
C H A P T E R  X I V .  

-TTTE went to see the Cathedral of Notre Dame.-We had W heard of it before. It surprises me, sometimes, to 
think how much we do know, and how intelligent we are. 
"We recognized the brown old Gothic pile m a moment; it was 
like the pictures. We stood at a little distance and changed 
from one point of observation to another, and gazed long at 
its lofty square towers and its rich front, clustered thick with 
stony 'mutilated saints who had been looking calmly down 
from 'their perches for ages. The Patriarch of Jerusalem stood 
under them in the old days of chivalry and romance, and 
preached the third Crusade, more than six hundred years ago; 
and since that day they have stood there and looked quietly 
down upon the most thrilling scenes, the grandest pageants, 
the most extraordinary spectacles that have grieved or de
lighted Paris. These battered and broken-nosed old fellows 
saw many and many a cavalcade of mail-clad knights come 
marching home from Holy Land; they heard the hells above 
them toll the signal for the St. Bartholomew's Massacre, and 
they saw the slaughter that followed; later, they saw the 
Eeign of Terror, the carnage of the Revolution, tlm overthrow 
of a king, the coronation of two Napoleons, the christening of 
the young prince that lords it over a regiment of servant* in 
the Tuileries to-day—and they may possibly continue to stand 
there until they see the Napoleon dynasty swept away and the 
banners of a great Republic floating above its ruins. I wish 
these old parties could speak. They could tell a tale worth 
the listening to. 

They say that a pagan temple stood where Notre Dame now 
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stands, in the old Roman days, eighteen or twenty centuries 
ago—remains of it are still preserved in Paris; and that a 
Christian church took its place about A. D. 300; another took 
the place of that in A. D. 500; and that the foundations of the 
present Cathedral were laid about A. D. 1100. The ground 
ought to be measurably sacred by this time, one would think. 
One portion of this noble old edifice is suggestive of the quaint 
fashions of ancient times. It was built by Jean Sans-Peur, 
Duke of Burgundy, to set his conscience at rest—he had as
sassinated the Duke of Orleans. Alas! those good old times 
are gone, when a murderer could wipe the stain from his name 
and soothe his troubles to sleep simply by getting out his bricks 
and mortar and building an addition to a church. 

The portals of the great western front are bisected by square 
pillars. They took the central one away, in 1852, on the oc
casion of thanksgivings for the reinstitution of the Presiden
tial power—but precious soon they had occasion to reconsider 
that motion and put it back again ! And they did. 

We loitered through the grand aisles for an hour or two, 
staring up at the rich stained glass windows embellished with 
blue and yellow and crimson saints and martyrs, and trying 
to admire the numberless great pictures in the chapels, and 
then we were admitted to the sacristy and shown the magnifi
cent robes which the Pope wore when he crowned Napoleon 
I.; a wagon-load of solid gold and silver utensils used in the 
great public processions and ceremonies of the church; some 
nails of the true cross, a fragment of the cross itself, a part of 
the crown of thorns. We had already seen a large piece of the 
true cross in a church in the Azores, but no nails. They 
showed us likewise the bloody robe which that Archbishop of 
Paris wore who exposed his sacred person and braved the 
wrath of the insurgents of 1848, to mount the barricades and 
hold aloft the olive branch of peace in the hope of stopping 
the slaughter. His noble effort cost him his life. He was 
shot dead. They showed us a cast of his face, taken after 
death, the bullet that killed him, and the two vertebrae in 
which it lodged. These people have a somewhat singular 
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taste in the matter of relics. Ferguson told us that the 
silver cross which the good Archbishop wore at his girdle was 
seized and thrown into the Seine, where it lay embedded in 
the mud for fifteen years, and then an angel appeared to a 
priest and told him where to dive for it; he did dive for it and 
got it, and now it is there on exhibition at Notre Dame, to be 
inspected by any body who feels an interest m inanimate ob
jects of miraculous intervention. 

Next we went 
to visit the 
Morgue, that 
horrible recep
tacle for the 
dead who die 
mysteriously 
and leave the 
manner of their 
taking off a 
dismal secret. 
We stood be
fore a grating 
and looked 

through into a room which was hung all about with the 
clothing of dead men ; coarse blouses, water-soaked ; the deli
cate garments of women and children; patrician vestments, 

THE MORGUE. 
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hacked and stabbed and stained with red; a hat that was 
crushed and bloody. On a slanting stone lay a drowned 
man, naked, swollen, purple; clasping the fragment of a bro
ken bush with a grip which death had so petrified that human 
strength could not unloose it—mute witness of the last despair
ing effort to save the life that was doomed beyond all help. A 
stream of water trickled ceaselessly over the hideous face. We 
knew that the body and the clothing were there for identifica
tion by friends, but still we wondered if any body could love that 
repulsive object or grieve for its loss. We grew medita
tive and wondered if, some forty years ago, when the mother 
of that ghastly thing was dandling it upon her knee, and kiss
ing it and petting it and displaying it with satisfied pride to 
the passers-by, a prophetic vision of this dread ending ever 
flitted through her brain. I half feared that the mother, or the 
wife or a brother of the dead man might come while we stood 
there, but nothing of the kind occurred. Men and women 
came, and some looked eagerly in, and pressed their faces 
against the bars; others glanced carelessly at the body, and 
turned away with a disappointed look—people, I thought, who 
live upon strong excitements, and who attend the exhibitions 
of the Morgue regularly, just as other people go to see thea
trical spectacles every night. When one of these looked in and 
passed on, I could not help thinking— 

"]STow this don't afford you any satisfaction—a party with 
his head shot off is what you need." 

One night we went to the celebrated Jardin Mabille, but 
only staid a little while. We wanted to see some of this kind 
of Paris life, however, and therefore, the next night we went 
to a similar place of entertainment in a great garden in the 
suburb of Asnieres. We went to the railroad depot, toward 
evening, and Ferguson got tickets for a second-class carriage. 
Such a perfect jam of people I have not often seen—but there 
was no noise, no disorder, no rowdyism. Some of the women 
and young girls that entered the train we knew to be of the 
demi-monde, but others we wrere not at all sure about. 

The girls and women in our carriage behaved themselves 
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modestly and becomingly, all the way out, except that they 
smoked. When we arrived at the garden in Asnieres, we paid 
a franc or two admission, and entered a place which had flow
er-beds in it, and grass plats, and long, curving rows of orna
mental shrubbery, with here and there a secluded bower con
venient for eating ice-cream in. We moved along the sinuous 
gravel walks, with the great concourse of girls and young men, 
and suddenly a domed and filagreed white temple, starred 
over and over and over again with brilliant gas-jets, burst upon 
us like a fallen sun. Near by was a large, handsome house 
with its ample front illuminated in the same way, and above 
its roof floated the Star Spangled Banner of America. 

" Well!" I said. " How is this ?" It nearly took my breath 
away. 

Ferguson said an American—a New Yorker—kept the 
place, and was carrying on quite a stirring opposition to the 
Jardin Mabille. 

Crowds, composed of both sexes and nearly all ages, were 
frisking about the garden or sitting in the open air in front of 
the flag-statf and the temple, drinking wine and coffee, or 
smoking. The dancing had not begun, yet. Ferguson said 
there was to be an exhibition. The famous Blondin was going 
to perform on a tight-rope in another part of the garden. We 
went thither. Here the light ^vas dim, and the masses of peo
ple were pretty closely packed together. And now I made a 
mistake which any donkey might make, but a sensible man 
never. I committed an error which I And myself repeating 
every day of my life.—Standing right before a young lady, I 
said— 

" Dan, just look at this girl, how beautiful she is !" 
" I thank you more for the evident sincerity of the compli

ment, sir, than for the extraordinary publicity you have given 
to it!" This in good, pure English. 

We took a walk, but my spirits were very, very sadly damp
ened. I did not teel right comfortable for some time after
ward. Why will people be so stupid as to suppose themselves 
the only foreigners among a crowd of ten thousand persons ? 
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But Blondin came out shortly. He appeared on a stretched 
cable, far away above the sea of tossing hats and handker
chiefs, and in the glare of the hundreds of rockets that whizzed 
heavenward by him he looked like a wee insect. He balanced 

WE TOOK A WALK. 

his pole and walked the length of his rope—two or three hun
dred feet; he came back and got a man and carried him 
across; he returned to the centre and danced a jig; next he 
performed some gymnastic and balancing feats too perilous to 
afford a pleasant spectacle ; and he finished by fastening to liis 
person a thousand Roman candles, Catherine wheels, serpents 
and rockets of all manner of brilliant colors, setting them on 
fire all at once and walking and waltzing across his rope again 
in a blinding blaze of glory that lit up the garden and the 
people's faces like a great conflagration at midnight. 

The dance had begun, and we adjourned to the temple. 
"Within it was a drinking saloon; and all around it was a 
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foroad circular platform for the danccis. I backed up against 
the wall of the temple, and waited. Twenty sets formed, the 
music struck up, and then—I placed my hands before my face 
for very shame. But I looked through my fingers. They 

were dancing the renowned " Can
can." A handsome girl in the 
set before me tripped forward 
lightly to meet the opposite gen
tleman—tripped back again, 
grasped her dresses vigorously 
on both sides with her hands, 
raised them pretty high, danced 
an extraordinary jig that had 
more activity and exposure about 
it than any jig I ever saw before, 
and then, drawing her clothes 
still higher, she advanced, gaily 
to the centre and launched a vi
cious kick full at her vis-a-vis that 
must infallibly have removed his 
nose if he had been seven feet 
high. It was a mercy he was 
only six. 

That is the can-can. The idea 
of it is to dance as wildly, as 
noisily, as furiously as you can; 

expose yourself as much as possible if you are a woman; and 
kick as high as you can, no matter wdiich sex you belong to. 
There is no word of exaggeration in this. Any of the staid, 
respectable, aged people who were there that night can testify 
to the truth of that statement. There were a good many such 
people present. I suppose French morality is not of that 
straight-laced description which is shocked at trifles. 

I moved aside and took a general view of the can-can. 
Shouts, laughter, furious music, a bewildering chaos of darting 
and intermingling forms, stormy jerking and snatching of gay 
dresses, bobbing heads, flying arms, lightning-flashes of white' 
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stockinged calves and dainty slippers in the air, and then a 
grand final rush, riot, a terrific hubbub and a wild stampede! 
Heavens! Nothing like it has been seen on earth since 
trembling Tam O'Shanter saw the devil and the witches at 
their orgies that stormy night in " Alloway's auld haunted 
kirk." 

We visited the Louvre, at a time when we had no silk pur
chases in view, and looked at its miles of paintings by the old 
masters. Some of them were beautiful, but at the same time 
they carried such evidences about them of the cringing spirit 
of those great men that we found small pleasure in examining 
them. Their nauseous adulation of princely patrons was more 
prominent to me and chained my attention more surely than 
the charms of color and expression which are claimed to be 
in the pictures. Gratitude for kindnesses is well, but it seems 
to me that some of those artists carried it so far that it ceased 
to be gratitude, and became worship. II there is a plausible 
excuse for the worship of men, then by all means let us forgive 
Rubens and his brethren. 

But I will drop the subject, lest I say something about the 
old masters that might as well be left unsaid. 

Of course we drove in the Bois de Boulogne, that limitless 
park, with its forests, its lakes, its cascades, and its broad ave
nues. There were thousands upon thousands of vehicles 
abroad, and the scene was full of life and gayety. There were 
very common hacks, with father and mother and all the chil
dren in them; conspicuous little open carriages with celebrated 
ladies of questionable reputation in them; there were Dukes and 
Duchesses abroad, with gorgeous footmen perched behind, and 
equally gorgeous outriders perched on each of the six horses, 
there were blue and silver, and green and gold, and pink and 
black, and all sorts and descriptions of stunning and startling 
liveries out, and I almost yearned to be a flunkey nryselt, loi 
the sake of the fine clothes. 

But presently the Emperor came along and he out-shone 
them all. He was preceded by a body guard of gentlemen on 
horseback in showy uniforms, his carriage-horses (there ap-
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peared to be somewhere in the remote neighborhood of a thou
sand of them,) were bestridden by gallant looking fellows, also 
in stylish uniforms, and after the carriage followed another de
tachment of body-guards. Every body got out of the way; 
every body bowed to the Emperor and his friend the Sultan, 
and they went by on a swinging trot and disappeared. 

I will not describe the JBois de Boulogne. I can not do it. 
It is simply a beautiful, cultivated, endless, wonderful wilder
ness. It is an enchanting place. It is in Paris, now, one may 
say, but a crumbling old cross in one portion of it reminds one 
that it wras not always so. The cross marks the spot where a 
celebrated troubadour was waylaid and murdered in the four
teenth century. It was in this park that that fellow with an 
unpronounceable name made the attempt upon the Russian 
Czar's life last spring with a pistol. The bullet struck a tree. 
Ferguson showed us the place. Now in America that inter
esting tree would be chopped down or forgotten within the 
next live years, but it will be treasured here. The guides will 
point it out to visitors for the next eight hundred years, and 
when it decays and falls dowm they will put up another there 
and go on with the same old story just the same. 
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ONE of our pleasantest visits was to Pere la Chaise, the 
national burying-ground of France, the honored resting-

place of some of her greatest and best children, the last home 
of scores of illustrious men and women who were born to no 
titles, but achieved fame by their own energy and their own 
o-enius. It is a solemn city of winding streets, and of minia
ture marble temples and mansions of the dead gleaming white 
from out a wilderness of foliage and fresh flowers. Not every 
city is so well peopled as this, or has so ample an area within 
its walls. Few palaces exist in any city, that are so exquisite 
in design, so rich in art, so costly in material, so graceful, so 
beautiful. 

We had stood in the ancient church of St. Denis, where 
the marble effigies of thirty generations of kings and queens 
lay stretched at length upon the tombs, and the sensations 
invoked were startling and novel; the curious armor, the ob
solete costumes, the placid faces, the hands placed palm to 
palm in eloquent supplication—it was a vision of gray anti
quity. It seemed curious enough to be standing face to lace, as 
it were, with old Dagobert I., and Clovis and Charlemagne, 
those vague, colossal heroes, those shadows, those myths of a 
thousand years ago! I touched their dust-covered faces with 
my finger, but Dagobert was deader than the sixteen centu
ries that have passed over him, Clovis slept well after his 
labor for Christ, and old Charlemagne went on dreaming ol 
his paladins, of bloody Roncesvalles, and gave no heed to 
me. 
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The great names of Pere la Chaise impress one, too, hut 
differently. There the suggestion brought constantly to his 
mind is, that this place is sacred to a nobler royalty—the roy
alty of heart and brain. Every faculty of mind, every noble 
trait of human nature, every high occupation which men 
engage in seems represented by a famous name. The effect is 
a curious medley. Davoust and Massena, who wrought in 
many a battle-tragedy, are here, and so also is Each el, of equal 
renown in mimic tragedy on the stage. The Abbe Sicard 
sleeps here—the first great teacher of the deaf and dumb—a 
man whose heart went out to every unfortunate, and whose 
life was given to kindly offices in their service; and not far 
off, in repose and peace at last, lies Marshal Ney, whose 
stormy spirit knew no music like the bugle call to arms. The 
man who originated public gas-lighting, and that other bene
factor who introduced the cultivation of the potato and thus 
blessed millions of his starving countrymen, lie with the 
Prince of Masserano, and with exiled queens and princes of 
Further India. Gay-Lussac the chemist, Laplace the astron
omer, Larrey the surgeon, de Seze the advocate, are here, and 
with them are Talma, Bellini, Kubini; de Balzac, Beaumar-
chais, Beranger; Moli£re and Lafontaine, and scores of other 
men whose names and whose worthy labors are as familiar in 
the remote by-places of civilization as are the historic deeds 
of the kings and princes that sleep in the marble vaults of St. 
Denis. 

But among the thousands and thousands of tombs in Pere 
la Chaise, there is one that no man, no woman, no youth of 
either sex, ever passes by without stopping to examine. 
Every visitor has a sort of indistinct idea of the history of its 
dead, and comprehends that homage is due there, but not one 
in twenty thousand clearly remembers the story of that tomb 
and its romantic occupants. This is the grave of Abelard 
and Heloise a grave which has been more revered, more 
widely known, more written and sung about and wept over, 
foi se\ en hundred years, than any other in Christendom, save 
only that of the Saviour. All visitors linger pensively about 
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it; all young people capture and carry away keepsakes and 
mementoes of it; all Parisian youths and maidens who are 
disappointed in love come there to bail out when they are full 
of tears; yea, many stricken lovers make pilgrimages to this 
shrine from distant provinces to weep and wail and " grit " 
their teeth over their heavy sorrows, and to purchase the sym
pathies of the chastened spirits of that tomb with offerings of 
immortelles and budding flowers. 

Go when you will, you find somebody snuffling over that 
tomb. Go when you will, you find it furnished with those 

GRAVE OF ABELARD AND HELOISE. 

bouquets and immortelles. Go wlien you will, you fkid a 
gravel-train from Marseilles arriving to supply the deficiencies 
caused by memento-cabbaging vandals whose affections have 
miscarried. 

Yet who really knows the story of Abelard and Heloise ? 
Precious few people. The names are perfectly familial to 
every body, and that is about all. With infinite pains I have 
acquired a knowledge of that history, and I propose to narrate 
it here, partly for the honest information of the public and 
partly to show that public that they have been wasting a good 
deal of marketable sentiment very unnecessarily. 

STORY OF ARELARD AND HELOISE. 

Heloise was born seven hundred and sixty-six years ago. 
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She may have had parents. There is no telling. She lived 
with her uncle Fnlbert, a canon of the cathedral of Pans I 
do not know what a canon of a cathedral is but that is what 
he was He was nothing more than a sort of a mountain how-
itzer' likely, because they had no heavy artillery in those days. 
Suffice it then, that Heloise lived with her uncle the howitzer, 

and was happy.—She 
spent the most of her 
childhood in the eon-
vent of Argenteuil— 
never heard of Ar
genteuil before, hut 
suppose there was 
really such a place. 
She then returned to 
her uncle, the old 
gun, or son of a gun, 
as the ease may be, 
and he taught her to 
write and speak Lat-

A PAIR OF CANONS, 13TH CENTURY. j which was the 
language of literature and polite society at that period. 

Just at this time, Pierre Abelard, who had already made 
himself widely famous as a rhetorician, came to found a school 
of rhetoric in Paris. The originality of his principles, his 
eloquence, and his great physical strength and beauty created 
a profound sensation. He saw Heloise, and was captivated by 
her blooming youth, her beauty and her charming disposition. 
He wrote to her; she answered. He wrote again, she answered 
again. He was now in love. He longed to know her—to 
speak to her face to face. 

His school was near Fulbert's house. He asked Fulbert to 
allow him to call. The good old swivel saw here a rare op
portunity : his niece, whom he so much loved, would absorb 
knowledge from this man, and it would not cost him a cent. 
Such was Fulbert—penurious. 

Fulbert's first name is not mentioned by any author, which 

> 
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is unfortunate. However, George W. Fulbert will answer for 
him as well as any other. We will let him go at that. He 
asked Abelard to teach her. 

Abelard was glad enough of the opportunity. He came 
often and staid long. A letter of his shows in its very first 
sentence that he came under that friendly roof like a cold-
hearted villain as he was, with the deliberate intention of 
debauching a confiding, innocent girl. This is the letter: 

"I can not cease to be astonished at the simplicity of Fulbert; I was as much 
surprised as if he had placed a lamb in the power of a hungry wolf. Heloise and 
I, under pretext of study, gave ourselves up wholly to love, and the solitude that 
love seeks our studies procured for us. Books were open before us, but we spoke 
oftener of love than philosophy, and kisses came more readily from our hps than 
words." 

And so, exulting over an honorable confidence which to his 
degraded instinct was a ludicrous "simplicity,' this unmanly 
Abelard seduced the niece of the man whose guest he was. 
Paris found it out. Fulbert was told of it—told often—but 
refused to believe it. He could not comprehend how a man 
could be so depraved as to use the sacred protection and 
security of hospitality as a means for the commission of such 
a crime as that. But when he heard the rowdies in the streets 
singing the love-songs of Abelard to Heloise, the case was too 
plain—love-songs come not properly within the teachings of 
rhetoric and philosophy. 

He drove Abelard from his house. Abelard returned 
secretly and carried Heloise away to Palais, in Brittany, his 
native country. Here, shortly afterward, she bore a son, who, 
from his rare beauty, was surnamed Astrolabe—William G. 
The girl's flight enraged Fulbert, and he longed for vengeance, 
but feared to strike lest retaliation visit Heloise—for he still 
loved her tenderly. At length Abelard offered to marry 
Heloise—but on a shameful condition: that the marriage 
should be kept secret from the world, to the end that (while 
her good name remained a wreck, as before,) his priestly repu
tation might be kept untarnished. It was like that miscreant. 
Fulbert saw his opportunity and consented. He would see 
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the parties married, and then violate the confidence of the 
man who had taught him that trick; he would divulge the 
secret and so remove somewhat of the obloquy that attached 
to his niece's fame. But the niece suspected his scheme. She 
refused the marriage, at first; she said Fulbert would betray 
the secret to save her, and besides, she did not wish to drag 
down a lover who was so gifted, so honored by the world, and 
who had such a splendid career before him. It was noble, 
self-sacrificing love, and characteristic of the pure-souled 
Heloise, but it was not good sense. 

But she was overruled, and the private marriage took place. 
Now for Fulbert! The heart so wounded should be healed at 

THE PRIVATE MARRIAGE. 

last; the proud spirit so tortured should find rest again; the 
humbled head should be lifted up once more. He pro
claimed the marriage in the high places of the city, and re
joiced that dishonor had departed from his house. But lo! 
Abelard denied the marriage! Heloise denied it! The 
people, knowing the former circumstances, might have be
lieved Fulbert, had only Abelard denied it, but when the per
son chiefly interested—the girl herself—denied it, they laughed 
despairing Fulbert to scorn. 
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The poor canon of the cathedral of Paris was spiked again. 
The last hope of repairing the wrong that had been done his 
house was gone. What next ? Human nature suggested re
venge. He compassed it. The historian says : 

" Ruffians, hired by Fulbert, fell upon Abelard by night, and inflicted upon him 
a terrible and nameless mutilation." 

I am seeking the last resting-place of those "ruffians." 
When I find it I shall shed some tears on it, and stack up 
some bouquets and immortelles, and cart away from it some 
gravel whereby to remember that howsoever blotted by 
crime their lives may have been, these ruffians did one just 
deed, at any rate, albeit it was not warranted by the strict 
letter of the law. 

Heloise entered a convent and gave good-bye to the world 
and its pleasures for all time. For twelve years she never 
heard of Abelard—never even heard his name mentioned. 
She had become prioress of Argenteuil, and led a life of com
plete seclusion. She happened one day to see a letter written 
by him, in which he narrated his own history. She cried over 
it, and wrote him. He answered, addressing her as his " sis
ter in Christ." They continued to correspond, she in the un-
weighed language of unwavering affection, he in the chilly 
phraseology of the polished rhetorician. She poured out her 
heart in passionate, disjointed sentences; he replied with 
finished essays, divided deliberately into heads and sub-heads, 
premises and argument. She showered upon him the tender-
est epithets that love could devise, he addressed her f^om the 
North Pole of his frozen heart as the " Spouse of Christ!" 
The abandoned villain! 

On account of her too easy government of her nuns, some 
disreputable irregularities were discovered among them, and 
the Abbot of St. Denis broke up her establishment. Abelard 
was the official head of the monastery of St. Gildas de Ruys, 
at that time, and when he heard of her homeless condition a 
sentiment of pity was aroused in his breast (it is a wonder the 
unfamiliar emotion did not blow his head off,) and he placed 

10 
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hei- and her troop in the little oratory of the Paraclete, a re-
ligions establishment which he had founded. She had man, 
privations and sufferings to undergo at tot, but her worth 
and her gentle disposition won influential friends for her, and 
she built up a wealthy and flourishing nunnery She became 
a great favorite with the heads of the church, and also the 
people, though she seldom appeared in public. She rapidly 
advanced in esteem, in good report and in usefulness and 
Abelard as rapidly lost ground. The Pope so honored he, 
that he made her the head of her order. Abelard a man of 
splendid talents, and ranking as the first debater el lus time, 
became timid, irresolute, and distrustful of his powers. He 
only needed a great misfortune to topple him from the high 
position he held in the world of intellectual excellence, and it 
came. Urged by kings and princes to meet the subtle St. 
Bernard indebate and crush him, he stood up in the presence 
of a royal and illustrious assemblage, and when his antagonist 
had finished he looked about him, and stammered a com-
mencement; but his courage failed him, the cunning ol his 
tongue was gone : with his speech unspoken, he trembled and 
sat down, a disgraced and vanquished champion. 

He died a nobody, and was buried at Cluny, A. D., 1114. 
They removed his body to the Paraclete afterward, and when 
Heloise died, twenty years later, they buried her with him, 
in accordance with her last wish. He died at the ripe age of 
64, and she at 63. After the bodies had remained entombed 
three hundred years, they were removed once more. They 
were removed again in 1800, and finally, seventeen years after
ward, they were taken up and transferred to P6re la Chaise, 
where they will remain in peace and quiet until it comes time 
for them to get up and move again. 

History is silent concerning the last acts of the mountain 
howitzer. Let the world say what it will about him, /, at 
least, shall always respect the memory and sorrow for the 
abused trust, and the broken heart, and the troubled spirit of 
the old smooth-bore. Pest and repose be his! 

Such is the story of Abelard and Heloise. Such is the his-
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toiyY that Lamartme lias shed such cataracts of tears over. 
But that man never could come within the influence of a sub
ject in the least pathetic without overflowing his banks. He 
ought to be dammed—or leveed, I should more properly say. 
Such is the history—not as it is usually told, but as it is when 
stripped of the nauseous sentimentality that would enshrine 
for our loving worship a dastardly seducer like Pierre Abelard. 
I have not a word to say against the misused, faithful girl, and 
would not withhold from her grave a single one of those 
simple tributes which blighted youths and maidens offer to 
her memory, but I am sorry enough that I have not time and 
opportunity to write four or five volumes of my opinion of her 
friend the founder of the Parachute, or the Paraclete, or what
ever it was. 

The tons of sentiment I have wasted 011 that unprincipled 
humbug, in my ignorance! I shall throttle down my emo
tions hereafter, about this sort of people, until I have read 
them up and know whether they are entitled to any tearful 
attentions or not.' I wish I had my immortelles back, now, 
and that bunch of radishes. 

In Paris we often saw in shop windows the sign, " English 
Spoken Here" just as one sees in the windows at home the 
sign, "Id on parle francaise." We always invaded these places 
at once and invariably received the information, framed in 
faultless French, that the clerk who did the English for the 
establishment had just gone to dinner and would be back in 
an hour would IMonsieur buy something? We wondered 
why those parties happened to. take their dinners at such 
erratic and extraordinary hours, for we never called at a time 
when an exemplary Christian would be in the least likely to 
be abroad on such an errand. The truth was, it was a base 
fraud—a snare to trap the unwary—chaff to catch fledglings 
with. They had no English-murdering clerk. They trusted 
to the sign to inveigle foreigners into their lairs, and trusted 
to their own blandishments to keep them there till they bought 
something. 

"W e ferreted out another French imposition—a frequent 
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GJO-N to this effect: "ALL MANNER OF AMERICAN DRINKS 
ARTISTICALLY PREPARED HERE." We procured the services 
of a gentleman experienced in the nomenclature of the Amer
ican bar, and moved upon the works of one of these impos
tors. A bowing, aproned Frenchman skipped forward and 

said: 
"Que voulez les messieurs?" I do not know what Que 

voulez les messieurs means, but such was his remark. 
Our General said, " We will take a wliisky-straiglit." 
[A stare from the Frenchman.] 

AMERICAN DRINKS. 

"Well, if you don't know what that is, give us a cham
pagne cock-tail." 

[A stare and a shrug.] 
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" Well, then, give us a sherry cobbler." 
The Frenchman was checkmated. This was all Greek to 

him. 
" Give us a brandy smash !" 
The Frenchman began to back away, suspicious of the 

ominous vigor of the last order—began to back away, shrug
ging his shoulders and spreading his hands apologetically. 

The General followed him up and gained a complete victory. 
The uneducated foreigner could not even furnish a Santa 
Cruz Punch, an Eye-Opener, a Stone-Fence, or an Earth
quake. It was plain that he was a wicked impostor. 

