an old Roman fully equalled
my previous conception of what it ought to be. It is
almost ten feet in height, the attitude imposing, one
arm stretched out grasps a globe, the aspect is grave
and dignified, the face that of a stern man. Gazing
upon the whole statue, even if ignorant of its history,
one would be tempted to exclaim ‘¢ What hero of the
Republic is before us ?”  Gibbon tells us,—

“The discovery of a statue of Pompey, ten feet in length,
was the occasion of a law-suit. It had been found under a
partition wall. The equitable judge had pronounced that the
head should be separated from the body to satisfy the claim
of the contiguous owners ; and the sentence would have been
executed, if the intercession of a cardinal and the liberality of
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a pope had not rescued the Roman hero from the hands of
his barbarous countrymen.”

Hobhouse rightly observes, ¢ The face accords much
better with the hominem integrum et castum et gravem,
than with any of the busts of Augustus,” ‘and is too
stern for him who was beautiful,” says Suetonius, * at
all periods of his life.” T have seen many busts of
Augustus Ceesar, and nothing can be more absurd than
the assertion that the statue of Pompey could ever have
been meant for the imperor: Ais busts and the statue
have not the slightest resemblance. The traits of the
statue resemble the medals of Pompey, a fact which re-
moves all reasonable doubt as to the person for whom
it was intended. 'The authorities satisfied me the statue
is genuine; and the fact that Napolcon coveted its
possession to adorn Paris, strengthened my conviction.
The proprietor, (Spada,) a nobleman employed in the
administration of affairs under the Emperor, replied to
Buonaparte’s unreasonable demand, that he wished to
preserve to his posterity the classic statue of a noble
Roman, which had been handed down to him from his
ancestors. The Emperor desisted from his unreason-
able demand, and ¢ dread Pompey’s statue” has been
_ suffered to stand in gloomy grandeur in an old baronial
hall of the Spada Palace, the proprietors of which have
not crossed its threshold for twenty-five years. Poli-
tical reasons, it is rumoured, induced this noble family,
under the reign of Pope Gregory, to absent themselves
from their Roman palace, which is tenanted by ¢ Great
Pompey’s statue,” and the steward.

It is impossible to behold the figure of so remarkable
a man, and not desire to review upon the spot his his-
tory and that of the times—the closing days of the
republic in which he flourished.
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Things wholly distinct in themselves are often,
almost unconsciously, associated in our thoughts; and
so although at an opposite extremity of the city, the
gardens of Sallust became somehow connected in my
mind with this memorial of the commonwealth. By
whom have the most fearful passages in Rome’s his-
tory been so graphically narrated as by Sallust ? This
luxurious villa was consumed by fire. ¢ Its ruins
remained,” writes Gibbon, “in the age of Justi-
"nian, a stately monument of the Gothic conflagra-
tion.” Our historian, by a note in his fifth volume,
sketches the character of Sallust, and marks the site
of his gardens.®* Gardens amongst the luxurious re-

- publicans were not what may be now popularly sup-
posed.

The Roman garden was, in fact, a large suburban
villa. Sallust’s was crowded with statues, and orna-
mented with porticoes, and supplied with fountains,
and whatever could minister to an Epicurean taste. The
gardens of the Villa Ludovisi, bounded on one side by
the venerable walls of old Rome, now occupy a portion
of what must have been the splendid retrcat of the his-
torian. Therc are here casinos containing much to
interest the lover of art—classical busts and statues.
Amongst them the huge colossal head of Juno, and in
the smaller casino is the famous fresco by Guercino, re-
presenting Aurora in her chariot dispelling the shades
of night, and shedding flowers in her bright career. It

* The historian Sallust, who usefully practised the vices which
he had so cloquently censured, employed the plunder of Numidia
to adorn his palace and gardens on the Quirinal hill. The spot
where the house stood is now marked by the Church of St. Su-
sanna, separated only by & street from the baths of Diocletian, not

far from the Salarian gate. ’ o’ S/Q 0
2
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was. not, however, my principal attraction in the
grounds and spacious gardens of Sallust, which I felt
compelled, as it were, frequently to visit. Cicero,
Cesar, Cato, with their famous contemporaries, may
have trod with a lofty step the ground over which I
then walked. 'What heroic thoughts swelled within
their breasts, and what must have been their fears and
forebodings at the terrible epoch of Catiline’s con-
spiracy ! The history of that period arrested my atten-
tion. I procured Cicero’s Orations, Sallust, Niebuhr,
and pored over their pages with a keener relish than I
had ever felt before.

To comprehend Catiline and his times is to under-
stand the most extraordinary history in the world;
moreover, it teaches the true cause of the downfall of
the republic, and Sallust secms, if corrupt, to have
been very impartial. The narrative of the whole con-
spiracy must satisfy the sternest republican that such
was the fearful corruption of morals in Rome, that, as
Niebuhr has expressed it, ‘““an angel out of heaven
could not then have saved it.” Niebuhr’s account of
those men and of this epoch must be studied with deep
interest and close attention. Gibbon is stately and
grand, and oppresses his reader with the profusion and
splendour of his learning ; Niebuhr, not less learned
but more minute, enters into his subject so thoroughly,
that he writes as if he had been a looker-on of the
whole business he describes, and in a homely but terse
and vigorous style, and often by apparently small de-
tails or facts which have escaped other men, stamps on
the mind, which he irresistibly bears with him, a vivid
impression of the persons and characters he sketches.

"His wish was to finish where Gibbon commenced. I
know not a more agreeable or (in Rome) a more use-
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ful book than Niebuhr.* Niebuhr feels a strong per-
sonal attachment for Cicero, and dwells on his character
with evident pleasure. How graphic this sketch:—

“Cicero occupied himself in the study of the civil law
under the great Sceevolo. His method of studying the law
as an apprentice, under a man distinguished in his profession,
resembles the method which was formerly followed in France,
and which is still customary in England. It afforded im-
mense advantages to young men of talent, as they became
acquainted with the law in concreto. They assembled early
in the morning in the afrium, and listened to the advice
which was given to those who came to consult the lawyer.
This mode of education is the best in all cases where it is
practicable, although it is a very just remark that Cicero had
no scientific knowledge of the law, still it was not without
an important meaning that he said, ¢ If T wished to acquire
a scientific knowledge of the law, it would not take me more
than two months.’ ”

So much for Cicero’s character as a lawyer. But

“He possessed the greatest vivacity, an excellent memory,
a quick perception, and a great facility of expressing himself,
all gifts which may make a great orator; but the predomi-
nant and most brilliant faculty of his mind was wit, in what
the French call esprit, light, unexpected, and inexhaustible
wit, he is not excelled by any amongst the ancients. It is
to be lamented that he lived at a time when it was necessary
to be friendly towards villains in order to do good.”

The remark of Niebuhr, that Cicero was unacquaint-
ed with Roman history, is very entertaining.

* Of course I except from this panegyric Horace, without
which, for constant reference and study, a man can do nothing in

Rome.
pb
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I have somewhere read the Germans take delight
in proving the natives of other countries do not under-
stand their own history, and are incompetent to write
it faithfully. Cicero, according to the historian, erred
greatly in his mode of proceeding against Catiline and
the conspirators. It would have been better if Cato
had not spoken, and that Ceesar’s advice had been fol-
lawed. This is not the ordinary view taken of that
memorable transaction, but it appears to be the correct
one. Nichuhr is angry at the charges made against
Cicero of vanity, and warmly defends him :—

‘It always grieves me to hear such expressions which we
meet with even among the ancients themselves, for I love
Cicero as if T had known him, and T judge of him as I would
judge of a near relation who had committed a folly. Cicero
was a man of a sensitive nature, but of great firmness and
resolution.

*“ What makes Cicero appear weak is his sensitive nature,
where Milton makes God say to Adam—

“ A nice and subtle happiness, I see,
Thou to thyself proppsest—"’

he makes me think of that class of men to which Cicero
belonged.

“I have known a man of very similar character, Frederick
Jacobi, who has likewise been charged with vanity, irasci-
bility, and the like ; he often reminded me of Cicero, whose
character has in fact become clear to me in my intercourse
with Jacobi.”

The above is one of the most characteristic sketches
‘in the whole of Niebuhr’s writings.

Cesar’s character is very favourably drawn, and, from
all we can learn, apart from his ambition, we may feel
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disposed to admit the great Julius to have been the
most complete character of antiquity

Niebuhr has no high opinion of Pompey’s capacity
and vigour; before the last great struggle he says:—

“ Pompey had become old and dull, and made enormous
pretensions, which he had lost the power to justify.”

On the 10th of August, at Pharsalus he was de-
feated, and shortly after murdered. Ceesar wept, ,“md
sincerely we may believe, over the head of Pompey
when presented to him.

There is an epigram relating to Pompey’s tomb, a
genuine ancient poem, which Niebuhr pronounces one
of the most beautiful epigrams that have come down
to us :—

“ Marmoreo Licinus tumulo jacet, at Cato nullo,

Pompeius parvo. Quis putet esse deos ?
Saxa premunt Licinum, levat altum fama Catonem,
Pompeium tituli. Credimus esse deos,”*

Cato retreats to Utica ; he had never smiled since
the civil war broke out; firm in republican virtue he
lived and died :—

“ Thou hast seen Mount Atlas,
While storms and tempests thunder on its brows
And oceans break their billows at its feet ;
It stands unmoved, and glorious in its height :
Such is that haughty man, his towering soul,
Midst all the shocks and injuries of fortune
Rises superior, and looks down on Ceesar.”

Pompey was avenged; at the base of his statue,
which we have described, the bloody Ceesar lay.
Although Cesar thought Brutus the fittest man to

* The Licinus here mentioned was an upstart who became very
rich, and had & magnificent monument erected to himself.
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succeed him, ¢ could scarcely have repaired the repub-
lic: laws would have been of no avail—all public
morals were gone—

“Quid leges sine moribus
-Vane proficiunt.”

The young Octavius exhibited a cool perfidy, with a
remorseless cruelty, beyond his years; and, having
massacred his enemies, rivals, benefactors, affected
moderation, a love for poetry, and applied himself to
the restoration of the city and the settlement of the
empire. The boast of this crafty tyrant was, that he
found Rome of bricks and left it of marble.

Having reviewed this eventful period of history, I
resolved to examine the plan of Ancient Rome metho-
dically, and afterwards I proposed to observe the prin-
cipal periods of its vicissitudes, before entering on the
consideration of modern things.

In order to disencumber these volumes of topo-
graphical descriptions, which, however interesting to
the traveller and the antiquary, may not be acceptable
to all classes of readers alike, I have placed the Topo-
graphy of Ancient Rome, illustrated by notes, in a
separate volume, referring thereto occasionally in the
subsequent chapters of this book: the reader can do
the same, if so disposed.
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CHAPTER VII.

NIGHT WALK IN ROME.

“ Prepare for death, if here at night you roam,
And sign your will before you sup from home.”

THE state of civilization existing in Rome may
perhaps be better discovered by a walk through the
streets at night than by day. He must, however, not
easily be daunted who will venture far from the Corso
in a winter’s night.

No pathway,—no lights—no police—inconsiderable
drawbacks from comfort, some may say, especially those
who have enjoyed the luxury of sauntering after dark
through the streets of Lisbon. In Rome if you keep
to the Corso, and one or two other places of resort,
you have the light from shops, cafés, and a few glim-
mering lamps to cheer your way. Turn aside, and in
a few seconds you are plunged in Cimmerian darkness.
Proceed in your walk towards the Lateran, and you
may quickly exclaim, ¢ Oh, solitude, where are thy
charms !”

An occasional passenger, to be avoided, may cross
your path and excite your courage. The stout young
Englishmen wisely walk in the centre of the street
buttoned up tightly, and provided with a stick to be
depended on. Curious enough this rough weapon
wielded by a vigorous arm, is more dreaded by an Ita-
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lian desperado than his favourite stiletto. He does
not understand it.

A stranger who might feel disposed to take an even-
ing stroll towards the famous Basilica of St. John
Lateran, would find it a very different affair from walk-
ing up Ludgate Hill to St. Paul’s. Profound silence,
utter darkness, a solitude so universal as to make one
doubt his presence in a great city. Should the adven-
turous youth in his passion for exploring be assailed by
a treachcrous enemy, he must rely upon his oak-stick.
Shouting will be of no avail, there is nobody to shout
to, and if any chance passenger heard the cry,—if he
were an Italian—in all probability he would run away in
an opposite direction, not from heartlessness, but to save
himself from trouble and imprisonment should he re-
main; because an odd practice prevails in Rome,
Suppose a man is stilettoed even in a thoroughfare, and
falls, every passenger flies from the wounded person
from an instinct of self-preservation ; for, should the
guard come up, their rule and practice is, to seize every
individual they find within any reasonable distance of
the wounded man. Thus, innocent passengers are
safely lodged in gaol, and the guilty escape; and as
the Pope never heard of so ridiculous an innovation
on Italian jurisprudence as the English writ of Habeas
Corpus, when his holiness (Gregory, I mean) catches
any evil disposed people, as all persons in the streets of
Rome after nine o’clock must be presumed to be, he
keeps them close for an indefinite period: thus some,
at least, are punished for the manifest breach of the
peace which has been committed ; besides it is shrewdly
suspected that if twelve men are laid hold of soon after
the crime is perpetrated, there is twelve to one but the
offender is amongst those arrested.



NIGHT WALK IN ROME. 63

There is no police office, no daily investigations, no
summary release, so far as I could make out. When the
police are tired of keeping a person whom they have
seized on suspicion, they let him go, and he is so de-
lighted at his escape from the ministers of justice, that
he hazards no complaint, lest, mayhap, he might be
arrested again for his presumption. He can present a
memorial, it is true, against the police, but that is
seldom opened, and never attended to if read. These
interesting particulars being explained, we can under-
stand why it is that passengers in the streets of Rome,
under the reign of good Pope Gregory, fly from his
police much faster than from his brigands; so, as I
have said already, should the Englishman be assailed,
let him depend upon his oak-stick.

I had a young friend in Rome who was skilled in
the noble art of self-defence, and it did him one even-
ing essential service. Returning from the theatre
through a dark, narrow street, his attention was at-
tracted by lights and music; he stopped an instant
and looked up—a passenger appeared—my friend asked
(in bad Italian, I suspect,) what was going on; the
reply he received was a violent blow on the head from
the gemtleman whom he politely accosted, and who it
appears walked about with some heavy ugly substance
in his right hand. My friend’s hat was cut through,
his forehead wounded, and he staggered, but disap-
pointed the cowardly assailant, for he did not fall, on
the contrary, mindful of his.national courage, he in-
stantly closed on the Italian, and administered two
such facers that he neither saw nor felt the villain again.
My friend, narrating his adventure to me next morn-
ing, complained bitterly of the silence of his assailant,
who did not answer his question, but, like a miscreant,
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spoke not a word. The lower classes of Italians are
certainly not addicted to boxing, they prefer a sharper
method of proceeding, it suits them best.

But we are somewhere near the Lateran after dark,
and our business is to get away from it as quickly as
we can to some friendly corner, where a lamp, sus-
pended by pious hands, dimly lights the image of the
Virgin, and invites the passenger to his prayers. My
private opinion is, the streets of Rome after dark are
unfavourable to pious exercises, although, in one sense,
favourable to meditations, for

“ Puree sunt plates nihil ut meditantibus obstet.”

I have often thought, although a peaceful man, the
vacant space between St. John Lateran and Santa
Croce in Gerusalemme, would be an admirable spot for
settling an affair of honour; but then it should be
with small field-pieces, if the antagonists were planted
one at each church. I have been assured by a resident
artist, he once encountered a very unpleasant adventure
in Rome : turning down a solitary passage he beheld
two men draw their knives and prepare for combat.
They knived each other furiously; the artist shouted
in vain, the combatants paid no attention, and the
solitary spectator dared not interfere between such infu-
riated adversaries. I have heard an Italian ascribe this
wicked propensity to the proud spirit of the people,
which cannot brook an insult.

The French, when in occupation of Rome, knew
how, by a summary and certain chastisement, to check
these practices, but a violent interference with national
peculiarities, is not suited to the genius of an ecclesias-
tical government ; so the people have returned to their
ancient habits. Let it not be supposed there are not
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guards through Rome, and brave omes, too. There
are various stations through the city where the Papal
troops are snugly ensconced, and from whence they
occasionally, throughout the night, but as seldom as
possible, emerge; and sentries are there, not to be for-
gotten, at the head of several piazzas, and on the steps
of some, to check the unpleasant practice which for-
merly prevailed of plundering and stabbing passengers
at these convenient spots. Sentries there are, also, at
all the gates; but these gates, or most of them, are so
distant from the abodes of civilized people, that it
might cost a man his life to reach the sentry, and it
might be as well not to meet the latter functionary
alone either,

But there is no police through the streets of Rome
at night, nor any system of patrol, which gives an ad-
ditional value to the oak-stick. Under the foregoing
circumstances, the words of Juvenal have some appli-
cation to modern Rome :—

—— ¢ Possis ignavus haberi
Et subiti casus improvidus ad ceenam si
Intestatus cas.”

