
CHAPTER XXVII .  

,Q° far, good. If any man has a right to feel proud of liim-
self> and satisfied, surely it is I. For I have written 

about the Coliseum, and the gladiators, the martyrs, and the 
lions, and yet have never once used the phrase " butchered to 
make a Eoman holyday." I am the only free white man of 
mature age, who has accomplished this since Byron originated 
the expression. 

Butchered to make a Eoman holyday sounds well for the 
first seventeen or eighteen hundred thousand times one sees it 
in print, but after that it begins to grow tiresome. I find it 
in all the books concerning Eome—and here latterly it re
minds me of Judge Oliver. Oliver was a young lawyer, fresh 
from the schools, who had gone out to the deserts of Nevada 
to begin life. He found that country, and our wavs of life 
there, in those early days, different from life in New' England 
or Paris. But he put on a woollen shirt and strapped a navy 
revolver to his person, took to the bacon and beans of the 
country, and determined to do in Nevada as Nevada did 
Oliver accepted the situation so completely that although he 
must have sorrowed over many of his trials, he neve/com-
plained that is, he never complained but once. He, two others 
and myself, started to the new silver mines in the Humboldt 
mountains—he to be Probate Judge of Humboldt county and 
we to mine. The distance was two hundred miles It' was 
dead of winter. We bought a two-horse wagon and put 
eighteen hundred pounds of bacon, flour, beans, blasting-
powder, picks and shovels in it; we bought two sorry-]ookino-
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Mexican " plugs," with the hair turned the wrong way and 
more corners on their bodies than there are on the mosque of 
Omar; we hitched up and started. It was a dreadful trip. 
But Oliver did not complain. The horses dragged the wagon 
two miles from town and then gave out. Then we three 
pushed the wagon seven miles, and Oliver moved ahead and 
pulled the horses after him by the bits. We complained, hut 

Oliver did not. The ground was frozen, and it froze our 
hacks while we slept; the wind swept across our faces and 
froze our noses. Oliver did not complain. Five days of 
pushing the wagon by day and freezing by night brought us 
to the bad part of the journey—the Forty Mile Desert, or the 
Great American Desert, if you please. Still, this mildest-
mannered man that ever was, had not complained. W e 
started across at eight in the morning, pushing through sand 
that had no bottom; toiling all day long by the wrecks of a 
thousand wagons, the skeletons of ten thousand oxen; by 
wagon-tires enough to hoop the Washington Monument to the 
top, and ox-chains enough to girdle Long Island; by human 
graves; with our throats parched always, with thirst; lips 
bleeding from the alkali dust; hungry, perspiring, and very, 
very weary—so weary that when we dropped in the sand 
every fifty yards to rest the horses, we could hardly keep from 
going to sleep—no complaints from Oliver: none the next 
morning at three o'clock, when we got across, tired to death. 

DID NOT COMPLAIN. 

I 



286 T H E  U N C O M P L A I N I N G  M A N .  

Awakened two or three nights afterward at midnight, in a narrow 
canon, by the snow falling on our faces, and appalled at the 
imminent danger of being "snowed in," we harnessed up and 
pushed on till eight in the morning, passed the " Divide " and 
knew we were saved. No complaints. Fifteen days of hard
ship and fatigue brought us to the end of the two hundred 
miles, and the Judge had not complained. We wondered if 
any thing could exasperate him. We built a Humboldt house. 
It is done in this way. You dig a square in the steep base of 
the mountain, and set up two uprights and top them with two 
joists. Then you stretch a great sheet of " cotton domestic " 
from the point where the joists join the liill-side down over 
the joists to the ground; this makes the roof and the front of 

the mansion; the sides 
and back are the dirt 
walls your digging lias 
left. A chimney is easily 
made by turning up one 
corner of the roof. Oli
ver was sitting alone in 
this dismal den, one 
night, by a sage-brush 
fire, writing poetry; lie 
was very fond of digging 
poetry out of himself— or 
blasting it out when it 
came hard. He heard an 
animal's footsteps close 
to the roof; a stone or 
two and some dirt came 
through and fell by him. 
He grew uneasy and said 
"Hi!—clear out from 
there, can't you !"—from 

time to time. But by and by he fell asleep where he sat, 
and pretty soon a mule fell down the chimney! The fire flew 
in every direction, and Oliver went over backwards. About 

HUMBOLDT HOUSE. 
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ten nights after that, he recovered confidence enough to go to 
writing poetry again. Again he dozed oft to sleep, and again 
a mule fell down the chimney. This time, about half of that 
side of the house came in with the mule. Struggling to get 
up, the mule kicked the candle out and smashed most of the 
kitchen furniture, and raised considerable dust. These violent 
awakenings must have been annoying to Oliver, but he never 
complained. He moved to a mansion on the opposite side of 
the canon, because he had noticed the mules did not go there. 
One night about eight o'clock he was endeavoring to finish 
his poem, when a stone rolled in—then a hoof appeared below 
the canvas—then part of a cow—the after part. lie leaned 
back in dread, and shouted " Hoov! liooy! get out of this!" 
and the cow struggled manfully—lost ground steadily—dirt 
and dust streamed down, and before Oliver could get well 
away, the entire cow crashed through on to the table and 
made a shapeless wreck of every thing! 

Then, for the first time in his life, I think, Oliver com
plained. He said, 

" This thing is growing monotonous /" 
Then he resigned his judgeship and left Humboldt county. 

" Butchered to make a Koman holyday" has grown monot
onous to me. 

In this connection I wish to say one word about Michael 
Angelo Buonarotti. I used to worship the mighty genius ot 
Michael Angelo—that man who was great in poetry, painting, 
sculpture, architecture—great in every thing he undertook. 
But I do not want Michael Angelo for breakfast—tor luncheon 
—for dinner—for tea—for supper—for between meals. I like a 
change, occasionally. In Genoa, he designed every thing; in 
Milan he or his pupils designed every thing; he designed the 
Lake of Como; in Padua, Yerona, Yenice, Bologna, who did 
we ever hear of, from guides, but Michael Angelo ? In Flor
ence, he painted every thing, designed every thing, nearly, and 
what he did not design he used to sit on a favorite stone and 
look at, and they showed us the stone. In Pisa he designed 
every thing but the old shot-tower, and they would have at-
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tributed that to him if it had not been so awfully out of the 
perpendicular. He designed the piers of Leghorn and the 
custom house regulations of Civita Yecchia. But, here here 
it is frightful. He designed St. Peter's; he designed the 
Pope; he designed the Pantheon, the uniform of the Pope's 
soldiers, the Tiber, the Vatican, the Coliseum, the Capitol, the 
Tarpeian Eock, the Barberini Palace, St. John Lateran, the 
Campagna, the Appian Way, the Seven Hills, the Baths of 
Caiacalla, the Claudian Aqueduct, the Cloaca Maxima—the 
eternal bore designed the Eternal City, and unless all men 
and books do lie, he painted every thing in it! Dan said the 
other day to the guide, " Enough, enough, enough ! Say no 

in the vast corridors of the Vatican; and through miles of 
pictures and sculpture in twenty other palaces ; he has shown 
us the great picture in the Sistine Chapel, and frescoes enough 
to frescoe the heavens—pretty much all done by Michael 
Angelo. So with him we have played that game which has 
vanquished so many guides for us—imbecility and idiotic 
questions. These creatures never suspect—they have no idea 
of a sarcasm. 

more! Lump the 
whole thing ! say that 
the Creator made 
Italy from designs by 
Michael Angelo!" 

I never felt so fer
vently thankful, so 
soothed, so tranquil, 
so filled with a blessed 
peace, as I did yester
day when I learned 
that Michael Angelo 
was dead. 

But we have taken 
it out of this guide. 
He has marched us 
through miles of pic
tures and sculpture 
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He shows us a figure and says: " Statoo brunzo." (Bronze 
statue.) 

We look at it indifferently and the doctor asks: "By Mi
chael Angelo ?" 

"Ho—not know 
who." 

Then he shows us 
the ancient Roman 
Forum. The doc
tor asks: " Michael 
Angelo ?" 

A stare from the 
guide. "Ho—thou-
san' year before he 
is born." 

Then an Egyp
tian obelisk. A-
gain: " Michael 
Angelo ?" 

" Oh, mon dieu, 
genteelmen! Zis is two thousan' year before he is born !" 

He grows so tired of that unceasing question sometimes, 
that he dreads to show us any tiling at all. The- wretch has 
tried all the ways he can think of to make us comprehend 
that Michael Angelo is only responsible for the creation of a 
part of the world, but somehow he has not succeeded yet. 
Relief for overtasked eyes and brain from study and sight
seeing is necessary, or we shall become idiotic sure enough. 
Therefore this guide must continue to suffer. If he does not 
enjoy it, so much the worse for him. We do. 

In this place I may as well jot down a chapter concerning 
those necessary nuisances, European guides. Many a man 
has wrished in his heart he could do without his guide; but 
knowing he could not, has wished ho could get some amuse
ment out of him as a remuneration for the affliction of his 
society. We accomplished this latter matter, and if our 
experience can be made useful to others they are welcome to it. 

19 

BRONZE STATUE. 
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Guides know about enough English to tangle every thing 
up so that a man can make neither head or tail of it. They 
know their story by heart—the history of every statue, paint
ing, cathedral or other wonder they show you. They know it 
and tell it as a parrot would—and if you interrupt, and throw 
them off the track, they have to go back and begin over again. 
All their lives long, they are employed in showing strange 
things to foreigners and listening to their bursts of admiration. 
It is human nature to take delight in exciting admiration. It 
is what prompts children to say "smart" things, and do ab
surd ones, and in other ways "show off" when company is 
present. It is what makes gossips turn out in rain and storm 
to go and be the first to tell a startling bit of news. Think, 
then, what a passion it becomes with a guide, whose privilege 
it is, every day, to show to strangers wonders that throw them 
into perfect ecstasies of admiration! He gets so that he could 
not by any possibility live in a soberer atmosphere. After we 
discovered this, we VICVQT went into ecstacies any more we 
never admired any thing—we never showed any but impassi
ble faces and stupid indifference in the presence of the sub-
limest wonders a guide had to display. We had found their 
weak point. We have made good use of it ever since. We 
have made some of those people savage, at times, but we have 
never lost our own serenity. 

The doctor asks the questions, generally, because he can 
keep his countenance, and look more like an inspired idiot, 
and throw more imbecility into the tone of his voice than any 
man that lives. It comes natural to him. 

The guides in Genoa are delighted to secure an American 
party, because Americans so much wonder, and deal so much 
in sentiment and emotion before any relic of Columbus. Our 
guide there fidgeted about as if he had swallowed a spring 
mattrass. He was full of animation—full of impatience. He 
said: 

" Come wis me, genteelmen!—come! I show you ze letter 
writing by Christopher Colombo!—write it himself!—write it 
wis his own hand!—come!" 
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He took us to the municipal palace. After much impres
sive fumbling of keys and opening of locks, the stained and 
aged document was spread before us. The guide's eyes 
sparkled. He danced about us and tapped the parchment 
with his finger: 
" What I tell you, genteelmen! Is it not so ? See! hand

writing Christopher Colombo !—write it himself!" 
We looked indifferent—unconcerned. The doctor examined 

the document very deliberately, during a painful pause.—Then 
he said, without an}^ show of interest: 

"Ah—Ferguson—what—what did you say was the name 
of the party who wrote this ?" 

" Christopher Colombo! ze great Christopher Colombo!" 
Another deliberate examination. 
" Ah—did he write it himself, or—or how ?" 

PENMANSHIP. 

"He write it himself!—Christopher Colombo! he's own 
hand-writing, write by himself!" 

Then the doctor laid the document down and said: 
" Why, I have seen boys in America only fourteen years 

old that could write better than that." 
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" But zis is ze great Cliristo—" 
" I don't care who it is! It's the worst writing I ever saw. 

Now you musn't think you can impose on us because we are 
strangers. We are not fools, by a good deal. If you have 
got any specimens of penmanship of real merit, trot them out! 
—and if you haven't, drive on !" 

We drove on. The guide was considerably shaken up, but 
he made one more venture. He had something which he 
thought would overcome us. He said: 

" Ah, genteelmen, you come wis me! I show you beautiful, 
O, magnificent bust Christopher Colombo!—splendid, grand, 
magnificent 1" 

He brought us before the beautiful bust—for it was beauti
ful—and sprang back and struck an attitude: 

" Ah, look, genteelmen !—beautiful, grand,—bust Christo
pher Colombo!—beautiful bust, beautiful pedestal!" 

The doctor put up his eye-glass—procured for such occar 
sions: 

" Ah—what did5you say this gentleman's name was?" 
" Christopher Colombo !•—ze great Christopher Colombo!" 
" Christopher Colombo—the great Christopher Colombo. 

Well, what did he do?" 
"Discover America!—discover America, Oh, ze devil!" 
" Discover America. No—that statement will hardly wash. 

We are just from America ourselves. We heard nothing 
about it. Christopher Colombo—pleasant name—is—is he 
dead ?" 

" Oh, corpo di Baccho!—three hundred year I" • 
"What did he die of?" 
" I do not know !—I can not tell." 
" Small-pox, think ?" 
" I do not know, genteelmen !—I do not know what lie die 

of!" 
" Measles, likely ?" 
"Maybe—maybe—I do not know—I think he die of some

things." 
" Parents living ?" 
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" Im-posseeble!" 
" Ah—which is the bust and which is the pedestal ?" 
" Santa Maria!—zis ze bust!— ze pedestal!" 
" Ah, I see, I see—happy combination—very happy combi

nation, indeed. Is—is this the first time this gentleman was 
ever on a bust ?" 

ON A BUST. 

That joke was lost on the foreigner—guides can not master 
the subtleties of the American joke. 

We have made it interesting for this Roman guide. Yester
day we spent three or four hours in the Vatican, again, that 
wonderful world of curiosities. We came very near express
ing interest, sometimes—even admiration—it was very hard 
to keep from it. We succeeded though, Nobody else ever 
did, in the Vatican museums. The guide was bewildered— 
non-plussed. He walked his legs off, nearly, hunting up ex
traordinary things, and exhausted all his ingenuity on us, but 

\ 
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it was a failure; we never showed any interest in any thing-. 
He had reserved what he considered to he his greatest wonder 
till the last—a royal Egyptian mummy, the best preserved in 
the world, perhaps. He took us there. He felt so sure, this ' 
time, that some of his old enthusiasm came back to him: 

" See, genteelmen !—Mummy ! Mummy !" 
The eye-glass came up as calmly, as deliberately as ever. 

Ah, h erguson what did I understand you to say the 
gentleman's name wras ?" 

"Name?—he got no name!—Mummy!—'Gyptian mum
my !" 

" Yes, yes. Born here ?" 
" No! ' Gyptian mummy!" 
"Ah, just so. Frenchman, I presume?" 
"No!—not Frenchman, not Roman !—born in Egypta !" 
" Born in Egypta. Never heard of Egypta before. For

eign locality, likely. Mummy—mummy. How calm he is 
how self-possessed. Is, ah—is he dead V ) 

" Oh, sacre lieu, been dead three thousan' year!" 
The doctor turned on him savagely : 
" Here, now, what do you mean by such conduct as this! 

Playing us for Chinamen because we are strangers and trying 
to learn ! Trying to impose your vile second-hand carcasses on 
us /—thunder and lightning, I've a notion to—to—if you've ' 
got a nice fresh corpse, fetch him out!—or by George we'll 
brain you!" 

We make it exceedingly interesting for this Frenchman. 
However, he has paid us hack, partly, without knowing it 
He came to the hotel this morning to ask if we were upland 
he endeavored as well as he could to describe us, so that the 
landlord would know which persons he meant. He finished 
with the casual remark that we were lunatics. The observa- 1 

tion was so innocent and so honest that it amounted to a very 
good tiling for a guide to say. 

There is one remark (already mentioned,) which never yet 
has failed to disgust these guides. We use it always, when 
we can think of nothing else to say. After they have ex-
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hausted their enthusiasm pointing out to us and praising the 
beauties of some ancient bronze image or broken-legged 
statue, we look at it stupidly and in silence for five, ten, 
fifteen minutes—as long as we can hold out, in fact—and then 
ask: 

" Is—is he dead ?" 
That conquers the serenest of them. It is not what they 

are looking for—especially a new guide. Our Roman Fergu
son is the most patient, unsuspecting, long-suffering subject 
we have had yet. We shall be sorry to part with him. ^ We 
have enjoyed his society very much. We trust he has enjoyed 
ours, but we are harassed wfith doubts. 

We have been in the catacombs. It was like going down 
into a very deep cellar, only it was a cellar which had no end 
to it.. The narrow passages are roughly hewn in the rock, 
and on each hand as you pass along, the hollowed shelves are 
carved out, from three to fourteen deep; each held a corpse 
once. There are names, and Christian symbols, and prayers, 
or sentences expressive of Christian hopes, carved upon nearly 
every sarcophagus. The dates belong away back in the dawn 
of the Christian era, of course. Here, in these holes in the 
ground, the first Christians sometimes burrowed to escape per
secution. They crawled out at night to get food, but remained 
under cover in the day time. The priest told us that St. 
Sebastian lived under ground for some time while he was 
being hunted ; he went out one day, and the soldiery discov
ered and shot him to death with arrows. Five or six of the 
early Popes—those who reigned about sixteen hundred years 
ago_held their papal courts and advised with their clergy in 
the bowels of the earth. During seventeen years—from A. D. 
235 to A. D. 252—the Popes did not appear above ground. 
Four were raised to the great office during that period: Four 
years apiece, or thereabouts. It is very suggestive of the un-
healthiness of underground graveyards as places of residence. 
One Pope afterward spent his entire pontificate in the cata
combs—eight years. Another was discovered in them and 
murdered in the episcopal chair. There was no satisfaction 
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in being a Pope in those days. There were too many annoy
ances. There are one hundred and sixty catacombs under 
Kome, each with its maze of narrow passages crossing and re-
crossing each other and each passage walled to the top with 
scooped graves its entire length. A careful estimate makes the 
length of the passages of all the catacombs combined foot up 
nine hundred miles, and their graves number seven millions. 
We did not go through all the passages of all the catacombs. 
We were very anxious to do it, and made the necessary ar
rangements, but our too limited time obliged us to give up the 
idea. So we only groped through the dismal labyrinth of 
St. Callixtus, under the Church of St. Sebastian. In the 
various catacombs are small chapels rudely hewn in the stones, 
and heie the early Christians often held their religious services 
by dim, ghostly lights. Think of mass and a sermon away 
down in those tangled caverns under ground ! 

In the catacombs were buried St. Cecilia, St. Agnes, and 
several other of the most celebrated of the saints. In the 
catacomb of St. Callixtus, St. Bridget used to remain long 
houis in holy contemplation, and St. Charles Borromeo was 
wont to spend whole nights in prayer there. It was also the 
scene of a very marvelous thing. 

"Here the heart of St. Philip Neri was so inflamed with divine love as to burst 
his ribs.'> 

I find that grave statement in a book published in New 
York in 1858, and written by "Rev. William H. Neligan, 
LL.D., M. A., Trinity College, Dublin ; Member of the Ar
chaeological Society of Great Britain." Therefore, I believe 
it. Otherwise, I could not. Under other circumstances I 
should have felt a curiosity to know what Philip had for din
ner. 

This author puts my credulity on its mettle every now and 
then. He tells of one St. Joseph Calasanctius whose house in 
Rome he visited; he visited only the house—the priest has 
been dead two hundred years. He says the Virgin Mary ap
peared to this saint. Then he continues: 
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" His tongue and his heart, which were found after nearly a century to be whole, 
when the body was disinterred before his canonization, are still preserved in a 
glass case, and after two centuries the heart is still whole. When the French 
troops came to Rome, and when Pius VII. was carried away prisoner, blood 
dropped from it." 

To read that in a book written by a monk far back in the 
Middle Ages, would surprise no one; it would sound natural 
and proper; but when it is seriously stated in the middle of 
the nineteenth century, by a man of finished education, an 
LL.D., M. A., and an Archaeological magnate, it sounds 
strangely enough. Still, I would gladly change my unbelief 
for Neligan's faith, and let him make the conditions as hard as 
he pleased. 

The old gentleman's undoubting, unquestioning simplicity 
has a rare freshness about it in these matter-of-fact railroading 
and telegraphing days. Hear him, concerning the church of 
Ara Coeli: 

" In the roof of the church, directly above the high altar, is engraved, ' Regina 
Coeli laetare Alleluia." In the sixth century Rome was visited by a fearful pesti
lence. Gregory the Great urged the people to do penance, and a general proces
sion was formed. It was to proceed from Ara Coeli to St. Peter's. As it passed 
before the mole of Adrian, now the Castle of St. Angelo, the sound of heavenly 
voices was heard singing (it was Easter morn,) 1 Regina Coeli, laetare! alleluia ! 
quia quem meruisti portare, alleluia ! resurrexit sicut dixit; alleluia V The Pontiff, 
carrying in his hands the portrait of the Virgin, (which is over the high altar and 
is said to have been painted by St. Luke,) answered, with the astonished people, 
4 Ora pro nobis Deum, alleluia P At the same time an angel was seen to put up a 
sword in a scabbard, and the pestilence ceased on the same day. There are four 
circumstances which confirm* this miracle: the annual procession which takes 
place in the western church on the feast of St. Mark; the statue of St. Michael, 
placed on the mole of Adrian, which has since that time been called the Castle of 
St. Angelo; the antiphon Regina Coeli, which the Catholic church sings during 
paschal time; and the inscription in the church." 