An acquaintance of mine said, the other day, that he was 
doubtless the only American visitor to the Exposition who had 
had the high honor of being escorted by the Emperor's body 
guard. I said with unobtrusive frankness that I was aston
ished that such a long-legged, lantern-jawed, unprepossessing 
looking spectre as he should be singled out for a distinction 
like that, and asked how it came about. He said he had at
tended a great military review in the Champ de Mars, some 
time ago, and while the multitude about him was growing 
thicker and thicker every moment, he observed an open space 
inside the railing. He left his carriage and went into it. He 
was the only person there, and so he had plenty of room, and 
the situation being central, he could see all the preparations 
going on about the field. By and by there was a sound of 
music, and soon the Emperor of the French and the Emperor 
of Austria, escorted by the famous Cent Gardes, entered the 
inclosure. They seemed not to observe him, but directly, in 
response to a sign from the commander of the Guard, a young 
lieutenant came toward him with a file of his men following, 
halted, raised his hand and gave the military salute, and 
then said in a low voice that he was sorry to have to disturb 
a stranger and a gentleman, but the place was sacred to roy
alty. Then this Hew Jersey phantom rose up and bowed and • 
begged pardon, then with the officer beside him, the file of 
men marching behind him, and with every mark of re
spect, he was escorted to his carriage by the imperial Cent 



150 THE^ O V E R  - E S T I M A T E D  GRISETTE.  

Gardes' The officer saluted again and fell back, the New 
Jersev sprite bowed in return and had presence of mind 

J /MTonn-li wrpf pufl til at TIP liorl 

French in some things, but they are immeasurably our bet-
ters in others. 

Enough of Paris for the present. We have done our whole 
duty by it. We have seen the Tuileries, the Napoleon 
Column, the Madeleine, that wonder of wonders the tomb ot 
Napoleon, all the great churches and museums, libraries, im
perial palaces, and sculpture and picture galleries, the Pan
theon, Jardin des Plantes, the opera, the circus, the Legislative 
Body, the billiard-rooms, the barbers, the grisettes— 

Ah, the grisettes! I had almost forgotten. They are an
other romantic fraud. They were (if you let the books of 
travel tell it,) always so beautiful—so neat and trim, so grace
ful—so naive and trusting—so gentle, so winning—so faithful 
to their shop duties, so irresistible to buyers in their prattling 
importunity—so devoted to their poverty-stricken students of 
the Latin Quarter—so light hearted and happy on their Sun
day picnics in the suburbs—and oh, so charmingly, so delight
fully immoral! 

Stuff! For three or four days I was constantly saying: 

enough to pretend that he had 
simply called on a matter of 
private business with those em
perors, and so waved them an 
adieu, and drove from the 
held! 

ROYAL HONORS TO A YANKEE. 

Imagine a poor Frenchman 
ignorantly intruding upon a 
public rostrum sacred to some 
six-penny dignitary in America. 
The police would scare him to 
death, first, with a storm of 
their elegant blasphemy, and 
then pull him to pieces getting 
him away from there. We are 
measurably superior to the 
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" Quick, Ferguson ! is tliat a grisette 
And he always said u No." 
He comprehended, at last, that I wanted to see a grisette. 

Then he showed me dozens of them. They were like nearly 
all the Frenchwomen I ever saw—homely. They had large 
hands, large feet, large mouths; they had pug noses as a gen
eral thing, and mustaches that not even good breeding could 
overlook; they combed their hair straight back without part
ing; they were ill-shaped, they were not winning, they were 
not graceful; I knew 
by their looks that 
they ate garlic and 
onions; and lastly and 
finally, to my think
ing it would be base 
flattery to call them 
immoral. 

^roint thee, wench! 
I sorrow for the vaga
bond student of the 
Latin Quarter now, 
even more than for
merly I envied him. 
Thus topples to earth 
another idol of my in
fancy. 

"We have seen every 
thing, and to-morrow 
we go to Versailles. 
We shall see Paris 
only for a little while 
as we come back to 
take up our line of 

GRISETTES. 

so I may 
We shall 

our line oi march for the ship, and 
as well bid the beautiful city a regretful farewell, 
travel many thousands of miles after we leave here, and visit 
many great cities, but we shall find none so enchanting as 
this. 
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Some of our party have gone to England, intending to take 
a roundabout course and rejoin the vessel at Leghorn or 
Naples, several weeks hence. We came near going to Geneva, 
but have concluded to return to Marseilles and go up through 
Italy from Genoa. 

I will conclude this chapter with a remark that I am sin
cerely proud to be able to make—and glad, as well, that my 
comrades cordially indorse it, to wit: by far the handsomest 
women we have seen in France were born and reared in 
America. 

I feel, now, like a man who has redeemed a failing reputa
tion and shed lustre upon a dimmed escutcheon, by a single 
just deed done at the eleventh hour. 

Let the curtain fall, to slow music. 
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VERSAILLES! It is wonderfully beautiful! You gaze, 
and stare, and try to understand that it is real, that it 

is on the earth, that it is not the Garden of Eden—but your 
brain grows giddy, stupefied by the world of beauty around 
you, and you half believe you are the dupe of an exquisite 
dream. The scene thrills one like military music! A noble 
palace, stretching its ornamented front block upon block away, 
till it seemed that it would never end; a grand promenade 
before it, whereon the armies of an empire might parade; all 
about it rainbows of flowers, and colossal statues that were 
almost numberless, and yet seemed only scattered over the 
ample space; broad flights of stone steps leading down from 
the promenade to lower grounds of the park—stairways that 
whole regiments might stand to arms upon and have room to 
spare; vast fountains whose great bronze effigies discharged 
rivers of sparkling water into the air and mingled a hundred 
curving jets together in forms of matchless beauty; wide grass-
carpeted avenues that branched hither and thither in every 
direction and wandered to seemingly interminable distances, 
walled all the way on either side with compact ranks of leafy 
trees whose branches met above and formed arches as faultless 
and as symmetrical as ever were carved in stone; and here 
and there were glimpses of sylvan lakes with miniature ships 
glassed in their surfaces. And every where—on the palace 
steps, and the great promenade, around the fountains, among 
the trees, and far under the arches of the endless avenues, hun-
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dreds and hundreds of people in gay costumes walked or ran 
or danced, and gave to the fairy picture the life and animation 
which was all of perfection it could have lacked. 

It was worth a pilgrimage to see. Every thing is on so 
gigantic a scale. Nothing is small—nothing is cheap. The 
statues are all large; the palace is grand; the park covers a 
fair-sized county; the avenues are interminable. All the 
distances and all the dimensions about Versailles are vast. I 

FOUNTAIN AT VERSAILLES. 

, used to t.liink the pictures exaggerated these distances and 
these dimensions beyond all reason, and that they made Ver
sailles more beautiful than it was possible for any place in the 
world to be. I know now that the pictures never came up to 
the subject in any respect, and that no painter could represent 
Versailles on canvas as beautiful as it is in reality. I used to 
abuse Louis XIV. for spending two hundred millions of dollars 
in creating this marvelous park, when bread was so scarce 
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with some of his subjects; but I have forgiven him now. He 
took a tract of land sixty miles in circumference and set to 
work to make this park and build this palace and a road to it 
from Paris. He kept 36,000 men employed daily on it, and 
the labor was so unhealthy that they used to die and be hauled 
off by cart-loads every night. The wife of a nobleman of the 
time speaks of this as an " inconvenience," but naively remarks 
that " it does not seem worthy of attention in the happy state 
of tranquillity we now enjoy." 

I always thought ill of people at home, who trimmed their 
shrubbery into pyramids, and squares, and spires, and all 
manner of unnatural shapes, and when I saw the same thing 
being practiced in this great park I began to feel dissatisfied. 
But I soon saw the idea of the thing and the wisdom of it. 
They seek the general effect. We distort a dozen sickly trees 
into unaccustomed shapes in a little yard no bigger than a 
dining-room, and then surely they look absurd enough. But 
here they take two hundred thousand tall forest trees and set 
them in a double row; allow no sign of leaf or branch to grow 
on the trunk lower down than six feet above the ground ; 
from that point the boughs begin to project, and very grad
ually they extend outward further and further till they meet 
overhead, and a faultless tunnel of foliage is formed. The arch 
is mathematically precise. The effect is then very fine. They 
make trees take fifty different shapes, and so these quaint effects 
are infinitely varied and picturesque. The trees in no two ave
nues are shaped alike, and consequently the eye is not fatigued 
with any thing in the nature of monotonous uniformity. I will 
drop this subject now, leaving it to others to determine how 
these people manage to make endless ranks of lofty forest 
trees grow to just a certain thickness of trunk (say a foot and 
two-thirds;) how they make them spring to precisely the same 
height for miles ; how they make them grow so close together; 
how they compel one huge limb to spring from the same 
identical spot on each tree and form the main sweep of the 
arch; and how all these things are kept exactly in the same 
condition, and in the same exquisite shapeliness and symmetry 
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montli after month and year after year foi X have tried to 
reason out the problem, and have failed. 

We walked through the great hall of sculpture and the one 
hundred and fifty galleries of paintings in the palace of Ver
sailles, and felt that to be in such a place was useless unless 
one had a whole year at his disposal. These pictures are all 
battle-scenes, and only one solitary little canvas among them 
all treats of anything but great French victories. We wan
dered, also, through the Grand Trianon and the Petit Trianon, 
those monuments of royal prodigality, and with histories so 
mournful—filled, as it is, with souvenirs of Napoleon the First, 
and three dead Kings and as many Queens. In one sumptu
ous bed they had all slept in succession, but no one occupies it 
now. In a large dining-room stood the table at which Louis 
XIV. and his mistress, Madame Maintenon, and after them 
Louis XV., and Pompadour, had sat at their meals naked and 
unattended—for the table stood upon a trap-door, which de
scended with it to regions below when it was necessary 
to replenish its dishes. In a room of the Petit Trianon stood 
the furniture, just as poor Marie Antoinette left it when the 
mob came and dragged her and the King to Paris, never to 
return. Near at hand, in the stables, were prodigious carriages 
that showed no color but gold—carriages used by former Kings 
of France on state occasions, and never used now save when a 
kingly head is to be crowned, or an imperial infant christened. 
And with them were some curious sleighs, whose bodies were 
shaped like lions, swans, tigers, etc.—vehicles that had once 
been handsome with pictured designs and fine workmanship, 
but were dusty and decaying now. They had their history. 
When Louis XIV. had finished the Grand Trianon, he told 
Maintenon he had created a Paradise for her, and asked if she 
could think of any thing now to wish for. He said he wished 
the Trianon to be perfection—nothing less. She said she 
could think of but one thing—it was summer, and it was 
balmy France—yet she would like well to sleigh-ride in the 
leafy avenues of Versailles ! The next morning found miles 
and miles of grassy avenues spread thick with snowy salt and 
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sugar, and a procession of those quaint sleighs waiting to 
receive the chief concubine of the gayest and most unprinci
pled court that France has ever seen ! 

From sumptuous Versailles, with its palaces, its statues, its 
gardens and its fountains, we journeyed back to Paris and 
sought its antipodes—the Faubourg St. Antoine. Little, nar
row streets; dirty children blockading them; greasy, slovenly 
women capturing and spanking them; filthy dens on first 
floors, with rag stores in them (the heaviest business in the 
Faubourg is the chiffonier's;) other filthy dens where whole 
suits of second and third-hand clothing are sold at prices that 
would ruin any proprietor who did not steal his stock; still 
other filthy dens where they sold groceries—sold them by the 
half-pennyworth—five dollars would buy the man out, good
will and all. Up these little crooked streets they will murder 
a man for seven dollars and dump the body in the Seine. 
And up some other of these streets—most of them, I should 
say—live lorettes. 

All through this Faubourg St. Antoine, misery, poverty, 
vice and crime go hand in hand, and the evidences of it stare 
one in the face from every side. Here the people live who 
begin the revolutions. Whenever there is any thing of that 
kind to be done, they are always ready. They take as much 
genuine pleasure in building a barricade as they do in cutting 
a throat or shoving a friend into the Seine. It is these savage-
looking ruffians who storm the splendid halls of the Tuileries, 
occasionally, and swarm into Versailles when a King is to be 
called to account. 

But they will build no more barricades, they will break no 
more soldiers' heads with paving-stones. Louis Kapoleon has 
taken care of all that. He is annihilating the crooked streets, 
and building in their stead noble boulevards as straight as an 
arrow—avenues which a cannon ball could traverse from end 
to end without meeting an obstruction more irresistible than 
the flesh and bones of men—boulevards whose stately edifices 
will never afford refuges and plotting-placea^for starving, dis
contented revolution-breeders. Five of these great thorough-
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fares radiate from one ample centre—a centre which is exceed
ingly well adapted to the accommodation of heavy artillery. 
The mobs used to riot there, but they must seek another rally-
ing-place in future. And this ingenious Napoleon paves the 
streets of his great cities with a smooth, compact composition 
of asphaltum and sand. No more barricades of flag-stones— 
no more assaulting his Majesty's troops with cobbles. I can 
not feel friendly toward my quondam fellow-American, Napo
leon III., especially at this time,* when in fancy I see his 
credulous victim, Maximilian, lying stark and stiff in Mexico, 
and his maniac widow wratching eagerly from her French 
asylum for the form that will never come—but I do admire 
his nerve, his calm self-reliance, his shrewd good sense. 

* July, 1867. 
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~TT7~E had a pleasant journey of it seaward again. We 
• V found that for the three past nights our ship had 

been in a state of war. The first night the sailors of a British 
ship, being happy with grog, came down on the pier and chal
lenged our sailors to a free fight. They accepted with alac
rity, repaired to the pier and gained—their share of a drawn 
battle. Several bruised and bloody members of both parties 
were carried off by the police, and imprisoned until the fol
lowing morning. The next night the British boys came again 
to renew the fight, but our men had had strict orders to 
remain on board and out of sight. They did so, and the 
besieging party grew noisy, and more and more abusive as 
the fact became apparent (to them,) that our men were afraid 
to come out. They went away, finally, with a closing burst 
of ridicule and offensive epithets. The third night they came 
again, and were more obstreperous than ever. They swag
gered up and down the almost deserted pier, and hurled curses, 
obscenity and stinging sarcasms at our crew. It was more 
than human nature could bear. The executiva officer ordered 
our men ashore—with instructions not to fight. They charged 
the British and gained a brilliant victory. I probably would 
not have mentioned this war had it ended differently. But I 
travel to learn, and I still remember that they picture no 
French defeats in the battle-galleries of Versailles. 

It was like home to us to step on board the comfortable 
ship again, and smoke and lounge about her breezy decks. 
And yet it wras not altogether like home, either, because so 
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many members of the family were away. We missed some 
pleasant faces which we would rather have found at dinner, 
and at night there were gaps in the euchre-parties which could 
not be satisfactorily tilled. " Moult." was in England, Jack 
in Switzerland, Charley in Spain. Blucher was gone, none 
could tell where. But we were at sea again, and we had the 
stars and the ocean to look at, and plenty of room to meditate 
in. 

In due time the shores of Italy were sighted, and as we 
stood gazing from the decks early in the bright summer morn
ing, the stately city of Genoa rose up out of the sea and flung 
back the sunlight from her hundred palaces. 

Here we rest, for the present—or rather, here we have been 
trying to rest, for some little time, but we run about too much 
to accomplish a great deal in that line. 

I would like to remain here. I had rather not go any 
further. There may be prettier women in Europe, hut I 
doubt it. The population of Genoa is 120,000; two-thirds of 
these are women, I think, and at least two-thirds of the 
women are beautiful. They are as dressy, and as tasteful and 
as graceful as they could possibly be without being angels. 
However, angels are not very dressy, I believe. At least the 
angels in pictures are not—they wear nothing but wings. 
But these Genoese women do look so charming. Most of the 
young demoiselles are robed in a cloud of white from head to 
foot, though many trick themselves out more elaborately. 
Nine-tenths of them wear nothing on their heads but a filmy 
sort of veil, which falls down their backs like a white mist. 
They are very, fair, and many of them have blue eyes, but 
black and dreamy dark brown ones are met with oftenest. 

The ladies and gentlemen of Genoa have a pleasant fashion 
of promenading in a large park on the top of a hill in the 
centre of the city, from six till nine in the evening, and then eat
ing ices in a neighboring garden an hour or two longer. We 
went to the park on Sunday evening. Two thousand persons 
were present, chiefly young ladies and gentlemen. The gen
tlemen were dressed in the very latest Paris fashions, and the 
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robes of the ladies glinted among the trees like so many snow-
flakes. The multitude moved round and round the }3ark in a 
great procession. The bands played, and so did the fountains; 
the moon and the gas lamps lit up the scene, and altogether it 
was a brilliant and an animated picture. I scanned every 
female face that passed, and it seemed to me that all were 
handsome. I never saw such a freshet of loveliness before. 
I do not see how a man of only ordinary decision of character 

WOMEN OF GENOA. 

could marry here, because, before he could get his mind made 
up he would fall in love with somebody else. 

Never smoke any Italian tobacco. Never do it on any 
account. It makes me shudder to think what it must be made 
of. T on can not throw an old cigar " stub " down any where, 
but some vagabond will pounce upon it on the instant. I 
like to smoke a good deal, but it wounds my sensibilities to 
see one of these stub-liunters watching me out of the corners 

11 
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of his hungry eyes and calculating how long my cigar will be 
likely to last. It reminded me too painfully of that San 
Francisco undertaker who used to go to sick-beds with his 
watch in his hand and time the corpse. One of these stub-
hunters followed us all over the park last night, and we never 
had a smoke that was worth any thing. We were always 
moved to appease him with the stub before the cigar was half 
gone, because he looked so viciously anxious. He regarded us 
as his own legitimate prey, by right of discovery, I think, 
because he drove off several other professionals who wanted 
to take stock in us. 

How, they surely must chew up those old stubs, and dry 
and sell them for smoking-tobacco. Therefore, give your 
custom to other than Italian brands of the article. 

" The Superb " and the " City of Palaces " are names which 
Genoa has held for centuries. She is full of palaces, certainly, 
and the palaces are sumptuous inside, but they are very rusty 
without, and make no pretensions to architectural magnifi
cence. " Genoa, the Superb," would be a felicitous title if it 
referred to the women. 

We have visited several of the palaces—immense thick-
walled piles, with great stone staircases, tesselated marble 
pavements on the floors, (sometimes they make a mosaic work, 
of intricate designs, wrought in pebbles, or little fragments of 
marble laid in cement,) and grand salons hung with pictures 
by Rubens, Guido, Titian, Paul Veronese, and so on, and 
portraits of heads of the family, in plumed helmets and gal
lant coats of mail, and patrician ladies, in stunning costumes 
of centuries ago. But, of course, the folks were all out in the 
country for the summer, and might not have known enough to 
ask us to dinner if they had been at home, and so all the 
grand empty salons, with their resounding pavements, their 
grim pictures of dead ancestors, and tattered banners with the 
dust of bygone centuries upon them, seemed to brood solemnly 
of death and the grave, and our spirits ebbed away, and our 
cheerfulness passed from us. We never went up to the elev
enth story. We always began to suspect ghosts. There was 
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always an undertaker-looking servant along, too, who handed 
us a programme, pointed to the picture that began the list of 
the salon he was in, and then stood stiff and stark and unsmil
ing in his petrified livery till we were ready to move on 

to the next chamber, where
upon he marched sadly 
ahead and took up another 
malignantly respectful posi
tion as before. I wasted so 
much time praying that the 
roof would fall in on these 

PETRIFIED LACKEY. 

dispiriting flunkeys that I had but little left to bestow upon 
palace and pictures. 

And besides, as in Paris, we had a guide. Perdition catch 
all the guides. This one said he was the most gifted linguist 
in Genoa, as far as English was concerned, and that only two 
persons in the city beside himself could talk the language at 
all. He showed us the birthplace of Christopher Columbus, 
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and after we liad reflected in silent awe before it for fifteen 
minutes, he said it was not the birthplace of Columbus, but 
of Columbus's grandmother! When we demanded an expla
nation of his conduct he only shrugged his shoulders and 
answered in barbarous Italian. I shall speak further of this 
guide in a future chapter. All the information we got out of 
him we shall be able to carry along with us, I think. 

I have not been to church so often in a long time as I have 
in the last few weeks. 
The people in these old 
lands seem to make 
churches their specialty. 
Especially does this 
seem to be the case with 
the citizens of Genoa. 
I think there is a church 
every three or four hun
dred yards all over town. 
The streets are sprinkled 
from end to end with 
sho vel-li atted, long-
robed, well-fed priests, 
and the church bells by 
dozens are pealing all 
the day long, nearly. 
Every now and then one 
comes across a friar of 
orders gray, with shaven 

head, long, coarse robe, rope girdle and beads, and with feet 
cased in sandals or entirely bare. These worthies suffer in 
the flesh, and do penance all their lives, I suppose, but they look 
like consummate famine-breeders. They are all fat and serene. 

The old Cathedral of San Lorenzo is about as notable a 
building as we have found in Genoa. It is vast, and has 
colonnades of noble pillars, and a great organ, and the cus
tomary pomp of gilded moldings, pictures, frescoed ceilings, and 
so forth. I can not describe it, of course—it would require a 

PRIEST AND FRIAR. 
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good many pages to do that. But it is a curious place. They 
said that half of it—from the front door half way down to the 
altar—was a Jewish Synagogue before the Saviour was born, 
and that no alteration had been made in it since that time. 
We doubted the statement, but did it reluctantly. We would 
much rather have believed it. The place looked in too perfect 
repair to be so ancient. 

The main point of interest about the Cathedral is the little 
Chapel of St. John the Baptist. They only allow women to 
enter it on one day in the year, on account of the animosity 
they still cherish against the sex because of the murder of the 
Saint to gratify a caprice of Iierodias. In this Chapel is a 
marble chest, in which, they told us, were the ashes of St. 
John; and around it was wound a chain, which, they said, 
had confined him when he was in prison. We did not desire 
to disbelieve these statements, and yet we could not feel cer
tain that they were correct—partly because we could have 
broken that chain, and so could St. John, and partly because 
we had seen St. John's ashes before, in another Church. We 
could not bring ourselves to think St! John had two sets of 
ashes. 

They also showed us a portrait of the Madonna which was 
painted by St. Luke, and it did not look half as old and 
smoky as some of the pictures by Rubens. We could not help 
admiring the Apostle's modesty in never once mentioning in 
his writings that he could paint. 

But isn't this relic matter a little overdone? We find a 
piece of the true cross in every old church we go into, and 
some of the nails that held it together. I would not like to 
be positive, but I think we have seen as much as a keg of 
these nails. Then there is the crown of thorns; they have 
part of one in Sainte Chapelle, in Paris, and part of one, also, 
in Notre Dame. And as for bones of St. Denis, I feel certain 
we have seen enough of them to duplicate him, if necessary. 

I only meant to write about the churches, but I keep wan
dering from the subject. I could say that the Church of the 
Annunciation is a wilderness of beautiful columns, of statues, 
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gilded moldings, and pictures almost countless, but that 
would give no one an entirely perfect idea of the thing, and 
so where is the use ? One family built the whole edifice, and 
have got money left. There is where the mystery lies. We 
had an idea at first that only a mint could have survived the 
expense. 

These people here live in the heaviest, highest, broadest, 
darkest, solidest houses one can imagine. Each one might 
" laugh a siege to scorn." A hundred feet front and a hun
dred high is about the style, and you go up three flights of 
stairs before you begin to come upon signs of occupancy. 
Every thing is stone, and stone of the heaviest—floors, stair
ways, mantels, benches—every thing. The walls are lour to 
five feet thick. The streets generally are four or five to eight 
feet wide and as crooked as a corkscrew. You go along one 
of these gloomy cracks, and look up and behold the sky like a 
mere ribbon of light, far above your head, where the tops of 
the tall houses on either side of the street bend almost 
together. You feel as if you were at the bottom of some tre
mendous abyss, with all the world far above you. You wind 
in and out and here and there, in the most mysterious way, 
and have no more idea of the points of the compass than if you 
were a blind man. You can never persuade yourself that 
these are actually streets, and the frowning, dingy, monstrous 
houses dwellings, till you see one of these beautiful, prettily 
dressed women emerge from them—see her emerge from a 
dark, dreary-looking den that looks dungeon all over, from the 
ground awTay half-way up to heaven. And then you wonder 
that such a charming moth could come from such a forbidding 
shell as that. The streets are wisely made narrow and the 
houses heavy and thick and stony, in order that the people 
may be cool in this roasting climate. And they are cool, and 
stay so. And while I think of it—the men wear hats and 
have very dark complexions, but the women wear no head
gear but a flimsy veil like a gossamer's web, and yet are 
exceedingly fair as a general thing. Singular, isn't it ? 

The huge palaces of Genoa are each supposed to be occupied 
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by one family, but they could accommodate a hundred, I should 
think. They are relics of the grandeur of Genoa's palmy days 
—the days when she was a great commercial and maritime 
power several centuries ago. These houses, solid marble pal
aces though they be, are in many cases of a dull pinkish color, 
outside, and from pavement to eaves are pictured with Genoese 
battle-scenes, with monstrous Jupiters and Cupids and with 
familiar illustrations from Grecian mythology. Where the 
paint has yielded to age and exposure and is peeling off in 
flakes and patches, the effect is not happy. A noseless Cupid, 
or a Jupiter with an eye out, or a Yenus with a fly-blister 
on her breast, are not attractive features in a picture. Some 
of these painted walls reminded me somewhat of the tall van, 
plastered with fanciful bills and posters, that follows the band
wagon of a circus about a country village. I have not read or 
heard that the outsides of the houses of any other European 
city are frescoed in this way. 

I can not conceive of such a thing as Genoa in ruins. Such 
massive arches, such ponderous substructions as support these 
towering broad-winged edifices, we have seldom seen before; 
and surely the great blocks of stone of which these edifices are 
built can never decay; walls that are as thick as an ordinary 
American doorway is high, can not crumble. 

The Republics of Genoa and Pisa were very powerful in the 
middle ages. Their ships filled the Mediterranean, and they 
carried on an extensive commerce with Constantinople and 
Syria. Their warehouses were the great distributing depots 
from whence the costly merchandise of the East was sent 
abroad over Europe. They were warlike little nations, and 
defied, in those days, governments that overshadow them now 
as mountains overshadow molehills. The Saracens captured 
and pillaged Genoa nine hundred years > ago, but during the 
following century Genoa and Pisa entered into an offensive 
and defensive alliance and besieged the Saracen colonies in 
Sardinia and the Balearic Isles with an obstinacy that main
tained its pristine vigor and held to its purpose for forty long 
years. They were victorious at last, and divided their con-
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quests equably among tlieir great patrician families. Descen
dants of some of those proud families still inhabit the palaces 
of Genoa, and trace in their own features a resemblance to the 
grim knights whose portraits hang in their stately halls, and 
to pictured beauties with pouting lips and merry eyes whose 
originals have been dust and ashes for many a dead and for
gotten century. 

The hotel we live in belonged to one of those great orders 
of knights of the Cross in the times of the Crusades, and its 
mailed sentinels once kept watch and ward in its massive 

upon a window pane; and we were shown a miniature silver 
temple whose fluted columns, whose Corinthian capitals and 
lich entablatures, whose spire, statues, bells, and ornate lavish-
ness of sculpture were wrought in polished silver, and with 
such matchless art that every detail was a fascinating study, 
and the finished edifice a wonder of beauty. 

turrets and woke the 
echoes of these halls and 
corridors with tlieir iron 
heels. 

STATUE OF COLUMBUS. 

But Genoa's greatness 
has degenerated into an 
unostentatious commerce 
in velvets and silver fila
gree work. They say that 
each European town has 
its specialty. These fila
gree things are Genoa's 
specialty. Her smiths take 
silver ingots and work 
them up into all manner 
of graceful and beautiful 
forms. They make bunch
es of flowers, from flakes 
and wdres of silver, that 
counterfeit the delicate cre
ations the frost weaves 
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We are ready to move again, though we are not really tired, 
yet, of the narrow passages of this old marble cave. Cave is a 
good word—when speaking of Genoa under the stars. When 
we have been prowling at midnight through the gloomy crev
ices they call streets, where no foot falls but ours were echoing, 
where only ourselves were abroad, and lights appeared only at 
long intervals and at a distance, and mysteriously disappeared 

again, and the houses at our elbows seemed to stretch upward 
farther than ever toward the heavens, the memory of a cave I 
used to know at home was always in my mind, with its lofty 
passages, its silence and solitude, its shrouding gloom, its 
sepulchral echoes, its flitting lights, and more than all, its 
sudden revelations of branching crevices and corridors where 
we least expected them. 