It is highly amusing to observe an Italian family,
belonging to the so-called middle class, returning to
their homes at a late hour of the night; their lanterns
carefully lighted, and the family skilfully marshalled
for the enterprize. I have observed the domestic party
halt before their habitations and chatter loudly, make
a noise, almost a disturbance, and for no apparently
assignable reason, I once asked why this was done,
and was answered, fo clear the stairs. For it should
be understood the entrance to many houses of the mid-
dle classes is through an archway, pitch dark, open to
the public, dismal often, and filthy. To other habita-
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tions there is a big stone doorway, but no door, nor
lamp, nor porter; there may be half a dozen families
in one such house, each entrenched in their peculiar
flat. No one family has any authority over the hall-
door, or rather the place where the hall-door might be
expected to be, more than another, and, to do them
Jjustice, none regard it; never cleansing, but on the
contrary, seeming to pride themseclves on doing the
very thing in respect of it which they ought not to do.
Also, be it known, in each door in every flat, there is
cut a little trap which may be opened first, to enable
the terrified inmates to see who goes there, before they
commit themselves by opening the door. This pre-
caution is generally practised even by day.

Imagine an Italian family arrived at their pleasant
abode. Under the circumstances, one must admit and
admire the wisdom of their proceedings, in halting for a
suitable interval before they undertake the perilous
movement inwards; and coughing, chatting, laughing,
in order to clear the staircase, and afford ample oppor-
tunity to any thieves, assassins, or disagreeable in-
truders, to retire for the present, at least, and enable
the happy family to reach their flat in safety.

. But I have not enumerated all the perils of the
night : it rains, or rather pours. A Roman torrent is a
very different thing from an English shower. You put
up your umbrella; it is laid flat upon your head in an
instant. The flimsy Parisian article is viewed with
contempt by the Italian people. The native carries
(when apprehensive of rain which may continue three
days without cessation) a ponderous machine, which,
when opened out, resembles a little tent suspended
in the air, under which he walks securely. The con-
struction of the Italian umbrella is simple enough,—a
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mass of oiled calico is attached to a stout pole, and
this, when spread, resists the torrent wonderfully. In
a short time the spouts begin to play, the jets d’eau of
Modern Rome. I think these spouts have been dexte-
rously contrived to aid in washing the streets, a process
the natives would perish rather than undertake. These
ducts are about two feet long, and project from the
roofs of the houses; through such spouts the water is
made to spin into the middle of the street with ad-
mirable effect, for no dcposit can withstand its power.
But while the two-fold deluge from the houses and the
heavens may be so uscful in dispensing with the labour
of scavengers, it increases the discomfort of the pas-
senger : he must keep close to the eaves of the houses,
and get under cover speedily as he can—then he
listens to the play of the waters with an almost incon-
ceivable degree of plcasure.* I have something to
add, yet I do not desire to be more explicit than the
necessity of the case requires. Iowever, to render
my communication intelligible some minor points of
Italian domestic economy must be premised. The
architects of Modern Rome were a peculiar race, and
entertained (as we might suppose) odd ideas of clean-
liness and comfort; there is no accounting for taste, so,
building high houses they did without providing those
conveniences so essential in most other cities of
Europe. The consequence is what might be ex-
pected—the streets receive, and most unnecessarily
retain, what might just as well be concealed. Heavy
deposits are lodged safely on the neighbouring piazza,
amusingly denominated the dog’s table d’héte; the

* Pope Pius has, with the determination of Sixtus V., under-

taken to remove this nuisance, and compel his reluctant subjects to
use spouts,
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lighter descriptions are used as missives against unof-
fending passengers. It is essential, then, for the
stranger to be on his guard if he walks the streets of
Rome at night. When he once understands the
habits of “the people he may get on agreeably enough.
My plan of operations was, when I heard a window
opening, instantly to stop in order to catch the sound,
and ascertaining whether the window opencd was be-
fore or behind, perform my evolutions accordingly.
An instinctive feeling of satisfaction pervades the mind
when conscious of escape, and the crash is heard. An
umbrella would be often more useful during fine
than wet nights in the streets of Rome. This practice
is methodically followed, and, indeed, there is no help
for it. Why should the modern Romans be blamed
for preserving the bad habits of their illustrious ances-
tors.* The inimitable satirist Juvenal, in describing
the various dangers of the night in ancient Rome, has
drawn no unfaithful picture of the perils to be encoun-
tered during a walk in the modern city.
“ Respice nunc alia ac diversa pericula noctis :

Quod spacium tectis sublimibus, unde cerebrum

Testa ferit, quoties rimosa et curta fenestris

Vasa cadent ; quanto percussum pondere signent

Et leedant silicem. Possis ignavus haberi

Et subiti casus improvidus, ad ceenam si

Intestatus eas. Adeo tot fat fata, quot illa

Nocte, patent vigiles, te pratereunte, fenestree.

Ergo optes votumque feras miserabile tecum,

Ut sint contentee patulas defundere pelves.”

Dryden thus renders the above passage :—
‘“Return we to the dangers of the night ;
And, first, behold our houses’ dreadful height ;
* The reprehensible practices satirised by Juvenal sprung up,

it may believed, in the corrupt periods of Rome’s history.
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From whence come broken potsherds tumbling down ;
And leaky ware, from garret windows thrown :

Well may they break our heads, that mark the flinty stone.
’Tis want of sensec to sup abroad too late ;

Unless thou first hast settled thy estate.

As many fates attend thy steps to meet

As there are waking windows in the street.

Bless the good gods, and think thy chance is rare

To have a only for thy share.”

Although residing in one of the best streets in the
English quarter, I have regularly heard the windows
open at a late hour of night, and then the splash
against the pavement. I had thec uriosity to inquire
from a Roman advocate whether there was any sanatary
or police regulations in force in Rome, he assured me
there were sensible laws in existence, but they were not
enforced. A learned gentleman of my acquaintance,
Signor Camilli Sneider, in all probability delicately
aiming at reform in these matters, republished in the
Latin tongue the laws of Ancient Rome relating to the
office of Ediles, and their duties in regard to the
cleansing, repairing, and preserving the streets of the
city, and he was kind enough to present me with the
tract. The old law was excellent. No noxious animal
was by the Adiles suffered to be at large; spouts,
bridges, dangerous dwellings, and tottering walls were
the peculiar objects of their watchful care. No person
dared to impede the public thoroughfare ; every house-
holder was bound to construct a pathway before his
dwelling, according to a prescribed plan ; passages for
the escape of waters were to be cleansed ; nothing was
to be projected before shop doors, except that the fuller
might dry his clothes, and the coach-maker place his
chariot in the street, provided ample space was left for
carriages and passengers. )
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Finally, and this passage of the ancient law is espe-
cially to be commended,

“ Postremo diles vetebant, ne rixa fierent in viis, ne
stercora projicerentur, ne morticina, neque pelles jacerent.
Coepollze, addit, quod nec urinam effundere licebat, si via
publica feetida reddebatur.”

I must in fairness add the commentary of the learned
and estimable writer on the above passage.

“Hoc quidem in gratiam publicee tranquillitatis, et mun-
ditiei, tamquam aliud signum magnitudinis Romanz, quod
certe in opprobrium vertitur nostrum, cum non sit via, que
turpitudinibus non redundet.”

‘Where could a modern Afdile be found to enforce
vigorously these wise resolutions ? I remember shewing
this scholar-like essay (for it abounds in classical re-
ferences,) to an Italian friend who, having turned over
its pages, remarked—This is the production of an in-
tellectual man in a state of slavery ; instead of writing
a bold tract in the language of the people, to be under-
stood by them, and reprehending the scandalous abuses
he and every man beholds in the management of our
city, and demanding a speedy and effectual reform, he
is obliged to reprint, in a dead language, the laws of
the old Romans, and modestly hint at their application
to our times. His essay can only be understood by the
lawyers and the priests, and will do no good.

A householder of substance thus explained to me the
cause of these abominable nuisances, the existence of
which he admitted and deplored.

“ We have,” said he, “no control over, nor share in the
management of the city, nor means of expressing our opinions
on the subject. The entire absolute superintendance of all
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these matters is vested in a cardinal ; he never touches the
ground himself, and cares nothing for any body else. It
would be unusual, as well as dangerous to complain of his
administration, and even if we did, we should be sure to get
no redress ; so we are silent, hoping for better days.”

I have heard it said in Rome by the priests, that the
only thing England required to become truly great
was to embrace once more the ancient religion. It
has often struck me what a surprising change would be
wrought even in outward things in Rome if a revolu-
tion were cffected in the faith of the people, and they
became Protestant. The innumerable convents and
monasteries would be no longer necessary, their ample
funds would be applicable to really useful purposes—
sturdy monks who arc not ashamed to beg would be
obliged to work. Three-fourths of the priesthood
must turn farmers as their services could be well dis-
pensed with; if they possessed talents they might
become authors or teachers. Religious corporations
would get no more grants of land, and what they had
before obtained would now be cultivated. Freedom of
conscience would be established, for the true Protes-
tant never persccutes. Political liberty would follow.
The citizens would get a share in the management of
their own concerns. Cardinals would cease to be
scavengers, cleanliness would no longer be proscribed,
a rational police system would be introduced, lite-
rature would flourish. Rome, happily and quietly
revolutionized, in a month would rise to a pitch of true
glory she has never yet attained.
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CHAPTER VIII.

MORNING WALKS IN ROME.

The Delights of Spring.—Piazza della Trinita di Monti, and the
Landscape Painters of Italy.—A Word on the Sculptors.—The
Church, and Daniele da Volterra’s Picture.—Palace of the
Medici.—French School of Art.—The Pincian Hill : its attrac-
tions.—Italian Schoolboys, Soldicrs, and Conviets.—Dr. Ar-
nold’s Criticism on Italian Character. — Nero’s Ashes and
Family Burial-placc.—The Church of Santa Maria del Popolo.
—Raffaclle’s Sculpture.—A Voice from the Obelisk.

“ Who would not say the forms most perfect, most divine, had
by consent flocked thither to abide eternally.”

THE soft air of spring to us Northerns, like gentle
summer, tempts even the invalid to walk forth, seeking
health and enjoyment. Business has not yet begun,
the churches are open, few people are stirring. It has
often astonished me to have met so seldom even the
proverbially active English, inhaling the fresh breeze of
morning on the sunny heights in the most attractive
quarter of the city. We may learn much passing
along the streets of Rome ; few are the districts desti-
tute of interest in this region of art and classic story.
We begin the morning as we commence the race of

~ life, fresh and hopeful, and, though often disappointed
in our expectations, yet do we sometimes fulfil, occa-
sionally exceed them. The sun shines brightly; the
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sound of the wakeful convent bell, has summoned the'
pious from their slumber, reminding them of the duty
they owe to God. Striking up the Via Gregoriana, I
ascend to the Piazza della Trinita de Monti, an open
space, not, however, extensive, in the centre of which
stands an Egyptian obelisk, opposite the spacious flight
of stone steps leading down to the Piazza di Spagna,
and its sparkling fountain. I read, inscribed on the
curious column, the tall sides of which are covered with
hieroglyphics, these words :—

PIUS VI . PONT . MAX .

OBYLISCVM « SALLVSTIANVM .
QUEM . PROLAPSIONE . DIFFRACTUM .
SYPERIOR . ETAS .,
JACENTEM . RELIQVERAT «
COLLI » HORTVLORUM
IN . SVBSIDENTIUM . VIARVM .
PROSPECTV . IMPOSITVM .
TROPEO .
CRVCIS . PREFIXO .
TRINITATI . AVGVSTE .
DEDICAVIT.

Thus is the cross everywhere in Rome made to tri-
umph over the proud memorials of a heathen antiquity.
This obelisk is judiciously placed so as to be seen from
several points of view with effect: found in the Circus
of Sallust the historian, the interesting monument was
removed in the Pontificate of Pius V1., and now adorns
its present site, and looks as if destined to ¢ flourish in
immortal youth.”

There are a few dwelling-houses on two sides of the
Piazza, facing the west. There are no buildings to ob-
scare the view. This spot was the chosen residence of
the great landscape painters of Italy—Claude, the Pous-
sins, Salvator Rosa here exercised and proved their
genius. They looked over the cupolas, and pillars, and

VOL. 1I. E
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lofty domes of the Eternal City, and beheld the sun of
Ttaly setting in evening splendour, illuminating the
heavens with golden light. They could quickly escape
into the wide Campagna, and sketch its natural beauties
or majestic ruins. Their ambition was inflamed, their
taste cultivated, and imagination fed by what they be-
held, whether of art, or nature, or antiquity, in and
around Rome. As lawyers flocked to the Temple, so
landscape painters did to the Pincian Hill. It is how-
ever curious, but one of these celebrated artists was an
Italian. Rome attracted the others, but they were not
her sons, although she appropriates their fame. Passing
the house where Claude dwelt, we naturally think of his
bright productions. His name is associated with the
great masters of the school of landscape-painting, if in-
deed he be not its founder. His habits of life ensured
success : wandering over the Campagna he sketched the
sun-rise, and every curious object—ruin, dell, lake, or
mountain which he saw before him, and then returned
to complete his labours in the studio on the Pincian
Hill. There is a peculiar fascination in his pictures;
the general composition .it is which fastens our atten-
tion ; a soft and perfect beauty pervades the whole
work. There is nothing unusual or startling in his
paintings, no terrible convulsion of nature, but nature
in repose he loves to delineate.

“There is not a single effect of light which he has not
contrived to imitate, either in the reflection of water or in the
sky itself. The various changes of the day are no where
better seen than in the landscapes of Claude. In a word, we
may truly call him a painter, who in depicting the three
kingdoms of air, earth, and water, has given an accurate
representation of the whole of the visible world.”



CLAUDE, THE PAINTER. 75

Thus is he characterised by the Italian critic. But
having examined many of his choicest productions, if I
were asked, have you ever actually seen such a landscape
in Italy as Claude has represented? I should answer
certainly not. I may have seen sunsets as gorgeous, or
most of the objects he draws separately, but assuredly
I, nor any other mortal have ever observed the whole of
his sketch realized in nature. Yet Claude is confessed
to be the prince of landscape painters, How is this,
if his drawings are not consistent with that nature he
proposes to represent ? The answer is to be found in
the criticism of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who explains this
apparent inconsistency :—

« Many painters take a particular spot, and sketch it to
perfection ; but Claude was convinced that taking nature as
he found it, seldom produced beauty. Neither did he like ex-.
hibiting in his pictures accidents of nature. He professed to
pourtray the style of general nature, and so his pictures were
a composition of the various draughts which he had previ-
ously made from beautiful scenes and prospects.”

Thus Claude belonged in reality to the Eclectic
school ; and his system reminds me of what I have seen
in the studios of landscape painters in Rome, namely,
draughts of cascades, ruins, forests, sunsets and sunrise,
birds and flowers, storms and ruins, all suspended sepa-
rately against the wall, and ready for insertion in a com-
position when required. Still, as Claude built his fame
on the correct delineation of general mature, and tri-
umphed, the works of his pencil will live for ever. He
flourished in the seventeenth century, from 1600 to
1682, -

Nicolas and Gaspar Poussin were remarkable men,

but very distinct in their style. The first came from
® 2
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France, and settled in Rome abottt 1624, and studied
the art of landscape-painting in oil scientifically. He
was poor and not known, and attached himself to no
master. Rome was his school, and his models were
chosen amongst the galleries of ancient art, and how
could he have learned the rules of proportion better,
than by constant observation of the matchless Greek
statues of the Vatican. This unusual, but excellent,
manner of studying affected his style. He preferred
old things and loved to dwell upon them, and to intro-
duce Greek vases, arches, pillars, and the like, into his
learned paintings. His taste acquired a finish which
common artists cannot attain. He aimed at perfection ;
Leonardo da Vinci was his favourite, nor could he, in
the annals of his art, have found a purer model. Phi-
losophical and inventive, and, like his great predecessor,
Poussin was a scholar.

“For such elegance of invention the natural penetration
of his mind had hardly sufficed, had it not been aided by an
acquaintance with the best classic authors, the conversation
of men of letters, and the suggestions of the learned.”

Those who desire to comprehend his style, will find
in the Barberini Palace, Vatican, and at the Capitol,
his pictures. In the curious, yet grand and imposing,
old church, called San-Martino-ai-Monti, built, ac-
cording to Canina, on the Baths of Trajan, are some
frescoes of Nicolas Poussin. But the picture most cele-
brated is his copy of the antique Greek painting called
““ Nozze Aldobrandini.” The original was found in
the Baths of Titus, on the Esquiline (in such places the
choicest relics of antiquity have been discovered), and
belonged to Cardinal Aldobrandini, of which family
Clement VIII. was a member; it may be seen in a small
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apartment off the 1#rary of the Vatican, which is kept
locked. Having cxamined the original, the traveller
will hasten to the Doria Palace, and feast on the copy
by N. Poussin. A more classical representation exists
not. It just suited the genius of Poussin; the an-
tique cast of his mind cnabled him, in making this
copy, to exhibit his pecculiar powers in perfection.
The composition consists of ten figures, and is believed
to rcpresent a Greek marriage. This is one of the two
Pictures criticised by Jolm Bell, while in Rome. The
accuracy and elegance with which he has pointed out
the beautics of the “ Nozze Aldobrandini™ make us
regret that he did not continue his masterly ecriticisms.

