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INTRODUCTION.

Ar the present moment, when Italy is the central
point of interest to the whole of Europe, no apology,
it is hoped, will be necessary for the contribution of
any information tending to throw a light upon the
character, condition, and ideas of the people of that
land. The classic and historical associations of Italy,
its architectural remains, and the treasures of ancient
and modern art contained in its churches, museums,
and picture galleries, have been the theme of so
many eloquent writers, that it would be superfluous,
if not presumptuous, for any one not highly qualified
by legrning and research to treat of such subjects.
Avoiding, therefore, topics to which, under any
circumstances, no interest arising from novelty can
now possibly attach, I. venture to hope that these
impressions of the aspects of « Life in Tuscany,”
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derived from a ten months’ sojourn in that country,
will prove neither trite nor unacceptable.

Tuscany, it is true, with barely two millions of
inhabitants, constitutes but a small section of Italy;
which counts a population of twenty-five millions ;
but the part which this petty State may enact, in the
event of an insurrectionary movement throughout
the land, will certainly exercise a powerful influ--
ence over the destinies of the Italian Peninsula.
For Tuscany, small though it be, is far from an
insignificant province of Italy, embracing as it does
several cities and towns of considerable importance
—Florence, Pisa, Sienna, Lucca, Leghorn, Pistoia,
and Arezzo; and thus it possesses a power and
influence far beyond what it would derive from
its limited population and extent of territory. For
cities, important and influential in every country,
are especially so in Italy: in them are concen-
trated the entire wealth, intelligence, commercial
enterprise, and intellectual activity of the provinces.
Were it not for Milan and Venice, Lombardy would
lie supine beneath the ivon heel of Austria; the
destiny of the States of the Church depends on
the will of Rome; and Naples gives the law to -that
kingdom of which it is the metropolis. E;rery-
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‘where in Italy cities dominate: it is only by
their power that tyranny, domestic or foreign, can,
or will be overthrown.

" In addition to the power and influence that Tus-
cany derives from its cities, Florence, indissolubly
associated as it is with glbrious recollections of past:
greatness, gives to the province of which it is the
capital a distinguished position among other Italian
+States. Proud memories of the fame, the power, the
riches and conquests of Florence in bygone times—
of the .great names which have shed lustre on its
literature, arts, science,. and arms—foster the brightA
hopes and lofty aspirations in which Italians indulge,
of the future of their native land.

Judging from the past as well as from present
indications, Tuscany will not remain inert if a
struggle for freedom should begin in Northern Italy.
The people, united by a bond of common grievances
proceeding from the same source, will join in the
cry of “Down with the Austrians;” and the first
cannon shot from the fortress of Milan will be
echoed from the ramparts of Florence.

As unforeseen and sometimes trivial occurrences
frequently give an unexpected turn to affairs, no

prediction of the course and result of future events
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can be reliedupon : still—as the liberal cause was lost,
during the late revolution in Italy, mainly through
democratic violence and want of unity of action—
should the Italians now unite, as they seem disposed
to do, and fight for their freedom under the banner
of the King of Sardinia, hope may not unreason-
ably be entertained that the issue of the apparently
impending struggle will be widely different from
that of the last. Wise, indeed, it is for the people -
of a country which has long been oppressed, to
renounce the idea of a form of government de-
manding for its due administration qualities to
which oppression does not give birth—and wisely
will they act in seeking to acquire the power of
self-government under the guidance of a consti-
tutional monarch.

M. S. C.
Crawfordsburn, i
March 23rd, 1849.
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LIFE IN TUSCANY.

CHAPTER 1.

BATHS OF MONTE CATINL

Litrie as Tuscany can compete with some of the
small German States bordering on the Rhine in
regard to w}ariety and abundance of mineral waters,
it yet possesses several medicinal springs that enjoy
a high Jocal. reputation for their sanative propeyties.
For those afflicted with rhemmatic affections, the
sulphureous Baths of Pozzolenti, adjoining the town
of Leghorn, are considered beneficial. In the
same locality also are the springs of Monte Nero,
contaiﬁing a large proportion of salts of- magnesia,
much frequented in the summer montbs, for drink-
ing merely. Near Pisa, the Baths of San Guiliano
afford, jor at least profess 'to afford, a means of
relief or cure for various ills that afflict suffer-
ing humanity. The Baths of Lucca enjoy a still
more distinguished and wide-spread reputaffon—
a reputation, however, probably much enhanced by
' B
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their agreeableness, in point of scenery and shade,
as a summer place of residence. But of all the
mineral waters of this part of Italy none rank so
highly in popular estimation—either as regards
internal or external application—as those of Monte
Catini, a small watering-place, situated in the
northern part of Tuscany. These springs, which are
Crown property, bring in a considerable revenue
to the State, from the large annual export of the
waters that takes place to the principal cities of
the Grand Duchy. On most occasions of trifling in-
disposition, the citizens, both rich and poor, of thei
Tuscan towns, instead of having recowrse to doc-
tors’ drugs, are wont to avail themselves of those
which nature has compounded, and swallow huge
draughts of Monte Catini water: which, however,
as fgr as pleasantness of flavour is concerned, has
little to boast of over the medicaments which
load the shelves of the apothecary.

In point of beauty, the situation of the Baths of
Monte Catini has much to recommend them. Placed
on the verge of the rich Val Nievole, where the plain
terminates abruptly in" a range of well-wooded
heights, the Baths offer on their northern side a
series of highly attractive views. Immediately above,
perched like an eagle’s nest on the very summit
of the declivity, is seen the small town of Monte
Catini, crowning the steep sides of the hill from
which both it and the baths below derive their name.
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To the right and left, other hills, forming a portion of
the same northern chain, with picturesquely-varied
forms and outlines, enhance the attraction of the
scene. But though the Baths offer some very
charming views, these sink into insignificance in
point of beauty compared with those which ‘the sides
or suminits of the adjacent hills afford.  Ascending
even a slight elevation in the vicinity, and looking
southward, the eye wanders over a far-reaching,
fertile plain. In proportion as the step ascends, so
does the prospect gain in beauty and extent; till
from the summit of Monte Catini, or the contiguous
heights, a view is gained which well repays the
fatigue and toil the steep ascent involves.

Below, gleaming in the bright light of an Itallan
sun, stretches out the rich vale of Nievole, blending
in the distance with the still richer vales through
‘which the Arno runs. Amidst fields teeming with
the rich products of a fertile and well-cultivated soil,
amidst olives, mulberries, vines, and figs, gleath forth
the numerous dwellings of the peasantry, interspersed
with white, glistening villages and small country
towns, Here and there rises up a chapel tower;
here and there, too, amidst the sea of verdure, the
country, palace of a nobleman may be seen. To the
south and east a range of undulating hills, wearing
the misty veil of distance, closes in the view ; to
the west, towering above the calm waters of the
small lake of Bientina, is seen a mountain, forming a

B2
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portion of the Pisan group, advancing boldly into the
plain; and to the north a chain of lofty hills—here
separating into gentle slopes, there parting into steep
ravines, crowned not unfrequently with villages and
ruined towers, rising out of groves of chesnut. and
olive trees—combine to form a grand, imposing frame-
work for the rich and smifing scene.

Like most parts of Tuscany, the whole country
in the vicinity of the Baths of Monte Catini wears
quite a garden-like asPect' of cultivation, neatness, and
care. Not a crooked fence, not a useless hedge, not
a weed, not a waste patch of ground is visible anyr
where. Vines fastened to stakes, or trailing their
graceful branches from tree to tree, form the
boundaries of fields and farms. In the early
summer’ months a vast variety of wild-flowers are
to be seen, many of which attain to the dignity of
garden plants in England. Amidst the long, slender
stalks of wheat, the beautiful purple gladiolis springs
up abundantly, and is succceded a little later in the
year by a bright-coloured kind of lupin; while at
the same time the gumcistus may be seen.on every
side, showering ‘its delicate white blossoms on the
turf around. Towards the end of June the orange
lily becomes a common ornament of the woods and
fields ; whilst with July the crowning glories of
Italy’s floral riches appear in the sweet-scented
clematis, and the still more fragrant and beautiful
myrtle : both springing up under the sole care of a
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kindly nature; both doomed for the most part to
bloom neglected and unseen, and to-yield their per-
fume solely to the passing breeze.

Like the mineral waters of Germany, those of
Monte Catini are, during the summer seasqn, much
used for bathing purposes. Hither, particularly
during the months of July and August, flock from all
parts of Tuscany a health or pleasure seeking crowd.

Those who may have seen the Baths of Monte
Catini  during the winter, will, if subsequently
visitants at the springs in the fashionable bathing
months, find a wonderful difference in their aspect.
‘Without shops, without trade, without the slightest
pretension to anything that might be called a town,
the Baths of Monte Catini may be considered to
have, for at least nine months in the year, a merely
nominal existence. The whole permanent population
of the place consists but 6f the keepers of a few
lodging-houses and hotels.” In the vast, palace-like
Government " structure, which absorbs within its
capacious centre and wings the greatest portion of
the migritory summer’ throng, spiders and ghosts
may for a large portion of the year revel in silence
and darkness unmolested. The stranger, whom
curiosity should at such a season allure to the spot,
would find his meditations almost as secure from
interruption from the world without, as if, like a
hermit of the olden ‘time, he inhabited a cell in some
rocky wilderness. Beneath the long avenue of trees
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leading to the principal spring, he will hear no voice
save that of the strolling mendicant, or the more
agreeable accents of the peasant, who, with a
courteous ¢ felice giorno,” passes on; and to the
few inhabitants of the locality or the neighbourhood
he may chance to meet, he will find himself an object
of curiosity and surprise, and a phenomenon as rare
and extraordinary as that which might be presented
by the sight of a swallow in the depth of the winter
season.

Even so late in the year as the month of May,
when all Italian nature is thoroughly awake, when
the fields are green with waving corn, the trees in
leaf, the sky serene, the air warm, and the birds in
full song, the Baths of Monte Catini still wore to
my eye, on my arrival there, the aspect of a place
asleep: not in a profound sleep, however,. for
symptoms of an approaching animation, a coming
awakening, were beginning to be visible at this
time. Through the open doors of long-deserted
houses, the voices of workmen were to be heard,
as they painted here, and whitewashed there, in pre-
paration for the opening of the bathing season. Into
long-darkened rooms sunlight and air were allowed
to penetrate once again, whilst sweeping,-dusting,
and polishing of the furniture actively went on. The
roads were cleaned, the walks were weeded, while
garden-plots or pleasure-grounds were, in accord-
ance with the happy inspiration of some moment,
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re-arranged. An air of business was visible every-
where: I heard the note of preparation for the
rising of the curfain on the sceme. As the month
rolled on, the signs of activity and of animation
increased ; the very frogs, who had been exerting
their voices pretty freely for some time previously,
seemed to croak more loudly as June drew nigh:
from every pool, and brook, and water-course, arose
a clamour that, especially in the night-time, filled
the air. Out came the fire-flies as the day expired,
and lit. up the roads and lanes with their bright,
flashing lamps, vieing with the stars above in
number and brilliancy. Thus May died out, and
with the 1st of June Monte Catini may be said to
take off its nightcap; for the bathing seasom has
then officially begun. ‘

But though the place has nominally entered on
a new stage of existence, for three weeks at least
it bears in its aspect the signs of its old drowsy,
yawning, lethargic state; in spite of -its nmewly-
arranged electric telegraph, its freshly-opened post-
office, and its grand -grocer’s shop, whose shelves
display a goodly array of imposing canisters. Until
after Midsummer-day, it is only drop by drop
that the Baths of Monte Catini fil. With July,
however, when the bathing mania in all parts of
Tuscany sets in, the stream of population, which
has been flowing so languidly during the preceding
month towards the Baths, grows strong and deep ; to
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the infinite satisfaction and advantage of the keepers
of lodging-houses and hotels. With the increase of
visitors, beggars multiply in number: a numerous
concourse of the blind, the halt, the maimed, the
 sick, and ragged, all ply their trade with zeal.
Beneath the long avenue of overarching trees, a
motley throng of promenaders may be seen in the
cool morning and evening hours. Representatives
of almost every class of Tuscan society may be dis-
tinguished there, from the cringeing beggar to the
haughty peer. The peasant woman, with her blue
cotton dress and handkerchief covering her dark
hair, looks with unconcealed curiosity and surprise
at the many-flounced skirt and fashionable bonnet of
the Florentine belle. The petty shopkeeper of the pro-
vincial town and the Leghorn merchant, with their
wives and families; the lawyer and Government
official ; all swell the morning and evening concourse
at the springs. Long-robed ecclesiasties abound, from
the humble country priest to the pompous prelate
boasting the dignity of an archiepiscopal see. Car-
riages dash along the drive, at a rate that none but
Italian coachmen ever think of forcing their horses
to achieve. Itinerant shopkeepers set up their stalls,
and solicit the passer-by with eager looks and, words
to buy their wares. From the tent erected by the
migratory showman, there issues forth a troop of
dancers and athletes, bedaubed with paint, bedecked
with tinsel finery, and who, to the sound of drum
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and fife, parade about with the view of attracting
spectators to performances announced in stupendous
capital letters to be the most wonderful in the world.
On every side, life, noise, and animation prevail.
The butterfly that has just issued from its chrysalis
affords an apt illustration of the chancred aspect
which ‘the Baths of Monte Catini presented to my
view, on my return there in July after a short
absence.

The several mineral springs of Monte Catini vary
somewhat in quality, but their elementary nature
is much the same. All are saline: the Rinfresco
slightly, the Tetuccio more, and the Fortuna most
of all. In public estimation the Tetuccio ranks the
first ; the visitors to this spring exceeding infinitely
in.amount the frequenters of the other two. The
morning scene.which the Tetuccio presents is a gay
and animated one. Beneath an awning, covering a
portion of a small garden whose roses and oleanders
are in full bloom, may be seen a motley company,
some standing, but the most part sitting, in groups
of three or four, around small.circular marble tables
covered with glasses, destined to be repeatedly filled
from the large reservoirs of tepid mineral water close
at hand, Nauseous as is the beverage, it is wonder-
ful to see the equanimity with which it is swallowed
down; not in one great draught, as inclination would
prescribe, but sip by sip, in pursuance of the phy-
sician’s command. Old and young, all have their
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glasses before them, or in their hands, whilst ani-
mated conversations are carried on. New groups
arrive, familiar faces depart; there is a perpetual
bowing of heads, an interminable shaking of hands.
By nine o’clock, however, the morning drama is at an
end, and the drinkers have disappeared: around the
marble tables, covered with empty giasses, are seen
circles of untenanted chairs, and the plash of falling
water is the only sound that breaks upon the ear.
The ordinary routine of existence at Monte Catini
taxes the energies of both mind and body but in 2
slight degree: life seems to pass away in a kind of
blissful indolence there. The ¢ dolce far niente,” so
dear to an Italian heart, is indulged in to its full
extent. The water-drinking business of the morning
coming to an end, the company separate, and retire
to their respective rooms, to drive away with a cup
of coffee or a substantial meal the lingering flavour
of the Tetuccio spring. Between breakfast and the
bathing time, which varies from eleven to one, a
gentle doze is taken, either on bed or sofa, as conve-
nience or inclination may suggest. Dinner at two
o'clock evokes signs of energy and animation on
every side, which continue for an hour or an hour
and a half, till, the great event of the day being
concluded, the last glass of wine swallowed, the
last apricot eaten, the company formally separate,
with the polite wish, mutually expressed, that each
may enjoy a sound repose: whereupon, ladies and
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gentlemen repair to their respective sleeping apart-
ments, doff their outer garments, close the shutters,
adjust their pillows, and enjoy two hours of blissful
unconsciousness of all the trials and miseries of life,
as attested by the loud mnasal sounds that may be
heard issuing from the darkened rooms.

Not more surely, however, does the light of
morning arouse the lark to life and animation, than
do the shades of evening put an end to the afternoon
slumberer’s dreams. The gentleman resumes his
coat, and the lady ®makes her toilet afresh, as the
sun sinks downward to the west, and between five and
six o’clock the whole population of the Baths is out
of doors again; for the most part bending their steps
onward towards the Rinfresco spring, where, after a
glass or two being drank, they stroll about, some
here, some there, exchanging salutations with their
friends ; talk of the heat, vepeat the latest news, and
tell of the last wonderful cure that the waters of
Monte Catini have performed. Carriages dash up
and down beneath the avenue of trees; and horses
decked out with feathers and gay trappings are
stimulated to a frantic speed. With the vanishing
twilight vanishes also the gay scene, and between
eight and nine, when the darkness of night comes on,
the voice of the cicala, a huge species of locust,
reigns supreme,

Within doors, however, considerable animation
Prevails, for the hour of supper has arrived. That
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meal being ended, those of the company who do
not feel themselves overpowered by the exertions
of the day, repair. to the casino, a suite of rooms
assigned to the purposes of amusement. Here in
a large apartment, brilliantly lit up, is to be found
every evening a considerable assembly. - Some talk,
some play at cards, some read Trench or Italian
newspapers ; others stake a paul in a game of
chance, called the Tombola, a particular kind of
Iottery: of which species of amusement all Italians
seem to be enthusiastically fond. Music also
generally lends its aid to make the hours pass by
pleasantly and fleetly. In a nation gifted with' such
musical tastes as are the Itallans, in every assem-
blage, amongst the upper and middle classes will
certainly be found both gentlemen and ladies pos-
sessing no mean skill as vocal or instrumental per-
formers. Thus, at Monte Catini, scarcely an evening
elapses without some black-moustached, dark-haired
amateur sitting down at a fine pianoforte, with which
the casino is furnished, to favour the company with
a sonata; and occasionally a philanthropic lady will
minister to the general happiness by singing an opera
air, for which act she is sure to be rewarded by
a shower of “bravas” at the end. Dancipg, too,
occasionally affords to the juvenile portion of the
assembly an amusement of a still more attractive
kind ; rising in dignity from the impromptu waltz,
suggested. by the enlivening strains of some musical
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amateur, to the more solemn occasions when ladies
and gentlemen in full ball dress perform their varied
evolutions to the accompaniment of a full band.
But be it ball, or dance, or song, or cards, or
simple talk that crowns the labours of the day,
the company separate at an early hour, to pre-
pare, by several hours of sleep, for a repetition
on the morrow -of the exertions undergone the
preceding day.

Though a favourite resort of the inhabitants of
Tuscany in general; the Baths of Monte Catint
number few foreigners amongst their visitors. Amid
the crowd of dark-eyed and dark-complexioned Ita~
lians that lounge along the walks or cluster at the
springs, a ruddy English face, though so familiar
a sight in the chief towns of Tuscany, is rarely to
be seen. France and Germany contribute, also, but
little more than England to swell the bathing crowd,
which pours in so freely during the months of July
and August, from Florence, Leghorn, Pisa, and the’
minor provincial Tuscan towns. The absence of the
English element, at least, is easily explained. To the
native of the British Isles, bred up to activity of body
and mind, the indolent, drowsy kind of life, which
almost every rich or well-born Italian likes to lead,
must ever be uncongenial. To an Italian, the one
short, solitary, shady walk or drive, of which the
Baths of Monte Catini can boast, is amply sufficient
for every purpose of exercise, To lounge ‘morning
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and evening under the one avenue of overarching
trees, or to drive up and down, criticising new
faces, remarking new .dresses, seeing and greet-
ing acquaintances or friends, contents, as far as
bodily exertion is concerned, the Italian’s utmost
desire. But it is not so with the English visitor;
who, even in amusement, craves exercise of a more
varied, active kind—a craving which the Baths
of Monte Catini can hardly satisfy during the hot
months of August or July, from the absolute want
of agreeable shady walks, rides, or drives. For rich,
and indeed beautiful, as is much of the scenery in
the vicinity of the Baths, the roads and walks are
all too much exposed to the hot glare of a July or
Angust sun, to admit of driving, riding, or walking
being indulged in until the sun is down; an hour
too late to allow of pleasure excursions being made
of any but the most limited description. For this
reason, therefore, the Baths of Monte Catini are hut
in little favour with the numerous members of the
‘active Anglo-Saxon race, who, either from motives
of economy or of pleasure, have taken up their abode
in Tuscany. Thoroughly Italian, therefore; is Monte
Catini, and thoroughly Italian it will probably remain
to the last hour of its existence, however much the
migratory English may multiply in Italy.

Though liberality is somewhat a rare attribute of
the Government of the present Grand Duke of
Tuscany, this quality is certainly displayed by it
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.in so fay as regards its acts in connection with the
amusements of the summer visitors to this locality.
Freely may the stranger enter the brilliantly lit up
casino ; freely may he join in the dance, or listen to
the performance of a well-trained band; freely do
the French and Ttalian papers lie at his command :

the light music and Journals being supplied at the
cost of the Adnnmstmtmn, as the presiding
power in this place is called. This liberality, how-
ever, is far from being of a disinterested character ;
as, the greatest portion of Monte Catini being Crown
property, the Grand Duke’s revenues are materially
augmented by there being a numerous resort of vi-
sitors to the springs. The liberality, therefore, dis-
played in providing amusements gratis for the guests
may be compared to the sowing of a bushel of corn
with the assured hopes of receiving back an abun-
dant harvest in return. That the policy thus
pursued is a wise and profitable one there can be
little doubt ; for Italians generally, both of the upper
and middle classes, have fortunes of a very moderate
amount: and probably many of those families who
come to Monte Catini during the fashionable bathing
season, have to economise in various ways for some
time preyiously in order to provide the funds neces-
sary for a summer trip. 'To persons such as these—
to persons, too, endowed by nature with a keen love
of pleasure, as for the most part all Italians are—the
offer of amusements free of cost will prove in itself
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a lure of a very effective kind to draw visitors to
the baths, all sanitary considerations apart; but
when, in addition, the highly reputed medical pro-
perties of the mineral waters are taken into account,
it is no wonder that the place should overflow with
visitors: to the benefit not only of the Grand Duke,
whose huge hotel is amply filled, but to the profit
also of the poor peasant of the neighbourhood, who
lets his humble apartment for, to him, the hand-
some sum of threepence or fourpence a night.

Short, however, is the harvest season, for either
peasant or Grand Duke. Towards the end of
August, the morning convivial gatherings at the
Tetuccio spring dwindle down considerably in num-
bers; by the first week in September most of the
company have departed, and the remainder are pre-
paring to take to ﬂig};t, and on the 15th, when the
Baths are formally closed, the last lingering rem-
nants of the bathing crowd have left. - The crack of
the vetturino’s* whip is then no longer heard, and
the drive echoes no more with the roll of carriage-
wheels and the tramp of horses. The awning at the
Tetuccio is taken down, the marble tables vanish from
the scene, and the hotel-keeper sits down tp count
his gains, and compare the profits of the season just
expired with those of former years. The careful
mistress of the lodging-house, with a sigh at the
transitoriness of sublunary joys, takes down the

* Hack-driver.
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curtains of her untenanted beds, folds up her table-
covers and quilts, consigns her delf and china to the
cupboard, and closes the window-shutters of her
deserted rooms: all signs of life and animation
disappear, and the Baths of Monte Catini orce more
lie buried in their habitual nine months’ sleep.

Long, however, before the close of the fashionable
season I left the place, consequently my description of
its autumnal aspect ig derived, not from the results of
personal observation, but from information afforded
me by some of the very few permanent residents at
the Baths. In the hecight of their summer gaiety I
went away, bearing with me many pleasant remem-
brances of the place—remembrances of quiet strolls,
through fields and lanes, to humble dwellings, where
I was aways a welcome gucst—of soft summer nights,
when the sparkling stdrs yielded in brilliancy to the .
fire-flies’ flashing light—of rambles through groves,
where the myrtle offered its beautiful white blossoms
to my sight; and, above all, remembrances to which
I shall ever fondly turn, of courteous acts, kind
wishes, and friendly looks and words.

“We go to bed at five o’clock in the evening in
the willer months, because it is cold, and we have
nothing # the world to do,” said the mistress of a
small inn at Monte Catini to me; and I thought
that nothing could depict more forcibly than these
simple words the utter stagnation. of life prevailing’
during the winter months in that locality.
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CHAPTER IL

VIAREGGIO.

Apovr fifteen miles from Lucca there lies on the
shores of the Mediterranean a small seaport town
called Viareggio. Insignificant in point of sizc,
almost destitute of trade, save that copnected with
the fishermen’s pursuits, the existence it leads is, for
the greatest part of the year, of the very quietest
and most monotonous description. The surf breaks
upon an almost untrodden strand; the sunset glow
upon the magnificent mountains of Carrara, arrests
no wandering stranger’s admiring gaze ; ‘and the
tramp of horses’ feet and the roll of carriage-wheels
are almost unknown sounds in the streets of
Viareggio.

But it is not always thus; for a short season of
gaiety and animation annually chequers tige ordi-
narily quiet life of the inhabitants of this locality.
‘Soon as the bathing movement has fairly com-
menced in Tuscany, Viareggio, like the Baths of
Monte Catini, emerges in the hot sun of summer
like a butterfly from its chrysalis. Brief, however,
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is its period of festivity, for, unlike the bathing
towns and villages on the coasts of the British Isles,
which enjoy a succession of visitors from May until
October, the bathing towns and villages on the
shores of Italy can count upon but a twe-months’
influx of strangers. According to Italian ideas, to
bathe in Ma,y savours strongly of insanity; to bathe
* in June is deemed an act considerably more rational,
but still one that sense and prudence must condemn ;
and it is not till the sol leone (the lion sun) of
July is glowing overhead, that public opinion in
Italy sanctions a rush into the sea. August'is
looked wpon also with considerable favour in refer-
ence to its sea-bathing qualifications, but is far
from being so highly thought of in this respect as
its predecessor July. September puts the whole
flock of bathers everywhere to flight; except those
eccentric foreigners, the *Inglese,” who, notwith-
standing the decreasing temperature, still continue
their daily immersions in the waves. October finds
the bathing boxes closed, the hotels deserted, and
the lodging-houses consigned to darkness, silence,
and solitude.

It wis in the middle of July, in the very height
of ‘the Italian bathing season, that I first made
acquaintance with Viareggio. The approach to
it from Lucca is characterized by considerable
beauty of scenery. The road, for the first few
miles, lay through a country where vines, trained

c2
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so as to form festoons from tree to tree, encircled
fields that looked like gardens in point of neatness
and care of cultivation. In the ground, where but
ten days before the reaper’s sickle had been at
work gathering in sheaves of golden grain, young
plants of mdize had already -sprouted, and through
the line of trees that fringed the road, one caught
glimpses in every direction of the red  tile-roofed -
dwellings of the peasantry.

Scenes such as these, however, soon-gave place
to others of a different character. On reaching one
side of the plain in which Lucca stands, the road
began to wind up through a kind of gorge in a
chain of hills covered with a perfect forest of
chesnuts; vines, fields, and houses disappeared from
view, and all the eye now saw was the bright
blue sky overhead, and the steep declivities of ‘the
winding glen below, clothed with the bright green
foliage of that tree which is, to the inhabitants of
the district. where it grows, what the bread-fruit
tree is to the South Sea islanders. The ascent,
though steep, is not a lengthened one; and before
long, the horses, after a short pause at the summit
to take breath, commenced to descend rapidly the
other side of the mountains. The road wound
backwards and forwards, curve after curve, in an
extremely snake-like fashion; a course of proceed-
ing highly to be commended, ‘both as regarded
considerations of safety and scenery: the latter
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especially, for the views which every turn disclosed
were of.a very beautiful description, and of a highly
varied character.