* The italics are mine.—M. T. 
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LjTROM the sanguinary sports of the Holy Inquisition; the 
slaughter of the Coliseum; and the dismal tombs of the 

Catacombs, I naturally pass to the picturesque horrors of the 
Capuchin Convent. We stopped a moment in a small chapel 
in the church to admire a picture of St. Michael vanquishing 
Satan a picture which is so beautiful that I can not but think 
it belongs to the reviled "Renaissance" notwithstanding I be-
lie\ e they told us one of the ancient old masters painted it— 
and then we descended into the vast vault underneath. 

Heie vas a spectacle for sensitive nerves! Evidently the 
old masters had been at work in this place. There were six 
di\ isions in the apartment, and each division was ornamented 
with a stjle ot decoration peculiar to itself—and these decora
tions were in every instance formed of human bones! There 
were shapely arches, built wholly of thigh bones; there were 
staitling pyramids, built wholly of grinning skulls; there 
were quaint architectural structures of various kinds, built of 
shin bones and the bones of the arm ; on the wall were elabo
rate ti ebcoes, wrhose curving vines were made of knotted human 
^rtebiae, whose delicate tendrils were made of sinews and 
tendons; whose flowers were formed of knee-caps and toe-nails. 

\ery lasting portion of the human frame vras represented in 
these intricate designs (they were by Michael Angelo, I think,) 
and there w as a careful finish about the work, and an attention 
to detailb that betrayed the artist's love of his labors as well as 
hib schooled ability. I asked the good-natured monk who ac
companied^ us, who did this? And he said, " We did it"— 
meaning himselt and his brethren up stairs. I could see that 

A 
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the old friar took a high pride in his curious show. We made 
him talkative by exhibiting an interest we never betrayed to 
guides. 

" Who were these people ?" 
"We—up stairs—Monks of the Capuchin order—my breth

ren." 

VAULTS OF THE CONVENT. 

"How many departed monks were required to upholster 
these six parlors ?" 

" These are the bones of four thousand." 
" It took a long time to get enough V y  

" Many, many centuries." 
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" Their different parts are well separated—skulls in one 
room, legs in another, ribs in another—there would be stirring 
times here for a while if the last trump should blow. Some 
of the brethren might get hold of the wrong leg, in the confu
sion, and the wrong skull, and find themselves limping, and 
looking through eyes that were wider apart or closer together 
than they were used to. You can not tell any of these parties 
apart, I suppose ?" 

" yes, I know many of them." 
He put his finger on a skull. " This was Brother Anselmo— 

dead three hundred years—a good man." 
He touched another. " This was Brother Alexander—dead 

two hundred and eighty years. This was Brother Carlo—dead 
about as long." 

Then he took a skull and held it in his hand, and looked re
flectively upon it, after the manner of the grave-digger when 
he discourses of Yorick. 

This, he said, " was Brother Thomas. He was a young 
prince, the scion of a proud house that traced its lineage back 
to the grand old days of Kome well nigh two thousand years 
ago. He loved beneath his estate. His family persecuted him; 
persecuted the girl, as-well. They drove her from Home; he 
followed; he sought her far and wide; he found no trace of 
her. He came back and offered his broken heart at our altar 
and his weary life to the service of God. But look you. 
Shortly his father died, and likewise his mother. The girl re
turned, rejoicing. She sought every where for him whose eyes 
had used to look tenderly into hers out of this poor skull, but 
she could not find him. At last, in this coarse garb we wear, 
she recognized him in the street. He knew her. It was too 
late. He fell where he stood. They took him up and brought 
him here. He never spoke afterward. "Within the week he 
died. You can see the color of his hair—faded, somewhat 
by this thin shred that clings still to the temple. "This" 
[taking up a thigh bone,] " was his. The veins of this leaf in 
the decorations over your head, were his finger-joints, a hun
dred and fifty years ago." 
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This business-like way of illustrating a touching story of the 
heart by laying the several fragments of the lover before us 
and naming them, was as grotesque a performance, and as 
ghastly, as any I ever witnessed. I hardly knew whether to 
smile or shudder. There are nerves and muscles in our frames 
whose functions and whose methods of working it seems a sort 
of sacrilege to describe by cold physiological names and surgi
cal technicalities, and the monk's talk suggested to me some
thing of this kind. Fancy a surgeon, with his nippers lifting 
tendons, muscles and such things into view, out of the complex 
machinery of a corpse, and observing, "Now this little nerve 
quivers—the vibration is imparted to this muscle—from here it 
is passed to this fibrous substance; here its ingredients are sep
arated by the chemical action of the blood—one part goes to 
the heart and thrills it with what is popularly termed emotion, 
another part follows this nerve to the brain and communicates 
intelligence of a startling character—the third part glides along 
this passage and touches the spring connected with the fluid 
receptacles that lie in the rear of the eye. Thus, by this sim
ple and beautiful process, the party is informed that his mother 
is dead, and he weeps." Horrible! 

I asked the monk if all the brethren up stairs expected to be 
put in this place when they died. He answered quietly: 

" We must all lie here at last." 
See what one can accustom himself to.—The reflection that 

he must some day be taken apart like an engine or a clock, or 
like a house whose owner is gone, and worked up into arches 
and pyramids and hideous frescoes, did not distress this monk 
in the least. I thought he even looked as if he were thinking, 
with complacent vanity, that his own skull would look well on 
top of the heap and his own ribs add a charm to the frescoes 
which possibly they lacked at present. 

Here and there, in ornamental alcoves, stretched upon beds 
of bones, lay dead and dried-up monks, with lank frames 
dressed in the black robes one sees ordinarily upon priests. 
We examined one closely. The skinny hands were clasped 
upon the breast; two lustreless tufts of hair stuck to the skull; 
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the skin was brown and sunken ; it stretched tightly over the 
cheek bones and made them stand out sharply; the crisp 
dead eyes were deep in the sockets; the nostrils were painfully 

most dreadful, that one can imagine. Surely, I thought, it 
must have been a most extraordinary joke this veteran pro
duced with his latest breath, that he has not got done laughing 
at it yet. At this moment I saw that the old instinct was 
strong upon the boys, and I said we had better hurry to St. 
Peter's. They were trying to keep from asking, " Is—is he 
dead ?" 

It makes me dizzy, to think of the Vatican—of its wilder
ness of statues, paintings, and curiosities of every description 
and every age. The "old masters" (especially in sculpture,) 
fairly swarm, there. I can not write about the Vatican. I 
think I shall never remember any thing I saw there distinctly 
but the mummies, and the Transfiguration, by Raphael, and 
some other things it is not necessary to mention now. I shall 
remember the Transfiguration partly because it was placed in 
a room almost by itself; partly because it is acknowledged by 

prominent, the 
end of the nose 
being gone; 
the lips had 
shriveled away 
from the yel
low teeth: and 
brought down 
to us through 
the circling 
years, and pet
rified there, 
was a weird 
laugh a full 
century old! 

DRIED CONVENT FRUIT. 

It was the 
jolliest laugh, 
but yet the 
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all to be the first oil painting in the world; and partly because 
it was wonderfully beautiful. The colors are fresh and rich, 
the " expression," I am told, is fine, the " feeling " is lively, the 

3 " tone " is good, the " depth " is profound, and the width is 
about four and a half feet, I should judge. It is a picture that 
really holds one's attention; its beauty is fascinating. It is 
fine enough to be a Renaissance. A remark I made a while 
ago suggests a thought—and a hope. Is it not possible that 
the reason I find such charms in this picture is because it is out 
of the crazy chaos of the galleries? If some of the others 
were set apart, might not they be beautiful ? If this were set 
in the midst of the tempest of pictures one finds in the vast 
galleries of the Roman palaces, would I think it so handsome ? 
If, up to this time, I had seen only one " old master " in each 
palace, instead of acres and acres of vTalls and ceilings fairly 
papered with them, might I not have a more civilized opinion 
of the old masters than I have now ? I think so. When I 

;•> was a school-boy and was to have a new knife, I could not make 
uj> my mind as to which was the 
prettiest in the show-case, and I 
did not think any of them were 
particularly pretty; and so I 
chose with a heavy heart. But 
when I looked at my purchase, 
at home, where no glittering 
blades came into competition 
with it, I was astonished to see 
how handsome it was. To this 
day my new hats look better out 
of the shop than they did in it 
with other new hats. It begins 

> to dawn upon me, now, that pos
sibly, what I have been taking 
for uniform ugliness in the gal
leries may be uniform beauty af
ter all. I honestly hope it is, to others, but certainly it is not 
to me. Perhaps the reason I used to enjoy going to the Academy 

AT THE STORE. 
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of Fine Arts in New York was because there were but a few 
hundred paintings in it, and it did not surfeit me to go through 

crows enough, to people Paradise, almost, and these things are 
all they did paint. "Nero fiddling o'er burning Eome," the 
assassination of Csesar, the stirring spectacle of a hundred 
thousand people bending forward with rapt interest, in the 
Coliseum, to see two skillful gladiators hacking away each oth
ers' lives, a tiger springing upon a kneeling martyr—these ?and 
a thousand other matters which we read of with a living inter
est, must be sought for only in books—not among the rubbish 
left by the old masters—who are no more, I have the satisfac
tion of informing the public. 

They did paint, and they did carve in marble, one historical 
scene, and one only, (of any great historical consequence.) 
And what was it and why did they choose it, particularly % It 
was the Rape of the Sabines, and they chose it for the legs and 
busts. 

I like to look at statues, however, and I like to look at pic
tures, also—even of monks looking up in sacred ecstacy, and 
monks looking down in meditation, and monks skirmishing for 

the list. I suppose the Academy 
was bacon and beans in the 
Forty-Mile Desert, and a Euro
pean gallery is a state dinner of 
thirteen courses. One leaves no 
sign after him of the one dish, 
but the thirteen frighten away 
his appetite and give him no 
satisfaction. 

AT HOME. 

There is one thing I am cer
tain of, though. With all the 
Michael Angelos, the Raphaels, 
the Guidos and the other old 
masters, the sublime history of 
Rome remains unpainted! They 
painted Yirgins enough, and 
popes enough and saintly scare-
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something to eat—and therefore I drop ill nature to thank the 
papal government for so jealously guarding and so industri
ously gathering up these things; and for permitting me, a 
stranger and not an entirely friendly one, to roam at will and 
unmolested among them, charging me nothing, and only re
quiring that I shall behave myself simply as well as I ought to 
behave in any other man's house. I thank the* Holy Father 
right heartily, and I wish him long life and plenty of happiness. 

The Popes have long been the patrons and preservers of 
art, just as our new, practical Republic is the encourager and 
upholder of mechanics. In their Vatican is stored up all that 
is curious and beautiful in art; in our Patent Office is hoarded 
all that is curious or useful in mechanics. When a man in
vents a new style of horse-collar or discovers a new and supe
rior method of telegraphing, our government issues a patent 
to him that is worth a fortune; when a man digs up an ancient 
statue in the Campagna, the Pope gives him a fortune in gold 
coin. We can make something of a guess at a man's character 
by the style of nose he carries on his face. The Vatican and 
the Patent Office are governmental noses, and they bear a deal 
of character about them. 

The guide showed us a colossal statue of Jupiter, in the 
Vatican, which he said looked so damaged and rusty—so like 
the God of the Vagabonds—because it had but recently been 
dug up in the Campagna. He asked how much we supposed 
this Jupiter was worth ? I replied, with intelligent promptness, 
that he was probably worth about four dollars—may be four 
and a half. " A hundred thousand dollars!" Ferguson said. 
Ferguson said, further, that the Pope permits no ancient work 
of this kind to leave his dominions. lie appoints a commis
sion to examine discoveries like this and report upon the value; 
then the Pope pays the discoverer one-half of that assessed 
value and takes the statue. He said this Jupiter was dug from 
a field which had just been bought for thirty-six thousand dol
lars, so the first crop was a good one for the new farmer. I do 
not know whether Ferguson always tells the truth or not, but 
I suppose he does. I know that an exorbitant export duty is 

20 
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exacted upon all pictures painted by the old masters, in order 
to discourage the sale of those in the private collections. I am 
satisfied, also, that genuine old masters hardly exist at all, in 
America, because the cheapest and most insignificant of them 
are valued at the price of a fine farm. I proposed to buy a 
small trifle of a Raphael, myself, but the price of it was eighty 
thousand dollars, the export duty would have made it consid
erably over a hundred, and so I studied on it awhile and con
cluded not to take it. 

I wish here to mention an inscription I have seen, before I 
forget it: 

Gloiy to God in the highest, peace on earth TO MEN OF 
GOOD WILL!" It is not good scripture, but it is sound Catholic 
and human nature. 

This is in letters of gold around the apsis of a mosaic group 
at the side of the scala santa, church of St. John Lateran, the 
Mother and Mistress of all the Catholic churches of the world. 
The group represents the Saviour, St. Peter, Pope Leo, St. Sil
vester, Constantine and Charlemagne. Peter is giving the 
pallium to the Pope, and a standard to Charlemagne. ° The 
Saviour is giving the keys to St. Silvester, and a standard to 
Constantine. IN o prayer is offered to the Saviour, who seems 
to be of little importance any where in Rome; but an inscrip
tion below says, " Blessed Peter, give life to Pope Leo and victory 
to King Charles." It does not say, " Intercede for us, through 
the Saviour, with the Father, for this boon," but "Blessed Pe-
ter, give it us." 

In all seriousness—without meaning to be frivolous—without 
meaning to be irreverent, and more than all, without meaning 
to be blasphemous,—I state as my simple deduction from the 
things I have seen and the things I have heard, that the Holy 
Personages rank thus in Rome: 

First" The Mother of. God "—otherwise the Virgin Mary. 
Second—The Deity. 
Third—Peter. 
Fourth Some twelve or fifteen canonized Popes and martyrs. 
Fifth—Jesus Christ the Saviour—(but always as an infant in 

arms.) 
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I may be wrong in this—my judgment errs often, just as is 
the case with other men's—but it is my judgment, be it good 
or bad. 

Just here I will mention something that seems curious to 
me. There are no " Christ's Churches" in Rome, and no 
" Churches of the Holy Ghost," that I can discover. There 
are some four hundred churches, but about a fourth of them 
seem to be named for the Madonna and St. Peter. There are 
so many named for Mary that they have to be distinguished by 
all sorts of affixes, if I understand the matter rightly. Then 
we have churches of St. Louis; St. Augustine; St. Agnes; St. 
Calixtus; St. Lorenzo in Lucina; St. Lorenzo in Damaso; St. 
Cecilia; St. Athanasius; St. Philip Neri; St. Catherine, St. 
Dominico, and a multitude of lesser saints whose names are 
not familiar in the wrorld—and away down, clear out of the 
list of the churches, comes a couple of hospitals: one of them is 
named for the Saviour and the other for the Holy Ghost! 

Day after day and night after night we have wandered 
among the crumbling wonders of Rome; day after day and 
night after night we have fed upon the dust and decay of five-
and-twenty centuries—have brooded over them by day and 
dreampt of them by night till sometimes we seemed molder-
ing away ourselves, and growing defaced and cornerless, and 
liable at any moment to fall a prey to some antiquary and be 
patched in the legs, and " restored" with an unseemly nose, 
and labeled wrong and dated "wrong, and set up in the Vatican 
for poets to drivel about and vandals to scribble their names 
on forever and forevermore. 

But the surest way to stop writing about Rome is to stop. 
I wished to write a real " guide-book " chapter on this fascina
ting city, but I could not do it, because I have felt all the time 
like a boy in a candy-shop—there was every thing to choose 
from, and yet no choice. I have drifted along hopelessly for a 
hundred pages of manuscript without knowing where to com
mence. I will not commence at all. Our passports have been 
examined. We will go to Naples. 
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rpHE ship is lying here in the harbor of Naples—quaran-
-1- tined. She has been here several days and will remain 

several more. We that came by rail from Home have escaped 
this misfortune. Of course no one is allowed to go on board 
the ship, or come ashore from her. She is a prison, now. The 
passengers probably spend the long, blazing days looking out 
from under the awnings at Vesuvius and the beautiful city— 
and in swearing. Think often days of this sort of pastime! 
We go out every day in a boat and request them to come 
ashore. It soothes them. We lie ten steps from the ship and 
tell them how splendid the city is; and how much better the 
hotel fare is here than any where else in Europe; and how 
cool it is; and what frozen continents of ice cream there are; 
and what a time we are having cavorting about the country 
and sailing, to the islands in the Bay. This tranquilizes them. 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS. 

I shall remember our trip to "Vesuvius for many a day 
partly because of its sight-seeing experiences, but chiefly on 
account of the fatigue of the journey. Two or three of us 
had been resting ourselves among the tranquil and beautiful 
scenery of the island of Ischia, eighteen miles out in the har
bor, for two days; we called it " resting," but I do not remem
ber now what the resting consisted of, for when we got back 
to Naples we had not slept for forty-eight hours. We were 
just about to go to bed early in the evening, and. catch up on 
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some of the sleep we had lost, when we heard of this Vesuvius 
expedition. There was to be eight of us in the party, and we 
were to leave Naples at midnight. We laid in some provis
ions for the trip, engaged carriages to take us to Annunciation, 
and then moved about 
the city, to keep awake, 
till twelve. We got away 
punctually, and in the 
course of an hour and a 
half arrived at the town 
of Annunciation. An
nunciation is the very 
last place under the sun. 
In other towns in Italy 
the people lie around qui
etly and wait for you to 
ask them a question or 
do some overt act that 
can be charged for—but 
in Annunciation they 
have lost even that frag
ment of delicacy; they 
seize a lady's shawl from 
a chair and hand it to 
her and charge a penny; 
they open a carriage door, 
and charge for it—shut it when you get out, and charge for it; 
they help you to take off a duster—two cents; brush your 
clothes and make them worse than they were before—two 
cents; smile upon you—two cents; bow, with a lick-spittle 
smirk, hat in hand—two cents ; they volunteer all information, 
such as that the mules will arrive presently—two cents—warm 
day, sir—two cents—take you four hours to make the ascent— 
two cents. And so they go. They crowd you—infest you— 
swarm about you, and sweat and smell offensively, and look 
sneaking and mean, and obsequious. There is no office too 
degrading for them to perform, for money. I have had no op-

SOOTHING THE PILGRIMS. 
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portumty to find out any thing about the upper classes by my 
own observation, but from what I hear said about them I judge 
that what they lack in one or two of the bad traits the canaille 
have, they make up in one or two others that are worse. How 
the people beg!—many of them very well dressed, too. 

I said I knew nothing against the upper classes by personal 
observation. I must recall it! I had forgotten. What I saw 
their bravest and their fairest do last night, the lowest multi
tude that could be scraped up out of the purlieus of Christen
dom would blush to do, I think. They assembled by hundreds 
and even thousands, in the great Theatre of San Carlo, to do -
what? Why, simply, to make fun of an old woman—to de
ride, to hiss, to jeer at an actress they once worshipped, but 
whose beauty is faded now and whose voice has lost its former 
richness. Every body spoke of the rare sport there was to be. 

y sfld "ie_ theatre would be crammed, because Frezzolini 
was going to sing. It was said she could not sing well now 
but then the people liked to see her, anyhow. And so we 
went. And every time the woman sang they hissed and 
laughed—the whole magnificent house—and as soon as she left 
the stage they called her on again with applause. Once or 
twice she was encored five and six times in succession, and re
ceived with hisses when she appeared, and discharged with 
hisses and laughter when she had finished—then instantly en
cored and insulted again! And how the high-born knaves 
enjoyed it! White-kidded gentlemen and ladies laughed till 
the tears came, and clapped their hands in very ecstacy when 
that unhappy old woman would come meekly out for the sixth 
time, with uncomplaining patience, to meet a storm of hisses! 
It was the cruelest exhibition—the most wanton, the most un
feeling. The singer would have conquered an audience of 
American rowdies by her brave, unflinching tranquillity (for 
she answered encore after encore, and smiled and bowed pleas
antly, and sang the best she possibly could, and went bowing 
oft, through all the jeers and hisses, without ever losing coun 
tenance or temper:) and surely in any other land than Italy 
her sex and her helplessness must have been an ample protec-
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tion to her—she could have needed no other. Think what a 
multitude of small souls were crowded into that theatre last 
night. If the manager could have filled his theatre with Nea
politan souls alone, without the bodies, he could not have 
cleared less than ninety millions of dollars. What traits of 
character must a man have to enable him to help three thou
sand miscreants to hiss, and jeer, and laugh at one friendless 
old woman, and shamefully humiliate her? He must have all 
the vile, mean traits there are. My observation persuades me 
(I do not like to venture beyond my own personal observation,) 
that the upper classes of Naples possess those traits of charac
ter. Otherwise they may be very good people; I can not say. 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

In this city of Naples, they believe in and support one of the 
wretchedest of all the religious impostures one can find in 
Italy—the miraculous liquefaction of the blood of St. Janua-
rius. Twice a year the priests assemble all the people at the 
Cathedral, and get out this vial of clotted blood and let them 
see it slowly dissolve and become liquid—and every day for 
eight days, this dismal farce is repeated, while the priests go 
among the crowd and collect money for the exhibition. The 
first day, the blood liquefies in forty-seven minutes—the church 
is crammed, then, and time must be allowed the collectors to 
get around: after that it liquefies a little quicker and a little 
quicker, every day, as the houses grow smaller, till on the 
eighth day, with only a few dozens present to see the miracle, 
it liquefies in four minutes. 