The discovery of this old painting cnabled Poussin
to catch the style, drapery, and graceful dignity, of the
Greek figures. His favourite subjects were ancient
fables. He resided forty years on the Pincian Hill,
and lived from 1594 to 1665.

Gaspar Poussin’s real name was Dughet, but Nicolas
Poussin having been generously received by a French
emigrant, married his daughter and educated his son,
Gaspar, who assumed the name of Poussin, and became
a_famous painter of Italian landscapes. It seems, he
Rad so quick a hand that he could dash off a landscape,
figures and all, in a day. Ifso, he must have had alarge
ready-made stock of cypress and pine trees, fountains,
temples, sunsets, arches, and pyramids, with an occa-
sional storm and whirlwind. He painted whatever he
saw at Tivoli, Frescati, &c., in and around Rome, and
composed imaginary landscapes, putting into one piece
whatsoever struck his fancy as most beautiful in nature.

~ <He succeeded in pourtraying not only the dawn of morn-
ing, the blaze of noon, the silver twilight of evening, and the
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various aspects of a tempestuous or a#serene sky, but some-
times represented to admiration even the agitation caused by
a light breeze among the leaves, the fury of a whirlwind
rending and uprooting the trees of the forest, or the awful
magnificence of a thunder-storm.”*

Many of his landscapes may be seen and studied in
the Corsini and Doria Palaces. He lived from 1613 to
1675. Salvator Rosa, the most extraordinary indivi-
dual of his time, dwelt, for many years, nearly opposite
the house of Poussin.

Wherever he appeared the finger of curiosity was
pointed at him, KFrom the moment that delicious
spring of the Roman climate burst into its sudden
bloom, till the intolerable heats and fatal malaria of
autumn emptied its public walks and thinned its Corso,
the appearance of Salvator Rosa and his followers on
the Monte Pincio, to whick he confined his evening
walks, never failed to produce a gencral sensation, and
to draw all the professed disciples of the far niente
from the embowering shades of the gardens of the Villa
Medici.

“ The Monte Pincio was then, as now, the fashionable
passeggio, or lounge, of Rome ; but, at a period when every
nation, class, and profession still preserved its characteristic
costume, the Roman Mall exhibited many such fantastic
groupings as, in modern times, might furnish the genius of
masquerade with models equally striking and picturesque.
Among the strolling parties of monks and friars, cardinals
and prelates, Roman princesses and English peers, Spanish
grandees and French cavaliers, which then crowded the
Pincio, there appeared two groups which may have recalled

* Lanzi.
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those of the Portico or the Academy, and which never failed
to interest and fix the attention of the beholders. The
leader of one of these singular parties was the venerable
Nicolas Poussin ; the air of antiquity which breathed over
all his works seemed to have infected even his person and
his features ; soberly clad, and sagely accompanied by some
learned antiquarian or pious churchman, and by a few of his
deferential disciples, he gave out his trite axioms in measured
phrase and emphatic accent, lectured, rather than conversed,
and appeared like one of the peripatetic teachers of the last
days of Athenian pedantry and pretension.

In striking contrast to these academic figures, which
looked like their own ¢ grandsires cut in alabaster,” ap-
peared never-failingly, on the Pincio, after sunset, a group of
a different stamp and character, led on by one who, in his
flashing eye, mobile brow, and rapid movement—all fire,
feeling, and perception — was the very personification of
genius itself. This group consisted of Salvator Rosa, gal-
lantly if not splendidly habited, and a motley gathering of
the learned and witty, the grave and the gay, who sur-
rounded him. He was accompanied by the most eminent
virtuosi, poets, musicians, and cavaliers in Rome, all anxious
to draw him out on a variety of subjects, when air, exer-
cise, the desire of pleasing, and the consciousness of success,
had wound him up to the highest pitch of excitement. From
the Pincio, Salvator Rosa was generally accompanied home
by the most distinguished persons ; and while the penurious
Poussin was lighting out some reverend prelate or antiqua~
rian with one sorry taper, Salvator, the prodigal Salvator, was
passing the evening in his elegant gallery, in the midst of
princes, nobles, and men of wit and science, where he made
new claims on their admiration, both as an artist and as an
improvisatore; for, till within a few years of his death, he
continued to recite his own poetry, and to sing his own com-
positions to the harpsichord or lute.”
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A graphic portraiture by Lady Morgan of the habits
and manners of the witty satirist, scholar, improvisa-
tore, patriotic Italian, and artist original and bril-
liant. His landscapes tell his history. An early life
spent amidst mountains and forests, the wild scenes and
grand productions of nature, and with banditti and out-
laws, gave him a power of delineating the scenes so few
had beheld as he did. The least pleasing elements of
nature he preferred :—

“ Wild forests, inaccessible mountains, rugged rocks, dark
caverns, fields deformed with thickets, trees that were either
shattered or torn up by the roots, or bent towards the ground,
were such as he most frequently represented : even in his
skies he seldom introduced colours of a lively hue, far less
the brilliant effects of the great luminary that cherishes the
earth.”

So writes Lanzi. Salvator aimed at the fame of
an universal painter, and affected to despise the clever
little landscapes, his quadretti, the world admired.
The Catiline Conspiracy, Triumph of St. George
over the Dragon, Saul and the Witch of Endor,
demonstrate he had high and varied powers. In
the beginning of the seventecnth century he was
most in fashion, at a time when Claude and the
Poussins were living, when Carlo Marcutti and Pietro
de Cortona were each at the head of fashionable schools.
He was a Neapolitan, seems to have lived forty years
in Rome, and died March, 1673. He is buried in the
church of Santa Maria degli Angeli, designed by Buo-
narotti, on the site of the Baths of Diocletian. ¢ Never
did the ashes of the dead find a more appropriate
resting-place.” ‘ ‘

The Doria, Corsini, Colonna palaces, and the Capi-
tol, contain his pictures; but several are in Florence,
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and many it England. I may add, the celebrated
landscape painter, Paul Brill, who painted for some
time in Rome, was also a foreigner, being a native of
Antwerp. The artists lavish encomiums on his land-
scape in the Sciarra Palace. Another eminent indivi-
dual in his branch of art dwelt at a later period on this
Piazza del Trinith di Monti—Thorwaldsen, the Dane,
who contests with Canova the palm in sculpture, and,
comparing such of their works as I have seen, I think
Thorwaldsen shews more severe judgment and exact
taste; his style is less adorned, less voluptuous, more
pure and simple than that of Lis celebrated rival. The
stern dignity of the North, is here opposed to the soft
and tender elegance of the South.

Bug I have lingered too long on the spot where the
landscape-painters of Italy madc their fame ; yet, ere I
go, as the door of the church Trinita di Monti is open,
let me in the quiet morning enter the sacred edifice,
which is sacred to the worship of holy nuns. A priest
is celcbrating the mass to four people ; the sisters are
not visible. I stop at the first small chapel on the
left, and gaze on what Poussin pronounced to be the
third greatest picture in the world—the Descent from
the Cross, by Daniele da Volterra, the ablest pupil of
Michael Angelo. The Transfiguration, by Raffaelle,
is the greatest picture, Communion of St. Jerome the
second, and this performance of Volterra's the third.
Often as I have stood before it, I seldom was inter-
rupted by the presence of any other spectator, and yet
the church is only open in the morning, and for vespers
occasionally, when the nuns sing most sweetly. There
are fourteen figures in the piece ; our Saviour’s body
has just been removed, but not yet taken down ; there
are four ladders resting against the cross, and figures

EH
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variously occupied on each; the Virgin has fainted,
and lies prostrate, while two females minister to her;
the favourite disciple beholds, with eyes of faith, the
countenance, pale in death, of his divine Master. Lanzi
asserts, without Michael Angelo’s assistance Volterra
never could have painted such a picture, which gives to
it an additional interest, as having received the touch
of that sublime master.

Issuing from the church, I find my path blocked up
by wine-wagons, depositing barrels of the invigorating
Jjuice of the grape at the convent gate. I concluded,
from the frequency of these deposits, it must be for
sale, as the fair inmates could scarce dispose of these
extensive lodgments. This convent, however, is used,
I have heard, as a placc of retirement for Roman
ladies of distinction, at certain seasons of the year,
to meditate and pray, and, while they are in a kind of
confinement (en retraite), it is necessary to revive their
flagging spirits.

Where we are now standing, the notorious beggar,
Uncle Beppo, of the improvisatore, has just arrived,
descended from his ass, gathered his withered legs
under his muscular body, and reminded my friend, the
chaplain, of a promised charity; our kind hearted
pastor admits the claim, but declares he has only a
dollar in his pocket; Uncle Beppo composedly takes
out his purse, changes the dollar, deducts the gift, and,
with his usual crafty smile, whines, ¢ Buon giorno,
Eccellenza.” 8o much for the poverty of a successful
Roman beggar.

Passing along the convent garden wall outside, which
is a walk lined with trees, I arrive at the famous palace
of the Medici, once inhabited by Leo X. It isina
fine situation ; there are trees and a fountain towards
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Rome, in which direction stands the back of the palace ;
it has a commanding view and spacious gardens, but
curiously laid out in straight walks, lined with tall
hedges of box, with a statue at the end of each avenue.
Facing this garden, which is more elevated than the
road below, forming a kind of platform, is the fagade
and highly ornamented front of the palace, built for the
luxurious Medici. It must have been very splendid,
when adorned with those statues which now form the
chief boast of the Florentine gallery, the Venus de/
Medici, Apollo, and Niobe ; these precious gems, with
many picces of sculpture of less fame, stood in front of
the palace, in the open air, amidst fountains and shrubs.
I have been through the interior ; when existing in all
its magnificence, how poor the London dwellings of
the English nobility in comparison ! It exactly ex-
hibited what we may conceive to have been the splendid
tastes and habits of the most extraordinary family in
Europe. In this palace, met two remarkable men,
Leopold of T'uscany, and the Emperor Joseph, in 1769,
when they visited Rome, to see its curiosities and
wonders. The palace became the property of the
sovereigns of France, who converted it into a school
for the encouragement of French artists. Pupils in
Paris who give promise of talent are provided with
means to visit Rome, and lodged and maintained in this
noble palace for a given period, to enable them to study
the great masters in their immortal works. English
artists must fight their way through every difficulty; I
have little doubt it is better; their native energy
pushes over every obstacle, and by the very effort they
are schooled. What have the French done, with all their
schools, academies, and intolerable affectation and pre-
tension ? Was any great painter ever bolstered up by
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these institutions, so favoured by the small fry of
critics and connossieurs ? nay, will the constant study
of the faultless works of Raffaelle, Coreggio, Titian,
make an artist strike out anything brilliant and original.
It may frighten the young student; he may have
talents and yet despair of such success, and so abandon
the pursuit, or be but a copyist for life. All the
modern schools and societies of France have not pro-
duced a painter worth a rush.

I now find myself in the open, sunny walk leading
from the palace to the Pincian Hill ; here may be met
that amusing sight—Italian schoolboys taking the air,
headed by their master ; they walk two by two, slowly,
and gravely, dressed like little men; they never run,
nor jump, nor venture to engage in athletic exercises.
Cricket would kill them ! In a melancholy train they
move leisurely along. Whether they bave been ever
seen to laugh I cannot affirm. T am on the hill—how
fresh the air, and bright the sun. What a view from
this promenade of St. Peter’s, Monte Mario ; willingly
do we turn to glance over Rome, and search out the
Pantheon, the Capitol, and the famous buildings of
the ancient and modern city. We have here a broad
space to walk, or ride, or drive round. I meet four
gentlemen, two of them my English friends: there
are on the summit some neat little gardens—we enter,
and find at the upper end of one, a marble statue of
Raffaelle on a pedestal, pencil in one hand, the other
rests on his easel, and he seems looking towards St.
Peter’s, the scene of his glory. Passing round the
hill, there appears right in the centre another small
Egyptian obelisk, and on it an inscription :—

PIUS, PONT, MAX.
OBELISCUM . AURELIANUM
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QUI . UNUS , SUPERERAT
TEMPORUM , INJURIA . DIFFRACTUM
DENIQUE . OBLITUM.

IN . PRISTINAM . FACIEM . RESTITUIT
ATQUE . HOC . IN , LOCO . ERIGI . JUSSIT
UT « AMGENA , PINCII » SPATIA
CIVIBUS . AD , APRICANDUM . APERTA
EXIMII . GENERIS . MONUMENTI
DECORARET.

The judgment with which this column is placed,
shews how thoroughly the good old Pope appreciated
these inimitable monuments of a remote antiquity, pos-
sessed by no city in Europe save Rome. The young
timber is beginning to afford a friendly shade on this
elevation, which is much exposed to the rays of the
sun; but an ignorant official, by way of pruning, lops
off the finest branches. My DBedfordshire friend re-
monstrates in vain—down comes the branch, and many
more in quiet succession, a proof how much better it
often is to allow things to remain as they are. I have
not noticed the rest of my morning company on the
Pincian; having gone round the hill, and paused oppo-
site St. Peter’s, there are seen lounging on a bench
half a dozen old men clad as soldiers. Their muskets
rest against the trecs; a fire has been lighted of some
faggots, around which they crouch; some smoke,
others feast on bread and acid wine : these are Italian
or Roman soldiers—impossible to look at them and
preserve gravity—fit inmates of an old man’s hos-
pital. 'What can they have to do here ?

The appearance of these successors to the legionaries
reminds me of Dr. Arnold’s sarcastic description of
certain classes in this country :—

“ When you see a soldier here you feel no confidence that
he can fight ; when you see a so-called man of letters, you
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are not sure that he has more knowledge than a baby; when
you see a priest, he may be an idolater or an unbeliever;
when you see a judge or a public functionary, justice and in-
tegrity may be utter strangers to his vocabulary. It is this
which makes a nation vile, when profession, whether God-
ward or manward, is no security for performance. Now in
England we know that every soldier will fight, and every
public functionary will be honest.”

But these old invalids are admirably adapted for the
business confided to them, watching their friends, the
convicts, who, pleasantly occupied in gardening on the
Pincian Hill, have not the least disposition to run away.
Every morning in Rome the gaols are emptied of
certain classes of prisoners, in the time of Pope
Gregory a numerous and melancholy body. Chains
hang on their legs to prevent them stepping beyond a
certain distance. Some are handcuffed ; in this con-
dition they are marched through the public streets to
the place appointed for their daily labour, for example,
to the Pincian Mount.

Arrived at their destination the convicts disperse
over the hill, fiddling with rakes, sweeping walks, or
gardening. The old soldiers when not engaged in
chatting with the convicts, lounge about as I have
described, and so the day passes. At four o’clock a
few dragoons gallop up and draw their swords in a
valiant fashion, the convicts are collected, the old
soldiers waken up and shoulder arms, and totter down
the hill after their prisoners, who are preceded by the
dragoons. The friends of the convicts supply them
with bread and vegetables as they pass along the streets,
and speak words of encouragement. No odium or
disgrace is attached to a criminal conviction here.
Such an exhibition of prison discipline in Rome is
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very edifying. Punishment this is not, and if useful
labour was desired, the Appian way invites its applica-
tion; but then the distance would be too great for the
old soldiers to march ; and for appearance sake it would
not be wise to allow the prisoners to go by themselves.
Some classes of criminals are the best fed men in Rome,
several rcligious confraternitics devoting their time
and means, by the assent of the authorities, to the
laudable purpose of fattening the vilest offenders.