Below, at the furthest edge of the narrow plain,
to which the chesnut-covered hills served on one
side as boundary, lay the little town -of Viareggio,
gleaming brightly in the sunshine; while beyond,
the blue waters of the Mediterranean, sparkling in
the same Lright rays, mingled in the distance with
the still deeper azure of the sky. On another side,
the.fine mountains of Carrara rose up to view, their
bald crags and precipitous peaks towering ‘majes-
tically, high above the calm blue sea.and the tree-
fringed coast, and the villages mestling amongst
the chesnut groves, which clothed the base and
partially adorned the sides.of the whole mountain
range.

The immediate vicinity of Viareggio, however, is'
marked by a feature not of the most agreeable kind ;
for no sooner do we enter on the narrow plain which
intervenes between the mountain chain and Via-
reggio, than there is to be seen on either side a
marsh, which even Tuscan industry seems not to
have been able to convert to any other use than
the grogth of osiers, that flourish in company with
beautiful white water-lilies. Up almost to the very
doors of* Viareggio this swamp extends: a closeness
of vicinity that, it appeared to me, must pre-
Judicially affect the salubrity of the locality ; but,



2z LIFE IN TUSCANY.

according to the Italian doctrine on the ‘subject,
the sed-breeze blows away from Viareggio every
kind of unwholesome exhalation.

Within the memory of man, Viareggio has made
a great advance in dignity, having become at least
trebled in size and population during the last fifty
years; still, however, it will have to grow at the
same , rate for the next succeeding half-century,
before it can-take a distinguished place amongst
the towns of Tuscany. Yet, insignificant in extent
as it is at present, Viareggio evidently pretends to
a far higher grade in point of station than that of a
mere fishing village. A capacious church, crowned
with a large dome, daily invites, with open doors,
the devout Catholic to enter ; and a large waste-
looking piece of ground, covered with parched-up
grass, and ‘surronnded by a fringe of scrubby trees,
proudly assumes the name of the “Piazza Grande.”
A -canal, cut from the sea into the heart of the
little town, allows boats to discharge their cargoes
“conveniently; and close to it, under a double row
of mushroom-shaped trees,. is the favourite lounge
of the seafaring population, where neighbours meet
to sit and talk together about their good or bad
success in the take of fish, or the last yews of
the vine disease, or the conscription (a word of
terror to the Tuscan peasant); and gossip also
(for human nature is much the same amongst high
and low) about the petty scandals of their circle
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—how Guiseppe and his wife fell out, and how all
Tomaso’s earnings are squandered away in cards and
drink. , )

During the course of years, Viareggio, originally
built*at about a quarter of a mile from the shore, has
been creeping seawards; and line after line of street
has been added: one row of houses excluding the
view of the sea from that which had been previously
built, to be itself subsequently excluded by a new
row in a like unpleasant fashion. The line of houses -
that now occupies the van,—the post of pleasure,
honour, and profit, in the bathing .season,—has
a sufficiently attractive and cheerful appearance.
Though the dwellings are for the most part small,
yet nearly all of every size, from the so-called
« palazzo ” of four stories to the peasant’s dwelling
numbering but two, are characterized Wy iron bal-
conies, by walls of gleaming whiteness, and by
windows embellished and shaded by “bright green
Venetian blinds, closing externally after the Italian
fashion. Here it is that pilgrims to the salt~water
chiefly take up their residence; and here it was that
my friend and myself resolved to fix ourselves during
the two weeks’ stay we wished to make at Viareggio.
But mqglerate as were our requirements with regard
to accommodation, we found that even an attic to let,
commanding a view of the sea, was almost an unat-
tainable luxury. ¢ Tutta piena, tutta piena” (all
full), was the unwelcome answer ;that awaited our
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inquiries, as we wended our way from door to door
on our unexpectedly difficult mission. At length,
when all hopes of success were nearly extinguished,
we chanced upon a house in which ‘there actually
were two apartments unoccupied.

The house belonged to a * Contadino,” — the
name applied to a man of the peasant or working
‘classes in Italy s—but, both outside and inside, the
dwelling was very unlike a Contadino’s common
residence, into which no person of civilized habits
could dream of entering as a tenant. But yet,
though light and cheerful, with whitened walls and
large glass windows, the two vacant apartments had
not a very inviting aspect, 'in connection with the
idea of even a fortnight’s residence in them. .No
sofa or arm chair offered to the tived or languid
frame a 1fxurious lounge, and the eye wandered
dejectedly over superannuated rush-seated chairs,
invalided looking-glasses, which appeared as if they
bad just passed through a severe crisis of small-pox,
and beds quite mountain like in the altitude to which
they rose. Still, as the sea stretched out before
the windows so beautifully blue, as the air felt
deliciously fresh, as the waves broke with such a
melodious sound upon the 'beach, and as po other
accommodation by the sea-side was procurable, a
bargain was struck with the mistress of the mansion;
and in a very philosophic frame of mind, making
sage remarks on the subject of the superfluities of
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existence, we entered upon the possession of the
rooms in question. ~

It must be owned that it did require some
philosophy to submit cheerfully to the various dis-
comforts of our habitation ; but after all our stock
of equanimity was not put to thesevere test which
"our first -twenty-four hours’ egxperience of life in
the Contadino’s house gave us reason to anticipate
for after ‘some sharp passages of words with our
landlady, of whom we thought we had reason-to
complain, our circumstances assumed a more smiling
aspect,

“ Abbia pazienza; siamo Contadini,”* was the apo-
logy put forward by Violante, our landlady, for ever
deficiency in her establishment complained of: when
our dinner-table exhibited a very limited amount
of spoons and forks, when our lampa nightly
evinced a most uncontrollable propensity to go out,
the same appeal to our forbearance was sure to be
made—¢ Abbia pazienza ; siamo Contadini.” Not-
withstanding, however, the Contadino plea, we
enjoyed the benefit of a considerable redress of
grievances: the lights increased materially -in bril-
liancy and longevity, and the important spoon and
fork question, as well as other matters that came
under discussion, underwent before long a satisfac-
tory settlement.

“ But, Contadini as you say you are, how do you

* Have patience; we are peasants,
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happen to have such an excellent house as this to
live in?” I said one day to Violante, retorting
upon her favourite exclamation of Abbia pazienza.

“The house was a gift to me from a lady with
whom I lived for some years in service,” replied
Violante; ¢ she was a countess, who had a fine
house in Florence, agd so, being very rich, and very "
generous and good, she had this house built ex-
pressly for my husband and myself, that'we might
earn money by it in the bathing season. A good
lady she was indeed to me! duon’ amma, may her
soul rest in glory.”

The munificent gift of the countess to Violante
came most opportunely, for through its means she
was able to support her family when her husband,
a sailor, was incapacitated from working by an -
accident, which rendered thé amputation of one of
his feet necessary, and thus reduced him to the
position of a cripple. True, the profits derived
from letting the house in the short bathing season
were trifling, but as the expenditure of the peasant’s
family was on the same scale also, the one sufficed
for the requirements of the other. A piece of bread
served for their breakfast; a decoction of hot water
and macecaroni, flavoured occasionally 'with, a bone,
afforded, under the name of soup, materials for their
dinner ; and their supper consisted of a dish of
kidney beans served up in oil: altogether, a style
of living, it must be confessed, by no means costly.
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Occasionally, however, the family fared in a more
luxuriens manner, as I had an opportunity of ob-
serving from my window, which looked down upon
a small garden; there, underpeath the shade of a
spreading vine, the master and mistress of the man-
sion, with a son and two daughters, daily assembled
around a small table to make.their mid-day meal.
The exceptions to the general rule only occurred,
however, on saints’ days and Sundays, when a dish
of fish or of stewed tomatoes graced the board; but
no matter what might be the Style of dinner, no
sooner did the master of the house, the one-footed
sailor, perceive me at my window, than with a most
courteous bow he would very hospitably request me
to assist at the rural banquet that was 0‘oin0' on
below—a piece of politeness which was invariably
responded to on my part by wishing the company
a buon appelito,* a wish enjoined by good manners
according to the established Italian form.

In one respect, our crippled landlord was quite
a curiosity in appearance, for he exhibited almost
an African tint of skin. Swarthy as is generally
the complexion of the working classes in Italy, their
swarthiness rarely amounts to a degree of darkness
sufficiens to raise doubts in the stranger’s mind as to
their claim to a European origin; but Moschardino,f

* Good appetite.

t A sobriquet! one of the very many in general use amongst the
working classes of Italy. I bave found sometimes a man’s next
door neighbours were unacquainted with his real name.
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"as our disabled host was usually called, might well
have passed for one who had drawn his earliest breath
by the banks of the river Nile or Ganges. However,.
it always remained a matter of speculation with me
how far Moschardino’s oriental complexion was due
to the action’ of the sun, or how far ascribable to
a cause easy of removal by the application of a
little soap and water.

Our landlady, Violante, was a perfect specimen
of the Tuscan Centadina, the most hard-working,
indefatigable speciten of human nature anywhere
possible to find. With the earliest dawn of
morning, almost before the cock had begun to
crow, I heard her voice; and she still was bustling
about long after I had lain down. How such an
amount of energy, of strength, and endurance
could have been put into any feminine form, ap-
peared to me a matter of surprise; but in the lean,
sinewy frame of Violante, and in her furrowed brow,
oiie read, as in a printed book, a history of long
years of toil.

“ It is a hard, hard life I lead,” she said to me
one day, in answer to a remark of mine; °but
how can it be helped ? My husband can do nothing
now to earn his bread, and the burden falls on me
‘to support him and our family, Ah! it was a great
mistake I made when I was young, to marry; but
I knew nothing then of what was before me—
of the hard lot that falls to a wife and mother.
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And Guiseppe, too, though he is a good. husband
"now, in former times used to get drunk and beat
me. Ah! would to Heaven I -had never married,”
she exclaimed, reiterating the wish I had so often
previously heard uttered.by the peasant women of
Tuscany, “for the. life I lead, still striviné to earn
a quattrino for my family’s sake, whom I love too
well; is a life of the hardest slavery.”

The weather set in very warm at the beginning of
the third week in July at Viareggio; yet, however
"powerful might be the mid-day’ sun, its great heat
was always tempered by a gentle breeze blowing
freshly from the sea; whose blue expanse, ever
ruffled through this cause, never once: assumed
during my stay a.mirror-like aspect. Still, morn-
ing, mnoon, .evening, night, the.air was filled with
the sound of breaking waves, whose foam, glit-
tering by day in the bright beams of an Italian
sun, formed a sparkling snow-white fringe along
the sandy shore. Nothing more tempting-looking
for bathing purposes than the Mediterranean at
Viareggio can be conceived ; nor did the reality
belie, in this respect, my most ardent anticipations
of enjoyment; for indescribably delightful was it to
plunge beneath the tepid sea, and to feel the warm
spray - of the breaking waves dash over head and
face, as in quick succession their curving crests,
bursting with a roar, dissolved in a sheet of milk-
white foam upon the beach. Little can those whose
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salt-water experiences are confined to the seas that
wash the British or Irish coasts, form a fair idea
of the luxury of an ocean bath under the warm
sun of Italy. No chilly waters arrest the breath, or
send a shudder through the sensitive frame; and
neither prudentml motives, fears for health, dread
of congealing blood, colourless flesh, nor shivering
limbs, limit the bather’s pleasure to a few minutes’
time.

To do the inhabitants (both permanent and oc-
casional) of Viareggio justice, they showed the
utmost appreciation of the marine privileges they
enjoyed ;—in particular, also, it must be recorded
that the rising male population of the town evinced
this feeling in the strongest and most unequivocal
way. Happy boys of Viareggio! While your
luckless contemporaries in other places and other
climes dre stammering over dull books, puzzling
their brains over sums in arithmetic, and inking their
fingers in a laborious attempt to make well-rounded
«o’s” and straight-backed “t's,” you are revelling
in a salt-water elysium from morn till night ;—now
in the tide, jumping, shouting, laughing, dancing,
splashing, gamboling away—now taking a race, in
Eden’s primeval garb, along the beach;—then, rolling,
or tumbling, in the hot sand, and again. rushing off
into the waves, to commence a new series of evolu-
tions. :

“How often do you bathe in the day?” I once
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asked an urchin of about ten years old, whom I
met upon the shore.

% Six or seven times,” he replied.

« And how long do you stay in the water each
time ?” I rejoined. °

¢ Generally from one to two hours,” he answered
—a reply which will serve to give an idea of the
amphibious kind of existence led in the summer
months by the juvenile population of Viareggio.

"A very much more limited allowance of bathing
is that which custom prescribes for the grown-up
portion of the community; two baths a day being
the general amount indulged in by both ladies
and gentlemen. The bath, however, is very variable
in duration: some renounce their aqueous life
at the end of twenty or thirty minutes; others
extend their morning and afternoon bath each into
a recreation of two hours. Small wooden’ houses,
three in number, rising upon a foundation of piles
-above the water, a few yards distance from the
beach, and communicating with the shore by a
narrow bridge, are used as bathing boxes by every
bather who aspires to belong in any way *to the
aristocratic or affluent class. For a lower order—
for thosa, in short, who find it inconvenient to pay
the * Bagnetti ” regulation price, which runs at the
rate of threepence or fourpence a dip—the shore
affords sheds, or rather screens of straw, to serve
as dressing-rooms, at a still lower price.
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But well frequented as are the precincts of the
Bagnetti and straw screens, they are .scantily
peopled in comparison with the aSpect of the shore,
where no such articles of luxury are to be found,
and where, from morning: till night, a ‘motley com-
pany is to be seen either going to, or returning from,
the sea. Here, comes a troop of soldiers marching
along with measured tread, and there, a swarm
of shouting urchins; a guardian of the peace, in
all the pomp of cocked hat and sword, is followed
by a brace of Capuchin friars, with long brown
cloth robes, cord-girt waists, bave feet, and heads
protected from the scorching sun by-hats of straw
with ample brims. Day after day is the same scene
displayed, as day after day the sun shines- bright
and, warm, in a sky where only a few fleecy wreaths
of vapour are seen to veil the glory of i&s clear
_deep blue.

Unimpeachable, however, as are the merits of
Viareggio so far as its bathing prerogatives are
concerned, it yet has two very considerable draw-
backs to its agreeableness as a place of residence
in the*summer time. On the English coast, the
absence of trees and shade is a circumstance of
little moment for visitors to the sea ip search
of recreation or health, as the sun there exerts a
comparatively mild sway, even in the height of his
dog-day reign. But in Italy, on the shores of the
Mediterranean, where for many successive hours
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of a long summer’s day, a flood of light and heat
i$ poured down uninterruptedly from a cloudless
sky, shade becomes not only a luxury, but (for
all above the peasant class) almost a necessity "of
existence. In Italy, in such places where no groves,
no avenues of overarching trees, afford a protection
from the glare and heat, a journey to and fro,
or round a room, or an excursion up-stairs, down~
stairs, or to a neighbouring apartment, must perforce
content the cravings of a restless spirit for motion,
during. eight hours at least of diurnal existence.
Such being the case at Viareggio—there stretching
inland for half a mile or more, a waste of sand,
on which nothing but some prickly sea-plants and
coarse grass will grow—a walk, or stroll, or lounge
in the open air by day, takes rank amongst the list
of umattginable enjoyments. Even, indeed, in the
cool early morning and late evening hours, out-
door exercise could only be indulged in at the cost
of . an amount of toil and fatigue which rendered
walking a kind of purgatorial performance; for in
the loose, soft, dry sand, which- covered the beach
and extended far inland, the foot sank deeply.
Thus, ‘between the hot sun ‘and the yielding sand,
Viareggio, enforced (except as far as the occupation
of bathing was concerned) a very sedentary existence.

About twenty-three o’clock; as the hour before
sunset is called in Italy, Viareggio, which looked as if
it was indulging in a nap all day, begins to assume a

D
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wakeful aspect, and shows signs of life and anima-
tion. Bright green jalousies are thrown wide apart,
whilst every balcony has its group of occupants, to
enjoy the coolhess of the eveningair; and a little
later, as the sun sinks lower in the west, from almost
every house along the shore the inmates issue to bid
the day good-bye, from a favourite spot of rendezvous
on the beach, or from a still more favourite wooden
pier which stretches out beyond. The beach is
the halting place of the most juvenile portion of
the community, who, with wooden spades or spoons,
dig caverns, raise mountains, build houses, make
cakes or pies, and perform many wonderful labours
in the damp sand; while mammas, still keeping a
watchful ‘eye over the movements of their Biancas
or Giovannis, salute their passing friends, or exchange
with one another a budget of domestic news. Here
stalks ¢ young Italy,” in a light linen coat, with 2
cigar in his lips, and staring fixedly, as is the mode
universally with Italian gentlemen, at every youth-
ful feminine face he sees. Dressed out in the most
extravagant style of an extravagant fashion, with
bonnet hanging on her neck, with dress swelled out
by flounces, hoops, and horse-hair to a wondrous size,
the Italian lady sails proudly on, rejoicing in, the .
thought that her attire is in complete accordance
with the last Parisian mode. The Capuchin friar,
‘in his brown cloth robe, wanders to and fro, and
looks with a moody air and lustreless eye upon

L4
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all around; while here and there a portly priest,
having his head adorned by a large three-cornered
hat, and his feet set off by a pair of large buckles
in his shoes, seems from his genial air to participate
largely in all the pleasant influences of the scene.
But few, however, are the loiterers on the beach
compared with those who stroll onwards to the
wooden pier, which offers a pleasant lounge, as well
as numerous seats to the idle throng. Here friends
walk to and fro together, or sit side by side engaged
in careless talk, while before their unheeding eyes
" extends a scene that, once beheld, stamps itself inde-
libly on the stranger’s memory. Almost on the verge
of the ocean bed, in which it would seem about to
sink to rest, is seen the sun, no longer a globe of fire
casting forth a firnace glow of heat and light, but
a ball of burnished gold, shedding a golden radiance
on water, earth, and sky. The windows of Viareggio
flash like diamonds in the yellow light, and high
above the town, and far extending towards the
north, tower the splendid mountains of Carrara, with
their bold summits and wooded slopes bathed in
the most exquisite violet hues. Still further in the
distance the bold headland of Cape Corvo, rising
at the entrance of the Gulf of Spezzis, stands up in
strong relief against the glowing sky. Lower and
lower as the sun sinks towards the horizon, brighter
and brighter glows the reflection of its golden hues
in the flashing mirror of the sea; gaining, at length,
D2
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the line, where sky and water seem to meet, one
minute half its burnished surface is seen above the
wave, in the next its rapidly dwindling crescent-
form has vanished from the sky, which  slowly
pales into a silvery gray, while the ‘purpie tints
upon the mountains merge into a twilight gloom.
Night comes apace; but even as its darkening shadow
falls around, a faint roseate light begins to creep up
the western sky, as if the departed luminary were
returning on his track again. Slowly spreading, the
soft suffusion rises up on high, till a large portion
of the vault of heaven glows with a ruddy light,
that tinges faintly the calm expanse of water under-
neath. North, east, and south the darkness deepens
overhead, .while the round orb of the moon grows
bright and the stars appear. Somé minutes pass, and
.then the West, seemingly loath to exchange the
rich livery of the day for the sable hues of night,
slowly, reluctantly, as it were, yields to the latter’s
irresistible sway. The outline of the distant head-
land melts into the darkened sky, and the nearer
mountains seem to grow loftier in the deepening
.gloom. From the West the rich tints of sunset
fade quite away ; whilst the sea stretches out a dark
expanse, save where the moonbeams fling a glitter-
ing trail; and in the illimitable depths of the dark
blue vault above innumerable stars are sparkling
brilliantly.

But beautiful as.was the day in its decline, the
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- night to which it yields possesses charms, though
widely differing, of a not less attractive kind.
Through the heated air a sense of coolness is dif-
fused by the light evening breeze, which wafts slowly
towards the pier small fishing barks belonging to the
seafaring population of the town. Like diamond-dust
gleam the myriad stars of the Milky Way, whilst
the nearer stellar worlds illuminate the .dark vault
of heaven with their bright, sparkling lamps. In
unclouded majesty the full moon pursues her upward
course, marking the sea beneath with.a rippling sil-
‘very trail. High up the side of the lofty mountains
numerous fires break into view, which increase and
wane, till they successively expire. Mingled with
the melodious roar of the breaking waves are faintly
heard the joyous shouts and laughter of young girls,
seen in the distance, by the bright moonlight, sport-
ing in the waters of the surf-fringed sea. No sound
that comes but falls melodiously on the ear, and not
an object visible but seems to add to the soft beauty
of the scene, from the mariners’ distant warning light
in the isle of Tino, scarcely visible to the eye, to
the full-orbed moon shining through the clear depths
of an Italian sky.

Beautiful as is the scene, however, there are few of
the assemblage on the pier that give much heed to
it, further than to remark on the pleasant coolness of
the air; and before long, when conversational topics
grow somewhat scarce, or those discussed become
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threadbare, 2 homeward movement takes place
amongst the throng. Following the example set,
we also swell the numbers of the retreating band,
and halt with a considerable portion of its strength
at a café, where, still in conformity with the mode,
we take our seat at a small round table, one out of
several. which occupy the space immediately before
the door. Knocking the table to arrest the waiter’s
attention,— who is rushing about with a kind of
frenzied haste, now to receive orders, now to receive
money, now to execute the orders that have been
received,—we at length are fortunate enough to
obtain a moment’s audience, in which we intimate
our desire to indulge in the luxury of an ice cream.
The much toiling individual again hurries off amidst
a volley of knocks resounding from every side; to
which, to the credit of that important personage be
it said, no attention is given until our behest has
been obeyed; this done, however, he hastens off
once more in quest of a supply of gelati di pesca
and di albicocca® to satisfy the popular demand.
Very' rightly does public opinion at Viareggio
flow in favour of refreshments of this kind, for
ices, excellent even in cold northern climes, possess-
peculiar merjts under an Italian summer sky. What
a thrill of pleasure does the taste of the first cold
morsel send through the heated, languid frame! and
to what a keen sensation of regret does the sight

* Peach and apricot ices,
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of the empty glass give rise! Not that the ices of
Viareggio or of Tuscany in general have any pre-
eminent merits of an artistic kind; and in a less
sultry clime they would probably be found. unde-
serving of particular eulogy. One merit, however,
peculiar to this land they do possess undoubtedly,
for when, after looking steadily at my empty glass,
which sanitary considerations forbid me to renew,
I ask what is to pay, I find that six soldi (an
amount which, translated into English, becomes
about two-pence halfpenny) will satisfy the demand.

Beautifully bright shines the moon as we slowly
take our way towards opr abode, and darkly shows
each shadow, seen in contrast with the silvery white-
ness that characterises every object on which the
moonbeams fall. The doors and windows of every
house are thrown wide open to admit the warm,
yet fresh-feeling evening air. Lights sparkle inside:
here, voices engaged in eager conversation are heard;
there, the chords of a plano mingle with a singer’s
rich harmonious tones. Outside the doors of the
lodging-houses belonging to the peasant class the
family of the contadino sit enjoying the fresh air.

We pass along a lengthened row of neat, well-
whitewashed dwellings to where our temporary one,
distinguished from its neighbours by an image of the
Madonna decorating the front, invites our entrance
with open doors. Before the threshold sit Moschar-
dino and Violante, with different members of their
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family. There is Paolo, a youth of nineteen, who,
to his mother’s regret, is on the eve of marriage;
and that, too, with Italian improvidence, to a woman
poor as himself: there, also, is Caterina, a very
handsome, dark-eyed girl, who thinks that human
felicity consists in the possession of a silk dress and
the wearing of a gold chain. There also stands
lounging by, Mariana, a half-witted girl of sixteen,
who looks as if an abhorrence of soap and water
was the predominating feeling in her darkened mind.
All rise at our approach, all wish us ¢ felice sera”
in a breath, and the ever hospitable Moschardino
invites us to sit down, which invitation, as the old'
gentleman’s conversation is somewhat unintelligible,
from the extreme volubility of his ufterance, I
decline.  Violante hastens to bring lights: we ascend
the stairs, and after exchanging a few words with
our fellow-lodgers, two Lucchese ladies, whose
apartments adjoin ours, we follow their example
in preparing to seek repose.

¢ Felicissima notte,” * says Violante, in the soft
dialect of Tuscany; T elicissima notte,” I respond;
and, presto, clambering up the steep altitudes of my
couch, and gaining the soft and sheltered summit
of my Mont Blanc, I wish felicissima® notfe to
Viareggio dnd the whole world.

* Most happy nig}‘t'
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CHAPTER IIL

LUCCA, AND THE BATHS OF LUCCA.

Lucca rises up out of a plain that is celebrated for
its fertility ; the natural productiveness of the soil
being increased by a most perfectly arranged system
of irrigation. Stimulated by the combined influences
of heat and moiéture,_all‘ vegétation assumes the
most luxuriant aspect. A richer and a more pro-
ductive country than that by which the walls of
Lucca are surrounded is, perhaps, not to be found
anywhere. '

Lucca, like most of the Italian towns in the
present day, deriyes now its sole interest from its
past existence. Places characterised as the scenes
of remarkable or stirring events always exercise a
kind of spell over the imagination. The cell where
the patriot has been confined, the square which has
witnessed thie martyr’s agony, the ground which
has. been the theatre of a famous battle, all exert
a powerful influence over the mind and fancy, It
matters not though the cell be but four common
bare stone walls, though the square be an ordinary
Paved court, surrounded by mean and insignificant
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dwellings, or the battle ground be but an unin-
teresting-looking expanse of cornfields, intersected
by quickset hedges,—a’ power resides in all these
objects to attract the eye, to enlist the interest,
and to touch the feelings. The captive comes
before us with his pale, thin, careworn face ; around
the stake to which the hapless victim is attached
rise up .the glowing flames; and the din of a
murderous conflict—the tramp of horses, the clash
of contending weapons, the cries of suffering, and
the roar of cannon, resound within our ears.

Though Lucca, however, appeals not by its history,
to our sympathies in any particular degree, either |
through the greatness of its power or the genius of
its sons, it yet "possesses a claim to our respectful
consideration from the high position it occupied
among the numerous republican towns of Tuscany.
Here was silk first produced and manufactured in
Italy—a circumstance which contributed materially
for many years to the prosperity of the town; and
from the energy and enterprise that characterised its
citizens in all matters that related to commerce and
trade, the epithet of “the Industrious?” was attached
to its name. Even under the Lombard Kings of
Italy, whose power was subverted by the Franks in
the eighth century, Lucca had risen to be a place
of considerable importance; so much so, that it
became the capital and seat of government of
princes of its own, who, under the title of Duke,
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exercised sovereign sway over the whole of Tuscany.
The twelfth century found Lucca a free town, whose
existence was as much disturbed by dissensions and
feuds :imongst its citizens as was that of any other
republican city of Tuscany.