And here, also, they used to have a grand procession, of 
priests, citizens, soldiers, sailors, and the high dignitaries of the 
City Government, once a year, to shave the head of a made-
up Madonna—a stuffed and painted image, like a milliner's 
dummy—whose hair miraculously grew and restored itself 
every twelve months. They still kept up this shaving proces
sion as late as four or five years ago. It was a source of great 
profit to the church that possessed the remarkable effigy, and 
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the ceremony of the public barbering of her was always car-
ried out with the greatest possible eclat and display—the more 

e better, because the more excitement there was about it the 
larger the crowds it drew and the heavier the revenues it pro-

uced but at last a day came when the Pope and his servants 
weie unpopu ar in Naples, and the City Government stopped 
the Madonna's annual show. 

There we have two specimens of these Neapolitans—two of 
Ind'f -Tfrf 6 fTdS' Which half the P°Pulation religiously 
and faithfully believed, and the other half either believed also 
else said nothing about, and thus lent themselves to the support 
of the imposture. I am very well satisfied to think the whole 
population believed in those poor, cheap miracles-a people 
who want two cents every time they bow to you, and who 
abuse a woman, are capable of it, I think. 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

These Neapolitans always ask four times as much money as 
ey intend to take, but if you give them what they first de

mand they feel ashamed of themselves for aiming so low and 
ceived tl ask more- When money is to be paid and re
ceived, theie is always some vehement jawing and gesticula-
mg about it One can not buy and pay for two cents' worth 

of clams without trouble and a quarrel. One " course » in a 
two-horse carnage costs a franc-that is law-hut the' hack 
man always demands more, on some pretence or other and if 
he gets it he makes a new demand. It is said that a 

a one-horse carriage lor a course—tariff, half a franc 
He gave the man five francs, by way of experiment. He de 
manded more, and received another franc. Again he demanded 
more, and got a franc-demanded more, and it was refused 

e giew vehement—was again refused, and became noisy 
The stranger said, Well, give me the seven francs again and 
I will see what I can do ''-and when he got them, handed 
the hackman half a franc, and he immediately asked for two 
cents to buy a drink with. It may be thought that I am preju-
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diced. Perhaps I am. I would be ashamed of myself if I 
were not. 

) ASCENT OF VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

Well, as I was saying, we got our mules and horses, after an 
hour and a half of bargaining with the population of Annun
ciation, and started sleepily up the mountain, with a vagrant 
at each mule's tail who pretended to be driving the brute along, 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS. 

but was really holding on and getting himself dragged up in
stead. I made slow headway at first, but I began to get dissat-
isfied at the idea of paying my minion five francs to hold my 
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mule back by the tail and keep him from going up the hill, 
and so I discharged him. I got along faster then. 

We had one ^magnificent picture of Naples from a high point 
on the mountain side. We saw nothing but the gas lamps, of 
course—two-thirds of a circle, skirting the great Bay—a neck
lace of diamonds glinting up through the darkness from the 
remote distance—less brilliant than the stars overhead, but 
more softly, richly beautiful—and over all the great city the 
lights crossed and recrossed each other in many and many a 
sparkling line and curve. And back of the town, far around 
and abroad over the miles of level campagna, were scattered 
lows, and circles, and clusters of lights, all glowing like so 
many gems, and marking where a score of villages were sleep-
ing. About this time, the fellow who was hanging on to the 
tail of the horse in front of me and practicing all sorts of un
necessary cruelty upon the animal, got kicked some fourteen 
rods, and this incident, together with the fairy spectacle of the 
lights far in the distance, made me serenely happy, and I was 
glad I started to Vesuvius. 

ASCENT OF MOUNT VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

This subject will be excellent matter for a chapter, and to
morrow or next day I will write it. 
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ASCENT OF VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

U H E E  N a p l e s  a n d  d i e . "  W e l l ,  I  d o  n o t  k n o w  t h a t  o n e  
^ would necessarily die after merely seeing it, but to 

attempt to live there might turn out a little differently. To 
see Naples as we saw it in the early dawn from far up on the 
side of Vesuvius, is to see a picture of wonderful beauty. At 
that distance its dingy buildings looked white—and so, rank 
on rank of balconies, windows and roofs, they piled them
selves up from the blue ocean till the colossal castle of St. 
Elmo topped the grand white pyramid and gave the picture 
symmetry, emphasis and completeness. And when its lilies 
turned to roses—when it blushed under the sun's first kiss—it 
was beautiful beyond all description. One might well say, 
then, " See Naples and die." The frame of the picture was 
charming, itself. In front, the smooth sea—a vast mosaic of 
many colors; the lofty islands swimming in a dreamy haze in 
the distance; at our end of the city the stately double peak of 
Vesuvius, and its strong black ribs and seams of lava stretch
ing down to the limitless level campagna—a green carpet that 
enchants the eye and leads it on and on, past clusters of trees, 
and isolated houses, and snowy villages, until it shreds out in 
a fringe of mist and general vagueness far away. It is from 
the Hermitage, there on the side of Vesuvius, that one should 
"see Naples and die." 

But do not go within the walls and look at it in detail. 
That takes away some of the romance of the thing. The 
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uniforms; jackass-carte and state-carriages; beggars, Princes 
Is ops, jostle each other in every street. At six o'clock 

SXhaT' tUmS °Ut t0 ^ 
sttT;, lateIer f maJ ran 0 and f°r tw° hours one may stand there and see the mothest and the worst mixed proces
sion go by that ever eyes beheld. Princes (there are more 

?T" infested with 
!tT  ̂ ° UP S6Ven %llts of stairs and don't 

•, ^Dy pnnclpall^les'^lU keeP » carriage and go hungry 
. c e.rks' mechamcs, milliners and strumpets will go without 

their dinners and squander the money on a hack-rfdeTthe 
Chiajajthe rag-tag and rubbish of the city stack themselves 
Tart LuMbv 1 °r tWrty' °n a ricket^ little g°-
driVe L the Pb ? 'n T ^ a Cat' and 

, ^' es an(i bankers, in sumptuous car-
riages and with gorgeous drivers and footmen, turn out, also 
wealth : UTS pi'°CeSsi0n g°es" Fo1" two hours rank and' 
wealth and obscurity and poverty clatter along side by side in 
«. and then g0 lome ̂ pp/e^d 

vl 'VaS il0°ki!!g at, a magnificent marble staircase in the 
King s palace the other day, which, it was said, cost five 
ion fiancs, and I suppose it did cost half a million mav be 

there ^ ̂ '-f * ̂  tIdng t0 Hve in a country where theie was such comfort and such luxury as this. And then I 
was psf0 musing, and almost walked over a vagabond who 
was eating his dinner on the curbstone-a piece of bread * 
Wh of graces. When I found the. thisCw ̂  ££ 
mg m a fiuit establishment (he had the establishment alono-
wi i him in a basket,) at two cents a day, and that he had no 
palace at home where he lived, I lost some of my enthusiasm 
concerning the happiness of living in Italy. 

This naturally suggests to me a thought about wages here 
Lieutenants in the army get about a dollar a day, and com
mon soldiers a couple of cents. I only know one clerk-he 
gets four dollars a month. Printers get six dollars and a half 
a month, but I have heard of a foreman who gets thirteen 
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To be growing suddenly and violently rich, as this man is, 
naturally makes him a bloated aristocrat. The airs he puts on 
are insufferable. 

And, speaking of wages, reminds me of prices of merchan
dise. In Paris you pay twelve dollars a dozen for Jouvin's 
best kid gloves; gloves 
of about as good quality 
sell here at three or four 
dollars a dozen. 1 ou 
pay live and six dollars 
apiece for fine linen 
shirts in Paris; here and 
in Leghorn you pay two 
and a half. In Mar
seilles you pay forty dol
lars for a first-class dress 
coat made by a good 
tailor, but in Leghorn 
you can get a full dress 
suit for the same money. 
Here you get handsome 
business suits at from 
ten to twenty dollars, 
and in Leghorn you can 
get an overcoat for 
fifteen dollars that would 
cost you seventy in Hew York. Pine kid boots are worth 
eight dollars in Marseilles and four dollars here. Lyons vel
vets rank higher in America than those of Genoa. Yet the 
bulk of Lyons velvets you buy in the States are made in 
Genoa and imported into Lyons, where they receive the Lyons 
stamp and are then exported to America. You can buy 
enough velvet in Genoa for twenty-five dollars to make a five 
hundred dollar cloak in Hew York—so the ladies tell me. 
Of course these things bring me back, by a natural and easy 
transition, to the 

MUSTANG. 
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ASCENT OF VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

. A"d Jhf the wonderful Blue Grotto is suggested to me Tr 
is situated on the Island ,,f me- It toe island of Capri, twenty-two miles from 

ISLAND OF CAPRI. 

Naples. We chartered a little steamer and went out there 

it: z—r °-? rr- r £at to C*™ 
Soao i f r8' Thv U,0°«ht "'c ™w to stealT 
g; otto, I suppose. It was worth stealing. The entrance to 
»77V fol"' feet A and A u° Le 
of a lofty perpendicular cliff-the sea-wall. You enter in 
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small boats—and a tight squeeze it is, too. You can not go in 
at all when the tide is up. Once within, you find yourself in 
an arched cavrern about one hundred and sixty feet long, one 
hundred and twenty wide, and about seventy high. IIow 
deep it is no man knows. It goes down to the bottom of the 
ocean. The waters of this placid subterranean lake are the 
brightest, loveliest blue that can be imagined. They are as 
transparent as plate glass, and their coloring would shame the 
richest sky that ever bent over Italy. Ho tint could be more 
ravishing, no lustre more superb. Throw a stone into the 

BLUE GROTTO. 

water, and the myriad of tiny bubbles that are created flash out 
a brilliant glare like blue theatrical fires. Dip an oar, and its 
blade turns to splendid frosted silver, tinted with blue. Let a 
man jump in, and instantly he is cased in an armor more gor
geous than ever kingly Crusader wore. 

Then we went to Ischia, but I had already been to that 
21 
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island and tired myself to death « resting " a couple of davs 
SentS'T lmman.T:1Wy. m'"> «'« landlord of the Grande 

eitinelle for a model. So Ave went to Procida, and from 

Sam» 7,°T ' F1'',,de,1 "ft" ,le 

. anded at precisely the same spot where St Paul 
landed, and so did Dan and the others. It was a remarkable 
coincidence. St. Paul preached to these people seven days 
before he started to Pome. J 

Hero's Baths the ruins of Baiae, the Temple of Serapis • 
Cum® where the Cu mam Sybil interpreted the oracles, the 
Bake Agnano, with its ancient submerged city still visible far 
down m its depths-these and a hundrfd otlnfr points of iuter-

Do-TlaTmed î  but of the 
f tldlmed chief attention, because we had heard and 

GmttrdeTc ^ EV617b0^ LaS ^ the otto de! Cane and its poisonous vapors, from Pliny down 

le-s to te^nLeV'erJlt0tUhTheld a d°g °V6r its floor b7 . t0 te&t the capabilities of the place. The do- dies in a 
minute and a lialf-a chicken instantly. As a general thin-«swhza?in 

T" r feep d° n°i «*•* are called And then they don't either. The stranger that 
entuies to sleep there takes a permanent contract. I Wed 

«elf suffocat 7°' resolved to take a dog and hold him my-
more Ind then fin" 1& ' w '> SUff°Cate bim 
101 e and then finish him. We reached the grotto at about 

experiment^ 1?" "°d I>roC<*"W at »»<=» «° the 
ii. Wehad nodC' " 'mi>°rta,lt difBCU"7 I"eSentetl 

• ' 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS CONTINUED. 

At the Hermitage we were about fifteen or ei-hteen hun
dred feet above the sea, and thus far a portion of the ascent 
had been pretty abrupt. For the next two miles the road was 

mixture sometimes the ascent was abrupt and sometimes it 
was not: but one characteristic it possessed all the time, with
out failure—without modification—it was all uneompromis-
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ingly and unspeakably infamous. It was a rough, narrow 
trail, and led over an old lava flow—a black ocean which was 
tumbled into a thousand fantastic shapes—a wild chaos of 
ruin, desolation, and barrenness—a wilderness of billowy up
heavals, of furious whirlpools, of miniature mountains rent 
asunder—of gnarled and knotted, wrinkled and twisted 
masses of blackness that mimicked branching roots, great 
vines, trunks of trees, all interlaced and mingled together: 
and all these weird shapes, all this turbulent panorama, all 
this stormy, far-stretching waste of blackness, with its thrill
ing suggestiveness of life, of action, of boiling, surging, 
furious motion, was petrified !—all stricken dead and cold in 
the instant of its maddest rioting !—fettered, paralyzed, and 
left to glower at heaven in impotent rage for evermore! 

Finally we stood in a level, narrow valley (a valley that had 
been created by the terrific march of some old time irruption) 
and on either hand towered the two steep peaks of Yesuvius. 
The one we had to climb—the one that contains the active 
volcano—seemed about eight hundred or one thousand feet 
high, and looked almost too straight-up-and-down for any 
man to climb, and certainly no mule could climb it with a 
man on his back. Four of these native pirates will carry you 
to the top in a sedan chair, if you wish, it, but suppose they 
were to slip and let you fall,—is it likely that you would ever 
stop rolling? Not this side of eternity, perhaps. We left the 
mules, sharpened our finger-nails, and began the ascent I have 
been writing about so long, at twenty minutes to six in the 
morning. The path led straight up a rugged sweep of loose 
chunks of pumice-stone, and for about every two steps for
ward we took, we slid back one. It was so excessively steep 
that we had to stop, every fifty or sixty steps, and rest a mo
ment. To see our comrades, we had to look very nearly 
straight up at those above us, and very nearly straight down 
at those below. We stood on the summit at last—it had 
taken an hour and fifteen minutes to make the trip. 

What we saw there was simply a circular crater—a circular 
ditch, if you please—about two hundred feet deep, and four 
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or five hundred feet wide, whose inner wall was about half a 
mile in circumference. In the centre of the great circus ring 
thus formed, was a torn and ragged upheaval a hundred feet 
high, all snowed over with a sulphur crust of many and many a 
brilliant and beautiful color, and the ditch inclosed this like 
the moat of a castle, or surrounded it as a little river does a 
little island, if the simile is better. The sulphur coating of 
that island was gaudy in the extreme—all mingled together in 
the richest confusion were red, blue, brown, black, yellow, 
white—I do not know that there was a color, or shade of a 
color, or combination of colors, unrepresented—and when the 
sun burst through the morning mists and fired this tinted 
magnificence, it topped imperial Yesuvius like a jeweled 
crown! 

The crater itself—the ditch—was not so variegated in color
ing, but yet, in its softness, richness, and unpretentious ele
gance, it was more charming, more fascinating to the eye. 
There was nothing "loud » about its well-bred and well-dressed 
look. Beautiful? One could stand and look down upon it 
for a week without getting tired of it. It had the semblance 
of a pleasant meadow, whose slender grasses and whose vel
vety mosses were frosted with a shining dust, and tinted with 
palest green that deepened gradually to the darkest hue of the 
orange leaf, and deepened yet again into gravest brown, then 
faded into orange, then into brightest gold, and culminated in 
the delicate pmk of a new-blown rose. Where portions of the 
meadow had sunk, and where other portions had been broken 
up like an ice-floe, the cavernous openings of the one, and the 
ragged upturned edges exposed by the other, were hung with 
a lace-work of soft-tinted crystals of sulphur that changed 
their deformities into quaint shapes and figures that were full 
of grace and beauty. 

The walls of the ditch were brilliant with yellow banks 
of sulphur and with lava and pumice-stone of many colors. 
No fire was visible any where, but gusts of sulphurous steam 
issued silently and invisibly from a thousand little cracks and 
fissures in the crater, and were wafted to our noses with every 
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breeze. But so long as we kept our nostrils buried in our 
handkerchiefs, there was small danger of suffocation. 

Some of the boys thrust long slips of paper down into holes 
and set them on fire, and so achieved the glory of lighting 
their cigars by the flames of Yesuvius, and others cooked eggs 
over fissures in the rocks and were happy. 

The view from the summit would have been superb but for 
the fact that the sun could only pierce the mists at long inter
vals. Thus the glimpses we had of the grand panorama be
low were only fitful and unsatisfactory. 

THE DESCENT. 

The descent of the mountain was a. labor of only four 
minutes. Instead of 
stalking down the rug
ged path we ascended, 
we chose one which was 
bedded knee-deep in 
loose ashes, and ploughed 
our way with prodigious 
strides that would al
most have shamed the 
performance of him of 
the seven-league boots. 

The Yesuvius of to
day is a very poor affair 
compared to the mighty 
volcano of Kilauea, in 
the Sandwich Islands,, 
but I am glad I visited! 
it. It was well worth, 
it. 

It is said that during- THE DESCENT. 

one of the grand erup
tions of Yesuvius it discharged massy rocks weighing many 
tons a thousand, feet into the air, its vast jets of smoke and 
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ofer.Tnded thirty ™UeS tow',rd firmament, and clouds 
of its ashes were wafted abroad and tell upon ,4 decks of 

toke a 
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THE BURIED CITY OF POMPEn. 

T I ^HEY pronounce it Yova-pay-e. I always had an idea that 
J- y0u went down into Pompeii with torches, by the way 

of damp, dark stairways, just as you do in silver mines, and 
traversed gloomy tunnels with lava overhead and some
thing on either hand like dilapidated prisons gouged out of the 
solid earth, that faintly resembled houses. But you do nothing 
of the kind. Fully one-half of the buried city, perhaps, is 
completely exhumed and thrown open freely to the light of 
day; and there stand the long rows of solidly-built brick 
houses (roofless) just as they stood eighteen hundred years ago, 
hot with the flaming sun; and there lie their floors, clean-
swept, and not a bright fragment tarnished or wanting of the 
labored mosaics that pictured them with the beasts, and birds, 
and flowers which we copy in perishable carpets to-day; and 
there are the Venuses, and Bacchuses, and Adonises, making 
love and getting drunk in many-hued frescoes on the walls of 
saloon and bed-chamber; and there are the narrow streets and 
narrower sidewalks, paved with flags of good hard lava, the 
one deeply rutted with the chariot-wheels, and the other with 
the passing feet of the Pompeiians of by-gone centuries; and 
there are the bake-sliops, the temples, the halls of justice, the 
baths, the theatres—all clean-scraped and neat, and suggesting 
nothing of the nature of a silver mine away down in the 
bowels of the earth. The broken pillars lying about, the door-
less doorways and the crumbled tops of the wilderness of walls, 
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the ",burnt di.strict" in one of 

windows, heaps of debris i°" ed timbers, shattered «... A'r̂ r̂ rr-—. 

RUINS.—POMPEII. 

Slyas Jl'dWwhf'a Mf ^d°™ »W 

Streets are cleaner a hundred times ti" Bet^lellem> lu,d its 
them in her prime Tl-n i nes than ever Pompeiian saw 
chief thoroughfares OTercW!'in the great, '̂ e)hmlfotZnZT2n """ Street «f F»'-
years at least the pavements how for two hundred 

fiv-e and even ten inches deeD v ^ re.paired!~Ilow r«ts 
stones by the chariot-whJhZe ™ mt° the tllick dag-
payers i And do T nnt 1 »eneratl°ns of swindled tax-

if they never mended the Ml-I , bosines8> and that 

And, besides, is i, not the inbo 
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sioners to avoid their duty whenever they get a chance ? I 
wish I knew the name of the last one that held office in Pom
peii so that I could give him a blast. I speak with feeling 
on this subject, because I caught my foot in one of those ruts, 
and the sadness that came over me when I saw the first poor 
skeleton, with ashes and lava sticking to it, was tempered by 
the reflection that may be that party was the Street Commis
sioner. 

No—Pompeii is no longer a buried city. It is a city of 
hundreds and hundreds of roofless houses, and a tangled maze 
of streets where one could easily get lost, without a guide, and 
have to sleep in some ghostly palace that had known no living 
tenant since that awful November night of eighteen centuries 
ago. 

We passed through the gate which faces the Mediterranean, 
(called the " Marine Gate,") and by the rusty, broken image 
of Minerva, still keeping tireless watch and ward over the 
possessions it was powerless to save, and went up a long street 
and stood in the broad court of the Forum of Justice. The 
floor was level and clean, and up and dowm either side was a 
noble colonnade of broken pillars, with their beautiful Ionic 
anj Corinthian columns scattered about them. At the upper 
end were the vacant seats of the Judges, and behind them we 
descended into a dungeon where the ashes and cinders had 
found two prisoners chained on that memorable November 
night, and tortured them to death. How they must have 
tugged at the pitiless fetters as the fierce fires surged around 
them! 

Then we lounged through many and many a sumptuous 
private mansion which we could not have entered without a 
formal invitation in incomprehensible Latin, in the olden time, 
when the owners lived there—and we probably wouldn't have 
got it. These people built their houses a good deal alike. 
The floors were laid in fanciful figures wrought in mosaics of 
many-colored marbles. At the threshold your eyes fall upon a 
Latin sentence of welcome, sometimes, or a picture of a dog, 
with the legend " Beware of the Dog," and sometimes a pic-
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S^s?«i».ss 
gr„; s:~Lth;°a mt,e snssrs r: 8t-nd'or " - <—-
tb- j 

FORUM OF JUSTICE.—POMPEII. ttelTL ''"S Were Wi°™ '» «'-
Pompeii, and also the fnest cameos and the "J'' 
engravings on precious stones; their pictures eLT 
teen centuries old, are often much more p.eiing ftan °L™t 
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ebrated rubbish of the old masters of three centuries ago. 
They were well up in art. From the creation of these works 
of the first, clear up to the eleventh century, art seems hardly 
to have existed at all—at least no remnants of it are left—and 
it was curious to see how far (in some things, at any rate,) these 
old time pagans excelled the remote generations of masters 
that came after them. The pride of the world in sculptures 
seem to be the Laocoon and the Dying Gladiator, in Rome. 
They are as old as Pompeii, were dug from the earth like 
Pompeii; but their exact age or who made them can only be 
conjectured. Put worn, and cracked, without a history, and 
with the blemishing stains of numberless centuries upon them, 
they still mutely mock at all efforts to rival their perfec
tions. 