We are not tired of the endless processions of cheerful, chat
tering gossipers that throng these courts and streets all day 
long, either; nor of the coarse-robed monks; nor of the "Asti" 

GRAVES OF SIXTY THOUSAND. 
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wines, which that old doctor (whom we call the Oracle,) with 
customary felicity in the matter of getting every thing wrong, 
misterms " nasty." But we must go, nevertheless. 

Our last sight was the cemetery, (a burial-place intended to 
accommodate 60,000 bodies,) and we shall continue to remem
ber it after we shall have forgotten the palaces. It is a vast 
marble collonaded corridor extending around a great unoccu
pied square of ground; its broad floor is marble, and on every 
slab is an inscription—for every slab covers a corpse. On 
either side, as one walks down the middle of the passage, are 
monuments, tombs, and sculptured figures that are exquisitely 
wrought and are full of grace and beauty. They are new, 
and snowy; every outline is perfect, every feature guiltless of 
mutilation, flaw or blemish; and therefore, to us these far-
reaching ranks of bewitching forms are a hundred fold more 
lovely than the damaged and dingy statuary they have saved 
from the wreck of ancient art and set up in the galleries of 
Paris for the worship of the world. 

Well provided with cigars and other necessaries of life, we 
are now ready to take the cars for Milan. 
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ALL day long we sped through a mountainous country 
whose peaks were bright with sunshine, whose hillsides 

were dotted with pretty villas sitting in the midst of gardens 
and shrubbery, and whose deep ravines were cool and shady, 
and looked ever so inviting from where we and the birds were 
winging our flight through the sultry upper air. 

We had plenty of chilly tunnels wherein to check our per
spiration, though. We timed one of them. We were twenty 
minutes passing through it, going at the rate of thirty to 
thirty-five miles an hour. 

Beyond Alessandria we passed the battle-field of Marengo. 
Toward dusk we drew near Milan, and caught glimpses of 

the city and the blue mountain peaks beyond. But we were 
not caring for these things—they did not interest us in the 
least. We were in a fever of impatience; we were dying to 
see the renowned Cathedral! We watched—in this direction 
and that—all around—every where. We needed no one to 
point it out—we did not wish any one to point it out—we 
would recognize it, even in the desert of the great Sahara. 

At last, a forest of graceful needles, shimmering in the 
amber sunlight, rose slowly above the pigmy house-tops, as 
one sometimes sees, in the far horizon, a gilded and pinnacled 
mass of cloud lift itself above the waste of waves, at sea,—the 
Cathedral! We knew it in a moment. 

Half of that night, and all of the next day, this architectural 
autocrat was our sole object of interest. 

What a wonder it is! So grand, so solemn, so vast! And 
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yet so delicate, so airy, so graceful! A very world of solid 
weight, and yet it seems in the soft moonlight only a fairy 
delusion of frost-work that might vanish with a breath! How 
sharply its pinnacled angles and its wilderness of spires were 
cut against the sky, and how richly their shadows fell upon its 
snowy roof! It was a vision!—a miracle!—an anthem sung 
in stone, a poem wrought in marble! 

Howsoever you look at the great Cathedral, it is noble, it is 
beautiful! Wherever you stand in Milan, or within seven 
miles of Milan, it is visible—and when it is visible, no other 
object can chain your whole attention. Leave your eyes 
unfettered by your will but a single instant and they will 
surely turn to seek it. It is the first thing you look for when 
you rise in the morning, and the last your lingering gaze rests 
upon at night. Surely, it must be the princeliest creation that 
ever brain of man conceived. 

At nine o'clock in the morning we went and stood before 
this marble colossus. The central one of its five great doors is 
bordered with a bas-relief of birds and fruits and beasts and 
insects, which have been so ingeniously carved out of the 
marble that they seem like living creatures—and the figures 
are so numerous and the design so complex, that one might 
study it a week without exhausting its interest. On the great 
steeple—surmounting the myriad of spires—inside of the spires 

over the doors, the windows—in nooks and corners—every 
where that a niche or a perch can be found about the enor
mous building, from summit to base, there is a marble statue, 
and every statue is a study in itself! Raphael, Angelo, 
Canova giants like these gave birth to the designs, and their 
own pupils carved them. Every face is eloquent with expres
sion, and every attitude is full of grace. Away above, on the 
lofty roof, rank on rank of carved and fretted spires spring 
high in the air, and through their rich tracery one sees the sky 
beyond. In their midst the central steeple towers proudly up 
like the mainmast of some great Indiaman among a fleet of 
coasters. 

We wished to go aloft. The sacristan showed us a marble 
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stairway (of course it was marble, and of the purest and whitest 
—there is no other stone, no brick, no wood, among its build-

CENTRAL DOOR OF CATHEDRAL AT MILAN. 

ing materials,) and told us to go up one hundred and eighty-
two steps and stop till he came. It was not necessary to say 
stop—we should have done that any how. We were tired by 
the time we got there. This was the roof. Here, springing 
from its broad marble flagstones, were the long files of spires, 
looking very tall close at hand, but diminishing in the dis
tance like the pipes of an organ. We could see, now, that 
the statue on the top of each was the size of a large man, 
though they all looked like dolls from the street. We could 
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see, also, that from the inside of each and every one of 
hollow spires, from sixteen to thirty-one beautiful kT 
statues looked out upon the world below. 

From the eaves to the comb of the roof stretched in 
succession great curved marble beams, like the fore-anil "ft 
braces of a steamboat, and along each beam from end to " 
stood up a row of richly carved flowers and fruits-each'if 
arate and distinct in kind, and over 15,000 species represented 
At a little distance these rows seem to close together like th' 
ties of a railroad track, and then the mingling together of & 

INTE1UOR OP THE CATHEDRAL AT 311 LAN. 

buds and blossoms of this marble -anion forms a picture that 
is very charming to the eye. 
offl t ^eSCe.nde<1 and entered. Within the church, long row 

co umns, like huge monuments, divided the building 
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into broad aisles, and on the figured pavement fell many a 
soft blush from the painted windows above. I knew the 
church was very large, but I could not fully appreciate its 
great size until I noticed that the men standing far down by 
the altar looked like boys, and seemed to glide, rather than 
walk. We loitered about gazing aloft at the monster windows 
all aglow with brilliantly colored scenes in the lives of the 
Saviour and his followers. Some of these pictures are mosaics, 
and so artistically are their thousand particles of tinted glass 
or stone put together that the work has all the smoothness 
and finish of a painting. We counted sixty panes of glass in 
one window, and each pane was adorned with one of these 
master achievements of genius and patience. 

The guide showed us a coffee-colored piece of sculpture 
which he said was considered to have come from the hand of 
Phidias, since it was not possible that any other artist, of any 
epoch, could have copied nature "with such faultless accuracy. 
The figure was that of a man without a skin; with every vein, 
artery, muscle, every fibre and tendon and tissue of the human 
frame, represented in minute detail. It looked natural, because 
somehow it looked as if it were in pain. A skinned man 
would be likely to look that way, unless his attention were 
occupied with some other matter. It was a hideous thing, and 
yet there was a fascination about it some where. I am very 
sorry I saw it, because I shall always see it, now. I shall 
dream of it, sometimes. I shall dream that it is resting its 
corded arms on the bed's head and looking down on me with 
its dead eyes; I shall dream that it is stretched between the 
sheets with me and touching me with its exposed muscles and 
its stringy cold legs. 

It is hard to forget repulsive things. I remember yet how 
I ran off from school once, "when I was a boy, and then, pretty 
late at night, concluded to climb into the window of my 
father's office and sleep on a lounge, because I had a delicacy 
about going home and getting thrashed. As I lay on the 
lounge and my eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, I 
fancied I could see a long, dusky, shapeless thing stretched 
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upon the floor. A cold shiver went through me. I turned 
my face to the wall. That did not answer. I was afraid that 
that thing would creep over and seize me in the dark I 
turned back and stared at it for minutes and minutes—tl 
seemed hours. It appeared to me that the lagging moonlight 
never, never would get to it. I turned to the wall a°nd 
counted twenty, to pass the feverish time away. I looked— 
the pale square was nearer. I turned again and counted fifty 
—it was almost touching it. With desperate will I turned 
again and counted one hundred, and faced about, all in a 
tremble. A white human hand lay in the moonlight! Such 

d^t a^ ^ie heart—such a sudden gasp for breath! 
e aan riot tell what I felt. When I recovered strength 
°lh? , aced the wall again. But no boy could have 

remained so, with that mysterious hand behind him. I 
oun ec again, and looked—the most of a naked arm was 

BOYHOOD EXPERIENCE. 
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exposed. I put my hands over my eyes and counted till I 
could stand it no longer, and then—the pallid face of a man 
was there, with the corners of the mouth drawn down, and 
the eyes fixed and glassy in death ! I raised to a sitting pos
ture and glowered on that corpse till the light crept down the 
bare breast,—line by line—inch by inch—past the nipj3le, 
and then it disclosed a ghastly stab! 

I went away from there. I do not say that I went away in 
any sort of a hurry, but I simply went—that is sufficient! I 
went out at the window, and I carried the sash along with me. 
I did not need the sash, but it was handier to take it than it 
was to leave it, and so X took it.—I was not scared, but I was 
considerably agitated. 

When I reached home, they whipped me, but I enjoyed it. 
It seemed perfectly delightful. That man had been stabbed 
near the office that afternoon, and they carried him in there to 
doctor him, but he only lived an hour. I have slept in the 
same room with him often, since then—in my dreams. 

Now we will descend into the crypt, under the grand altar 
of Milan Cathedral, and receive an impressive sermon from 
lips that have been silent and hands that have been gestureless 
for three hundred years. 

The priest stopped in a small dungeon and held up his 
candle. This was the last resting-place of a good man, a 
warm-hearted, unselfish man; a man whose whole life was 
given to succoring the poor, encouraging the faint-hearted, 
visiting the sick; in relieving distress, whenever and wherever 
he found it. His heart, his hand and his purse were always 
open. With his story in one's mind he can almost see his 
benignant countenance moving calmly among the haggard 
faces of Milan in the days when the plague swept the city, 
brave where all others were cowards, full of compassion where 
pity had been crushed out of all other breasts by the instinct 
of self-preservation gone mad with terror, cheering all, praying 
with all, helping all, with hand and brain and purse, at a 
time when parents forsook their children, the friend deserted 

12 
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the friend, and the brother turned away from the sister while 
her pleadings were still wailing in his ears. 

This was good St. Charles Borromdo, Bishop of Milan. The 
people idolized him; princes lavished uncounted treasures 
upon him. We stood in his tomb. Near by wras the sarcoph
agus, lighted by the dripping candles. The walls were faced 
with bas-reliefs representing scenes in his life done in massive 
silver. The priest put on a short white lace garment over his 
black robe, crossed himself, bowed reverently, and began to 
turn a windlass slowly. The sarcophagus separated in two 
parts, lengthwise, and the lower part sank down and disclosed 
a coffin of rock crystal as clear as the atmosphere. Within lay 
the body, robed in costly habiliments covered with gold em
broidery and starred with scintillating gems. The decaying 
head was black with age, the dry skin was drawn tight to the 
bones, the eyes were gone, there was a hole in the temple and 
another in the cheek, and the skinny lips were parted as in a 
ghastly smile! Over this dreadful face, its dust and decay, 
and its mocking grin, hung a crown sown thick with flashing 
brilliants; and upon the breast lay crosses and croziers of 
solid gold that were splendid with emeralds and diamonds. 

How poor, and cheap, and trivial these gew-gaws seemed in 
presence of the solemnity, the grandeur, the awful majesty of 
Death ! Think of Milton, Shakspeare, Washington, standing 
before a reverent world tricked out in the glass beads, the 
brass ear-rings and tin trumpery of the savages of the plains ! 

Dead Bartolomdo preached his pregnant sermon, and its 
burden was : You that worship the vanities of earth—you that 
long for worldly honor, worldly wealth, worldly fame—behold 
their worth! 

To us it seemed that so good a man, so kind a heart, so 
simple a nature, deserved rest and peace in a grave sacred 
from the intrusion of prying eyes, and believed that he him-
se f would have preferred to have it so, but peradventure our 
wisdom was at fault in this regard. 

As v e came out upon the floor of the church again, another 
pnest volunteered to show us the treasures of the church. 
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What, more ? The furniture of the narrow chamber of death 
we had just visited, weighed six millions of francs in ounces 
and carats alone, without a penny thrown into the account for 
the costly workmanship bestowed upon them! But we fol
lowed into a large room filled with tall wooden presses like 
wardrobes. He threw them open, and behold, the cargoes of 
"crude bullion" of the assay offices of Nevada faded out of 
my memory. There were Yirgins and bishops there, above 
their natural size, made of solid silver, each worth, by weight, 

TREASURES OF THE CATHEDRAL. 

from eight hundred thousand to two millions of francs, and 
bearing gemmed books in their hands worth eighty thousand ; 
there were bas-reliefs that weighed six hundred pounds, carved 
in solid silver; croziers and crosses, and candlesticks six and 
eight feet high, all of virgin gold, and brilliant with precious 
stones; and beside these were all manner of cups and vases, 
and such things, rich in proportion. It was an Aladdin's 
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palace. The treasures here, by simple weight, without count
ing workmanship, were valued at fifty millions of francs! If 
I could get the custody of them for a while, I fear me the mar
ket price of silver bishops would advance shortly, on account 
of their exceeding scarcity in the Cathedral of Milan. 

The priests showed us two of St. Paul's fingers, and one of 
St. Peter's ; a bone of Judas Iscariot, (it was black.) and also 
bones of all the other disciples; a handkerchief in which the 
Saviour had left the impression of his face. Among the most 
precious of the relics were a stone from the Holy Sepulchre 
part of the crown of thorns, (they have a whole one at Notre 
Dame,) a fragment of the purple robe worn by the Saviour a 
nail from the Cross, and a picture of the Yirgin and Child 
painted by the veritable hand of St. Luke. This is the second 
of St. Luke's Virgins we have seen. Once a year all these 
holy relics are carried in procession through the streets of 
Milan. 

I like to revel in the dryest details of the great cathedral. 
The building is five hundred feet long by one hundred and 
eighty wide, and the principal steeple is in the neighborhood 
of four hundred feet high. It has 1,148 marble statues, and 
will have upwards of three thousand more when it is finished. 
In addition, it has one thousand five hundred bas-reliefs. It 
has one hundred and thirty-six spires—twenty-one more are to 
be added. ̂ Each spire is surmounted by a statue six and a 
half feet high. Every thing about the church is marble, and 
all from the same quarry; it was bequeathed to the Archbish
opric for this purpose centuries ago. So nothing but the 
mere workmanship costs ; still that is expensive—the bill foots 
up six hundred and eighty-four millions of francs, thus far 
(considerably over a hundred millions of dollars,) and it is 
estimated that it will take a hundred and twenty years yet 
to nish the cathedral. It looks complete, but is far from 
emg so. We saw a new statue put in its niche yesterday, 

a ongside of one which had been standing these four hundred 
years, they said. There are four staircases leading up to the 
mam steeple, each of which cost a hundred thousand dollars, 
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with the four hundred and eight statues which adorn them. 
Marco Compioni was the architect who designed the wonderful 
structure more than five hundred years ago, and it took him 
forty-six years to work out the plan and get it ready to hand 

CATHEDRAL AT MILAN. 

over to the builders. He is dead now. The building was 
begun a little less than five hundred years ago, and the third 
generation hence will not see it completed. 

The building looks best by moonlight, because the older 
portions of it being stained with age, contrast unpleasantly 
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with the newer and whiter portions. It seems somewhat too 
broad for its height, but may be familiarity with it might dissi
pate this impression. 

They say that the Cathedral of Milan is second only to St. 
Peter's at Rome. I can not understand how it can be second 
to any thing made by human hands. 

We bid it good-bye, now—possibly for all time. How surely, 
in some future day, when the memory of it shall have lost its 
vividness, shall we half believe we have seen it in a wonderful 
dream, but never with waking eyes! 
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* * TA O you wis zo liaut can be ?" 
That was what the guide asked, when we were look

ing up at the bronze horses on the Arch of Peace. It meant, 
* do you wish to go up there ? I give it as a specimen of guide-

English. These are the people that make life a burthen to the 
tourist. Their tongues are never still. They talk forever and 
forever, and that is the kind of billingsgate they use. Inspi
ration itself could hardly comprehend them. It they would 
only show you a masterpiece of art, or a'venerable tomb, or a 
prison-house, or a battle-field, hallowed by touching memories 
or historical reminiscences, or grand traditions, and then step 
aside and hold still for ten minutes and let you think, it would 
not be so bad. But they interrupt every dream, every pleas
ant train of thought, with their tiresome cackling. Some
times when I have been standing before some cherished old 
idol of mine that I remembered yeark and years ago in pic
tures in the geography at school, I have thought I would give 
a whole world if the human parrot at my side would suddenly 
perish where he stood and leave me to gaze, and ponder, and 
worship, 

Ho, we did not "wis zo haut can be." We wished to go to 
La Scala, the largest theatre in the world, I think they call it. 
We did so. It was a large place. Seven separate and distinct 
masses of humanity—six great circles and a monster parquette. 

We wished to go to the Ambrosian Library, and we did that 
also. We saw a manuscript of Virgil, with annotations in the 
handwriting of Petrarch, the gentleman who loved another 
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man's Laura, and lavished upon her all through life a love 
which was a clear waste of the raw material. It was sound 
sentiment, but bad judgment. It brought both parties fame 

LA SCALA THEATRE. 

and created a fountain of commiseration for them in senti
mental breasts that is running yet. But who says a word in 
behalt of poor Mr. Laura ? (I do not know his other name.) 
Who glorifies him? Who bedews him with tears? Who 
wntes poetry about him? Nobody. How do you supposed 
met t le state of things that has given the world so much 

pleasure ? How did he enjoy having another man following 
is mi e eveiy where and making her name a familiar word in 

every garlic-exterminating mouth in Italy with his sonnets to 
ier pre-empted eyebrows ? They got fame and sympathy-he 

^°n ll)61 161'• a Peculiar]y felicitous instance of what is 
ca e poetica justice. It is all very fine; but it does not 

line w it 1 my notions of right. It is too one-sided—too un-
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generous. Let tlie world go on fretting about Lama and 
Petrarch if it will; hut as for me, my tears and my lamenta
tions shall be lavished upon the unsung defendant. 

We saw also an autograph letter of Lucrezia Borgia, a lady 
for whom I have always entertained the highest respect, on 
account of her rare histrionic capabilities, her opulence in solid 
gold goblets made of gilded wood, her high distinction as an 
operatic screamer, and the facility with which she could oidei 
a sextuple funeral and get the corpses ready for it. We saw 
one single coarse yellow hair from Lucrezia s head, likewise. 
It awoke emotions, but we still live. In this same library we 
saw some drawings by Michael Angelo (these Italians call him 
Mickel Angelo,) and Leonardo da Yinci. (They spell it "V mci 
and pronounce it Yinchy ; foreigners always spell better than 
they pronounce.) We reserve our opinion of these sketches. 

In another building they showed us a fresco representing some 
lions and other beasts drawing chariots; and they seemed to 
project so far from the wall that we took them to be sculp
tures. The artist had shrewdly heightened the delusion by 
painting dust on the creatures' backs, as if it had fallen there 
naturally and properly. Smart fellow—if it be smart to 
deceive strangers. _ . 

Elsewhere we saw a huge Roman amphitheatre, with its 
stone seats still in good preservation. Modernized, it is now 
the scene of more peaceful recreations than the exhibition of a 
party of wild beasts with Christians for dinner. Part of the 
time, the Milanese use it for a race track, and at other seasons 
they flood it with water and have spirited yachting regattas 
there. The guide told us these things, and he would hardly 
try so hazardous an experiment as the telling of a falsehood, 
when it is all he can do to speak the truth in English without 
getting the lock-jaw. 

In another place we were shown a sort of summer arbor, with 
a fence before it. We said that was nothing. We looked 
again, and saw, through the arbor, an endless stretch of gar
den, and shrubbery, and grassy lawn. We were perfectly wil
ling to go in there and rest, but it could not be done. It was 
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only another delusion—a painting by some ingenious artist 
with little charity in his heart for tired folk. The deception 
was perfect. No one could have imagined the park was not 
real. We even thought we smelled the flowers at first. 

We got a carriage at twilight and drove in the shaded ave
nues with the other nobility, and after dinner we took wine 
and ices m a fine garden with the great public. The music 
was excellent, the flowers and shrubbery were pleasant to the 
eye, the scene was vivacious, every body was genteel and well-
behaved and the ladies were slightly moustached, and hand-
somely dressed, but very homely. 

We adjourned to a cafe and played billiards an hour, and I 
made six or seven points by the doctor pocketing his ball, and 
he made as many by my pocketing my ball. We came near 
making a carom sometimes, but not the one we were trying to 

a e. ie table was of the usual European style—cushions 
ead and twice as high as the balls; the cues in bad repair, 

e natives play only a sort of pool on them. We have never 
seen any body playing the French three-ball game yet and I 
doubt if there is any such game known in France, o/tlInhere 
hves any man mad enough to try to play it on one of these 
European tables. We had to stop pfeyi^g, finally because 

an got to sleeping fifteen minutes between the counts and 
paying no attention to his markino-

stritTlo^ T11^ UP- an<1 d°Wn °ne °f the -ost popular 
wlshtg 1 cmfid eT' 7°̂  Pe°ple'S 

vitality-consuming marts at-home ^7 °"r res*less> driving> 
lies the tnain *£ ontfet w '"'v'6' 
we hurry—which is wpII • "hi f t -i " -Ameiica, 

- go tWnkin; -sf an" TJziz*:4one-
we even cany „„ business cares to bedsrithT i 
worry over them when we oimht to 7 ! ' a"d 

bodies and brains with sleep V b, °nnS our racked 

these excitements, and either die ea -1 T enerSies with 

mean old age at a time of life wi P mto a lean and 

in Europe. When an acre oJ a f ̂  Ca" a man'8 
k ien an acre of ground has produced long and 
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well, we let it lie fallow and rest for a season; we take no man 
clear across the continent in the same coach he started in—the 
coach is stabled somewhere on the plains and its heated ma
chinery allowed to cool for a few days; when a razor has seen 
long service and refuses to hold an edge, the barber lays it 
away for a few weeks, and the edge comes back of its own 
accord. We bestow thoughtful care upon inanimate objects, 
but none upon ourselves. What a robust people, what a na
tion of thinkers we might be, if we would only lay ourselves 
on the shelf occasionally and renew our edges ! 

I do envy these Europeans the comfort they take. When 
the work of the day is done, they forget it. Some of them go, 
with wife and children, to a beer hall, and sit quietly and gen
teelly drinking a mug or two of ale and listening to music; 
others walk the streets, others drive in the avenues; others 
assemble in the great ornamental squares in the early evening 
to enjoy the sight and the fragrance of flowers and to hear the 
military bands play—no European city being without its fine 
military music at eventide; and yet others of the populace sit 
in the open air in front of the refreshment houses and eat ices 
and drink mild beverages that could not harm a child. They 
go to bed moderately early, and sleep well. They are always 
quiet, always orderly, always cheerful, comfortable, and appre
ciative of life and its manifold blessings. One never sees a 
drunken man among them. The change that has come over 
our little party is surprising. Day by day we lose some of our 
restlessness and absorb some of the spirit of quietude and ease 
that is in the tranquil atmosphere about us and in the de
meanor of the people. We grow wise apace. We begin to 
comprehend what life is for. 

We have had a bath in Milan, in a public bath-house. They 
were going to put all three of us in one bath-tub, but we ob
jected. Each of us had an Italian, farm on his back. We 
could have felt affluent if we had been officially surveyed and 
fenced in. We chose to have three bath-tubs, and large ones 
—tubs suited to the dignity of aristocrats who had real estate, 
and brought it with them. After we were stripped and had 
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taken the first chilly dash, we discovered that haunting atrocity 
that has embittered our lives in so many cities and villages of 
Italy and France—there was no soap. I called. A woman 
answered, and I barely had time to throw myself against the 
door she would have been in, in another second. I said: 

" Beware, woman! Go away from here—go away, now, or 
it will be the worse for you. I am an unprotected male, but I 
will preserve my honor at the peril of my life !" 

These words must have frightened her, for she skurried away 
very fast. 

Dan's voice rose on the air : 
" Oh, bring some soap, why don't you!" 
The reply was Italian. Dan resumed: 
" Soap, you know—soap. That is what I want—soap, 

b-o-a-p, soap; s-o-p-e, soap; s-o-u-p, soap. Hurry up ! I don't 
know how you Irish spell it, but I want it. Spell it to suit 
yourself, but fetch it. I'm freezing." 

I heard the doctor say, impressively: 
"D™' often have we told you that these foreigners can 

no understand English ? Why will yon not depend upon us! 
. 7 7 y0° n<>,; teI1 wh,t -T"" want, and let us ask for it 
m the language of the eountry 1 It would save us a great deal 

'11 mmi ia 1011 y°m reprehensible ignorance causes us. I 
corno dfSic T P<TS°n ^ MS mo •• 'Here, cospetto! 
£un P Dan Tf • ' Solferino !~Soap, you son of a 
expose vonr '* °U 7°Ui * US talk for H513' Jou would never expose your ignorant vulgarity " 

at once bt°f Italia" did 
once, but there was a good reason for it. There was not it ri:tdtt "ciafrr-d ,I( is 

zzltzl tz, t;txf;tTt,rCid° 
had occurred the ' ^„Ult^ m'mites- The same thing difpttrrfh^ oi:itt.as

I,thi;L1̂  
lish know how to travel comfortable i n ' ' ^ 
them; other foreigners do not use tWi^ K>ap 



" N O T I S H . s  189 

At every hotel we stop at we always have to send out for 
soap, at the last moment, when we are grooming ourselves for 
dinner, and they put it in the bill along with the candles and 
other nonsense. In Marseilles they make half the fancy toilet 
soap we consume in America, but the Marseillaise only have a 
vague theoretical idea of its use, which they have obtained 
from books of travel, just as they have acquired an uncertain 
notion of clean shirts, and the peculiarities of the gorilla, and 
other curious matters. This reminds me of poor Blucher's 
note to the landlord in Paris: 

"Paris, le 1 Juillet. 
"Monsieur le Landlord— Sir: Pourquoi don't you mettez some savon in your bed

chambers ? Est-ce Que vous pensez I will steal it ? La nuit passee you charged me 
pour deux chandelles when I only had one; hier vous avez charged me avec glace 
when I had none at all; tout les jours you are coming some fresh game or other on 
me, mats votes ne pouvez pas play this savon dodge on me twice. Savon is a neces
sary de la vie to any body but a Frenchman, et je Vaurai hors de cet hotel or make 
trouble. You hear me. Allans. 

Blucher." 

I remonstrated against the sending of this note, because it 
was so mixed up that the landlord would never be able to 
make head or tail of it; but Blucher said he guessed the old 
man could read the French of it and average the rest. 

Blucher's French is bad enough, but it is not much worse 
than the English one finds in advertisements all over Italy 
every day. For instance, observe the printed card of the hotel 
we shall probably stop at on the shores of Lake Como : 

"NOTISH." 
" This hotel which the best it is in Italy and most superb, 

is handsome locate on the best situation of the lake, with 
the most splendid view near the Villas Melzy, to the King 
of Belgian, and Serbelloni. This hotel have recently en
large, do offer all commodities on moderate price, at the 
strangers gentlemen who whish spend the seasons on the 
Lake Come." 

How is that, for a specimen ? In the hotel is a handsome 
little chapel where an English clergyman is employed to preach 
to such of the guests of the house as hail from England and 
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America, and this fact is also set forth in barbarous English in 
the same advertisement. Wouldn't yon have supposed that the 
adventurous linguist who framed the card would have known 
enough to submit it to that clergyman before he sent it to the 
printer ? 