The Pincian Mount has an historical character. It
was the burial-place of the Domitian family. When
the monster Nero destroyed himself in the horrible
manner related by Suetonius, his nurse and mistress
obtained permission to burn his body and inter his ashes
in the family sepulchre on the Pincian Hill.¥ Hither
the base populace of Rome flocked to hang garlands
over the tomb of their favourite who pampered their
vices and gratified their depraved tastes.}

But in better times, the pleasant spot where now
we seek recreation and health, was held in abhorrence,

* The words of Suctonius (in Vita Neronis) are—¢ Nihil prius
ac magis a comitibus exegerat, quam ne potestas cuiquam capitis
sui fieret : sed ut quoquo modo, totus cremaretur. Permisit hoc
Icelus Galbee libertus . . . . Funeratus est impensa ducentorum
millium stragulis albis auro intextis, quibus usus Kalend. Januarii
fuerat. Reliquias Ecloge et Alexandra nutrices cum Acte concu-
bina gentili Domitiorum monumento condiderunt : quod prospici-
tur e campo Martio immpositum coLLe HorToruM. In co monu-
mento solium Porphyretici marmoris superstanti Lunensi ara
circumseptum est lapide Thasio.”

t Though he died generally hated and abhorred, yet the vulgar,
abandoned to debauchery and inured to the idle amusements of
the theatre and circus, began soon to regret the loss of a prinee,
by whose infamous vices they subsisted. Hence they flocked to
his tomb, adorned it with flowers, and carried his images, as it
were in triumph, &c. Some even gave out that he was not dead,
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for the ashes of Nero were discovered and scattered,
and his troubled spirit haunted the place, and terrified
the pious. Whereupon to banish the angry ghost and
restore confidence in believing hearts, the church and
convent we now look upon were built one side the hill,
and with the happiest success. Nero’s spirit fled to
the Red Sea, and the victorious monks dwelt in peace
in their new abode. I descend by the winding ter-
race, enter their church Santa Maria del Popolo, and
find it full of interesting and curious things, pictures,
and frescoes, and painted windows (rare in Rome), and
mosaics, and beautiful tombs recording the virtues of
good men gone to their everlasting rest. The peculiar
attraction of this quiet church is the statue of Jonah
seated on a whale, said to have been sculptured by
Raffaelle; like his illustrious contemporary, Michael
Angelo, his was an universal genius, although not so
greatly soaring. Raffaelle had a passion for architec-
ture, and in sculpture this monument is said to be the
workmanship of his hands. These lights of a glorious
age scorned the idea, that to be great the individual
must be tied down to one pursuit, and follow closely
the division of labour so congenial to little minds.

I walk out in the midst of the broad Piazza del
Popolo, and gaze again and again on the venerable

but would soon appear again and take vengeance of his enemies ;
edicts were publicly hung up as issued by him, and soon after a
slave, who greatly resembled him, and was no less skilled in sing-
ing and playing upon the harp, attempted to pass himself upon
the provinces of Asia and Achaia for the deceased prince ; but
was seized dnd executed in the island of Cynthus. Scveral coun-
terfeit Neros appeared afterwards ; one especially in the reign of
the Emperor Domitian ncarly twenty years after the true Nero
was dead, created great disturbances in the East, where he was
followed by vast crowds.”’— Universal History, vol. xiv.
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obelisk, the loftiest and most perfect in Rome; its
hieroglyphics are enigmatical to me, but while I ex-
amine them, a voice seems to issue from the obelisk
and narrate its wonderful history. Lament not, O
stranger, the fall of Rome, that proud but now hur-
bled city. Thebes is fallen, that far more glorious
city. As for my age, I cannot pretend to any great
antiquity, being hardly more than 2,500 years old,
which is equal to betwcen eighty or nincty of your
transitory generations. Yet short as my experience
hath been, my history may be instructive, at least to
you, ye children of yesterday. 1 was born in the dregs
of time; it was in the reign of Amasis, co-eval with
some of the first kings of Rome, that I came from the
ancient cavern of the granite rocky Syene.

As soon as my sides were adorned with these sacred
characters, that still remain so fresh, I was floated down
the Nile from the Cataracts, to the level meadows of
Heliopolis. There I stood before the Temple of the
Sun, no more than seven centuries, having been re-
moved thence to Rome, where I have been now scarce
1800 years. The changes in the rise and decline of
science I have witnessed, and the visits of Thales,
Solon, and Pythagoras, to Egypt. The Persian and
Grecian revolutions levelled the proud monarchy and
the free republic, and I was carried to Rome by her
victorious legions in the Augustan age. The storms
which laid waste the Roman empire from the North,
have swept over my head; Alaric, Genseric, Goth,
Vandal, and Christian, devastated this city before my
eyes. In these repeated hurricanes, we, the Egyptian
obelisks, bowed our venerable heads in the dust. We
lay buried, and arts, and science, and learning with us,
for 1000 years. Replaced by Sixtus Quintus, I thought
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the Augustan age of science and learning was restored ;
little have I witnessed since to verify my expectation.
How long I may be permitted to stand here erect, I
know not. Perhaps, by a future generation, I shall
be removed from my present basis and embarked on a
voyage to the shores of that western world of which I
have heard, to adorn the streets of some stately city,
the foundations of which are not yet laid.

Amazed at what I heard, I walked slowly home,
ruminating, like the learned Poggius, on ¢ the vicis-
situdes of fortune.”
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CHAPTER IX.
MORNING WALKS IN ROME.

The Jesuits’ College and Chureh.—Control of that Society over
the Press—The Propaganda.—Its Exhibition in Honour of the
Holy Magi.—Discipline of the Noviciates.—Walk by the Porta
Pia to the Mons Sacer.—Mencnius Agrippa’s Apologue.—The
Anio.— Lifc in a Tomb.— The Improvisatore verified.— A
Cardinal exercising.—Return by the Muro Torto through the
Flaminian Gate to the Propaganda.—The Buffalo’s Singular
History of Father Rillo.—A few Suggestions to the Heads of
the English Church.

¢ Their’s is a wondrous spell ! ”’

I was invited by a friend, who had obtained an
order of admission, to visit with him the Jesuit estab-
lishment. Gladly assenting, we set out at an early
hour to examine the abode of the disciples of Ignatius
Loyola. It is impossible to reflect on the singular
part the Jesuits have acted on the theatre of the world,
without feeling a deep though painful interest in their
system of life, and discipline. A sensation of awe per-
vades, instinctively, the mind of a Protestant as he
crosses the threshold of the vast building occupied by
the indefatigable, and apparently invincible enemies of
his faith and creed. The site of this Jesuit establish-
ment is convenient and central. To reach it you pro-
ceed straight by the Corso, admiring the fine palaces
which adorn either side of this street of business and
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fashion, pass the Piazza Colonna, round which are
grouped the Post-office, the best modern edifice in
Rome, its colonnade resting on pillars of marble brought
from Veii. Courts of justice, Palazzo della Camera
Apostolica, and churches ; the centre adorned with the
celebrated Antonine Column of Marcus Aurelius, and
containing a wide basin of water, supplied from a spark-
ling and unfailing fountain. Remembering Gibbon’s
character of the philosophical emperor, as we gaze on
the column which records his virtues and achievements,
we proceed on our way, and soon arrive at the Piazza
di Venezia, fronted by a vast gloomy edifice, a fortress
where Popes once dwelt, which afterwards passed to the
famous Republic of Venice, now belongs to the pa-
ternal government of Austria, and is the residence of
its patriotic ambassador. We are now at the ex-
tremity of the Corso, and turning into the Via del
Gesu, are soon standing before the Jesuits’ establish-
ment, whence the general of that well-disciplined body
despatches his emissaries to every quarter of the globe,
to execute his supreme commands.

Quickly admitted, we lounged through the long galle-
ries, until a gentleman arrived to guide us over the house.
He proved to be Mr. Glover, an elderly Englishman,
who has been twenty years in this college, possessing, it
is said, an influence second only to that of the general
himself. This accomplished Jesuit must have been in
high favour with Pope Gregory, as he was chosen censor
over books published in two languages, English, and I
believe, Latin. His name appears in the Imprimatur
thus, Nikil Obstat. Glover. We were fortunate in our
guide, who possessed an intelligent countenance, a mild
agreeable manner, and gentle voice. He took us over
the whole institution ; as we passed along the galleries
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several of the Order met our party, each saluted our
guide, touching their cap with a formal gravity. The
dress of the whole company of Jesuits in their col-
lege is the same, a black cloth coat, which from the
waist falls round the person like a woman’s garment, in
the outside of which is a small pocket. Every brother
wore a tight black skull cap. Cleanliness and coolness
pervaded the vast building. Our guide remarked, that
the inmates enjoyed perfect health in the heat of summer.
These Jesuits have no parishes, but affixed to the walls
in one gallery we saw a kind of ticket-case, where was
labelled the name of a brother, and his district in the
city for that day. The sphere of daily duty is thus
arranged every morning, so there is no conflict or con-
fusion amongst the brethren ; each man has the scene of
his appropriate exertions allotted to him, it may be
presumed, according to the nature of the work to be
done, and the capacity of the particular Jesuit to do it.
We may further conclude a report is made to the
general by each brother, of his daily labours ; what
their duties may be I know not, for these Jesuits have
no parochial functions; we may charitably believe they
visit the sick, confirm the wavering, hear confessions,
and spread their doctrines amongst the young. What
at once struck me as curious in the system was, that
here existed a skilful police, in vigorous daily action
over the entire City of Rome, each officer having no
larger district than he could perfectly attend to ; thus
manifestly, the Jesuit general each morning could tell
exactly the state of political feeling in every quarter of
the city, and regulate the movements of his troops ac-
cordingly, a formidable, and by Cardinal Lambruschini
esteemed a valuable corps; and certainly from discipline,
‘habits, knowledge they would be so, either as con-
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federates or enemies. We were conducted through
halls, refectories, and to the quarter most respected,
namely, where are the treasured relics of Ignatius
Loyola, his chapel, and the room in which he died.
The brotherhood purchased (as I understood) the
house in which the great founder died, and have en-
closed it within their institution. There is a picture
of Ignatius, and an autograph of his hand-writing
shewn here. Bigot as he was, how amazing the influ-
ence his stern principles produced on a section of the
human race. I gazed on his countenance with a much,
although a somewhat, different interest from that with
which I should contemplate a Cromwell or a Napoleon.
We finally were led into the spacious library, at the
door of which Mr. Glover took his leave.

. Every facility for study seems afforded: what the
chavacter of the books on the well-filled shelves were, I
cannot say, but we received much amusement from the
announcement that in the small apartment (kept locked)
at the end of the library were preserved all the books
ever written against the Jesuits. Expressing a desire
to see this room, it was at once opened, and certainly
although small compared with the apartment we had
quitted, there stood a formidable array of volumes
around us, in all languages. My companion coolly en-
quired whether ¢ The Wandering Jew,” by Eugene
Sue, was in the collection : the brother, who was now
our guide, quietly replied it had not yet arrived, but
was daily expected. We were then led to the private
door into the church, and left to our meditations. We
had spent two hours in the establishment, having
received the utmost courtesy and attention. It was
clean, orderly, and seemed regulated by a perfect system
of discipline, understood by all its members, who
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number, I think, 140, but I am not positive as to this
statement. Their control over the press in Rome is
said to be complete. The Jesuit himself submits to a
double censorship, that is, first, to the censor of the
order, that nothing may be printed not acceptable to
the general, or the principles of the confederation, and
secondly, to the censor, whomsoever he may be, who is
appointed by the State. We now entered the vast
church of the Jesuits, Gesu, (the best evidence which
could be given of the wealth of the Order,) objection-
able from the profusion of decoration with which the
walls, ceiling, altar, tribune, and side-chapels are loaded.
Marbles of the most rare and costly description, and
lapis lazuli, and verde amtique, and frescoes and paint-
ings, and marble groups of allegorical representations.
Here lies the body of Saint Ignatius himself, buried
under a load of precious stones. Verily these saga-
cious men understand poor human nature well, they
captivate the reason through the medium of the senses.
The fabric of the church is, I think, in bad taste; of
enormous size, and, as I have said, loaded with gor-
geous decorations. On the 1st of January, 1846, 1
was present in this church at a grand festival, when
Pope Gregory attended in full pontifical state. The
Jesuits are highly favoured, no less by the good-natured
looking pontiff, than his stern minister, Cardinal Lam-
bruschini. In what manner they exert their influence
towards promoting the education, happiness, or enlight-
enment of the Roman people, is a deeply interesting
inquiry.

Following the Jesuits let us direct our steps towards
the Propaganda in the Piazza di Spagna, which pos-
sesses a higher degree of architectural beauty than the
building we have quitted. It was founded for the ex-
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press purpose of training Italians and foreigners to act
as missionaries in other countries. I regard the Pro-
paganda as one of the most remarkable of the institu-
tions. A considerable number of youths are here
taught languages, theology, casuistry, and whatever
else may be necessary to fit them for spreading the
religion of Rome in remote quarters of the world. In
the same building accommodation is reserved for distin-
guished apostates, such as Abbé Newman, who was
received with peculiar favour, hospitably entertained,
and I presume suitably instructed in the mysteries of
the faith.

To-day (that is 10th of January) I have a ticket to
witness an academical exhibition of the pupils of this
singular college, in honour of the Holy Magi. This
exhibition consisted in the delivering of short orations,
dialogues, and exhortations, in verse, in fifty-one lan-
guages. The printed paper handed about specified the
name and nation of the speaker, and the style of
address he was to make. The room was circular, and
the pupils ranged on seats rising above each other,
opposite the spectators. The Cardinal Mezzofanté
presided. There were Chinese and Japanese, and
youths of different complexions. In several languages,
however, there were no declaimers. The Scotch dis-
ciple shouted lustily in verse; the burden of his song
was, Caledonia once had the true faith—once belonged
to Rome, and would soon return to the mother who
loved her. :

The professed Englishman had pretty much the
same theme; he said the greatness of England would
be complete if she returned to the Church she had de-
serted ; and he intimated plainly there was now a happy
prospect of her embracing truth. A dialogue between
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two Chinese rising into a dispute, was the most amusing
scene of the exhibition. I thought the accent of the
gentleman who spoke English was peculiar; inquiring
from an honest Irish priest who stood near, I was an-
swered, the youth was an American, a pleasing. fact.
There appeared no Englishman, at least to declaim
amongst the students, in the Propaganda. This insti-
tution is wholly under the management of the Jesuits,
as is the Collegio Romano; add the establishment
before described to their other sources of authority,
their control over the press, and it may be well con-
ceived the influence of the Jesuits in Rome under
Gregory X V1. is omnipotent. The training of the
youths in the Propaganda is not merely scholastic,—
while the mind is tutored their bodies are inured to
vigorous exercises. Let us follow the brethren in their
favourite walk through the Porta Pia into the Cam-
pagna: they set out in parties of three, disputing
points of casuistry, and darken the road in their well
known costume. An agreeable ascent conducts them
to the ancient Porta Nomentana ; thence the stout dis-
ciples of Loyola prolong their walk to the Mons
Sacer, three miles beyond the gate. While we ob-
serve their habits we may note the objects of interest
on the road, which affords the most agreeable walking
excu:sion out of Rome. The Porta Pia itself deserves
our notice ; we may refer to Canina for the description
not only of it but the ancient walls, thence to the
Flaminian Gate. Issuing from the Porta Nomentana
we proceed by an elevated pathway, marvellously clean,
straight into the Campagna, we catch quickly a view of
the distant mountains, and feel braced already to emu-
lation with the hardy noviciates. On our left, at a
short distance, we have the Villa Albani, and it reflects
VOL. II. ¥
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the highest credit on the Cardinal by whom it was
built and embellished ; it is of exquisite design, and
was planned by a profound antiquary.

The statuary, porticos, and grounds, deserve a
visit, but we can at present only admire its structure,
as the noble palace shines in the sun. We soon pass
a cockney villa of the Prince Torlonia on our right.
It is just finished, and adorned with new broken arches,
young columns, little pillars, and all kinds of modern
ruins. The Prince, like Mac Sycophant in the play,
“ Built them last week himself.” This Torlonia keeps
a bank, lends money to the Pope, in return has the
lucrative monopolies of salt and tobacco, which yield
him immense profit, gives receptions to the English,
when his wife, a Colonna, glitters in diamonds, and
the prince furnishes smart bills to his customers in re-
turn for his hospitality. This patchwork villa, in such
a place as Rome, is in miserable taste. Let us hasten
onwards ; the blue sky above cheering our spirits,
while the wide Campagna, bounded by the distant hills,
on which Albano, Frescati, Tibur, are proudly seated,
classic ground every inch, is opening to our view. The
Noviciates are in advance. We may overtake them in
pious meditation at the old church on our left called S.
Agnese fuori le Mure, built, it is said, by Constantine,
on the spot where the body of St. Agnes was disco-
vered. With all my respect (which -is qualified) for
the imperial convert and the saint, I never could re-
main in the church above five minutes, a deadly chill
pervades the interior, for it is subterranean, at least
twenty-five feet below the surface of the soil, so you
descend into it by a long flight of steps. DBut the
form of the edifice, that of the old basilica, and ahove
all, the strange assemblage of marble columns torn .
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from ancient temples of various colours and shape,
well deserve examination. Of thirty-two antique co-
lumns, some are of the rarest marble in Rome. In
this church may be witnessed the strangest ceremony,
I presume, which now is acted in any temple of Chris-
tian worship on the face of the earth. That of bless-
ing the lambs. On the 21st (I think) of January, two
living animals, which have been carefully fed and cleaned
are brought into the church and blessed : their wool is,
I was informed, used for the Pallia which the Pope
sends to archbishops on their consecration. The flesh
of these lambs is feasted on by the Pope at Easter.
We may well believe the bringing these living ani-
mals to the altar in a Christian church an exhibition
which the enlightened Roman Catholics in France or
Germany would discountenance and repress.

We now descend gradually to the old picturesque
bridge over the Anio, the river described by Horace in
an unfinished yet felicitous ode.