It was a quaint and curious pastime, wandering through this 
old silent city of the dead—lounging through utterly deserted 
streets where thousands and thousands of human beings once 
bought and sold, and walked and rode, and made the plaOe 
resound with the noise and confusion of traffic and pleasure. 
They were not lazy. They hurried in those days. We had 
evidence of that. There was a temple on one corner, and it 
was a shorter cut to go between the columns of that temple 
from one street to the other than to go around—and behold 
that pathway had been worn deep into the heavy flag-stone 
floor of the building by generations of time-saving feet! They 
would not go around when it was quicker to go through. We 
do that way in our cities. 

Every where, you see things that make you wonder how old 
these old houses were before the night of destruction came— 
things, too, which bring back those long dead inhabitants and 
place them living before your eyes. For instance: The steps 
(two feet thick—lava blocks) that lead up out of the school, 
and the same kind of steps that lead up into the dress circle of 
the principal theatre, are almost worn through ! For ages the 
boys hurried out of that school, and for ages their parents 
hurried into that theatre, and the nervous feet that have been 
dust and ashes for eighteen centuries have left their record for 



332 FOOTPRINTS OF THE DEPARTED. 

us to read to-day. I imagined I could see crowds of gentle
men and ladies thronging into the theatre, with tickets for 
secured seats in their hands, and on the wall, I read the imag
inary placard, m infamous grammar, "POSITIVELY Ho FREE 

IST, EXCEPT MEMBERS OF THE PRESS !" . Hanging about the 
doorway (I fancied,) were slouchy Pompeiian street-boys utter
ing slang and profanity, and keeping a wary eye out for checks. 
I entered the theatre, and sat down in one of the long rows of 
stone benches in the dress circle, and looked at the place for 
the orchestra, and the ruined stage, and around at the wide 
sweep of empty boxes, and thought to myself, "This house 
won t pay." I tried to imagine the music in full blast, the 
leader of the orchestra beating time, and the "versatile" So-
and-So(wholiad "just returned from a most successful tour 
m the provinces to play his last and farewell engagement of 
positively six nights only, in Pompeii, previous to his depart-
lire for Ileiculaneum,") charging around the stage and piling* 
the agony mountains high-but I could not do it with such a 

ouse as that; those empty benches tied my fancy down to 
dull reality. I said, these people that ought to be here have 
been dead, and still, and moldering to dust for ages and ages 
and will never care for the trifles and follies of life any more 
for ever- Owing to circumstances, etc., etc., there will not 
be any performance to-night." Close down the curtain. Put 
out the lights. 

And so I turned away and went through shop after shop and 
store after store far down the long street of the merchants 
and called for the wares of Eome and the East, but the trades-
men were gone, the marts were silent, and nothing was left 
but the broken jars all set in cement of cinders and ashes : the 
wine and the oil that once had filled them were gone with 
their owners. & 

In a bake-shop was a mill for grinding the grain, and the 
furnaces for baking the bread: and they say that here, in the 
same furnaces, the exhumers of Pompeii found nice, well 
baked loaves which the baker had not found time to remove 
from the ovens the last time he left his shop, because circum 
stances compelled him to leave in such a hurry. 
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In one house (the only building in Pompeii which no woman 
is now allowed to enter,) were the small rooms and short beds 
of solid masonry, just as they were in the old times, and on 
the walls were pictures which looked almost as fresh as if they 
were painted yesterday, but which no pen could have the 
hardihood to describe ; and here and there were Latin inscrip
tions—obscene scintillations of wit, scratched by hands that 
possibly were uplifted to Heaven for succor in the midst of a 
driving storm of fire before the night was done. 

In one of the principal streets was a ponderous stone tank, 
and a water-spout that supplied it, and where the tired, heated 
toilers from the Campagua used to rest their right hands when 
they bent over to put their lips to the spout, the thick stone 
was worn down to a broad groove an inch or two deep. 
Think of the countless thousands of hands that had pressed 
that spot in the ages that are gone, to so reduce a stone that is 
as hard as iron! 

They had a great public bulletin board in Pompeii—a place 
where announcements for gladiatorial combats, elections, and 
such things, were posted—not on perishable paper, but carved 
in enduring stone. One lady, who, I take it, was rich and 
well brought up, advertised a dwelling or so to rent, with 
baths and all the modern improvements, and several hundred 
shops, stipulating that the dwellings should not be put to 
immoral purposes. You can find out who lived in many a 
house in Pompeii by the carved stone door-plates affixed to 
them: and in the same way you can tell who they were that 
occupy the tombs. Every where around are things that reveal 
to you something of the customs and history of this forgotten 
people. But what would a volcano leave of an American city, 
if it once rained its cinders on it ? Hardly a sign or a symbol 
to tell its story. 

In one of these long Pompeiian halls the skeleton of a man 
was found, with ten pieces of gold in one hand and a large key 
in the other. He had seized his money and started toward the 
door, but the fiery tempest caught him at the very threshold, 
and he sank down and died. One more minute of precious 
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"Z^ZIZT:*^1 xae •"Tit * • 
23d n,de, apart'as if in m°«* ^Tl^ZinTi 
could still trace upon her shapeless face sometime "of the 

pr i ̂  
s:f Sftr.s-.K x fsr ̂  
apartaent e,ghteen skeleton we,, found/all in ataing p0°? 

^ v-^u.jrxjj.j# 

and ahow their attitadea' °l"ke ^ewt'" O^Sthem^ 
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But perhaps the most poetical thing Pompeii has yielded to 
modern research, was that grand figure of a Roman soldier, 
clad in complete armor; who, true to his duty, true to his 
proud name of a soldier of Rome, and full of the stern courage 
which had given to that name its glory, stood to his post 
by the city gate, erect and unflinching, till the hell that raged 
around him burned out the dauntless spirit it could not con
quer. 

We never read of Pompeii but we think of that soldier; we 
can not write of Pompeii without the natural impulse to grant 
to him the mention he so well deserves. Let us remember 
that he was a soldier—not a policeman—and so, praise him. 
Being a soldier, he staid,—because the warrior instinct for
bade him to fly. Had he been a policeman he would have 
staid, also—because he would have been asleep. 

There are not half a dozen flights of stairs in Pompeii, and 
no other evidences that the houses were more than one story 
high. The people did not live in the clouds, as do the Vene
tians, the Genoese and Neapolitans of to-day. 

We came out from under the solemn mysteries of this city 
of the Venerable Past—this city which perished, with all its old 
ways and its quaint old fashions about it, remote centuries ago, 
when the Disciples were preaching the new religion, which is 
as old as the hills to us now—and went dreaming among the 
trees that grow over acres and acres of its still buried streets and 
squares, till a shrill whistle and the cry of "All aboard—last 
train for Naples /" woke me up and reminded me that I be
longed in the nineteenth century, and was not a dusty mummy, 
caked with ashes and cinders, eighteen hundred years old. 
The transition was startling. The idea of a railroad train 
actually running to old dead Pompeii, and whistling irrever
ently, and calling for passengers in the most bustling and 
business-like way, was as strange a thing as one could imagine, 
and as unpoetical and disagreeable as it was strange. 

Compare the cheerful life and the sunshine of this day with 
the horrors the younger Pliny saw here, the 9tli of November, 
A. D. 79, when he was so bravely striving to remove his 
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mothe^unseljr11 ^ J'T"' She begged llim> with a11 » mothers unselfishness, to leave her to perish and save himself. 

lieve^himlJrbVad^rTrbLti633 'Z S° increased tbat might have he
ights had been extinguished On everTh Z n °'' "" a cllamber where all the 
the wailing of children, and the cries of men. 7T' 

Many hi thehdelpair ^gged that dMrif.tZw V°iCeS ^ ^ ̂  
"Some implored theX Z , W°Uld COme and end 'heir distress. 

^"Sen'r etemal n'Sht Wl"Ch " ̂̂rteTniv^r ̂  ̂  

reflection: BEHOLD, the WorldV ZTsikg awTy^' ^ ^ WUh the 

# * * * 

bltf T"' rtTeZg mS ra^ff' 

W al'td io'ng h°rt fte 1 U"'r'"S t™0'" °,ft 

feverishly through them, toiling like slavT'in 
generalship, or in literature, and then laTd V T 7' m 

sssssiiii 
give it even a passing interest. What may be left of General 

lan s great name forty centuries hence? This—in the 
Encyclopedia for A. D. 5868, possibly : 

Of the United StateS) ^British AiZ^ZiomeT'th' tim6S the Aztec Prov!nces 
742; but the learned Ah-ah Foo foo states Z Z "7 fl°UriShed ab°Ut A" D" 
pyre, the English poet, and flourished about A D 1328 "Jporary of Scharks-
the Trojan war instead of before it. He 

These thoughts sadden me. I will to bed. 
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TTOME, again! For the first time, in many weeks, the 
AJ_ ship's entire family met and shook hands on the 
quarter-deck. They had gathered from many points of the 
compass and from many lands, but not one was missing; there 
was 110 tale of sickness or death among the flock to dampen 
the pleasure of the reunion. Once more there was a full 
audience on deck to listen to the sailors' chorus as they got the 
anchor up, and to wave an adieu to the land as we sped away 
from Naples. The seats were full at dinner again, the dom
ino parties were complete, and the life and bustle on the upper 
deck in the fine moonlight at night was like old times—old 
times that had been gone weeks only, but yet they were weeks 
so crowded with incident, adventure and excitement, that they 
seemed almost like years. There was no lack of cheerfulness 
on board the Quaker City. For once, her title was a misno
mer. 

At seven in the evening, with the western horizon all golden 
from the sunken sun, and specked with distant ships, the full 
moon sailing high over head, the dark blue of the sea under 
foot, and a strange sort of twilight affected by all these dif
ferent lights and colors around us and about us, we sighted 
superb Stromboli. With what majesty the monarch held his 
lonely state above the level sea! Distance clothed him in a 
purple gloom, and added a veil of shimmering mist that so 
softened his rugged features that we seemed to see him through 
a wTeb of silver gauze. His torch was out; his fires were 
smoldering; a tall column of smoke that rose up and lost 

22 
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itself in the growing moonlight was all the sign he gave that 
he w^as a living Autocrat of the Sea and not the spectre of a 
dead one. 

STEOMBOLI. 

At two in the morning we swept through the Straits of 
Messina, and so bright was the moonlight that Italy on tlie 
one hand and Sicily on the other seemed almost as distinctly 
visible as though we looked at them from the middle of a 
street we were traversing. The city of Messina, milk-white, 
and starred and spangled all over with • gaslights, was a fairy 
spectacle. A great party of us were on deck smoking and 
making a noise, and waiting to see famous Scylla and Cha-
rybdis. And presently the Oracle stepped out with his eternal 
spy-glass and squared himself on the deck like another Colossus 
of Rhodes. It was a surprise to see him abroad at such an 
hour. Nobody supposed he cared anything about an old fable 
like that of Scylla and Charybdis. One of the boys said: 
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" Hello, doctor, what are you doing up here at this time of 
night ?—What do you want to see this place for ?" 

" What do I want to see this place for ? Young man, little 
do you know me, or you wouldn't ask such a question. I wish 
to see all the places that's mentioned in the Bible." 

" Stuff—this place isn't mentioned in the Bible." 
" It ain't mentioned in the Bible !—this place ain't—well 

now, what place is this, since you know so much about it ?" 
" Why it's Scylla and Charybdis." 
" Scylla and Cha—confound it, I thought it was Sodom and 

Gomorrah!" * 
And he closed up his glass and went below. The above is 

the ship story. Its plausibility is marred a little by the fact 
that the Oracle was not a biblical student, and did not spend 
much of his time instructing himself about Scriptural localities. 
—They say the Oracle complains, in this hot weather, lately, 
that the only beverage in the ship that is passable, is the 
butter. lie did not mean butter, of course, but inasmuch as 
that article remains in a melted state now since we are out of 
ice, it is fair to give him the credit of getting one long word in 
the right place, anyhow, for once in his life. He said, in 
Borne, that the Pope was a noble-looking old man, but he 
never did think much of his Iliad. 

We spent one pleasant day skirting along the Isles of 
Greece. They are very mountainous. Their prevailing tints 
are gray and brown, approaching to red. Little white villages 
surrounded by trees, nestle in the valleys or roost upon the 
lofty perpendicular sea-walls. 

We had one fine sunset—a rich carmine flush that suffused 
the western sky and cast a ruddy glow far over the sea.—Fine 
sunsets seem to be rare in this part of the world—or at least, 
striking ones. Thej^ are soft, sensuous, lovely—they are ex
quisite, refined, effeminate, but we have seen no sunsets here 
yet like the gorgeous conflagrations that flame in the track of 
the sinking sun in our high northern latitudes. 

But what were sunsets to us, with the wild excitement upon 
us of approaching the most renowned of cities ! What cared 

H _ — k 



840 S K I R T I N G  T H E  I S L E S  O F  G R E E C E .  

we for outward visions, when Agamemnon, Achilles, and a 
thousand other heroes of the great Past were marching in 
ghostly procession through our fancies ? "What were sunsets 
to us, who were about to live and breathe and walk in actual 
Athens; yea, and go far down into the dead centuries and hid 
in person for the slaves, Diogenes and Plato, in the public 
market-place, or gossip with the neighbors about the siege of 
Troy or the splendid deeds of Marathon ? We scorned to con
sider sunsets. 

We arrived, and entered the ancient harbor of the Piraeus at 
last. We dropped anchor within half a mile of the village. 
Away off, across the undulating Plain of Attica, could be seen 
a little square-topped hill with a something on it, which our 
glasses soon discovered to be the ruined edifices of the citadel 
of the Athenians, and most prominent among them loomed the 
venerable Parthenon. So exquisitely clear and pure is this 
wonderful atmosphere that every column of the noble structure 
was discernible through the telescope, and even the smaller 
ruins about it assumed some semblance of shape. This at a 
distance of five or six miles. In the valley, near the Acropolis, 
(the square-topped hill before spoken of,) Athens itself could 
be vaguely made out with an ordinary lorgnette. Every body 
was anxious to get ashore and visit these classic localities as 
quickly as possible. No land we had yet seen had aroused 
such universal interest among the passengers. 

But bad news came. The commandant of the Pirams came 
in his boat, and said we must either depart or else get outside 
the harbor and remain imprisoned in our ship, under rio-id 
quarantine, for eleven days! So we took up the anchor and 
moved outside, to lie a dozen hours or so, taking in supplies 
and then sail for Constantinople. It was the bitterest disap
pointment we had yet experienced. To lie a whole day in 
sight of the Acropolis, and yet be obliged to go away without 
visiting Athens! Disappointment was hardly a strong enough 
word to describe the circumstances. 

All hands were on deck, all the afternoon, with books and 
maps and glasses, trying to determine which "narrow rocky 
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elevation tlie Museum Hill, and so on. And we got tilings 
confused. Discussion became heated, and party spirit ran 
high. Church members were gazing with emotion upon a hill 
which they 
said was the ^ 

p r e a c h e d  (  
from, and an
other faction 
claimed that 
that hill was 
Hymet tus, 
and another 
that it was 
Pentelicon! 
After all the 
trouble, we 
could be cer
tain of only one thing—the square-topped hill' was the Acrop
olis, and the grand ruin that crowned it was the Parthenon, 
whose picture we knew in infancy in the school books. 

We inquired of every body who came near the ship, whether 
there were guards in the Piraeus, whether they were strict, 
what the chances were of capture should any of us slip ashore, 
and in case any of us made the venture and were caught, what 
would be probably done to us ? The answers were discour-
aging: There was a strong guard or police force; the Piraeus 
was a small town, and any stranger seen in it would surely 
attract attention—capture would be certain. The commandant 
said the punishment would be " heavywhen asked " how 
heavy ?" he said it would be " very severe "—that was all we 
could get out of him. 

At eleven o'clock at night, when most of the ship's company 
were abed, four of us stole softly ashore in a small boat, a 
clouded moon favoring the enterprise, and started two and two, 
and far apart, over a low hill, intending to go clear around the 

. (VillLU 

VIEW OF THE ACROPOLIS, LOOKING WEST. 
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Piraeus, out of the range of its police. Picking our way so 
stealthily over that rocky, nettle-grown eminence, made me 
feel a good deal as if I were on my way somewhere to steal 
something. My immediate comrade and I talked in an under
tone about quarantine laws and their penalties, but we found 
nothing cheering in the subject. I was posted. Only a few 
days before, I was talking with our captain, and he mentioned 
the case of a man who swam ashore from a quarantined ship 
somewhere, and got imprisoned six months for it; and when 
he was in Genoa a few years ago, a captain of a quarantined 
s lip went in his boat to a departing ship, which was already 
outside of the harbor, and put a letter on board to be taken to 
his family, and the authorities imprisoned him three months 
for it, and then conducted him and his ship fairly to sea and 
warned him never to show himself in that port again while he 
lived. This kind of conversation did no good, further than to 
give a sort of dismal interest to our quarantine-breaking expe
dition, and so we dropped it. We made the entire circuit of 
the town without seeing any body but one man, who stared at 
us curiously, but said nothing, and a dozen persons asleep on 
the ground before their doors, whom we walked among and 
never woke—but we woke up dogs enough, in all conscience— 
we always had one or two barking at our heels, and several 
times we had as many as ten and twelve at once. They made 
such a preposterous din that persons aboard our ship said they 
could tell how we were progressing for a long time, and where 
we were, by the barking of the dogs. The clouded moon still 
favored us. When we had made the whole circuit, and were 
passing among the houses on the further side of the town the 
moon came out splendidly, but we no longer feared the light. 
As we approached a well, near a house, to get a drink the 
owner merely glanced at us and went within. He left the 
quiet, slumbering town at our mercy. I record it here proudly 
that we didn't do any thing to it. 

Seeing no road, we took a tall hill to the left of the distant 
Acropolis for a mark, and steered straight for it over all ob
structions, and over a little rougher piece of country than 
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exists anywhere else outside of the State of JNevada, perhaps. 
Part of the way it was covered with small, loose stones—we 
trod on six at a time, and they all rolled. Another part of it 
was dry, loose, newly-ploughed ground. Still another part ot 
it was a long stretch of low grape-vines, which were tangle-
some and troublesome, and which we took to be brambles. 
The Attic Plain, barring the grape-vines, was a barren, deso
late, unpoetical waste—I wonder what it was in Greece's Age 
of Glory, five hundred years before Christ ? 

In the neighborhood of one o'clock in the morning, when 
we were heated with fast walking and parched with thirst, 
Denny exclaimed, " Why, these weeds are grape-vines!" and 
in five minutes we had a score of bunches of large, white, deli
cious grapes, and were reaching down for more when a dark 
shape rose mysteriously up out of the shadows beside us and 
said " IIo !" And so we left. 

In ten minutes more we struck into a beautiful road, and 
unlike some 
others we 
had stum
bled upon at 
intervals, it 
led in the 
right direc
tion. We 
followed it. 
It was broad, 
and smooth, 
and white— 
h a n d s o  m e  
and in per
fect repair, 
and shaded 
on both sides 
for a mile or 
so with sin- "HO!" 
gle ranks of 
trees, and also with luxuriant vineyards. Twice we entered 
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and stole grapes, and the second time somebody shouted at us 
Irom some invisible place. "Whereupon we left again. "We 
speculated in grapes 110 more on that side of Athens. 