Here, in Milan, in an ancient tumble-down ruin of a church 
is the mournful wreck of the most celebrated painting in the 
world—" The Last Supper," by Leonardo da Yinci. We are 
not infallible judges of pictures, but of course we went there 
to see this wonderful painting, once so beautiful, always so wor
shipped by masters in art, and forever to be famous in song 
and story. And the first thing that occurred was the infliction 
on us of a placard fairly reeking with wretched English. Take 
a morsel of it: 

"Bartholomew (that is the first figure on the left hand side at the spectator) un
certain and doubtful about what he thinks to have heard, and upon which he wants 
to be assured by himself at Christ and by no others." 

Good, isn't it ? And then Peter is described as « argument-
mg in a threatening and angrily condition at Judas Iscariot." 

ihis paragraph recalls the picture. "The Last Supper" is 
painted on the dilapidated wall of what was a little chapel 
attached to the main church in ancient times, I suppose. It is 
battered and scarred in every direction, and stained and discol
ored by time, and Napoleon's horses kicked the legs off most 

e disciples when they (the horses, not the disciples,) were sta
bled there more than half a century ago. 

I recognized the old picture in a moment—the Saviour with 
bowed head seated at the centre of a long, rough table with 
scattering fruits and dishes upon it, and six disciples on either 

em their long robes, talking to each other—the picture from 
which all engravings and all copies have been made for three 

naintfhp' T , ? n°1Mng man has ever known an attempt to 
ecome lul^ • differently. The world seems to have 

become settled m the belief, long ago, that it is not possible for 

nainters^wiir ^ Creati°n °f Da Vinci's- 1 suPPose 
painteis will go on copying it as long as any of the original is 
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left visible to the eye. There were a dozen easels in the room, 
and as many artists transferring the great picture to their can
vases. Fifty proofs of steel engravings and lithographs were 
scattered around, too. And as usual, I could not help noticing 
how superior the copies were to the original, that is, to my in
experienced eye. Wherever you find a Raphael, a Rubens, a 
Michael Angelo, a Caracci, or a Da Vinci (and we see them 
every day,) you find artists copying them, and the copies are 
always the handsomest. May be the originals were handsome 
when they were new, but they are not now. 

think, and the figures are t 
at least life size. It is one of the largest paintings in Europe. 

The colors are dimmed with age; the countenances are scaled 
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and marred, and nearly all expression is gone from them' 
the hair is a dead blur upon the wall, and there is 110 life in the 
eyes. Only the attitudes are certain. 

People come here from all parts of the world, and glorify 
this masterpiece. They stand entranced before it with bated 
breath and parted lips, and when they speak, it is only in the 
catchy ejaculations of rapture : 

" O, wonderful!" 
" Such expression!" 
" Such grace of attitude !" 
" Such dignity!" 
u Such faultless drawing !" 
u Such matchless coloring V9 

u Such feeling !" 
" What delicacy of touch !" 

What sublimity of conception !" 
"A vision ! a vision!" 

P?OI>1f;. 1 envy thom 8be'r honest admi-
haS 1 ^ honest their delight, if they feel delight. I 
harboi no animosity toward any of them. But at the same 
toe the though, jntrnde itMlf 11". IT 
ZkT" °0t ™Me 8 Wh" "'<""<1 you think Of a lnm 2 
patra and BZ- ,00,1'1m». pock-marked C1M-
expression t" WT T nifcl,less beauty ! What soul! What 
upon tTdinLv (T ^ of * '"»» who guze.l 
iing's tsszzszz zfZ'r ^rz:'z;TJm rao" 
here!" ' ' " heating heart, what a noble forest is 

d'T me"had« —«— 
1 thought wirefl S TV>lrcady passed n»ay- a ™ »l»t 
apostrophizing wonders andT the.Last SuPper and heard men 
faded out of the picture 1 Gautles anc^ perfections which had 
were born. We ran •? an*C ^°ne> a hundred years before they 

aged face; we can forest^f* ^ ^ 
^ e toiest if we see the stumps; 
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but we can not absolutely see these things when they are not 
there. I am willing to believe that the eye of the practiced 
artist can rest upon the Last Supper and renew a lustre where 
only a hint of it is left, supply a tint that has faded away, re
store an expression that is gone; patch, and color, and add, to 
the dull canvas until at last its figures shall stand before him 
aglow with the life, the feeling, the freshness, yea, with all 
the noble beauty that was theirs when first they came from the 
hand of the master. But I can not work this miracle. Can 
those other uninspired visitors do it, or do they only happily 
imagine they do ? 

After reading so much about it, I am satisfied that the Last 
Supper was a very miracle of art once. But it was three hun
dred years ago. 

It vexes me to hear people talk so glibly of " feeling," " ex
pression," " tone," and those other easily acquired and inex
pensive technicalities of art that make such a fine show in 
conversations concerning pictures. There is not one man in 
seventy-five hundred that can tell what a pictured face is in
tended to express. There is not one man in five hundred that 
can go into a court-room and be sure that he will not mistake 
some harmless innocent of a juryman for the black-hearted 
assassin on trial. Yet such people talk of " character " and 
presume to interpret " expression " in pictures. There is an 
old story that Matthews, the actor, was once lauding the abil
ity of the human face* to express the passions and emotions 
hidden in the breast. He said the countenance could disclose 
what was passing in the heart plainer than the tongue could. 

" Now," he said, " observe my face—what does it express ?" 
" Despair!" 
" Bah, it expresses peaceful resignation! What does this 

express ?" 
" Rage!" 
" Stuff! it means terror ! This /" 
" Imbecility!" 
" Fool! It is smothered ferocity ! Now this /" 
"Joy!" 

13 
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" Oh, perdition ! Any ass can see it means insanity!" 
Expression! People coolly pretend to read it who would 

think themselves presumptuous if they pretended to interpret 
the hieroglyphics on the obelisks of Luxor—yet they are fully 
as competent to do the one thing as the other. I have heard 

FACIAL EXPRESSION. 

two very intelligent critics speak of Murillo's Immaculate Con
ception (now in the museum at Seville,) within the past few 
days. One said : 

" Oh, the Virgin's face is full of the ecstasy of a joy that is 
complete—that leaves nothing more to be desired on earth!" 

The other said: 
"Ah, that wonderful face is so humble, so pleading—it says 

as plainly as words could say it: 'I fear; I tremble; I am 
unworthy. But Thy will be done; sustain Thou Thy ser-
vant!'" J 

The leader can see the picture in any drawing-room; it can 
e easily recognized : the Virgin (the only young and really 
eauti u iigin that was ever painted by one of the old mas-
ers, some of us think,) stands in the crescent of the new moon, 

tvi 1 a multitude of cherubs hovering about her, and more 
coming hei hands are crossed upon her breast, and upon her 
uplifted countenance falls a glory out of the heavens. The 
reac ei may amuse himself, if he chooses, in trying to deter-
line v nc i of these gentlemen read the Virgin's "expression" 

aright, or if either of them did it. 
Any one w lio is acquainted with the old masters will com-

tl ^ Ti* 1Cm muck the Last Supper is damaged when I say 
.a, 1G sPe^a^01 can not really tell, now, whether the dis-
' 1 e& aie e lews or Italians. These ancient painters never 
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succeeded in denationalizing themselves. The Italian artists 
painted Italian Virgins, the Dutch painted Dutch Virgins, the 
Virgins of the French painters were Frenchwomen—none of 
them ever put into the face of the Madonna that indescribable 
something which proclaims the Jewess, whether you find her 
in Hew York, in Constantinople, in Paris, Jerusalem, or in the 
Empire of Morocco. I saw in the Sandwich Islands, once, a 
picture, copied by a talented German artist from an engraving 
in one of the American illustrated papers. It was an allegory, 
representing Mr. Davis in the act of signing a secession act or 
some such document. Over him hovered the ghost of Wash
ington in warning attitude, and in the background a troop of 
shadowy soldiers in Continental uniform were limping with 
shoeless, bandaged feet through a driving snow-storm. Valley 
Forge was suggested, of course. The copy seemed accurate, 
and yet there was a discrepancy somewhere. After a long ex
amination I discovered what it was—the* shadowy soldiers were 
all Germans ! Jeff. Davis was a German ! even the hovering 
ghost was a German ghost! The artist had unconsciously 
worked his nationality into the picture. To tell the truth, I 
am getting a little perplexed about John the Baptist and his 
portraits. In France I finally grew reconciled to him as a 
Frenchman; here he is unquestionably an Italian. What 
next? Can it be possible that the^ painters make John the 
Baptist a Spaniard in Madrid and an Irishman in Dublin ? 

We took an open barouche and drove two miles out of Milan 
to " see ze echo," as the guide expressed it. The road was 
smooth, it was bordered by trees, fields, and grassy meadows, 
and the soft air was filled with the odor of flowers. Troops 
of picturesque peasant girls, coming from work, hooted at us, 
shouted at us, made all manner of game of us, and entirely 
delighted me. My long-cherished judgment was confirmed. 
I always did think those frowsy, romantic, unwashed peasant 
girls I had read so much about in poetry were a glaring fraud. 

We enjoyed our jaunt. It was an exhilarating relief from 
tiresome sight-seeing. • 

We distressed ourselves very little about the astonishing 
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echo the guide talked so much about. We were growing 
accustomed to encomiums on wonders that too often proved no 
wonders at all. And so we were most happily disappointed to 
find in the sequel that the guide had even failed to rise to the 
magnitude of his subject. 

We arrived at a tumble-down old rookery called the Palazzo 
Simonetti—a massive hewn-stone affair occupied by a family 

THE ECnO. 

of ragged Italians. A good-looking young girl conducted us 
to a window on the second floor which looked out on a court 
walled on three sides by tall buildings. She put her head out 
at the window and shouted. The echo answered more times 
than we could count. She took- a speaking trumpet and 
through it she shouted, sharp and quick, a single 

" Ila!" The echo answered : 
Ha ! ha ! ha! ha !—ha !-ha! ha! h-a-a-a-a-a !" 
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and finally went off into a rollicking convulsion of the jolliest 
laughter that could be imagined. It was so joyful—so long 
continued—so perfectly cordial and hearty, that every body 
was forced to join in. There was no resisting it. 

Then the girl took a gun and fired it. We stood ready to 
count the astonishing clatter of reverberations. We could not 
say one, two, three, fast enough, but we could dot our note
books with our pencil points almost rapidly enough to take 
down a sort of short-hand report of the result. My page re
vealed the following account. I could not keep up, but I did 
as well as I could : 

FIFTY-TWO DISTINCT REPETITIONS. 

I set down fifty-two distinct repetitions, and then the echo 
got the advantage of me. The doctor set down sixty-four, and 
thenceforth the echo moved too fast for him, also. After the 
separate concussions could no longer be noted, the reverbera
tions dwindled to a wild, long-sustained clatter of sounds such 
as a watchman's rattle produces. It is likely that this is the 
most remarkable echo in the world. 



198 A  K I S S  F O R  A  F R A N C .  

The doctor, in jest, offered 

A KISS FOR A FRANC. 

financial scheme was a failure. 

kiss the young girl, and was 
taken a little aback when 
she said he might for a franc! 
The commonest gallantry 
compelled him to stand by 
his offer, and so he paid the 
franc and took the kiss. She 
was a philosopher. She said 
a franc was a good thing to 
have, and she did not care 
any thing for one paltry 
kiss, because she had a 
million left. Then our 
comrade, always a shrewd 
business man, offered to 
take the -whole cargo at 
thirty days, but that little 
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E left Milan by rail. The Cathedral six or seven miles 
behind us—vast, dreamy, blueish snow-clad mountains 

twenty miles in front of us,—these were the accented points in 
the scenery. The more immediate scenery consisted of fields 
and farm-houses outside the car and a monster-headed dwarf and 
a moustached woman inside it. These latter were not show-
people. Alas, deformity and female beards are too common in 
Italy to attract attention. 

We passed through a range ol wild, picturesque hills, steep, 
wooded, cone-shaped, with rugged crags projecting here and 
there, and with dwellings and ruinons castles perched away up 
toward the drifting clouds. We lunched at the curious old 
town of Como, at the foot of the lake, and then took the small 
steamer and had an afternoon's pleasure excursion to this 
place,—Bellaggio. 

When we walked ashore, a party of policemen (people whose 
cocked hats and showy uniforms would shame the finest uni
form in the military service of the United States,) put us into 
a little stone cell and locked us in. We had the whole passen
ger list for company, but their room would have been prefer
able, for there was no light, there were no windows, no venti
lation. It was close and hot. We were much crowded. It 
was the Black Hole of Calcutta on a small scale. Presently 
a smoke rose about our feet—a smoke that smelt of all the 
dead things of earth, of all the putrefaction and corruption 
imaginable. 

We were there five minutes, and when we got out it was 
hard to tell which of us carried the vilest fragrance. 
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These miserable outcasts called that " fumigating" us and 
the term was a tame one indeed. They fumigated us to guard 
themselves against the cholera, though we hailed from no in
fected port. We had left the cholera far behind ns all the 
time. However, they must keep epidemics away somehow or 
other, and fumigation is cheaper than soap. They must either 
wash themselves or fumigate other people. Some of the lower 
classes had rather die than wash, but the fumigation of stran-

THE FUMIGATION. 

gers eauses them no pangs. They need no fumigation them-
sel\ es. ^ Tlieii liabits make it unnecessary. Tliey carry their 
preventive with them; they sweat and fumigate all the day 
long. I trust I am a humble and a consistent Christian. I try 
to do what is right. I know it is my duty to " pray for them 
that despitefully use me;" and therefore, hard as it is, I shall 
sti try to pray for these fumigating, maccaroni-stuffing organ 
grinders. 
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Our hotel sits at the water's edge—at least its front garden 
(joes—an(J We walk among the shrubbery and smoke at twi
light ; we look afar off at Switzerland and the Alps, and feel 
an indolent willingness to look no closer; we go down the 
steps and swim in the lake; we take a shapely little boat and 
sail abroad among the reflections of the stars; lie on the 
thwarts and listen to the distant laughter, the singing, the soft 
melody of flutes and guitars that comes floating across the wa
ter from pleasuring gondolas; we close the evening with exas
perating billiards on one of those same old execrable tables. 
A midnight luncheon in our ample bed-chamber; a final smoke 
in its contracted veranda facing the water, the gardens and the 
mountains ; a summing up of the day's events. Then to bed, 
with drowsy brains harassed with a mad panorama that mixes 
up pictures of France, of Italy, of the ship, of the ocean, of 
home, in grotesque and bewildering disorder. Then a melting 
away of familiar faces, of cities and of tossing waves, into a 
great calm of forgetfulness and peace. 

After which, the nightmare. 
Breakfast in the morning, and then the Lake. 
I did not like it yesterday. I thought Lake Tahoe was much 

finer. I have to confess now, however, that my judgment 
erred somewhat, though not extravagantly. I always had 
an idea that Como was a vast basin of water, like Tahoe, shut 
in by great mountains. Well, the border of huge mountains 
is here, but the lake itself is not a basin. It is as crooked as 
any brook, and only from one-quarter to two-thirds as wide as 
the Mississippi. There is not a yard of low ground on either 
side of it—nothing but endless chains of mountains that spring 
abruptly from the water's edge, and tower to altitudes varying 
from a thousand to two thousand feet. Their craggy sides are 
clothed with vegetation, and white specks of houses peep out 
from the luxuriant foliage every where; they are even perched 
upon jutting and picturesque pinnacles a thousand feet above 
your head. 

Again, for miles along the shores, handsome country seats, 
surrounded by gardens and groves, sit fairly in the water, some-
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times in nooks carved by Nature out of the vine-hung preci
pices, and with no ingress or egress save by boats. Some have 
great broad stone staircases leading down to the water with 
heavy stone balustrades ornamented with statuary and fanci
fully adorned with creeping vines and bright-colored flowers— 
for all the world like a drop-curtain in a theatre, and lacking 
nothing but long-waisted, high-heeled women and plumed 
gallants in silken tights coming down to go serenading in the 
splendid gondola in waiting. 

lake como. 

prettfSust"an3 triw'tlTdT"™ ^ n"I'U""le °f 

its mountain sides Thev I l " ' Upon lts shores and on 
at eventide when even thi, 8° 8°"g an<J 80 homelike. »»<• 
of the vesper b"ls™^irm8 ,h« ™ 
believes that nowhere else than ^ t^r *1 Water' one almost 

be found such a paradise of tranquil repSe! C°m° 
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From my window here in Bellaggio, I have a view of the 
other side of the lake now, which is as beautiful as a picture. 
A scarred and wrinkled precipice rises to a height of eighteen 
hundred feet; on a tiny bench half way up its vast wall, sits a 
little snow-flake of a church, no bigger than a martin-box, ap
parently ; skirting the base of the cliff are a hundred orange 
groves and gardens, flecked with glimpses of the white dwell
ings that are buried in them ; in front, three or four gondolas 
lie idle upon the water-and in the burnished mirror of the 
lake, mountain, chapel, houses, groves and boats are counter
feited so brightly and so clearly that one scarce knows where 
the reality leaves off and the reflection begins! 

The surroundings of this picture are fine. A mile away, a 
grove-plumed promontory juts far into the lake and glasses its 
palace in the blue depths; in midstream a boat is cutting the 
shining surface and leaving a long track behind, like a ray o 
light; the mountains beyond are veiled in a dreamy purp e 
haze • far in the opposite direction a tumbled mass of domes 
and verdant slopes and valleys bars the lake, and here indeed 
does distance lend enchantment to the view—for on this broad 
canvas, sun and clouds and the richest of atmospheres have 
blended a thousand tints together, and over its surface the 
•filmy lights and shadows drift, hour after hour, and glorify it 
with a beauty that seems reflected out of Heaven itsell. -be
yond all question, this is the most voluptuous scene we have 
yet looked upon. _ , 

Last night the scenery was striking and picturesque. On t le 
other side crags and trees and snowy houses were reflected m 
the lake with a wonderful distinctness, and streams ol light 
from many a distant window shot far abroad over the still wa
ters. On this side, near at hand, great mansions, white with 
moonlight, glared out from the midst of masses of foliage that 
lay black and shapeless in the shadows that fell from the cliff 
above—and down in the margin of the lake every feature ot 
the weird vision was faithfully repeated. 

To-day we have idled through a wonder of a garden attached 
to a ducal estate—but enough of description is enough, I judge. 
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I suspect that this was the same place the gardener's son de
ceived the Lady of Lyons with, but I do not know. You may 
have heard of th^ passage somewhere: 

" A deep vale, 
Shut out by Alpine hills from the rude world, 
Near a clear lake margined by fruits of gold 
And whispering myrtles: 
Glassing softest skies, cloudless, 
Save with rare and roseate shadows; 
A palace, lifting to eternal heaven its marbled walls, 
From out a glossy bower of coolest foliage musical with birds." 

That is all very well, except the "clear" part of the lake 
It certainly is clearer than a great many lakes, hut how dull 
its waters are compared with the wonderful transparence of 
Lake Tahoe! I speak of the north shore of Tahoe, where one 
can count the scales on a trout at a depth of a hundred and 
eighty feet. I have tried to get this statement off at par here 
but with no success; so I have been obliged to negotiate it at 
fifty per cent, discount. At this rate I find some takers • per
haps the reader will receive it on the same terms-ninety feet 
instead of one hundred and eighty. But let it be remembered 
that those are forced terms—Sheriff's sale prices. As far as I 
am privately concerned, I abate not a jot of the original asser
tion that in those strangely magnifying waters one may count 
the scales on a trout (a trout of the large kind,) at a depth of 
a hundred and eighty feet—may see every pebble on the bot
tom might even count a paper of dray-pins. People talk of 
the transparent waters of the Mexican Bay of Acapulco, hut in 

y w n experience I know they can not compare with those I am 
ured degfl f liave/sted *>r trout, in Tahoe, and at a meas
ured depth of eighty-four feet I have seen them put their noses to 
Wet! '"'I ? Ttheir giUs °Pen and shut 1 e°uld hardly 
have seen the trout themselves at that distance in the open air. 

+? H1 Tnt and reca11 that n°ble sea, reposing 
among the snow-peaks six thousand feet above the ocean, tlTe 

miction comes strong upon me again that Como would only 
seem a bedizened little courtier in that august presence. 





1 1 :  ̂ { i ; ;  
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Sorrow and misfortune overtake the Legislature that still 
from year to year permits Tahoe to retain its unmusical cogno
men ! Tahoe! It suggests no crystal waters, no picturesque 
shores, no sublimity. Tahoe for a sea in the clouds : a sea that 
has character, and asserts it in solemn calms, at times, at times 
in savage storms; a sea, whose royal seclusion is guarded by a 
cordon of sentinel peaks that lift their frosty fronts nine thou
sand feet above the level world; a sea whose every aspect is 
impressive, whose belongings are all beautiful, whose lonely 
majesty types the Deity ! 

Tahoe means grasshoppers. It means grasshopper soup. 
It is Indian, and suggestive of Indians. They say it is Pi-ute— 
possibly it is Digger. I am satisfied it was named by the Dig
gers—those degraded savages who roast their dead relatives, 
then mix the human grease and ashes of bones with tar, and 
"gaum" it thick all over their heads and foreheads and ears, 
and go caterwauling about the hills and call it mourning. 
These are the gentry that named the Lake. 

People say that Tahoe means 61 Silver Lake"—"Limpid Wa
ter"—'Falling Leaf." Bosh. It means grasshopper soup, 
the favorite dish of the Digger tribe—and of the Pi-utes as 
well. It isn't worth while, in these practical times, for people 
to talk about Indian poetry—there never was any in them— 
except in the Fennimore Cooper Indians. But they aie an ex
tinct tribe that never existed. I know the Noble Red Man. 
I have camped with the Indians; I have been on the war
path with them, taken part in the chase with them—for grass
hoppers ; helped them steal cattle ; I have roamed with them, 
scalped them, had them for breakfast. I would gladly eat the 
wliole race if I had a chance. 

But I am growing unreliable. I will return to my compari
son of the Lakes. Como is a little deeper than Tahoe, if peo
ple here tell the truth. They say it is eighteen hundred feet 
deep at this point, but it does not look a dead enough blue 01 
that. Tahoe is one thousand five hundred and twenty-five 
feet deep in the centre, by the State Geologist's measurement. 
They say the great peak opposite this town is five thousand 
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feet high: but I feel sure that three thousand feet of that state
ment is a good honest lie. The lake is a mile wide, here, and 
maintains about that width from this point to its northern ex
tremity—which is distant sixteen miles: from here to its south
ern extremity—say fifteen miles—it is not over half a mile 
wide in any place, X should think. Its snow-clad mountains 
one hears so much about are only seen occasionally, and then 
in the distance, the Alps. Tahoe is from ten to eighteen miles 
wide, and its mountains shut it in like a wall. Their summits 
are never free from snow the year round. One thing about it 
is very strange: it never has even a skim of ice upon its sur
face, although lakes in the same range of mountains, lying in 
a lower and warmer temperature, freeze over in winter. 

It is cheerful to meet a shipmate in these out-of-the-way 
places and compare notes with him. "We have found one of 
ours here—an old soldier of the war, who is seeking bloodless 
adventures and rest from his campaigns, in these sunny lands.* 

* Col. J. Heron Foster, editor of a Pittsburgh journal, and a most estimable 
gentleman. As these sheets are being prepared for the press, I am pained to learn 
of his decease shortly after his return home.—M. T. 
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"TTTE voyaged by steamer down tlie Lago di Lecco, through 
VV wild mountain scenery, and by hamlets and villas, 

and disembarked at the town of Lecco. They said it was two 
hours, by carriage to the ancient city of Bergamo, and that we 
would arrive there in good season for the railway train. We 
got an open barouche and a wild, boisterous driver, and set 
out. It was delightful. We had a fast team and a perfectly 
smooth road. There were towering cliffs on our left, and the 
pretty Lago di Lecco on our right, and every now and then it 
rained on us. Just before starting, the driver picked up, in 
the street, a stump of a cigar an inch long, and put it in his 
mouth. When he had carried it thus about an hour, I thought 
it would be only Christian charity to give him a light. I 
handed him my cigar, 
which I had just 
lit, and he put it in 
his mouth and re
turned his stump to 
his pocket! I never 
saw a more sociable 
man. At least I 
never saw a man 
who was more socia
ble on a short ac
quaintance. SOCIAL DRIVER. 

We saw interior 
Italy, now. The houses were of solid stone, and not often in 
good repair. The peasants and their children were idle, as 
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a general tiling, and the donkeys and chickens made them
selves at home in drawing-room and bed-chamber and were 
not molested. The drivers of each and every one of the 
slow-moving market-carts we met were stretched in the sun 
upon their merchandise, sound asleep. Every three or four 
hundred yards, it seemed to me, we came upon the shrine of 
some saint or other—a rude picture of him built into a huge 
cross or a stone pillar by the road-side.—Some of the pic
tures of the Saviour were curiosities in their way. They 

represented him stretch
ed upon the cross, his 
countenance distorted 
with agony. From the 
wounds of the crown 
of thorns; from the pier
ced side ; from the mu
tilated hands and feet; 
from the scourged body 
—from every hand-
breadth of his person 
streams of blood were 
flowing! Such a gory, 
ghastly spectacle would 
frighten the children out 
of their senses, I should 
think. There were some 
unique auxiliaries to the 
painting which added 
to its spirited effect. 
These were genuine 

TY.n„, , wooden and iron imple-
a WU 7er•!prominen% disposed round about the figure: 
the reei%°b T 5 ** hammer t0 drive the sponge; 
for the ascent of^he'cross •^the^6 °f the Iadder 
<ddp TUo , t ' spear that pierced the Saviour's 
nailed to the^slcred head18 mad® °^.real thorns> and was 

h In some Italian church-paintings, 

WAYSIDE SHRINE. 
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even by the old masters, the Saviour and the Virgin wear silver 
or gilded crowns that are fastened to the pictured head with 
nails. The effect is as grotesque as it is incongruous. 

Here and there, on the fronts of roadside inns, we found 
huge, coarse frescoes of suffering martyrs like those in the 
shrines. It could not have diminished their* sufferings any to 
be so uncouthly represented. We were in the- heart and 
home of priestcraft—of a happy, cheerful, contented ignorance, 
superstition, degradation, poverty, indolence, and everlasting 
unaspiring worthlessness. And we said" fervently, It suits 
these people precisely; let them enjoy it, along with the other 
animals, and Heaven forbid that they be molested. We feel 
no malice toward these fumigators. 

We passed through the strangest,, funniest, undreampt-of 
old towns, wedded to the customs and steeped in the dreams 
of the elder ages, and perfectly unaware that the world turns 
round ! And perfectly indifferent, too, as to whether it turns 
around or stands still. They/have nothing to do but eat and 
sleep and sleep and eat, and toil a little when they can get a 
friend to stand by and keep them awake. They are not paid 
for thinking—they are not paid to fret about the world's con
cerns. They were 
not respectable peo
ple—they were not 
worthy people— 
they were not learn
ed and wise and 
brilliant people— 
but in their breasts,, 
all their stupid lives 

. long, resteth a peace 
that passeth under
standing ! How can 
men, calling them
selves men, consent to be so degraded and happy. 

We whisked by many a gray old medieval castle, clad thick 
with ivy that swung its green banners down from towers and to

ll 

PEACE AND HAPPINESS. 



iron hook. Nearly seven hundred years ago, that castle was 
the property of the noble Count Luigi Gennaro Guido Al-
phonso di Genova—" 

" What was his other name?" said Dan. 
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rets where once some old Crusader's flag had floated. The driver 
pointed to one of these ancient fortresses, and said, (I translate): 

" Do you see that great iron hook that projects from the 
wall just under the highest window in the ruined tower?" 

We said we could not see it at such a distance, but had no 
doubt it was there. 

"Well," he said, "there is a legend connected with that 

CASTLE OF COUNT LUIGI. 
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" He had no other name. The name I have spoken was all 
the name he had. He was the son of—" 

" Poor but honest parents—that is all right—never mind the 
particulars—go on with the legend." 

THE LEGEND. 

Well, then, all the world, at that time, was in a wild excite
ment about the Holy Sepulchre. All the great feudal lords in 
Europe were pledging their lands and pawning their plate to 
fit out men-at-arms so that they might join the grand armies 
of Christendom and win renown in the Holy Wars. The 
Count Luigi raised money, like the rest, and one mild Septem
ber morning, armed with battle-ax, portcullis and thundering 
culverin, he rode through the greaves and bucklers of his 
donjon-keep with as gallant a troop of Christian bandits as ever 
stepped in Italy. He had his sword, Excalibur, with him. 
His beautiful countess and her young daughter waved him a 
tearful adieu from the battering-rams and buttresses of the 
fortress, and he galloped away with a happy heart. 