Me nec tam patiens Lacedeemon,
Nec tam Larissee percussit campus opimz,
Quam domus Albune@ resonantis,
Et preeceps Anio, ac Tiburni lucus, et uda
Mobilibus pomaria rivis.
But me, nor patient Lacedzemon charms,
Nor fair Larissa with such transport warms,
As put: Albunca’s far-resounding source,
And rapid Anio * headlong in his course,

At the other side the river is the Mons Sacer, the
limits of our walk ; crossing the bridge, roofed in part,
which must have been a little fortress in the Middle
Ages, I perceived two artists near- the banks of this

* The Anio, near Tibur, precipitates itself from a rock, in a
cascade; therefore it is called praceps.
F 2
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classic stream, sketching the surrounding scenery, which
possesses all the characteristics of the Campagna, its
broken ruins, and desolate grandeur. Ascending through
the fields the clevation on the right, we stand on the
Mons Sacer, and are reminded of Menenius Agrippa,
and his sagacious speech to the hungry, discontented,
citizens who had emigrated to this spot to deliberate
upon their wrongs. Whether he or Livy made it
matters not, it is equally agreeable and entertaining.

A few orators, like Agrippa, exerting their eloquence
to calm popular fury, would be useful even in our own
day.

Leisurely walking over the mount, solemn recollec~
tions are awakened. A vast expanse of lonely waste is
before us; yet all we see is stamped with a classic
renown. The ruins we behold standing up here and
there through the Campagna, tell the history of a
famous commonwealth passed away, yet living in the
pages of her poets and historians. We have here what
the world cannot elsewhere exhibit, a populous city in
the midst of a wilderness. Permanent ruin has over-
taken the surrounding Campagna, never to be remedied
till some more vigorous empire shall succeed the Papacy.

But what picturesque ruin is that I see before me,
just above the road patched with a modern door? Tt is
evidently an ancient tomb, converted into a habitation
for the miserable peasant of the Campagna. The in-
imitable description in the ¢ Improvisatore™ occurs to
my mind ; it is here verified to the life ;—

“ My home was neijther more nor less than one of the old
decayed tombs, of which so many remain here from the
most ancient times. Most of the shepherds of the Campagna
* dwell in these, because they find in them all that they re-
quire for shelter, nay, even for comfort.. They excavate one
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of the vaults, open a few holes, lay on a roof of reeds, and
the dwelling is ready. Ours stood upon a height, and con-
sisted of two stories. Two Corinthian pillars at the narrow
door-way bore witness to the antiquity of the building, as
well as the three broad buttresses to its after repairs, Per-
haps it had been used in the Middle Ages for a fort ; a hole
in the wall above the door served as a window ; one half of
the roof was composed of a sort of reed and of twigs, the
other half consisted of living bushes, from among which
the honeysuckle hung down in rich masses over the broken
wall ; thus, here, in what were the receptacles for the dead,
do the living dwell.”

We take another glance over the melancholy waste
and the herds of buffuloes grazing around us. Then
descending, pursue the robust noviciates returning to
the Propaganda. Within a mile of the gate we meet
that phenomenon, a cardinal exercising. I can distin-
guish in the distance his red hat and scarlct cloak ; the
noviciates quit the pathway, salute his cminence with
deep obeisance, pausing to regard a futurc Pope. It
should be understood a cardinal scldom sets foot to the
ground in the streets of Rome. This would be consi-
dered a departure from propriety, so the meek church-
man drives in his big carriage, attended invariably by
his chaplain and three footmen, to a sunny outlet, such
as the road leading to the Mons Sacer. There bis
eminence descends from the carriage, as do the chaplain
and the three footmen. The cardinal and priest walk
slowly along the pathway, the three footmen follow
close behind, dressed in jack-boots, cocked hats, huge
box cloaks of faded blue cloth, edged with a silver lace,
‘or a variegated binding, and carrying huge Italian um-
brellas. A walk of half a mile will satisfy a cardinal.
- The clerical party reseat themselves in the gaudy coach,



102 BUFFALOES.

and his eminence returns to his statues and pictures, or
mayhap the cares of this happy state. Instead of
entering Rome by the Porta Pia, we may agreeably
vary the route by turning to our right, and walking
round the walls of Rome to the Porta del Popolo.

An agreeable recreation it will be found to leave the
city by one gate, roam into the wide Campagna, and re-
turn by another; this enables the pedestrian leisurely
to compass the entire circuit of the walls, and repeat
favourite walks as occasion may suit. When it is re-
membered the circuit of the walls is fourteen miles, the
mistake of devoting a single day to the examination,
will be perceived. Here at least ¢ the past must pre-
dominate over the present ™ each moment we raise our
cyes and look upon the walls of Rome. The memory
of her ancient splendour and extraordinary history
must rccur forcibly to the minds cven of carcless ob-
servers. It seems as though we were engaged in study-
ing the most solemn and affecting page of her story.
Perfect silence, nay, a gloomy stillness, reigns un-
broken as we move along in the deep shadow cast forth
by the venerable walls; thé scenc is favourable to
serious meditation ; but our sad musings are interrupt-
ed by the sudden approach of a herd of buffaloes.
These ferocious beasts are driven by peasants mounted
on black shelties, armed with long wooden spears, and
dressed in sheep-skin brecches and loose cloaks. It
would be extremely perilous to meet these brutes in &
place where no escape could be made; accordingly
there arc placed strong barriers of wood at intervals
along the walls which admit the passenger to entrench
himself in safety until the danger is past. The buffalo
is no doubt a peculiar looking, but I think a hideous,
beast, and a poor substitute for the English ox. We
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have passed the Porto Salana, through which is the
direct road to the Villa Albani, and have reached the
Muro Torto. We here behold the walls of Rome for
a length of more than forty feet leaning out of the per-
pendicular, as it leaned in the days of the Emperor
Aurclian. It has not fallen, being under the special
protection of St. Peter.

We pass the Borghese gardens on our right, and are
now opposite the English Church, which is outside the
City-gate, close to the Swine-market, and abattoir
where these animals are killed in a second, by an
instrument thrust into the heart. This district is
generally filthy ; but we must not grumble after so
agreeable an excursion ; and picking our steps we turn
into the city by the Porta dcl Popolo, and pursue the
Jesuits into the Propaganda. DBut what has become
of the head of the IPropaganda, the indefatigable
Father Rillo ?*  He had been long the leader of the
noviciates, not merely in their mental but bodily exer-
cises, sometimes conducting them so far as Tivoli and
the neighbouring mountains, returning with his zealous
pupils to the college by midnight. He trained the
noviciates into hardy and vigorous men, inured them
to fatigue, and fitted them for action in seasons of
emergency or peril. Father Rillo, I understood, had
travelled in remote countries as a missionary himself,
escaped many dangers, was versed in languages, and
of course a Jesuit. Ultimately nominated President
of the Propaganda, he discharged his duties with re-
markable ability, while enjoying the society of a po-
lite and learned capital. Malta is a stronghold of

* For the truth of the following narrative I depend on the

statement of a clergyman who had been for some time resident in
Rome, and who was familiar with the discipline of the Propaganda.
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Jesuitism. A mercantile traveller from Africa chanced
to communicate to the Bishop of Malta, that a king-
dom heretofore unknown had been discovered and
visited in the interior of that continent, the natives of
which were of course idolaters, but might possibly be
converted if missionaries were dispatched to make the
bold attempt. The man offered himself to return to
Africa on this hazardous mission, provided a competent
missionary accompanied him. The bishop, satisfied
of the truth of this communication, wrote to Pope
Gregory, acquainting him with the discovery and pro-
posal, and requested his holincss to send a suitable
person to Malta, to procced thence in the perilous
undertaking of converting the Aborigines of this un-
explored division of the heathen world. The Pope
summoned the General of the Order of the Jesuits, and
informing him of this communication, required him to
name a fit man for the dangerous office. The general
considered, and then declared he knew of no person
at that time in Rome fit for such a mission to the
interior of Africa, and so withdrew. However, he
quickly returned, and acquainted the Pope, on further
consideration he had found in Father Rillo a suitable
person for the undertaking. Father Rillo, head of
the Propaganda, was commanded to proceed to Africa.
The Jesuit instantly obeyed, quitted Rome on his
dangerous enterprise, and may have, cre now, been
roasted alive for his obedience. How amazing the
discipline of this Order, when such a man could be
summarily sent on such a mission! To doubt the sin-
cerity or zeal of these Jesuits seems to me impossible.
Hypocrites seldom sacrifice happiness and life to uphold
what they believe to be imposture. The Jesuit mis-
sionaries to China and Paraguay were devoted to what
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they believed to be a divine work. As, however, the
aim of the Jesuits was not to induce their converts to
embrace sound opinions, but to submit to rites, to make
outward Christians, and influence the children by their
system of training and cducation, therefore it is im-
possible to regret their failure, while we denounce the
cruelties under which they have somctimes suffered.
What system does the Church of England oppose to
the compact and perfect discipline of the Propaganda ?
Where in England are these youths from remote quar-
ters of the globe, training under able masters to return
in due season to their own kingdoms, and convert their
countrymen ? ‘What large well-disciplined school exists
to educate even Englishmen for missionary labours ?
Separate socicties there are, no doubt, accomplishing
much good. But I believe the training school at Is-
lington consists of twenty-four young men thrown pro-
miscuously together, and that missionaries are picked
up here and there.as they can be got. I am aware
that theological institutions for the education and
training of clergy have been founded in Toronto,
Quebec, and several other colonies, especially in the
East Indies. These are valuable but disjointed efforts.
Where is there any institution in Ingland to be com-
pared with the Propaganda in Rome? But is in-
domitable energy only to be enlisted in the cause of
error? Is not truth equally inspiring? Let the
bishops of the Church of England bestir themselves in
this great and pressing matter, and turn their attention
towards accomplishing a glorious and comprehensive
work. Surely they have scope for the exertion of all
their talents, learning, picty, and zeal, to prove a match
for their powerful opponents of the Propaganda. Why

not resolve on the foundation, upon scriptural princi-
Fb
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ples, of such a college as the Propaganda, to be built
in some healthy convenient district of England? The
English people for a noble purpose, wisely undertaken
under the dircction of the heads of the pure church,
will supply the means ; able masters, and teachers, and
disciplinarians, may be scarce, but they are not impos-
sible to find. Let the bishops pick out in each dio-
cese energetic youths adapted to missionary life, for
the purpose of training in this college. A select num-
ber of foreigners might be imported and usefully in-
structed in the reformed faith, and the system of our
church, and then returned to their own country to teach
their fellow-countrymen as natives only can teach.
Languages should be systematically taught, and some
knowledge of the art of medicine. Nor do I see why
religious artizans and agriculturists might not be valu-
able helps to the success of missions. The false sys-
tem of the Jesuits has had partial success, because of
the untiring cnergy and profound craft they have evinced,
but it never can take root in human nature. The doc-
trines of the Reformation might be expected to spread
more rapidly throughout the world, had we such an
establishment as suggested, whence fit and able, because
well-trained men, could be sent at a moment’s warning
to all corners of the earth, mighty in the Scripture, pre-
pared to conquer ignorance, and combat error by the
help of truth, and the irresistible power of the word of
God.
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CHAPTER X.

MORNING WALKS IN ROME,

The Quirinal.—Palazzo Pontificio.—Monte Cavallo and its Orna-
ments.—The Pope in Conclave.—Cardinals in their State.—
The Swiss Harlequins.—The Old and the New Cardinals.—A
Ceremony.—Rospigliosi Palace.—Guido’s Aurora,—Summits of
the Esquiline.—DBasilica of Sunta Maria Maggiore.—Corinthian
Column.—S8an Pictro in Vincoli.—Return by the Viminal and
Church of Santa Maria delle Angeli.—Origin of Cardinals, their
Number, Titles, and Dress.—The Title of Pope, not confined
to the Bishop of Rome.—Father Paul, a good Antiquary.

“ Those ancient men, what were they, who achieved
A sway beyond the greatest conquerors ;
Setting their feet upon the necks of kings,
And, through the world, subduing, chaining down
The free immortal spirit?  Were they not
Mighty magicians ¢”

Ascenpine from the Piazza Barberini, I reach the
street, called Le Quattre Fontane, and very appropri-
ately, because there are no less than four fountains, one
at each corner of four streets, which shoot out their waters
and supply the people abundantly if they would only
use the blessing. From this spot I have, in the centre
of the street, a striking view—before me is the renowned
Basilica of Santa Maria Maggiore, seated on the Esqui-
line hill, and the Egyptian Obelisk which once adorned
the entrance to the Mausoleum of Augustus, now, by
the piety of Pope Sixtus, surmounted with the cross.
If I turn round, the prospect of the Piazza Barberini, and
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the Via Felici meets the eye; on my left, a pleasant
walk would conduct me to the Porta Pia, and the Cam-
pagna. But it would be disrespectful to Pope Gregory
not to pay homage to his Holiness as he sits in state
in his huge palace, on the Quirinal hill ; so I turn to the
right and walk along the Via del Quirinale, in compli-
ment to the Papacy surprisingly clean, and in a few
minutes I am standing in the wide Piazza, or what is
called Monte Cavallo, without any question the best
site for a palace in Rome. Here is judiciously placed
the Palazzo Pontificio, pleasantly called the Pope’s
country house—the Vatican being his town residence.
Exactly over the entrance is the balcony, from which
his Holiness gives his benediction, and where the new
Pope is joyfully announced, when their eminences, the
cardinals, are able to make up their minds whom to
choose. Right opposite this balcony stands another
Egyptian Obelisk, the fellow of that at Santa Maria
Maggiore, and which had also adorned the same Mauso-
leum, but it is without hieroglyphics and patched up;
then we have here also a fountain, the water flowing from
an ancient granite basin found in the old Forum, and
removed to this hill, to afford the father of the faithful
an agreeable view, and preserve wholesome water for
him to drink. To give a finish to the decorations, be-
side the Obelisk are placed the two marble horses, with
their attendant figures commonly called Castor and
Pollux ; others will have it that one man and horse is
but a copy of the other, and describe the separate group
as signifying Alexander taming Bucephalus. I believe
the fact to be that the workmanship of one of these
horses is superior to that of the other, because cminent
sculptors say so. From the inscriptions which must be
as old as Constantine, inasmuch as the group was found
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in his baths ;* these horses would seem to be the work
of Phidias and Praxiteles,—not very likely, however, as
the period of a century intervened between these famous
sculptors. The horse and men are Greek, and emi-
nently deserving our study and admiration. The style
in which the ornaments of this Piazza or Monte Cavallo}
are arranged, is an example of the good taste in which
the public places of the city are laid out and adorned,
and forms a singular contrast to the bad taste prevalent
in private buildings.

But while I bask in the sunshine, and muse o’er the
artistic fame of Greece—the gilded coaclies of the car-
dinals are rattling through the Piazza, and I find there
is a conclave to introduce a new member, who may him-
self hereafter succeed St. Peter. Being suitably attired, I
cross the spacious court of the pontifical palace, and as-
cend the grand staircase. The Swiss guards are in
their holiday costume, and certainly Michael Angelo
must have been in a merry mood when he designed their
motley dress. How comical to behold fifty harlequins
guarding the gravest functionary of the infallible church,
but complete harlequins in costume and appearance
are they, equipped for the performance of a Christmas
pantomime ; but I must advance, for it is very amusing,
because novel, to stand near the door of the grand
chapel, and look at the cardinals as they enter one by
one at short intervals; accompanied by a chaplain in
full black clerical costume, followed by an attendant in
russet brown, with a bag, and their footmen in bright
liveries, whose coats hang loosely upon their shoulders,
as if made for their grandfathers.