Shortly we came upon an ancient stone aqueduct, built upon 
arches, and from that time forth we had ruins all about us 
we were approaching our journey's end. We could not see 
the Acropolis now or the high hill, either, and I wanted to 
iollow the road till we were abreast of them, but the others 
overruled me, and we toiled laboriously up the stony hill im
mediately m our front—and from its summit saw another 
climbed it and saw another ! It was an hour of exhausting-
w° koon we came upon a row of open graves, cut in the 

solid rock—(for a while 
one of them served Soc-
rates for a prison)—we 

) passed around the shoul
der of the hill, and the 
citadel, in all its ruined 
magnificence, burst upon 
us! We hurried across 
the ravine and up a 
winding road, and stood 
on the old Acropolis, with 
the prodigious walls of 
the citadel towering 
above our heads. We 
did not stop to inspect 
their massive blocks of 
marble, or measure their 
height, or guess at their 
extraordinary thickness, 
but passed at once 

the assault. through a great arched 
passage like a railway 

tunnel, and went straight to the gate that leads to the ancient 
temples. It was locked ! So, after all, it seemed that we were 
not to see the great Parthenon face to face. We sat down and 
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held a council of war. Result: the gate was only a flimsy 
structure of wood—we would break it down. It seemed like 
desecration, but then we had traveled far, and our necessities 
were urgent. We could not hunt up guides and keepers—we 
must be on the ship before daylight. So we argued. This 
was all very fine, but when we came to break the gate, we 
could not do it. We moved around an angle of the wall and 
found a low bastion—eight feet high without—ten or twelve 
within. Denny prepared to scale it, and we got ready to fol
low. By dint of hard scrambling he finally straddled the top, 
but some loose stones crumbled away and fell with a crash 
into the court within. There was instantly a banging of doors 
and a shout. Denny dropped from the wall in a twinkling, 
and we retreated in disorder to the gate. Xerxes took that 
mighty citadel four hundred and eighty years before Christ, 
when his five millions of soldiers and camp-followers followed 
him to Greece, and if we four Americans could have remained 

.unmolested five minutes longer, we would have taken it too. 
The garrison had turned out—four Greeks. We clamored 

at the gate, and they admitted us. [Bribery and corruption.] 
We crossed a large court, entered a great door, and stood 

upon a pavement of purest white marble, deeply worn by foot
prints. Before us, in the flooding moonlight, rose the noblest 
ruins we had ever looked upon—the Propyls; a small Temple 
of Minerva; the Temple of Hercules, and the grand Par
thenon. [We got these names from the Greek guide, who 
didn't seem to know more than seven men ought to know.] 
These edifices were all built of the whitest Pentelic marble, 
but have a pinkish stain upon them now. Where any part is 
broken, however, the fracture looks like fine loaf sugar. Six 
caryatides, or marble women, clad in flowing robes, support 
the portico of the Temple of Hercules, but the porticos and 
colonnades of the other structures are formed of massive Doric 
and Ionic pillars, whose flutings and capitals are still measur
ably perfect, notwithstanding the centuries that have gone 
over them and the sieges they have suffered. The Parthenon, 
originally, was two hundred and twenty-six feet long, one hun-
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dred wide, and seventy high, and had two rows of great col
umns, eight in each, at either end, and single rows of seventeen 

CARYATIDES. 

each down the sides, and was one of the most graceful and 
beautifux edifices ever erected. 

hnfr?ft?eParthen°Tn'S imP°singcolumns are still standing 
but the loof is gone. It was a perfect building two hundred 
and fifty years ago, when a shell dropped into the Venetian 
magazine stored here, and the explosion which followed 
wiec ved and unrooted it. I remember but little about the 
Parthenon, and I have put in one or two facts and figures for 

As we wandered thoughtfully down the marble-paved length 
this stately temple, the scene about us was strangely im

pressive. Here and there, in lavish profusion, were gleamino-
w ite statues of men and women, propped against blocks of 
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marble, some of them armless, some without legs, others head
less—but all looking mournful in the moonlight, and start-
lingly human! They rose up and confronted the midnight 
in trader on every side—they stared at him with stony eyes 
from unlooked-for nooks and recesses; they peered at him 
over fragmentary heaps far down the desolate corridors; they 
barred his way in the midst of the broad foruin, and solemnly 
pointed with handless arms the way from the sacred fane; and 
through the roofless temple the moon looked down, and banded 
the floor and darkened the scattered fragments and broken 
statues with the slanting shadows of the columns. 

What a world of ruined sculpture was about us ! Set up in 
1WS—stacked up in piles—scattered broadcast over the wide 
area of the Acropolis—were hundreds of crippled statues of all 
sizes and of the most exquisite workmanship; and vast frag
ments of marble that once belonged to the entablatures, cov
ered with bas-reliefs representing battles and sieges, ships of 
war with three and four tiers of oars, pageants and processions 
—every thing one could think of. History says that the tem
ples of the Acropolis were filled with the noblest works of 
Praxiteles and Phidias, and of many a great master in sculp
ture besides—and surely these elegant fragments attest it. 

We walked out into the grass-grown, fragment-strewn court 
beyond the Parthenon. It startled us, every now and then, to 
see a stony white face stare suddenly up at us out of the grass 
with its dead eyes. The place seemed alive with ghosts. I 
half expected to see the Athenian heroes of twenty centuries 
ago glide out of the shadows and steal into the old temple 
they knew so well and regarded with such boundless pride. 

The full moon was riding high in the cloudless heavens, 
now. We sauntered carelessly and unthinkingly to the edge 
of the lofty battlements of the citadel, and looked down—a 
vision! And such a vision! Athens by moonlight! The 
prophet that thought the splendors of the Hew Jerusalem 
were revealed to him, surely saw this instead! It lay in the 
level plain right under our feet—all spread abroad like a pic
ture—and we looked down upon it as we might have looked 
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home 3eve!-°°"'' "" seraWaM<! * "reel, but every 
™<w, every clinging vine, every proiection 

Z-Znd 'z°',rd sharply 7rked *s if ti,e iime 

relive-,t 'eM T" "°- g are' °° gHtter' notii°S h«™>> »'• 
i- i noiseless city was flooded with the mellowest 
hght that ever streamed from the moon, and seemed like some 
mng cieature wrapped in peaceful slumber. On its further 

side was a little temple, whose delicate pillars and ornate front 
glowed with a rich lustre that chained the eye like a spell and 
nearer by the palace of the ting reared itj creamy wai out 

the midst of a great garden of shrubbery that was fleeted 
all over rv.th a random shower of amber lights-a sp"ay of 
golden spark, that lost their brightness in the glory of the 
moon and glinted softly upon the sea of dark foliage like the 
pallid stars of the milky-way. Overhead the stately columns 
majestie still m their ruin-under foot the dreaming city—in' 
the distance the silver sea-not on the broad earth is there an-
othei picture half so beautiful! 

thf and m0Ved again tllrougb the temple. I wished 
tha the illustrious men who had sat in it in the remotl 
could visittit again and reveal themselves to our curious eves 

ato, Aristotle, Demosthenes, Socrates, Phocion Pytha 
goras, Euclid, Pindar, Xenophon, HerodoLs, Praties and 

brated8' T n Wh a constellation of cele-
b ated names! But more than all, I wished that old Diogenes 
groping so patiently with his lantern, searching so zealously 

one solitary honest man in all the world, might meander 

beTn'stili? °n, °Ur ^ 1 oof^t not say it, may 
We ?i ^ W°UW W Pllt out llis %ht. 

. , . ,e Partbenon to keep its watch over old Athens as 
it had kept it for twenty-three hundred years, and went and 
stood outside the walls of the citadel. In the distances the 
ancient, but stillI almost perfect Temple of Theseus, and clo^e 
by looking to the west, was the Bema, from whence Demos 

enes thundered his philippics and fired the wavering patri-
o ism of his countrymen. To the right was Mars Hillf where 
the Areopagus sat in ancient times, and where St. Paul defined 
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his position, and below was the market-place where he " dis
puted daily " with the gossip-loving Athenians. We climbed 
the stone steps St. Paul ascended, and stood in the square-cut 
place he stood in, and tried to recollect the Bible account of 
the matter—but for certain reasons, I could not recall the 
worfls. I have found them since: 

" JSTOW while Paul waited for them at Athens, his spirit was stirred in him, 
when he saw the city wholly given up to idolatry. 

"Therefore disputed he in the synagogue with the Jews, and with the devout 
persons, and in the market daily with them that met with him. 

H e * * * * * * * *  
" And they took him and brought him unto Areopagus, saying, May we know 

what this new doctrine whereof thou speakest is ? 
* * * * * * * * *  

"Then Paul stood in the midst of Mars hill, and said, Ye men of Athens, I per
ceive that in all things ye are too superstitious ; 

" For as I passed by and beheld your devotions, I found an altar with this in
scription : To THE UNKNOWN GOD. Whom, therefore, ye ignorantly worship, him 
declare I unto you."—Acts, cli. xvii." 

It occurred to us, after a while, that if we wanted to get 
home before daylight betrayed us, we had better be moving. 
So we hurried away. When far on our road, we had a parting 
view of the Parthenon, with the moonlight streaming through 
its open colonnades and touching its capitals with silver. As 
it looked then, solemn, grand, and beautiful it will always 
remain in our memories. 

As we marched along, we began to get over our fears, and 
ceased to care much about quarantine scouts or any body else. 
We grew bold and reckless ; and once, in a sudden burst of 
courage, I even threw a stone at a dog. It was a pleasant 
reflection, though, that I did not hit him, because his master 

.might just possibly have been a policeman. Inspired by this 
happy failure, my valor became utterly uncontrollable, and at 
intervals I absolutely whistled, though on a moderate key. 
But boldness breeds boldness, and shortly I plunged into a 
vineyard, in the full light of the moon, and captured a gallon 
of superb grapes, not even minding the presence of a peasant 
who rode by on a mule. Denny and Birch followed my ex-
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ample Now I had grapes enough for a dozen, but then 
Jackson was all swollen up with courage, too, and he was 
obliged to enter a vineyard presently. The first bunch he 

seized-brought trouble. 
frowsy, bearded brigand 
sprang into the road with 
a shout, and flourished a 
musket in the light of the 
moon ! We sidled toward 
the Piraeus—not running, 
you understand, but only 

WE SIDLED, NOT RAN. 

advancing with celerity. The brigand shouted again, but still 
we advanced. It was getting late, and we had no time to fool 
away on every ass that wanted to drivel Greek platitudes to ns 
We would just as soon have talked with him as not if we had 

I foiwi°gaJrry- PreWB%Denn^^ "Th°" 

We tinned, and, sure enough, there they were—three fan 
testae pirates armed with guns. We slackened our pace to let 
tiem come up, and in the meantime I got out my cargo of 
grapes and dropped them firmly but reluctantly into the Shad
ows by the wayside. But I was not afraid. I only felt that 
it was not right to steal grapes. And all the more so when the 
owner was around-and not only around, but with his friends 
around also. The villains came up and searched a bundle Dr. 
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Birch had in his hand, and scowled upon him when they found 
it had nothing in it but some holy rocks from Mars Hill, and 
these were not contraband. They evidently suspected him of 
playing some wretched fraud upon them, and seemed half in
clined to scalp the party. But finally they dismissed us with 
a warning, couched in excellent Greek, I suppose, and dropped 
tranquilly in our wake. When they had gone three hundred 
yards they stopped, and we went on rejoiced. But behold, 
another armed rascal came out of the shadows and took their 
place, and followed us two hundred yards. Then he delivered 
us over to another miscreant, who emerged from some myste
rious place, and he in turn to another! For a mile and a half 
our rear was guarded all the while by armed men. I never 
traveled in so much state before in all my life. 

It was a good while after that before we ventured to steal 
any more grapes, and when we did we stirred up another 
troublesome brigand, and then we ceased all further specu
lation in that line. I suppose that fellow that rode by on the 
mule posted all the sentinels, from Athens to the Piraeus, 
about us. 

Every field on that long route was wratched by an armed 
sentinel, some of whom had fallen asleep, no doubt, but were 
on hand, nevertheless. This shows wThat sort o± a country 
modern Attica is—a community of questionable characters. 
"These men were not there to guard their possessions against 
strangers, but against each other; for strangers seldom visit 
Athens and the Piraeus, and when they do, they go ^in day
light, and can buy all the grapes they want for a trifle. The 
modern inhabitants are confiscators and falsifiers of high re
pute, if gossip speaks truly concerning them, and I freely 
believe it does. 

Just as the earliest tinges of the dawn flushed the eastern 
sky and turned the pillared Parthenon to a broken harp hung 
in the pearly horizon, we closed our thirteenth mile of weary, 
round-about marching, and emerged upon the sea-sliore abreast 
the ships, with our usual escort of fifteen hundred Pirsean dogs 
howling at our heels. We hailed a boat that was two or three 
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hundred yards from slmre, and discovered in a moment that it 

«>« ĥ̂ ha0:̂  'itai. 
fosoarr^rkera 

along thelore bm LT ' "" T" T''V Cn"Sed 

own boat issued' from tl'e gloTm "and'Twl^^s^hoaiX^^hey 

had heard our 
signal on the 
ship. We 
rowed noise
lessly away, 
and before 
the police-
boat came in 
sight again, 
we were safe 
at home once 
more. 

Four more 
of our pas
sengers were 
anxious to 
visit Athens, 
and started 
half an hour 
after we re-

they had not been ashore five minutes till th» n. i tU™ed ; bllt 

and chased them so hotly that ^d" t-Srr1 T^p™»ed,eht^sr^;' 
care for that We uTJT"* 8°me "S 

city that had its birth sixteen hundred years" befo^cLi^^ 
bore, and was an old town before the foundations of Troy were 
latd-and saw tt in its most attractive aspect. Wherefore 
why should ice worry? eiore, 

ANCIENT ACROPOLIS. 
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Two other passengers ran the blockade successfully last 
night. So we learned this morning. They slipped away so 
quietly that they were not missed from the ship for several 
hours. They had the hardihood to march into the Piraeus in 
the early dusk and hire a carriage. They ran some danger of 
adding two or three months' imprisonment to the other nov
elties of their Holy Land Pleasure Excursion. I admire 
"cheek." * But they went and came safely, and never walked 
a step. 

* Quotation from the Pilgrims. 

23 
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TpKOM Athens all through the islands of the Grecian Areh-
ipelago, we saw little but forbidding sea-walls and bar

ren hills, sometimes surmounted by three or four graceful 
columns of some ancient temple, lonely and deserted—a fitting 
symbol of the desolation that has come upon all Greece in 
these latter ages. We saw no ploughed fields, very few vil
lages, no trees or grass or vegetation of any kind, scarcely, and 
hardly ever an isolated house. Greece is a bleak, unsmilino-
desert, without agriculture, manufactures or commerce, appa-
lently. What supports its poverty-stricken people or its Gov
ernment, is a mystery. 

I suppose that ancient Greece and modern Greece compared 
furnish the most extravagant contrast to be found in history' 
George I., an infant of eighteen, and a scraggy nest of foreign 
office holders, sit in the places of Themistocles, Pericles, and 
the illustrious scholars and generals of the Golden Age of 
Greece. The fleets that were the -wonder of the world when 
the Parthenon was new, are a beggarly handful of fishino--
smacks now, and the manly people that performed such mira
cles of valor at Marathon are only a tribe of unconsidered 
slaves to-day. The classic Illyssus has gone dry, and so have 
all the sources of Grecian wealth and greatness. The nation 
numbers only eight hundred thousand souls, and there 
is poverty and misery and mendacity enough among them to 
furnish forty millions and be liberal about'it. Under Kino-
Otho the revenues of the State were five millions of dollars-
raised from a tax of one-tenth of all the agricultural products 
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of the land (which tenth the farmer had to bring to the royal 
granaries on pack-mules any distance not exceeding six leagues) 

and from extravagant 
taxes on trade and 
commerce. Out of 
that five millions the 
small tyrant tried to 
keep an army of ten 
thousand men, pay all 
the hundreds of useless 
Grand Equerries in 
Waiting, First Grooms 
of the Bedchamber, 
Lord High Chancel
lors of the Exploded 
Exchequer, and all 
the other absurdities 
which these pappy-
kingdoms indulge in, 
in imitation of the 

great monarchies; and in addition he set about building a 
white marble palace to cost about five millions itself. The 
result was, simply: ten into five goes no times and none over. 
All these things could not be done with five millions, and Otlio 
fell into trouble. 

The Greek throne, with its unpromising adjuncts of a rag
ged population of ingenious rascals who were out of employ
ment eight months in the year because there was little for 
them to borrow and less to confiscate, and a waste of barren 
hills and weed-grown deserts, went begging for a good while. 
It was offered to one of Victoria's sons, and afterwards to va
rious other younger sons of royalty who had no thrones and 
were out of business, but they all had the charity to decline 
the dreary honor, and veneration enough for Greece's ancient 
greatness to refuse to mock her sorrowful rags and dirt with a 
tinsel throne in this day of her humiliation—till they came to 
this young Danish George, and he took it. He has finished 

QUEEN Of GREECE. 
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the splendid palace I saw in the radiant moonlight the other 
night, and is doing many other things for the safvation of 
Greece, they say. 

PALACE OF GREECE. 

We sailed through the barren Archipelago, and into the nar
row channel they sometimes call the Dardanelles and sometimes 
the Hellespont. This part of the country is rich in historic re
miniscences, and poor as Sahara in every thing else. For in
stance, as we approached the Dardanelles, we coasted along the 
Plains of Troy and past the mouth of the Scamander; we saw-
where Troy had stood (in the distance,) and where it does not 
stand now—a city that perished when the world was young. The 
poor Trojans are all dead, now. They were born too late to 
see Noah's ark, and died too soon to see our menagarie. We 
saw where Agamemnon's fleets rendezvoused, and away inland 
a mountain which the map said was Mount Ida. Within the 
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Hellespont we saw where the original first shoddy contract 
mentioned in history was carried out, and the " j>arties of the 
second part" gently rebuked by Xerxes. I speak of the fa
mous bridge of boats wThich Xerxes ordered to be built over 
the narrowest part of the Hellespont (where it is only two or 
three miles wide.) A moderate gale destroyed the flimsy 
structure, and the King, thinking that to publicly rebuke the 
contractors might have a good effect on the next set, called 
them out before the army and had them beheaded. In the 
next ten minutes he let a new contract for the bridge. It lias 
been observed by ancient writers that the second bridge was a 
very good bridge. Xerxes crossed his host of five millions of 
men on it, and if it had not been purposely destroyed, it would 
probably have been there yet. If our Government would re
buke some of our shoddy contractors occasionally, it might 
work much good. In the Hellespont we saw where Leander 
and Lord Byron swam across, the one to see her upon whom 
his soul's affections were fixed with a devotion that only death 
could impair, and the other merely for a flyer, as Jack says. 
We had two noted tombs near us, too. On one shore slept 
Ajax, and on the other Hecuba. 

We had water batteries and forts on both sides of the Hel
lespont, flying the crimson flag of Turkey, with its white cres
cent, and occasionally a village, and sometimes a train of cam
els ; we had all these to look at till we entered the broad sea of 
Marmora, and then the land soon fading from view, we resumed 
euchre and whist once more. 

We dropped anchor in the mouth of the Golden Horn at 
daylight in the morning. Only three or four of us were up to 
see the great Ottoman capital. The passengers do not turn 
out at unseasonable hours, as they used to, to get the earliest 
possible glimpse of strange foreign cities. They are well over 
that. If we were lying in sight of the Pyramids of Egypt, 
they would not come on deck until after breakfast, now-a-days. 

The Golden Horn is a narrow arm of the sea, which branches 
from the Bosporus (a sort of broad river which connects the 
Marmora and Black Seas,) and, curving around, divides the 
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city in the middle. Galata and Pera are on one side of the 
tiZ0™3' iie?°ldenH°rn' Stamboul (ancient Byzan-
is ScItUP0n, flOt ier" °n thG °ther bank of the Bosporus 
is Scutari and other suburbs of Constantinople. This -reat 
city contains a million inhabitants, but so narrow are its stSets 
and so crowded together are its houses, that it does not Zer 
much more than half as much ground as New York City 
Seen from the anchorage or from a mile or so up the Bospo* 
rus, it is by tar the handsomest city we have seen. Its deime 
array of houses swells upward from the water's edge and 
.pieads over the domes of many hills; and the gardens' that 
peep out here and there, the great globes of the mosques and 
the countless minarets that meet the eye every where Zest 
ie metropolis with the quaint Oriental aspect one dreams of 

a noble^icture. 8 * ̂  ̂  C—inople -akes 

nesf' Prom tbf 7™*^ With its P^turesque-ness. I rom the time one starts ashore till he gets back no-am «fnf Tie- brhe goes in is i ted for the seretee tt ,s built for. I, i» handsomely and " 
UP, P«t no man could handle it well in tL • i f 7 

andfewm^ ^i> down the Bosporus from the Black sta^ 
i s  a  l o n o -  l £ h t ' ° U  Z  ̂ S a t l s f a c t o i %  e v e n  i n  s t i l l  w a t e r .  I t  

r 
directions beSe vo/'TtC' "v f" ™ 
ter and then il,! Tg Flrst one oar is backing wa-
at once. This kind of boat' ^7 b°th ai*G g°ing aI,ead 

«ent man ,nZ in a The be^" "" ii , * J--ho boatmen are tlie awkwai^dp^t 
questfom ' « earth, n̂t' 

Ashore, it was—well, it was an eternal circus. People were 

dressed Zall the ™ StreetS' and the men 
all the outrageous, outlandish, idolatrous, extrava-
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gant, thunder-and-lightning costumes that ever a tailor with 
the delirium tremens and seven devils could conceive of. 
There was no freak in dress too crazy to be indulged in; no< 
absurdity too absurd to be tolerated; no frenzy in ragged dia
bolism too fantastic to be attempted. No two men were 
dressed alike. It was a wild masquerade of all imaginable^ 
costumes—every struggling throng in every street was a dis
solving view of stunning contrasts. Some patriarchs wore 
awful turbans, but the grand mass of the infidel horde wore 
the fiery red skull-cap they call a fez. All the remainder of 
the raiment they indulged in was utterly indescribable. 

The shops here are mere coops, mere box6s, bath-rooms, 
closets—any thing you please to call them—on the first floor. 
The Turks sit cross-legged in them, and work and trade and 
smoke long pipes, and smell like—like Turks. That covers 
the ground. Crowding the narrow streets in front of them 
are beggars, who beg forever, yet never collect any thing; and, 
wonderful cripples, distorted out of all semblance of humanityr 

almost; vagabonds driving laden asses; porters carrying dry-
goods boxes as large as cottages on their backs; peddlers of 
grapes, hot corn, pumpkin seeds, and a hundred other things, 
yelling like fiends; and sleeping happily, comfortably, serenely, 
among the hurrying feet, are the famed dogs of Constantinople ;• 
drifting noiselessly about are squads of Turkish women, draped 
from chin to feet in flowing robes, and with snowy veils bound 
about their heads, that disclose only the eyes and a vague,, 
shadowy notion of their features. Seen moving about, far 
away in the dim, arched aisles of the Great Bazaar, they look 
as the shrouded dead must have looked when they walked forth 
from their graves amid the storms and thunders and earth
quakes that burst upon Calvary that awful night of the Cruci
fixion. A street in Constantinople is a picture which one 
ought to see once—not Qftener. 