He made a raid on a neighboring baron and completed his 
outfit with the booty secured. He then razed the castle to the 
ground, massacred the family and moved on. They were 
hardy fellows in the grand old days of chivalry. Alas ! those 
days will never come again. 

Count Luigi grew high in fame in Holy Land. He plunged 
into the carnage of a hundred battles, but his good Excalibur 
always brought him out alive, albeit often sorely wounded. 
His face became browned by exposure to the Syrian sun in 
long marches; he suffered hunger and thirst; he pined in 
prisons, he languished in loathsome plague-hospitals. And 
many and many a time he thought of his loved ones at home, 
and wondered if all was well with them. But his heart said, 
Peace, is not thy brother watching over thy household ? 

* * * * * * *  
Forty-two years waxed and waned; the good fight was won ; 

Godfrey reigned in Jerusalem—the Christian hosts reared the 
banner of the cross above the Holy Sepulchre! 
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Twilight was approaching. Fifty harlequins, in flowing 
robes, approached this castle wearily, for they were on foot 
and the dust upon their garments betokened that they had 
traveled far. They overtook a peasant, and asked him if it 
were likely they could get food and a hospitable bed there, for 
love of Christian charity, and if perchance, a moral parlor 
entertainment might meet with generous countenance "for" 
said they, " this exhibition hath no feature that could offend 
the most fastidious taste." 

" Marry," quoth the peasant, " an' it please your worships, 
ye had better journey many a good rood hence with your 
juggling circus than trust your bones in yonder castle." 
" How now, sirrah!" exclaimed the chief monk, " explain 

thy ribald speech, or by'r Lady it shall go hard with thee." 
"Peace, good mountebank, I did but utter the truth that 

was in my heart. San Paolo be my witness that did ye but find 
the stout Count Leonardo in his cups, sheer from the castle's 
topmost battlements would he hurl ye all! Alack-a-day, the 
good Loid Luigi reigns not here in these sad times." 

" The good Lord Luigi ?" 
" Aye, none other, please your worship. In his day, the 

poor rejoiced in plenty and the rich he did oppress; taxes were 
not mown, the fathers of the church waxed fat upon his 
bounty; travelers went and came, with none to interfere; and 
w osoevei would, might tarry in his halls in cordial welcome, 
and eat his bread and drink his wine, withal. But woe is 
me. some two and forty years agone the good count rode 

ence o g t for Ploly Cross, and many a year hath flown 
since word or token have we had of him. Men say his bones 
he bleaching in the fields of Palestine " 

" And now ?" 

''f0Wrr G°d 'a mercJ> the cruel Leonardo lords it in the 
tint imivr 6 ^xes from the poor; lie robs all travelers 
murder'! 1 m 11S- f a*"e®' *le sPends his days in feuds and 
fathers of the T "'f 'tS ln r.evel anc* debauch; he roasts the 
same, calling it m^ime0" Th ^ ̂  ^ P ie. These thirty years Luigi's countess 
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hath not been seen by any he in all this land, and many whisper 
that she pines in the dungeons of the castle for that she will 
not wed with Leonardo, saying her dear lord still livetli and 
that she will die ere she prove false to him. They whisper 
likewise that her daughter is a prisoner as well. Nay, good 
jugglers, seek ye refreshment other wheres. 'Twere better 
that ye perished in a Christian way than that ye plunged from 
off yon dizzy tower. Give ye good-day." 

" God keep ye, gentle knave—farewell." 
But heedless of the peasant's warning, the players moved 

straightway toward the castle. 
Word was brought to Count Leonardo that a company of 

mountebanks besought his hospitality. 
"'Tis well. Dispose of them in the customary manner. 

Yet stay! I have need of them. Let them come hither. 
Later, cast them from the battlements—or—how many priests 
have ye on hand ?" 

" The day's results are meagre, good my lord. An abbot 
and a dozen beggarly friars is all we have." 

" Hell and furies! Is the estate going to seed ? Send hither 
the mountebanks. Afterward, broil them with the priests." 

The robed and close-cowled harlequins entered. The grim 
Leonardo sate in state at the head of his council board. 
Banged up and down the hall on either hand stood near a 
hundred men-at-arms. 

"Ha, villains !" quoth the count, "What can ye do to earn 
the hospitality ye crave." 

" Dread lord and mighty, crowded audiences have greeted 
our humble efforts with rapturous applause. Among our 
body count we the versatile and talented Ugolino; the justly 
celebrated Bodolpho; the gifted and accomplished Boderigo; 
the management have spared neither pains nor expense—" 

" S'death ! what can ye do t Curb thy prating tongue." 
"Good my lord, in acrobatic feats, in practice with the 

dumb-bells, in balancing and ground and lofty tumbling are 
we versed—and sith your highness asketh me, I venture here 
to publish that in the truly marvelous and entertaining Zam-
pillaerostation—" 
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" Gag him! throttle him ! Body of Bacchus! am I a dog 
that I am to be assailed with polysyllabled blasphemy like to 
this ? But hold! Lucretia, Isabel, stand forth ! Sirrah, behold 
this dame, this weeping wench. The first I marry, within the 
hour; the other shall dry her tears or feed the vultures. 
Thou and thy vagabonds shall crown the wedding with thy 
merry-makings. Fetch hither the priest!" 

The dame sprang toward the chief player. 
" O, save me!" she cried; " save me from a fate far worse 

than death! Behold these sad eyes, these sunken cheeks, 
this withered frame! See thou the wreck this fiend hath 
made, and let thy heart be moved with pity! Look upon this 
damosel; note her wasted form, her halting step, her bloomless 
cheeks where youth should blush and happiness exult in 
smiles! Hear us and have compassion. This monster was 
my husband's brother. He who should have been our shield 
against all harm, hath kept us shut within the noisome caverns 
of his donjon-keep for lo these thirty years. And for what 
crime? Hone other than that I would not belie my troth 
root out my strong love for him who marches with the legions 
of the cross in Holy Land, (for O, he is not dead!) and wed 
with him! Save us, O, save thy persecuted suppliants!" 

She flung herself at his feet and clasped his knees. 
"HaJ-hai-ha!" shouted the brutal Leonardo. "Priest, to 

iy work. and he dragged the weeping dame from her 
refuge. Say, once for all, will you be mine ?—for by my 
halidome that breath that uttereth thy refusal shall be thy last 
on earth r J 

" NE-yek ?" 

"Then die !" and the sword leaped from its scabbard. 
Quicker than ^ thought, quicker than the lightning's flash, 

animm°t habf* fsaPPeare<J> and fifty knights in splendid 
armor stood revealed ! fifty falchions gleamed in air above the 
iLur"alotvmS'/ni bnghtf' fiercer than ^em all, flamed Excal-

ur aloft, and cleaving downward struck the brutal Leonardo's 
weapon from his grasp ! 

" A Luigi to the rescue! Whoop!" 
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" A Leonardo! tare an ouns!" 
" Oh, God, Oh, God, my husband !" 
" Oh, God, Oh, God, my wife!" 
" My father!" 
" My precious!" [Tableau.] 
Count Luigi bound his usurping brother hand and foot. 

The practiced knights from 
Palestine made holyday sport 
of carving the awkward men-
at-arms into chops and steaks. 
The victory was complete. 
Happiness reigned. The 
knights all married the daugh
ter. Joy! wassail! finis! 

" But what did they do with 
the wicked brother 2" 

" Oh nothing—only hanged 
him on that iron hook I was 
speaking of. By the chin." 

" As how 2" 
"Passed it up through his 

gills into his month." 
" Leave him there 2" WICKED BROTHER. 

" Couple of years." 
" Ah—is—is he dead 2" 
"Six hundred and fifty years.ago, or such a matter." 
" Splendid legend—splendid lie—drive on." 
We reached the quaint old fortified city of Bergamo, the 

renowned in history, some three-quarters of an hour before the 
train was ready to start. The place has thirty or forty thou
sand inhabitants and is remarkable for being the birthplace 
of harlequin. When we discovered that, that legend of our 
driver took to itself a new interest in our eyes. 

Rested and refreshed, we took the rail happy and contented. 
I shall not tarry to speak of the handsome Lago di Gardi; 
its stately castle that holds in its stony bosom the secrets of 
an age so remote that even tradition goetli not back to it; 
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the imposing mountain scenery that ennobles the landscape 
thereabouts; nor yet of ancient Padua or haughty Yerona • 
nor of their Montagues and Capulets, their famous balco
nies and tombs of Juliet and Romeo et but hurry straight 
to the ancient city of the sea, the widowed bride of the 
Adriatic. It was a long, long ride. But toward evening, as 
we sat silent and hardly conscious of where we were sub
dued into that meditative calm that comes so surely after a 
conversational storm—some one shouted— 

" Yenice !"' 

And sure enough, afloat on the placid sea a league away 
lay a great city, with its towers and domes and steeples drow
sing in a golden mist of sunset. 



CHAPTER XXII .  

HIS Venice, which was a haughty, invincible, magnificent 
Republic for nearly fourteen hundred years; whose ar

mies compelled the world's applause whenever and wherever 
they battled; whose navies well nigh held dominion of the 
seas, and whose merchant fleets whitened the remotest oceans 
with their sails and loaded these piers with the products of 
every clime, is fallen a prey to poverty, neglect and melancholy 
decay. Six hundred years ago, Venice was the Autocrat of 
Commerce; her mart was the great commercial centre, the dis
tributing-house from whence the enormous trade of the Orient 
was spread abroad over the Western world. To-day her piers 
are deserted, her warehouses are empty, her merchant fleets 
are vanished, her armies and her navies are but memories. 
Her glory is departed, and with her crumbling grandeur of 
wharves and palaces about her she sits among her stagnant 
lagoons, forlorn and beggared, forgotten of the world. She that 
in her palmy days commanded the commerce of a hemisphere 
and made the weal or woe of nations with a beck of her puis
sant finger, is become the humblest among the peoples of the 
earth,—a peddler of glass beads for women, and trifling toys 
and trinkets for school-girls and children. 

The venerable Mother of the Republics is scarce a fit subject 
for flippant speech or the idle gossipping of tourists. It seems 
a sort of sacrilege to disturb the glamour of old romance that 
pictures her to us softly from afar off as through a tinted mist, 
and curtains her ruin and her desolation from our view. One 
ought, indeed, to turn away from her rags, her poverty and 
her humiliation, and think of her only as she was when she 
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sunk the fleets of Charlemagne; when she humbled Frederick 
Barbarossa or waved her victorious banners above the battle
ments of Constantinople. 

We reached Venice at eight in the evening, and entered a 
hearse belonging to the Grand Hotel d'Europe. At any rate, 
it was more like a hearse than any thing else, though to speak 
by the card, it was a gondola. And this was the storied gon
dola of Venice !—the fairy boat in which the princely cavaliers 
of the olden time were wont to cleave the waters of the moon
lit canals and look the eloquence of love into the soft eyes of 
patrician beauties, while the gay gondolier in silken doublet 
touched his guitar and sang as only gondoliers can sing! This 
the famed gondola and this the gorgeous gondolier!—the one 
an inky, rusty old canoe with a sable hearse-body clapped on to 
the middle of it, and the other a mangy, barefooted gutter
snipe with a portion of his raiment on exhibition which should 
have been sacred from public scrutiny. Presently, as he turned 
a corner and shot his hearse into a dismal ditch between two 
long rows of towering, untenanted buildings, the gay gondolier 
began to sing, true to the traditions of his race. I stood it a 
little while. Then I said: 

"How, here, Boderigo Gonzales Michael Angelo, I'm a pil
grim, and I'm a stranger, but I am not going to have my feel
ings lacerated by any such caterwauling as that. If that goes 
on, one of us has got to take water. It is enough that my 
cherished dreams of Venice have been blighted forever as to 
the romantic gondola and the gorgeous gondolier; this system 
of destruction shall go no farther; I will accept the hearse, 
under protest, and you may fly your flag of truce in peace, but 
here I register a dark and bloody oath that you shan't sing. 
Another yelp, and overboard you go." 

I began to feel that the old Venice of song and story had 
departed forever. But I was too hasty. In a few minutes we 
swept gracefully out into the Grand Canal, and under the mel
low moonlight the Venice of poetry and romance stood re
vealed. Bight from the water's edge rose long lines of stately 
palaces of marble; gondolas were gliding swiftly hither and 
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thither and disappearing suddenly through unsuspected gates 
and alleys; ponderous stone bridges threw their shadows 
athwart the glittering waves. There was life and motion every
where, and yet everywhere there was a hush, a stealthy sort 
of stillness, that was suggestive of secret enterprises of bravoes 
and of lovers; and clad half in moonbeams and half in mys
terious shadows, the grim old mansions of the Republic seemed 
to have, an expression about them of having an eye out for just 
such enterprises as these at that same moment. Music came 
floating over the waters—Yenice was complete. 

It was a beautiful picture—very soft and dreamy and beau
tiful. But what was this Yenice to compare with the Yenice 
of midnight? Nothing. There was a f£te—a grand fete in 
honor of some saint who had been instrumental in checking 
the cholera three hundred years ago, and all Yenice was abroad 
on the water. It was no common affair, for the Yenetians did 
not know how soon they might need the saint's services again, 
now that the cholera was spreading every where. So in one 
vast space—say a third of a mile wide and two miles long— 
were collected two thousand gondolas, and every one of them 
had from two to ten, twenty and even thirty colored lanterns 
suspended about it, and from four to a dozen occupants. Just 
as far as the eye could reach, these painted lights were massed 
together—like a vast garden of many-colored flowers, except 
that these blossoms were never still; they were ceaselessly gli
ding in and out, and mingling together, and seducing you into 
bewildering attempts to follow their mazy evolutions. Here 
and there a strong red, green, or blue glare from a rocket that 
was struggling to get away, splendidly illuminated all the boats 
around it. Every gondola that swam by us, with its crescents 
and pyramids and circles of colored lamps hung aloft, and 
lighting up the faces of the young and the sweet-scented and 
lovely below, was a picture; and the reflections of those lights, 
so long, so slender, so numberless, so many-colored and so dis
torted and wrinkled by the waves, was a picture likewise, and 
one that was enchantingly beautiful. Many and many a party 
of young ladies and gentlemen had their state gondolas hand-



220 T H E  G R A N D  F E T E  B Y  M O O N L I G H T .  

somely decorated, and ate supper on board, bringing their 
swallow-tailed, white-cravatted varlets to wait upon them and 
having tlieir tables tricked out as if for a bridal supper. They 
had brought along the costly globe lamps from their drawing-
rooms, and the lace and silken curtains from the same places 
I suppose. And they had also brought pianos and guitars, and 
they played and sang operas, while the plebeian paper-lan
terned gondolas from the suburbs and the back alleys crowded 

* around to stare and listen. 
There was music every where—chorusses, string bands, brass 

bands, flutes, every thing. I was so surrounded, walled in 
with music, magnificence and loveliness, that I became inspired 
with the spirit of the scene, and sang one tune myself. How
ever, when I observed that the other gondolas had sailed away, 
and my gondolier was preparing to go overboard, I stopped. 

They kept it tip the whole nigh 
lasted MT6r enJ°yed mySelf betto tha" 1 

ro^w/""^ °ld,City tUs Quee" of tb» »« 
rodinc d»m' marble palaces, black with the cor 
roding damps of centuries,, and all partly submerged; no drj 
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land visible any where, and no sidewalks worth mentioning; 
if you want to go to church, to the theatre, or to the restau
rant, you must call a gondola. It must be a paradise for crip
ples, for verily a man has no use for legs here. 

For a day or two the place looked so like an overflowed Ar
kansas town, because of its currentless wraters laving the very 
doorsteps of all the houses, and the cluster of boats made fast 
under the windows, or skimming in and out of the alleys and 
by-ways, that I could not get rid of the impression that there 
was nothing the matter here but a spring freshet, and that the 
river would fall in a few weeks and leave a dirty high-water 
mark on the houses, and the streets full of mud and rubbish. 

In the glare of day, there is little poetry about Venice, but 
under the charitable moon her stained palaces are white again, 
their battered sculptures are hidden in shadows, and the old 
city seems crowned once more with the grandeur that was hers 
five hundred years ago. It is easy, then, in fancy, to people 
these silent canals with plumed gallants and fair ladies—with 
Shylocks in gaberdine and sandals, venturing loans upon the 
rich argosies of Venetian commerce—with Othellos and Des-
demonas, with Iagos and Roderigos—with noble fleets and vic
torious legions returning from the wars. In the treacherous 
sunlight we see Venice decayed, forlorn, poverty-stricken, and 
commerceless—forgotten and utterly insignificant. But in the 
moonlight, her fourteen centuries of greatness fling their glo
ries about her, and once more is she the princeliest among the 
nations of the earth. 

" There is a glorious city in the sea; 
The sea is in the broad, the narrow streets, 
Ebbing and flowing; and the salt-sea weed 
Clings to the marble of her palaces. 
No track of men, no footsteps to and fro, 
Lead to her gates! The path lies o'er the sea, 
Invisible: and from the land we went, 
As to a floating city—steering in, 
And gliding up her streets, as in a dream, 
So smoothly, silently—by many a dome, 
Mosque-like, and many a stately portico, 
The statues ranged along an azure sky; 
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By many a pile, in more than Eastern pride, 
Of old the residence of merchant kings; 
The fronts of some, tho' time had shatter'd them, 
Still glowing with the richest hues of art, 
As tho' the wealth within them had run o'er." 

Wliat would one naturally wish to see first in Venice? The 
Bridge of Sighs, of course—and next the Church and the 
Great Square of St. Mark, the Bronze Horses, and the famous 
Lion of St. Mark. 

We intended to go to the Bridge of Sighs, but happened into 
the Ducal Palace first—a building which necessarily figures 
largely in Venetian poetry and tradition. In the Senate 
Chamber of the ancient Republic we wearied our eyes with 
staring at acres of historical paintings by Tintoretto and Paul 
Veronese, but nothing struck us forcibly except the one thing 
that strikes all strangers forcibly—a black square in the midst 
of a gallery of portraits. In one long row, around the great 
hall, were painted the portraits of the Doges of Venice (ven
erable fellows, with flowing white beards, for of the three hun
dred Senators eligible to the office, the oldest was usually 
chosen Doge,) and each had its complimentary inscription 
attached—till you came to the place that should have had Ma
rino Faliero's picture in it, and that was blank and black— 
blank, except that it bore a terse inscription, saying that the 
conspirator had died for his crime. It seemed cruel to keep that 
pitiless inscription still staring from the walls after the unhappy 
wretch had been in his grave five hundred years. 

At the head of the Giant's Staircase, where Marino Faliero 
was beheaded, and where the Doges were crowTned in ancient 
times, two small slits in the stone wall were pointed out—two 
harmless, insignificant orifices that would never attract a stran-
gei s attention yet these were the terrible Lions' Mouths! 
The heads were gone (knocked off by the French during their 
occupation of Venice,) but these were the throats, down which 
went the anonymous accusation, thrust in secretly at dead of 
night by an enemy, that doomed many an innocent man to 
walk the Bridge of Sighs and descend into the dungeon wThich 
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none entered and hoped to see the sun again. This was in the 
old days when the Patricians alone governed Venice—the 
common herd had no vote and no voice. There were one 
thousand five hundred Patricians; from these, three hundred 
Senators were chosen; from the Senators a Doge and a Coun
cil of Ten were selected, and by secret ballot the Ten chose 
from their own number a Council of Three. All these were 
Government spies, then, and every spy was under surveillance 
himself—men spoke in whispers in Venice, and no man trusted 
his neighbor—not always his own brother. No man knew 
who the Council of Three were—not even the Senate, not even 
the Doge ; the members of that dread tribunal met at night in 
a chamber to themselves, masked, and robed from head to foot 
in scarlet cloaks, and did not even know each other, unless by 
voice. It was their duty to judge heinous political crimes, and 
from their sentence there was no appeal. A nod to the exe
cutioner was sufficient. The doomed man was marched down 
a hall and out at a door-way into the covered Bridge of Sighs, 
through it and into the dungeon and unto his death. At no 
time in his transit was he visible to any save his conductor. If 
a man had an enemy in those old days, the cleverest thing he 
could do was to slip a note for the Council of Three into the 
Lion's mouth, saying " This man is plotting against the Gov
ernment." If the awful Three found no proof, ten to one they 
would drown him anyhow, because he was a deep rascal, since 
his plots were unsolvable. Masked judges and masked exe
cutioners, with unlimited power, and no appeal fiom their judg
ments, in that hard, cruel age, w^ere not likely to be lenient 
with men they suspected yet could not convict. 

We walked through the hall of the Council of Ten, and 
presently entered the infernal den of the Council of Tlnee. 

The table around which they had sat was there still, and 
likewise the stations where the masked inquisitors and exe
cutioners formerly stood, frozen, upright and silent, till they re
ceived a bloody order, and then, without a word, moved off, 
like the inexorable machines they were, to carry it out. The 
frescoes on the walls were startlingly suited to the place. In 



224 T H E  P R I S O N .  

all the other saloons, the halls, the great state chambers of the 
palace, the walls and ceilings were bright with gilding, rich 
with elaborate carving, and resplendent with gallant pictures 
of Yenetian victories in war, and Venetian display in foreign 
courts, and hallowed with portraits of the Virgin, the Saviour 
of men, and the holy saints that preached the Gospel of Peace 
upon earth—but here, in dismal contrast, were none but pic
tures of death and dreadful suffering!—not a living figure but 
was writhing in torture, not a dead one but was smeared with 
blood, gashed with wounds, and distorted with the agonies 
that had taken away its life! 

From the palace to the gloomy prison is but a step—one 
might almost jump across the narrow canal that intervenes. 
The ponderous stone Bridge of Sighs crosses it at the second 
story—a bridge that is a covered tunnel—you can not be seen 
when you walk in it. It is partitioned lengthwise, and through 
one compartment walked such as bore light sentences in an
cient tunes, and through the other marched sadly the wretches 
w 10m the Three had doomed to lingering misery and utter 
o lvion 111 t le dungeons, or to sudden and mysterious death. 

own below the level of the water, by the light of smoking 
torches, we were shown the damp, tliick-walled cells where 
many a proud patrician's life was eaten away by the long-
br mTT °f! S°lltaiy imP«sonment—without light, air, 
useless naked' unsWn> ̂ combed, covered with vermin; his 
useless tongue forgetting its office, with none to speak to; the 

one eternaT8 7 Q° marked' but merged into 
buried in ®veu ess night; far away from all cheerful sounds, IZnl a n d h l f r V i *  ̂  f ° r g ° t t e n  b y  b i s  b e W  
own mem or +1 ! & •?[ mystery to them forever; losing his 
came there • de ^ ^ _"uowing no more who he was or how he 
ter th!t 7!' 7 °Tg tke loaf of bread and drinking the wa-
£ wornTffiri^ ̂  ̂  CeU by Unseen band*,aad troubling 
Ion nines to be fr ° m°re b°pes and fears an<3 doubts and 
plafnino-s on t T^8 t0 SCratcb Vain Prayers and com" 
them and re • • S I *3 n°ne' not evren himself, could see 

' »ignmg himself to hopeless apathy, driveling child-
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ishness, lunacy! Many and many a sorrowful story like this 
these stony walls could tell if they could but speak. 

In a little narrow corridor, near by, they showed us where 
many a prisoner, after lying in the dungeons until he was for
gotten by all save his persecutors, wras brought by masked7 exe
cutioners and garroted, or sewed up in a sack, passed through 
a little window to a boat, at dead of night, and taken to some 
remote spot and drowned. 

They used to show to visitors the implements of torture where
with the Three were wont to worm secrets out of the accused— 
villainous machines for crushing thumbs; the stocks where a 
prisoner sat immovable while water fell drop by drop upon his 
head till the torture was more than humanity could bear; and 
a devilish contrivance of steel, which inclosed a prisoner's head 
like a shell, and crushed it slowly by means of a screw. It 
bore the stains of blood that had trickled through its joints 
long ago, and on one side it had a projection whereon the tor
turer rested his elbow comfortably and bent down his ear to 
catch the moanings of the sufferer perishing within. 

Of course we went to see the venerable relic of the ancient 
glory of Venice, with its pavements worn and broken by the 
passing feet of a thousand years of plebeians and patricians—The 
Cathedral of St. Mark. It is built entirely of precious marbles, 
brought from the Orient—nothing in its composition is domestic. 
Its hoary traditions make it an object of absorbing interest to 
even the most careless stranger, and thus far it had interest for 
me; but no further. I could not go into ecstacies over its 
coarse mosaics, its unlovely Byzantine architecture, or its five 
hundred curious interior columns from as many distant quarries. 
Every thing was worn out—every block of stone was smooth 
and almost shapeless with the polishing hands and shoulders 
of loungers who devoutly idled here in by-gone centuries and 
have died and gone to the dev—no, simply died, I mean. 

Under the altar repose the ashes of St. Mark—and Matthew, 
Luke and John, too, for all I know. Venice reveres those rel
ics above all things earthly. For fourteen hundred years St. 
Mark has been her patron saint. Every thing about the city 

15 
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that St. Mark went, the lion was sure to go. It was his pro
tector, his friend, his librarian. And so the Winged Lion of 

t. Xaik, with the open Bible under his paw, is a favorite em-
em in the giand old city. It casts its shadow from the most 

ancient pillar in Venice, in the Grand Square of St. Mark, 
upon t le tin ongs of free citizens below, and has so done for 
many a ong century. The winged lion is found every where— 
anc ou t ess heie, where the winged lion is, no harm can 
come. 
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seems to be named after him or so named as to refer to him in 
some vmy—so named, or some purchase rigged in some way to 
scrape a sort of hurrahing acquaintance with him. That seems 
to be the idea. To be on good terms with St. Mark, seems to 
be the very summit of Venetian ambition. They say St. Mark 
had a tame lion, and used to travel wTitli him—and every where 
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St. Mark died at Alexandria, in Egypt. He was martyred, 
I think. However, that has nothing to do with my legend. 
About the founding of the city of Venice—say four hundred 
and fifty years after Christ—(for Venice is much younger than 
any other Italian city,) a priest dreamed that an angel told him 
that until the remains of St. Mark were brought to Venice, 
the city could never rise to high distinction among the nations; 
that the body must be captured, brought to the city, and a 
magnificent church built over it; and "that if ever the Vene
tians allowed the Saint to be removed from his new resting-
place, in that day Venice would perish from off the face of the 
the earth. The priest proclaimed his dream, and forthwith 
Venice set about procuring the corpse of St. Mark. One ex
pedition after another tried and failed, but the project was 
never abandoned during four hundred years. At last it was 
secured by stratagem, in the year eight hundred and something. 
The commander of a Venetian expedition disguised himself, 
stole the bones, separated them, and packed them in vessels 
filled with lard. The religion of Mahomet causes its devotees 
to abhor anything that is in the nature of pork, and so when 
the Christian was stopped by the officers at the gates of the city, 
they only glanced once into his precious baskets, then turned 
up their noses at the unholy lard, and let him go. The bones 
were buried in the vaults of the grand cathedral, which had 
been waiting long years to receive thein, and thus the safety 
and the greatness of Veniee were secured. And to this day 
there be those in Veniee who believe that if those holy ashes 
were stolen away, the ancient city would vanish like a dream, 
and its foundations be buried forever in the unremembering 
sea. 
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IIE Venetian gondola is as free and graceful, in its 
gliding movement, as a serpent. It is twenty or thirty 

feet long, and is narrow and deep, like a canoe; its sharp 
bow and stern sweep upward from tlie water like the horns 
of a crescent with the abruptness of the curve slightly modi-

The bow is ornamented with a steel comb with a battle-ax 
attachment which threatens to cut passing boats in two occa
sionally, but never does. The gondola is painted black be
cause in the zenith of Venetian magnificence the gondolas be
came too gorgeous altogether, and the Senate decreed that all 
such display must cease, and a solemn, unembellished black be 
substituted^. If the truth were known, it would doubtless 
appear that rich plebeians grew too prominent in their affec
tation of patrician show on the Grand Canal, and required a 
wholesome snubbing. Reverence for the hallowed Past and 
its traditions keeps the dismal fashion in force now that the 
compulsion exists no longer. So let it remain. It is the 
color of mourning. Venice mourns. The stern of the boat 
is decked over and the gondolier stands there. He uses a 
single oar a long blade, of course, for he stands nearly erect. 
A wrooden peg, a foot and a half high, with two slight crooks 
or curves in one side of it and one in the other, projects above 
the starboard gunwale. Against that peg the gondolier takes 
a purchase with his oar, changing it at intervals to the other 
side of the peg or dropping it into another of the crooks, as 
the steering of the craft may demand—and how in the world 

fied: 



G O N D O L I Z I N G .  229 

he can back and fill, shoot straight ahead, or flirt suddenly 
around a corner, and make the oar stay in those insignificant 
notches, is a problem to me and a never diminishing matter 
of interest. I am afraid I study the gondo
lier's marvelous skill more than I do the 
sculptured palaces we glide among. He 
cuts a corner so closely, now and then, or 
misses another gondola by such an imper
ceptible hair-breadth that I feel myself 
" scrooching," as the children say, just as 
one does when a buggy wheel grazes his 
elbow. But he makes all his calculations 
with the nicest precision, and goes darting 
in and out among a Broadway confusion of busy craft with 
the easy confidence of the educated hackman. He never 
makes a mistake. 