* Refer to Canina, Region VI, for the aescription of these baths
and the statues found therein,
t 8o called from the group of statuary described.
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The party draw up in the outer hall to settle the tail
of his eminence ; the bag is opened, robe taken out and
adjusted, and let down so as to sweep the ground in a
long, graceful train. The dress of a cardinal on such
state occasions is not only rich and splendid, but pecu-
liarly elegant and becoming. The colours on certain
festivals vary; red, purple, white. Sometimes during
a religious ceremony the tippet is removed and laid
aside ; why, I never could find out. This I would re-
gret, as it looks beautiful enough, yet I am consoled
by observing what is underneath is even finer still. But
I must enter to see what a cardinal does when he struts
in so proudly, like a peacock with his gaudy tail. He
sweeps along between files of obsequious Swiss; the
noble guard receive him as a prince of the blood. The
moment his eminence crosses the threshold of the sacred
enclosure he drops gently on his knees ; while engaged
in pious meditations, the fine gentlemen of the palace,
(who wait on the Pope in black court-dress, lace ruffles,
and sword,) not to lose time, settle the dress about the
shoulders of the cardinal and pull out the tail properly.
When his eminence rises all is right, and he may move
on, which he does with solemn dignity ; not, however,
to his seat, but to salute his holiness the Pope, who sits
apart in solitary grandeur under a canopy, with two
priests at each side, to fold and unfold his robe, and
take off his mitre and put it on again, and hold the
book, with a pair of huge wax-candles lighted in broad
day, to enable his holiness at intervals of the service to
read. One might suspect the Pope had neither arms
nor hands, for he never touches anything, except when
a cardinal kneels before him, when he graciously extends
his robe, on which a cross is embroidered, to the devout
man to kiss, which when the cardingl (who never kisses
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his slipper) has done, le rises, makes a profound obeis-
ance, and then gravely moves to his place on one of the
cushioned benches which surround the enclosure. Here
a difficulty would arise as to what should be done with
his long tail, which looked so beautiful as he strutted
along the floor. This is guarded against by a prudent
arrangement. There is a lower bench, on which is
seated the attendant in russet who carries his master’s
bag ; this practitioner rises, adjusts the cardinal’s robe,
enables him conveniently to sit down, and then seats
himself, ready for any emergency, at the fect of his
eminence. Occasionally the members of the Sacred
College, during a religious ceremony, rise and descend to
the floor ; the men in russet arc on the alert, watch the
tails and untwist them, so that not the least discompo-
sure happens. The new cardinal was now introduced
by two of his brethren. How finc he was! His crim-
gson stockings, and scarlet robes, and shining buckles,
and sparkling diamond ring delighted me exceedingly.
He went through all the ceremonies cleverly, and grew
quickly into a pillar of the church. Sometimes the whole
company of cardinals stood up and with much formality
bowed to each other, as if for the first time making ac-
quaintanceship. Again they whispered confidentially,
what secret I know not; but when the new cardinal
was made, they had all severally to embrace him—a se-
rious business to get through. This is done by each
laying both arms on the shoulders of the other, as if the
cardinals were about to wrestle (which, some say, they
do for power, and occasionally one of the wrestlers will
get a heavy fall). This embrace is to prove their affec-
tion for the new comer, (and, no doubt, that affection
must be very sincere,) who thenceforward is as great a
personage as they are.
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I confess my admiration for the Sacred College ; they
are the best dressed men I ever saw; and they look so
stately and grand, they quite fascinate me. Poor Saint
Paul would have seemed a very humble Apostle placed
in juxtaposition with these ecclesiastical princes! I
pondered what might the thoughts of these grave men
be. Are their breasts torn by avarice, ambition, and
lust of power? Do they prize or despise the glittering
baubles of this world ? The picture drawn by Ranke
of the Roman Court in the sixteenth century is not
pleasing,—the outward mask of picty put on to hide a
dissimulating, grasping spirit, and a profound selfishness.
Let me hope better things of the churchmen seated in
bright array around. Old Mezzofanti, the universal
linguist, with, I think, a heavy countenance; and sour-
faced Acton,—and plotting Della Genga,—and jolly
Piccolomini,—and gentlemanly Barberini,—and little
gouty Gizzi, with his merry eye,—and the radical Ca-
puchin, Micara, who suspects his brethren and loves
justice,—and the haughty Lambruschini, with a good
face and figure and a remorseless heart,—and many more,
I trust, better men,—all by the will of a Pope converted
from officials or priests into ecclesiastical and temporal
princes, and rulers of the whole Christian world.

Those who visit Rome when the Pope is at the Va-
tican, may by an order sce the interior of this summer-
palace, and many good pictures and frescoes adorn its
walls. One I greatly liked, of Horatius Cocles man-
fully defending the bridge, before Popes flourished, “ in
the brave days of old.” The ladies of my party would
even sce the chamber where the Pope slept; but this
they were told was strictly forbidden, no woman being
permitted to cross the sacred threshold. There are spa-
cious gardens, protected by lofty hedges from the sun,
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along the melancholy walks of which the unfortunate
Pope may pace when he wishes to catch an idea of
country life. ¢ I would not be the Pope.”

Emerging from the crowd of splendid ecclesiastics, I
cross the Piazza and enter the grounds of the Rospig-
liosi Palace. Here the old Romans once bathed ; and
many fine busts and statues were discovered amidst the
ruins of the baths of Constantine. My object is not
to see the palace, but to get admission to the garden
and the casino, and enjoy a view of that well-known
“Aurora™ of Guido. The colours are still fresh and
brilliant as when laid on by the pencil of that famous
master. It is one of the few frescoes that has perfectly
withstood the wasting effects of time. Apollo guides
the fiery steeds; which had Phaeton beheld careering
in the heavens he would scarce have madly tempted
fate. Aurora*® scatters flowers before the chariot of the
Sun, and beautiful female figures around the car, repre-
sent the advance of the Hours. The critics dispute
learnedly whether Guido’s or Guercino’s * Aurora” ex-
cels ; the opinion of Forsyth satisfies me. Speaking of
Guercino’s, he says :—

“If, compared with the Aurora of the Rospigliosi pavilion,
its composition will be found less obvious, and its story more
learned. In allegorizing Nature, Guercino imitates the deep
shades of night, the twilight grey, and the irradiations of
morning, with all the magic of ckéaroscuro ; but his figures
are too mortal for the region where they move. The work
of Guido is more poetic, and luminous, and soft, and harmo-

¥ «__Ecce vigil rutilo patefecit ab ortu
Purpurcas Aurora fores, et pleng rosarum
Atria. Diffugiunt stellee : quarum agmina cogit
Lucifer, et ceeli statione novissimus exit.”
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nious. Cupid, Aurora, Pheebus form a climax of beauty, and
the Hours seem as light as the clouds on which they dance.”

Leaving the Quirinal, I turn to the Esquiline Hill,
because its antiquity invites, and I wish to visit the
Basilica of Santa Maria Maggiore. Its exterior disap-
points, but the interior is imposing.  The roof of the
nave is rather low, divided into compartments, and
richly gilded ; its chief attraction consists of two rows
of Tonic columns of white marble, thirty-six in number,
and supposed to have belonged to the Temple of Juno
Lucina.* The church is nearly three hundred feet in
length,and, at the upper end, is the tribune adorned with
mosaics. The altar is an urn of porphyry, and the four
supporting columns of the baldacchino are of the same
material, entwined with gilt palm-lcaves. ~When illu-
minated on Christmas eve, this basilica presents a bril-
liant appearance. It has two side-chapels, one oppo-
site the other, which contest the palm as to the absturd B
waste of money, in the erection of senseless decorations .
to record the fame and virtues of two dead men. One
was -erected by Sixtus V., and, I belicve, contains his
body, together with the sacred cradle; the other, and
by far the richest, being the most gorgeous in Rome,
was erected by a Borghese, Paul V., and is called the
Borghese Chapel. Agates, lapis lazuli, oriental jasper,
with every variety of rare marble, are lavished on the
walls and altar, and what may be considered by the
faithful as even more valuable, there is here a painting
of the ¢ Madonna,” announced by a Papal bull to be
the workmanship of St. Luke himself, whom I learned
in Rome was a clever artist, and accordingly patronizes
the academy of St. Luke to encourage painting. This

* Refer to Canina, Region V., for the description of this temple.
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church preserves admirably the form of the ancient
basilica. In describing this locality I ought not to
omit the tall Corinthian column standing in isolated
grandeur in front of this church From what classical
edifice originally taken I know not. It is a perfect
gem, nearly fifty feet in height, perfectly white, fluted,
and unbroken. If one may judge of the architecture of
the Imperial city from this single column, it must have
been unrivalled on carth. The column is on the sum-
mit of the Esquiline, purified and consecrated in the
usual manner by an ugly bronze statue of the Virgin,
which is perched upon the top, whence it is called
¢ Colonna della Vergine.” I may here mention that
among all the remains of antiquity there arc none more
interesting than the columns of a great variety of marble
" collected from all parts of the universe when the Roman
Empire was in its glory, and now erected in later fabrics,
or scattered through the palaces of Rome,

There is another summit to the Esquiline Hill, and
on it, in & situation removed from the bustle of Rome,
is built the church called San Pietro in Vincoli. This
name is given to it because the chain which bound
St. Peter at Jerusalem is carefully preserved here. The
precious relic would not have tempted me to repeat my
visit to this ancient church ; nor did I ever ask if it
could be seen ; when exhibited, on great occasions, it
gladdens the hearts of the faithful, and, I hope, quick-
ens their piety and inflames their zeal. The genuine
relic of Michael Angclo, his statue of ¢ Moses,” has
a higher charm for me; the sculptors say, with many
faults, it partakes of the sublime. It is in a sitting
posture; and, in my judgment, is executed in a style of
severe grandeur. Some critics affect to ridicule it.
“ One compares his head to a goat’s; another lis dress
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to a galley-slave’s ; but the true sublime resists all ridi-
cule: the offended Lawgiver frowns on undepressed,
and awes you with inherent authority.” *

“ What living form in solid marble bound
Sits here gigantic, while each stretch of art
Springs into being ? hark ! there scems to start
Forth from those living lips no fancied sound.
"Tis He !—his brow with forked radiance crown’d,
His beard’s full-flowing honours speak his name ;
*Tis Moscs !—thus from off the mount of flame
With god-like light encircling him he came.”

The readers of John Bell’s book on Italy will remem-
ber he selects this church as in his opinion, in structure
and architecture, of surpassing cxcellence. It has a
wide and lofty nave and two side aisles, and some twenty
beautiful Grecian marble columns of the Doric order
supporting the roof, and is, in sober truth, a noble edi-
fice. Few people can in such a situation frequent the
spacious church; but it does not appear te me the
founders ever meant the churches in Rome should be
used for devotional purposes—that is impossible, for
there are not congregations to fill one fourth part of
them. Wherever a vacant space appeared, the money
of the country has been judiciously cxpended in erect-
ing these imposing fabrics, and a spirit of emulation ex-
cited the piety of one age to exceed that of a preceding.
The like industry employed in other works of use-
fulness would have made the Romans a flourishing
people.

I do not at the same time agree with the political
economist, who censured the practice of building
churches because they yielded no profitable return; it

* Forsyth.
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is the useless excess I complain of, to the neglect of
matters of pressing necessity.*

Before we leave the Esquiline, let us remember this
mount was the favourite habitation of the poets; Co-
rinne reminds her readers,—

“Le Mont Esquilin était appelé le Mont des Poétes, par-
ceque Mécdne ayant son palais sur cette colline, Horace,
Properce, et Tibulle y avaient aussi leur habitation.” :

Returning from the Esquiline, near the spot where
the Viminal touches the Quirinal, we may conclude our
excursion by a visit to the celcbrated church of Santa
Maria degli Angeli, where we have seen Salvator Rosa
was buried. This church is in the same district we have
been exploring ; and, referring to Canina, Region V1.,
the reader has the description of the baths of Diocle-
tian, on the site of which this splendid edifice now
stands. It is singular this church is not one of those
selected by many critics for commendation, yet in form
I prefer it to St, Peter’s; it is the work of that asto-
nishing man, Michael Angelo. Canina informs us, the
great hall of Diocletians baths was, in the pontificate
of Pius IV, converted into the present church, accord-
ing to the design of the famous architect. The form is
that of the Greek cross, peculiarly favourable for dis-
playing at one view the whole interior of the building ;
and, when fully examined and compared with St. Pe-
ter’s in the shape of the Latin cross, the superiority of
the Greek cross is evident, There is a grand simplicity
in the design and execution of this fabric, and our ad-
miration is heightened by the certainty we have under

* The reader referring to Canina, Region IV, will perceive near
the church of San Pietro in Vincoli was the place in classic times
called the Suburra, and observe the ndte.
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our eye a part of a great work of antiquity, erected by
a tyrant and persecutor, now converted into a sublime
temple for Christian worship. The oriental granite co-
lumns are of large proportions, forty-three feet in height,
of a single block, and eight of sixteen are ancient, re-
maining as they stood in the days of the emperor. The
hall of Diocletian, being the transept, is three hundred
and ten feet long, seventy-six wide, and eighty-four
high ; the length of the nave is three hundred and forty
from the cntrance to the altar. There is attached to
the church a convent, which one of the monks will shew
to a gentleman : no female will be permitted to enter. I
walked in a cloister, the portico of which is upheld by
one hundred columns. Here are four corridors running
around a garden, in the centre of which Michael An-
gelo planted a cypress when he built the cloisters. The
traveller must repeat his visits to this church, and the
more frequently and thoroughly he examines its shape,
interior, and proportions, the more heartily will he admire
it and the more profound will be his admiration for the
genius of its architect. We have prolonged our walk,
and need reposc.

‘While resting from the morning’s pleasant labours, 1
feel curious to discover when cardinals and their fanci-
ful costume came into existence and fashion; for I am
so sceptical as to doubt that there is anything in Holy
Writ to countenance either, and I have no doubt they
bear but little resemblance to Peter or Paul, whom
they profess to follow. When, or how, did the title of
cardinal originate ? A famous Roman Catholic divine,
Father Paul, author of the ¢ History of the Council of
Trent,” has briefly explained this.

« Where churchmen of merit happened, by the calamities
of war, to be driven from their ministry, they fled to Rome
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and Ravenna, being the richest churches, where they were
well received, and maintained out of the common purse, in
the same manner with the clergy of the place. When any
vacancy happened, it was filled by some one of the strange
clergy, who, being thus provided for, was called ¢incardina-
tus ;’ * and he who stepped into a ministry, having had none
before, was called ¢ ordinatus.” This usage began in Italy
before 600, when many bishops and other clergymen were
plundered and driven from their cures by the ravages of the
Lombards, and were thus replaced in other churches as mi-
nisteries became vacant. The bishops were called ¢ episcops
cardinades, and the priests ¢ presbyteri cardinales.’”

“Now, the greatest part of these who were so driven from
their own churches, betaking themselves to those of Rome
and Ravenna which had most employments to give, and
these strangers finding a welcome reception there, it rarely
happened any of their own people were ordained, and this
was the reason why in these two churches all who had any
ministry were called  cardinales,’—a name which still re-
mains in the Church of Rome but not in Ravenna. Thus, the
name of ¢ cardinal,’ which at first derived itself from a very
low and abject condition, is, by a change of signification, be-
come a title so elevated that cardinals are now said to be
quasi cardines omnium terrarum. Until the time of Pope
Innocent I'V. the cardinals wore no habit, nor any mark of
distinction. He gave them the red hat on Christmas Eve in
the year 1244. Paul II. added the red cap ; and Urban VIII.
gave them the title of ¢ eminence,’ by a solemn bull. ¢ We
have thought a short deduction of this splendid Order, from
the original, necessary, as it concerns so eminent a dignity,
which at this day holds the second place in the church, and
for which the world seems not to afford titles pompous enough.”

* That is strictly speaking, admitted into a Society transferred
or transplanted.
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Father Paul was an excellent scholar, and seems to
me to have been a very honest man, and to have had a
little inclination towards sarcasm. Whence came the
title ¢ pontifex ?” He tells us,—

«As for the name of ¢ pontifex,” it was and is a name com-
mon to all bishops ; and there are some canons still extant,
wherein all bishops are styled ¢ summsi pontifices.” And even
the name of ¢ papa,” which seems to be a title most peculiar
to the Pontifex Romanus, was given indifferently To aLL
BisHoP8. St. Cyprian, Bishop of Carthage, is called ‘ papa ;’
St. Jerome gives this title to St. Augustine ; and in later
times Sidonius Apollinaris, and many of the bishops, style
one another by the name of ¢ popes.” Gregory VII. was the
first who, in the year 1076, decreed that the name of ¢ pope’
should be peculiar to him and his successors, and be ascribed
to none but the Roman Papa.”

This is fatal to any pre-eminence in the title of Pope,
appropriated exclusively by Gregory VII. by what may
be considered an act of usurpation. And how was the
Pope himself chosen, and when did his Holiness appoint
absolutely to bishops, or how? The same Roman
Catholic writer says,

¢« The Pope was always chosen by the people, and con-
firmed by the Emperor before consecration; and the other
bishops of Italy were never consecrated wntil the Emperor
kad first approved them. And this was yet more strictly ob-
served in France and Germany. When the Pope would
favour any man’s pretensions to a bishoprick neighbouring to
Rome, ke applied to the Emperor to desire his nomination.
And, if & happened that the Pope were applied to for ks con-
secration of a person who had not the imperial letters of
Uicence, he refused consecration till he obtained it. But, the
posterity of Charlemagne having been driven out of Italy in
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the year 884, Pope Hadrian III. ordained, ¢ That the Popes
should, for the future, be consecrated without applying to the
Emperor at all.’”

Thus did subsequent Popes improve upon the prac-
tice of their predecessors, and usurp an authority they
did not originally possess. According to Gibbon, the
right of electing a Pope by the nobles, people, and in-
ferior clergy was abolished by Alexander 111., who de-
fines the right of clection in the sole College of Cardi-
nals.

“ They were robed in purple, the symbol of martyrdom or
royalty ; they claimed a proud equality with kings, and their
dignity was enhanced by the smallness of their numbers,
which, till the reign of Leo X., seldom exceeded twenty or
twenty-five persons.”

We find in the bistory of Sixtus V., by Ranke, this
sentence :—

“He fixed the number of cardinals at seventy. ¢As
Moses,’ says he, ¢ chose seventy elders out of all the people
to take counsel with.'”