Hotly and eagerly, as in Florence, did the Guelph
and Ghibeline factions engage in conflict within its
walls ; and it was whilst these were battling together
in the streets that, in the fourteenth. century, the
Pisans entered, and took possession of the town.
Throwing off the yoke of Pisa, after various vicis-
situdes through which it passed, from the grasp of
‘a domestic tyrant into the possession of a Bohe-
mian King, Lucca was only saved from being
subjected to Florentine rule by olice more falling
into the possession of the Pisans, who defeated the
rival republicans in a mighty battle which was -
fought in contention for the prize under the very-
walls of Lucca. To the Pisan supremacy succeeded
that of Charles IV., and from that monarch the
Lucchese purchased their freedom at an enormous
price. Short, however, was the period marked by
the enjoyment of the costly boon, for before thirty
years had passed away, Lucca lay prostrate at the
feet of (ian Galeazzo, the tyrant Duke of Milan,
Recovering their liberty once more, the Lucchese
did not recover with it the qualities of mind which
in former times had rendered them worthy to exercise
the prerogatives of self-government; for whilst the
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town still bore the name of a republic, it was tyran-
nised over by a narrow oligarchy of its citizens—
an oligarchy, however, which, though hated by the
people, maintained its sway until the year 1800,
when the French took possession of Tuscany: an
event which was followed before long by the
entrance into Lucca of the Princess Elise, sister
of Napoleon Buonaparte, as sovereign of the town
and adjoining territory. In the same month, and
in.the same year, Genoa, which formed with Lucca
the last remnants of the ancient republican towns
of Italy, lost its independence also. .
But if Lucca lost its independence, it did not #
lose its dignity, for it continued to be the capital
of a State, the Tesidence of a court, and the seat of
government during the rule of the French Princess,
and of the succeeding house of Bourbon, down to
1847; when, in virtue of the treaty of Vienna, where- °
by the Allied Powers assumed to themselves the
right of deciding on the destinies of small, power-
less States, Lucca and the Lucchese territory passed
into the possession of Leopold II, the present
Grand Duke of Tuscany. Behold now Lucca—its
liberty, its independence gone; its name as a State
extinguished ; its distinction as the seat of a govern-
ment, as the residence of a court, at an end: behold
it dejected, grieving, burning secretly with indigna-
tion at the change, with the spark of disaffection
and disloyalty smouldering. in its breast, ready at
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the first favourable ‘moment to burst out into a
formidable flame.

Piety and wealth combined in Lucca, as in its
neighbouring republican cities, to raise noble and
numeroys ‘temples to the Deity. Some of these,
erected in the eighth century, serve as monuments
of the existence of the Lombard kingdom, by
offering .to view. the characteristic features of the
Lombard architectural school. The cathedral, a
handsome building, dates its existence from the
eleventh century, and exhibits a fagade adorned
by’ several tiers of arches ‘and rich inlaid work ;
the latter representing the somewhat inappropriate
subject of the chase—huntsmen equipped with lance
and horn, and accompanied by dogs, being depicted
in the pursuit of a curious medley of wild animals,
consisting of foxes, wolves, lions, boars, and deer.
The interior of the cathedral, compared with the
interiors of the cathedrals of Pisa and Florence,
-is somewhat insignificant; for, though ornamented
with fine stained glass, some rich Gothic tracery,
and a ceiling where frescoes of saints show forth
on a ground of blue, it does mot at all make up
by such decorations for its inferiority to the
Florentine and Pisan cathedrals in .point of size.
One distinction, however, the cathedral of Lucca
enjoys over that of Florence or of Pisa, in that
it is the possessor of a relic which was venerated
in former times in the highest degree throughout
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all Europe. Richly gilt and adorned is the small
chapel that contains the Volto Santo dé Lucca,*—a
crucifix carved in cedar-wood by the hand, it is
alleged, of Nicodemus, and miraculously transported
to Lucca in the eighth century. By the “Volto
Santo di Lucca,” under its medieval Latin name,
did princes and nobles swear: the per vultum de
Luca being recorded as our second Norman King’s
most favourite oath, of the many with which
he was aceustomed to garnish his discourse and
to give energy to his words. Yet, although this
relic has lost its ancient celebrity, though princes
and nobles swear by it no more, its sacred reputation
still in this day prevails so far as to cause it to
be shrouded from the public gaze; except on three
great occasions of the year, when it is brought forth
for adoration, with a sparkling jewel on its breast,
and a gilt crown upon. its head. Fortunately,
however, for the passing stranger, who, except by
special permission or rare good chance, cannot get
a glimpse of the sacred work of art—a declared
facsimile of the image is always exposed to view ;
which, if in very truth it be what it is professed,
gives a most unfavourable idea of thé artistic genius
of Nicedemus.

Exclusive of the cathedral, there are eleven
churches in Lucca, sufficiently remarkable in some
way or other to entitle them to a place in the guide~

* « Holy face of Lucca.”
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book of every traveller. San Michele, venerable
in years, dating its existence from the period of
Lombard rule, displays on the sammit of its richly
decorated white marble front, a colossal figure of
the Archangel in whose honour the stately pile-was
reared. Some fine pictures by Fra Bartolommeo
give interest to San Romano; and San Frediano,
built out of the ruins of a deserted amphitheatre,
commends itself to Irish sympathies, from its having
been raised in honour, as well as bearing the name,
of the highly venerated son of an Irish king. In
not only spiritual, but also in manual works, did
the' Irish saint engage; for within this church an
immense slab of marble may be seen, which was
lifted (as an inscription testifies) by San Frediano
and his canons from the quarry where it was dug,
and transferred by the same hands fo the car
destined to draw it to the place where it now
stands,

Of the merits, or of the characteristics, of the
seven remaining churches of Lucea, it is not for me
to tell ; since sight-seeing becoming an intolerable toil
under the influence of a July sunm, I turned away
from churches, Lombard or Gothic, or Lombard
and Gothic intermixed, from sculptures, from dim
frescoes, and from paintings of artists of more or
less note, and bent my steps towards the ramparts
of the town, to take a look at the works of the great
Artist, whose creations combine all that is lovely
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and sublime: creations before which those of the
greatest Italian masters fade into insignificance.
The Piazza Ducale, through which I passed on my
way to the city walls, is a handsome, spacious square,
' adotned "with rows of trees, and derives its name
from the adjoining Ducal Palace, before whose un-
frequented gate a sentinel was pacing apathetically
to and fro. In front of ‘the now deserted building a
monument stands, raised to the memory of a Duchess
of Lucca, to whom the citizens owed the construc-
.tion of a splendid aqueduct, which affords at this
present day a plentiful supply of water to the inha-
bitants of the town. Square, palace, or monument,
however, possess but little power to arrest the
stranger’s steps under the influence of a July noon-
day sun, and passing onwards, I gained in a few
minutes the ramparts of the town, from whence
there burst upon my view a prospect of -which the
_Lucchese have reason to be proud. How strongly
does the durability of nature contrast with the insta-
bility of all human glories. Fallen now as Lucca is
from its ancient republican wealth, power, and dig-
nity—blotted out as now it is from the list of States
and degraded into the rank of a mere provincial
town, its amphitheatre of hills is still as beautiful,
and towers up as grandly in the alr, as when, in
centuries Jong gone by, the churches of San Fre-
diano and San Michele sprang into existence under
the dominion of the Lombards.
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Echoing no longer with the clash of arms, with
warlike shouts, or with the heavy tread of men-at-
arms, the ramparts now are made to serve far dif-
ferent uses from those for which they were. originally
constructed ; for, planted with trees, which overarch
a broad and well-kept walk, they now afford a de-
lightful promenade to the Lucchese, especially in the
hot summer months. Delicious is- the shade, as,
emergmg from the heat and glare of a July sun, I
stand beneath the thick canopy of leaves, through
which but two or. three intrusive sunbeams here and
there can force their way; and peacefully the mur-
muring sounds from the quiet town fall on my ear,
as, in a solitude® unbroken by the sight of any
living creature, I slowly stroll along this enduring
monument of a sanguinary age, where human blood
was shed like water to satisfy the cravings of ambition,
the desire for plunder, or the thirst for vengeance.

Very beautiful is the view, on which from time to
time I pause to gaze. A soft purple haze rests on
the chain of hills, that like a natural rampart encircles
the rich vale in which Lucca stands. Here a de-
élivity*high and bare, there a verdant slope, arrest
the eye, whilst everywhere the graceful varying
outlines of the hills are seen to stand out in bold
relief against the deep azure of the sky, and the rich

* Italians say that no living creatures, save mad dogs and
English people, will voluntarily stir out of doors during the heat
of the day in summer.

B
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plain glows and sparkles in the bright sunshine.
From the walls of Lucca to the Pisan hills upon one
side, or on the other to the more distant Appenines, .
a sea of verdure stretches out, thickly dotted over
with villages and the dwellings of the peasantry.
Vines, festooned from tree to tree, encircle fields in
which the Indian maize has taken the place of the tall
waving golden wheat harvested more than a month
ago. Art combines with nature to adorn the scene,
from the rich green of the irrigated meadows to
the lofty arches of the magnificent aqueduct, which,
spanping a large portion of the plain, advances
in close vicinity to the city walls.

But when the churches and the view from the
ramparts have been seen, the stranger, who chances
to visit Lucca during the months of July or August,
hurries away impatiently from the town; for the
heat is oppressively intense, in the full glare of the
sun, and even in the shade there prevails a stove-
like temperature. At this season of the year no
Lucchese noble, or plebeian with independent means,
continues in the town. Some go to ruralize in
country villas for a while; others, destitute of. such
possessions, repair to Leghorn or to Viareggio for
sea-bathing, or to Monte Catini for health qr recrea-
tion; but, singularly enough, very few frequent the
baths fo which Lucca gives the distinctive name,
although distant but fifteen miles, and possessing
in point of coolness and beauty an immeasurable
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superiority over every other summer refreat in
Tuscany. '
_ But if the Lucchese are indifferent to the charms
of the Baths of Lucca, the foreigners belonging to
that fair-complexioned race denominated ¢ Inglese,”
who have taken up their temporary or permanent
abode in Tuscany, shew a thorough appreciation
of the advantages and .attractions of the place.
As soon as the hot weather begins, carriages, laden
outside with luggage, and filled inside with faces
belonging unmistakeably to the Anglo-Saxon race,
may be seen, day after day, travelling along the road
that leads from Florence to ‘these Baths; and so
many of these vehicles passed before my view at
Monte Catini in the month of June, that the dusty
highway, on which my sitting-room windows looked,
assumed the aspect, in a great degree, of an English
thoroughfare. Fully prepared, therefore, as far as
society was'concerned, to find myself in a miniature
England, I leave the broiling town of Lucca, in com-
pany with a friend, to spend the autumn months
amidst the shade of chesnut-covered hills, in the
most beautiful valley of Tuscany.

Almost from the very gate of Lucca through
which we pass, the road to the Baths is distinguished
by a considerable degree of beauty. Following the
course of the Serchio (a very ill-conducted river,
whose propensity for overflowing can with the
greatest difficulty be restrained), we travel along

2
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a road, bordered on both sides with festooned vines,
towards the rich valley through which the Serchio
" winds. The closer we approach the hills, which on
the north side bound the luxuriant plain, the more
attractive becomes the scenery. At a distance of
little more than three miles from the town, stands
Marlia, a summer palace of the Duke; and in its
vicinity may be seen many handsome villas, which,
though the property of Lucchese nobles, are,, for
the consideration of a reasonable amount of scudsi,
quite at the service of such persons as may desire
to- have them as their summer residences: a con-
descension of an extremely sensible nature on the
part of the proprietors; if, as it is alleged, the
hills. keep off every cooling breeze, and hosts of
mosquitoes indulge without pity or remorse their
sanguinary appetites. Not'far from Marlia, the
Serchio is crossed by a sandstone bridge, erected in
1832 to replace its predecessor, which was. carried
away by one of the rebellious outhreaks of the river
thirteen years before. As a protection, probably,
against the recurrence of such a catastrophe, the pre-
sent structure, Ponte a Muriano, as it is called, is
adorned with statues of saints of colossal size, which
we hope will have the good effect of kgeping the
turbulent Serchio henceforth in order.

From Muriano to the Baths, the road still con-
tinuing faithful to the left bank of the Serchio,
gradually ascends, through a fine valley bounded by
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lofty hills, on whose declivities, midst olives, vines,
and chesnut trees, a succession of picturesque vil-
lages appear. On the summit of a lofty eminence
is seen the Convento degli Angeli (Convent of the
Angels), founded by the Queen of Etruria, in.1815 ;
but in accordance with the name, which harmonises
well with the aérial situation of the structure, it must
- be a subject of regret to those of its inhabitants who
may have to pant and toil up the steep ascent, on
their retwrn from spiritnal missions in the world
below, that the angelic mode of locomotion by means
of wings has not been conferred on them.

, Hills, mountains, river, chesnuts, olives, vines,
villages, farm-houses, villas, continue to meet the
view as we proceed; but, like objects seen in a
kaleidoscope, to which the slightest motion gives
variety of aspect, each advancing step we take,
though the features of the scene remain the same,
presents them in some fresh and ever beautiful com-
bination.  Villages bearing the old Roman names,
which mark their distance from the Lucchese metro-
polis, in quick succession we pass by, and near the
furthest one of these we see the place where stood,
not many years ago, a bridge which the Serchio in
one of its fierce bursts of passion entirely swept away.
The little town of Borgo, the emporium of the moun-
tain commerce in silk, hemp, and wool, comes ‘soon
into view, and close to it is seen an ancient and
extremely singular-looking bridge, to which, though
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rightfully bearing the name of Ponte della Maddalena,
“ the appellation of Ponte del Diavolo (Devil’s Bridge)
has been popularly assigned. Not wholly undeserved,
indeed, is the ill-omened name by which this struc-
ture is almost invariably called, since, to the super-
stitious eye, it well might seem to owe its existence to
some impish freak ; for, constructed in utter opposi-
tion to ordinary rule, its central arch is raised to such
a height above the other four that, at its summit, the
narrow causeway forms an angle too acute to admit
of any carriage crossing it. Thanks to the great
altitude, however, as well as to the wide span of
the centre arch, the Ponte del Diavolo has borne
repeated bursts of the fitful fury of the Serchio for
centuries, unscathed.

Shortly after passing Ponte del Diavolo, the
Serchio, just previous to turning off into another
valley, is joined by the Lima, a tributary mountain
stream, by whose side we journey onward. In spite,
however, of the very mild and inoffensive_ aspect
of our new friend, which murmurs on musically
over its rocky bed, it would seem to partake of
the Serchio’s turbulent character, for on its banks
rise up the towers of an unfinished suspension bridge,
intended to replace a bridge of stone which fell
a victim to the river’s violence in 1836, Still
travelling by the Lima, along a road overhung
by chesnut trees, and bordered on one side by
vines, the first houses of Ponte a Seraglio, the
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metropolis of the bathing district, soon appears.
On the very outskirts of the village rises up La
Maison de la Grande Bretagne, as if to arrest the
onward movement of the British traveller by an
appeal to his patriotic feelings. A few steps further
on, the Albergo di Londra advances a similar claim
on the cockney’s sympathies; and within a few
;yards’ distance “ Pagnini’s Hotel,” written in gigan-
tic characters on the front of a large house directly
opposite to “Cordon’s Store,” confirms the English
character of the locality. Dashing along at the
Italian’s favourite frantic pace, through two short
Tarrow streets, we reach the bridge which gives the
distinctive name of Ponte a Seraglio to the small
cluster of houses that extend for a short distance on
either bank of the river.

But, the bridge being gained, our progress was
arrested by a military band, that occupied (at the
farther side of the stream) a small piazza through
which we desired to pass. Except for tired tra-
vellers, the delay would have been an agreeable
one, for the scene had many features which could
scarcely fail to be attractive to the stranger’s eye.
To the right and left, the view is closed in by
wooded heights, at whose feet the river runs in a
narrow winding valley; and high above the village
rise up precipitous hills, clothed with the bright green
*foliage of the chesnut, amidst which here and there-
white gleaming villas are seen, Nearer, the view
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presents the animated scene which life in a fashion-
able bathing-place always offers in the frequented
season of the year. Around the band, whose
members seem to do their best to display the full
powers of their instruments, is assembled a gay
and m'otley company. Before the doors of three
cafés of which the small piazza boasts, are ranged
.a number of small tables, where lovers of music and
ice creams sit and indulge -at the same time in their
two favourite luxuries. Young ladies with large
straw hats, brown, gray, or white, underneath which
are seen true English faces, exchange greetings with
young gentlemen in linen coats, who, in spite of
a carefully cultivated moustache or beard in the
Italian style, look  as much true-born Britons.in
aspect as they are in language. Here and there, a
sallow-faced Frenchman, or a fashionable-looking
Frenchwoman, may be seen, and occasionally, too, a
dark-eyed Italian is visible; but the great bulk of
the company, if not exactly English (for Americans
abound), is composed of persons of at least English
origin. On every side the rougher tones of our
island tongue overpower the soft musical language of
Tuscany ; to have closed my eyes on chesnut woods,
on the cloudless sky, on houses unmarked by stain
or mildew, on signboards-with Italian inscriptions, on
a group of vetturint lounging on the bridge, and to have
judged by sounds alone, I should have pronounced*
myself in England.
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First in importance, -as well as in’ magnitude, of
the three villages which are comprehended under
the name of the Baths of Lucca, Ponte a Seraglio
enjoys the distinction of being the head-quarters of
the gay world of fashion. Here is the post-office, and
here also the Casino, 2 handsome building devoted
to purposes of amusement, where nightly assemblies
are held during the fashionablé season, in a large
room ornamented with mirrors and gilding. Here,.
under the auspices of royalty, balls take place pretty
frequently at stated intervals; but the enjoyment
of dancing is by no means confined to such periods,
for a piano which the room contains is constantly
made to do duty for the orchestra, to whose music
young ladies and gentlemen go through their varied
evolutions on state ball evenings, when the Grand
Duke and Grand Duchess, and the young Arch-
dukes, deign to honour the company with their
presence.  Adjoining the ball-room is another large
apartment, where the natives of England, Germany,
France, and Italy can read the varied news of the
day, each in his native language. The Casino also
contains a billiard-table for such as are partial to
that species of recreation; but no gaming-table is
seen: for by a very praiseworthy edict of the late
Duke of Lucca, in 1846, gambling, once the
opprobrium of the Baths, was strictly prohibited.

The Bagno alla Villa, the second village of the

Baths in point of size, consists of two straggling lines
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of houses, which form an irregular street running
along the base of a steep hill that forms one side
of a narrow valley through which the Lima flows,
Distant about a mile from the Ponte, with which it
communicates by a shady road, the scenery of the
Villa resembles much the first-mentioned’ village in
general features, though somewhat more confined
in character. At both the view is closed in on
every side by lofty chesnut-covered hills, at whose
feet a river flows, the brawling voice of which is
heard both night and-day resounding in the air.
While the houses of the Ponte, for the most part,
however, overhang the stream, those of the Villa,
retreating a short distance from its banks, interpose
small gardens between. Essentially different in its
general aspect, the Ponte wears a gay, flaunting,

_dissipated look; while the Villa* has an extremely

quiet, retiring aspect, as if it shunned the pomp
and flutter of the gay world. Here, indeed, come
quiet families, serious fan;i]ies, strict in the per-
formance of their religious duties, and families to
whom the vicinity of the English church is far more
attractive than that of the Casino. Gziiety, indeed,
evidently cannot be made to flourish at the Villa,
any more than roses in a sandy desert; for a pretty-
looking structure, bearing the inscription of “Teatro”

* In former times, the character of the Villa may have been

somewhat different, ag the Duke of Yucca had his residence in
this locality.
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(Theatre) over the door is silent and deserted, except
when the Grand Duke’s band, retiring there on
practising days, awakens its dormant echoes. Nor,
though it be the head-quarters of the musical corps,
is the quiet, serious character of the Villa destroyed
by public performances; for while the Ponte a Ser-
aglio has its band days, and the Bagni Caldi, the
,third number of the family group, is distinguished
in a similar manne?, no rakish waltz or dissipated
polka ever disturbs the philosophic or religious
meditations of the inhabitants of the Villa. Music,
indeed, is frequently wafted on the air to the recesses
of the dwellings, but music it is that could never
be guilty of disturbing the mental equilibrium by
an undue vivacity of character; as any one could
testify who, like me, had lived for a month within
carshot of a guardhouse, where an indefatigable
- player on the trombone daily exhaled the sorrows
of his soul in a series of the most dismal and
nnearthly tones imaginable.

The Bagni Caldi,* the third, and by much the
smallest village of the group, has its comparative
inferiority in point of size atoned for by the distinc-
tion it enjoys of containing the residence of the
Grand Duke. Placed about half-way up the pre-
cipitous hill, at the base- of which the principal
portion of the Ponte extends, the Bagni Caldi affords
Its inhabitants the advantages of an extensive view

* Hot baths,



60 LIFE IN TUSCANY.

and a bracing air. Still, such advantages must be
considered to be dearly purchased by persons who
have not, like the Grand Duke, carriages and horses
constantly at their disposal; for the approach to this
exalted post is by a road which, notwithstanding
its serpentine course as it winds upwards on its way,
taxes the breath and energies to a very considerable
degree, especially on a hot summer day. On this
account, probably, it happens that, while the Ponte
and the Villa each possess numerous large and
flourishing-looking * hotels, the Bagni Caldi cannot
exhibit one ; in spite of the attraction of its fine Bath
House, where nature, acting the benevolent apothe-
cary’s part, serves up a steaming compound of
sulphur, iron, lime, and magnesia, free of cost—a
liberality which the dispensers of the medicated
waters do not emulate.

Notwithstanding that the village of the Bagni
Caldi would seem from its name to arrogate to itself
" some peculiar distinction -on the score of the tempe-
rature of its springs, these latter possess the property
of heat in common with four other sources, which
are equally employed for baths. The springs of the
Bagni Caldi, however, have a higher temperature
than .any of the rest, for whilst the warmest of these
latter only reach to 112 degrees of Fahrenheit, the
former rises to 136. The waters of one of the
springs are used internally, and are sent to various
parts of Italy, it is said authoritatively ; but if such
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is the case, their reputation, as regards drinking
purposes, judging from my own observation, must be
infinitely greater abroad than it is at home; for I
never saw .a draught of mineral water taken by
any one during my two months’ residence at the
Baths.

Numerous as were the Enﬂhsh families staying at
the Baths of Lucca in the summer of 1856, on every
s1de, yet from every quarter, from hotel and lodging-
house keepers down to the purveyors of horses and
donkeys, I heard many lamentations of the paucity
of the number of Inglese. There was every reason,
indeed, to believe that, in comparison with the advent
of the English in former years, the complaint uttered
so generally in regard to their scanty numbers was
correct; for in the véry height of the fashionable
season I saw many lodging-houses quite shut up,
and in others, suites of apartments remained unlet.
From what I heard and saw, the Baths of Lucca
seemed evidently to be waning in prosperity, so far
at least as the foreign element is concerned, that has
ministered for many years so very largely to its
wealth ; for fashion, influenced by inéreased facilities
of travelling, induces its English subjects resident
in Italy ¢o pass the hot months of the year by the
shores of the lovely lakes of Switzerland.  Still,
however much the flow of the annual tide of
English to the Baths of Lucca may diminish in
amount, the English element of population will
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probably never fail to shew itself pretty conspicu-
ously in the place. For, whatever aspirations may
exist after a summer abode by the lakes of Leman
and Lucerne, these aspirations can only be indulged
in, whers a large family is concerned, through the
medium of a well-filled purse; which is not at the
command of that numerous class of English residents
in Tuscany, who from economical considerations have
become exiles from theirmative land. So Miss Hen-
rietta, however she may long to wander amongst
Alpine heights, and fill her sketch-book with views of
snow-crowned mountains and chélet-dotted valleys,
must perforce content herself with a summer resi-
dence by the Lima’s side, and limit her artistic powers
to the Devil's Bridge, or villages with red-tiled
roofs, wooded heights, old' church towers, and
hordes of ragged beggars, whilst young Mr. George,
the proprietor of a carefully cultivated and promis-
- ing infantine moustache, who pants for the glory of
climbing up Mont Blane, encountering bears, or
hunting chamois, must resign himself to the tamer
pleasures which the Casino of the Ponte a Seraglio
offers, of billiard-playing. and newspaper readmg in
the morning, dancing, music, and flirtation in the
evening. ¢

Truly, however, those English residents in Flo-
rence are little to be pitied, whom scanty means
precludes from seeking a more distant place -of
summer recreation than the Baths of Lucca. Al-
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though compared with Alpine scenery, that of the
Appenines is tame, the taste must be fastidious
indeed, that would not derive a high degree of
gratification from the sight of the winding yalleys,
hemmed in with lofty and magnificently ewooded
hills, with which the neighbourhood of this beauti-
ful Tuscan watering-place abounds. To such per-
sons as are fond of riding, and can attain to a
philosophical indifference in ‘regard to *roads,—who
will not recoil from scrambling up on horseback to
peasant villages perched eagle-like on the summits
of ‘high declivities, by highways that resemble
nothing so much as the dried-up rocky beds of
mountain streams, a great variety of grand as well
as very beantiful views may be obtained. From the
village of Lugliano especially, a village crowning
the hill at the foot of which the white houses
of a considerable portion of Ponte a Seraglio
rise, a very splendid prospect is seen, of glens and
valleys, of winding rivers and wooded hills, whose
updulating outlines stand out in strong relief against
the deep blue sky, of villages clinging to the sides or
crowning the summits of bold declivities, over which
tower up in grim and solemn grandeur the naked,
barren crigs, herbless, leafless, and lifeless, of the
lofty Appenines.
" Small as is the quantity of arable land amongst
these hills and glens, the unlaboured earth yet
affords ¢rbeistence to a population almost as dense
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as .that which exists in-the rich -plains of Tuscany,
judging from the number of villages that meet the
view. . Many are the compensating gifts of nature;
and here; where the steepness of the hills offers an
almost insurmountable obstacle to the cultivation
of grain, a bountiful Providence has clothed their
precipitous sides and lofty summits with a tree,
which, “while it beautifies their aspect, yields to
the inhabitants of the district an abundance of
nutritious food. What the potato was to the Irish
peasant a few years ago, the chesnut is to the
dwellers amidst these hills at this present day; and,
like the former article of food, should the lattér be
annihilated by some fell disease, the dread Irish
tragedy of 1846 would be re-enacted on a smaller
scale amidst these Appenine glens. Stripes of Indian
corn and patches of French beans may be seen, in-
deed, extending along the level ground of the narrow
valleys, or growing on the summits of the hills,
around the peasant villages, in small garden plots,
but the combined produce of these crops, even in
the most favourable season, would scarcely afford
subsistence to the dense population of those districts
for more than a few days.

The chesnut harvest takes place for the most part
towards the end of October; but there are trees,
however, of an early kind, which commence to
shed their fruit some weeks before. Eagerly does
the peasant watch the skies in September, for on
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the character of the weather in that month do his
hopes of an abundant harvest in a great degree
depend. Rain and sunshine following each other
in quick succession form the kind of weather that
is considered to exercise the most favourable influ-
ence on the crop; for without rain” the chesnuts
will not swell, and without sunshine. they will not
ripen as they ought. In general, indeed, September
does' not disappoint the peasant’s wishes in these
respects; yet sometimes it proves his enemy, by
bringing him the Libeccio, the dreaded South-west
wind, laden with salt, under whose influence the-
chesnuts turn quite black, and drop. At such a-
period, general consternation prevails, Heaven is-
besieged with prayers to withdraw the blighting-
blast, and the peasant kneels at the shrine of the-
Madonna, and with more than his wonted fervour-
invokes her aid.

The proprietorship of a patch of chesnut forest
is a dignity much longed for by the peasant inha-
bitants of these hills, Few of them, however, com-
paratively speaking, attain to the position of pro-
prietors ; the chesnut woods belonging, for the most
part, to members of a higher class, who let them
to poor labom:ing people, on the terms so generally
prevalent in Tuscany, of receiving half the produce
in the way of rent.