And then there was the goose-rancher—a fellow who drove 
a hundred geese before him about the city, and tried to sell 
them. He had a pole ten feet long, with a crook in the end of 
it, and occasionally a goose would branch out from the flock 
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S--2 rr^rsair^half 
Chant get excited * No TTa 7 , u , he g°ose"mer-

GOOSE-RANCHER. 

another man would steer a van-] Ac , 
saw him sitting on a sfonp «t ' fW onrs afterward we OITUUG on a stone at a corner, in THO M,VL=T +i A 
moil, sound asleep in the sun will, 1,7 he tur~ 
*», . *** 0„t rf ,w-a;'S !%z r1%:°zt 
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by again, within the hour, and he was taking account of stock, 
to see whether any of his flock had strayed or been stolen. 
The way he did it was unique. He put the end of his stick 
within six or eight inches of a stone wall, and made the geese 
march in single file between it and the wall. He counted 
them as they went by. There was no dodging that arrange
ment. 

If you want dwarfs—I mean just a few dwarfs for a curi
osity—go to Genoa. If you wish to buy them by the gross, 
for retail, go to Milan. There are plenty of dwarfs all over 
Italy, but it did seem to me that in Milan the crop was luxu
riant. If you would see a fair average style of assorted crip
ples, go to Naples, or travel through the Roman States. But 
if you would see the very heart and home of cripples and 
human monsters, both, go straight to Constantinople. A beg
gar in Naples who can show a foot which has all run into one 
horrible toe, with one shapeless nail on it, has a fortune—but 
such an exhibition as that would not provoke any notice in 
Constantinople. The man would starve. Who would pay 
any attention to attractions like his among the rare monsters 
that throng the bridges of the Golden Horn and display their 
deformities in the gutters of Stamboul ? O, wretched impos
tor ! How could he stand against the three-legged woman, 
and the man with his eye in his cheek ? How would he blush 
in presence of the man with fingers on his elbow ? Where 
would he hide himself when the dwarf with seven fingers on 
each hand, no upper lip, and his under-jaw gone, came down 
in his majesty? Bismillah! The cripples of Europe are a 
delusion and a fraud. The truly gifted flourish only in the 
by-ways of Pera and Stamboul. 

That three-legged woman lay on the bridge, with her stock 
in trade so disposed as to command the most striking effect— 
one natural leg, and two long, slender, twisted ones with feet 
on them like somebody else's fore-arm. Then there was a 
man further along who had no eyes, and whose face was the 
color of a fly-blown beefsteak, and wrinkled and twisted like 
a lava-flow—and verily so tumbled and distorted were his fea-
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™  — a w m  *  

Z°L: 

hrtteZ'Zig™ " TCw ar i'''6.0?10™"'^  ̂

ma"" Staling iff '" VTbtaSd 
up in .i, ill*,?1* that he had been Mown 
mere dama^d°"L" * ,T'' «*d » 
It would pay him to uet a nice rY'' "V never make a cent, 
tivate a wen like a carpet sack ° "S Uk"n °ff' and ouI" 

Ple l̂r'®,taS«I>hia iS ,i0° »f 
We did that. We did J.""7 f™ "" "** 

f7d̂ tT *'T' f S ia ~-e ̂  al°"8 

P«e I Z appreciation. We Sif f X\ 1 
rustiest old barn in EA Q +T  I  t go at that. It is the 
that attaches to it comes from the f bebev.e a11 tbe interest 
Christian church an7Zn C h WaS bnilt for a 
alteration, by the Mohammed ° & mos<3ue, without much 
made me ti !ff ? conquerors of the land. Thev 
stocking-feet.V I caSt cold !Td ^ ̂  ^ in ^ 
a complication of gums slime ancf° mjSff S° Stu?k UP with 

wore out more than two tlm 1 ge?eraI corr"ption, that I 
my boots off that nio-bt usan Pair of boot-jacks getting 
peeled off tdt them hT , "T ^ ̂Christian hid^ O, Q »nn tiiem. I abate not a single boot-iack 

.earn Xf 
Its imme^dorf 2dTf ,0 ""  ̂"""h 
ter's but itsdiYM i ° be m°re wonderful than St. Pe-
they'never mention "T' TW^ hfH*^ ^ th°Ugh 

enty pillars in it each a « T^ & hundred and <£-
of various kinds' but thev cf 6 Pf6Ce' anda11 of costl-f marbles 
bee, Heliopolis, Athen^^Tnd Enl at Baal" 
and repulsive. They were a LZd*°yeT otfXl S 
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church was new, and then the contrast must have been ghast
ly—if Justinian's architects did not trim them any. The 
inside of the dome is figured all over with a monstrous inscrip
tion in Turkish characters, wrought in gold mosaic, that looks 
as glaring as a circus bill; the pavements and the marble bal-

ST. SOPHIA. 

I 
ustrades are all battered and dirty; the perspective is marred 
every where by a web of ropes that depend from the dizz^y 
height of the dome, and suspend countless dingy, coarse oil 
lamps, and ostrich-eggs, six or seven feet above the floor. 
Squatting and sitting in groups, here and there and far and 
near, were ragged Turks reading books, hearing sermons, or 
receiving lessons like children, and in fifty places were more 

\ 



364 
T H E  G R E A T  M O S Q U E .  

and getting down to &Ttl 8, "g np' Wwin« agnin 
while, and keeping up theh- ^ 6ard?' prayers the 
heen tired, if LfZl Z " °"ghthave 

dinginess, and gI„om; 

touching or beautiful about if • 7 K{Ult*^' but nothing 
of fantastic pagans / overhead thT? d^ ™ ̂  
of lamp-ropes—nowhere was thp • {J11083,108 and tJie web 
or challenge his admiration. ^ ̂  1 t0 Wm 0ne'8 Iove 

getflTeCS'of1'^guide bookf^ ̂  St S°phia mUSt Sure1^ 
of as being "con idel-ed bv ^ cWh is 8P^en 
velous strfcturrin manv7 g ,JUdf8 t0 be the m08t —-
seen.") Or else they are those^ld c, ^ W°rId ha® ever 

of New Jersey wlolrtrtj, , *"'IdS 

fresco and a fire-pluo- and ft. I difference between a 
leged to void their critical bTh ** ̂  f?mard feel P™' 
architecture forever more °S °n Paintmg> sculpture and 

We visited the Dancing Dervishes Th 
of them. They wore a W ?here were twenty-one 
P«ng to their heels. Each in Inf t ^ h°Se r°be that 

(they were all within a We cirr, 7 Um.^ent nP to the priest 
foundly and then went sninnin and bowed pro-
appointed place in the circle and took his 
all had spun themselves t^ pLZt0 T" 
six feet apart—and so situated 'Were about five or 
pagans spun itself three senn I +• ire Clrcle of spinning 
t o o k  t w e n t y - f i v e  m i T h !  ^  *  
and kept themselves opine- hv™' • I SP.Un °n-the left foot, 
it and digging it against the waxed fif t 6 rapidI-f before 

incredible " time."" Most of the, Some of them made 

ridf :,irr 
aeir heads back and Cosed .beir^aTid wirbTso 
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devotional ecstacy. There was a rude kind of music, part of 
the time, but the musicians were not visible. None but spin
ners were allowed within the circle. A man had to either 
spin or stay outside. It was about as barbarous an exhibition 
as we have witnessed yet. Then sick persons came and lay 
down, and beside them women laid their sick children (one a 
babe at the breast,) and the patriarch of the Dervishes walked 
upon their bodies. He was supposed to cure their diseases by 
trampling upon their breasts or backs or standing on the back 
of their necks. This is well enough for a people who tlnnk 
all their affairs are made or marred by viewless spirits of 
the air—by giants, gnomes, and genii—and who still believe, 
to this day, all the wild tales in the Arabian Nights. E\ en so 
an intelligent missionary tells me. 

We visited the Thousand and One Columns. I do not know 
what it was originally intended for, but they said it was built 
for a reservoir. It is situated in the centre of Constantinople. 
You go down a flight of stone steps in the middle of a barren 
place, and there you are. You are forty feet under ground, 
and in the midst of a perfect wilderness of tall, slender, gian-
ite columns, of Byzantine architecture. Stand where you 
would, or change your position as often as you pleased, you 
were always a centre from which radiated a dozen long arch
ways and colonnades that lost themselves in distance and the 
sombre twilight of the place. This old dried-up reservoir is 
occupied by a few ghostly silk-spinners now, and one of them 
showed me a cross cut high up in one of the pillars. I sup
pose he meant me to understand that the institution was there 
before the Turkish occupation, and I thought lie made a re
mark to that effect; but he must have had an impediment m 
liis speech, for I did not understand him. 

We took off our shoes and went into the marble mausoleum 
of the Sultan Mahmoud, the neatest piece of architecture, in
side, that I have seen lately. Mahmoud's tomb was covered 
with a black velvet pall, which was elaborately embroidered 
with silver; it stood within a fancy silver railing \ at the sides 
and corners were silver candlesticks that would weigh moi e 
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than a hundred pounds, and they supported candles as We as 
. man's kg. OT the top of fte 8srcophagus was a « 

c«aTue„T^ ™T"" T° Which a" atte"d'm' cost a himdred thousand pounds, and lied like a Turk when 
around him m°Ud'S wh°le family were comfortably planted 

TURKISH MAUSOLEUM. 

We went to the great Bazaar in Stamboul, of course and T 
o n t t k J  f U r t I r  r t h a n  1 0  ̂  i (  i s  a  m o n s t r o u s  h h - e  Of little shops-thousands, I should say-all under one rn 
whlch^ U? T A  mnU]merable Iittle blocks by narrow streets 
which are arched overhead. One street is devoted to a partic! 
h ar md of merchandise, another to another, and so on. 
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When you wish to buy a pair of shoes you have the swing of 
the whole street—you do not have to walk yourself down 
hunting stores in different localities. It is the same with silks, 
antiquities, shawls, etc. The place is crowded with people all 
the time, and as the gay-colored Eastern fabrics are lavishly 
displayed before every shop, the great Bazaar of Stamboul is 
one of the sights that are worth seeing. It is full of life, and 
stir, and business, dirt, beggars, asses, yelling peddlers, porters, 
dervishes, high-born Turkish female shoppers, Greeks, and 
weird-looking and weirdly dressed Mohammedans from the 
mountains and the far provinces—and the only solitary thing 
one does not smell when he is in the Great Bazaar, is some
thing which smells good. 
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M°T™rPleDty' Cluir0hes are Plenty, graveyards are 
-L plenty, but morals and whiskey are scarce The 

does not permit Mohammedans to drink tZ ^ 
stincts do not permit them to be moral Tb J TZ m' 
has eight hundred wives Th- 1 ' sa>^ ie Sultan 
I t m a t l o u r e t a X b u t w i t t s h T a m ° U " , S  t o  b « a " V -

 ̂ Sat 

- if they" were horse?'Ag"!, tit?" n J°St 

The exhibition and ,lle sales f,,0™ CTSt-

thT r̂Sn^sXf,* suit ?mmt? * 

them to hold back for high prices • and . ,1 enoHes 

are too weak to bear the market 'wl u "" because buyers 
pared to bull it. finder these chcuiitenLtfteTm7 

metropolitan newspapers were published hei in ConstoXo" 
I suppose " tmmmercial report would read about as follow? 

SLAYE GIRL MARKET REPORT. 

"Best brands Circassians, crop of 1850 £200- iqso 

...., «j, J* Zfi&.'SL S.tr>A' 
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middling Wallachian girls offered at £130 @ 150, but no takers; sixteen prime A 1 
sold in small lots to close out—terms private. 

"Sales of one lot Circassians, prime to good, 1852 to 1854, at £240 @ 242£, buyer 
30; one forty-niner—damaged—at £23, seller ten, no deposit. Several Georgians, 
fancy brands, 1852, changed hands to fill orders. The Georgians now on hand are 
mostly last year's crop, which was unusually poor. The new crop is a little back-

. ward, but will be coming in shortly. As regards its quantity and quality, the ac
counts are most encouraging. In this connection we can safely say, also, that the 
new crop of Circassians is looking extremely well. His Majesty the Sultan has 
already sent in large orders for his new harem, which will be finished within a fort
night, and this has naturally strengthened the market and given Circassian stock a 
strong upward tendency. Taking advantage of the inflated market, many of our 
shrewdest operators are selling short. There are hints of a "corner" on Walla-
chians. 

" There is nothing new in Nubians. Slow sale. 
"Eunuchs—None offering; however, large cargoes are expected from Egypt to

day." 

I tliink the above would be about the style of the commer
cial report. Prices are pretty high now, and holders firm; 
but, two or three years ago, parents in a starving condition 
brought their young daughters down here and sold them for 
even twenty and thirty dollars, when they could do no better, 
simply to save themselves and the girls from dying of want. 
It is sad to think of so distressing a thing as this, and I for one 
am sincerely glad the prices are up again. 

Commercial morals, especially, are bad. There is no gain
saying that. Greek, Turkish and Armenian morals consist only 
in attending church regularly on the appointed Sabbaths, and 
in breaking the ten commandments all the balance of the week. 
It comes natural to them to lie and cheat in the first place, and 
then they go on and improve on nature until they arrive at 
perfection. In recommending his son to a merchant as a val
uable salesman, a father does not say he is a nice, moral, up
right boy, and goes to Sunday School and is honest, but he 
says, " This boy is worth his weight in broad pieces of a hun
dred—for behold, he will cheat whomsoever hath dealings 
with him, and from the Euxine to the waters of Marmora there 
abideth not so gifted a liar!" How is that for a recommenda
tion ? The Missionaries tell me that they hear encomiums like 
that passed upon people every day. They say of a person they 

24 
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lia!'!"0' ^ & swindler' and a most exquisite 

Every body lies and cheats—every body who is in business, 
any iate. Men foreigners soon have to come down to tlie 

custom of the country, and they do not buy and sell long in 
Constantinople till they lie and cheat like a Greek. .1 say 
like a Greek, because the Greeks are called the worst trans-
gi essors m tins line. Several Americans long resident in Con
stantinople contend that most Turks are pretty trustworthy, 
but few claim that the Greeks have any virtues that a man can 
discover—at least without a fire assay. 

I am half willing to believe that the celebrated dogs of Con
stantinople have been misrepresented-slandered. I have 
always been led to suppose that they were so thick in the 
streets that they blocked the way; that they moved about in 
organize companies, platoons and regiments, and took what 

ey wan ed by determined and ferocious assault; and that at 
S? ™y f°Td ali!other sounds with their terriWe wi-

T r nf gS Se® 6 Can not be those 1 have read of 
I find them every where, but not in strong force. The most 

I have found together has been about ten or twenty And 
Those tb ' ̂  R ^portion of them were sound asleep 
Those that were not asleep always looked as if they wanted 
to be I never saw such utterly wretched, starving^ sad-vis-
aged, broken-hearted looking curs in my life. It seemed a 
grim satire to accuse such brutes as these of taking tiling by 
foice of arms. They hardly seemed to have strength enough 
o ambition enough to walk across the street-I do not know 
that I have seen one walk that far yet. They are mann and 
bruised and mutilated, and often you see one with the 
singed off him in such wide and well defined tracts that lie 
looks like a map of the new Territories. They are the sorrie-+ 
beasts that breathe—the most abject-the most pitiful ' ln 
their faces is a settled expression of melancholy, an airof hope
less despondency. The hairless patches on a scalded do. are 
preferred by the fleas of Constantinople to a wider range on a 
healthier dog; and the exposed places suit the fleas exactly I 
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saw a dog of this kind start to nibble at a flea—a fly attracted 
liis attention, and he made a snatch at him; the flea called for 
him once more, and that forever unsettled him; he looked 
sadly at his flea-pasture, then sadly looked at his bald spot. 
Then he heaved a sigh and dropped his head resignedly upon 
his paws. He was not equal to the situation. 

The dogs sleep in the streets, all over the city. From one 
end of the street to the other, I suppose they wrill average 
about eight or ten to a block. Sometimes, of course, there are 
fifteen or twenty to a block. They do not belong to any body, 
and they seem to have no close personal friendships among each 
other. But they district the city themselves, and the dogs of 
each district, whether it be half a block in extent, or- ten 
blocks, have to remain within its bounds. Woe to a dog if he 
crosses the line ! His neighbors would snatch the balance of 
his hair off in a second. So it is said. But they don't look it. 

They sleep in the streets these days. They are my com
pass—my guide. When I see the dogs sleep placidly on, 
while men, sheep, geese, and all moving things turn out and 
go around them, I know I am not in the great street where the 
hotel is, and must go further. In the Grand Hue the dogs 
have a sort of air of being on the lookout—an air born of be-
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day °anftW ** °Ut °f Waj °f many CarriaSes e™7 
does~rmt TeXpreT°n one cognizes in a moment. It 
of that «t f Tn f °f a"7 d°g without the confines 
of that street. All others sleep placidly and keep no watch 
They would not move, though the Sultan himself passed by 

In one narrow street (but none of them are wide) I saw three 
dogs lymg coiled up, about a foot or two apart. End to end 
heyday and so they just bridged the street! neatly, from gUt 

f fU. e,r# drove of a hundred sheep came along They 
stepped right over the dog,, the rear crowding the front impa 
tot t„ get on The dog, looted lazily up? flinched aBtrte 

SZ JTF" t'i "1sheep ,0"ohed 4heir ^ ghed, and lay peacefully down again. No talk could lie 
plainer than that. So some of the Sleep jnmped o™" «,em 
and others scrambled between, occasionally chipping a leg with 
their sharp hoofs, and when the whole flock^ha! mafeThe 

bnLt^nT^ ' ̂  4,16 cI°»d »f dnst, b7ne™r 
budged their bodie, an inch. I thought I wa, lazy, but I am 
not that eIUi'"e i'01"1""'"1 40 a Constantinople dog. But was 

Ttae STST" fOT a CitJr °f a miiIion Itobitants ! 
nffif. T ?• scavengers of the city. That is their 
official position, and a hard one it is. However it is th • 

melon - ^ a eIerjtIling that COmes in their way from 

Ms,7 
the life ofaty 7 
tar J to tf "n<1 tiCl S'°"' a°d SCaId these erea-
Z ,uto ™'7 VelS<> det"h' *°d 4lwn fea™ ">«•> «o live 

Once a Sultan proposed to kill off all the dogs here and 
i egrn the work—but the populace raised such a howl of 
orror about it that the massacre was stayed. After a while. 
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he proposed to remove them all to ail island in the Sea of Mar
mora. No objection was offered, and a ship-load or so was 
taken away. But when it came to he known that somehow or 
other the dogs never got to the island, but always fell over
board in the night and perished, another howl was raised and 
the transportation scheme was dropped. 

So the dogs remain in peaceable possession of the streets. 
I do not say that they do not howl at night, nor that they do 
not attack people who have not a red fez on their heads. I 
only say that it would be mean for me to accuse them of these 
unseemly things who have not seen them do them with my 
own eyes or heard them with my own ears. 

I was a little surprised to see Turks and Greeks playing 
newsboy right here in the mysterious land where the giants 
and genii of the Arabian Nights once dwelt where winged 
horses and hydra-headed dragons guarded enchanted castles— 
where Princes and Princesses flew through the air on carpets 
that obeyed a mystic talisman—where cities whose houses were 
made of precious stones sprang up in a night under the hand 
of the magician, and where busy marts were suddenly stricken 
with a spell and each citizen lay or sat, or stood with weapon 
raised or foot advanced, just as he was, speechless and motion
less, till time had told a hundred years! 

It was curious to see newsboys selling papers in so dreamy a 
land as that. And, to say truly, it is comparatively a new 
thing here. The selling of newspapers had its birth in Con
stantinople about a year ago, and was a child of the Prussian 
and Austrian war. 

There is one paper published here in the English lan
guage—The Levant Herald—and there are generally a number 
of Greek and a few French papers rising and falling, strug
gling up and falling again. Newspapers are not popular with 
the Sultan's Government. They do not understand jour
nalism. The proverb says, " The unknown is always great.^ 
To the court, the newspaper is a mysterious and rascally insti
tution. They know what a pestilence is, because they have 
one occasionally that thins the people out at the rate of two 
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thousand a day, and they regard a newspaper as a mild form 
of pestilence. When it goes astray, they suppress it—nonm^ 
upon it without warning, and throttle it. When it don't <rG 

astray for a long time, they get suspicious and throttle it anyhow 
because they think it is hatching deviltry. Imagine 

Vizier in solemn council with the magnates of the realm 
spelling his way through the hated newspaper, and finally 
chief—Wis i*5 ^dedsi°n : "This thing means mis 

~ *00 darkly, too suspiciously inoffensive—suppress 
t! Warn the publisher that we can not have this 3of 

thing. put the editor in prison !" 

ON DUTY. 

nople Two C P S ltS inconveniences in Constan 
A i t PaPers and one French one were st 

piessed here within a few days of each other. No victories 
e Cretans are allowed to be printed. From time to time t 

Grand Vizier sends a notice to the various editors that tl 
Cietan msuriection is entirely suppressed, and although th 
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editor knows better, he still has to print the notice. The Le-
vant Herald is too fond of speaking praisefully of Americans 
to be popular with the Sultan, who does not relish our sympa
thy with the Cretans, and therefore that paper has to be par
ticularly circumspect in order to keep out ot trouble. Once 
the editor, forgetting the official notice in his paper that the 
Cretans were crushed out, printed a letter of a very different 
tenor, from the American Consul in Crete, and was fined two 
hundred and fifty dollars for it. Shortly he printed another 
from the same source and was imprisoned three months for his 
pains. I think I could get the assistant editorship of the Le
vant Herald, but I am going to try to worry along without it. 