And now I must conclude these inquiries, which
some may deem not a little presumptuous; but my
curiosity will be pardoned, considering it is highly in-
teresting to know, in these days of Tractarian philosophy
and ecclesiastical preteasion, why the Bishop of Rome
is named ¢ the Pope,” and why a cardinal wears red
stockings, and is called “ Your Eminence.”
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CHAPTER XI.
MORNING WALKS IN ROME.

Piazza Barberini.— The Fountain, — Capuchin Convent and
Church.—Its famous Picturc of the Archangel Michael.—The
varied Occupants of a Palace in Rome.—Palazzo Barberini. —
Guido’s famous Portrait of Beatrice Cenci.—Shelley’s Tragedy.
—The true Story of Beatrice Cenci.

“ Horrible things have been in this wide world,
Prodigious mixtures and confusions strange
Of good and ill ; and worse have been conceived
Than ever there was found a heart to do.”

TuERE are four convents and four churches within
a few minutes’ walk of my residence. This bright
morning I saunter forth, and bend my steps through the
Via Felice, into the wide Piazza Barberini. In the
centre, a grotesque fountain spouts up the water, and
Ttalian peasants, men and women, in their peculiar cos-
tume, are sitting, lounging, laughing, or eating, or re-
moving the little insects which teaze them. A great
part of the business of life in Italy is transacted out of
doors: privacy is a thing not relished nor practised.

The whole of this district is the favoured resort of
sculptors, and artists, whose studios are numerous
around the piazza, and in the neighbouring streets and
lanes. The old Capuchin convent stands on a healthy
elevation, stretching up from the Piazza, and the ave-
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nue is protected by two rows of trees, which afford a
pleasant shade. I like this quarter of Rome : it is fa-
miliar to me; and I like it even better since I read
the Improvisatore. In the Via Felice the Improvisa-
tore was born. Fra Martino, his mother’s confessor,
the Capuchin, was his friend; and it was here the in-
nocent woman inquired of the monk whether the
foreigner, the young artist she lodged, would certainly
be condemned to hell.

¢ He and many other foreigners also,” she said, ¢ are
indeed very honest people, who never do anything
wicked. They are good to the poor, pay exactly, and
at the fixed time ; nay, it actually often scems to me
that they are not such great sinners as many of us.”

“ Yes,” replied Fra Martino, ¢ that is very true.
They are often good people; but do you know how
that happens? You see, the devil, who goes about
the world, knows that the heretics will some time belong
to him ; so he never tempts them. Therefore, they
can easily be honest,—easily give up to sin. On the
contrary, a good Catholic Christian is a child of God,
and therefore the devil sets his temptations in array
against him, and we weak crcatures are subjected. But
a heretic, as onc may say, is tempted neither of the
flesh nor the devil !”

It is pleasing to connect what we read with a place
vividly described. The convent church of Santa Ma-
ria della Concezione is open, and the Capuchins are
chanting. I can tempt Fra Martino with a paul to
allow me to feast my heretical eyes on Guido’s glorious
picture of the ¢ Archangel Michael victorious over
Satan.” The good-natured monk draws aside the cur-
tain, and I behold the angel, beautiful as Apollo, a
countenance animated with divine indignation, a aming

G 2
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sword in his right hand ; while the vil Spirit is fear-
fully, but not absurdly depicted, crushed beneath his
foot. I am satisfied. This great painting is one of
those copied in mosaic, and deemed worthy a place in
St. Peter’'s; and here, in this convent church, the
original rests, having been presented by one of the Bar-
berini family to the Capuchins, and by them concealed
when the emissarics of Napoleon plundered Rome of
her rarest paintings. I wonder what monks can want
with the bright productions of art: their thoughts
should be directed to worthier contemplations than pic-
tures ; not that I grudge the Capuchins their few
intellectual enjoyments.  Critics dispute about the ex-
cellence of this painting ; it is one of those I desired
never to forget, and therefore often visited. There are
several other pictures in this church; but I make it a
rule not to disturb my recollections of a great work of
art, like Guido’s, by distracting attention with those of
lesser worth. So I direct my steps towards the immense
. palace of the Barberini, right opposite the convent.
This prodigious building resembles a vast barrack in
size, and, as it was crccted out of the plunder of the
Colosseum, I will not applaud its architecture. The
wealth of a family which could uphold such a palace in
suitable splendour, must have been immense. Car-
dinals and prelates have certainly improved on Serip-
ture, when they think it nccessary to teach the simple
doctrines of Christianity from a palace fit for kings.
This is the practical operation of the doctrine of de-
velopment. Paul tanght in an humble hired house,
which Romish cardinals have developed into a magnifi-
cent palace. Unquestionably, if the doctrine taught
be pure and sound, it matters not where it may be ex-
pounded; only I would suggest, if humility, modera-
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tion, and temperance be enjoined, the practice should
conform to the preaching.

However, a curious fact it is, that such is the general
vacancy of Rome, that, according to the calculations of
some, the palaces with all their appurtenances, cover
more ground than the private habitations of the city.
This I think doubtful. However, in one way these big
palaces are useful, enabling all the members, direct and
collateral, of one Italian family, to dwell together in a
patriarchal fashion. Thus, in this Barberini palace re-
sides an old prince; in a sccond division the young
prince with his family; in another division the Cardinal
and his retinue ; and, I believe, a considerable com-
partment was lately let furnished to some member of
the English aristocracy. The whole of an Italian
family for three gencrations will reside in this manner
in the same building, assembling together at meals ; and
however repugnant such a custom may seem to our
sulky humours, it shews in the Italians either great
poverty, or great affection. Having once heard that the

“view of the dome of the Pantheon was peculiarly striking
when seen from the summit of the Giustiniani Palace,
I visited the palace in the hope of being so gratified,
and discovered an odd medley of inhabitants. There
was as usual a large court-yard with old statues lying
about, the grand staircase was decorated with busts of
emperors and heroes. On the primo piano resided the
Russian ambassador, and for so far the staircase was
clean enough. Ascending, we came successively to the
abodes of retired gentlemen ; next nondescript charac-
ters; then, by a narrow flight leading to the roof,
washerwomen, and at the top of the grand staircase,
knocking at the door, heartily fagged, a young artist,
brush in hand, appeared. Mentioning my wish, he
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with courtesy requested me to walk in; I was asto-
nished at the vast size of the apartments in this garret;
the artist was engaged in a picturc of large dimensions,
and in his elevated abode had ample space for exercise.
The view did not repay the labour of the ascent. Of
the famous Colonna Palace, the prince lives in one
wing, the French ambassador in another, a retired ad-
vocate of fortune in a third. Thus frequently in Rome
a moderate portion of the palace is rescrved by the
noble proprictor, the remainder let out in compart-
ments, the rent of which enables the prince to live, and
drive a gilded coach. Perhaps ten Roman families of
distinction are enabled wholly to occupy their spacious
dwellings. To revert to the Barberini Palace. T have
crossed the piece of wastc ground called an avenue, the
gateway being a gap between broken walls, and finding
the old custode, who is very willing to attend an
Inglese, a little side-door in the staircase is unlocked,
and I am in a small gallery seated before Gtuido’s por-
trait of « Beatrice Cenci.”

I ncver before felt how completely a picture may tell
a history. The painter has but a moment to exhibit a
character, or to narrate the story of a life; how won-
derful the touch of that pencil which can seize the op-
portunity, and give it truly. That artist must indeed
 have transcendent talents, who can faithfully describe
not merely the face and figure, but the emotions which
disturb and agitate the human soul. Here is the por-
trait of a young girl, presenting the strongest combina-
tion of beauty, grief, remorse, suffering, resignation,
innocence, with extreme sensibility and tenderness, yet,
at the same time, pervaded by an intellectual expres-
sion, the representation of a firm and resolved character.

The dress of this young female is unusual ; her head
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is bound with folds of white drapery, from which a few
ringlets of hair escape, and fall about her neck. Why
has this portrait, amongst the Roman population and
the forcign visitors, ever awakened an interest, decp and
universal ? It arises not merely from the peculiar ex-
cellence of the picture, but from the terrible history of
the subject, ¢ Beatrice Cenci.” That fearful narrative
afforded scope for the fine genius of Shelley, and he has
accordingly moulded it into a tragedy of remarkable
ability and vigour.

In the number of Bentley’s Miscellany for August
1847, there is a paper entitled ¢ Beatrice Cenci,” by
Mr. Whittle. This gentleman professes to give the
true history of the parricide, and says :—

“ Excited by a repeated study of the picture, I sought in all
the libraries of Rome for some authentic account of her life,
BUT IN VAIN; the publication of her history is prohibited,
and, although the outline of it is universally known, no satis-
Jactory and authentic particulars have, I believe, ever been

published.”

"This gentleman then informs his readers, that visiting
one of the magnificent private libraries of the city, he
discovered a manuscript supposed to have been written
by her confessor, of which his paper in the magafine is
a free translation.

Like Mr. Whittle, I was desirous to obtain, if pos-
sible, some authentic history of ¢ Beatrice Cenci.”
None such, it is quite true, could be procured in Rome.
My search ended in disappointment. But persons ac-
quainted with Italy know that frequently a book pro-
hibited in one State, may be procured in another. Thus
it happens, many publications interdicted in Rome,
may be found in Tuscany or Naples, and likewise a
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work put down in Venice will appear in Rome. In
reading the learned book by Agostino Ademollo, on the
criminal laws of Tuscany, I met with a passing allusion
to the horrid system of torture which prevailed in Italy
‘in the sixteenth century, as described in a tract pub-
lished entitled ¢ Beatrice. Cenci.” I then commis-
sioned a resident in Florence to make search for the
book, and was gratified by receiving it in Rome some
six weeks after. It was published in Florence, there is
no printer’s name given, nor is the imprimatur of the
censor subjoined. It is entitled thus, ¢ Beatrice Cenci
Romana, Storia del Secolo X VI., Raccontata dal
D.A.4. Firenze.” 1 understand A.A. to mean
Agostino Ademollo, the able writer on the laws of
Tuscany. A frontispicce represents Beatrice ascending
the scaffold. 'The narrative corresponds in some par-
ticulars with that of Mr. Whittle, but differs wholly in
substance. In fact, according to the published account,
Shelley and the writer in Bentley have quite misap-
prehended her true character. Their mistake is natu-
ral, and for the poet fortunate, as his delineation of
Beatrice, makes her a far more suitable heroine for a
. noble tragedy. I therefore feel it will be not unattrac-
tive to present to the reader, in connection with the
Barberini Palace and Guido’s wonderful picture, the
true story of Beatrice Cenci, now appcaring for the first
time in an English dress.

BEATRICE CENCI.

Francesco Cenci, the father of the beautiful but ill-
fated Beatrice Cenci, was the representative of this ancient
and wealthy family, in the year 1585. He wus endowed
by nature with great sagacity and personal advantages,
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but with passions so ungovernable, and a heart so de-
praved, that he hesitated not at the commission of any
species of crime. His father, Monsignor Cenci, held
under Pope Pius V. the lucrative office of chief of the
treasury. That Pontiff, wholly engrossed in the extir-
pation of heresy and the re-establishment of the Inqui-
sition, took no share in the temporal administration of
the State, so that Monsignor Cenci amassed immense
wealth, leaving to his son an enormous patrimony, which
enabled the possessor in those days to commit with im-
punity any crime.

Francesco Cenci began his carcer of vice by amours
carried on, through means the most original. Frequently
assisted in his evil practices by some of the numerous
parties of assassins and banditti which then overspread
the country, he, in return, betrayed them to the govern-
ment, secretly receiving from it a large remuneration.
One of those adventures (which, in the sequel, brought
him to an untimely end) occurred near his Castle of
Petrella, situated on the Sabine hills. Meeting one

“morning, at an early hour, a young girl of surpassing
beauty, who was drawing water from a well, he suddenly
accosted her, making overtures which she indignantly
rejected. Not many days, however, had clapsed, when,
returning at sunset to her accustomed occupation, she
was suddenly seized by two ruffians, who, quickly tying
a bandage across her mouth and eyes, carried her off to
the Castle of Petrella, where she found herself, to her
horror, in the presence of Francesco, who believed he
had only now to accomplish his wicked purpose. But
the courageous girl resisted, and threatened him with
the vengeance of her lover, one of the banditti in this
very district. A few days after, at daybreak, the body
of the unfortunate girl was found lying under an oak tree

¢
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by some of the band who were in the habit of assem-
bling at this spot, to worship an image of the Virgin
suspended from its branches. The body of the girl bore
on it the marks of violence, and a knife was found thrust
through her heart. The banditti, on first viewing the
corpse, were struck with horror—recognising it at once
to be that of Annetta, the betrothed of one of their
body named Marzio. This Marzio had once possessed
a good patrimony—had dissipated it, and then, to escape
his creditors, turncd brigand ; he loved passionately
the faithful girl, whom all his companions respected, and
they, with one voice, vowed vengeance on the head of
him who had so cruelly deprived her of life and honour.
Their suspicions falling on Count Cenci, they immedi-
atelyattacked his castle. Finding he had fled (his servant
Olimpio having warned him to do so) they sacked it ;
but Marzio secretly resolved on further vengeance, which,
at a later period, as we shall see, he fearfully fulfilled.
This deed gives a faint idea of the character of a man
who had also made himself notorious by the cruelties he
exercised over his own family, then residing in the
palace of the Cenci, near to the Ghetto in Rome. Early
in life he had married a Jovely woman, one of the Santa
Croce family ; and by her had six children, four sons
and two daughters; the youngest, the subject of our
sad story, resembled her mother as well in the extreme
beauty of her person as in the rare qualities of mind and
heart, with which nature had endowed her. In his con-
duct to his own family Cenci was most tyrannical, treating
them from infancy with cruelty wnparalleled. He sent
three of his sons, Giacomo, Cristofero, and Rocco, to
Salamanca, on pretence of their studying in greater re-
tirement than at Rome; but when there he positively
refused to allow them any supplies of money, or means
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of procuring food or clothing. They returned in despair
to Rome, but soon found that misery and starvation at
Salamanca were more endurable than the daily persecu-
tions of their own home.

Unable to endure their wretched cxistence, they sent
a petition to Clement VIIL., the rcigning Pope, stating
the unnatural conduct of their father, and their despair
of any change without the intervention of his Holiness.
Their entreaties werc disregarded ; the Pope was a
rigid advocate for upholding the authority of a parent ;
he refused to listen to their petition, and dismissed
them abruptly from his presence as rebels against that
power to which all children should unhesitatingly sub-
mit.

It was about this period that Count Cenci conceived
a violent passion for a very beautiful woman called Lu-
crezia Petroni, the gardens of whose house adjoined his
own, She repelled his advances either from fear or
duty ; piqued by her indifference, he resolved to win
her by any means. Perhaps, Lucrezia might have
yielded to the entreaties of Francesco had his wife not
been alive. This obstacle was quickly removed. Not
long after, the excellent but unhappy woman, whose
very virtues made her distasteful to her husband, sud-
denly died. No one had heard of any illness, and, al-
though affliction had insensibly consumed her, there
seemed no immediate cause for her sudden dissolution.
Various surmises arose ; and her eldest daughter remem-
bered that her father, one day at dinner, having pre-
sented her mother a glass of wine, she exclaimed on
drinking it, *“ How bitter it is !” that he then assured
her this was mere fancy; that she said not another
word, and that, if at the time conscious it contained
poison, she had carried her conviction with her to the
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grave. The recollection so alarmed Marguerite, that
she secretly determined to fly from the power of so ini-
quitous a father ; and, although Cencl, after the death
of his wife, prevented all communication between his
children and their relatives and friends, she contrived to
send a petition to Pope Clement, to which he listened
more favourably than on a former occasion when appeal-
ed to by her injured brothers. She had long suffered
from the most barbarous treatment, and, in her petition,
declared her father was in the continual habit of beating
her, shutting her up in cold damp cells with scarcely
food or clothing, and, what was still more repulsive to
her delicacy, that he compelled her, with his other chil-
dren, to associate with his vile companions. She be-
sought his Holiness cither to place her in some convent,
or give her in marriage to any onc he might select.
The poor girl’s prayer was heard; a husband, in the
person of Signor Gabriclli was chosen for her, and a
sum of one thousand crowns allotted for her dower.
Francesco knew he had no course left but to submit
without a murmur to the decrce of the Pope ; he deter-
mined, however, as this daughter had escaped his tyranny,
he would treat the remaining one with greater severity.
Beatrice, therefore, was immediately separated from the
rest of the family, and confined in a solitary apartment
in a remote part of the palace. Francesco brought her
all her meals with his own hands, frequently leaving her
food unchanged for days, and whenever he heard the
slightest murmur of complaint, severely punished her
with stripes. Not long after, Francesco Cenci over-
came the scruples of Lucrezia Petroni, made her his
wife, and for a short time peace seemed to reign in the
palace of the Cenci. But the wickedness of so de-
praved a heart speedily prevailed ; Francesco, tired of
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Lucrezia, returned with even greater zest to his former
vicious practices. )

An event occurred about this time which might have
subducd even the callous heart of Francesco Cenci.
Cristofero and Rocco, two of his sons, whom he had
before scnt to Salamanca, were assassinated in the
neighbourhood of Rome, from what cause, or by
whom, was never discovered. When the news of
this sad event rcached the palace, Count Cenci
expressed the utmost joy for the removal of such a bur-
then, declared that their funecral should be conducted
in the meancst possible way, — no money of his
should purchase masses for the repose of their souls ;
he declared also, that he himself could never enjoy true
peace until his wife and every child he had were rotting
in their graves; that his joy would then surpass
all bounds, and that in its excess he would make a bon-
fire of his palace and all he possessed in commemoration
of the happy event.