Sometimes we go flying down the great canals at such a gait 
that we can get only the merest glimpses into front doors, and 
again, in obscure alleys in the suburbs, we put on a solemnity 
suited to the silence, the mildew, the stagnant waters, the 
clinging weeds, the deserted houses and the general lifeless-
ness of the place, and move to the spirit of grave medita
tion. 

The gondolier is a picturesque rascal for all he wears no 
satin harness, no plumed bonnet, no silken tights. His atti
tude is stately; he is lithe and supple; all his movements are 
full of grace. When his long canoe, and his fine figure, tow
ering from its high perch on the stern, are cut against the 
evening sky, they make a picture that is very novel and strik
ing to a foreign eye. 

We sit in the cushioned carriage-body of a cabin, with the 
curtains drawn, and smoke, or read, or look out upon the pass
ing boats, the houses, the bridges, the people, and enjoy our
selves much more than we could in a buggy jolting over our 
cobble-stone pavements at home. This is the gentlest, pleas-
antest locomotion we have ever known. 

But it seems queer—ever so queer—to see a boat doing 
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duty as a private carriage. We see business men come to tlie 
front door, step into a gondola, instead of a street car, and «-0 
off down town to the counting-room. 

We see visiting young ladies stand on the stoop, and laugh 
and kiss good-bye, and flirt their fans and say " Come soon— 

u GOOD-BYE.n 

mother's dvin7 to b°en JUSt as mean as ever you can be-
weVe —d the -

office and the church and thTf to the posl 
ciation; and we do have such fishin g 7* S AssC 

ixshing, and such carrying on 
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and such swimming-matclies in the back yard—Oh, you must 
come—110 distance at all, and if you go down through by St. 
Mark's and the Bridge of Sighs, and cut through the alley and 
come up by the church of Santa Maria dei Frari, and into the 
Grand Canal, there isn't a bit of current—now do come, Sally 
Maria—by-bye!" and then the little humbug trips down the 
steps, jumps into the gondola, says, under her breath, " Disa
greeable old thing, I hope she won't /" goes skimming away, 
round the corner; and the other girl slams the street door and 
says, "Well, that infliction's over, any way,—but I suppose 
I've got to go and see her—tiresome stuck-up thing !" Hu
man nature appears to be just the same, all over the world. 
We see the diffident young man, mild of moustache, affluent 
of hair, indigent of brain, elegant of costume, drive itp to her 
fathe'r's mansion, tell his hackman to bail out and wait, start 
fearfully up the steps and meet " the old gentleman " right on 
the threshold!—hear him ask what street the new British 
Bank is in—as if that were what he came for—and then 
bounce into his boat and skurry away with his coward heart 
in his boots!—see him come sneaking around the corner 
again, directly, with a crack of the curtain open toward the 
old gentleman's disappearing gondola, and out scampers his 
Susan with a flock of little Italian endearments fluttering 
from her lips, and goes to drive with him in the watery 
avenues down toward the Bialto. 

We see the ladies go out shopping, in the most natural way, 
and flit from street to street and from store to store, just in 
the good old fashion, except that they leave the gondola, in
stead of a private carriage, waiting at the curbstone a couple of 
hours for them,—waiting while they make the nice young 
clerks pull down tons and tons of silks and velvets and moire 
antiques and those things; and then they buy a paper of pins 
and go paddling away to confer the rest of their disastrous 
patronage on some other firm. And they always have their 
purchases sent home just in the good old way. Human na
ture is very much the same all over the world; and it is so 
like my dear native home to, see. a. Menetian lady go into a 
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store and buy ten cents' worth of blue ribbon and have it sent 
home in a scow. Ah, it is these little touches of nature that 
move one to tears in these far-off foreign lands. 

We see little girls and boys go out in gondolas with their 
nurses, for an airing. We see staid families, with prayer-book 
and beads, enter the gondola dressed in their Sunday best and 
float away to church. And at midnight we see the theatre 
break up and discharge its swarm of hilarious youth and 
beauty; we hear the cries of the hackman-gondoliers, and 
behold the struggling crowd jump aboard, and the black 
multitude of boats go skimming down the moonlit avenues-
we see them separate here and there, and disappear up diver-' 
gent streets; we hear the faint sounds of laughter and of 
shouted farewells floating up out of the distance: and then 
the strange pageant being gone, we have lonely stretches of 
glittering water-of stately buildings-of blotting shadows^ 
of wend stone faces creeping into the moonlight—of deserted 

b°atS &t anch0r' And oyer a11 1^'oods Ss oTdrtTmig t:rc'e:hat steal% quiet'tbat befits s°weu 
We^aveTbonl^lrM P1Jttj !mUCb GVery Where in our g°ndoIa-
nmtches in the C1 r * Photographs in the stores, and wax 
Zzests a 1 6at °f St" Mark' The last remark 
thfelZL grT10n'y^ h°dy ^°eS t0 this vast square in 

countwfunll^TT ̂  ***** play in the Centre of * aad 

do2 on either 1 ^ **? promenade *P aad 

drifting aww A i  Platoons of them are constantly 

to where t.hn Knot- r *ark on lts top, and out 
stantly arriving from^1^' °tber pI.atoons are as con" 
throng. Between the m g . S and Joining the great 
seated hundreds and b ™enadeys and the side-walks are 
smoking and taking "(f fi°. Pe°pI,S 8ra,!1 t»ble8' 
the side-walks are more emil to lce"creami) on 

way. The shoos in +1 « P °ymg themselves in the same 
n-j srof the 

°
r ̂

 
siaes ot the square are brilliantly lighted, 
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the air is filled with music and merry voices, and altogether 
the scene is as bright and spirited and full of cheerfulness as 
any man could desire. We enjoy it thoroughly. Very many 
of the young women are exceedingly pretty and dress with 
rare good taste. We are gradually and laboriously learning 
the ill-manners of staring them unflinchingly in the face—not 
because such conduct is agreeable to us, but because it is the 
custom of the country and they say the girls like it. We wish 
to learn all the curious, outlandish ways of all the different 
countries, so that we can " show off" and astonish people 
when we get home. We wish to excite the envy of our un-
traveled friends with our strange foreign fashions which we 
can't shake off. All our passengers are paying strict atten
tion to this thing, with the end in view which I have 
mentioned. The gentle reader will never, never know 
what a consummate ass he can become, until he goes abroad. 
I speak now, of course, in the supposition that the gentle 
reader has not been abroad, and therefore is not already a con
summate ass. If the case be otherwise, I beg his pardon and 
extend to him the cordial hand of fellowship and call him 
brother. I shall always delight to meet an ass after my own 
heart when I shall have finished my travels. 

On this subject let me remark that there are Americans 
abroad in Italy who have actually forgotten their mother 
tongue in three months—forgot it in France. They can not 
even write their address in English in a hotel register. I ap
pend these evidences, which I copied verbatim from the regis
ter of a hotel in a certain Italian city: 

"John P. Whitcomb, Etats Unis. 
" Wm. L. Ainsworth, travailleur (he meant traveler, I  suppose,) Etats Unis. 
" George P. Morton et fits, d'Amerique. 
" Lloyd B. Williams, et trois amis, mile de Boston, Amerique. 
" J. Ellsworth Baker, tout de suite de France, place de naissance Amerique, desti

nation la Grand Bretagne 

I love this sort of people. A lady passenger of ours tells 
of a fellow-citizen of hers who spent eight weeks in Paris and 
then returned home and addressed his dearest old bosom 
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friend Herbert as Mr."Er-bare!" He apologized tliouvl, 
and said, " 'Pon my soul it is aggravating, but I cahn'theln it 
—I have got so used to speaking nothing but French, my L 
Erbare-damme there it goes again !-got so used to FrenI 
pronunciation that I cahn't get rid of it-it is positively a! 
noymg, I assure you." This entertaining idiot whose L 
was Gordon, allowed himself to be hailed three'times in f! 
street before he paid any attention, and then begged a thou6 

sand pardons and said he had grown so accustomed to hea2" 
himself addressed as M'sieu Gor-r with a roll to the r 

that he had forgotten the legitimate 
sound of his name! He wore a rose 
in ins button-hole; he gave the French 
salutation—two flips of the hand in 
front of the face ; he called Paris Pair-
ree m ordinary English conversation; 
lie carried envelopes bearing foreign 
postmarks protruding from his breast
pocket ; he cultivated a moustache and 
imperial, and did what else he could to 
suggest to the beholder his pet fancy 
that he resembled Louis Eapoleon-
and m a spirit of thankfulness which is 
entirely unaccountable, considering the 
slim foundation there was for it, he 
praised his Maker that he was as he 
was,^ and went on enjoying his little 

been deliberate a • i JUSt the same as if he ^ally 
of the Universe! S ^ *"*** hj the Sreat Arehitect 

WmWef writin^tR00™15!8' and OUr Ainsworths and our 
in foreign hotelW ™ d°Wn in dilaPidated French 
we are at home for sti ^ ' Iaugh at Englishmen, when 
and customs, but we look WlT tIleir "J8 

ingly. It is' not pie?°° " 'l™ ^ 
nationality forward oio • • :m American thrusting Ins OTWald obtm^yin a foreign ,and> bu, ^ . 

M SIEU GOR-R-DOXG-. 
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pitiable to see him making of himself a thing that is neither 
male nor female, neither fish, flesh, nor fowl—a poor, miser
able, hermaphrodite Frenchman! 

Among a long list of churches, art galleries, and such 
things, visited by us in Venice, I shall mention only one—the 
church of Santa Maria dei Frari. It is about five hundred 
years old, I believe, and stands on twelvq hundred thousand 
piles. In it lie the body of Canova and the heart of Titian, 
under magnificent monuments. Titian died at the age of 
almost one hundred years. A plague which swept away fifty 
thousand lives was raging at the time, and there is notable 
evidence of the reverence in which the great painter was 
held, in the fact that to him alone the state j>ormitted a public 
funeral in all that season of terror and death. 

In this church, also, is a monument to the doge Foscari, 
whose name a once resident of Venice, Lord Byron, has made 
permanently famous. 

The monument to the doge Giovanni Pesaro, in this church, 
is a curiosity in the way of mortuary adornment. It is eighty 
feet high and is fronted like some fantastic pagan temple. 
Against it stand four colossal Nubians, as black as night, 
dressed in white marble garments. The black legs are bare, 
and through rents in sleeves and breeches, the skin, of 
shiny black marble, shows. The artist was as ingenious as 
his funeral designs were absurd. There are two bronze skele
tons bearing scrolls, and twro great dragons uphold the sar
cophagus. On high, amid all this grotesqueness, sits the de
parted doge. 

In the conventual buildings attached to this church are the 
state archives of Venice. We did not see them, but they 
are said to number millions of documents. " They are the 
records of centuries of the most watchful, observant and sus
picious government that ever existed—in which every thing 
was written down and nothing spoken out." They fill nearly 
three hundred rooms. Among them are manuscripts from the 
archives of nearly two thousand families, monasteries and 
convents. The secret history of Venice for a thousand years 
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is nere-~ ~— -irs piors, us niaaen trials, its assassinations, its com 
missions of hireling spies and masked bravoes—food,' ready t 
hand, for a world of dark and mysterious romances.' ° 

Yes, I think we have seen all of Venice. We have seen in 
these old churches, a profusion of costly and elaborate 

sepulchre ornamentation such 
as we never dreampt of before. 
We have stood in the dim re
ligious light of these hoary 
sanctuaries, in the midst of 
long ranks of dusty monu
ments and effigies of the great 
dead of Venice, until we 
seemed drifting back, back, 
back, into the solemn past, 
and looking upon the scenes 
and mingling with the peoples 
of a remote antiquity. We 
have been in a half-waking 
sort of dream all the time. I 
do not know how else to de
scribe the feeling. A part of 
our being has remained still 
in the nineteenth century, 
while another part of it lias 
seemed in some unaccountable 
way walking among the phan
toms of the tenth. 

fwmwm 
MONUMENT TO THE DOGE. 

w , turns 01 rue tentn. 
e kua e seen famous pictures until our eyes are weary wil 

A  n  R * lem an(^ re^use f° find interest in them any longe 
P«l ^ ^°nc^er> when there are twelve hundred pictures I 

a^6 i °™£>er m Venice and fifteen hundred by Tinto 
etto And behold there are Titians and the works of oth< 
anrl A ^ bave seen Titian's celebrated Cai 
Wp 1 m vid and Goliah, his Abraham's Sacrifici 
four f ̂  + ?en lntoret*°'s monster picture, which is seventj 

ong and I do not know how many feet high, an* 
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thought it a very commodious picture. We have seen pictures 
of martyrs enough, and saints enough, to regenerate the 
world. I ought not to confess it, but still, since one has no 
opportunity in America to acquire a critical judgment in art, 
and since I could not hope to become educated in it in Europe 
in a few short weeks, I may therefore as well acknowledge 
with such apologies as may be due, that to me it seemed that 
when I had seen one of these martyrs I had seen them all. 
They all have a marked family resemblance to each other, they 
dress alike, in coarse monkish robes and sandals, they are all 
bald headed, they all stand in about the same attitude, and 
without exception they are gazing heavenward with counte
nances which the Ainsworths, the Mortons and the Williamses, 
et fils, inform me are full of " expression." To me there 
is nothing tangible about these imaginary portraits, nothing 
that I can grasp and take a living interest in. If great Titian 
had only been gifted with prophecy, and had skipped a martyr, 
and gone over to England and painted a portrait of Shaks-
peare, even as a youth, which we could all have confidence in 
now, the world dowm to the latest generations would have for
given him the lost martyr in the rescued seer. I think pos
terity could have spared one more martyr for the sake of a 
great historical picture of Titian's time and painted by his 
brush—such as Columbus returning in chains from the dis
covery of a world, for instance. The old masters did paint 
some Venetian historical pictures, and these we did not tire of 
looking at, notwithstanding representations ot the formal intro
duction of defunct doges to the Virgin Mary in regions beyond 
the clouds clashed rather harshly with the proprieties, it 
seemed to us. 

But humble as we are, and unpretending, in the matter of 
art, our researches among the painted monks and martyrs 
have not been wTholly in vain. Vre have striven hard to learn. 
We have had some success. We have mastered some things, 
possibly of trifling import in the eyes of the learned, but to 
us they give pleasure, and we take as much pride in our little 
acquirements as do others who have learned far more, and we 



ST. MARK, BY THE OLD MASTERS. 

6 40 tIlera MI » "«»• When we see » monk 
about with a lion and look 
mg tranquilly up to heaven 
we know that that is St.' 
Mark. When we see a monk 
with a book and a pen, look
ing tranquilly up to heaven 
trying to think of a word, we' 
know that that is St. Mat
thew.' When we see a monk 
sitting on a rock, looking 
tranquilly up to heaven, with 
a human skull beside him, 
and without other baggage, 
we know that that is St. Jer
ome. Because we know that 
he always went flying light in 
the matter of baggage. 
When we see a party looking 
tianquilly up to heaven, un
conscious that his body is shot 
through and through with ar
rows, we know that that is 
St. Sebastian. When we see 
other monks looking tranquil
ly upto heaven, but having no 
trade-mark, we always ask 
who those parties are. We 
do this because we humbly 
wish to learn. We have seen 
thii teen thousand St. Jeromes, 
and twenty-two thousand St. 
Marks, and sixteen thousand 
St. Matthews, and sixty 
thousand St. Sebastians, and 
four millions of assorted 
monks, undesignated, and we 

ST. MATTHEW, BY THE OLD MASTERS. 

ST. JEROME, BY THE OLD MASTERS. 
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ST. SEBASTIAN, BY TIIE OLD MASTERS. 

feel encouraged to believe that when we have seen some more 
of these various pictures, and had a larger experience, we 
shall begin to take an absorbing 
interest in them like our cul
tivated countrymen from 
Ameriqite. 

Now it does give me real pain 
to speak in this almost unappre
ciative way of the old masters 
and their martyrs, because good 
friends of mine in the sliip-
friends who do thoroughly and 
conscientiously appreciate them 
and are in every way competent 
to discriminate between good 
pictures and inferior ones—have 
urged me for my own sake not 
to make public the fact that I 
lack this appreciation and this 
critical discrimination myself. 
I believe that what I have writ
ten and may still write about 
pictures will give them pain, and 
I am honestly sorry for it. I 
even promised that I would 
hide my uncouth sentiments in 
my own breast. But alas! I 
never could keep a promise. I 
do not blame myself for this 
weakness, because the fault 
must lie in my physical organization. It is likely that such a 
very liberal amount of space was given to the organ which 
enables me to make promises, that the organ wThich should 
enable me to keep them wras crowded out. But I grieve not. 
I like no half-way things. I had rather have one faculty 
nobly developed than two faculties of mere ordinary capacity. 
I certainly meant to keep that promise, but I iind I can not do 

ST. UNKNOWN, BY THE OLD MASTERS. 
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it. It is impossible to travel through Italy without speakine 
of pictures, and can I see them through others' eyes ? 

If I did not so delight in the grand pictures that are spread 
before me every day of my life by that monarch of all the 
old masters, Hature, I should come to believe, sometimes that 
I had in me no appreciation of the beautiful, whatsoever.' 

It seems to me that whenever I glory to think that for once 
I have discovered an ancient painting that is beautiful and 
worthy of all praise, the pleasure it gives me is an infallible 
proof that it is not a beautiful picture and not in anv wise 
worthy of commendation. This very thing has occurred 
more times than I can mention, in Venice. In every single 
instance the guide has crushed out my swelling enthusiasm 
with the remark: 

It is nothing it is of the Renaissance 
I did not know what in the mischief the Renaissance was, 

and so always I had to simply say, 
Ah ! so it is I had not observed it hpfnrA " 

^ sdf-complaeency, did that exasperating "It 

The guide I We Speken of u 

_ 
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jet who knew any tiling, 
slave parents. 
They came to 
Venice while 
he was an in
fant. He has 
grown up here. 
He is well ed
ucated. He 
reads, writes, 
and speaks 
English, Ital
ian, Spanish, 
and French, 
with perfect fa
cility ; is a 
worshipper of 
art and thor
oughly conver
s a n t  w i t h  i t ;  
knows the his
tory of Venice 
by heart and 
never tires of 
talking of her 
illustrious 
reer. He 
es better 
any of us, I 
think, and is 
daintily polite. 
Negroes are 
deemed as 
good as white 
people, in V en-
ice, and so this 
man feels no 

He was born in South Carolina, of 
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desire to go back to liis native iand. His judgment is cor 
rect. 

I have had another shave. I was writing in our front room 

my 
c? x - - — — x was 

resisting the soft influences of the climate as well as I could 

this afternoon and trying hard to keep my attention on my 
work and refrain from looking out upon the canal. I 

and endeavoring to overcome the desire to be indolent uuU 

happy. The boys sent for a barber. They asked me if I 
would be shaved. I reminded them of my tortures in Genoa 
Milan, Como; of my declaration that I would suffer no more 
011 Italian soil. I said " Mot any for me, if you please." 

I wrote on. The barber began 011 the doctor. I heard him 
say: 

Dan, this is the easiest shave I have had since we left the 
ship." 

He said again, presently: 
" Why Dan, a man could go to sleep with this man shaving 

him." 6 

Dan took the chair. Then he said : 
" "Why this is Titian. This is one of the old masters." 
I wrote on. Directly Dan said : 
" Doctior' h is Perfect luxury. The ship's barber isn't any 

thing to him." J 

My lough beard was distressing me beyond measure. The 
ei Mas lolling up his apparatus. The temptation was too 

strong. I said: 
" Hold on, please. Shave me also." 
I sat down in the chair and closed my eyes. The barber 

+1 I'0 ,a^e' ar|d then took his razor and gave me a rake 
tnat well nigh threw me into convulsions. I jumped out of 
+i • ' j.1'1 111 an<̂  the doctor were both wiping blood 
their faces and laughing. 

I said it was a mean, disgraceful fraud. 
Ihey said that the misery of this shave had gone so far beyond 

l-ip'n- fi""" • i'6" . eIer exPei'ienced before, that they could not 
• • ea 0 osiug such a chance of hearing a cordial 

opinion from me on the subject. 
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It was shameful. But there was no help for it. The skin
ning was begun and had to be finished. The tears flowed 
with every rake, and so did the fervent execrations. The 
barber grew confused, and brought blood every time. I think 
the boys enjoyed it better than any thing they have seen or 
heard since they left home. 

We have seen the Campanile, and Byron's house and Bal-
bi's the geographer, and the palaces of all the ancient dukes 
and doges of Venice, and we have seen their effeminate de
scendants airing their nobility in fashionable French attire 
in the Grand Square of St. Mark, and eating ices and drink
ing cheap wines, instead of wearing gallant coats of mail and 
destroying fleets and armies as their great ancestors did in the 
days of Venetian glory. We have seen no bravoes with pois
oned stilettos, no masks, no wild carnival; but we have seen 
the ancient pride of Venice, the grim Bronze Horses that 
figure in a thousand legends. Venice may well cherish them, 
for they are the only horses she ever had. It is said there are 
hundreds of people in this curious city who never have seen a 
living horse in their lives. It is entirely true, no doubt. 

And so, having satisfied ourselves, we depart to-morrow, 
and leave the venerable Queen of the Republics to summon 
her vanished ships, and marshal her shadowy armies, and 
know again in dreams the pride of her old renown. 
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COME of the Quaker City's passengers had arrived in Ven-
^ ice from Switzerland and other lands before we left 
there, and others were expected every day. We heard of no 
casualties among them, and no sickness. 

We were a little fatigued with sight seeing, and so we 
rattled through a good deal of country by rail without caring 
to stop. I took few notes. I find no mention of Bologna in 
my memorandum book, except that we arrived there in good 
season, but saw none of the sausages for which the place is so 
justly celebrated. 

Pistoia awoke but a passing interest. 
Floience pleased us for a while. I think we appreciated 

the great figure of David-in the grand square, and the sculp-
tuied group they call the Rape ot the Sabines. We wandered 
t lough the endless collections of paintings and statues of the 
. anc^ galleries, of course. I make that statement 
m se f defense; there let it stop. I could not rest under the im
putation that I visited Florence and did not traverse its weary 
miles of picture galleries. We tried indolently to recollect 
somet ling about the Guelphs and Ghibelines and the other his-
onca cut-tin oats whose quarrels and assassinations make up 

ai°f a s laie Florentine history, but the subject was not 
a 1 active. We had been robbed of all the fine mountain 
sceneiy on oui little journey by a system of railroading that 

lee mi es of tunnel to a hundred yards of daylight, and 
we were not inclined to be sociable with Florence. We had 
seen t le spot, outside the city somewhere, where these people 
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had allowed the bones of Galileo to rest in unconsecrated 
ground for an age because his great discovery that the world 
turned around was regarded as a damning heresy by the 
church; and we know that long after the world had accepted 
his theory and raised his name high in the list of its great 
men, they had still let him rot there. That we had lived to 
see his dust in honored sepulture in the church of Santa Croce 
we owed to a society of literati, and not to Florence or her 
rulers. We saw Dante's tomb in that church, also, but we 
were glad to know that his body was not in it; that the un
grateful city that had exiled him and persecuted him would 
give much to have it there, but need not hope to ever secure 
that high honor to herself. Medicis are good enough for Flor
ence. Let her plant Medicis and build grand monuments 
over them to testify how gratefully she was wont to lick the 
hand that scourged her. 

FLORENCE. 

Magnanimous Florence! Her jewelry marts are filled 
with artists in mosaic. Florentine mosaics are the choicest in 
all the world. Florence loves to have that said. Florence is 
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proud of it. Florence would foster this specialty of hers. 
She is grateful to the artists that bring to her this high credit 
and fill her coffers with foreign money, and so she encourages 
them with pensions. With pensions! Think of the lavish-

ness of it. She knows that 
people who piece together 
the beautiful trifles die 
early, because the labor is 
so confining, and so ex
hausting to hand and brain, 
and so she has decreed that 
all these people who reach 
the age of sixty shall have 
a pension after that! I 
have not heard that any of 
them have called for their 
dividends yet. One man 
did fight along till he was 
sixty, and started after his 
pension, but it appeared 
that there had been a mis
take of a year in his fam
ily record, and so he gave 

These artists will take particles of stone or glass no larger 
t ian a mustard seed, and piece them together on a sleeve but
ton 01 a sliii t stud, so smoothly and with such nice adjust
ment o the delicate shades of color the pieces hear, as to 
orm a pigmy lose with stem, thorn, leaves, petals complete, 

f11.-. f af and as truthfully tinted as though Nature had 
)uilded it herself. They will counterfeit a fly, or a high-
onet ug, or the ruined Coliseum, within the cramped circle 

a reastpm, and do it so deftly and so neatly that any man 
might think a master painted it. 

v+!w taWe in the Sreat mosaic school in Florence-
e n e ° a centre table—whose top was made of some 

o pieeious polished stone, and in the stone was inlaid the 

THE PENSIONER. 
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figure of a flute, with bell-mouth and a mazy complication of 
keys. No painting in the world could have been softer or 
richer; no shading out of one tint into another could have 
been more perfect; no work of art of any kind could have 
been more faultless than this flute, and yet to count the multi
tude of little fragments of stone of which they swore it was 
formed would bankrupt any man's arithmetic! I do not 
think one could have seen where two particles joined each 
other with eyes of ordinary shrewdness. Certainly could 
detect no such blemish. This table-top cost the labor of one 
man for ten long years, so they said, and it was for sale for 
thirty-five thousand dollars. 

"We went to the Church of Santa Croce, from time to time, 
in Florence, to weep over the tombs of Michael Angelo, 
Raphael and Macliiavelli, (I suppose they are buried there, 
but it may be that they reside elsewhere and rent their tombs 
to other parties—such being the fashion in Italy,) and between 
times we used to go and stand on the bridges and admire the 
Arno. It is popular to admire the Arno. It is a great his
torical creek with four feet in the channel and some scows 
floating around. It would be a very plausible river if they 
would pump some water into it. They all call it a river, and 
they honestly think it is a river, do these dark and bloody 
Florentines. They even help out the delusion by building 
bridges over it. I do not see why they are too good to 
wade. 

How the fatigues and annoyances of travel fill one with 
bitter prejudices sometimes! I might enter Florence under 
happier auspices a month hence and find it all beautiful, all 
attractive. But I do not care to think of it now, at all, nor 
of its roomy shops filled to the ceiling with snowy marble and 
alabaster copies of all the celebrated sculptures in Europe— 
copies so enchanting to the eye that I wonder how they can 
really be shaped like the dingy petrified nightmares they are 
the portraits of. I got lost in Florence at nine o'clock, one 
night, and staid lost in that labyrinth of narrow streets and 
long rows of vast buildings that look all alike, until toward 
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three o'clock in the morning. It was a pleasant night and at 
first there were a good many people abroad, and there were 
cheerful lights about. Later, I grew accustomed to prowling 
about mysterious drifts and tunnels and astonishing and inter 
esting myself with coming around corners expecting to find 
the hotel staring me in the face, and not finding it doing any
thing of the kind. Later still, I felt tired. I S00n felt re-
markably tired. But there was no one abroad, now—not even 
a policeman. I walked till I was out of all patience, and very 
hot and thirsty. At last, somewhere after one o'clock I 
came unexpectedly to one of the city gates. I knew then that 
I was very far from the hotel. The soldiers thought I wanted 
to leave the city, and they sprang up and barred the way with 
their muskets. I said : " 

I WANT TO GO HO.MJE. 
" Hotel d'Europe!" V/jao ; 

th!t r Ti V'16 Italiau 1 knew' and 1 was not certain win 
was Italian or French. The soldiers looked stupid! 
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each other and at me, and shook their heads and took me into 
custody. I said I wanted to go home. They did not under
stand me. They took me into the guard-house and searched 
me, but they found 110 sedition on me. They found a small 
piece of soap (we carry soap with us, now,) and I made them 
a present of it, seeing that they regarded it as a curiosity. I 
continued to say Hotel d'Europe, and they continued to shake 
their heads, until at last a young soldier nodding in the cor
ner roused up and said something. He said he knew where 
the hotel was, I suppose, for the officer of the guard sent him 
away with me. We walked a hundred or a hundred and fifty 
miles, it appeared to me, and then he got lost. He turned 
this way and that, and finally gave it up and signified that he 
was going to spend the remainder of the morning trying to 
find the city gate again. At that moment it struck me that 
there wras something familiar about the house over the way. 
It was the hotel! 