Although chesnuts, both boiled and roasted, are
extensively eaten by these mountaineers, the principal

F
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portion of the fruit is ground like grain; and from
the flour thus obtained, a kind of porridge called
pollenta, and a cake, termed indifferently neccio,
miglidccio, or castagnacio, is made, which forms.the
pfincipa'l diet of the people throughout the year.
This cake (nelcio, as it is generally called by the
Lucchese) is sweet and pleasant to the taste; but
although considered to be exceedingly nutritious,
its dyspeptic tendencies are very great, except as
regards such persons as have from infancy been
accustomed to its use. The manufacture of this
 meccio requires but little time or skill. Mixed with
water the farina dolce* (as the chesnut flour is
termed) forms a dough, which, when kneaded into
-a cake about two inches thick, is laid sandwich
fashion between two small circular flat stones, on the
inner side of which dried chesnut leaves are spread.
Into the centre of a fire—formed probably of the
wood of the chesnut tree—these two flat stones with
the intervexiin'g dough are placed, and through the
medium of this primitive stove, a cake is speedily
produced ; soft, dark in colour, and sweet to the
taste. In preparation for the manufacture of this
neccio, large quantities of the leaves of the ches-
nut tree are collected in the month of September,
strung all close together on a cord, and then hung
up outside the house to dry. At the end of Sep-
tember, scarcely a peasant’s house is to be seen, that

* Sweet flour.
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has not one or more pendent rows of chesnut leaves
garnishing its front. Other preparations for winter
meals are seen also at this period of the year.
Underneath the shade of the chesnut trees grow
quantities of fungi, which, though bearing to an
English eye a most poisonous aspect, are much
made use of by the peasantry, when fresh, to form
a dish, when dried, to flavour their ordinary kinds
of food.  Insipid, however, ‘as these fungi are in
point of taste, compared to the English mushroom,
‘and indeed almost destitute as they are of savoury
qualities, they are eagerly sought for by the pea-
santry in the autumn months, when they appear;
and though some are used in their fresh state, the
most part ave preserved for winter use, by being
cut up in pieces and laid out to dryin baskets
placed before the door.

Abundant as is the harvest which the chesnut
generally yields, and cheap as is the food that it
gﬁ'ords, a very considerable number of the popula-
tion of those hills are annually driven, by the pressure
of want, to seek the means of existence elsewhere.
~ When the autumn months set in, groups of hardy
peasants may be seen wending their way to Leg-
horn, to embark for Corsica: where they find employ-
ment during the winter, and gain sufficient money
to support their families, to whom they return in
the latter end of April or beginning of May. The
summer past, the succeeding autumn witnesses the

F 2
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scene of the preceding season renewed; and so on
in’a similar manner year after year.

Sirange to the ears of the Tuscan peasants are the
tales of Corsican life that these wanderers bring
home. The Lucchese women, who are accustomed
from their childhood to the hardest toil, working
incessantly from morn till night, daily ascending
precipitous hills carrying tremendous loads wupon
their heads, listen with wonder when their fathers
or brothers tell how the Corsican women, for the
most part, sit squatted in listless idleness on the
ground ; and with no less surprise, not unmingled
with envy, perhaps, do the home-staying young
Giovannis and Guiseppes hear how the Corsican
men, scorning all kinds of drudging work, allow
their fields to remain untilled, and their spades
and hoes to spoil with rust, whilst shouldering
their guns they hie off in company to the woods to
shoot.

‘Not alone, however, does Corsica afford a field of
employment to these poor mountaineers; scarcely
a year passes by that enterprising youths do not
leave their native hills to seek their fortunes in
England or America, by following for the most part
the trade of modellers of plaster figures. Some years
ago the profession was a good one, I was told by
one of these vagrant artists, who had returned home
with a fortune of five thousand dollars from America.
¢ ] used often to make,” he said, * from nine to tert
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dollars a day; but now the business is overstocked:
the lads of the present day, who take to the same
way of earning their bread, don’t make half of ,that
amount.” This man had two brothers, modellers
like himself; one had, like him also, returned en-
riched from America, the other had married and
settled in England. Few, however, of these
wandering mountaineers establish themselves in
a foreign country, if they should happen to have
secured by their exertions a sufficiency of means
to enable them to live with the least degree of
comfort in their native land. Little attractive to
the stranger’s eye as are the homes of the peasan-
try in the neighbourhood of the Baths of Lucca,
the natives of these hills find a charm in their
dark, dirty, furnitureless, smoke - stained interiors,
which the snug, clean, comfortable cottages of
America or England do not in their ideas possess.
With an intense yearning for country and kindred,
the wandering modeller generally returns to spend
his declining days under the shade of those chesnut
trees, beneath which his earliest youth was passed.
But sufficient as are for him the pleasures of that
rough and rude existence to which he returns, and
the shelter of the roof under which he first drew
breath,—indifferent as he is to unglazed windows
and dirt-stained walls, so long as he has the means
of indemnifying himself for years of toil by loung-
ing about with a.pipe in his mouth in listless idle-
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ness, far, different is it with the American or English
wife whom he brings back with him to his native
land. '

¢ Poor creatures ! it is a terrible life for such as
them,” said an Italian woman, speaking on the subject
tome. ¢ Iknew two; onedied of a broken heart, the
other at the end of two months left her husband,
and went into service in an English family. Poor
things, it wasn’t to be wondered at certainly. They-
had never been accustomed, like our peasant women,
from their youth to climb up steep mountain tracks,
or to live upon chesnut or maize. Little did they
think, when they heard of the blue skies of Italy,
of the kind of hard and comfortless life that the
peasants amongst these mountains lead ; they wanted
meat to eat and tea to drink, and how were they to-
be had miles away from any place where such things
are sold?”

Since the annexation of the Duchy of Lucca to
that of Tuscany, the Baths of Lucca have become
the favourite residence of the Grand Duke Leopold
and his family, during the summer months.  In this
respect the Tuscan ruler followed the example of
the Lucchese Prince, who invariably honoured the
Baths with his presence at a similar peried of the
year. Nothing can be more simple than the habits of
the whole Grand Ducal family whilst ruralizing here.
Difficult indeed it was to realize at times that the
riding party of seven or eight, frequently to be met.
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with, could aspire to the possession of regal dignity ;
so very homely in style and dress did the whole
group appear. Very stout in person, and past the
prime of life, the Grand Duchess on such occasions
was to be seen mounted on a somewhat diminutive
horse, arrayed in a riding habit of some ligh.t yellow
stuff, and wearing a ‘large brown straw hat of a
mushroom shape upon her head. In his plain black
‘coat and white beaver hat, the chief member of the
party, the Grand Duke Leopold, an elderly man with
a gray moustache, éxhibited little of a princely air;
whilst the young Archduke, in his linen tunic, and
the little Archduchess, in a common Manchester
print, were far from tending to increase the aristo-
cratic aspect of the party.

If affability of demeanour in public could win
affection, Leopold and his family would enjoy un-
bounded popularity at the Baths of Lucca; for not
only do they most courteously return all salutations
proffered, but they take the initiative in this respect
in most instances, and the passing stranger is almost
overwhelmed by the task of having to return a
volley of royal inclinations. In spite, however,
of this condescensiori on the part of the reigning
family, JLeopold and his rule are most thoroughly
detested by the Lucchese people, in consequence
of the great increase of taxation that the country
has had to bear since its annexation to the Grand
Duchy of Tuscany. - Most opprobrious are the terms
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I have heard applied to him by the peasantry in
conversation. “ He grinds us down to the ground,”
says one: “He takes the piece out of our children’s
mouths,” says another :  The old miser! he has lots
of treasyre by him,” exclaims a third : and a fourth has
gravely assured me that the Grand Duke, fearing
that he will lose his throne, has sent whole sack-
fuls of gold to California, whither he is to follow it
on the occasion of the next revolution in Tuscany.
“Qh! that we had Carlo Ludovico back again,”
exclaim all, with one consent: “he did not oppress
us or rob us; he loved the English too, and the
poor had always a kind friend in him. It was a
black day for this country when it passed from
the rule of Carlo Ludovico into that of Leopold of
Tuscany.”

This Carlo Ludovico was the last Duke of Lucea,
the last bearer of the title; for, in conformity with
the treaty of Vienna, he was obliged to yield up the
Lucchese territory to the Grand Duke of Tuscany,
on succeeding, by the death of the T Empress Maria
Louisa, to the Duchies of Parma and Piacenza.
Though the impartial historian will be able to say
little in his praise, his character resembling that
of the ¢ merry monarch” of England, yet Carlo
Ludovico, like many a scapegrace in every grade of
life, seems to have possessed a certain good humour
and a certain affability.of manner, which obtained
for him a considerable degree of popularity, notwith-
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standing the worthlessness of his character. At
least, this was the case amongst the peasantry around
the Baths of Lucca; and I subjoin an anecdote
of Carlo Ludovico that was told me by one of his
warm admirers :(— .

«“Ah! Carlo Ludovico was another sort of man
from that gray-muzzled tyrant we have now over
us,” began my informant. ¢ He had his faults, to
be ‘sure,~who has them not? but he was not the
man to. grind down the poor with taxes, or to send
spies about to catch up and report every hasty or
evil word that any man, or any woman either,
.might say against him; as does the present prince,
who for our sins has been put to reign over us.
A better chance has the robber, or even the mur-
derer, of escaping on conviction from the doom of
a heavy punishment, than has that man or woman
who has been found guilty of saying' a word agdinst
the Grand Duke or his family. Very different
was it with Carlo Ludovico, even if he heard with
his own ears a disparaging remark about him; and
that often might readily occur, for the Duke, just
from the love of a bit of frolic, as it were; was
accustomed to go about in the dress.of a contadino
among the people: and to show you now what kind
of a man he was, I will tell you a story about him.

“Well, one fine day, it happened that Carle
Ludovico, disguised in a countryman’s dress, having

gone some little distance into the country, being
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somewhat tired on his road home, asked a daroccino,*
who was passing in his daroccio, to take him a
bit of the way to Lucca. ¢ Willingly,” said the
baroccino ; and at the word up got the Duke beside
him. Well, of course, they began to talk, and the da~
r0ccino, never dreaming it was anyone but a mere
‘contadino he had to deal with, from this and that,
came to mention the name of Carlo Ludovico.
* ¢ Well, what of him ?’ asked the Duke, quickly.
¢ What do you think of Carlo Ludovico and his
government ?’

¢« ¢ Oh, the government is not a bad one, surely,
for us country people, at least, returned the ba-
roccino, ©since it don’t tax us hardly; and as for
Carlo Ludovico, I.have no fault to find with him,
except that he Jlets himself be guided and governed
by the ladies.’

¢ ¢But, poor’ man,’ said the Duke, smiling,  that
is not a great crime after all, for there is many a
good and wise man in the world that fares no better
than Carlo Ludovico in this particular;’ and the
Duke went on talking quite pleasantly and good-
humouredly, without the least show of anger, till
coming to the gates of Lucca he got out of the
baroccio and walked on towards his palace: not,
however, without being recognised in passing by
one of the guards on duty at the gate.

* The driver of a light kind of rude country conveyance called
a barroccio,
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«¢You have made a fortune, I suppose, this
morning P said thes guard, as he examined the
baroccino’s cart.® '

«¢«What do you mean by that?’ rejoined the
baroccino.

cce Why, you have had a fine paying passencrer this
morping,’ said the guard.

* «<You jest, said the baroccino; I had none but
that poor contadino, who just now got down—of
whom I did not ask a soldo by way of payment.’

¢ < Poor contadino, indeed" said the guard, laugh-
ing; ‘I tell you what, my good fellow, he is far
richer than either you or I will ever be, no matter
how well we may prosper in the world, for I swear,
as I am a living man, that was Carlo Ludovico, the
Duke, you had beside you.’

“¢The Duke!’ exclaimed theé baroccino, aghast.
¢ Oh, sanctissima Vergine, what have I done? What
have Isaid? I am alost and a ruined man!’ and
calling cn the saints in heaven to help him, he
rushed as fast as his legs would carry him after
the Duke, whom he soon overtook.

¢« Pardon, your Excellency, pardon!’ exclaimed
the baroccino, throwing himself down on his knees
before the Duke.

« ¢ Pardon for what?’ asked Carlo Ludovico.

* In consequence of a tax on provisions being generally levied

in the towns of Ttaly, all vehicles entering the gates of a walled
city are liable, and often subjected, to a search,
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-«<For what I said about your Excellency and
the ladies,’ returned the baroccino, trembling, and
quite white in the face with fear.

< Qh, if that is all you ask pardon for, 1t is

given at once,” said the Duke, smiling; ¢ there
are not ten men in a hundred &hat escape pétticoat
government, and why should I be angry at being
told the general fate was mine. There, set your
mind at rest, and go your way, continued the
Duke, and taking a couple of scudi out of his pocket
he gave them to the daroccino as payment for the
drive, and went away quickly, leaving the poor
man half out of his mind with joy.”
. With August terminated the gay season of the
Baths of Lucca, for on the advent of September,
balls became numbered amongst the things that
were, and public band-days undergo a little more
tardily a similar fate. With the first week of
September, all the symptoms of a general break-up
of the society at the Baths were visible, and every
day well-laden travelling carriages might be seen
starting from the doors of the numerous lodging-
houses of the Baths of Lucca. The lines of closed
shufters, also, which the hotels began to exhibit,
were also strongly expressive of the ebbing tide of
population, and the wvetturino lounging on the bridge
invariably asked the passer-by if the signor or the
signora, as the case might be, was in want of a
carriage for Lucca.
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In truth, judging from the experience of 1856,
the climate strongly enjoined a change of residence
as desirable. With September came thunder. storms,
night after night and day after day, for a consi-
derable period. Summer, instead ‘of dying out, as
elsewhere, by slow degrees, seemed to expire instan-
taneously : the air; from having been intensely warm
in August, grew damp and chilly. The skies, from
having been for week after week unspotted with
a cloud, showed only here and there small islands
of blue amidst billowy masses of leaden-coloured
vapour. A yellow hue began to steal over the
bright green foliage of the chesnut trees, whose
fruit rapidly increased in size under the favouring
influences of the moisture., Depressing to the spirits
as it always is to look on gloomy rain-charged clouds,
in no country in the world, perhaps, can chill, damp,
showery weather exercise a more subduing influence
than in Italy. In England, the domestlc sun that
shines upon us from our hearths, the heat and light
that come streaming to us from the bright coal fire,
mitigate in a great degree the unhappiness of our
lot in being doomed for the mest part of the year
to rainy, gloomy weather. But in Italy under similar
circumstances, when the sun is hid behind masses
of leaden clouds, from which the rain pours down
with little intermission, perhaps for not only suc-
cessive days, but weeks together, the compensating
influences of the English hearth are scarcely to
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be found. In the room which looked so pleasant
in bright sunny weather, with its green jalousies,
white muslin curtains, and smooth, uncarpeted floor,
no fire-place exists most probably; or if by chance it
does, the aspirer after English comforts will be half
choked and blinded by the smoke, which, refusing
obstinately to ascend the chimney, diffuses itself in a
dense cloud through every corner of the room.
The foot as it treads on the cold polished tiles misses
the soft warm carpet of England. Into the open
terrace the rain comes beating, and the chill, damp
air without enters in currents thrpugh the many
apertures of the ill-fitting doors and windows. Wise
is it in English visitors to leave the Baths of Lucca
ere September rains begin, for an English climate
requires English comforts, such as are there un-
attainable,

Summer, however, though it had died out
apparently in Lucca during the months of Sep-
tember, had a much Ionger life in other parts of
Tuscany; for in Leghorn, where I passed the
beginning of the month of October, the weather
was quite summer-like in character, and enjoyable
beyond description,
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CHAPTER 1V,

A PISAXN CARNIVAL.

TuERE are some ideas so essentially incongruous in
their nature, that one involuntarily recoils from them
when they are presented together to the-mind: such
was the grim veiled skeleton associated in days of
yore in Egypt with mad revelry and luxurious
feasts ; such, too, would prove the allied images of
a wedding procession and a hearse, or a dance per-
formed over the graves of the mouldering dead ; and
but little less antagonistic than such ideas seem to
the mind, is the connection of Pisa with carnival
mirth and revellings to any one who has made a
personal acquaintance with that town.

~ For Pisa wears at tliis present day an air of
melancholy beyond the power of words to describe;
and did the same principle still prevail, which assigned
in bygene years to Italian towns epithets illustrative
of the several qualities for which they were re-
nowned ; as Lucca was termed ¢ The Industrious :”
Florence, « The Beautiful;” and Genoa, “ The
Superb:” even so the propriety of now appending
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the designation of « The Mournful” to the name of
Pisa would be beyond dispute.

The quiet of the country exercises a soothing:
influence over the feelings; there, the ear asks not
for morc than the sound of rippling water, or of
rustling foliage, and the eye rests satisfied with
such images of animated life as browsing cattle
and the flight of birds supply: but the quiet of a
town, and the absence there of sights and sounds
indicative of the existence of human energy and
activity, are depressing to the spirits in a very emi-
nent degree. Such is the case with Pisa, whose
deserted squaves, untrodden courts and streets,
which, with two or three exceptions, never echo to
the sound of carriage-wheels and the tread of horses,
imbue the mind and fancy with thoughts and images
of an intensely gloomy hue. Passing along the silent
streets, where a dark-robed priest or a wandering
beggar alone is found, one might very readily enter-
“tain the thought that the houses, which rise up high
and with solemn aspect on either side, have only
ghosts and spiders for their inhabitants.

The youth of ten transformed into the greybeard
of fourscore supplies an apt illustration of the differ-
ence that exists between the Pisa of the present and
the Pisa of medieval days. A time there was when
Pisa—powerful, industrious, rich, renowned,—was a
town in something more than name; when along the
now deserted quays, between which the Arno runs,
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the busy tide of life poured on from morn till night;
when the now silent streets resounded with the din
of trade; when the grass-grown piazza re-echoed
with the war-stee&’s tread, and from the marble
palaces “along’ “the river’s side issued the mail-clad
warnors a,ndf the* men-at-arms, whose prowess won
for Pisa’ ‘arf extended sway and a widely known and
honoured name.

. The mutability of human fate is well exemplified
in the «change which las come over Pisa during the
course of years. In the Piazza dei’ ‘Cavalieri, from
which the Knights of San Stefano sallied forth with
plume and sword and blast of trumpet to fight the
enemies of the Cross, not a sound is heard, save
the step of some black-clad priest, or the strolling
beggar’s wail for alms addressed to the explormcr
stranger. The far-famed Leaning Tower, in company
with the noble Cathedral and Baptistry, rise up in
lonely grandeur out of a grassy waste. One ancient
palace, whose richly ornamented front testifics to its
pristine dignity, has become the Caffé dell’ Ussero,
and in the ancient residence of the Gambacorti
family—whose walls once echoed with the sound of
mirth and music, whose mirrors once reflected back
the forms of the fair and the highly born,—clerks sit
and write, discourse of tariffs, duties, and such.
matters as come within the province of the custom-
house-officials of the Grand Duke of Tuscany.

Notwithstanding the antiquity of the greater por-

G
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tion of the buildings of Pisa, they present in general,
to an English eye, a freshness of aspect which seems
inconsistent with their venerable years. In the
clear air of an’ Italian sky, marble and stone, unde-
filed by smoke and unstained by damp, change little
in colour during the course of centuries. Unlike
what occurs in our humid clime, no mildew vege-
tation creeps up the walls, no sooty impurities,
deepening from year to year, mark with their dis-
figuring trail the progress of time. Yet, reasoning
from a six weeks’ experience of Pisa during the
winter months, the absence of all external symptoms
of humidity on the buildings appears somewhat unac~
countable; for during, at least, a month of that
period mentioned, the rain fell with a violence and
constancy such as I had never previously witnessed.
The first sound that generally greeted my'ears on
waking was the pattering. of rain drops against my
window, or on the flags below; and if, perhaps,
in the afternoon, @ cessation of a couple of hours
occurred, yet at the approach of night the rain, as
if it had recruited its energies by that short rest,
began once more to fall with additional vehemence.
For days together the sole testimony the sun vouch-
safed to the Pisans of his continued existence was
the regular alternation of light and darkness,

Under the influence of the leaden sky and the
murky clouds of that wet and gloomy season,
the wonted melancholy deserted aspect of Pisa
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became deepened in a tenfold degree. ‘The et
pavements were trodden but by very few who
were not forced to leave the shelter of their houses
by some affair of pressing necessity. The north
side of the Arno—theé usual lounge of the idler in
the afternoon—exhibited only here and there, at
the favourite hour, a green umbrella, covering a
shaven face surmounted with a three-cornered hat, or
a 'mélodramatic—looking Pisan gentleman shrouded
in the folds of a voluminous cloak. Few and
far ‘between, too, were she beggars (usually so
abounding) that were to be seen. In contrast
with the silence and deadness of the streets
that skirfted the Arno’s either edge, that river—
swollen by the long-continued rain—roared madly,
furiously along, bearing on its muddy surface logs
of wood, bundles of hay or straw, and other memo-
rials of the depredations it was committing in the
country through which it passed. The weather
was very bad, the Pisans owned, in reference to
my not particnlarly complimentary remarks on the
character of their winter clime; but while they
admitted this, they hastened to assure me, with a
patriotism truly commendable, that the season was
stravagante—implying, by this term, that the weather
had departed from thé. usual meritorious tenor of
its ways: an assurance somewhat difficult to believe,
when it came to my knowledge that only the year
before a terrific inundation of the Arno had occurred,
G 2
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by which life, as well as a vast amount of property,
had been destroyed.

If the weather had been the bitterest enemy of
the Pisans, it could not have shewed its malice
more than by selecting this particular time for in-
dulging in a stravaganza; as it was the period
between Christmas and Lent—a period varying in,
length every year —which custom has for many
centuries in Italy dedicated especially to pleasure.
In this season of which I speak—viz., the winter of
1856—the interval betwgen Christmas and Easter
was unusually short; and instead of having, as some-
times happens, a two months’ licensed season for
enjoyment, the Pisans were obliged to*condense
their amusements into the narrow compass of five
weeks—a circumstance, doubtless, annoying in itself,
but more particularly so when it is taken into con-
sideration that in these five weeks they had to
indemnify themselves for the absence of their
wonted carnival pleasures during a period of eight
years. ’

This privation owed its origin, and also its con-
tinuance for the period mentioned, to causes of a
political nature. In the winters of 1848 and
1849, the populace of the Tuscan towns were
too busily engaged in making public demonstra-
tions in favour of the republican cause, in think-
ing of and discussing political events, to play the
merry-andrew in mask and domino, In the_five
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succeeding years, the presence *of the detested
Austrians, with whom Leopold, on his restora-
tion to power, had filled the Tuscan towns—com-
bined with a prohibition issued against the use
of masks — effectually checked- all public demon-
strations_ of carnival mirth. In 1855, however,
reassured by the pacific aspect of affairs, the Grand
Duke of Tuscany dismissed his troops, and this
measure being followed by the revbeation of .the
edict against masks, the Pisans, as well as the other
iqhabitanté. of the Tuscan, towns, prepared to greet
the mext arrival of the festive season with the
warmth and cordiality due to the return of & much-
regretted and well-loved friend:

Under these circumstances, therefore, it may
readily be imagined with what sensations of despair
the Pisans looked up to their clouded skies, from
which the rain fell for many weeks, with periods
of but short intermission. Making the most, how-
ever, of the few hours of sunshine or of fair weather
they might happen to enjoy, a motley assemblage of
old and young, of rich and poor, might be seen on
an occasional January afternoon, extending along
the street which skirts the Arno on its northern
side, shouting, laughing, talking, and cheering the
oddly-dressed figures that passed before their view.
At first, the masks were few in number; but, as
time wore on, and as the weather towards the end

of the month began to grow fine, the maskers be~
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came more numerous, until at length, in the week
that preceded Lent, they increased to quite a throng.
A very curious sight it was for a stranger to look
down, as I did, from my window on that crowd—to
watch the eager, excited faces, to hear the shouts,
and to see the antics of a people intoxicated (as it
were) with joy. Nor did the amusement, often
repeated as it was, seem in the least degree to
pall upon ther taste; on the contrary, the furor
for masking, and for seeing masks, appeared daily
to increase. ‘The tradesman .left his’ shop, the
artizan bis loom, the straw-platter threw her Work
aside, the wrinkled grand-dame put her distaff by,
and all, with one accord, from every street and
back lane of the town, hurried off each afternoon
to take their accustomed share, either as spectators
or actors, in the strange scene enacted by the river’s
side.

. It would be difficult to say what style of dress,
amongst the maskers, was the favounte or the pre-
vailing one, so varied were the garbs that met the
view. Here, a black domino might be seen, contrast-
ing there with the motley array of a circus clown;
whilst some wore gigantic ‘masks, displaying. noses
of prodigious length, or faces looking four different
ways; others shrouded their features from the public
gaze by a simple covering of black silk, through two
apertures in which gleamed forth a pair of bright,
laughing eyes. Here, might be seen a cavalier, with
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a high cocked-hat, long flowing curls, and fashion of
dress appertaining to the olden time, conducting, with
an infinity of bows, a dame decked forth in a corre-
sponding style, moving along with a suspiciously
masculine stride. Now, came dancing, springing by,
a bevy of masked girls dressed in white, with flutter-
ing ribands and flowers in their hair; and anon,
a set of warriors, with polished cuirasses and visors
down, drove (somewhat incongruously) slowly by,
As the figures in the kaleidoscope vary with every
shake, so at every moment the scene was changed.
Clowns and dominos—Dblue, black, green, yellow,
red —knights and dancing girls, prodigious noses,
and miracnlous heads—appeared and reappeared in
new combinations each successive moment; whilst
the scene was further varied by a line of carriages of
every degree .of dignity, from the smart equipage
of the Pisan noble to the dingy vehicle called into
requisition for the occasion from the neihbouring
stand. )

Equally great as the variety of scene was the
variety of sound: with the roar of the muddy river,
swollen by the recent heavy rains, were blended the
tramp of horses, the roll of wheels, and the tones of
the human voice, from the shrill treble of the en-
raptured child, to the deep accents of the scarcely less
delighted man; high in the air rose the maskers’
Piercing trill, a sound seemingly impracticable for
‘any but Ttalian throats or lips to give, and which,
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amidst the prevailing laughter, shouts, and cheers,
was ever distinguishable. How voices lasted as they
did, when day after day their powers were taxed to
‘such an extreme degree, appeared. to me somewhat
remarkable. The long-continued duration of the
excitement was a source to me also of some little
wonder ; for amongst the natives of the British isles
a long-protracted pastime, such as the carnival was,
would, before half its course was run, have died out
certainly of weariness and satiety, Here, on the con-
trary, to the very last moment of the carnival’s exis-
tence, the evidences of popular enjoyment went on
daily increasing. To the colder, graver temperamer‘lt
of northern climes, the huge draughts of pleasure
that can be swallowed by the impulsive, excitable
natures living under southern skies must prove a.
subject of surprise; and to some, perhaps, may assume
the aspect of a privilege to be envied.