Beatrice Cenci, the heroine of our story, had now
réached the age of fourteen. In person she was lovely :
her finely chiselled features, soft expressive eyes, and
exquisitely formed mouth, bore the impress of a charac-
ter of no ordinary stamp. Nature, lavish of her gifts,
had also endowed her mind with an intelligence, pene-
tration, and depth of thought that far surpassed her
years. She had a surprising firmness of character, com-
bined with the gentleness and sweetness of her mother;
and though familiarised from childhood to scenes and
tales of bloodshed and crime, (then of too frequent oc-
currence and but little regarded,) they produced no other
effect on her mind than to imbue it with a courage and
decision superior to her years, whilst they coloured her
imagination with a slight tinge of superstition. Some-
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times the natural tendencies of her heart shed over her
countenance a sercnity that was almost angelic; but
when those fearful images with which her mind was
filled reappearcd, her animated features assumed a
threatening aspect, and her dark eyes flashed with
almost supernatural lustre.

Francesco Cenci insensibly fixed his attention on the
extraordinary beauty of his child, and (why it could not
be explained) gradually relaxed the scverity with which
she had been treated. At first this was attributed to
the effect which the disposition of one so guileless
might naturally producc on a father, even the most
wicked ; but in the heart of Cenci was concealed a far
different cause for this apparent gentleness.

The only crime from which Francesco was free,—one
that for the sake of human nature we almost shrink to
breathe,—was engendered by the absence of that feeling
which even the most depraved hearts cherish,—pure
paternal love.

Beatrice at this time inhabited an apartment at the
top of the palace: separated from all the rest of the
family, with one solc attendant, and debarred from all
communication with strangers, she nevertheless remained
cheerful and happy. The visits of her father, at first
irksome, by degrees became most painful. With satanic
art he tried to warp her pure mind, relating scandalous
stories, throwing out, at the same time, allusions which,
to her, were at first enigmatical, but soon—too soon,
alas !—evident to a mind of such penetration and
purity. Oh! how shall I describe the anguish of this
unhappy girl when the horrible suspicion first revealed
itself to her innocent and guileless heart! When, at
last, she penetrated the horrible secret, a thousand
agonizing thoughts racked her brain. She could form
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no distinct idea of the reality of the misfortunes that
threatencd her; nor did she dare to hope for refuge.
She looked to the past, and her mind was bewildered in
a maze of troubled fancies. Alone, her untainted con-
science would again whisper comfort, and the strength
of mind she possessed under the divine protection sus-
tained her. DBursting into tears, she would cast her
streaming eyes towards thc church of 8. Maria del
Pianta (close to the palace), thanking the Virgin with
fervent prayers that it bore a name so suited to her des-
tinies. These outpourings soothed her agitated spirit,
and inspired her with a faith that at times raised her
superior to the misfortunes with which she was encom-
passed.

Lucrezia Petroni had suspected, and now began to
be persuaded of the iniquitous project of her husband.
She knew the firm character of the girl ; but how might
she escape the arts and violence to which she would be
subjected ! Not so much from compassion (being jea-
lous of the extreme beauty of Beatrice) as from the
Ratred she felt to Cenci, who had treated her with con-
tempt, she revolved every means of rescuing Beatrice,
and thus revenging herself on Cenci. She recollected
the eldest daughter had applied to the Pope, and how a
husband had been provided for her, and she determined
to try if in a similar manner she could not aid Beatrice,
and rid herself of a rival of whom she was jealous. She
thought of a Signor Guerra, an intimate friend of the
Cenci family, handsome in person, and accomplished in
manners; he had early attached himself to Beatrice, and
in the absence of Francesco had contrived to exhibit his
affection. He had long watched Cenci’s conduct, and
cordially hated and despised him. Assured of the sen-
timents of Guerra, Lucrezia took advantage of an hour
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when Cenci was absent to steal up to the solitary cham-
ber of Beatrice, and open to her the project she had
conceived, and to which the girl readily assented. She
now believed her fervent prayers were heard, and a way
opened to escape the abyss yawning to receive her.
Alas! how deceitful were the hopes of the ill-fated
Beatrice. Francesco was warned of the plot. He had
at this time in his palace two faithful domestics (as he
believed), Olimpio and Marzio, whom the reader will
remember in connexion with the murder of Annetta, at
the Castle of Petrella. Olimpio, though serving Cenci,
always hated him, having been transferred with the
estate of Petrella on the purchase of it by Cenci from
the Colonna family. He had assisted his master in
many of his reckless deeds, gaining his confidence while
he served his own interests. In his heart he detested
Cenci, who, requiring a second domestic at the head of
his household, found a willing assistant in Marzio, who
only awaited the moment in which to revenge himself
for the murder of Annetta. These two had the sole
guardianship of the palace when Cenci was absent, and
Olimpio received special orders that no one should ap-
proach the apartment of the forlorn Beatrice. Lucre-
zia, Beatrice, and Guerra had together drawn up a
petition to the Pope, praying his Holiness to liberate
the girl from the snares of her remorseless parent, and
marry her to Guerra. This memorial, as was after-
wards discovered, never reached the Pope. It was sup-
posed to have been intercepted by Cenci himself, who,
discovering that Guerra had been admitted in his ab-
sence, secretly resolved on a plan of ridding himself of
Guerra and of Olimpio, whom he suspected to have
been accessory to the plot.

On the pretext of quitting Rome, from the infected
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air prevailing during the great heat of summer, Cenci
suddenly announced his intention of going to the coun-
try. On the same evening a carriage was seen passing
through the Porta San Giovanni, containing Lucrezia,
Beatrice Cenci, her youngest brother, and one attend-
ant, escorted on horseback by Francesco Cenci, Marzio,
and two servants. To Marzio only had been entrusted
the secret of their destination, which was to Petrella,
one of the most wild and desolate spots on the Neapo-
litan frontiers. Olimpio, who discovered it a few hours
before their departure, at once guessed from his being
left in Rome, that Cenci would not scruple to have
him and Guerra both assassinated, as he invariably did
those who in any way marred his wicked plots. Ac-
cordingly he at oncc warned the latter, and Guerra,
furious at the loss of Beatrice, went in search of the
eldest brother, Giacomo, long since married and con-
cealed from his cruel father, to concoct with him a plan
to which Olimpio would be a party that might relieve
all from the tyranny of a remorseless fiend.

They agreed to hire a party of the banditti in the
Sabine Hills, who were to attack the party on their
journey, carry off F'rancesco, but liberate the women, on
condition of their paying a ransom for Cenci within a
certain time. This ransom Guerra would delay send-
ing ; Cenci would be thus at the mercy of the outlaws,
and all suspicion removed from them. The plot, how-
ever, failed. Olimpio not being in time to get all ar-
ranged before the arrival of Cenci at the Castle of
Petrella; and, in the meantime, Guerra was hastily
summoned to accompany the Pope, with all the rest of
his court, to Ferrara, where he remained some time.

It was towards sunset when Beatrice Cenci with her
brother and step-mother, arrived at the fortress of Pe-
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trella. This castle once in the possession of the Co-
lonna family, had for two centuries been the scene of
many a fearful crime. It was situated on the confines
of the Roman and Neapolitan States, surroufided by
gloomy forests, filled with banditti, who then over-
spread the country to an alarming extent, and commit~
ted every species of outrage.

Its construction was irregular, shewing it had been
enlarged at different cpochs according to the wants or
wishes of its inhabitants. A large square tower, the
most ancient portion of the building, built of huge
blocks of stone, broken by time, and overgrown with
moss and ivy, supported a later structure mnot less
gloomy in appearance, all bearing evidence of the ne-
glect to which it had been subjected. The interior
did not present a more inviting appearance ; there were
numerous apartments, but the furniture with which they
were filled shewed even more plainly the destructive
work of time and neglect. The first piano contained a
long suite of rooms, terminating with a gallery leading
to the tower, looking out on a dreary garden full of
dank weeds, wild flowers, and sad cypress trees : from
the vestibule you descended to a lower piano, or ground
floor, the small windows of which were defended by bars
of iron ; and, still lower down, was a subterranean floor
lighted by small holes in the wall, barred with strong
iron ; so that the entire building had the appearance of
a dreadful prison, ready to close for ever on its miser-
able victims.

The first day of his arrival at the castle, Cenci main-
tained a sullen silence. Each member of the family he
placed so that they could hold no conversation except
in his presence. On Beatrice remonstrating, he took
advantage of it to remove her to one of the subterranean
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‘apartments, giving to Marzio only the key of the cham-
ber where she was to be incarcerated. And how shall
I describe the horror of the treatment to which Beatrice
was now subjected, or the anguish she endured in that
abode of darkness and terror? To aggravate it still
more, Cenci made her believe Guerra had fallen by the
sword of an assassin, and that no one now could release
her from her fate ; believing so himself, as he had hired
assassins to rid him of both Guerra and Olimpio, but
in this he failed, as we shall afterwards see.

It would be impossible, as it would be painful, mi-
nutely to relate the revolting means resorted to by Cenci
to overcome the purity of lus child. How this recital
filled all listeners with terror when revealed on the trial !

The diabolical cruelty to which Marzio was a witness
moved him so that, roused by a generous impulse which
the former depravity of his life had not deadened, he
determined to revenge the death of his Annetta, (mur-
dered perhaps in this very spot,) and at the same time
liberate the present victim of a monster.

Beatrice, in the solitude of her dark prison,
drooped and languished.  Distrustful and alarmed,
she trembled continually. Her misery was augment-
ed in the night, by a thousand dim fancies which
made her fear everything. Sometimes the shade of
Guerra appeared to pass before her: terror took such
possession of her mind that the idea remained fixed:
the phantom, wrapped in a white sheet, awful to
behold, secmed to extend towards her its arms, and
beckon her to follow. To this succeeded another and
more horrible conception. The phantom disappeared,
a real corpse seemed to meet her gaze, and the belief
that she was actually in a charnel-house seized her mind.
The obscure light of a lamp shed a dull ray upon that
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funereal abode: she believed it a moonbeam, which,
penetrating into her sepulchre, lighted up the skulls
and bones around her.  She thought she saw dead bodies
passing before and above her, and she heard the voice
of her father, but could not imagine from whence it
came. When she believed lher mind wandering, she
would kneel on her little couch, and invoke the Eternal
Justice; then, more serene, she would turn to the
Virgin, by whom she now believed herself abandoned.
Thus passed the nights of the forlorn girl : the days
that succeeded brought no peace, each finding her more
and more terrified, through dread of these supernatural
appearances and nightly terrors. On one of these
nights in which this miserable victim screamed, either
through delirium or fear, Marzio was rouscd from sleep;
he listened, and hearing her lamentations leaped out of
bed, and, descending into the subterrancan passage,
opened the door into Beatrice’s apartment. Terrified
and trembling she started from her couch, and placed
herself in an attitude of defence ; but Marzio reassured
her, and relating the sad story of Annetta, perhaps mur-
dered in this very subterranean chamber by the brutality
of her parent, told her that the spirit of Annetta had
appeared to him in a drcam, upbraided him for his
cruel indifference to his master’s child, and implored
him to protect her: that whether a dream or reality
he knew not, but he was shaken by the hand and
awoke at the moment he heard her cries: thinking she
required his aid he had hastened to save her. The
forlorn girl, believing him to be a messenger sent
from heaven, burst into a flood of tears that re-
lieved her oppressed heart. She implored Marzio to
procure her some writing materials. This he did, keep-
ing watch in the upper porch, and promising to warn
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her by a pistol-shot if her father approached. The
morning dawned, and still Marzio stood, feigning to
clean his pistols as a pretext to discharge one if neces-
gary. In haste he returned to Beatrice, received two
letters, and carried away the inkstand, so that Cenci
could not know what had occurred.

The following day Francesco Cenci descended into
the apartment of his daughter. His countcnance had
a diabolical aspect, and denoted the fiendishness of some
iniquitous resolve. Marzio was on the watch, concealed
his pistols, and taking a dagger, went towards the pri-
son. He stopped—TIistened—heard a collision—a threat
—a prayer—a groan, that roused within him all his fary.
Bursting open the door, he rushed upon his master, and,
dealing a terrible thrust with the dagger on his neck,
exclaimed, * I murder thee, assassin of thy own blood.”

Beatrice uttered a scream and fainted.  Cenci placed
himself in an attitude of defence and turned on his
assailant, but Marzio had fled, believing that a demon
only could avert such a blow. No one knew that
Cenci, to save himself from similarassaults, carried under
his vestments a coat of mail covering his entire body,
which had, from habit, become so necessary that he
even wore it in bed. On many occasions it had saved
his life, so that a report was current that Cenci had
sold himself, soul and body, to the devil—had forsworn
the Catholic faith, and bound himself to the Evil One in
letters inscribed with his own blood. He was thus
rendered invulnerable in so many dangers. Pursuing
Marzio, but finding it impossible to overtake him, he
returned back to the castle just at the moment when
Beatrice, returning to consciousness, was attempting to
fly from her prison. In his fury he cursed her, called
her a parricide, an accomplice with Marzio, and, taking
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advantage of this attempt, treated with even more
cruelty his wretched victim. Finding herself alone,
every hope now fled ; desperation seized her, a violent
convulsion shook her whole frame, and her countenance
assumed a fatal aspect. She cried out in agony, ¢“Is
there no one to save me? Am I utterly deserted—
am I lost for ever 7’  Thus exclaiming, she threw her-
self violently against the wall, her head bent forward,
hoping thus to end her life. She fell senscless on the
ground. In about an hour she came to herself. Oh,
how did she mourn to find she still lived! But soona
fearful headache and a burning fever deprived her of
consciousness ; and, on Cenci’s return with her food,
he found her in a high state of delirium. The miser-
able girl fixed her wandering looks upon him, and, as
he approached, she fled behind her bed as if in defence,
uttering lamentations as of one in death. Cenci,
alarmed Dby her desperation, tried to tranquillize her,
and, a transient sentiment of humanity rising in his
heart, resolved to remove her to better air. Taken to
a room at the top of the great tower, still far removed
from the household, Cenci himself attended her, making
use of such restoratives as were within his power. Eight
days passed before the fever subsided. Beatrice’s
strength returned ; but, alas! not with it her reason.
The faculties of her mind became suspended; she
seemed deprived of all power of thought or motion.
Marzio in the meantime hastened to Rome, and finding
Guerra had just returned from Ferrara, he took him the
letter Beatrice had written to her brother. They then
sought Giacomo, who, on opening the letter, found it
contained a petition to the Pope. She also implored
her brother, in the belief of Guerra’s death, to send it
without a moment’s delay.
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The contents of these pages, written in the agony of
despair, and covered with her tears, laccrated the very
soul of Guerra. Knowing the uncertainty, dclay, per-
haps hopelessness, of any appeal to the Pope, Guerra
grew furious at the state to which Beatrice was reduced.
Giacomo being also weary of the life of privation his
father had forced him to lead, and Marzio eager for
revenge, they eagerly seized on any means to rid Beatrice
and all the family of the tyranny of Cenci. They
agreed they should call into their counsels Olimpio ;
he and Marzio proposed to despatch Cenci at Petrella
on condition of receiving a large sum of money, one
half of which was to be paid on the commission of the
crime, and the other half subsequently, as expressed in
a letter from Guerra to Lucrezia, whom, with Bernardo,
they hoped would aid in the plot, wearied as they must
be by the life of slavish fear led at Petrella. Thus in-
structed the assassins departed forthe castle of Petrella.
Lucrezia at this time had permission to walk through the
castle, on condition of holding no conversation with any
of the household. No one dared disobey Cenci’s orders,
as, at the most uncxpected moments, he appeared on
different points of the Rocca. Walking towards sun-
set one evening to the terrace of the old tower, and
meditating upon some project of revenging herself upon
a man who had treated her so basely, she saw waving
among the trees a small white handkerchief, and near
it two men making signals, whom she at once recog-
nized as Marzio and Olimpio. The latter crept towards
the castle, and Lucrezia, venturing down, heard the
plot, to which she assented, as the only means of
security to all. He gave her a key sent by Marzio,
to liberate Beatrice. The precaution was, however,
useless, by her removal to the tower. They then con-
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certed a scheme that Lucrezia should administer to
Cenci an opiate, which they braught, in his wine, and
during the night admit them into the castle. At two
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