To suppress a paper here involves the ruin of the publisher, 
almost. But in Naples I think they speculate on misfortunes 
of that kind. Papers are suppressed there every day, and 
spring up the next day under a new name. During the ten 
days or a fortnight we staid there one paper was murdered and 
resurrected twice. The newsboys are smart there, just as they 
are elsewhere. They take advantage of popular weaknesses. 
When they find they are not likely to sell out, they approach 
a citizen mysteriously, and say in a low voice " Last copy, 
sir: double price; paper just been suppressed!" The man 
buys it, of course, and finds nothing in it. They do say -I do 
not vouch for it—but they do say that men sometimes print a 
vast edition of a paper, with a ferociously seditious article in 
it, distribute it quickly among the newsboys, and clear out till 
the Government's indignation cools. It pays well. Confisca
tion don't amount to any thing. The type and presses are not 
worth taking care of. 

There is only one English newspaper in Naples. It has 
seventy subscribers. The publisher is getting rich very delib
erately—very deliberately indeed. 

I never shall want another Turkish lunch. The cooking ap
paratus was in the little lunch room, near the bazaar, and it 
was all open to the street. The cook was slovenly, and so was 
the table, and it had no cloth on it. The fellow took a mass 
of sausage-meat and coated it round a wire and laid it on a 
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charcoal fire to cook. When it was done, he laid it aside 
and a dog walked sadly in and nipped it. He smelt it first, 
and probably recognized the remains of a friend. The cook 
°° ,/t awa^ from klm and laid it before us. Jack said, " I 

pass —he plays euchre sometimes—and we all passed in turn. 
welfwtb 7' & br°ad' flat' Wheaten cake> Sreased ^ well with the sausage, and started towards us with it. It 
c ropped in the dirt, and he picked it up and polished it on his 
bieeches, and laid it before us. Jack said, " I pass." We all 
passed. He put some eggs in a frying pan, and stood pensively 
pymg slabs of meat from between his teeth with a fork 
them J ^i f°rk t0 tUm the W With~and brought 
them along jack said "Pass again." All followed suit. 
We did not know what to do, and so we ordered a new ra
tion of sausage. The cook got out his wire, apportioned a 
tTworkT TV ^ SaUSagrmeat' Spat h on his bands and fell 

• i 1 1 V USrilme' Wltk one accord, we all passed out. We 
Tm PI i n is aI11 learned about Turkish lunches. A 
backs 1 ^ g°°d' n0 d°Ubt' bUt haS its little dl'aw-

When I think how I have been swindled by books of Oriental 
travel I want a tourist for breakfast. For years and years I 
have dreamed of the wonders of the Turkish bath ; for years 
and years I have promised myself that I would yet enjoy one 
Many and many a time, in fancy, I have lain in the marble 
thatfi^ed the" ^ ^mbvouS of ^tern spices that filled the air ; then passed through a weird and complica
ted system of pulling and hauling, and drenching and scrub-
tin^' 7 a7ang °f naked savages who loomed vast and vamiely 
through the steaming mists, like demons; then rested for 
while on a divan fit for a king; then passed tWgh another 
complex ordeal, and one more fearful than the first- and 

nally, swatted in soft fabrics, been conveyed to a princily 5a' 
loon and laid on a bed of eider down, whoi ennne^s, go™ 
of ostone, fanned me while I drowsed and dreamed or cT 
ten tedly gazed at the rich hangings of the apartment, the "ft 
arpets, the sumptuous furniture, the pictures, and drank deli-
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cious coffee, smoked the soothing narghili, and dropped, at the 
last, into tranquil repose, lulled by sensuous odors from un
seen censers, by the gentle influence of the narghili's Persian 
tobacco, and by the music of fountains that counterfeited the 
pattering of summer rain. 

That was the picture, just as I got it from incendiary books 
of travel. It was a poor, miserable imposture. The reality 
is no more like it than the Pive Points are like the Garden of 
Eden. They received me in a great court, paved with marble 
slabs; around it were broad galleries, one above another, car
peted with seedy matting, railed with unpainted balustrades, 
and furnished with huge rickety chairs, cushioned with rusty 
old mattresses, indented with impressions left by the forms of 
nine successive generations of men who had reposed upon them. 
The place was vast, naked, dreary; its court a barn, its galle
ries stalls for human horses. The cadaverous, half nude vTar-
lets that served in the establishment had nothing of poetry in 
their appearance, nothing of romance, nothing of Oriental 
splendor. They shed no entrancing odors—just the contrary. 
Their hungry eyes and their lank forms continually suggested 
one glaring, unsentimental fact—they wanted what they term 
in California " a square meal." 

I went into one of the racks and undressed. An unclean 
starveling wrapped a gaudy table-cloth about his loins, and 
hung a white rag over my shoulders. If I had had a tub then, 
it would have come natural to me to take in washing. I was 
then conducted down stairs into the wet, slippery court, and 
the first things that attracted my attention were my heels. My 
fall excited no comment. They expected it, no doubt. It 
belonged in the list of softening, sensuous influences peculiar 
to this home of Eastern luxury. It was softening enough, cer
tainly, but its application was not happy. They now gave me 
a pair of wooden clogs—benches in miniature, with leather 
straps over them to confine my feet (which they would hav e 
done, only I do not wear No. 13s.) These things dangled un
comfortably by the straps when I lifted up my feet, and came 
down in awkward and unexpected places when I put them on 
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the floor again, and sometimes turned sideways and wrenched 
my ankles out of joint. However, it was all Oriental luxury, 
and I did wliat I could to enjoy it. 

TURKISH BATH. 

They put me in another part of the barn and laid me on a 
stufty soi t of pallet, which was not. made of cloth of gold or 
Persian shawls, but was merely the unpretending sort of thing 
I have seen in the negro quarters of Arkansas. There was 
nothing whatever in this dim marble prison but five more of 
these biers. It was a very solemn place. I expected that the 
spiced odors of Araby were going to steal over my senses now 
but they did not. A copper-colored skeleton, with a rag 
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around him, brought me a glass decanter of water, with a 
lighted tobacco pipe in the top of it, and a pliant stem a yard 
long, with a brass mouth-piece to it. 

It was the famous " narghili" of the East—the thing the 
Grand Turk smokes in the pictures. This began to look like 
luxury. I took one blast at it, and it was sufficient; the smoke 
went in a great volume down into my stomach, my lungs, 
even into the uttermost parts of my frame. I exploded one 
mighty cough, and it was as if Vesuvius had let go. For the 
next five minutes I smoked at every pore, like a frame house 
that is on fire on the inside. Not any more narghili for me. 
The smoke had a vile taste, and the taste of a thousand infidel 
tongues that remained on that brass mouthpiece was viler still. 
I was getting discouraged. Whenever, hereafter, I see the 
cross-legged Grand Turk smoking his narghili, in pretended 
bliss, on the outside of a paper of Connecticut tobacco, I shall 
know him for the shameless humbug he is. 

This- prison was filled with hot air. When I had got 
warmed up sufficiently to prepare me for a still warmer tem
perature, they took me where it was—into a marble room, 
wet, slippery and steamy, and laid me out on a raised platform 
in the centre. It was very warm. Presently my man sat me 
down by a tank of hot water, drenched me well, gloved his 
hand with a coarse mitten, and began to polish -me all over 
with it. I began to smell diagreeably. The more he polished 
the worse I smelt. It was alarming. I said to him: 

u I perceive that I am pretty far gone. It is plain that I 
ought to be buried without any unnecessary delay. Perhaps 
you had better go after my friends at once, because the weather 
is warm, and I can not6 keep' long.'" 

He went on scrubbing, and paid no attention. I soon saw 
that he was reducing my size. He bore hard on his mitten, 
and from under it rolled little cylinders, like maccaroni. It 
could not be dirt, for it was too white. He pared me down in 
this way for a long time. Finally I said: 

66 It is a tedious process. It will take hours to trim me to 
the size you want me; I will wait; go and borrow a jack-plane. 
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He paid no attention at all. 
After a while he brought a basin, some soap, and something 

that seemed to be the tail of a horse. He made up a prodi
gious quantity of soap-suds, deluged me with them from head 
to foot, without warning me to shut my eyes, and then swabbed 
me viciously with the horse-tail. Then he left me there, a 
snowy statue of lather, and went away. When I got tired'of 
waiting I went and hunted him up. He was propped against 
the wall, in another room, asleep. I woke him. He was not 
disconcerted. He took me back and flooded me with hot wa
ter, then turbaned my head, swathed me with dry table-cloths 
and conducted me to a latticed chicken-coop in one of the o-al-
leries, and pointed to one of those Arkansas beds. I mounted 
it, and vaguely expected the odors of Araby again. They did 
not come. 

The blank, unornamented coop had nothing about it of that 
oriental voluptuousness one reads of so much. It was more 
suggestive of the county hospital than any thing else. The 
skinny servitor brought a narghili, and I got him to take it out 
again without wasting any time about it. Then he brought 
the world-renowned Turkish coffee that poets have sung so 
rapturously for many generations, and I seized upon it as the 
last hope that was left of my old dreams of Eastern luxury 
It was another fraud. Of all the unchristian beverages that 
ever passed my lips, Turkish coffee is the worst. The cup is 
small, it is smeared with grounds; the coffee is black thick 
unsavory of smell, and execrable in taste. The bottom'of the' 
cup has a muddy sediment in it half an inch deep. This goes 
down your throat, and portions of it lodge by the way, and 
produce a tickling aggravation that keeps yon barking and 
coughing for an hour. 

Here endeth my experience of the celebrated Turkish bath 
and here also endeth my dream of the bliss the mortal revels 
in who passes through it. It is a malignant swindle. The man 
who enjoys it is qualified to enjoy any thing that is repulsive 
to sight or sense, and he that can invest it with a charm of 
poetry is able to do the same with any thing else in the world 
that is tedious, and wretched, and dismal, and nasty. 
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"TTTE left a dozen passengers in Constantinople, and sailed 
VV through the beautiful Bosporus and tar up into the 

Black Sea. We left them in the clutches of the celebrated 
Turkish guide," FAR-AWAY MOSES," who will seduce them into 
buying a ship-load of attar of roses, splendid Tuikisli "vest
ments, and all manner of curious things they can never have 
any use for. Murray's invaluable guide-books have mentioned 
Far-away Moses' name, and he is a made man. He rejoices 
daily in the fact that he is a recognized celebrity. However, 
we can not alter our established customs to please the whims 
of guides; we can not show partialities this late in the day. 
Therefore, ignoring this fellow's brilliant fame, and ignoring 
the fanciful name he takes such pride in, we called him Fei-
guson, just as we had done with all other guides. It has kept 
him in a state of smothered exasperation all the time. T et we 
meant him no harm. After he has gotten himself up regardless 
of expense, in showy, baggy trowsers, yellow, pointed slippers, 
fiery fez, silken jacket of blue, voluminous waist-sasli of fancy 
Persian stuff filled with a battery of silver-mounted horse-
pistols, and has strapped on his terrible scimetar, he consideis 
it an unspeakable humiliation to be called Ferguson. It can 
not be helped. All guides are Fergusons to us. We can not 
master their dreadful loreign names. 

Sebastopol is probably the worst battered town in Russia or 
any where else. But we ought to be pleased with it, neverthe
less, for we have been in 110 country yet where we have been 
so kindly received, and where we felt that to be Americans 
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was a sufficient me for our passports. The moment the anchor 
°WD' the Governor of the town immediately dispatched 

an officer on board to inquire 
if he could be of any assist
ance to us, and to invite us to 
make ourselves at home in Se
vastopol ! If yOU know Rus-
sia, you know that this was a 
wild stretch of hospitality. 
They are usually so suspicious 
of strangers that they worry 
them excessively with the de
lays and aggravations incident 
to a complicated passport sys
tem. Had we come from any 
other country we could not 
have had permission to enter 
Sebastopol and leave again 
under three days—but as it 
was, we were at liberty to go 
and come when and where we 
pleased. Every body in Con
stantinople warned us to be 

FAR-AWAY MOSES. very careful about our pass-
i , , ports, see that they were strict
ly en regie and never to mislay them for a moment: and they 
told us of numerous instances of Englishmen and others who 
were delayed days, weeks, and even months, in Sebastopol on 
account of trifling informalities in their passports, and for 
which they were not to blame. I had lost my passport, and 

tiavehng under my room-mate's, who stayed behind in 
onstantmople to await our return. To read the description 

0 him in that passport and then look at me, any man could 
see that I was no more like him than I am like Hercules. So 
1 went into the harbor of Sebastopol with fear and trembling-
full of a vague, horrible apprehension that I was goino- to be 
found out and hanged. But all that time my true passport 
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had been floating gallantly overhead—and behold it was only 
our flag. They never asked us for any other. 

We have had a great many Russian and English gentlemen 
and ladies on board to-day, and the time has passed cheerfully 
away. They were all happy-spirited people, and I never 
heard our mother tongue sound so pleasantly as it did when it 
fell from those English lips in this far-oft land. I talked to 
the Russians a good deal, just to be friendly, and they talked 
to me from the same motive ; I am sure that both enjoyed the 
conversation, but never a word of it either of us understood. 
I did most of my talking to those English people though, and 
I am sorry we can not carry some of them along with us. 

We have gone whithersoever we chose, to-day, and have met 
with nothing but the kindest attentions.. Nobody inquired 
whether we had any passports or not. 

Several of the officers of the Government have suggested 
that we take the ship to a little watering-place thirty miles 
from here,- and pay the Emperor of Russia a visit. He is rus
ticating there. These officers said they wrould take it upon 
themselves to insure us a cordial reception. They said if we 
would go, they would not only telegraph the Emperor, but 
send a special courier overland to announce our coming. Our 
time is so short, though, and more especially our coal is so 
nearly out, that we judged it best to forego the rare pleasure 
of holding social intercourse with an Emperor. 

Ruined Pompeii is in good condition compared to Sebasto-
pol. Here, you may look in whatsoever direction you please, 
and your eye encounters scarcely any thing but ruin, ruin, ru
in J—fragments of houses, crumbled walls, torn and ragged hills, 
devastation every where! It is as if a mighty earthquake had 
spent all its terrible forces upon this one little spot. For 
eighteen long months the storms of war beat upon the helpless 
town, and left it at last the saddest wreck that ever the sun 
has looked upon. Not one solitary house escaped unscathed— 
not one remained habitable, even. Such utter and complete 
ruin one could hardly conceive of. The houses had all been 
solid, dressed stone structures; most of them were ploughed 
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through and through by cannon balls—unroofed and sliced 
down from eaves to foundation-and now a row of them, half 
a mile long, looks merely like an endless procession of battered 
chimneys. No semblance of a house remains in such as 
these. Some of the larger buildings had corners knocked off-
pilars cut m two; cornices smashed; holes driven straight 
through the walls. Many of these holes are as round and as 
cleanly cut as if they had been made with an auger. Others 
are half pierced through, and the clean impression is there 

r° > as ®m°oth and as shapely as if it were done in 
putty. Here and there a ball still sticks in a wall, and from it 
iron tears trickle down and discolor the stone. 

Tim battle-fields were pretty close together. The Malakoff 
tower is on a hill which is right in the edge of the town. The 
Eedan was within rifle-shot of the Malakoff; Inkerman was a 
mile away; and Balaklava removed but an hour's ride. The 

rench trenches, by which they approached and invested the 
Malakoff were carried so close under its sloping sides that 
one might have stood by the Eussian guns and tossed a stone 

to them. Eepeatedly, during three terrible days, they 
swarmed up the little Malakoff hill, and were beaten back 
drove th^ g f mallT> the.7 captured the place, and 
butth V rSfT7Ut; Wh°th6n tried to retreat into town but the English had taken the Eedan, and shut them off with 
a wall of flame; there was nothing for them to do but go back 
and retake the Malakoff or die under its guns. They did go 
back; they took the Malakoff and retook it two or three times 
up at last SPeratG Val°r C°Uld DOt aVai1' and had t0 

These fearful fields, where such tempests of death used to 
rage, are peaceful enough now; no sound is heard, hardly a 
mug thing moves about them, they are lonely and silent-

their desolation is complete. 
There was nothing else to do, and so every body went to 

lunting relics. They have stocked the ship with them. They 
brought them from the Malakoff, from the Eedan, Inkerman 
Balaklava every where. They have brought cannon balls,' 
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broken ramrods, fragments of shell—iron enough to freight a 
sloop. Some have even brought bones—brought them labori
ously from great distances, and were grieved to hear the sur
geon pronounce them only bones of mules and oxen. I knew 
Blucher would not lose an opportunity like this. He brought 
a sack full on board and was going for another. I prevailed 
upon him not to go. He has already turned his state-room 
into a museum of worthless trumpery, which he has gathered 
up in his travels. He is labeling his trophies, now. I picked 
up one a while ago, and found it marked u Fragment of a Rus
sian General." I carried it out to get a better light upon it— 
it was nothing but a couple of teeth and part ot the jaw-bone 
of a horse. I said with some asperity: 

" Fragment of a Russian General! This 
is absurd. Are you never going to learn 
any sense ?" 

He only said: " Go slow—the old woman 
wTori't know any different." [His aunt.] 

This person gathers mementoes with a A FRAGMENT. 

perfect recklessness, now-a-days; mixes 
them all up together, and then serenely labels them without 
any regard to truth, propriety, or even plausibility. I have 
found him breaking a stone in two, and labeling half of it 
" Chunk busted from the pulpit of Demosthenes," and the 
other half "Darnick from the Tomb of Abelard and Heloise." 
I have known him to gather up a handful of pebbles by the 
roadside, and bring them on board ship and label them as com
ing from twenty celebrated localities five hundred miles apart. 
I remonstrate against these outrages upon reason and truth, of 
course, but it does no good. I get the same tranquil, unan
swerable reply every time: 

" It don't signify—the old woman won't know any different." 
Ever since we three or four fortunate ones made the mid

night trip to Athens, it has afforded him genuine satisfaction 
to give every body in the ship a pebble from the Mars-hill 
where St. Paul preached. He got all those pebbles on the sea
shore, abreast the ship, but professes to have gathered them 

25 
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from one of our party. However, it is not of any use for me 
to expose the deception—it affords him pleasure, and does no 
harm to any body. He says he never expects to run out of 
mementoes of St. Paul as long as he is in reach of a sand
bank. Well, he is no worse than others. I notice that all 
travelers supply deficiencies in their collections in the same 
way. I shall never have any confidence in such things again 
while I live. & 



CHAPTER XXXVI .  

E have got so far east, now—a hundred and fifty-five 
degrees of longitude from San Francisco—that my 

watch can not " keep the hang " of the time any more. It has 
grown discouraged, and stopped. I think it did a wise thing. 
The difference in time between Sebastopol and the Pacific 
coast is enormous. When it is six o'clock in the morning here, o " 
it is somewhere about week before last in California. We are 
excusable for getting a little tangled as to time. These dis
tractions and distresses about the time have worried me so 
much that I was afraid my mind was so much affected that I 
never would have any appreciation of time again; but when 
I noticed how handy I was yet about comprehending when it 
was dinner-time, a blessed tranquillity settled dowm upon me, 
and I am tortured with doubts and fears no more. 

Odessa is about twenty hours' run from Sebastopol, and is the 
most northerly port in the Black Sea. We came here to get coal, 
principally. The city has a population of one hundred and 
thirty-three thousand, and is growing faster than any other 
small city out of America. It is a free port, and is the great 
grain mart of this particular part of the world. Its roadstead 
is full of ships. Engineers are at work, now, turning the open 
roadstead into a spacious artificial harbor. It is to be almost 
inclosed by massive stone piers, one of which will extend into 
the sea over three thousand feet in a straight line. 

I have not felt so much at home for a long time as I did when I 
" raised the hill" and stood in Odessa for the first time. It 
looked just like an American city; fine, broad streets, and 



388 I M I T A T I O N  A M E R I C A N  T O W N .  

straight as well; low houses, (two or three stories,) wide, neat, 
and tree from any quaintness of architectural ornamentation ; 
locust trees bordering the sidewalks (they call them acacias ;) 
a stirring, business-look about the streets and the stores • fast 
walkers; a familiar new look about the houses and every 
t nng; yea, and a driving and smothering cloud of dust that 
was so like a message from our own dear native land that we 
could hardly refrain from shedding a few grateful tears and 
execrations m the old time-honored American way. Look up 
the street or down the street, this way or that way, we saw 
only America! There was not one thing to remind us that we 
were m Lussia. ^ We walked for some little distance, reveling 
in this home vision, and then we came upon a church and a 
rack-driver, and presto ! the illusion vanished! The church 

had a slender-spired dome that rounded inward at its base, and 
looked like a turnip turned upside down, and the lrackman 
seemed to be dressed in a long petticoat without any hoops 
These things were essentially foreign, and so were the carriages 

but every body knows about these things, and there is °no 
occasion for my describing them. 

W e were only to stay here a day and a night and take in coal • 
we consulted the guide-books and were rejoiced to know that 
there were no sights in Odessa to see; and so we had one good 
untrammeled holyday on our hands, with nothing to do but 
idle about the city and enjoy ourselves. We sauntered through 
the markets and criticised the fearful and wonderful costunfes 
horn, the back country; examined the populace as far as eyes 
could do it; and closed the entertainment with an ice-cream 
debauch. We do not get ice-cream every where, and so, when 
w e  d o ,  w e  a r e  a p t  t o  d i s s i p a t e  t o  e x c e s s .  W e  n e v e r  c a r e d  a n v  
thing about ice-cream at home, but we look upon it with a sort 
the E°Istt17 n°W tImt ^ ^ S° SCai'Ce ^ theSe red-hot Climates 

We only found two pieces of statuary, and this was another 
blessing. One was a bronze image of the Due de Richelieu 
grand-nephew of the splendid Cardinal. It stood in a spacious' 
handsome promenade, overlooking the sea, and from its base a 
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vast flight of stone steps led down to the harbor—two hundred 
of them, fifty feet long, and a wide landing at the bottom of 
every twenty. It is a noble staircase, and from a distance the 
people toiling up it looked like insects. I mention this statue 
and this stairway because they have their story. Richelieu 
founded Odessa—watched over it with paternal care—labored 
with a fertile brain and a wise understanding for its best inter
ests—spent his fortune freely to the same end—endowed it 
with a sound prosperity, and one which will yet make it one 
of the great cities of the Old World—built this noble stairway 
with money from his own private purse—and . Well, the 
people for whom he had done so much, let him walk down 
these same steps, one day, unattended, old, poor, without a 
second coat to his back ; and when, years afterwards, he died 
in Sebastopol in poverty and neglect, they called a meeting, 
subscribed liberally, and immediately erected this tasteful 
monument to his memory, and named a great street after him. 
It reminds me of what Robert Burns' mother said when they 
erected a stately monument to his memory : " Ah, Robbie, ye 
asked them for bread and they liae gi'en ye a stane." 