To the masquerade by day in the public streets of
Pisa, succeeded masquerades &t mght in the theatre
or in private houses. Not only had the rich and
noble ‘their masked balls, but the shopkeeper, and
even the servant, had theirs also; and often the
tardy light of a January morning dawned upon the
unfinished festivities. Private theatricals were also
indulged in to a considerable extent, 1ot only by the
upper, but by the middle classes of the community.
Two pretty. young girls whom I knew, daughters of
an hotel-keeper in the town, displayed considerable
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proficiency in this accomplishment; and a man-servant
in the house where I' was staying, who enacted in the
morning the housemaid’s part of sweeping, dusting,
and cleaning, appeared in the evening, on some
private stage, in the character of an actor. "Another
carnival amusement deserves also to be mentioned.
From the hour of six o’clock in the evening till late .
at night, the streets were traversed, towards the end
of the festive season, with bands of masqueraders ;
men and women, who, disguised in fancy dress, or
simple domino, rushed into their friends’ houses,
there to frisk about, to laugh, to utter witticisms in
feigned voices for a few minates, and then to vanish
as suddenly as they had entered. One scene of this
description, which fell under my notice, was about the
very oddest and most curious sight T ever witnessed.

On previous occasions, the glories of the carnival
came to the culminating point on the two last days of
its existence; for not only was the most expensive
and striking style of array reserved for this period,
but a new amusement was introduced to vary the
aspect of the daily scene. In former times, an
amicable warfare, carried on between the.several
occupants of the carriages that passed each other
in line, had whitened the pavement of the Lung’
Arno with a carnival missile termed confetts, in form
like comfits, but composed of lime instead of sugar.
This year, however, to the disappointment of the
Pisans in general, and to the despair of the confetti
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manufacturers in particular, the customary warfare,
both in lime] and sugar comfits, was prohibited,
under pain of heavy penalties, duly declared by
means of notices posted everywhere ‘throughout the
town. That this prohibition emanated from some
abstruse political motive was generally believed ;
but it was quite beyond the power of ordinary intel-
lects to comprehend how, when the other carnival
weapon of flowers was tacitly permitted to be used,
treason and danger to the State was more likely to
lurk in the interchange of confetti and bonbons than
in a warfare carried on by volleys of violets, snow-
diops, or camelias. .

However unreasonable the prohibition might
seem to the Pisans, they were too well drilled
into obedience not to conduct themselves in confor-
mity with the Government decree. At least such
was generally the case; for there were to be found
a few bold spirits belonging to the upper classes.of
society, who dared to act’ in defiance of the new-
made law. Short-lived, however, was the triumph
that these rebels enjoyed. ,One, whose spotless and
well-fitting white kid gloves and boots of var-
nished leather formed a stnkmg contrast with the
grotesque and gigantic head he wore and the donkey
he bestrode, had not half emptied his pockets
of the comfits with which they had been filled,
before he was favoured with some not particularly
acceptable attentions on the part of the police. A
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similar fate awaited a party of gorgeously dressed
Greeks, detected ih the crime of discharging from
their carriage a volley of comfits at some passing
friends. Unpleasant, however, as such incidents
doubtless were to the parties immediately cogcerned,
they did not seem to cast any cloud upon the public
mirth, for in default of the proscribed ammunition,
a smart’ fire of bouquets was kept up between
carriage and carriage ; giving rise to much excite-
ment, and to no.small danger to little boys, who
scrambled amongst the feet of horses to earn a trifle
by selling to the eager combatants such bouquets
as, having missed their aim, had fallen upon the
ground. The commodity being somewhat limited in
amount, the traffic was brisk, high prices were
obtained; and many a bouquet was proba.bly sold and
re-sold a dozen of times.

Amidst evidences of unabated enjoyment, the sun
went down upon the last day of the carnival. Domino
still saluted domino with a laugh and a shout, clowns
still danced and sung, harlequin still flourished his
wooden sword, Punch still sported his tremendous
nose, when, as the darkness of the evening cast a
veil over the scene, the whole line of the Lung’ Arno
became dotted over with minute points of light,
emanating from wax tapers which the occupants of
the carriages held in their hands; and which they as
zealously strove to guard from estinction, as they
endeavoured to extinguish those that their neighbours
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held. Senza moccolo* was the exulting cry that
awaited the victims of a successful blast, and many a
senza moccolo rose upwards on the air. Long after
night had fairly set in, the gleaming lights were
visible zll along the river’s side, while carriage still
followed carriage in two lines, and tapers were extin~
guished, lit, and re-extinguished innumerable times.
It seemed as if the actors in the scene would never
tire: nor was it, indeed, from any sensation of
weariness that the noisy throng at length dispersed,

_for few were there, at least of its more youthful
portion, both rich and poor, noble and plebeian,
that did not dance out the last hours of the expiting
festival,

. With the first day of Lent, the town of Pisa
resumed. its oidinary aspect of dulness, solitude, and
dejection. In the morning indeed, the interior of the
churches offered to the eye a somewhat animated
spectacle, from the number of persons of every
degree who flocked thither to receive the mark of
the penitential ashes on their head ; and no wonder,
indeed, so many should be eager to perform this act
of humiliation, since, as an Italian lady told me, who
had herself conformed to the requirements of the
church in this particular, that not only the follies, but
thé misdeeds of carnival times, were in a great degree
atoned for by this means, But after the transient
effervescence attending on this ceremonial was at an

' * Without light
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'end—when every professing Catholic had complied
with the requisitions of his faith, Pisa sank back into
its old listless and stagnant state again. The Lung
Arno, so recently the scene of an ever-varying
comedy, so récently crowded with a noisy, exulting
throng, now echoed only with the whining voices
of -the importunate beggars, who- pursued the- few
chance passers-by with an urgent cry for alms. In
place of the merrymaker’s motley garb, whose bril-
liant colours had flashed before the eye—in place of
the joyous laugh and shout that had filled the air
not many hours ago—1I saw the mendicant’s squalid
form, the cripple’s distorted frame, and while the
blind rolled their sightless eyes, and the maimed
thrust forth their mutilated limbs, and the widow
pointed to her corpse-like child, I heard repeated,
with the same professional wail, by old and young,
“ Datemi qualche cosa, per Uamor “di Dio, signorina ;
un quattrino, ho lanto fame,”™ and so on, in slightly
varying terms, over and over, continually.

If, to those who know Pisa but by repute, that city
and its wonderful Leaning Tower are indissolubly
connected in the mind; to those who have enjoyed,
as I did, an intimate personal acquaintance with that
town for several weeks, Pisa and beggars will be
ideas inseparably associated together ever afterwards.

* “Give me something for the love of God, lady ; a farthing, T
am 80 very hungry.”
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CHAPTER V.

FLORENTINE SCENES AND AMUSEMENTS.

Tae Florentines seem quite as proud and as fond of
their city as are the Parisians of theirs. Praise
Florence to an inhabitant of that town, and he will
smile and look quite flattered, as if what had been
said was a compliment to himself; bat venture even
in the gentlest. manner to hint at some defect, and
you will see his brow contract, and find out shortly
that the imputation of bad taste is fixed on you irre-
vdcably, in his opinion.

For many ages the epithet of “The Beautiful” has
been ‘affixed to the town; and certainly, as far as
its situation is concerned, no one for a moment can
dispute the correctness of the term. Placed at the
upper extremity of the fertile valley through which
the Arno flows, it is commanded by the Appenines,
whose lofty peaks, which for a considerable portion
of the year are crowned with snow, tower above
I‘al.lges of undulating hills of varying form, g
bright with verdure, all studded over with peasant
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dwellings, villages, and with villas, which peer
forth brightly from out a luxuriant growth ‘of vines
and olive-trees. From the heights of Bellos-
guardo, or from the still more elevated site of
Fiesole, a view is beheld which cannot fail 3 make
an indelible impression on the memory. Below—
hushed in that solemn silence, with which distance
ever invests the busiest scene of human toil and
life—lies Florence, crowned with its vast cathedral
dome, the pride and wonder of a former age.
From the amphitheatre of verdant hills, by which
the city is on most sides girt, the eye turns to
linger on that rich vale through which the Arno
winds onward to the sea. Here, heights rising
above heights; there mountains marking their out-
lines on the bright blue sky; with steep decli-
vities or gentle slopes, melting down by slow
gradations into a far-stretching plain of ‘exuberant
fertility—present a picture—or rather a series ,of
pictures—from which the eye turns reluctantly
away.

Though the greatness and glory of Florence have,
like the renown of Pisa, passed away, it is far from
exhibiting the mournful aspect which characterises
its former rival in the present day. Life does not
seem to-stagnate in Florence as it does in Pisa; its
streets being, for the most part, neither silent nor
solitary. The priest and the beggar, who appear in
Pisa on ordinary occasions to form the principal por-
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tion of the population of the town, become in Florence
but inconsiderable items, as regards numbers, in
the passing throng. While Pisa seems to brood
over the remembrance of its former greatness,
Florence, as if forgetful of its bygone glories,
welcomes the stranger with a look of* cheerfulness,
and even gaiety: and that, too, in despite of the
grim dark palaces, with their prison-like windows,
that flank the street, and which testify to those
times of insecurity and turbulence that have passed
away—when Guelph and Ghibelline contended toge-
ther in the streets, and when the air was rent by the
cry of opposing factions.

The streets of Florence in those bygone days
must have worn an aspect widely different from that
they exhibit now, owing to the essential difference
that exists in point of manners, of modes of life, and
of customs, between the past and present. -Under
the deep broad cornice, projecting from the roof of
the merchant noble’s fortress-palace, dependants no
longer lounge upon the bench of stone that runs
along the basement story of' the building. Through
those large iron rings, which hang pendent at
intervals from the wall, the bridles of waiting
horses or samples of merchandise are no longer
drawn; nor do they any longer serve the part
of torch-holders on festive occasions. No longer
do their inner courts re-echo with the heavy
. tread of mail-clad men, nor do their arcades re-
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sound with the hum of trade; for now no merchant
comes there to confer with his brother merchant
on commercial business; nor do the young and old
repair thither to buy the rich products of the
East or of Florentine looms—spices, gems, ,porce-
lain, perfumes, wrought ivory cabinets, brocades,
and gorgeous tissues. Neither ,do the streets dis-
play the figure of the grim man-at-arms or of the
mail-clad knight mounted on his war steed, and
ever prepared for combat.

In contrast with the scene such images suggest
is the one presented by the principal streets of
Florence at the present day. Let us take ome
of them—that which runs, for instance, from the
Cathedral to the Piazza del Gran Duca, and re-
mark the objects it presents to notice. On either
hand are shops of every description, into whose
windows sundry passers-by gaze—some with eager
interest, and some with listless curiosity. Here
approach two dark-eyed Florentine ladies, dressed
out for public admiration in the last extravagance
of Parisian fashion ; the most delicate of Tulle veils
float before their faces, for they use a veil to
enhance, and not to conceal, the merit of their
features. Here comes the young Florentine gen-
tleman, with delicate-coloured kid-gloves, French
boots, glossy hat, and well-trimmed and well-
arranged moustache and whiskers. In passing, he
stares at the Florentine belles in a way that would

H
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be considered rude in England, but is merely
received 'as a welcome tribute to their charms by
the gratified ladies. Here comes a sallow priest
with shaven face, with long black robe descending
to his, feet, with buckles in his shoes, and a tri-
angular cocked hat upon his head. Not far behind
him follows a capugchin friar, clad in a dark-brown
cloak with falling hood, which, on an emergency,
can be drawn over his shaven crown; from the
cord tied round his waist, hangs a rosary and his
bare feet are shod with sandals. Moody is his face,
dim his eye, and uncleanly his aspect: let us turn
away from him, for he is not an agreeable object
to contemplate.

Far otherwise is that well-looking, dark-eyed,
sunburnt peasant woman, wearing a hat the broad
and limp rim of which goes flapping about with
her every movement, and who, to judge from the
basket hanging on her arm, has visited town with
the object’ of making some purchases. Next comes
into view the very impersonification of:an Ttalian
brigand, a middle-aged, dark, fierce,, gloomy-looking
man, enshrouded in the folds of a voluminous cloak,
one end of which has been flung across his left
shoulder, whilst his hat is pressed so low down on
his head as mearly to conceal his frowning fore-
- head. Does not a stiletto seem to be a'natural
accomplishment to that form and face, suggestive
as they are of tales of blood and vengeance? But
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let him pass by without further notice, and fix your
gaze on that strange and startling procession that
is approaching: onward it comes, an assemblage of
frightful-looking figures, each clad from head to foot
in a loose robe of black, with eyes that stave out
grimly through two apertures in the black silk
hooded mask that conceals their features. Goblins
they might be thought; imps of iniquity, ready for_
any* deed of darkness. But far different, indeed,
is their character, and of a very different nature,
too, is the act which they are now performing
from those of which their appearance is sugges-
tive; and as they come on rapidly, bearing a litter
aloft between them, the carriages and the pedes-
trians turn aside to make way for them; and not
a man whom they pass by or meet, but raises
or touches his hat reverentially to them as they
speed on their charitable mission; for they are the
Brothers of the Misercordia (Mercy) conveying: a
sick man to the hospital. All hail to ye, brothers!
I also touch my hat to you, in spirit.

From the aspect presented by the streets of Flo-
Tence let us turn to that presented by its pleasure-
grounds, and take a view of life in the form in which
it is there offered to'our motice. Adjoining the
magnificent palace of the Grand Duke of Tascany
are the Boboli gardens, which are thrown open on
certain days to the public. Let us select Sunday
for the day of our visit there, as otherwise we shall

"2
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see few but nursery-maids and children. Following
in the train of a joyous throng, bent upon obtain-
ing a transient taste of rural enjoyment on this
their great day of recreation, we pass by the front
of the palace to a high arch, through which the
gardens are entered. Along the walk which skirts
the base of a precipitous hill, we follow on in the
track of the greatest portion of the throng that
thas preceded us; and at length quitting the broad
gravel way and the crowd, we turn into a side walk,
where we find ourselves in a long regular arcade of
overarching boughs, resembling a continuous arbour,
into which the sun, in its summer noonday might,
can never penetrate further than to shed a fwilight
glimmer through the interior. The arcade termi-
nates in a broad avenue, at either side of which
rise up massive walls of verdure, serving as a back-
ground for numerous statues. From the summit of
a steep hill, up which the avenue runs in a straight
line, a fine view of the surrounding country rewards
the toiling pilgrim in search of the picturesque and
beautiful; but the ascent is somewhat too steep and
lengthened for a warm and fine day like this, when
the sun—although it has not a long journey to make
to attain the horizon—still shines with warmth and
power. Much pleasanter it is to descend to the very
foot of the hill, whére a fountain diffuses around a
sense of coolness and freshness; and where arbours
and shady seats offer a pleasant retreat to the tired
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or heated wanderer. Here, for a short time, let us
sit down and enjoy the scene before us, A right
pleasant seat it is, with the sound of falling water,
and the song of birds, and the voices of merry chil-
dren, and of men and women, blending all tqgether
and falling on the ear harmoniously, whilst the eye
dwells on walls of verdure, on gleams of quivering
sunlight beneath overarching boughs, on spa.rklmg
water, on vases, shrubs, and flowers, and on mg;tblg
statues, contrasting with the changing, shifting forms
of animated life we see around us.

Pleasant, however, as are the Boboli gardens in
the hot days of summer, and proud of them as are
the Florentines, they are left almost entirely to |ﬂle
occupation of the working classes of the town on the
two days of the week on which alone they are thrown
open to the public. The servant in her cap, the
humble tradeswoman with a red or blue handker-
chief tied round her head, the artizan in h;ts hohday
dress, the soldier off duty, and the families of yendels
of pork, cheese, beer, and maccaroni in back streets;
these, and such as these—petty shopkeepers, huxters,
mechanics—in fact, persons belonging to the humbler
classes of society, constitute the throng that may be
seen strolling about in the Boboli gardens.

Very different is the case in regard to the Cascine,
another Florentine pleasure-ground, which takes its
name from an adjoining dairy farm belonging to
the Grand Duke. Lying outside the walls of the

38040
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town, and affording .drives of considerable extent,
"these Cascine (the Hyde Park of Florence) are the
favourite resort of the native and foreign fashionable
classes of the town. On a fine summer’s afternoon,
mingling with the dark-eyed and dark-complexioned
Italian throng, may be seen nuibers of English and
Americans, easy-of recognition amidst the mass, not
only by their air'and bearing, but by their fairer
skins and lighter hair; 4nd the frequency with
which faces of the Anglo-Saxon type present them-
selves to view, testifies to the very large colonies of
that race to be found within the walls of Florence.
The Cascine consist of a narrow strip of well~
wooded level land, extending parallel to the river for
about a mile and a half along its northern side, and
are in themselves devoid of any beauty beyond that
which fine spreading forest trees, green turf, and
Juxuriant underwood invariably possess. But to the
attractions of a general kind which they enjoy, are
added some of an extraneous nature that confer on
them a particular charm ; for through the trees which
overarch the walks and public drive, is seen the front
range of hills belonging to the Apennine range—
hills now sharply peaked, now gently rounded, ¢ither
blending into one another in softly curving lines, or
standing out boldly and well-defined ; hills crowned
by trees and villages, and faced with olives, vines,
and verdant fields, amidst which rise up thickly the
red-tile-roof dwellings of the peasant, and the white
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 glistening villas of the rich or noble Florentine ; and

hills which, as the sun touches the last period of his’
long summer-day reign, mark their dark undulating
outlines on a sky irradiated with the most gorgeous
gold or crimson hues.

Though at all times the Cascine*are a favourite
resort of the idle world, they ares especially so on
the days when their attractions are increased by the
performance of a band ;"n such occasions, particu~
larly on-a festa, when the shops are closed and
business at a stand, the walks and the broad drive,
in a certain portion of the grounds, are filled respec-,
tively with pedestrians, riders, and carriages. As no
Florentine of either sex seems to dream of walk-
ing, if either he or she has the means to drive, a
motley collection of equipages is visible, from the
smart Clarence of the Italian noble, with chasseur *
outside, down to the jingling dog-cart of the John
Gilpin class of citizen, and the hack, drafted for
the occasion from the neighbouring stand; whilst
mingling with these may be seen troops of riders,
amongst whom the fair-complexioned English girl,
cantering along on her handsome and well-groomed
steed, occupies a conspicuous place.

The open space adjoining the spot where the band
is stationed, serves as a halting-place for the throng;
and while humble pedestrians press round the musi-

* A chasseur is the name given to an attendant wearing a plumed
hat and sword in the military style.
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cians in a circle, the occupants of carriages (the

*latter drawn up side by side) commence an inter-
change of salutations with their friends. The smart
Florentine beau, with polished boots and nicely-
fitting cream-coloured gloves, dismounting from his
horse, makes his way through the file. of vehicles,
and seeks out those in which he recognises friends.
Halting here and there as he passes on, he expresses
his hope that he.sees the'Marchesa Capponi quite
well—compliments the Contessa Alberti on her very
‘becoming bonnet—begs to present the Signora Bar-
tolotti with a bouquet he has purchased from a
flower-girl—is distressed to find that Signora Bianca
is still suffering from &-cold—and, after lamenting to
Signora Massoni that his numerous engagements
prevented him from attending her last night’s ball,
he exchanges with her the last budget of fashionable
news: as edifying in its nature as such an article
always is, the wide world over.

Thus driving, riding, talking, jesting, quizzing;
flirting, time glides on; the sun disappears behind
the hills, and the ‘shades of evening fall: which,
deepening fast, soon empty the Cascine of their gay
motley throng. The musicians:take their departure,
and their audience following the example, all turn
to Florence, leaving the Cascine to silence, darkness,
and solitude: and yet not to darkness entirely,
in that beautiful June evening; for no sooner does
the night set in, than under the deep gloom of the
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overarching trees are seen the minute but brilliant
lamps of innumerable fireflies, rising and falling;
swaying here and there, and tracing-multitudinous
intersecting lines of light upon the darkened air.

In Florence several days in the year are parti-
cularly dedicated to religious display or to public
rejoicing.  On Ascension-day it is considered a kind
of pious obligation to make merry, and many a pic-
nic party is formed to,the Cascine on that occasion.
The procession that takes place on the 11th of June
through cloth-hung streets, and with flags and ban-
ners, in honour of.the feast of the Corpus Domini,
is characterized by great pomp and splendour. On
the 15th of August images of the Virgin are dressed
up with silks, ribands, and flowers; and in this ball-
room array the Madonna receives the homage of the
faithful ; who, still further to propitiate her favour,
salute her often on such occasions with musical per-
formances. On the 8th of September another tribute
of popular devotion awaits the Virgin; for in honour
of the.Nativity, altars decorated with flowers are
erected in the streets, and boys and girls, in com-
pliance with a time-honoured custom, the origin of
which does not seem very clear, carry about paper
lanterns suspended on poles. A similarly mysterious
practice is pursued during Lent also, for when half
of its six weeks has elapsed, the juvenile street
population of the town amuse themselves by attach-
ing to the dress of the passer-by (in a clandestine
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manner, if practicable,) small pieces of paper, cut in-
the shape «f a ladder, and named scale from that
circumstance.

Easter week is dlstmgulshed by - many pecullar
observances and ceremonies. On Maunday Thurs-
day I was present at the celebration of the Lavanda
‘in the Pitti Palace, where I saw the Grand Duke
go through the pantomimic action (for it was in
reality nothing else) of washing the feet of twelve
poor old men dressed in the garb of pilgrims; after
which, I saw him again in the afternoon, as, in
grand state and attended by his guard of nobles, he
visited, in accordance with established rules, seven
of the principal churches of the town: in whose
interior, as well as in churches of less note, there is
invariably one altar decorated with all the magnifi-
cence of which the resources of each particular
church will admit. The example thus set by the
head of the State it is incumbent on every pro-
fessing Catholic to follow; and the streets were
crowded by people hastening from church to church
to get over the prescribed number of visits in a
reasonable time. Though many certainly went to
pray, as was evidenced by the numerous figures I
saw kneeling before each decorated altar, curiosity,
a8 with me, was evidently the motive power with
the great majority of the crowd that thronged the
churches ; and very beautiful was the scene presented
by many of their interiors to the view. The church
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of Santa Croce, in particular, was distinguished by
a’ magnificence of decoration such as scdrcely any
description could do full justice to:—hangings of
gold and silver brocade, massive candelabras of
* precious metals, costly flowers, and innumerable
wax lights, altogether made up a scene of gor-
geous splendour such as I had never’ previously
witnessed.

The Saturday in Passion week is distinguished by
a grand service in the cathedral, towards the end of
which, when the choir begins to sing the ¢ Gloria in
Excelsis,” a discharge of fireworks takes place from.
a huge kind of chariot stationed at the door. On
this occurrence, guns are fired, and the bells of the
city, which have been silent from the preceding
Thursday, ring out a joyous peal; whilst from the
same hour the church clocks, which have been con-
strained to observe silence for the same period of
time, are restored to the exercise of their suspended
faculties of sound.

But of all the days set apart for religious or public
festivities in Florence, the feast day of St. John the
Baptist (San Giovanni), the patron saint of the Flo-
rentines, which falls on the 24th of June, is distin-
guished beyond all others by splendour and variety
of ceremonial observances; chariot races, horse
races, music, fireworks, and illuminations, all com-
bining to confer (as supposed) honour on the saint,
and to give (most unquestionably) interest to the scene.
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The preparations for these festivities commence
some time‘before the period fixed on for their taking
place. The erection of a huge wooden scaffold on
the Ponte alla Carraja, for the display of fireworks,
puts a stop, first, to the transit of carriages, and finally
to that of pedestrians, across it. In the Piazza Santa
_Maria Novella, there rises, amidst the sound of
hammer and saw, a great amphitheatre of seats, for
the accommodation of such persons as are desirous
of witnessing the chariot races (races of the cocchi,
as they are termed), which take place in this square.
In other .parts of Florence other seats also are
erected for the purpose of affording a view of the
horse races, the scene of which lies along the central
streets of the town. Long before the 24th of June,
signs may be discerned of the approach ‘of the festi-
vities in honour of San Giovanni, the revered pro-
tector of the town.

The chariot races afford a sight characterized by
beauty and absurdity in about equal proportions.
The Piazza Santa Maria Novella, though irregular
in form, is oe of the largest.and finest squares in
Florence, and when in the amphitheatre of seats
erected around the course, not one place was to be
seen unoccupied—when from the gay state pavilion
occupied by the Grand Duke and Duchess, the
English ambassador, and the principal personages
of the Tuscan Court, the eye, rising upwards over
tier above tier of human faces, passed on still upwards
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to row after row of windows with crimson hangings
and crowded with spectators—when all *this pomp
and show, this animated scene of human life, was
witnessed under the influence of an unclouded sky
and a bright- June sun, the effect was eminently
imposing and beautiful.

But what power of words can do justice to the
absurdity of the races, for which all this preparatiori
had been made; for whicl windows had’ been hung
with glowing draperies, seatd erected by the‘thousand,
and at which royalty in state presided. How often
through life is it forced upon the mind, that man,
though attaining outwardly by grey hairs to the age
of wisdom, yet never attains'to the age of discretion
in reality—a fact signally exemplified in thisinstance;
for however judicious it may be for matured man-
kind occasionally to accept pleasure when it‘comes,
without entering into a strict investigation as to the
dignity of its origin, yet to invest a $omething essen-
tially trivial and ephemeral (as were these races) with
an outward show of pomp and splendour, to expend
time and money in ministering to the grandeur of
an imbecility, are acts that involve a degree of
intellectual development belonging only to the age
of dolls, hoops, tops, and hobby-horses.

A few words will suffice to give a description of
the races of the coccht by which San Giovanni is
honoured in Florence. To most persons the form
of the ancient Ronlan chariot, guided by a standing
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charioteer, has been made familiar through tne
medium of prints; of the same shape are the Floren-
tine cocchi; and, saving that they are constructed
with four wheels, they are fashioned in close imi-
tation of thé old Roman car. Behold, now, five
of these cocchi, drawn by two horses each, guided by
a standing charioteer attired in a classically-shaped
floating tunic, differing in colour from the others.
Ranged together side by side in the middle of
the Piazza, in the centre of that imposing-looking
amphitheatre, their drivers await, in Pheebus-like
attitudes, the signal for starting. It is given, and
on the instant down falls the lash, and off start
the horses at a gallop, dragging, apparently with
. difficulty, the “low and lumbering cars behind them.
One circle of the Piazza is made, and the Apollo in
pink is first; another round, and the Mars in red
has attained the foremost position, and, keeping up
the advantage he has gained, at the third circuit he
comes in victorious. A gun is fired, and the spec-
tators leave their seats; for the races of the cocchs,
which have lasted a space of about three minutes in
duration, are ended.

The races of the Barberi, which take place also in
honour of the feast of St. John, though widely dif-
fering in nature from the races of the cocchi, are
equally peculiar in character. The race-course is
formed by a long line of streets running through the
centre of the town, from one gate to another, and
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the racers are riderless horses. All along the line of
streets the windows are hung with crimson drapery,
and soldiers, ranged in single file on either side, keep
the horses in the course prescribed; and keep it also
clear for the performances. Racing in the English
fashion is far from being to me a pleasurable exhibi-
tion, and from what I once felt on seeing the lash
descend with merciless force on the bleeding sides of
panting, striving animals, I do not desire ever again
to be a spectator of another English race. In point
of humanity, however, the Italian races are equally
obnoxious to censure; for though the feelings are
spared the sight of the action of the jockey’s whip
and spurs, the pain inflicted is probably even less
than that resulting from the artful device by which
Italian horses (riderless as they be) are stimulated
to action. To the eye, the small circular pieces of
leather, or metal, which flap up and down on the
back and sides of the Italian race-horse, might,
naturally enough, be looked on in the light of
merely ornamental appendages. But far otherwise
is the case in reality, for every one of these small
flappers has a sharp spike in its centre that pricks
the horse at every step he takes; and the faster the
poor animal gallops, under the torture of these self-
acting goads, the greater becomes the stimulus of pain
to urge him on his course, from the added force given
by every increase of speed to each flapping point.
Recurring in memory to the races of the Barberi I
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witnessed in Florence at the feast of St. John the
Baptist, there rises up before me the vivid picture
of a long line of crowded streets, of crimson-hung
windows, of tiers here and there of well-filled seats,
and of horses, covered with flapping goads, rushing
by at a rapid pace.