It was a happy tiling for me that there happened to be a 
soldier there that knew even as much as he did; for they say 
that the policy of the government is to change the soldiery 
from one place to another constantly and from country to 
city, so that they can not become acquainted with the people 
and grow lax in their duties and enter into plots and conspir
acies with friends. My experiences of Florence were chiefly 
unpleasant. I will change the subject. 

At Pisa we climbed up to the top of the strangest structure 
the world has any knowledge of—the Leaning Tower. As 
every one knows, it is in the neighborhood of one hundred 
and eighty feet high—and I beg to observe that one hundred 
and eighty feet reach to about the hight of four ordinary three-
story buildings piled one on top of tlie other, and is a very 
considerable altitude for a tower of uniform thickness to aspire 
to, even when it stands upright—yet this one leans more than 
thirteen feet out of the perpendicular. It is seven hundred 
years old, but neither history or tradition say whether it was 
built as it is, purposely, or whether one of its sides has settled. 
There is no record that it ever stood straight up. It is built 
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of marble. It is an airy and a beautiful structure, and each 
of its eigbt stories is encircled by fluted columns, some of 

LEANING TOWER. 

marble and some of granite, with Corinthian capitals that 
were handsome when they were new. It is a bell tower, and 

op langs a chime of ancient bells. The winding stair-

+ 6 ™ 11.n 1S ^ar^> ^ut one always knows which side of the 
,r; ^ 1S OJ* because of his naturally gravitating from one 
ceo ie ot lei of the staircase with the rise or dip of the 

T?r °me ^1G s^one sfeps are foot-wwn only on one 
i V? °n on ^le °flier end ; others only in the middle, 

o oo v own into the towrer from the top is like looking 
down into a tilted well. A rope that hangs from the cento 
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of the top touches the wall before it reaches the bottom. Stand
ing on the summit, one does not feel altogether comfortable 
when he looks down from the high side; but to crawl on your 
breast to the verge on the lower side and try to stretch your 
neck out far enough to see the base of the tower, makes your 
flesh creep, and convinces you for a single moment in spite of 
all your philosophy, that the building is falling. You handle 
yourself very carefully, all the time, under the silly impres
sion that if it is not falling, your trifling weight will start it 
unless you are particular not to " bear down " on it. 

The Duomo, close at hand, is one of the finest cathedrals in 
Europe. It is eight hundred years old. Its grandeur has out
lived the high commercial prosperity and the political import
ance that made it a necessity, or rather a possibility. Sur
rounded by poverty, decay and ruin, it conveys to us a more 
tangible impression of the former greatness of Pisa than books 
could give us. 

The Baptistery, which is a few years older than the Leaning 
Tower, is a stately rotunda, of huge dimensions, and was a 
costly structure. In it hangs the lamp whose measured swing 
suggested to Galileo the pendulum. It looked an insignifi
cant thing to have conferred upon the world of science and 
mechanics such a mighty extension of their dominions as it 
has. Pondering, in its suggestive presence, I seemed to see a 
crazy universe of swinging disks, the toiling children of this 
sedate parent. He appeared to have an intelligent expression 
about him of knowing that he was not a lamp at all; that he 
was a Pendulum ; a pendulum disguised, for prodigious and 
inscrutable purposes of his own deep devising, and not a com
mon pendulum either, but the old original patriarchal Pendu
lum—the Abraham Pendulum of the world. 

This Baptistery is endowed with the most pleasing echo of 
all the echoes we have read of. The guide sounded two so
norous notes, about half an octave apart; the echo answ ei e 
with the most enchanting, the most melodious, the richest 
blending of sweet sounds that one can imagine. It was like 
a long-drawn chord of a church organ, infinitely softened by 

* 
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distance. I may be extravagant in this matter, but if this bo 
the case my ear is to blame—not my pen. I am describing ! 
memory—and one that will remain long with me. 

The peculiar devotional spirit of the olden time, which 
placed a higher confidence in outward forms of worship than 
in the watchful guarding of the heart against sinful thought' 
and the hands against sinful deeds, and which believed in the 
protecting virtues of inanimate objects made holy by contact 
with holy things, is illustrated in a striking manner in one of 
the cemeteries of Pisa. The tombs are set in soil brought 
in ships from the Holy Land ages ago. To be buried in such 
ground was regarded by the ancient Pisans as being more 
potent for salvation than many masses purchased of the 
church and the vowing of many candles to the Virgin 

Pisa is believed to be about three thousand years old. It 
was one of the twelve great cities of ancient Etruria that 
commonwealth which has left so many monuments in'testi-
mony of its extraordinary advancement, and so little history 
o itself that is tangible and comprehensible. A Pisan anti-
quanan gave me an ancient tear-jug which he averred was full 
lour thousand years old. It was found among the ruins of 
one of the oldest of the Etruscan cities. He said it came from 
a tomb, and was used by some bereaved family in that remote 
age when even the Pyramids of Egypt were young, Damas
cus a village, Abraham a prattling infant and ancient Troy 
not yet dreampt of, to receive the tears wept for some lost idol 
of a household. It spoke to us in a language of its own; and 
with a pathos more tender than any words might bring, its 
•u-if-li6'/' ')<''1< li^e swept down the, long roll of the centuries 
tl ,/ & ,a e ° a ^ aoant chair, a familiar footstep missed from 
the threshold, a pleasant voice gone from the chorus, a van-
shed form ,—a tale which is always so new to us, so startling, 
L ™ ' SO, benumbing to the senses, and behold how 

^readbare and old it is ! Ho shrewdly-worded history could 
have brought the myths and shadows of that old dreamy age 
svrr T 1 WJt1' human flesh and warmed with human 
of potteryS S° ^u as *''d this poor little unsentient vessel 
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Pisa was a republic in the middle ages, with a government 
of her own, armies and navies of her own and a great com
merce. She was a warlike power, and inscribed upon her 
banners many a brilliant fight with Genoese and Turks. It 
is said that the city once numbered a population of four hun
dred thousand; but her sceptre has passed from her grasp, 
now, her ships and her armies are gone, her commerce is dead. 
Her battle-flags bear the mold and the dust of centuries, 
her marts are deserted, she has shrunken far within her 
crumbling walls, and her great population has diminished to 
twenty thousand souls. She has but one thing left to boast 
of, and that is not much, viz: she is the second city of Tus
cany. 

We reached Leghorn in time to see all we wished to see of 
it long before the city gates wrere closed for the evening, and 
then came on board the ship. 

We felt as though we had been away from home an age. We 
never entirely appreciated, before, what a very pleasant den 
our state-room is ; nor how jolly it is to sit at dinner in one's 
own seat in one's own cabin, and hold familiar conversation 
with friends in one's owrn language. Oh, the rare happiness 
of comprehending every single wrord that is said, and knowing 
that every word one says in return will be understood as well! 
We would talk ourselves to death, now, only there are only 
about ten passengers out of the sixty-five to talk to. The 
others are wandering, we hardly know where. We shall not 
go ashore in Leghorn. We are surfeited with Italian cities 
for the present, and much prefer to walk the familiar quarter
deck and view this one from a distance. 

The stupid magnates of this Leghorn government can not 
understand that so large a steamer as ours could cross the 
broad Atlantic with no other purpose than to indulge a party 
of ladies and gentlemen in a pleasure excursion. It looks too 
improbable. It is suspicious, they think. Something more 
important must be hidden behind it all. They can not under
stand it, and they scorn the evidence of the ship's papers. 
They have decided at last that we are a battalion of incen-
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diary, blood-thirsty Garibaldians in disguise! And in all 
seriousness they have set a gun-boat to watch the vessel night 
and day, with orders to close down on any revolutionary 
movement in a twinkling! Police boats are on patrol duty 
about us all the time, and it is as much as a sailor's liberty is 
worth to show himself in a red shirt. These policemen fol
low the executive officer's boat from shore to ship and from 
ship to shore and watch his dark maneuvres with a vigilant 
eye. They will arrest him yet unless he assumes an expres
sion of countenance that shall have less of carnage, insurrec
tion and sedition in it. A visit paid in a friendly way to 
General Garibaldi yesterday (by cordial invitation,) by some of 
our passengers, has gone far to confirm the dread suspicions 
the government harbors toward us. It is thought the friendly 
visit was only the cloak of a bloody conspiracy. These people 
draw near and watch us when we bathe in the sea from the 
ship's side. Do they think we are communing with a reserve 
force of rascals at the bottom ? 

It is said that we shall probably be quarantined at Naples. 
Two or three of us prefer not to run this risk. Therefore 
when we are rested, we propose to go in a French steamer to 
Civita Vecchia, and from thence to Rome, and by rail to 
Naples. They do not quarantine the cars, no matter where 
they got their passengers from. 



C H A P T E R  X X V .  

rpHERE are a good many things about this Italy which I 
-L do not understand—and more especially I can not under

stand how a bankrupt Government can have such palatial 
railroad depots and such marvels of turnpikes. Why, these 
latter are as hard as adamant, as straight as a line, as smooth 
as a floor, and as white as snow. When it is too dark to see 
any other object, one can still see the white turnpikes of 
France and Italy; and they are clean enough to eat from, 
without a table-cloth. And yet no tolls are charged. 

As for the railways—we have none like them. The cars 
slide as smoothly along as if they were on runners. The 
depots are vast palaces of cut marble, with stately colonnades 
of the same royal stone traversing them from end to end, and 
with ample Avails and ceilings richly decorated with frescoes. 
The lofty gateways are graced with statues, and the broad 
floors are all laid in polished flags of marble. 

These things win me more than Italy's hundred galleries of 
priceless art treasures, because I can understand the one and 
am not competent to appreciate the other. In the turnpikes, 
the railways, the depots, and the new boulevards of uniform 
houses in Florence and other cities here, I see the genius of 
Louis Napoleon, or rather, I see the works of that statesman 
imitated. But Louis has taken care that in France there shall 
be a foundation for these improvements—money. He has 
always the wherewithal to back up his projects ; they strengthen 
France and ne\rer weaken her. Her material prosperity is 
genuine. But here the case is different. This country is 
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bankrupt. There is no real foundation for these great work 
The prosperity they would seem to indicate is a pretence* 
There is no money in the treasury, and so they enfeeble her 
instead of strengthening. Italy has achieved the dearest widi 
of her heart and become an independent State—and in so doino 
she has drawn an elephant in the political lottery. She has 
nothing to feed it on. Inexperienced in government she 
plunged into all manner of useless expenditure, and swamped 
her treasury almost in a day. She squandered millions of 
francs on a navy which she did not need, and the first time 
she took her new toy into action she got it knocked higher 
than Gilderoy's kite—to use the language of the Pilgrims. 

But it is an ill-wind that blows npbody good. A year ago, 
when Italy saw utter ruin staring her in the face and her 
greenbacks hardly worth the paper they were printed on, her 
Parliament ventured upon a coup de main that would have 
appalled the stoutest of her statesmen under less desperate cir
cumstances. They, in a maimer, confiscated the domains of 
the Church ! This in priest-ridden Italy! This in a land 
which has groped in the midnight of priestly superstition for 
sixteen hundred years ! It was a rare good fortune for Italy, 
the stress of weather that drove her to break from this prison-
house. 

They do not call it confiscating the church property. That 
would sound too harshly yet. But it amounts to that. There 
aie thousands of churches in Italy, each with untold millions 
of treasures stored away in its closets, and each with its bat
talion of priests to be supported. And then there are the 
estates of the Church—league on league of the richest lands 
and the noblest forests in all Italy—all yielding immense rev
enues to the Church, and none paying a cent in taxes to the 
State. In some great districts the Church owns all the prop
el ty lands, watercourses, woods, mills and factories. They 
buy, they sell, they manufacture, and since they pay no taxes, 
who can hope to compete with them ? 

Well, the Government lias seized all this in effect, and will 
yet seize it in rigid and unpoetical reality, no doubt. Some-
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thing must be done to feed a starving treasury, and there is no 
other resource in all Italy—none but the riches of the Church. 
So the Government intends to take to itself a great portion of 
the revenues arising from priestly farms, factories, etc., and 
also intends to take possession of the churches and carry them 
on, after its own fashion and upon its own responsibility. In 
a few instances it will leave the establishments of great pet 
churches undisturbed, but in all others only a handful of 
priests will be retained to preach and pray, a few will be pen
sioned, and the balance turned adrift. 

Pray glance*at some of these churches and their embellish
ments, and see whether the Government is doing a righteous 
thing or not. In Yenice, to-day, a city of a hundred thousand 
inhabitants, there are twelve hundred priests. Iieaven only 
knows how many there were before the Parliament reduced their 
numbers. There was the great Jesuit Church. Under the old 
regime it required sixty priests to engineer it—the Govern
ment does it with five, now, and the others are discharged 
from service. All about that church wretchedness and poverty 
abound. At its door a dozen hats and bonnets were doffed to 
us, as many heads were humbly bowed, and as many hands ex
tended, appealing for pennies—appealing with foreign words 
we could not understand, but appealing mutely, with sad eyes, 
and sunken cheeks, and ragged raiment, that no words were 
needed to translate. Then we passed within the great doors, 
and it seemed that the riches of the world were before us! 
Huge columns carved out of single masses of marble, and 
inlaid from top to bottom with a hundred intricate figures 
wrought in costly verde antique; pulpits of the same rich 
materials, whose draperies hung down in many a pictured fold, 
the stony fabric counterfeiting the delicate work of the loom ; 
the grand altar brilliant with polished facings and balustrades 
of oriental agate, jasper, verde antique, and other precious 
stones, whose names, even, wre seldom hear—and slabs of 
priceless lapis lazuli lavished every where as recklessly as if 
the church had owned a quarry of it. In the midst of all this 
magnificence, the solid gold and silver furniture of the altar 

17 
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seemed cheap and trivial. Even the floors and ceilings cost a 
princely fortune. 

Now, where is the use of allowing all those riches to lie idle, 
while half of that community hardly know, from day to day, 
how they are going to keep body and soul together ? And, 
where is the wisdom in permitting hundreds upon hundreds of 
millions of francs to he locked up in the useless trumpery of 
churches all over Italy, and the people ground to death with 
taxation to uphold a perishing Government? 

As far as I can see, Italy, for fifteen hundred years, has 
turned all her energies, all her finances, and all her industry 
to the building up of a vast array of wonderful church edifices, 
and starving half her citizens to accomplish it. She is to-day 
one vast museum of magnificence and misery. All the 
churches in an ordinary American city put together could 
hardly buy the jeweled frippery in one of her hundred cathe
drals. And for every beggar in America, Italy can show a 

THE CONTRAST. 

hundred—and rags and vermin to match. It is the wretched-
est, princeliest land on earth. 

Look at the grand Duomo of Florence—a vast pile that has 
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been sapping the purses of her citizens for five hundred years, 
and is not nearly finished yet. Like all other men, I fell down 
and worshipped it, but when the filthy beggars swarmed 
around me the contrast was too striking, too suggestive, and I 
said, " O, sons of classic Italy, the spirit of enterprise, of 
self-reliance, of noble endeavor, utterly dead within ye ? Curse 
your indolent worthlessness, why don't you rob your church ?" 

Three hundred happy, comfortable priests are employed in 
that Cathedral. 

And now that my temper is up, I may as well go on and 
abuse every body I can think of. They have a grand mausoleum 
in Florence, which they built to bury our Lord and Saviour 
and the Medici family in. It sounds blasphemous, but it is 
true, and here they act blasphemy. The dead and damned 
Medicis who cruelly tyrannized over Florence and were her 
curse for over two hundred years, are salted away in a circle 
of costly vaults, and in their midst the Holy Sepulchre was to 
have been set up. The expedition sent to Jerusalem to seize 
it got into trouble and could not accomplish the burglary, and 
so the centre of the mausoleum is vacant now. They say the 
entire mausoleum was intended for the Holy Sepulchre, and 
was only turned into a family burying place after the Jeru
salem expedition failed—but you will excuse me. Some of 
those Medicis would have smuggled themselves in sure.— 
What they had not the effrontery to do, was not worth doing. 
Why, they had their trivial, forgotten exploits on land and 
sea pictured out in grand frescoes (as did also the ancient 
Doges of Venice) with the Saviour and the Virgin throwing 
bouquets to them out of the clouds, and the Deity himself 
applauding from his throne in Heaven! And who painted 
these things? Why, Titian, Tintoretto, Paul Veronese, 
Raphael—none other than the world's idols, the "old mas
ters." 

Andrea del Sarto glorified his princes in pictures that must 
save them for ever from the oblivion they merited, and they let 
him starve. Served him right. Raphael pictured such infernal 
villains as Catherine and Marie de Medicis seated in heaven and 
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conversing familiarly with the Yirgin Mary and the angels 
(to say nothing of higher personages,) and yet my friends 
abuse me because I am a little prejudiced against the old 
masters—because I fail sometimes to see the beauty that is in 
their productions. I can not help but see it, now and then, but 
I keep on protesting against the groveling spirit that could 
persuade those masters to prostitute their noble talents to the 
adulation of such monsters as the French, Venetian and Flor
entine Princes of two and three hundred years ago, all the 
same. 

I am told that the old masters had to do these shameful 
things for bread, the princes and potentates being the only 
patrons of art. If a grandly gifted man may drag his pride 
and his manhood in the dirt for bread rather than starve with 
the nobility that is in him untainted, the excuse is a valid one. 
It would excuse theft in Washingtons and Wellingtons, and 
unchastity in women as well. 

But somehow, I can not keep that Medici mausoleum out of 
my memory. It is as large as a church; its pavement is rich 
enough for the pavement of a King's palace; its great dome 
is gorgeous with frescoes; its walls are made of—what ? Mar
ble? plaster?—wood?—paper? Ho. Bed porphyry—verde 
antique jasper—oriental agate—alabaster—mother-of-pearl-
chalcedony—red coral—lapis lazuli! All the vast walls are 
made wholly of these precious stones, worked in, and in and in to
gether in elaborate patterns and figures, and polished till they 
glow7 like great mirrors with the pictured splendors reflected from 
the dome overhead. And before a statue of one of those dead 
Medicis reposes a crown that blazes with diamonds and emer
alds enough to buy a ship-of-the-line, almost. These are the 
things the Government has its evil eye upon, and a happy 
thing it will be for Italy when they melt away in the public 
treasury. 

And now . However, another beggar approaches. I will 
go out and destroy him, and then come back and wrrite another 
chapter of vituperation. 

Having eaten the friendless orphan—having driven away his 
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comrades—having grown calm and reflective at length—I now 
feel in a kindlier mood. I feel that after talking so freely 
about the priests and the churches, justice demands that if I 
know any thing good about either I ought to say it. I have 
heard of many things that redound to the credit of the priest
hood, but the most notable matter that occurs to me now is 
the devotion one of the mendicant orders showed during the 
prevalence of the cholera last year. I speak of the Dominican 
friars—men who wear a coarse, heavy brown robe and a cowl, 
in this hot climate, and go barefoot. They live on alms alto
gether, I believe. They must unquestionably love their reli
gion, to suffer so much for it. When the cholera was raging 
in Naples; when the people were dying by hundreds and hun
dreds every day; when every concern for the public welfare 
was swallowed up in selfish private interest, and every citizen 
made the taking care of himself his sole object, these men 
banded themselves together and went about nursing the sick 
and burying the dead. Their noble efforts cost many of them 
their lives. They laid them down cheerfully, and well they 
might. Creeds mathematically precise, and hair-splitting nice
ties of doctrine, are absolutely necessary for the salvation of 
some kinds of souls, but surely the charity, the purity, the 
unselfishness that are in the hearts of men like these would 
save their souls though they were bankrupt in the true religion 
—which is ours. 

One of these fat bare-footed rascals came here to Civita Vec-
chia with us in the little French steamer. There were only 
half a dozen of us in the cabin. He belonged in the steerage. 
He was the life of the ship, the bloody-minded son of the 
Inquisition! He and the leader of the marine band of a 
French man-of-war played on the piano and sang opera turn 
about; they sang duets together; they rigged impromptu 
theatrical costumes and gave us extravagant farces and panto
mimes. We got along first-rate with the friar, and were exces
sively conversational, albeit he could not understand what wre 
said, and certainly he never uttered a word that we could 
guess the meaning of. 
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This Civita Vecchia is the finest nest of dirt, vermin and 
ignorance we have found yet, except that African perdition 
they call Tangier, which is just like it. The people here live 
in alleys two yards wide, which have a smell about them which 
is peculiar but not entertaining. It is well the alleys are not 
wider, because they hold as much smell now as a person can 
stand, and of course, if they were wider they would hold more, 
and then the people would die. These alleys are paved with 
stone, and carpeted with deceased cats, and decayed rags, and 
decomposed vegetable-tops, and remnants of old boots, all 
soaked with dish-water, and the people sit around on stools 
and enjoy it. They are indolent, as a general thing, and ret 
have few pastimes. They work two or three hours at a time, 
but not hard, and then they knock off and catch flies. This 
does not require any talent, because they only have to grab— 
if they do not get the one they are after, they get another. It 
is all the same to them. They have no partialities. Which
ever one they get is the one they want. 

They have other kinds of insects, but it does not make them 
arrogant. They are very quiet, unpretending people. They 
have more of these kind of things than other communities, but 
they do not boast. 

They are very uncleanly—these people—in face, in person 
and dress. When they see any body with a clean shirt on, 
it arouses their scorn. The women wash clothes, half the day, 
at the public tanks in the streets, but they are probably some
body else's. Or may be they keep one set to wear and another 
to wash; because they never put on any that have ever been 
washed. When they get done washing, they sit in the alleys 
and nurse their cubs. They nurse one ash-cat at a time, and 
the others scratch their backs against the door-post and are 
happy. 

All this country belongs to the Papal States. They do not 
appear to have any schools here, and only one billiard table. 
Their education is at a very low stage. One portion of the 
men go into the military, another into the priesthood, and the 
rest into the shoe-making business. 
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Tliey keep up the passport system here, but so they do in 
Turkey. This shows that the Papal States are as far advanced 
as Turkey. This fact will be alone sufficient to silence the 

ITALIAN PASTIMES. 

tongues of malignant calumniators. I had to get my passport 
vised for Pome in Florence, and then they would not let me 
come ashore here until a policeman had examined it on the 
wharf and sent me a permit. They did not even dare to let 
me take my passport in my hands for twelve hours, I looked 
so formidable. They judged it best to let me cool down. 
They thought I wanted to take the town, likely. Little did 
they know me. I wouldn't have it. They examined my bag
gage at the depot. They took one of my ablest jokes and 
read it over carefully twice and then read it backwards. But 

\ it was too deep for them. They passed it around, and every 
body speculated on it awhile, but it mastered them all. 

It was no common joke. At length a veteran officer spelled 
it over deliberately and shook his head three or four times and 
said that in his opinion it was seditious. That was^tlie first 
time I felt alarmed. I immediately said I wrould explain the 
document, and they crowded around. And so I explained and 
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explained and explained, and they took notes of all I said, but the 
more I explained the more they could not understand it, and when 
they desisted at last, I could not even understand it myself, 

INCENDIARY DOCUMENT. 

They said they believed it was an incendiary document, 
leveled at the government. I declared solemnly that it was 
not, but they only shook their heads and would not be satis-
lied. Then they consulted a good while; and finally they con
fiscated it. I was very sorry for this, because I had worked a 
ong time on that joke, and took a good deal of pride in it, 

and now I suppose I shall never see it any more. I suppose it 
w ill be sent up and filed away among the criminal archives of 
Rome, and will always be regarded as a mysterious infernal 
machine which would have blown up like a mine and scattered 
t le good 1 ope all around, but for a miraculous providential 
interference.^ And I suppose that all the time I am in Borne 
* X? P°j*ce dog Hie about from place to place because they 
think I am a dangerous character. 
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It is fearfully hot in Civita Vecchia. The streets are made 
very narrow and the houses built very solid and heavy and 
high, as a protection against the heat. This is the first Italian 
town I have seen which does not appear to have a patron 
saint. I suppose no saint but the one that went up in the 
chariot of fire could stand the climate. 

There is nothing here to see. They have not even a cathe
dral, with eleven tons of solid silver archbishops in the back 
room; and they do not show you any moldy buildings that 
are seven thousand years old ; nor any smoke-dried old fire
screens which are chef d'ceuvres of Reubens or Simpson, or 
Titian or Ferguson, or any of those parties; and they haven't 
any bottled fragments of saints, and not even a nail from the 
true cross. We are going to Rome. There is nothing to see 
here. 
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HAT is it that confers the noblest delight ? What is 
that which swells a man's breast with pride above that 

which any other experience can bring to him ? Discovery! To 
know that you are walking where none others have walked; 
that you are beholding what human eye has not seen before; 
that you are breathing a virgin atmosphere. To give birth to 
an idea—to discover a great thought—an intellectual nugget, 
right under the dust of a field that many a brain-plow had 
gone over before. To find a new planet, to invent a new 
hinge, to find the way to make the lightnings carry your 
messages. To be the first—that is the idea. To do some-
thing, say something, see something, before any body else— 
these are the things that confer a pleasure compared with 
which other pleasures are tame and commonplace, other ecsta
sies cheap and trivial. Morse, with his first message, brought 
by his servant, the lightning; Fulton, in that long-drawn cen
tury of suspense, when he placed his hand upon the throttle-
valve and lo, the steamboat moved; Jenner, when his patient 
with the cow's virus in his blood, walked through the small
pox hospitals unscathed; Howe, when the idea shot through 
his brain that for a hundred and twenty generations the eye 
had been bored through the wrong end of the needle; the 
nameless lord of art who laid down his chisel in some old age 
that is forgotten, now, and gloated upon the finished Laocoon; 
Daguerre, when he commanded the sun, riding in the zenith, 
to print the landscape upon his insignificant silvered plate, and 
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he obeyed; Columbus, in the Pinta's shrouds, when he swung 
his hat above a fabled sea and gazed abroad upon an unknown 
world! These are the men who have really lived—who have 
actually comprehended what pleasure is—who have crowded 
long lifetimes of ecstasy into a single moment. 

What is there in Home for me to see that others have not 
seen before me ? What is there for me to touch that others 
have not touched ? What is there for me to feel, to learn, to 
hear, to know, that shall thrill me before it pass to others ? 
What can I discover ?—Nothing. Noth
ing whatsoever. One charm of travel 
dies here. But if I were only a Bo-
man !—If, added to my own I could be 
gifted with modern Eoman sloth, mod
ern Koman superstition, and modern 
Boman boundlessness of ignorance, 
what bewildering worlds of unsus
pected wonders I would discover! Ah, 
if I were only a habitant of the Cam-
pagna five and twenty miles from 
Bome! Then I would travel. 