The people of Odessa have warmly recommended us to go 
and call on the Emperor, as did the Sebastopolians. They 
have telegraj3hed his Majesty, and he has signified his willing
ness to grant us an audience. So we are getting up the an
chors and preparing to sail to his watering-place. What a 
scratching around there will be, now ! what a holding of im
portant meetings and appointing of solemn committees!—and 
what a furbishing up of claw-hammer coats and white silk 
neck-ties! As this fearful ordeal we are about to pass through 
pictures itself to my fancy in all its dread sublimity, I begin 
to feel my fierce desire to converse with a genuine Emperor 
cooling down and passing away. What am I to do with my 
hands ? What am I to do writh my feet ? What in the world 
am I to do with myself ? 
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TTTE anchored here at Yalta, Eussia, two or three days 
ago. To me the place was a vision of the Sierras. 

.ie ' gray mountains that back it, their sides bristling with 
pines—cloven with ravines—here and there a hoary rock tow
ering into view long, straight streaks sweeping down from 
the summit to the sea, marking the passage of some avalanche 
of former times—all these were as like what one sees in the 
Sierras as if the one were a portrait of the other. The little 
village of I alta nestles at the foot of an amphitheatre which 
slopes backward and upward to the wall of hills, and looks as 
if it might have sunk quietly down to its present position from 
a higher elevation. This depression is covered with the great 
parks and gardens of noblemen, and through the mass of green 
foliage the bright colors of their palaces bud out here and there 
like flowers. It is a beautiful spot. 

W e had the United States Consul on board—the Odessa 
Consul. We assembled in the cabin and commanded him to 
tell us what we must do to be saved, and tell us quicklv He 
made a speech. The first thing he said fell like a blight on 
every hopeful spirit: he had never seen a court reception 
(Three groans for the Consul.) But he said he had seen recep' 
tions at the Governor-General's in Odessa, and had often list
ened to people's experiences of receptions at the Knssian and 
other courts, and believed he knew very well what sort of 
ordeal we were about to essay. (Hope budded again.) He 
said we were many; the summer-palace was small a mere 
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mansion; doubtless we should be received in summer fashion 
—in the garden ; we would stand in a row, all the gentlemen 
in swallow-tail coats, white kids, and white neck-ties, and the 
ladies in light-colored silks, or something of that kind ; at the 
proper moment—12 meridian—the Emperor, attended by his 
suite arrayed in splendid uniforms, would appear and walk 
slowly along the line, bowing to some, and saying two or three 
words to others. At the moment his Majesty appeared, a uni
versal, delighted, enthusiastic smile ought to break out like a 
rash among the passengers—a smile of love, of gratification, 
of admiration—and with one accord, the party must begin to 
bow—not obsequiously, but respectfully, and with dignity ; at 
the end of fifteen minutes the Emperor would go in the house, 
and we could run along home again. "We felt immensely re
lieved. It seemed, in a manner, easy. There was not a man 
in the party but believed that with a little practice he could 
stand in a row, especially if there were others along there 
was not a man but believed he could bow without tripping on 
his coat tail and breaking his neck; in a word, we came to 
believe we were equal to any item in the performance except 
that complicated smile. The Consul also said we ought to 
draft a little address to the Emperor, and present it to one of 
his aides-de-camp, who would forward it to him at the proper 
time. Therefore, five gentlemen were appointed to prepare 
the document, and the fifty others went sadly smiling about 
the ship—practicing. During the next twelve hours we had 
the general appearance, somehow, of being at a funeral, where 
every body was sorry the death had occurred, but glad it 
was over—where every body was smiling, and yet broken
hearted. _ 

A committee went ashore to wait on his Excellency the Gov
ernor-General, and learn our fate. At the end of three hours 
of boding suspense, they came back and said the Emperor 
would receive us at noon the next day would send can iages 
for us_would hear the address in person. The Grand Duke 
Michael had sent to invite us to his palace also. Any man 
could see that there was an intention here to show that Bussia's 
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friendship for America was so genuine as to render even her 
private citizens objects worthy of kindly attentions. 
UecUn.® *Pp0i°ted ll0ur drov"e out three miles, and assem

bled m the handsome garden in front of the Emperor's palace. 

YALTA, FROM THE EMPEROR'S PALACE. 

We formed a circle under the trees before the door, for there 
was no one room in the house able to accommodate our three
score persons comfortably, and in a few minutes the imperial 
amily came out bowing and smiling, and stood in our midst 

A number of great dignitaries of the Empire, in undress uni-
orms, came with them. With every bow, his Majesty said a 

word of welcome. I copy these speeches. There is character 
m them Russian character—which is politeness itself, and the 
genuine article The French are polite, but it is often mere 
ceremonious politeness. A Russian imbues his polite things 
with a heartiness, both of phrase and expression, that compel 
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belief in their sincerity. As I was saying, the Czar punctu
ated his speeches with bows : 

" Good morning—I am glad to see you—I am gratified I 
am delighted—I am happy to receive you!" 

All took off their hats, and the Consul inflicted the address 
on him. He bore it with unflinching fortitude ; then took the 
rusty-looking document and handed it to some great officer or 
other, to be filed away 
among the archives of 
Russia—in the stove. He 
thanked us for the ad
dress, and said he was 
very much pleased to see 
us, especially as such 
friendly relations existed 
between Russia and the 
United States. The Em
press said the Americans 
were favorites in Russia, 
and she hoped the Rus
sians were similarly re
garded in America. 
These were all the speech
es that were made, and I 
recommend them to parties who present policemen witii gold 
watches, as models of brevity and point. After this the Em
press went and talked sociably (for an Empress) with various 
ladies around the circle ; several gentlemen entered into a dis
jointed general conversation with the Emperor; the Dukes 
and Princes, Admirals and Maids of Honor dropped into free-
and-easy chat with first one and then another of our party, and 
wdioever chose stepped forward and spoke with the modest 
little Grand Duchess Marie, the Czar's daughter. She is four
teen years old, light-haired, blue-eyed, unassuming and pretty. 
Every body talks English. 

The Emperor wore a cap, frock coat and pantaloons, all of 
some kind of plain wThite drilling—cotton or linen—and sport-
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ed no jewelry or any insignia whatever of rank. No costume 
could be less ostentatious. He is very tall and spare, and a 
determined-looking man, though a very pleasant-looking one, 
nevertheless. It is easy to see that he is kind and affectionate! 
There is something very noble in his expression when his cap 
is off. There is none of that cunning in his eye that all of us 
noticed in Louis Napoleon's. 

The Empress and the little Grand Duchess wore simple suits 
of foulard (or foulard silk, I don't know which is proper,) with 
a small blue spot in it; the dresses were trimmed with blue ; 
both ladies wore broad blue sashes about their waists; linen 
collars and clerical ties of muslin ; low-crowned straw-hats 
trimmed with blue velvet; parasols and flesh-colored gloves. 
The Grand Duchess had no heels on her shoes. I do not know 
this of my own knowledge, hut one of our ladies told me so. 
I was not looking at her shoes. I was glad to observe that she 
wore her own hair, plaited in thick braids against the back of 
her head, instead of the uncomely thing they call a waterfall, 
which is about as much like a waterfall as a canvas-covered 
ham is like a cataract. Taking the kind expression that is in 
the Emperors face and the gentleness that is in his you 11 «• 
daughter's into consideration, I wondered if it would not tax 
the Czar's firmness to the utmost to condemn a supplicating 
wretch to misery in the wastes of Siberia if she pleaded for 
him. Every time their eyes met, I saw more and more what 
a tremendous power that weak, diffident school-girl could 
w ield if she chose to do it. Many and many a time she might 
1 ule the Autocrat of Russia, whose lightest word is law to sev
enty millions of human beings! She was only a girl, andl she 
looked like a thousand others I have seen, but never a girl 
provoked such a novel and peculiar interest in me before. A 
strange, new sensation is a rare thing in this hum-drum life, 
and I had it here. There was nothing stale or worn out about 
the thoughts and feelings the situation and the circumstances 
created. It seemed strange—stranger than I can tell—to 
think that the central figure in the cluster of men and women 
chatting here under the trees like the most ordinary individual 
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in the land, was a man who could open his lips and ships 
would fly through the waves, locomotives would speed over the 
plains, couriers would hurry from village to village, a hundred 
telegraphs would flash the word to the four corners of an Em
pire that stretches its vast proportions over a seventh part of 
the habitable globe, and a countless multitude of men would 
spring to do his bidding. I had a sort of vague desire to ex
amine his hands and see if they were of flesh and blood, like 
other men's. Here' was a man who could do this wonderful 
thing, and yet if I chose I could knock him down. The case 
was plain, but it seemed preposterous, nevertheless—as prepos
terous as trying to knock down a mountain or wipe out a con
tinent. If this man sprained his ankle, a million miles of 
telegraph would carry the news over mountains valleys 
uninhabited deserts—under the trackless sea and ten thousand 
newspapers would prate of it; if he were grievously ill, all 
the nations would know it before the sun rose again ; if he 
dropped lifeless where he stood, his fall might shake the 
thrones of half a world ! If I could have stolen his coat, I 
would have done it. When I meet a man like that, I want 
something to remember liim by. 

As a general thing, we have been shown through palaces by 
some plush-legged filagreed flunkey or other, who charged a 
franc for it; but after talking with the company half an hour, 
the Emperor of Russia and his family conducted us all through 
their mansion themselves. They made no charge. They 
seemed to take a real pleasure in itt 

We spent half an hour idling through the palace, admiring 
the cosy apartments and the rich but eminently home-like 
appointments of the place, and then the Imperial family bade 
our party a kind good-bye, and proceeded to count the spoons. 

An invitation was extended to us to visit the palace of the 
eldest son, the Crown Prince of Russia, which was near at 
hand. The young man was absent, but the Dukes and Coun
tesses and Princes went over the premises with lis as leisurely 
as was the case at the Emperor's, and conversation continued 
as lively as ever. 
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It was a little after one o'clock, now. We drove to the 
Grand Duke Michael's, a mile away, in response to his in vita-
tion, previously given. 

e ailived in twenty minutes from the Emperor's. It is a 
lovely place. The beautiful palace nestles among the grand 
old groves of the park, the park sits in the lap of the pictu
resque crags and hills, and both look out upon the breezy 
ocean. In the park are rustic seats, here and there, in se
cluded nooks that are dark with shade; fhere are rivulets of 
crystal water; there are lakelets, with inviting, grassy banks ; 
there are glimpses of sparkling cascades through openings in 
the wilderness ot foliage; there are streams of clear water 
gushing from mimic knots on the trunks of forest trees; there 
are miniature marble temples perched upon gray old 'crags; 
there are airy lookouts whence one may gaze upon a broad 
expanse of landscape and ocean. The palace is modeled after 
the choicest forms of Grecian architecture, and its wide colon
nades surround a central court that is banked with rare 
flowers that fill the place with their fragrance, and in their 
midst springs a fountain that cools the summer air, and may 
possibly breed mosquitoes, but I do not think it does. 

The Grand Duke and his Duchess came out, and the pre
sentation ceremonies were as, simple as they had been at the 
Emperor's. In a few minutes, conversation was under way as 
before. The Empress appeared in the verandah, and the little 
Grand Duchess came out into the crowd. They had beaten 
us there. In a few minutes, the Emperor came himself on 
horseback. It was very pleasant. You can appreciate it if 
you have ever visited royalty and felt occasionally that pos-
sibly you might be wearing out your welcome—though as a 
general thing, I believe, royalty is not scrupulous about dis
charging you when it is done with you. 

The Grand Duke is the third brother of the Emperor is 
about thirty-seven years old, perhaps, and is the princeliest 
figuie in Russia. He is even taller than the Czar, as straio-ht 
as an Indian, and bears himself like one of those gorgeous 
knights we read about in romances of the Crusades. He looks 
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like a great-hearted fellow who would pitch ail enemy into the 
river in a moment, and then jump in and risk his lite tishing 
him out again. The stories they tell of him show him to he 
of a brave and generous nature. He must have been desirous 
of proving that Americans were welcome guests in the imperial 
palaces of Eussia, because he rode all the way to Yalta and 
escorted our procession to the Emperor's himself, and kept his 
aids scurrying about, clearing the road and offering assistance 
wherever it could be needed. We were rather familiar with 
him then, because we did not know who he was. We recog
nized him now, and appreciated the friendly spirit that 
prompted him to do us a favor that any other Grand Duke in 
the world would have doubtless declined to do. lie had plenty 
of servitors whom he could have sent, but he chose to attend 
to the matter himself. 

The Grand Duke was dressed in the handsome and showy 
uniform of a Cossack officer. The Grand Duchess had on a 
white alpaca robe, with the seams and gores trimmed with 
black barb lace, and a little gray hat with a feather of the same 
color. She is young, rather pretty modest and unpretending, 
and full of winning politeness. 

Our party walked all through the house, and then the nobil-
ity escorted them all over the grounds, and finally brought 
them back to the palace about halt-past two o'clock to break
fast. They called it breakfast, but we would have called it 
luncheon. It consisted of two kinds of wine; tea, bread, 
cheese, and cold meats, and was served on the centre-tables in 
the reception room and the verandahs—any where that was 
convenient; there was no ceremony. It was a sort of picnic. 
I had heard before that we were to breakfast there, but Blucher 
said he believed Baker's boy had suggested it to his Imperial 
Highness. I think not—though it would be like him. Baker's 
boy is the famine-breeder of the ship. He is always hungi v. 
They say he goes about the state-rooms when the passengers 
are out, and eats up all the soap. And they say he eats 
oakum. They say he will eat any thing he can get between 
meals, but he prefers oakum. He does not like oakum for 
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dinner, but lie likes it for a lunch, at odd hours, or any thing 
that way. It makes him very disagreeable, because it makes 
his breath bad, and keeps his teeth all stuck up with tar. 
Baker's boy may have suggested the breakfast, but I hope he 
did not. It went off well, anyhow. The illustrious host 
moved about from place to place, and helped to destroy the 
provisions and keep the conversation lively, and the Grand 
Duchess talked with the verandah parties and such as had sat
isfied their appetites and straggled out from the reception 
room. 

The Grand Duke's tea was delicious. They give one a lemon 
to squeeze into it, or iced milk, if he prefers it. The former is 
best. This tea is brought overland from China. It injures 
the article to transport it by sea. 

When it was time to go, we bade our distinguished hosts 
good-bye, and they retired happy and contented to their apart-
ments to count their spoons. 

We had spent the best part of half a day in the home of 
royalty, and had been as cheerful and comfortable all the time 
as we could have been in the ship. I would as soon have 
thought of being cheerful in Abraham's bosom as in the palace 
of an Emperor. I supposed that Emperors were terrible peo
ple. I thought they never did any thing but wear magnificent 
crowns and red velvet dressing-gowns with dabs of wool sewed 
on them in spots, and sit on thrones and scowl at the flunkies 
and the people in the parquette, and order Dukes and Duch
esses off to execution. I find, however, that when one is so 
fortunate as to get behind the scenes and see them at home 
and in the privacy of their firesides, they are strangely like 
common mortals. They are pleasanter to look upon then than 
they are in their theatrical aspect. It seems to come as nat
ural to them to dress and act like other people as it is to put 
a friend's cedar pencil in your pocket when you are done using 
it. But I can never have any confidence in the tinsel kings of 
the theatre after this. It will be a great loss. I used to take 
such a thrilling pleasure in them. But, hereafter, I will turn 
me sadly away and say; 
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" This does not answer—this isn't the style of king that I 
am acquainted with." 

When they swagger around the stage in jeweled crowns and 
splendid 
robes, I 
shall feel 
bound to 
o b s e r v e  
that all the 
Emperors 
that ever I 
was per
sonally ac
quainted 
with wore 
the com
monest sort 
of clothes, 
and did not 
swagger.  
And when 
they come 
on the stage 
a 11 e n d ed 
by a vast 
body-guard 
of supes in TINSEL KING. 
h e l m e t s  
and tin breastplates, it will be my duty as well as my pleasure 
to inform the ignorant that no crowned head of my acquaint
ance has a soldier any where about his house or his person. 

Possibly it may be thought that our party tarried too long, 
or did other improper things, but such wTas not the case. The 
company felt that they were occupying an unusually respon
sible position—they were representing the people ot Ameiica, 
not the Government—and therefore they were careful to do 
their best to perform their high mission with credit. 

On the other hand, the Imperial families, no doubt, consid-
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ered that in entertaining 11s they were more especially enter
taining the people of America than they could by showering 
attentions on a whole platoon of ministers plenipotentiary; 
and therefore they gave to the event its fullest significance, as 
an expression of good Avill and friendly feeling toward the en
tire country. We took the kindnesses we received as atten
tions thus directed, of course, and not to ourselves as a party. 
That rve felt a personal pride in being received as the repre
sentatives of a nation, we do not deny; that Ave felt a national 
pride in the Avarm cordiality of that reception, can not be 
doubted. 

Our poet has been rigidly suppressed, from the time Ave let 
go the anchor. When it was announced that Ave Avere going 
to visit the Emperor of Russia, the fountains of his great deep 
Avere broken up, and he rained ineffable bosh for four-and-
twenty hours. Our original anxiety as to Avliat Ave were going 
to do with ourselves, Avas suddenly transformed into anxiety 
about Avliat we were going to do with our poet. The problem 
Avas solved at last. TAVO alternatives were offered him lie 
must either swear a dreadful oath that he Avould not issue a 
line of his poetry Avhile he was in the Czar's dominions, or else 
remain under guard on board the ship until Ave were safe at 
Constantinople again. He fought the dilemma long, but yielded 
at last. It Avas a great deliverance. Perhaps the savage 
reader Avould like a specimen of his style. I do not meaii this 
term to be offensive. I only use it because " the gentle reader " 
has been used so often that any change from it can not but be 
refreshing: 

"Save us and sanctify us, and finally, then, 
See good provisions we enjoy while we journey to JerusaZe??i, 
For so man proposes, which it is most true, 
And time will wait for none, nor for us too." 

The sea has been unusually rough all day. IIoAve\Ter, we 
have had a lively time of it, anyhow. We have had quite a 
run of visitors. The Governor-General came, and Ave received 
him with a salute of nine guns. He brought his family Avith 
him. I observed that carpets were spread from the pier-liead 
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to liis carriage for liim to walk on, though I have seen him 
walk there without any carpet when he was not on business. 
I thought may be he had what the accidental insurance people 
might call an extra-hazardous polish ("policy"—joke, but not 
above mediocrity,) on his boots, and wished to protect them, 
but I examined and could not see that they were blacked any 
better than usual. It may have been that he had forgotten his 
carpet, before, but he did not have it with him, anyhow. He 
was an exceedingly pleasant old gentleman ; we all liked him, 
especially Blucher. When he went away, Blucher invited him 
to come again and fetch his carpet along. 

Prince Dolgorouki and a Grand A dmiral br two, whom we 
had seen yesterday at the reception, came on board also. I 
was a little distant with these parties, at first, because when I 
have been visiting Emperors I do not like to be too familiar 
with people I only know by reputation, and whose moral char
acters and standing in society I can not be thoroughly ac
quainted with. I judged it best to be a little offish, at first. 
I said to myself, Princes and Counts and Grand Admirals are 
very well, but they are not Emperors, and one can not be too 
particular about who he associates with. 

Baron Wrangel came, also. He used to be Russian Ambas
sador at Washington. I told him I had an uncle who fell 
down a shaft and broke himself in two, as much as a year be
fore that. That was a falsehood, but then I wTas not going to 
let any man eclipse me on surprising adventures, merely for 
the want of a little invention. The Baron is a fine man, and 
is said to stand high in the Emperor's confidence and esteem. 

Baron Ungern-Sternberg, a boisterous, whole-souled old no
bleman, came with the rest. He is a man of progress and 
enterprise—a representative man of the age. He is the Chief 
Director of the railway system of Russia—a sort of railroad 
king. In his line he is making things move along in this coun
try. He has traveled extensively in America. He says he has 
tried convict labor on his railroads, and with perfect success. 
He says the convicts work well, and are quiet and peaceable. 
He observed that he employs nearly ten thousand of them now. 
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This appeared to be another call on my resources. I was equal 
to the emergency. I said we had eighty thousand convicts 
employed on the railways in America—all of them under sen
tence of death for murder in the first degree. That closed 
him out. 

We had General Todtleben (the famous defender of Sebas-
topol, during the siege,) and many inferior army and also navy 
officers, and a number of unofficial Russian ladies and gentle
men. Naturally, a champagne luncheon was in order, and 
was accomplished without loss of life. Toasts and jokes were 
discharged freely, but no speeches were made save one thank
ing the Emperor and the Grand Duke, through the Governor-
General, for our hospitable reception, and one by the Gov
ernor-General in reply, in which he returned the Emperor's 
thanks for the speech, etc., etc. 