But another picture, infinitely more beautiful and
agreeable, rises up before my view in connection with
the midsummer festivities in honour of San Giovanni.
Vividly do I recall that beautiful evening in June
when, standing by the river’s side, I saw as it were
the realization of a scéne of fairy-land. In the centre
of the Ponte alla Carraja—where a hideous wooden
scaffold, a formless, unmeaning-looking thing of
planks and beams, had affronted the eye by the
light of day—there, in that same spot, shone forth
a radiant palace, fit to be the habitation of genii.
Up rose the whirring rocket into the air, marking
its course across the dark vault above with a fiery
trail, and perishing in a gushing shower of stars of
the most glowing colours; round spun the wheels
of glittering light, sending forth continuous jets of
dazzling sparks, like spray from a fiery fountain;
whilst along the Arno, at either side, down to the
Ponte di Santa Trinith, extended close to the water’s
edge- long lines of lamps, whose mellow lustre was
reflected in the stream beneath ; and the river itself,
from one bank to the other, was studded over with
illuminated boats, shewing like isles of light, every
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here and there, from its dark surface. Clearly as at
noonday could one see the eager faces of the crowd
around them; and the stars of heaven looked dull,
and dim, and pale, by contrast with that glittering
pageant.

There was no sleep that night for many. Crowds
filled the streets till break of day, passing from place -
to place, to admire the beauty of the lamp-lit cathe-
dral dome, the radiant glories of the'tall tower of
the Palazzo Vecchia, and to listen to the inspiriting
strains of numerous bands, stationed here and there,
throughout the city; and not till the dawn of day
crept up the sky were the tones of music hushed,
and the wanderings of the pleasure-seekers ended,
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CHAPTER VI.
SOCIETY.

TrE name of Italy has for the educated world a kind
of magic sound. Its glory, grandeur, and might of
old, joined to its more modern triumphs in the arts
of the poet, painter, sculptor, and musician, give
it a foremost position in the sympathies of every
cultivated mind. In no small degree, certainly,
does England feel the spell which departed great-
ness, and the deathless triumphs of genius, have
thrown around the country of Brutus, Cicero,
Dante, Columbus, Raphael, Michel Angelo,” and
Galileo. By the English stranger who first treads
the classic shores of Italy, the history of which is
intertwined with the remembrances of his early
years—whose residence. is adorned perhaps by the
grand creations of Italian art, who owes many g
delightful hour to Rossini’s or Bellini’s harmonious
Strains—by such a one Italy and the Italians, the
Country and its people, will naturally be viewed
through a medium of the most favourable kind,
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Short, however, is the duration of the bright picture
painted by the imagination, when the realities of
Ttalian life are brought before the eyes of those who
respect and cherish the virtues of domestic life, and
believe that existence presents some hlgher, nobler
object of pursuit than that of pleasure.

Not- more do Italy and England differ in their
outward aspects than in their inward states or
existence.  Strongly as the bright blue summer
skies, the olives, the maize, the vines of Italy con-
trast with the lowering clouds and less luxuriant
and varied vegetatlon of our colder clime; the con-
trast that exists in all that concerns the domestic life
of. the two nations is far greater. From the earliest
to the last moment of existence, influences, entirely
different in their nature, are at work, moulding the
characters and shaping the destinies of the inhabi-
tants of Italy and England. In the different aspects
presented by these]two countries at the present day
—England, rich, powerful, triumphant, and free—
Italy, poor, weak, oppressed, enslaved—in the wide
distinction that thus prevails, it needs no penetration
to discover which class of influences, affecting the
formation of the national character in either country,
is the best.

“ Love, music, and poetry is the life of an Ttalian,”
exclaimed, one-day in my presence, a young Floren~
tine gentleman. Unfortunately for Italy, the ob-
servation was teo true; Italian youths, epicureans in

I2
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,theory and practice, too often fritter away their
time and energies in the pursuit of mere enjoyment;
and too, often, through the means of a vicious ca-
reer of self-indulgence, their matural capacity for
good is well nigh extinguished, if not wholly de-
stroyed. Early in life the frivolous tone of Italian
society exerts its enervating influence over the youth-
ful mind. Few are the youths belonging to the
upper and middle classes of society in Italy, who
resolutely set themselves to achieve an honourable
independence.  Clinging to their kindred for sup-
port, necessity alone drives them to exercise their
energies for the purpose of acquiring the means of
subsistence.  The idlers can be counted by tens,
the workers by units. The tone of thought which
ruled society in Tuscany in the days of the Medici
is extinguished utterly; for industry now is looked
upon as vulgar, and idleness as genteel. The lad
of fifteen apes the man—apes him in the levities,
and too often the vices of his career: the youth
of twenty is thoroughly a man of the world, in-
timately acquainted with the world’s worst features.
Frivolities become the serious duties of his exist-
ence: he sings—he dances—he gossips—he flirts—as
if life were given him for no higher aims ‘and occu-
pation. So long as he can’find the means to buy
light kid-gloves, attend the opera, and pay his café
bill, he lives on, contented with his position: his
future troubles him not, so long as his present wears
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an agreeable aspect. ¢ Vive la bagatelle,” is his
cry: “life is ‘short, let us enjoy it whilst we may:”
and, acting upon this creed, youth vanishes in a
‘round of folly—in a whirl of excitement, that can-
not but be as destructive to the moral pringiple as
-it is inimical to ‘the development of all the higher
faculties of the mind.
'Buf whilst thus ‘characterizing the youth of Italy
as 4 class; it would be unfair to deny that therefexist
‘many exceptions’to this rule.’ Doubtless, ahongst
the young men of Italy there are to be found' many
to*whom patriotism supplies a motive to exertion and
an object in which they worthily invest their sym-
pathies. But whilst admitting this, it must be owned
that, if credit' is'to be given to the words of Italians
“themselves, there is but a small amount of 'singleness
of purpose, unselfishiiéss of endeavour, and lonesty
of action, to bé found’ amongst 'the ranks of the upper
classes of their countrymen. It was a melancholy
thing to me, to hear thé strictures passed by Italians
upon themselves. Distrust seemed to me to be widely
prevalent; each man appearing to suspect his neigh-
bour of being actuated by merely selfish aims. In
Rome and Naples I have heard Italians lament their
unfitness as a nation for free institutions from the
low moral tone existing amongst themselves. “Siamo
iroppo “cativi? (we are too wicked) for free insti-
tutions, saifl to me a Roman gentleman belonging
to the anti-papal party; and this is the opinion of
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many a one in various parts of Italy. In Tuscany
this feeling contributes more to the stability of the
hated government of the Grand Duke than the army
of Austrians he has at his command. Anarchy seems
to be more dreaded than despotism; and the caprices
of tyranny appear to be looked upon as more endur-
able than the licence of a mob.

In truth, the republican draina recently enacted
in Tuscany was little creditable to the inhabitants
of that land. Those times were certainly not to be
boasted of, when hydra-headed tyranny under the
name of liberty stalked abroad; and judging from
what I heard, the closing scenes of the revolution
resembled in character those -exhibited throughout
its course.

“The concluding days of our revolution were truly
disgraceful ones,” observed a lady, whose husband
had taken a prominent part in the proceedings of the
time. “It was really pitiable to see the way in
which many of our most prominent liberals deserted
their ranks, through the influence of gold or fear. I
was in Sienna when the news of the reaction in
Florence arrived. The mob in the streets began to
hurrah for the Grand Duke. On hearing this I saw
the chief man of our party in the town turn pale as
death and tremble like a child. ¢ What must I do?’
he faltered out. ¢Stick true to your colours and
principles,” I replied: ¢I, though a wdman, would
scorn to do less.’ Vain words! A few minutes had
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not passed before he was shouting for Leopold, with
the ducal colours attached to his dress. Gold, too,
did its work. Few were found like my husband
to refuse the proffered bribe: republican patriots
became transformed into ducal partizans in a few
hours’ time.” .

 Our present Government is certainly a bad one,”
said a liberal Florentine merchant to me; “but our
republican rule was far worse. Liberty existed with
us but in name. Florence was tyrannized over by a
mob, each individual of which aspired to be king.
Neither property nor life was safe, and trade was
annihilated: by the general feeling of insecurity that
prevailed.” “We were bought and sold,” say the
lower classes of the people. < For the sake of gold
our leaders deserted their colours and us.” Of a
similar purport were many of the observations I
heard during my residence in Tuscany.

It cannot be doubted that the defects of character,
attributable to the Italians of the upper and middle
classes of society, spring in a considerable degree
from the despotic form of government to which they
are subjected. The energies of the human mind
cannot be altogether repressed; if denied vent in a
useful, rational way, they will make for themselves
an outlet of a widely different character. The fer-
tilising river, whose onward course between its banks
is checked by a strong dyke, will lay waste the land
around in unwholesome marshes. What the dyke
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is to the stream, despotic institutions are to the cha-
racter. Liberty of speech and action denied, legi-
timate objects of ambition refused, mental activity
looked upon with suspicion and discouraged, it is
only a natural consequence that the innate energy
of thé Italian character should exhibit itself in an
unworthy manner. Under other influences, it may
be that the Italian sensualist, adventurer, and gam-
bler of the present day would shoiy himself a worthy
citizen, an unselfish patriot, and a.true benefactor to
his country.

Baut, injurious as is undoubtedly the influence, of
Ttalian government on Italian character; the faulty
social code of Italy is chargeable with the evil, in a
* still greater degree: indeed, it may be questioned if
this source is not in itself the parent of all the evils
under which Italy groans; for tyranny and tyrants
are only the outward symptoms of a disease that
has struck its roots in the homes of the land. When
one man subjects many to his tyrannic sway, the
many must be in fault. An army is counted but
by thousands, a people by millions; and there is no
power in parks of artillery, or in military tactics, to
put or keep a nation down, when that nation, worthy
of liberty, determines to be frce. Search the annals
of history and it will reveal that the public life of &
nation is in a great degree the reflex of its private
éne. With purity of morals will be found associated
national independence, wealth, and power; with cor-
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ruption of morals, tyranny, weakness, and poverty.
If we would trace the source of oppression of mil-
lions subjected to tyranny, or writhing -impotently
under the oppressor’s grasp, we must look into their
homes and raise up the veil that hangs over private
life; observe the mother, contemplate the wife, and
watch the young girl as she springs'lip from infancy
to matunty !

It is an observatlon justified 'By ‘experience, that
children ordmanly inherit theit meiital and moral
qualities from theu mother. In the biographies of
great men this fact is evx&enced in' 4 very stmng
manner, and proves how essential to ‘the welfare'tind
greatness of any state is “the development of the
mental and moral faculties of woman. By thus
ordaining that children shall resemble their’ mother
in mental and moral constitution, Providence seems
visibly to interpose in behalf of the weaker sex, and
to claim for them respect, education, and considera~
tion ; for practically does it say, through this means,
to men, “If you desire that your sons should be
clever, wise, and good, develop as much as possible
those qualities in woman.” Unheeded, however, for
thé' most part, does that voice speak to mankind;
and throughout the East, where woman is looked
upon either in the light of a toy or a slave, one sees
how terribly the injuries of the inmates of the ha-
rem and the zenana have been avenged. Ignorant,
oppréssed, and weak, the women of the East have
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entailed the curses of ignorance, weakness, and op-
pression on the nations to which they belong.

To any one_who mixes in the slightest degree in
Ttalian society, or converses with the inhabitants: of
different grades in Italy, it will soon become very
apparent that domestic life in that country partakes
in its essential elements of the oriental type. Though
not secluded in the interior of her house, or veiled

“and muffled np when she goes out to walk or drive,

the Italian lady has but little real liberty of action;
and in all that concerns the,practical affairs and
most important interests of life, she may be looked
upon as a mere cipher, or a complete nonentity.
Should we examine her position in the various
stages of her history, as girl, wife, mother, or
possibly widow, we should find her constrained
and fettered to a degree that seems inconsistent
with the fact of her possessing the attributes of a
ratiohal being.

Nothing exercises so baneful an effect upon the
character as the destruction of self-respect. A
despised race will almost invariably exhibit despi-
cable qualities. The evidence of mistrust has a
tendency to evoke the evil propensities of human
nature, and errors harden often “inte sin and guilt,
if society puts its ban upon the offender. As with
the moral, so with the mental qualities. Call a man
a villain or a fool, and deal with him habitually as
-such, and he will not unlikely prove himself deserv-
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ing of the epithet you give hith. ' In like manner, if
women as a class are looked upon’ with contempt,
and are treated as beings unfit for self-guidance
and self-government, they will be found acting in
accordance with their imputed characters. If an
English woman is superior to an Italian woman in
mental faculties and moral qualities, the fault lies
not with nature, but is traceable to that erring code
of customs and opinion which freats the latter as
if she were a being from whom the great gift of
reason had been withheld. The hobbling gait of the
Chinese wontan-is not a more artificial product than
are the weakness, vanity, frivolity, and immorality
which stain- the character of the women of Ttaly of
the present day.

The contrast between the position of an English
and Italian widow is a striking one. The former,
recognised by English society as an independent
existence, may even, though young, live where she
pleases, and spend her jointure according to her
taste. She may travel; she may live in town or
country, as her choice suggests: mo ene has the
power to_control her, to regulate the expenditure of
her income, to dictate to her what she may and may
not do. But with the Italian widow the case is often
widely different; and not seldom is she subjected to a
thraldom of the most grievous kind.

¢« My life is a burden to me,” said a young Flo-
rentine widow to me, despairingly one day.
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“ Why so?” I asked.

“ O, Slgnor Carlo is so cross and unkind; he
checks and thwalts me in every way,” was the
reply. . .

T And who is Signor Carlo, and, what right has he
to mterfere wuth you?” I returned. ) :

o 011, Slgnor Carlo is a priest, whom my husband
made a auar(han over me, and entrusted with the
management, of my jointure and my,affairs. Oh, it
is really too insufferable!” she continued, passion-
ately. , < Scarcely an evening. passes that he does
not come to make a note fof my day’s expehd1tme~
and tl}en,, le he finds that, I have "exceeded .the ordi-
nary amount by even a, couple of pauls, hg knits his
brows, and tells me that ;this must fot occur-agaim
And if hesces a,nice blazing fire ini the grate, he
rebukes me for my extravagance. ¢ Signora Teresa;,
you must not do this,and, yodr musb not do that,” he
keeps on_gaying, till I cry with _downright vexation.
Then, too, if I want a new bomleb or a new dress,
I have to beg and beg innumerable times before I
can get the inoney to purchase it. It is too bad—
indeed, it is—the way he acts; treating me like a
child, though a woman of upwards of thirty years
ofage. It is intolerable to be kept in this subjection.
I would to Heaven I were an Englishwoman !

“But why do you permit Signor Carlo to keep
all your money in his hands, and to annoy you by
his constant presence and interference ? »
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“ Cara mia,” she rejoined, “how can I help
it, since my husband willed that I should get
my income solely through Signor Carlo’s hands?
And that is not the -worst of my lot either,”
she continued; “ that.might ,be’ borne; but, it is
‘intolerable that Signor Carlo should be a spy on
all my actlons, Leepmg a constant Watch on all
1 do.”

“ Why permit him? Why not tell him you will
act as you choose ? ™

“I wish I cmfld +but’ he has me completely in
his power, for'by 1 my husband’s 'will my Jomture is
to be transferred, to’s member of 'his family if I ‘a0
not show I‘ am o buona vedova,® and ek]llblt the most
“perfect discretion of conduct.”

« Am T to understand that Signor Cailo is to l)e
your judge in this partlcula.l ?” !

“Yes; and hesds perpetually on the watch to sée
if I have got a lover.” He thinks himself very
cunning, I am sire’s* batesharp-eyed as he is, he has
never yet discovered that Beppo comes here.”

« Who is Beppo?”

« A young officer, a noble of Pisa, to whom I am
engaged. Unfortunately he is too poor to marry
yet, and so we must wait until he gets his next step,
which will give him additional pay.”

“You lose your Jomture, then, if you marry, I
suppose 7 *

* (Good widow,
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"« Yes, certainly; or if my engagement to do so
be known.' , It is really droll to think of the way
that Béppo has to be smuggled off when Signor
Carlo arrives unexpectedly.”

“You will be glad when this thraldom is at an
end?” ’

«If it were not for that prospect, I‘ would not
live,” she exclaimed; “or at least not live on in
the way I do. If it were not for Beppo, 1 should
do something desperate I am surk.”

In the character of this lady I saw a stnkmg
illustration of the evil effects that flow from the
restraints imposed upon her sex qutaly Scarcely
emerged from childhood, she, in obeghence to her
mother’s orders, became the wife of a.man she did
not love, and who was in point of age considerably
her senior. Sadly did the years of her .married
life pass by. Without childrend&jthout hounsehold
duties (for her husband " rérrulated all domestic
affairs), without an education "that"whuld have givén
her resources of enjoyment in herself, she could
only look to society for happiness, for the means of
filling up in any way the vacuum in her existence;
and from this sole resource she was excluded by the
decree of a _]ealous husband. As daughter first, as
wife subsequeptly —watched, guarded, mistrusted,
deprived of liberty of choice and action, in despite
of no mean natural endowments of heart and mind
—time found her a widow of ‘thirty years of ages
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in point of judgment, thought, and feeling—a per--
fect child.

Although every. widow lady in Italy may not have
the misfortune to be under the rule of a Signor
Carlo, it seemed to me, from what I heard, that
the practice was general on_ the part of a dying
husband to -invest some one with the control
over the management of the pecuniary affairs of
his widow. Indeed, in many cases this might prove
a’ wise provision fot her welfare; for from the ef-
fects of the system. of tutelage under which the Ita~
lian wife has lived, she is so destitute of prudence
and forethotight+so much the slave of impulse, so
passionately fond of dress—that with her income,
as a widow at her own disposal, she is capable
of spending in a week, on the merest fripperies of
fashion, the whole amount of her annual income.
Signora Teresa was b )'yexception to this rule: she
acknowledged tlfat "shevwas dreadfully extravagant.
The number of? bonméts and dresses she possessed
was absolutely startling; and nearly all the very
small amount of pocket-money allowed to her by
Signor Carlo was expended in the purchase of lot-
tery tickets.

In 4 country where the intellectual faculties of
Women are rated at a very low degree, it may
readily be believed that education is a matter but
little, attendéd to. Thus error tends ever to its
self-perpetuatlon. The weak and ignorant4 girl
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merges into the 'weak '4nd ignorant mother; and not
feeling*her"! deficiences; “goes'|onlmnthenoldi 'beaten
tradk which Yesults in! ddtighters ag weak.and igrio-
rant 45'she §s hersélf. 'Sé oneiigenération of womén,
f‘ollows anothér, impressed: with: the belief that the!
chidf medit of theéir fex'is to’look ,haridsomey!and-
thelr chief duty 16 bel well dressed. «The course.of;
ihstructiotl'for'gifls it the ‘upper and middle classes!
of socthy’ ‘in Italy“is' /of the hiflimsiest 1 character :.
nothing 1 fé;igl’lt'of' ‘i nadure: coleulated to; desélop:

theit xﬁenta'l Bicilties: 'Beéneatly tlie thin varnish. of
dccorplishménts that anlTtaliantladypossesses, the
Tno&t dense ignotancé of' the“mdmaryv 'branches . of
kﬁowledrré”may bé foundl) T tasvintimately dao-
qdaiﬁte& with "two young ladies lin: F logence; Iwha
were tvell™ eddca‘lfecl acedrdingito the Italian idea
"of that'tertrl ;' foltegviould: plpy the (piand goler
Tably! well; ”sp%al{ Frénchiv ifiperfectly) Jand bould
say “Good-tibriing,? and !5 Gopd night,”iand half-
a-dozén " mibre 'equally'iclaborhite!)sentetices: inithe
Englisli' lahguage. '"But with thess| accomplisht
ahénts, of which” they wére ektremely proud, heither
of thém could write' Without lines, o imiany dther
tharl' th a cHild’s 1arpe, ill-formed charhcterss!his-
tory' they Were igrorant of; land ithe profundity
of 'théir ignorance of "geograpliy may! be fmaginetl
from the fact, that ‘neither of - them! knew: 'of 'the
existence of the ¢elebrated. Ttalian Lake of. Como.

Geographical knowledge would s?em, indeed, from
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the restlts.of my experiénce, to be. classed somewhat
among the unfeminine branches of learning in Italy.
“ Which .s the farthest off, London or .Amenca.?”
asked a lively Florentina lady of me one day. 1
gave +her «the desired. information, with a ,secret
wonder- at the ignorance -the question lmphed but
greater grew 'my.wondery and severe .was the test
to: which iy gravity, was. put, when, after a, few
momerts of apparent .meditation, shé exclaimed—
' What a very large city America must be!”

At g very.barly period of my residence in Tus-
cany, the n‘lockéryn' of 1ithe, miscalled ,syst?m of
feminine: education in .Italy became to me most
strikingly.. apparent.  The, most, favourite schools
for Florentine! girls arel those conducted by nuns,
and: carried on within.the precincts of ,the con-
vent, but: there are 1educat10na.l( est.abhshments to be
found in -Florence uﬁconnected with the religious
institutions of the country, . To an annual, exami-
nation of the girls belonging to.a school of the
latter description I was invited shortly after my
arrival in Florence, when I was as yet but imper-
fectly acquainted with the Italian language. Though
doubtful of my ability to understand a scholastic
examination carried on in an unfamiliar tongue,
I accepted the invitation, and repaired at the time
indicated to the appointed place.

Great preparations had been made for the occa-

K
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sion, as if to invest the coming exhibition with.a
character of importance and dignity. Across the
end of the room, where the examination was to be
held, extended a stage, gaily decorated with bright~
coloured drapery. Upon this stage a table-and some
chairs were placed fot the use of the examiner and
the pupils, and directly in front were several rows of
forms appropriated to the service of the audience.
The room filled rapidly, and the benches were well
furnished with occupants, when a grave, middle-aged
man emerged from a mysterious side door,and took
his place on a seat occupying a central position on
the platform. On either side of him four or five
girls, of ages varying apparently from ten to sixteen,
ranged themselves in order. The ladjes, of whom
the company entirely consisted, kept a profound
Ysilence, as befitted the importance of the scene, and
the examination began.

My doubts as to the sufficiency of my knowledge
ot the language were soon dispelled, for I speedily
found that my endowments in this respect were
most ample for all the requirements of the occa-
sion; the questions asked being characterized by a
ludicrous degree of simplicity. Difficult, indeed,
it was to restrain a smile, when I heard girls, almost
womanly in their appearance, required to tell how,
many vowels there were in the Italian language;
and further, to exhibit a convincing proof of their



'SOCIETY. 131

knowledge on this point, by furnishing words in
which the vowels severally occurred.

- ¢ Right, quite right,” said the professor, applaud-
ingly, as a girl mentioned docca, in exemplification of
the use of the letter 0; * and now,” he contintied, in
his consequential manner, “I write this word bocca
(mouth) upon this slate: you see it there; and I
Tequire you to tell me what letter it is-necessary to
add in order to convert docca into boccia * (bottle).

The question "was too hbstruse for the girl ad-
dressed to, answer; but the pupil nest questioned
solved it triumphantly.’ '

An examination conducted by the French master
was of an equally puerile and absurd character.
After requiring the French for—I, thou, she, it,
&c.—requirements not alyvays successfully complied
with—he proceeded to make his pupils apply their
knowledge of the personal pronouns to the conju-
gation in French of the phrase, “To gain one’s
livelihood.” €I gain my livelihood,” said one girl:
«Thou gainest thy livelihood,” said another: and
so on round the circle, until * They gain their live-
lihood ” was attained. In geography and history
not even the most superficial examination took
place;* and when the morning’s performances came
to an end, I could not help wondering at the display
I had witnessed of gross incapacity on the part of
the teachers, and gross iymorance on the part of the:
taught.

K 2
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An evening exhibition that took place on the same
stage was, in its way, of a much more mentonous
kind. Though the school was a large one, the same
young ladies, who had e\lublted then attamments
in the morning, and who were evidently, consxdeled
the show pupils of the estabhshment once, more
appeared ypon the stage to display theu' dramatié
and_elocutionary powers. F1ench poems were' re-
clted with fluency and cons1demble grace, by (dr]s
who had shown 3 far ﬁom mtlmate acﬁumntan(':re
with F rench pronouns a few homs prev 1ously Then
came 2 play, which was acted m a very credxtcdale
manner ; and the e\ammatlon conciuded Wlﬂl sdffl)e
waltzing, whlch ev1denced that ‘the art of dan'éﬁl‘g
was, alpove '111 other l%lanches of learning, the one
most thoroughly cultwated and understéod. | '

From the reputatlon tlus school enJoyed and“the
number of pupils. it contamed, it was evxdent that
the system of instruction there pursued - Was ot
ferlor to that adopted in any other similar lund of
seminary in the town. It was easy to seé, mdeed
that the amount of knowledge displayed i the
examination fully came up to the requirements of
society ; for an observatxon T made, relative to the
ludicrous simplicity of the’ questlons asked,; ‘seemed
to give rise, in the minds of the Tadies I addi-essed 'to
a sensation of surprise. It was truly not 'to 'bb ex-
pected, however, that ‘those “who had’ beér” subJected
to precisely the same system of tultion ‘themselves
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should find a.nythmg to censure or to smile at in that
;normngs scene.