I would go to America, and see, and 
learn, and return to the Campagna and 
stand before my countrymen an illus
trious discoverer. I would say: 

" I saw there a country which has no 
overshadowing Mother Church, and yet 
the people survive. I saYV a government which never vras 
protected by foreign soldiers at a cost greater than that re
quired to carry on the government itself. I saw common men 
and common women who could read; I even saw small chil
dren of common country people reading from books; if I dared 
think you would believe it, I would say they could write, also. 
In the cities I saw people drinking a delicious beverage made 
of chalk and wTater, but never once saw goats driven through 
their Broadway or their Pennsylvania Avenue or their Mont
gomery street and milked at the doors of the houses. I saw 

A ROMAN OF 1869. 
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real glass windows in the houses of even the commonest people 
Some of the houses are not of stone, nor yet of bricks • I Nl|. 
emnly swear they are made of wood. Houses there will take 
fire and burn, sometimes—actually burn entirely down and 
not leave a single vestige behind. I could state that for a 
truth, upon my death-bed. And as a proof that the circum
stance is not rare, I aver that they have a thing which they 
call a fire-engine, which vomits forth great streams of water 
and is kept always in readiness, by night and by day, to rush 
to houses that are burning. You would think one engine 
would be sufficient, but some great cities have a hundred' 
they keep men hired, and pay them by the month to do nothing 
but put out fires. For a certain sum of money other men will 
insure that your house shall not burn down; and if it burns 
they will pay you for it. There are hundreds and thousands 
of schools, and any body may go and learn to be wise, like a 
priest. In that singular country if a rich man dies a sinner, he 
is damned; he can not buy salvation with money for masses. 
There is really not much use in being rich, there. Not much 
use as far as the other world is concerned, but much, very 
much use, as concerns this; because there, if a man be rich, he 
is very greatly honored, and can become a legislator, a govern-
or, a general, a senator, no matter how ignorant an ass he is— 
just as in our beloved Italy the nobles hold all the great places, 
even though sometimes they are born noble idiots. There, if 
a man be rich, they give him costly presents, they ask him to 
feasts, they invite him to drink complicated beverages; but if 
lie be poor and in debt, they require him to do that which 
they term to " settle." The women put on a different dress 
almost every day; the dress is usually fine, but absurd in 
shape; the \ ery shape and fashion of it changes twice in a 
mndied years; and did I but covet to be called an extrava
gant falsifier, I would say it changed even oftener. Hair does 
not glow upon the American women's heads; it is made for 
t lem by^ cunning workmen in the shops, and is curled and 
lizzled into scandalous and ungodly forms. Some persons 

wear eyes of glass which they see through with facility per-
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haps, else they would not use tliem; and in the mouths of 
some are teeth made by the sacrilegious hand*of man. The 
dress of the men is laughably grotesque. They carry no 
musket in ordinary life, nor no long-pointed pole; they wear 
no wide green-lined cloak; they wear no peaked black felt 
hat, no leathern gaiters reaching to the knee, no goat-skin 
breeches with the hair side out, no hob-nailed shoes, no pro
digious spurs. They wear a conical hat termed a " nail-kag 
a coat of saddest black; a shirt which shows dirt so easily that 
it has to be changed every month, and is very troublesome; 
things called pantaloons, which are held up by shoulder 
straps, and on their feet they wear boots which are ridiculous 
in pattern and can stand no we£r. Yet dressed in this fan
tastic garb, these people laughed at my costume. In that 
country, books are so common that it is really no curiosity to 
see one. Newspapers also. They have a great machine which 
prints such things by thousands every hour. 

" I saw common men, there—men who were neither priests 
nor princes—who yet absolutely owned the land they tilled. 
It was not rented from the church, nor from the nobles. I am 
ready to take my oath of this. In that country you might fall 
from a third story window three several times, and not mash 
either a soldier or a priest.—The scarcity of such people is 
astonishing. In the cities you will see a dozen civilians for 
every soldier, and as many for every priest or preacher. Jews, 
there, are treated just like human beings, instead of dogs. 
They can work at any business they please ; they can sell 
brand new goods if they want to; they can keep drug-stores; 
they can practice medicine among Christians; they can even 
shake hands with Christians if they choose; they can associate 
with them, just the same as one human being does with 
another human being; they don't have to stay shut up in one 
corner of the towns; they can live in any part of a town they 
like best; it is said they even have the privilege of buying 
land and houses, and owning them themselves, though I doubt 
that, myself; they never have had to run races naked through 
the public streets, against jackasses, to please the people in 

. 
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carnival time ^ there thej never have been driven by the 
soldiers into a church every Sunday for hundreds of years to 
hear themselves and their religion especially and particularl • 
cursed; at this very day, in that curious country, a Jew j; 
allowed to vote, hold office, yea, get up on a rostrum in the 
public street and express his opinion of the government if the 
government don't suit him ! Ah, it is wonderful. The com
mon people there know a great deal; they even have the 
effrontery to complain if they are not properly governed and 
to take hold and help conduct the government themselves' if 
they had laws like ours, which give one dollar of every three a 
crop produces to the government for taxes, they would have 
that law altered: instead of paying thirty-three dollars in 
taxes, out of every one hundred they receive, they complain if 
they have to pay seven. They are curious people. They do 
not know when they are well off. Mendicant priests do not 
prowl among them with baskets begging for the church and 
eating up their substance. One hardly ever sees a minister of 
the gospel going around there in his bare feet, with a basket 
begging for subsistence. In that country the preachers are not 
like our mendicant orders of friars—they have two or three 
suits of clothing, and they wash sometimes. In that land are 
mountains far higher than the Alban mountains; the vast 
Roman Cainpagna, a hundred miles long and full forty broad, 
is really small compared to the United States of America; the 
-Liber, that celebrated river of ours, which stretches its mighty 
couise a most two hundred miles, and which a lad can scarcely 

now a stone across at Rome, is not so long, nor yet so wide, as 
ie American Mississippi—nor yet the Ohio, nor even the Hud

son. n . m erica the people are absolutely wiser and knowmuch 
moi e lan t ieii grandfathers did. do not plow with a sharp-

ec s ie , noi yet with a three-cornered block of wood that 
merely scratches the top of the ground. We do that because 
our fathers did, three thousand years ago, I suppose. But 

Obe peop e lia\ e no holy reverence for their ancestors. They 
p ow With a plow that is a sharp, curved blade of iron, and it 
cu s into the earth full five inches. And this is not all. They 
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cut their grain with a horrid machine that mows down whole 
fields in a day. If I dared, I would say that sometimes they 
use a blasphemous plow that works by fire and vapor and 
tears up an acre of ground in a single hour—but—but—I see 
by your looks that you do not believe the things I am telling 
you. Alas, my character is ruined, and I am a branded 
speaker of untruths!" 

Of course we have been to the monster Church of St. Peter, 
frequently. I knew its dimensions. I knew it was a prodigious 
structure. I knew it was just about the length of the capitol at 
Washington—say seven hundred and thirty feet. I knew it was 
three hundred and sixty-four feet wide, and consequently wider 
than the capitol. I knew that the cross on the top of the dome 
of the church was four hundred and thirty-eight feet above the 
ground, and therefore about a hundred or may be a hundred and 
twenty-five feet higher than the dome of the capitol.—Thus I had 
one gauge. I wished to come as near forming a correct idea of 
how it was going to look, as possible; I had a curiosity to see 
how much I would err. I erred considerably. St. Peter's did 
not look nearly so large as the capitol, and certainly not a 
twentieth part as beautiful, from the outside. 

When we reached the door, and stood fairly within the 
church, it was impossible to comprehend that it was a very 
large building. I had to cipher a comprehension of it. I had 
to ransack my memory for some more similes. St. Peter's is 
bulky. Its height and size would represent two of the Wash
ington capitol set one on top of the other—if the capitol were 
wider; or two blocks or two blocks and a half of ordinary build
ings set one on top of the other. St. Peter's was that large, but 
it could and would not look so. The trouble was that every thing 
in it and about it was on such a scale of uniform vastness that 
there were no contrasts to judge by—none but the people, and 
I had not noticed them. They were insects. The statues of 
children holding vases of holy water were immense, according 
to the tables of figures, but so was every thing else around 
them. The mosaic pictures in the dome were huge, and were 
made of thousands and thousands of cubes of glass as large as 
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the end of my little finger, but those pictures looked smooth 
and gaudy of color, and in good proportion to the dome. Evi' 
dently they would not answer to measure by. Away down 
toward the far end of the church (I thought it was really clear 
at the far end, but discovered afterward that it was in the centre 
under the dome,) stood the thing they call the baldacchino~d 

great bronze pyramidal frame-work like that which upholds a 
mosquito bar. It only looked like a considerably magnified bed
stead—nothing more. Yet I knew it was a good deal more 
than half as high as Niagara Falls. It was overshadowed by a 
dome so mighty that its own height was snubbed. The four 
great square piers or pillars that stand equidistant from each 
other in the church, and support the roof, I could not work up 
to their real dimensions by any method of comparison. I 
knew that the faces of each were about the width of a very 
large dwelling-house front, (fifty or sixty feet,) and that they 
were twice as high as an ordinary three-story dwelling, but 
still they looked small. I tried all the different ways I could 
think of to compel my self to understand how large St. Peter's 
was, but with small success. The mosaic portrait of an Apostle 
who was writing with a pen six feet long seemed only an ordi
nary Apostle. 

But the people attracted my attention after a while. To 
stand in the door of St. Peter's and look at men down toward 
its fui ther extremity, two blocks away, has a diminishing effect 
on them; surrounded by the prodigious pictures and statues, 
and lost in the vast spaces, they look very much smaller than 
they would if they stood two blocks away in the open air. I 

averaged ' a man as he passed me and watched him as be 
drifted far down by the bdldand beyond—watched 
him dwindle to an insignificant school-boy, and then, in 
the midst of the silent throng of human pigmies gliding 
about him, I lost him. The church had lately been dec-
oiated, on the occasion of a great ceremony in honor of 

t. Petei, and men were engaged, now, in removing the 
flowers and gilt paper from the walls and pillars. As no 
a eis could reach the great heights, the men swung them-
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selves down from balustrades and the capitals of pilasters bv 
ropes, to do this work. The upper gallery which encircles the 
inner sweep of the dome is two hundred and forty feet above 
the floor of the church—very few steeples in America could 
reach up to it. Visitors always go up there to look down 
into the church because one gets the best idea of some of the 
heights and distances from that point. While we stood on the 
floor one of the workmen swung loose from that gallery at the 
end of a long rope. I had not supposed, before, that a man 

could look so much like a spider. He was insignificant in size 
and his rope seemed only a thread. Seeing that he took up so' 
little space, I could believe the story, then, that ten thousand 
troops went to St. Peter's, once, to hear mass, and their com
manding officer came afterward, and not finding them sup
posed they had not yet arrived. But they were in the church 
nevertheless—they were in one of the transepts. Nearly fifty 
thousand persons assembled in St. Peter's to hear the publish
ing of the dogma of the Immaculate Conception. It is esti
mated that the floor of the church affords standing room for 
for a large number of people; I have forgotten the exact fig-
uies. But it is no matter—it is near enough. 

They have twelve small pillars, in St. Peter's, which came 
from Solomon's Temple. They have, also—which was far 
more interesting to me—a piece of the true cross, and some 
nails, and a part of the crown of thorns. 

Of course we ascended to the summit of the dome, and of 
course we also went up into the gilt copper ball which is above 
it- There was room there for a dozen persons, with a little 
crowding, and it was as close and hot as an oven. Some of 
those people who are so fond of writing their names in promi
nent places had been there before us—a million or two. I 
should think. From the dome of St. Peter's one can see every 
notable object in Home, from the Castle of St. Angelo to the 
Coliseum. He can discern the seven hills upon which Home 
is built. He can see the Tiber, and the locality of the bridge 
which Iloratius kept in the brave days of old " when Lars 
Porsena attempted to cross it with his invading host. He can 

18 
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see the spot where the Horatii and the Curatii fought their 
famous battle. He can see the broad green Campagna, stretch
ing away toward the mountains, with its scattered arches and 
broken aqueducts of the olden time, so picturesque in their 
gray ruin, and so daintily festooned with vines. He can see 
the Alban Mountains, the Appenines, the Sabine Hills, and 
the blue Mediterranean. Ide can see a panorama that is 
varied, extensive, beautiful to the eye, and more illustrious in 
history than any other in Europe.—About his feet is spread 
the remnant of a city that once had a population of four 
million souls; and among its massed edifices stand the ruins 
of temples, columns, and triumphal arches that knew the 
Caesars, and the noonday of Roman splendor; and close by 
them, in unimpaired strength, is a drain of arched and heavy 
masonry that belonged to that older city which stood here 
before Romulus and Remus were born or Rome thought of. 
The Appian Way is here yet, and looking much as it did, per
haps, when the triumphal processions of the Emperors moved 
over it in other days bringing fettered princes from the con
fines of the earth. We can not see the long array of chariots 
and mail-clad men laden with the spoils of conquest, but we 
can imagine the pageant, after a fashion. We look out upon 
many objects of interest from the dome of St. Peter's; and 
last of all, almost at our feet, our eyes rest upon the building 
which was once the Inquisition. How times changed, between 
the older ages and the new ! Some seventeen or eighteen cen
turies ago, the ignorant men of Rome were wont to put Chris
tians in the arena of the Coliseum yonder, and turn the wild 
beasts in upon them for a show. It was for a lesson as well. 
It was to teach the people to abhor and fear the new doctrine 
the followers of Christ were teaching. The beasts tore the 
victims limb from limb and made poor mangled corpses ot 
them in the twinkling of an eye. But when the Christians 
came into power, when the holy Mother Church became mis
tress of the barbarians, she taught them the error of their ways 
by no such means. No, she put them in this pleasant Inquisi
tion and pointed to the Blessed Redeemer, who was so gentle 
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and so merciful toward all men, and they urged the barbarians 
to love him; and they did all they could to persuade them to 
love and honor him—tirst by twisting their thumbs out of 
joint with a screw; then by nipping their flesh with pincers— 
red-hot ones, because they are the most comfortable. in cold 
weather; then by skinning them alive a little, and finally by 
roasting them in public. They always convinced those barba
rians. The true religion, properly administered, as the good 
Mother Church used to administer it, is very, very soothing. It 
is wonderfully persuasive, also. There is a great difference 
between feeding parties to wild beasts and stirring up their 
finer feelings in an Inquisition. One is the system of degraded 
barbarians, the other of enlightened, civilized people. It is a 
great pity the playful Inquisition is no more. 

I prefer not to describe St. Peter's. It has been done 
before. The ashes of Peter, the disciple of the Saviour, repose 
in a crypt under the baldacchino. We stood reverently in that 
place; so did we also in the Mamertine Prison, where he was 
confined, where he converted the soldiers, and where tradition 
says lie caused a spring of water to flow in order that he might 
baptize them. But when they showed us the print of Peter's 
face in the hard stone of the prison wall and said he made that 
by falling up against it, we doubted. And when, also, the 
monk at the church of San Sebastian showed us a paving-stone 
with two great footprints in it and said that Peter's feet made 
those, we lacked confidence again. Such things do not impress 
one. The monk said that angels came and liberated Peter 
from prison by night, and he started away from Pome by the 
Appipi Way. The Saviour met him and told him to go back, 
which he did. Peter left those footprints in the stone upon 
which he stood at the time. It w^as not stated how it was ever 
discovered whose footprints they were, seeing the interview 
occurred secretly and at night. The print of the face in the 
prison was that of a man of common size; the footprints were 
those of a man ten or twelve feet high. The discrepancy con
firmed our unbelief. 

We necessarily visited the Forum, where Caesar was assassi-

* 
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nated, and also the Tarpeian Rock. We saw the Dying Gla
diator at the Capitol, and I think that even we appreciated that 
wonder of art; as much, perhaps, as we did that fearful story 

wrought in marble, in the 
Vatican—the Laocoon. And 
then the Coliseum. 

Every body knows the pic
ture of the Coliseum; every 
body recognizes at once that 
" looped and windowed " band
box with a side bitten out. 
Being rather isolated, it shows 

to better advantage than any other of the monuments of ancient 
Rome. Even the beautiful Pantheon, whose pagan altars uphold 
the cross, now, and whose Venus, tricked out in consecrated 
gimcracks, does reluctant duty as a Virgin Mary to-day, is built 
about with shabby houses and its stateliness sadly marred. 
But the monarch of all European ruins, the Coliseum, main
tains that reserve and that royal seclusion which is proper to 
majesty. Weeds and flowers spring from its massy arches and 
its circling seats, and vines hang their fringes from its lofty 
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walls. An impressive silence broods over the monstrous struc
ture where such multitudes of men and women were wont to 
assemble in other days. The butterflies have taken the places 
of the queens of fashion and beauty of eighteen centuries ago, 
and the lizards sun themselves in the sacred seat of the Empe
ror. More vividly than all the written histories, the Coliseum 
tells the story of Rome's grandeur and Rome's decay. It is 
the worthiest type of both that exists. Moving about the 
Rome of to-day, we might And it hard to believe in her old 
magnificence and her millions of population; but with this 
stubborn evidence before us that she was obliged to have a 
theatre with sitting room for eighty thousand persons and 
standing room for twenty thousand more, to accommodate such 
of her citizens as required amusement, we find belief less diffi
cult. The Coliseum is over one thousand six hundred feet 
long, seven hundred and fifty wide, and one hundred and sixty-
five high. Its shape is oval. 

In America we make convicts useful at the same time that 
we punish them for their crimes. We farm them out and 
compel them to earn money for the State by making barrels 
and building roads. Thus we combine business with retribu
tion, and all things are lovely. But in ancient Rome they 
combined religious duty with pleasure. Since it was necessary 
that the new sect called Christians should be exterminated, the 
people judged it wise to make this work profitable to the State 
at the same time, and entertaining to the public. In addition 
to the gladiatorial combats and other shows, they sometimes 
threw members of the hated sect into the arena of the Coliseum 
and turned wild beasts in upon them. It is estimated that 
seventy thousand Christians suffered martyrdom in this place. 
This has made the Coliseum holy ground, in the eyes of the 
followers of the Saviour. And well it might; for if the chain 
that bound a saint, and the footprints a saint has left upon a 
stone he chanced to stand upon, be holy, surely the spot where 
a man gave up his life for his faith is holy. 

Seventeen or eighteen centuries ago this Coliseum was the 
theatre of Rome, and Rome was mistress of the world. Splen-

\ 
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did pageants were exhibited here, in presence of the Emperor, 
the great ministers of State, the nobles, and vast audiences of 
citizens of smaller consequence. Gladiators fought with gla
diators and at times with warrior prisoners from many a 
distant land. It was the theatre of Rome—of the world— 
and the man of fashion who could not let fall in a casual 
and unintentional manner something about " my private box 
at the Coliseum " could not move in the first circles. When 
the clothing-store merchant wished to consume the corner 
grocery man with envy, he bought secured seats in the front 
row and let the thing be known. When the irresistible 
dry goods clerk wished to blight and destroy, according to his 
native instinct, he got himself up regardless of expense and 
took some other fellow's young lady to the Coliseum, and then 

the country, maybe, but he don't answer for the metropolis! 
Glad was the contraband that had a seat in the pit at the 

Saturday matinee, and happy the Roman street-hoy who ate 
his peanuts and guyed the gladiators from the dizzy gallery. 

accented the affront by cramming her 
with ice cream between the acts, or 
by approaching the cage and stirring 
up the martyrs with his whalebone 
cane for her edification. The Boman 
swell was in his true element only 
when he stood up against a pillar and 
fingered his moustache unconscious 
of the ladies; when he viewed the 
bloody combats through an opera-
glass two inches long; when he ex
cited the envy of provincials by crit-

A icisms which showed that he had 
\ been to the Coliseum many and 
^ many a time and was long ago over 

the novelty of it; when he turned 
away with a yawn at last and said, 

OLD ROMAN. 
u He a star! handles his sword like 

an apprentice brigand! he'll do for 
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•For me was reserved the high honor of discovering among 
the rubbish of the ruined Coliseum the only playbill of that 
establishment now extant. There was a suggestive smell of 
mint-drops about it still, a corner of it had evidently been 
chewed, and on the margin, in choice Latin, these words were 
written in a delicate female hand: 

" Meet me on the Tarpeian Rock to-morrow evening, dear, at sharp seven. Mother 
will he absent on a visit to her friends in the Sabine Hills. 

CLAUDIA." 

Ah, where is that lucky youth to-day, and where the little 
hand that wrote those dainty lines? Dust and ashes these 
seventeen hundred years! 

Thus reads the bill: 

E O M A I  C O L I S E U M .  

UNPARALLELED ATTRACTION! 
N E W  P R O P E R T I E S !  N E W  L I O N S !  N E W  G L A D I A T O R S !  

Engagement of the renowned 

M A R C U S  M A R C E L L U S  V A L E R I A N !  

F O R  S I X  N I G H T S  O N L Y !  

The management beg leave to offer to the public an entertainment surpassing in 
magnificence any thing that has heretofore been attempted on any stage. No 
expense has been spared to make the opening season one which shall be worthy the 
generous patronage which the management feel sure will crown their efforts. The 
management beg leave to state that they have succeeded in securing the services 
of a 

G A L A X Y  O F  T A L E N T !  

such as has not been beheld in Rome before. 
The performance will commence this evening with a 

G R A N D  B R O A D S W O R D  C O M B A T !  

between two young and promising amateurs and a celebrated Parthian gladiator 
who has just arrived a prisoner from the Camp of Verus. 

This will be followed by a grand moral 

B A T T L E - A X  E N G A G E M E N T !  
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between the renowned Valerian (with one hand tied behind him,) and two gigantic 
savages from Britain. 

After which the renowned Valerian (if he survive,) will fight with the broad
sword, 

LEFT HANDED ! 

against six Sophomores and a Freshman from the Gladiatorial College! 
A long series of brilliant engagements will follow, in which the finest talent of 

the Empire will take part 
After which the celebrated Infant Prodigy known as 

"THE YOUNG ACHILLES," 

will engage four tiger whelps in combat, armed with no other weapon than his little 
spear! 

The whole to conclude with a chaste and elegant 

GENERAL SLAUGHTER! 

In which thirteen African Lions and twenty-two Barbarian Prisoners will war with 
each other until all are exterminated. 

BOX OFFICE NOW OPEN. 

Dress Circle One Dollar; Children and Servants half price. 
An efficient police force will be on hand to preserve order and keep the wild 

beasts from leaping the railings and discommoding the audience. 
Doors open at 7; performance begins at 8. 
POSITIVELY NO FREE LIST. 

Diodorus Job Press. 

It was as singular as it was gratifying that I was also so 
fortunate as to find among the rubbish of the arena, a stained 
and mutilated copy of the Roman Daily Battle-Ax, containing 
a critique upon this very performance. It comes to hand too 
late by many centuries to rank as news, and therefore I trans
late and publish it simply to show how very little the general 
style and phraseology of dramatic criticism has altered in the 
ages that have dragged their slow length along since the car
riers laid this one damp and fresli before their Itoman patrons: 

' ^HE OPENING SEASON.—COLISEUM.—Notwithstanding the inclemency of the 
weather, quite a respectable number of the rank and fashion of the city assembled 

last night to witness the debut upon metropolitan boards of the young tragedian 
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who has of late been winning such golden opinions in the amphitheatres of the 
provinces. Some sixty thousand persons were present, and but for the fact that the 
streets were almost impassable, it is fair to presume that the house would have been 
full. His august Majesty, the Emperor Aurelius, occupied the imperial box, and 
was the cynosure of all eyes. Many illustrious nobles and generals of the Empire 
graced the occasion with their presence, and not the least among them was the 
young patrician lieutenant whose laurels, won in the ranks of the Thundering 
Legion," are still so green upon his brow. The cheer which greeted his entrance 
was heard beyond the Tiber I 

" The late repairs and decorations add both to the comeliness and the comfort of 
the Coliseum. The new cushions are a great improvement upon the hard marble 
seats we have been so long accustomed to. The present management deserve well 
of the public. They have restored to the Coliseum the gilding, the rich upholstery 

and the uniform magnificence which old Coliseum frequenters tell us Rome was so 
proud of fifty years ago. 



2S2 ANCIENT ROMAN NEWSPAPER CRITIQUE. 

"The opening scene last night—the broadsword combat between two young 
amateurs and a famous Parthian gladiator who was sent here a prisoner—was very 
fine. The elder of the two young gentlemen handled his weapon with a grace that 
marked the possession of extraordinary talent. His feint of thrusting, followed 
instantly by a happily delivered blow which unhelmeted the Parthian, was received 
with hearty applause. He was not thoroughly up in the backhanded stroke, but 
it was very gratifying to his numerous friends to know that, in time, practice would 
have overcome this defect. However, he was killed. His sisters, who were present 
expressed considerable regret. His mother left the Coliseum. The other youth 
maintained the contest with such spirit as to call forth enthusiastic bursts of 
applause. When at last he fell a corpse, his aged mother ran screaming, with hair 
disheveled and tears streaming from her eyes, and swooned away just as her hands 
were clutching at the railings of the arena. She was promptly removed by the 
police. Under the circumstances the woman's conduct was pardonable, perhap? 
but we suggest that such exhibitions interfere with the decorum which should be 
preserved during the performances, and are highly improper in the presence of the 
Emperor. The Parthian prisoner fought bravely and well; and well he might for 
lie was fighting for both life and liberty. His wife and children were there to nerve 
his arm with their love, and to remind him of the old home he should see again if 
he conquered. When his second assailant fell, the woman clasped her children to 
her breast and wept for joy. But it was only a transient happiness. The captive 
staggered toward her and she saw that the liberty he had earned was earned too 
late. He was wounded unto death. Thus the first act closed in a manner which 
was entirely satisfactory. The manager was called before the curtain and returned 
his thanks for the honor done him, in a speech which was replete with wit and 
humor, and closed by hoping that his humble efforts to afford cheerful and instruc-
tive entertainment would continue to meet with the approbation of the Roman 
public. 

The star now appeared, and was received with vociferous applause and the 
simultaneous waving of sixty thousand handkerchiefs. Marcus Marcellus Valerian 
(stage name—his real name is Smith,) is a splendid specimen of physical develop
ment, and an artist of rare merit. His management of the battle-ax is wonderful. 
His ety and his playfulness are irresistible, in his comic part's, and yet they are 
in crior to his sublime conceptions in the grave realm of tragedy. When his ax was 
describing fiery circles about the heads of the bewildered barbarians, in exact time 
^\ith his springing body and his prancing legs, the audience gave way to uncon
trollable bursts of laughter; but when the back of his weapon broke the skull of 
one and almost in the same instant its edge clove the other's body in twain, the 
IOWI of enthusiastic applause that shook the building, was the acknowledgment of 
a critical assemblage that he was a master of the noblest department of his profes
sion. If he has a fault, (and we are sorry to even intimate that he has,) it is that 
o glancing at the audience, in the midst of the most exciting moments of the per-
formance, as if seeking admiration. The pausing in a fight to bow when bouquets 
are thrown to him is also in bad taste. In the great left-handed combat he appeared 
to De looking at the audience half the time, instead of carving his adversaries; and 
when he had slain all the sophomores and was dallying with the freshman, he 
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stooped and snatched a bouquet as it fell, and offered it to his adversary at a time 
when a blow was descending which promised favorably to be his death-warrant. 
Such levity is proper enough in the provinces, we make no doubt, but it ill suits the 
dignity of the metropolis. We trust our young friend will take these remarks in 
good part, for we mean them solely for his benefit. All who know us are aware 
that although we are at times justly severe upon tigers and martyrs, we never in
tentionally offend gladiators. 

"The Infant Prodigy performed wonders. He overcame his four tiger whelps 
with ease, and with no other hurt than the loss of a portion of his scalp. The Gen
eral Slaughter was rendered with a faithfulness to details which reflects the highest 
credit upon the late participants in it. 

" Upon the whole, last night's performances shed honor not only upon the man
agement but upon the city that encourages and sustains such wholesome and 
instructive entertainments. We would simply suggest that the practice of vulgar 
young boys in the gallery of shying peanuts and paper pellets at the tigers, and 
saying "Hi-yi!" and manifesting approbation or dissatisfaction by such observations 
as " Bully for the lion!" "Go it, Gladdy!" "Boots!" "Speech!" "Take a 
walk round the block!" and so on, are extremely reprehensible, when the Emperor 
is present, and ought to be stopped by the police. Several times last night, when 
the supernumeraries entered the arena to drag out the bodies, the young ruffians in 
the gallery shouted, "Supe! supe!" and also, "Oh, what a coat!" and "Why don't 
you pad them shanks ?" and made use of various other remarks expressive of deri
sion. These things are very annoying to the audience. 

" A matinee for the little folks is promised for this afternoon, on which occasion 
several martyrs will be eaten by the tigers. The regular performance will continue 
every night till further notice. Material change of programme every evening. 
Benefit of Valerian, Tuesday, 29th, if he lives." 

I have been a dramatic critic myself, in my time, and I was 
often surprised to notice how much more I knew about Hamlet 
than Forrest did; and it gratifies me to observe, now, how 
much better my brethren of ancient times knew how a broad
sword battle ought to be fought than the gladiators. 