- When ‘such is thié state of ferminine éducation
amongst the hwhel classes of Italian society, it can
e\cxte no wonde1 to discover ‘that, in the lower ranks
of fernale llfe, a state of the most dense igiorance

v oLk

Pre‘\:allls;, Even girls who enJoy 4 very respectable
posmon in the world remam quite ignorant of the
arts of ,readmO' ana writing. * “The pof)ufar opnnon
on the subject of the usélessriess o Such acquire-
meqts to women, 'was, shﬂ\mgly embodled m a
I;SHI%I[,]{ made to me by the mfe of ‘& 1espectaBle
Govemment ofﬁcni at ﬂle bathé of Monte Catini.
Dlscoveuna that she wag qulf:e ulmcqua.mted with
,ﬂlp mysterles of the alphabet I Iasked her how it
}iappened ,that she, the daughter ‘of a schoolmasfer,
had - not lea.rned to read and rite? Oh,
fqﬁher said,” she rephed “such kno\wledoe ‘was
@uite useless to a woman ; and for all the good it
dld it WODld bé folly for me to be at the trouble
10 learn, and waste of time for him to be at the
trouble to teach me.’ In towns, girls in the
humblel walks of life may chance ‘to get a slight
tlncture of the elements of learnmg, but in the
ucountry, a girl who can’ read a page or write a
Jing is quite a phenomenon

The idea of a girl in Italy is mdlssolubly con-
thected with that of a being devoid of all moral

-Sense, infallibly preferring wrong to right, and who
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can only be kept from harm and evil by the most in-
cessant watchfulness. A mother’s whole maternal
duties towards her daughter seem considered in
Italy to be comprehended in the one act of vigilance:
« My daughter has never been, since she was nine
years old, for more than twenty minutes at a time
out of my sight,” said an Italian countess, boastfully ;
and by this declaration she appeared to think that
she merited to take rank in the world’s esteem with
the mother of the Gracchi. A girl belonging to the
upper ranks of life in Italy is practically a prisoner
until she marries. Into society she must not enter;
neither in the morning féte, or in the evening dance,
is she permitted to display her charms and graces.
An occasional walk with father, or brother, or
mother, is permitted; but she must not go outside
the house unless accompanied by her nearest kin-
dred. To be seen alones even but a few yards from
her father’s door, would entail npon her the deepest
isgrace and heaviest censure. Kept under a per-
petual surveillance, every line she writes and every
line she receives are subjected to rigid scrutiny. _
The girl belonging te the humbler classes of
gociety shares also, in a great degree, in the same
restrictions on her liberty. The grown-up daughter
of a woman keeping a lodging-house in Florence
could not profit by my offer to take her to see the
ceremony of the Lavanda at the Pitti Palace, solely
because she was unable to procure a proper escort to
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accompany her, in a ten minutes’ walk through the
best part of the town, to the place where I resided.
A work-girl going to her employer’s house has .to
provide herself with some companion; and, in emer-
gencies, I have sometimes seen a little child do duty
as’ duenna for the occasion. In the counfry the
same rule prevails; no peasant girl is ever to be
seen alone:- and equally in the higher as in the
lower classes of society would any infringement of
‘the social code, in this respect, be fatal to matri-
monial expectations. Under these circumstances,
the proceedings of unmarried English ladies excite
the wonder and envy of their sex in Italy. Often
have I been amused at the way in which the most
commonplace exploits have been magnified into heroic
actions; and not unfrequently did I find myself
‘elevated to the dignity of a heroine, when utterly
unconscious that I had in any way merited the
name assigned me,

Though marriage, in some degree, enlarges the
sphere of action of Italian women, the liberty it
gives is of a very limited character. An Italian
lady belonging to the middle classes of society,
whilst lamenting to me the evil influences which
resulted from the present social code of Italy, gave
an instance of how it had once personally affected
‘her in a very unpleasant manner.

« Some years ago,” she said, *“ my husband, not
being able to leave Lucca conveniently at the time
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there was some trifling business to be transacted, af

Genoa, proposed. to me that I should taLe my little
boy, and go ti1er'e to settle ,natters in lns istead.] I
at once agreed to lus suggestxon, and went. 'Lhe
JOurney was eaally and qmc]dy pelrfmmed by rails
road 'and’ steamer ; ; but the cegsure I bmught,upoﬂ
myself' Lby tlavellmg uqattended by a gentleman
was of the severest descupnon. Af I had committed:
‘some act of mu{der and robbery; I couldy sgarcely
have been m01e blamed ” T 1

Even amonost the lower classes,,ne}thep‘,age“nm
matmmony gives, a woman the privilege of walking,
about alone in a stxange place, yithout proyoking-
censure. F or mstance, when L adv1sed a plaim}
elderIy marued female servant to visit, the cathen.
dral at szto_]a, durmg a two hours unavoidable,dew
tention there on her way by rg,ﬂro?.d,ﬁ;o Florencdy.
she somewhat mdlgnantly rejoined,; ¢ that, to- wallo-
alone in the streets of a strange town was an.ins?
decorum she would be sorry to be guilty,pf”, -

If 1t were not a sorrowful speetagle, it mightiwell:
excite a smile to see the subservmnt public homage -
paid by Italian women to the,conventional, réguni-
lations” of decorum, whilst flagrantly, contravening
in their dauly life its essential plmcq)le, Tha, seme -
lady who Would slumk from. the impropriety of -
tlaveilmg five miles alone, jyyill not scruple o, prove -
false to u wxfes hlghest dutleq Sharing, ’“{1‘1* aen,
in an epicurean tone of tlllouorlxt and feeling, eyery .-
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womanly virtue i Is sacuﬁced at the shrine of pleasuxe.
In the'Social life of Italy vice presents 1tself to the
sight wider a veil too thm to hide from’ the Teast
observait eye'its offensive featmes. The drawmg—
rooms of the upper ¢lasses of the land, partlculal_ly
it Tuscany, are filled with faltjlless W 1ves and,, false
husbaids.  So-flagrant and w1de—sp1ead is the eul
that’th“wears no blush, ot “seeks’ a mask to screen

“An Ehglish 1ady, who' had' entered much mto'
Itahan society, told me that she’ wals often shocked
at the corifidences which' married Tadics would force
upoti ther ; “and’ ﬁheﬁ‘ slié told "fer ‘hugband tllat she
must ‘really glvé up a(:qlihmtance with such persons,
heianswered, quite trul_’y 'that to'act consxstently, she’
must-then give up Ttalian society altogetlier, for,
Signora! A-——~~and Signora B— were not one
whiti worse than other Tadxes frankness and un-
‘reserve constituting’ the only ‘difference between
them: '

Few aré the Ttalian girls who, on first entering'as
matrons into the dissipated circles of Italian society,
escape its bdneful influences. How indeed, under
the:circumstances, could it be otherwise ? The whole
training -of the Italian glrl tends to render Tlel a slave
to impulse and a-prey ‘to temptaﬁon. Mmrym
most liktely at her parénts’ bidding, a man she does
not love, and with her mind ii"all probability already
half corrupted by the conversation she has heard in
the drawing-room' bf-heér mother, she follows readily
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in the train of the ladies she sees around. To resist
the contagion of example, to make a stand for right
in the midst of a crowd of worshippers of wrong,
requires strength of mind; and strength of mind
springs not from tbe mockery of education that
.Jtalian ladies receive: learning to dance, to sing,
to conjugate French verbs, and to play thé piano.
From empty minds, and idle hands, evil naturally
ensues. To fill up the void of life recourse,is had
to the excitement of rivalry, of coquetry, to indul-
gence in gossip and tattling. Each lady appears to-
try to excuse her own proceedings to her conscience
and to the world by making out that the conduct of
her acquaintances is still worse. The light literature
of France, which constitutes her only study, tends
further to her mental and moral ‘degradation; its
pages attiring vice in the most seductive and fasci-
nating garb. Finding their value estimated solely’
by the standard of good looks, dress becomes to
Italian women in all classes of society an absorbing
passion. The chief part of the existence of the
Marchesa or Contessa is employed in the pleasing
labours of the toilette; and the maid-of-all-work will
pot hesitate to lay out half her miserable earnings
on a light pink silk bonnet. A young peasant girl
ingenuously confessed to me, that she thought per-
fect happiness would be ‘her lot were she only pos-
sessed of a silk dress and gold chain like mine. In
short, were woman to be judged umiversally by the
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moral and mental attributes she exhibits in Italy
at the present day, the opinion might reasonably be
entertained that- she was a being low in the scale
of intelligence, requiring perpetual tutelage, and
unfit to be endowed with the prerogatives of self-
guidance and self-government.

Nothing but a change in the social ‘code of Italy
can cure an evil that is a canker in the vitals of that
country. As long as a girl is considered by society as
a kind of chattel property, which may be disposed of
by her parents to the highest bidder in the matrimo-
nial market, female degradation will continue. The
laws of nature cannot be outraged with impunity ;
and love, the life stream of a woman’s being, be-
comes, when diverted forcibly from. its natural
course, a dangerous quicksand, in which honour,
purity, and every domestic virtue are engulphed.
The refusa] of liberty-of. choice in the selection of
a husband leads inevitably to the most evil con-
sequences. Let society enact what laws it may in
reference to the matter, the young girl feels that
she has inherent rights which cannot be abrogated
by its dictum. Too weak for open resistance, she
seeks to contravene the projects of her parents,
in regard to her future establishment, by clan-
destine manceuvres. Concealment indutes deceit,
deceit gives rise to falsehood and hypocrisy; and
she stoops to despicable artifices to blind her mother
to the fact that she is carrying on a correspondence
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with some lover.. - Successful or unsuccessful in her
object; whether she secures a-husband for;herself or
hag- to -accept one at the dictation of. another; the
evil . seed- has been sown. in her heart, and can
scarcely, fail ‘to. ripen: under the, -baneful.influences
of Italian-society. In,the, following incident. will be
found. a- striking .illustration ;of - the contest of wits
in. regard; to matrimonial schemes, which goes.on in
Italy between: motlier and-daughter. L
~ In. the sumimer of 1856, :a widow.lady and _he],
daungliter -came ﬁom the city, of. P_erugl_a‘_t,o,nghom
for sea-bathing.. The.daughter was. young. and sin-
gularly handsome :. with the. datk- eyes and thair, of
Italy, [she - possessed the; height and fair; complexion
of England—a, combination rare_as it was attractive.
Her appearance ot of doors (an event of xai‘e]occur-
rence) never- failed to-create a sensation. WAdniiring
glances . grected - the ¢ Bella Perngiana” (as she, was
cdlled) at- mass, and , wherever. else ghe .mightr be
visible ; vyoung-. gentlemen .walked up  and -down
béfore .the ‘house - where she resided,. to, catch, .a
glimpse, if it were possible, of the young beauty, It
may:well be imagined that, under such circum-
stances, the mother . found ‘her office of duenna.mo
sinecure:. ~To do. her - justice, however, she seemed
equal to the emefgency; for she did not.scruple to
sacrifice Ber. own convenience,'and ease to; the dis-
charge efher duty in this particular.

However. nseful. sérvants might be, and doubtless
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were, in her estimatich, she 'held thein ‘as enemies t6
be dreddedin hert'présent situation ; for -how-'could
she féel asdured that, through the means of a bribe,
they might not- be induced to becoine a channel’ of
commurnication between her danghter and some Jover?
The danger was too imminént -to-be gainsayed or
denieds; no vigilance on her- part could. prevent the
occurrence of 'thé evil she foreboded, if servants, on
any pretext or businéss) were admitted into'the apart:
ménts'they otcipled. ~Influencéd by ithis-convictibn,
thié ‘anxious radther résolved, Wwith»heroic self-denial,
that she and her ‘ddughter ' should actas servants to
themsélves, so that the presence-of strange atteridants
fitight' e dispensed- witli hltogether. :Accordingly,
the young beauty had- to €nact ithe lousemaid’s part,
to' niake  her owr -bed, “and’ o clean out her: own
apartitent. In:'the dischdrge;, however; of: these
prescribed tasks, it'sooh becamée evident that.natute
had riot-designed the * Belle Perugiana” to.enabt the
domestic’s part, for she was constantly : committing
some piece of awkwardness in-connection iwith the
performance of ' her menial 'duties. Scarce a.ddy
passed by that, in hanging: her: towel over the sill of
the back window to dry; she'did mot let it.'lcarelessly
drop down into the smalli courtyard.of a café imme-
didtely ‘beneath, As the distance, however; from the
ground: to the first floor apartments was but small,
the evil was easily remediedy as some ' gdod-natured
attendant ‘was always at hand to.throw back: the
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dropped article to the fair hands from Whlch it had
unluckily slipped.

Thus weeks passed on: the mother had every
reason to be pleased with her daughter’s conduct in
everything, save in the careless manner in which she
still continued to perform the housemaid’s business
for in spite of chidings from the one, and ' strong
utterances of self-reproach on the other’s part, such’
illustrations of the principle of gravitation as were
referred to before occurred frequently. At length
came a day of anger to the mother and of confusion’
and dismay to the daughter; when the origin of the
young lady’s awkwardness was revealed. The dupe
_ of an ingenious artifice, the outwitted duenna dis-
covered that in every dropped article which had
been so kindly thrown back to' the beauty fromi the
court beneath, a missive from a lover had been
enclosed; and by the same means, pen, ink, and
paper, to be employed furtively (if possible), had.
been obtained. Under the mother’s watchful eyes,
a close correspondence with a forbidden lover, who
had followed from Perugia, had been maintained.
But vain were the daughter’s wiles: the iron bars of
custom and prescription were too strong for her to
break ; and like a bird who, after vainly flapping
its wings against the wires of its cage, resigns itself
to captivity, so the girl yielded to the force of cir<
cumstances: when she left Leghorn shortly after-
wards, she left it as the promised bride of a wealthy,
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nobleman. Wealth and rank! what more could any
heart desire?- Nothing, certainly: the essentials for
happiness were fully comprehended in those terms.
At least, so thought the mother; and as to the
daughter, what her thoughts on the subjectwere,
mattered not—her destiny was sealed.

From such a marriage evil must ensue: whether
dazzled by the seductive charms of wealth and rank,
or under the pressure of compulsion, she yielded
willingly or unwillingly to her mother’s views, the
career of the “Bella Perugiand” is almost equally
sure to be a sinful and unhappy one. Bound to a
man she does not love, her heart and fancy filled
with the image of her deserted suitor, with an
empty mind, and time hanging heavy on her hands,
an adept in deceit and artifice—what likelihood is
there that she will be able to resist the corrupting
influences of the society into which she is thrown?
Sad is it to follow up in thought her probable career,
—to see the incense of admiration, readily offered,
accepted eagerly; to see mistrust, suspicion, jealousy,
or hatred, perhaps, and every element of discord
and unhappiness, take up their abode beneath the
domestic roof—to behold the desecration of the holiest
duties of existence, and every household virtue flung
aside or trampled under foot with shameless auda-
city :—husband and wife alike unfaithful to their
vows—father and mother alike negligent of their
parental duties—children ‘who can neither love nor

A Y
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honour hér who' gave "them birth'~dadghters as
artful 4s she was herself, ahd 'to whom, in turn, shé
acts the duemma—sons’ old 'in Vice at a youthful
age, frequ'ehtérs of the ¢ tasino ” and the ‘gaining-
table+-old 'age ungraced with love and: revetencé,
tormented with gnawing regréts aftet her faded lové-
liness, envy bf the admiration ‘proffered to'ybuthf'ul
beauties, -and - futils’ alttex'ni)t's‘ to ‘efface’ by artthe
ravages that tinie’ ha¥ ‘made i héwi'onde perfett
features. Sad and paitiful a¥' is!/this"pictire, who
can say'that under the' circtinstarices ‘the! life 'of
the'* Bella Perugiana” i§likely to be’differerit to ‘the
drie described ? o |

‘Uhder the 'social code' of Tthly, even marriagus!of
affection 'ard ot -likely 5 'termindte fnuich - ifiofe
happily * than 'thosé - contradted' from ‘mibtivés!of
interest 'and ‘conveniéhds. Though few’ in’ Humhbet,
marriages do sométimes ‘boctit where!the young lady
marries' the man ‘on 'whom /she has'ﬁxed,”or rathér
fariciés' she has fixed, 'het affections: for' generally
n such cases the love profesded is but 4 shadowly
growth of the imagination’; since from the secluded
life she has been forced folead, in accordantd kvith
the Italian code of propriety, her iwholé knowledge
of the object of her choice is limited;, generally,
to al ‘wcquaintance with his petsonal -appedranice.
At church fost likely she first beheld him  and she
was not too much abtorbed by heér dévotionk ‘to
remark that his' &yes were fised upon- her fate with
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an expression of, admiration. She sees him follow-
ing her home, fo find opt her name and, residence;
and, day after .day, she, notices him passing and
repassing,, looking upwards at the window: from
vsluch, lile most Italian girls, she spends the greatest
“portion. of hen time in gazing, Flattered by these
«ttentions, she speedily begins to think that the
.young gentleman who has, found, such, charms in
ther is decidedly a very captivating person. She
Ainds amiahility, in his smile, agreeableness in, his
\eyes,jand, evidence ,of perfect taste,in thefashion, of
‘kis goat, thei curl of. his mpustache,. and the, shape
of his well-trimmed whiskers. The impression made
tupon her heaxt she does, not fail to evidence by her
smxlesl and glances. ' On this. the gentleman, if in
rindependent cirqumstances, demands an interview
_with,, the,. young; lady’s parents, declares his love,
.makes knowni his fortune, bis family, and his expec-
tations, and if his statemgnts are deemed satisfactory,
-Ytb.e,o,bject of hig choice is overjoyed to hail him as
her affianced husband, although she has never.inter-
ichanged with him a single sentence.,
Thus with the tastes, the feelings, the real cha-
racter of | either party mutually quite unknown, it is
. evident that it is a happy chance indeed which unites
together dispositions in any way congenial. In
-ordinary cases, where no bond exists of community
of thought,and feeling, a few, short months of wedded
life suffice,to weaken or destroy the love which, on

L
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either side,' has been. 2 mere creation of the fancy:
_The dark eyes of Gertrude lose their charm, when
they are dimmed by peevishness or flash with anger;,
and the graceful curl of Narcisso’s moustache: cannot
atone. for ungracious words and a careless and cold
demeanour.  Mutual disappointment results; ere
long, in mutual indifference. Devoid of that:cul~
tivation of mind which would enable her to find
resources of enjoyment in herself, Gertrude. tries
to drown the remembrance of her domestic, ériefs
and trials in a whirl of gaiety; whilst Narcisso vies
with his wife in a sedulous desire to effect the same
ebject, through a eareer of fashionable dissipation. .

The frequency with which such.results occur
has given rise to. a proverb that embodies with
vulgar force the popular idea of the unhappy issne
of love matches in Italy ; but it is evident that from
marriages effected in the manner described the merits
of the great prineiple of feminine liberty of choice
have not been compromised in the slightest manner.

“The celebrated Silvio Pellico has referred to this
subject in very striking terms; and how fully his
mind was impressed with the conviction that a
reform was urgently required in the social code of
Italy, the following extract from his writings will
unequivocally evidence :—

“To the brief raptures of the honeymoon succeed:
ennui, and the perception. that the choice was pre~
cipitate, From the regrets of one or of hoth the
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parties -arise slights, offences, and daily bitter dis-
sensions. The woman, the gentler and the more
generous being of the two, becomes commonly the
victim of the unhappy discord; either grieving to
death; or, what is worse, losing her natural good-
ness of ‘disposition, she forms attachments through
which,, it seems to her, she will' find amends for the
absence of conjugal affection, but which eventuate
in mothing but remorse and shame. From such
.unhappy marriages proceed children who, for their
fist school, have the unwdrthy conduct of the
father, or of the mother, or of both the parents;

children consequently uncared for or little loved,

destitute or almost destitute of education, WIthout
respect towards parents, without fraternal or sisterly
affections, without an idea of the domestic virtues,
which. form the basis of the national virtues, Al
these. things are so common that to see them we
need only to look around us. No one can tell me
that I exaggerate,”

Words strong as these would not have been used
by such an ardent lover of his country as Silvio
Pellico, if the evils alluded to had not been strikingly
apparent; and in no task could the Italian patriot
of ‘the present day be more profitably employed than
in that of trying to extirpate the canker which is
preying upon the vitals of his country. It is but a
spurious patriotism that would gloss over or ignore
evils that can be remedied ; and since; truly as Silvie

L2
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Pellico says the 'domestic ' virtues form ‘the ‘basis 'of
national V1rtues, It:hy ce.n never, uitder any'form' of
government become great or’ prosperbus, itntil "the
homes from. which her peoplé fssue ! are purified fromm
the urﬂloly mﬁuences pervadmg them at Present.’
"The accomphshment of this obJecf‘ cah only“be
obtained by elevatmg 'the soclal’posxtlon of ‘woman,
in_every stage of ‘her caréer Tshe" niist b looked
“upon and neatea as an niteTlr ent responsxble"bemg,
and not as one f‘ron{ whom the gr t"glft of fedsont
has been thhhelid As 4 glrl she 'should' be libex
.rated ‘from the ‘galling réstraints By whichi 'sheods
now fettered, she should be constituted 'thé guar:
dian of her own honour, and 'the’ influences of 4
cultlvateil mmd and of toral’ pnneiple fully .deves=
loped should supersede the duennas vigilant €ye; 43
a check upon unpropne%y of conﬂuct.' ‘ Her'tnar-
riage would then be an act émaniting’ frém’ her o n
free will, and’ &xctated solely by tier owh'judgment
and mchnatlons, and 'in her husband ghe would see
the object of her lové 4nd choice, and 't a constant
galling memento of parental compu‘lsmn and tyranny
Under such altered mrcumstances 1ove, sprmgmg
from the basis of mutual esteen, respect, and confi-
dence,, would secure the sanctity of the marriage tie
from prof‘anatmn Truth, hodour, and virtue, int
stilled by the mother’s examples and; preCepts“mto
the hearts and minds of her young'' oﬁ'sprmg, would
form the distinguishing featured of ‘their maturity;
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and by a race growing up under such auspices, the
glories of the medizval ages of Italy would be revived,
or perhaps eclipsed, by the triumphs of her sons in
art, science, and literature. '

For nature, bountiful as of yore, still sows the
seceds of genius.amongst the Italian people; but as
in the parable of the sower, the seed now falls in
stony. places where it.can take no root, and by the
wayside, where it is tlampled down, and thus never
reaches' maturity. How much the elevition of
woman - would tend to: foster and to stxmuhte the
growth of the precious.germs which now die out for
want.of nourxshment and culture, is ev1denced from
the number: of women distinguished by thelr attain-
ments, who shed dxgmty on their sex in the times of

a.nte, Michel Angelo, and Galileo. TIn the times
which. produced a Bettisia Gozzqdnu, the pride and
ornament, of the University of Bologna, of which she
was created a professor; tlmt exhibited a Domitilla
Trevulzia, to whose Latin .or: ations flocked crowds of
listeners ; when Isotta of Verona took a foremost pche
amongst the disputants in pubhc controvel sies 3 when
Novilla, the beautiful daughter of the Professm of
Law, at Bologna, dehvered lectures to students, as
the deputy of her father, in his absence; when Elena
Piscopia dignified the Unlve1s1ty of Padum by the
variety and profundity of her 'ltt'umnents ; and
when a silver crown, encucled with leaves of gold,
was p]qced on the head of Laura Bassi, in testimony
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of the admiration felt for her genius and learning:—
in times illustrated by these, and other names too
numerous to mention, the position, the character of
Italian women must have been widely different from
what jt is at present; and the spirit of the past, in
this respect, must be revived, ere the fame of a
tarnished name can be redeemed, and Italy assume
a forward place in the ranks of civilization.
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CHAPTER VIL
THE PEASANT.

Ix nocountry of the world, perhaps, do the signs of
fertility, industry, and abundance go forcibly present
themselves to the stranger’s view, as in- the largest
portion, of Tuscany. Art and nature, there going
hand in hand, produce a series of rural pictares of
the choicest, richest, and most attractive description.
Through-the combined influences of a glowing sum-
mer sun, a fertile soil and an elaborate system of
-cultivation, the vales of the Arno, the Chiana, the
‘Ombrone, the Nievole, and the plain of Lucca teem
with products unknown to our less fruitful soil and
less genial clime. From the carefully garnered har-
vest of the olive tree the peasant extracts the oil to
feed his evening lamp in the short days of winter.
The vine, until stricken by disease in recent times,
-afforded him an asbundant supply of a grateful and
-strengthening beverage. In the Indian maize, which
springs up vigorously in his fields, he finds a nutri-
tious food. Fig, peach, pear, chesnut, and walnut
trees drop down to him their fruits. Flowers, the
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bot-house nurselings or garden treasures of colder
climes, offer. spontaneously their rich and :often
highly-scented blossoms to his view. ‘With the
bramble of the wayside fence. the sweet clematis
twines; the small singing bird; which frequents’the
copse, "makes its nest. amongst-myrtle boughs ;- the
purple gladiolis raises its head amidst the growing
grain; and, in many a grassy nook, the white petals
of the gumcistus strew the ground. .With its teem~
ing sojl, and its.varied produce, the pnme\ al' curse
seems to sit lightly on Tuscany. S

. The impress of arti—of industry, no less than that
of a bounteous nature, is seen stainped upon the land
unwistakeably. - Fields, where not-a weed is -fo- be
discerned; fatms, in which.not ohe crooked or useless
fence ds visible, where the sower follows quick upofi
the reaper’s track, and where the fresh turredsup
sod. is fast; covered-over, by. a bright carpetof Vver-
dure; where, from dawn till dusk, the labourer is seen
plying spade or- hoe indefatigably: all these things,
seen, in ‘variods parts of Tuscany, attest that-the
Tuscan, peasant is far from being an ungrateful
recipient of the bounties of Providerice. As the
traveller journeys in: spring or summer through
this favoured land; especinlly along the vale of the
Arno, his' onward course will be through scenes cal-
culated to suggest the idea of a realised Arcadia. - Far
as the sight can reach on either side, farm after farm,
for miles together, displays the same tichness of* pro-
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duce, the same’economy-of space;, the same garden-
like defgree of culfivation. Seen' from a distance,
the tile-roofed- dwellinigsof the’ peasant, rising in-
variably at least two stories in height, though de-
void" of rattraction as- plcturesque objects, seem’ to
speak ‘almost as strongly of ‘comfort-and. pmspenty
asitdor the well-tilled 'fields, with their rich' @nd
varied - produce, visible dround-them.. Under the
mfluences of the scene, bright aie the pictures that
fanoy Callsup before the traveller’s eye,- of the
domestic life enjoyed. by the' Tusdan"peasantry i—
thd! dailyboard, ~with ity sitiiplé but abundant
food’ ;'ui‘,he'<‘dajly'toil,‘"which-f?exércises but does not
 imipatr ithé energiesiof thé frame}Tthe clean, roomy
kitéhen; . whose 'walls *display ~a' gdodly array- of
delfy the tidy housewife, with her'dark hiair braided
smoothly: beneath ‘her snowyleap; the stalwart hus-
band,” clad in his igbod, homely, substantial suit;
childrén; ‘merry, healthy,' and' respectably dressed,
playinlg “in 'thé sunshine; or ‘clustering round 'the
"hearths youthy happy, its joyousness lingering'long;
undimmed by the cares and toils of a striving,
sttuggling life; age, cheerful, contented; the calm,
‘peaceful twilight of a day whose brightness had
beeni but/ momentarily and rarely overcast.
-"Unfortunately, however, between the real ‘ahd the
imaginary in this, as well as in many other things in-
the-worldy there exist a wide interval and a vast
dissimilarity. Not more illusive is the mirage of the
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desert than is the picture painted in bright <olours
by the traveller's imagination, of the condition of the
Tuscan peasantry; and in both instances, a near
approach destroys the delusion : the comfort, the well-
Xbeing, the prosperity, and contentment of the Tuscan
peasant being no more real than the gleaming lakes
of water, the shady trees, ‘and the bright verdure
which mocked from afar the hopes of the tired wan-
derer. No more striking exemplification of the truth
of the old proverb that ¢ appearances deceive” can
be found than that afforded by the surface aspect of
rural life in Tuscany. ’

To see the actual state of things with the Tuscan
Ppeasant, let us visit him in his home, selecting a fine
day in early summer for this purpose. Quitting the
high road, we take a narrow pathway winding
through the fields in the direction of a substantial-
looking two-storied house, whose red-tiled .roof -is
seen rising above an intervening screen of foliage.

“Every yard of our progress, as we advance, is
marked by features that cannot fail to be admired.
On either hand are luxuriant crops of grain alter-
nating with strips of lupin, vetches, peas, and beans,
intersected by rows of vines, whose long branches,
hanging in rich festoons as they trail from tree .to
tree, close in the view in every direction; not a rood
of ground we traverse but bears the mark of neat-
ness, care, and industry. No weeds, no crooked
fences, no yawning ditches are visible—all waste
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of space, all waste of soil by useless vegetation,
seem scrupulously avoided. Until we reach the
immediate precincts of; the dwelling, the rich picture
is not marred by one unpleasant feature; but once
there—arrived at our destination, the whole character
of the scene undergoes a complete metamorphosis.
The evidences of neatness, care, and abundance dis-
appear, giving place to signs as unmistakeable of
dirt, slovenliness, and poverty. The dwelling, which
viewed from afar had an-air of comfort and respec-
tability, appears bn close inspection a cheerless and
utterly comfortless habitation: discoloured walls,
wood-work from which almost every trace of paint
_has vanished, windows without sashes or glass—
:mere large square apertures in fact, crossed at regu~
lar intervals by iron bars -— present themselves to
notice ; and the vacant space before the entrance door
is littered over with rubbish.

Inside, a still more dreary sight awaits us: step-
ping across the threshold we enter a good-sized apart-
ment, which serves at the same time as kitchen and
sitting-room for the inhabitants of the dwelling. The
light that enters freely through the large unglaged
-casement reveals walls begrimed with smoke and
dirt, and blackened rafters. A bench here, a table
there, a stool and two or three decrepit-looking rush-
bottomed chairs, with a few pots and pans, compose
the whole amount of furniture visible. Ascending
by a steep ladder with a hand-rail, serving as stair-
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case¢, we gain. the secorid -story, and -find the charac-
teristic features of: thie' scene below repedted:in the:
foul, comfortless; 'and:i almost furnitureless : rooms}’
which are used ‘as sleeping apartments by theimim<
bers of the household!" Harmonising well..withthe
aspect’ of the'interior is/the appearance-ofthe.!miss
tress ‘of the dwelling'; a'dirty slattern, without shaes)
or stockings, ¢lad’in a'coarse 'gingham dress] becéme
from the effectd of, dift and: age’bf ‘aikind of nondes:
script tolotir ; her'fate;arms, ind neck arey: thiough
etposurev to ithe' séin, “taried " fo -4 1ddrk browhnbhirey
and 4 qhantity of ‘Black] tangled, 'dishevelléd huir
peers forth ‘from’ beneath a'red‘cotton - handkerchief
covering the Back patt of the hiead, and tied béhentht
the chifii. 'The ehildren, chistering around in dcantyy
tattered gaimeiits, withi shocks of' uncombéd shairy}
and faces" puiltlesd of-iny But 4 imost: remote ~aed
qaaintanee ‘with' sefip and - wafery torvdspond! inoaip
and aspect with the thdternal model. ‘From ‘& stehe
g0 littlé edordant! with :'ofr: expectationd ~we' farm:
away with & sensdtion -of ‘mingled wondér ands sad<
ness ;- and, rétracidg'dur steps, marvel at'thé strafige
discrepancy that exists! Betwaen ' the peasant’s u"eb.tg
trim, luxuriant fields and his diity, sIoVenly, poverty‘~
stiicken habitation, - - el
As tepards the majority of the Ipeasantry in Tl
cariy, the scene" described presents 1o’ exaggoratad
picture -of thé homes belongihg: to-the -mass- af ithe
rural population. Dwellings ‘and" irimates uperion
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to. the:iclass deseribed -may’ undoubtedly be found;
and such, I have-visited, myself in,.various parts -of
Tuscany 3 -but; ¢ven in the immediate neighbourhood
of.Florerce, I did not enter oné peasant’s.dwelling,
however outwardly imposing in appearance, that was
not. characterized within byan air of discomfort and
poverty. - One house, which, gave me shelter, for
halfyan’ hour from' a.shower, of rain, ;I particularly
reroember, ias - aﬁ'c:)rding,', a, striking, instance of - the:
deceptiveness of . outward appearances. Almost de-
terred from' entering, by itgsize,and aspect of gen-
tility, | Lihesitated, fearing to intrude, until the sight;
ofbne 16f /its inmates at, the.door convinced, me
that,the idwellers, bengath its ‘roof belonged to the,
peasant cclass. ...As ito size,,many'a gentleman in:
Gredt Britain- with two, or three hundred a year
lives in-a less capacious house; but as to comfort,
it could'not be placed upon a par.with the poorest
labourer’s: cottage. I, ever saw in England. In the
numerous bedrooms through which I.was conducted
at my request, a low truckle bed, covered with a
coarse; dark-coloured, dirty quilty constituted the
only, article of furniture visible. One room con-
tained a heap of grainy another was devoted to the
silk-worms’ use, and adjoining the, kitchen (the
family si;ting-room) was, an .a?a.rtment occupied by
¢ows.and calves, Dirt reigned supreme everywhere ;
ceilings, walls, floors, dresses, faces—all had a dihgy,
begrimed, and sordid look.



158 LIFE: IN TUSCANY.

Seen through the medium of experience, the exist-
ence of industry amongst the peasant class’'in Tus-
cany is quite an anomaly; for few instances can be
found elsewhere of the utmost powers of the human
frame being voluntarily exerted, with nd higher re-
ward in prospect than that of furnishing merely the
commonest necessaries of existence. Strange is it,
therefore, to find that the Tuscan peasant, who works
so indefatigably in his fields from early dawn till
after the sun has set, possesses no greater stimulus
to exertion than that afforded by the prospect of
gaining'the means to afford a bare subsistence for
himself and family. If industry (as it is generally
held) be an ever gushing well-spring of fortune and
independence, then should the Tuscan peasant eat
with a silver fork, and fear the frown of no man:
Scarcely is one crop gathered in, when the ground
is upturned afresh with spade and hoe, and the
~ yellow stubble of the harvest field is shortly suc-
ceeded by another, showing the tender green of the
young sprouting plants of Indian corn. Not a vine
is allowed to trail its branches on the ground, and
every weed is extirpated by the careful labourer. As
Jif fearing to lose a moment of his precious time, he
works on with spade or hoe, even whilst answering
the stranger’s questions with ready courtesy. Long
as are the hours of the summer day, he knows he
has that to do which will keep him busy until the
sun has disappeared below the horizon. But mnot
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alone does the contadino work: his labours, are shared
by his- wife and family. That dirty dark-eyed
woman, with the, baby in her arms, has an existence
quite as laborious, if not more so, than that of hen
husband. Besides the sufferings and cares which
the maternal position involves, she has to cut fodder.
far the. cattle, to tend, to feed, and to clean them,
and to take a share in outside agricultural labours.
Well. may her face, be sunbwrnt and stamped with
lines of premature old age, for her life is a hard and
struggling one; and will continue so until the grass.
grows green above her head.. Work, work, nothing
but ‘work, save on the day when she washes her face
and combs her hair to appear at mass; husband and
wife are sharers alike in a toilsome and poverty-
stricken. existence.

Poor in quality, and often scant in quantity, is. the
food which sustains the lives of the Tuscan peasantry.
When the landlord’s share is deducted out of their
small patch of wheat, the portion that remains serves
but for a short time to afford & supply of white bread
for family use. In the absence of this luxury, a
dark, vile-Jooking compound of rye and other inferior
kinds of grain, made into a thick flat cake or clumsy
roll, is generally eaten. Acting upon the idea that
things are not in many cases at all' so bad as they
appear, I ventured on the experiment of trying the
unattractive-looking fare; but found that in this
case, at least, the decision of the taste fully con-
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firmed the judgment of the eye; for, though I ant
very far from being dainty on the score: of food,
and am even obnoxious to the reproach of having
eaten, with positive relish, dinners which have been
indignantly denounced as insults to civilization and
humanity, I must in truth confess that it would
require me to be tolerably far advanced in the pro-
cess of starvation, before I should feel the least incli-
_mation to repeat the experiment I made on the black
bread which constitutes the Tuscan peasant’s staple
food. .

The French or kidney bean forms a favourite
article of food ; the young pod is not eaten as with us,
but the bean only, in its maturity., Every peasant has
his patch of beans ; and this vegetable seems to rank
in popular estimation above the potato. Rather a
strange preference it seemed to me; for though I
strove to divest my mind of every insular prejudice,
and to attain to an exemplary judicial state of feeling
on the question, I could come to no other decision
than that the merits of a dish of potatoes were in-
comparably superior to those of a dish of kidney
beans ; particularly when the latter was served up
in oil, the usual and favourite condiment to every-
thing,.

Black bread, kidney beans, and porridge made
of Indian corn, constitute, it may be said, the fare
of the Tuscan peasant. Occasionally he has in the
summer or autumn season a few luxuries, such as.
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pPeas, tomatoes, cherries, figs, and chesnuts* to vary’
his unattractive food. Milk he seldom tastes, for
the Italian peasant’s cow is looked on as a means
of rearing calves, and not of providing a nutritious
beverage for himself and family ; and butter, it, may
be said, as a general rule, is absolutely unLnown.
The wife of a peasant possessing several cows asked
me 'one day what it was, then how it was made,
and listened to my explanation with much apparent
interest 'and curiosity. The butter I used at the
baths of Monte Catini came some thirty miles, from
the dairy farms at Florence; and at Albano, a town
containing several hundred inhabitants, the luxury
was unprocurable : indeed, it is only in those places
in Italy where the English congregate, that butter
is entitled to take its place in the list of Italian
produce.

From the ordinary dinner of the Tuscan peasant
an English labourer would turn away with a sen-
sation of scorn and disgust, and the more so, when
he found that a cup of water was to prove its
only accompaniment. Not always, however, was
the peasant solely indebted for a beverage to the
neighbouring well or brook, for, up to a recent
period his vines, now worthless from the blight,
afforded him a grateful, wholesome, and strengthen-
ing drink.

* Chesnuts form a staple article of food only in the mountain

districts where they are grown,
L]

X
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With the fertile soil and the warm sun of Tus-
cany, joined. to. the- indefatigable industry of: the
peasant class, it is quite evident that. their beggarly.
aspect,.their meagre food,.and. their cheerless homes, .
must:arise from some peculiar: evils in their: position.
Devoid;. generally speaking,. of property in the soil,
the peasantry-are yet very far from standing in the:
same relation: to. their: landlords as: the two corre-
sponding classes are to,each other in England: The
English tenant-pays; to the proprietor of the farm le:
cnltivates a fixed annual sum of money ; whilst- the
Tuscan tenant: is: bound. to- render' to his: landlord
the half of all. the produce raised: upon his farm.,
Wheat, wine, and oil are divided, share and share
alike; and even.in articles- of the most.trifling’ kind
the halving system is applied. Of every brood of’
chickens the landlord can claim his half, and.even
eggs may come under the operation of a similar rule.
The evident hardship of such terms is mitigated.
by the fact that the landlord comtributes, in some
degree,. towards the expenses of the cultivation of"
the farm: e provides the house, supplies- a moiety
of the requisite seed corn; contribntes in the same
proportion towards. the purchase of cattle and. of
mulberry leaves. for the silk-worms. Even taking,
however,. these landlord contributions, into con«:
sideration, the bargain on the tenant’s side seems
evidently a far from favourable one; and, in the
absence of oppressive taxation, to this system of
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land tenure* must. be traced the comfortless. and
strugajmg lifa led by the frugal and. industrious.
«contadino..

A secondary cause of the poverty that prevails
_ in. Tuscany may -be discovered.in the density of
the ‘rural populationr and consequent, smallness. of
the farms., ““We, are too thick,” they say thems
selves; “our holdings. are top. small.” This- is;
true indeed, in many instances, where. a. man’s hold-
ing is, limited,, as. it sometimes.is, to two acres:im
extent.; the entire- produce of. whichi would: be re-
quired, to. affords to-him and his probably numerous,
family: a comfortable snbsistence. Under sueh. cir-
cumstances,, a .tenant, mnst be- poor,, however. equi,-t
table.:or even liberal. are, the terms on which his farm.
is.rented. But mingled with holdings: of this minute
description: are others evidently: of a sufficient size;,
taken in comnection with the. fertility of the soil, tor
afford, after the payment; of a.reasonable rent, a.com-
fortable subsistence to the cultivator. Yet, in.the
aspect. of a farm so circumstanced, in the appearancel
of the:occupier and his family, in their mode. of life;,
im the character of. their. dwelling—although, in all
these xrespects; a marked, superiority over the small
holding class may: be observed—the. evidences. of; a
hard-struggling, comfortless existence are- still: dis~
eernible,

* This mezzeria, or ir French metag}er, system of 'land tenure’
prevails throughout Tuscany,

TM2
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A system, founded on the ‘principle of equal
division of the produce between proprietor-and cul-
tivator, wears to the stranger the .aspect of one
exceedingly difficult to carry out fairly in practice;
oh speaking to the peasants, however, on this
gubject, they all assured me' that the assignment
of the shares was easily effected: Fraud on .the
tenant’s part is checked by means of the landlord’s
steward, who keeps a vigilant eye on the tenant’s
proceedings, and who, from a careful inspection of
the growing crops, can calculate to a nicety how
many sacks of grain should await the landlord as
his rightful portion. In case the anticipated amount
be not forthcoming, or in case, through negligent
culture, the capabilities of the soil are not developed
in what may be deemed their proper degtee, the
defaulting tenant has to yield his place to & more

_honest or competent man. Changes  of tenantry,

however, seem to occur but rarely ; ‘for though the
power of dismissal at a few months’ notice rests
in the landlord’s hands, it often happens that one
generation succeeds another in the occupation of
.the same house and land. Cases do of course
occur from time to time, where, from exaction on
the landlord’s part, or fraund or négligence on the
tenant’s side, one occupier gives place to another
in a farm; but, as a general rulé, the peasant’s home
remains unchanged, if not for successive generations,
at least for many successive 'years,



THE PEASANT, 165

Amongst’ the tile-roofed dwellings "that thickly .
dot. the country, there may be seen every here and
there one wearing an air of greater dignity than the
rest, one possessing the luxury of glass windows,
and making a little pretension to embellishment in
the way of paint. This dwelling, on inqnirsr, the
stranger is pretty sure to find, is the one in which
“the steward—fattore, as he ‘is called —resides, A
very important personage is this fattore under the
land system of Tuscany. Into his hands the land-
lord—invariably a vesident in town for at least
xnine months in the year-—commits the management
of his affairs. To the fattore must the tenant apply
for money to help to. purchase cattle; and all in
sthe landlord’s covenant to supply; and to the fattore
ust the tenant render account of every article of
-agricultural produce raised and sold. From the
position and duties of the fattore, it is quite evident
that, if dishonestly inclined, he has every facility
to become rich at the expense of his employer; and
that such a result frequently occurs may well be
credited, arguing from the common weaknesses of
humanity. There is a well-known Tuscan saying,
which embodies the popular creed and experience
on this point: “ Fate mi fatiore per un anno se son
povero é il mio danno,” says the Italian proverb,
whose meaning runs in English thus: «Make me
a steward for a year, and it i3 my own fault if I
- am poor.” Easy, indeed, it is to believe that, from
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‘the -amount of produce, varying eveny year.accord-
ing to circumstances, and from the .absence of all
check over -his proceedings, the steward’s private
stores are often enriched by -sacks of grain and
barrels of wine-and ¢il belonging rightfully to his
distant employer.

Notwithstanding the proverbially alleviating influ-
ences of custom, the Tuscan contadini are far from
being insensible to the hardships of their lot, and
very far from being reconciled to the poverty of their
condition. In particular, I found the peasant women
loud in ‘their complaints and lamentations upon this
subject. - We live like the beasts,” they would ex-
claim, when, at my desire, they ghowed me through
their comfortless dwellings; “to work hard, and ‘to
fare badly, is our lot from childhood to the grave.
The hot sun -scorches .us.in our hard field-work in
summer, and the cold winter’s wind, as it .enters
through the many crevices of our woollen shutters,
makes us shiver .in-our beds.”

¢ Oh, would to Heavens! I had never ‘married,”
was a common exclamation with .them, and 'they
would often declare that to rear up children in any
kind of 'decenéy was a task that wore out their
lives with trouble, anxiety, and toil. * From morn-
ing to night,” they said, « we slave and slave to gain
a-scanty supply .of the commonest necessaries of life.
Ah! the hard existence which falls to the lot of a
mother of a family, can be hardly told.”
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Though from the interior aspect of thieir dwellings,

it is quite evident thal an absence of comfort has

invariably characterized the homes of the Tuscan

peasantry, it cannot be disputed that their position has

been much deteriorated by the vine disease, which has,

for the last eight years, prevailed universally m Tus-
-cany. The Tuscan grape was in former times famous
for richness and for sweetness, and the wine it yielded

was highly prized. According to-the best authority,

-the process of wine-making was better .understood,
and a greater number of .good wines was produced,

in the Tuscan dominions than in any other part.of
Italy. From France, from Spain, from the Canaries,
the best species of vines have been imported by
.successive Grand Dukes. The Montepulciano wine,
termed by an Italian poet d'ogni vino il ré (* the king
of dll wines™), was a product of the Tuscan State.
The Aleatico, the - Columbano, the Trebbiano, the
Vernaccia, dlso enjoyed -a high repute. The rocky

hills of Chianti produced a fine red wine; and from
Artimino came a.claret that was highly famed. In
those days the wine-barrels of the :peasant “were
‘never dry, and .every road-side tavern offered to the
.weary wayfarer, for a trifling coim, a refreshing and
grateful drink. In those days autumn was crowned
with beauty and mirth;; and whilst the eye feasted
on the sight of the rich pendent clusters of bright~
coloured fruit, the ear drank m with pleasure the
Joyous sounds that came floating in the .air from
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the vineyards, where the b?Sy vintagers plied their
task. ) . '

But now, contrasted with the scenes of former
years, sad is the change which the universal pre-
valence of the vine disease has effected in, the
autunmnal aspect of Tuscany No longer do, rich
‘clusters of - -green and purple grapes present them-
selves in countless numbers to the traveller’s view—
no longer does the air resound with the vintagers®
mirthful voice and song. Though from tree to tree
the vine still twines its slender stems, and by road-
side fences, in fields, by cottage doors, and on ter-
raced heights, its graceful foliage meets the view ;
the small, gnarled, unsightly knots of dried-up,
cracked, and blackened juiceless berries, which pro-
trude amongst the changing leaves, are a hideous
mockery and corpse-like image of that beautiful and,
delicious fruit, which in every age has been the.
fav ourlte theme of poetry and song. The wine-press
of the peasant stands unused, his barrels are dry
and empty; and as antumn after autumn the blighted
produce of his vineyard meets his eye, his heart
sinks within him with despair, although he fails not
still to utter fervent prayers for the recurtence of

“the good old times. » N

Not merely, however, does the peasant mourn the
loss of a pleasant beverage in the destruction of his
grape crop; this privation forms but one of others
still more grievous, arising from that source. In
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former years, when the viie yielded an abundant
and delicious fruit, the peasant could calculate, after
deducting the landlord’s shave, on the possession of
many more barrels of wine than what would be
required 'for his own and family’s use. This éyrplus
(always the best) being sold, afforded the means oft
purchasing, besides many little comforté, articles of
" prime necessity, such as clothes. “ Our wine was
food, and drink, and covering to us,” said a peasant,
talking on the subject to me: it quenched our thirst,
and refreshed us in the summer’s heat, it warmed us
in"the winter’s cold, it gave us strength to work, it
énabled us to do with far less food than we eat now,
it bought us clothing for 'm{xrselves and’ children.
With these old worn-out garments that you see, we
must content ourselves, until the Almighty is pleased
in his gdod providence to give us back our wine
again.” '

With not less fondness than the Irishman clmgs.
to the potato does the Tuscan peasant to the vme.
Though now,for several years nothing but shr1ve11ed
bunches of arid, blighted berries has rewarded his
care and toil, he still, sPrmg after spring, devotes
day after day of his precious time to the tr'umno and
pruning of his once valuable, but now worthless,
tree. Anxiously. he watches the forming of 'the
fruit and the sprouting of the leaves; and learnmg
by experience to put no confidence in the luxuriant
aspect of the vine in early summer, he waits with



170 LIFE IN TUSCANY.

keen-solicitude, with a kind .of - despairing hope, .for
the arrival of the -time at which the first symptoms
of the-disease are accustomed to appear. Closer.and
closer does he axamine his vines as the month of
June wears onward to its end; the calls to mind the
date.on which at the:last, or previous-years, he -had
marked the presence of the disease, and if -the date
passes, without the .dreaded signs, his hope grows
stronger: the curse, he begins to think, has been
withdrawn. His spirits rise .at dhe prespect of a
recurrence of .the good bld times, and he dreams of
tasting once again a glass.of his loved wine. Vain
‘hope, which the morrow perchance dispels. To .a
-stranger’s eye, the whitish aspect of the leaf, or a
slight curling of its .edges, appears but the effect
of chance or 1accident, of dust or heat. .But the
peasant knows too well those fatal indications. His
brow contracts, and. his face becomes overshadowed
.with a cloud, -as he mnotes ‘indications which, he
knows well, forebode another wineless :year. As day
by day leaf after leaf assumes a similar look and
hue, he feels assured that the.doom of his crop of
.grapes is :sealed; though :as yet the thick clusters
of small green berries show not.a -visible symptom
of .disease. But not ithe less :is the disease at
work, poisoning the life-blood of the plamt. As time
wears on, the berries, instead of growing. lu;:ger
xmder the (influence .of the glowing sun, acquire.a
-dry, shrivelled, whitened look: often cracking, they
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»
burst in two; dome dry mp utterly; others, stunted
rand .acid, make .a :faint .attempt to attain a purple
Thue; another ‘portion assumes.a mildewed look;
-another -turns black, or rusty-brown. With the
-recollection of former times :still wivid iin his mind
—with “the ‘remembrance of ‘the glorious clusters
of bright green and purple grapes-that in former
~vintage 'seasons met ‘his view—well may the peasant
“turn.away from his ‘blighted vines and their worth~
less fruit with feelings f.disgust, despair, and sorrow
combined.

In the season of 11856, the vine disease did not,
rage quite -so-violertly in Tuscany as it had done in
‘the ‘previous six or !seven years: here and there
occasionally, amongst the blighted produce, a few
clusters of 'sound grapes were to be found. In some
large vineyards even, there was an attempt at making
wine ; but, judging from what I witnessed personally,
the attempt resulted in.a lamentable failure: -as. far,
at least, as' the production iof ‘a .pleasant or *healthy
beverage was concerned; -for, in addition to ‘the
-really small quantity:of mntainted fruit that was to
be found, the grapes were gathered before they were
_nearly ripe, in consequence of the pilfering by children
-of theirare dainty. And.from-a heterogeneous mix-
ture- of unripe grapes and of grapes both slightly and
extensively affected by disease,.the result may be in-
- ferred—a wine,a mere mockery of the name: pale,
“thin, wedk, and as acrid as a sloe-juice.
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1One -absurd theory as-to the origin of the vine
disease prevails extensively amongst the Tuscan
peasantry s ‘the smoke arising from .the coal used’
in the engines being' alleged to exercise a deterio-~
rating. influence on the air; and very frequently T
was asked my opinion whether the railroads were
really the cause.' * Were there railroads in Eng-
land?” I was asked invariably by the contadina in
reference to this point. On my giving an affirmative
reply, .the question immediately succeeded—if tlie
vines were healthy there 7— a question the answer
to which, as may be well supposed, tended nothing to
convict or acquit the railroads of the crime alleged.
" In addition to the railroad theory of the origin of
the vine disease, another was started no less sage;
but, unfortunately .for the adherents of this latter
creed, time proved its fallicy in the most irre-
fatable-way. ‘As before stated; from 1847 to 1856,
owing to-causes of a political nature, no public car~
nival festivities took place. Now, a§ it happened
that with the first year of this omission the vine
disease appeared, and continued to rage violently
in-the sibsequent eight years of suspended carnivals
throughout tke land, an.inference was drawn from
this coincidence by some wise heads, that theére
must: be a Mysterious, connection ‘between the two
eventsw that] in“fact, the vine disease originated
in the mom-observancé of the season set wpart for
popular festivity from time immemorial in Tus-
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cany., From this idea followed; as a logical con-
sequence, the belief that with the restoration of
the carnival in 1856, the :vines -would recover their
ancient vigour ; a belief unfortunitely doomed to be
destroyed by the autumn experiences of .that year.
Little is it to be wondered at that ideas such as
those - described .in reference to the origin. of ‘the
vine disease should prevail extensively amongst a
peasantry so ignorant as is that of Tuscany almost
universally, Throughout the country, schools are
rare; and, in those that exist, a very infinitesimal
amount of knowledge is communicated. To the
teaching of the arts of reading and writing the en~
deavour of the master is generally limited; and to
the aéquirement of ‘these two branches of knowledge
are the aim and desire of the pupil as generally re-
- stricted. Even amongst persons occupying what
may be termed a respectable position in. society;
and amongst persons endowed by mnature with a
considerable degree of intelligence and .quickness
of comprehension, the grossest ignorance of the ru-
diments of knowledge may be often found pre-
vailing. In the country lodging-houses and hotels
where 1 have been staying in Tuscany, it was mo
rare thing to find that, to the master or mistress
of the dwelling, the simplest Italian book was about
as intelligible a3 an inscription in the Cuneiform
characters might prove to the world in . general.
Often did it fall te my lot to keep an account of
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expenses incurred, the: correctness of which 'was:
only tested:by some priiitive system .of self-invented:.
mental arithmetic. At the very best,.an' imperfect:
acquaintance with the- avts- of reading and. writing,,
and. 2 mere smatfering of “arithmetic,, constitute the
utmost amount of* knowledge: obtainable,.or obtained,
by the rural’ population; of Tuscany at. the: present:
day:.

Did. the peasant women: of. Tuscany. pay more:
attention. to their appearance ;; were they  neater,.
cleaner; and tidier in their persons; they would deciz
dedly, in regard to-looks; be entitled:to considerable;
praise; for nature has been.for the most part deci--
dedly liberal and kind to them in'that respect. But:
as it is, with their uncombed: locks, their dirty, faces,.
their slatternly style of dress, and.their complexion,
spoiled by-exposure to the weather, notwithstanding’
thein large, bright, hazel eyes; their white teeth, and.
their thick tresses:of black hair; they often present am
exterior far from agreeable. The bloom. of youth
fades rapidly, owing to-the hard life they lead, and
owing also, perhaps, in seme degree;.to- the senseless
sort of out-door head-dress-they wear, which. leaves
‘their faces completely exposed to a summer’s.scorch-
ing sun.. Strange it'is, that-almost universally in every
land! and clime, in every class:of society;-we find the
dictates of comfort and: convenience completely disre-
garded and set.aside by women, in reference:to the
form and fashion of their-attire. «In Tuscany; where
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the mid-day’s: summer sun' shines: with.a dazzling,
blinding-glare—where the heat from the same source
pours down with a scorching- intensity—the peasant-
women'seem’ to- have been unable to devise a better
covering for-the head than a large' straw- haty the
limp leaf of which;. instead of shading the face, for-
the most. part. hangs' or' flaps. back quite over! the.
crown, or a:cotton handkerchief folded crossways,
placed. on-the back: part of the-head and tied by its
two long ends beneath the chin: In neither case is
the face protected from the heat, or-the eyes shielded
from.the light, .in-the least degree;: the effects of this:
exposure are seen'in the-coarse reddened skin; and in-
the forehiead prematurely furrowed by the instinctive
effort made to screen the eyes from the dazzling
glare: an effort that results in the habitual con-
traction of the-brows. In'the country-districts only
on festa days, when. their- best. attire is donned to
go to mass, do the countrywomen ever. resort to
any means. to shade their faces from the sun; and’
then the means employed to effect this purpose
wears- to a stranger’s-eye quite a ludicrous' air, con-
sisting,.as it does, of a large fan-held up perpendicu~
larly before the-eyes.

The observations made in- reference to the appear-
ance of the peasant women of Tuscany' will also
apply in'a great degree to the exterior of the men:
very good-looking specimens of humanity, for the
most part, are they, with their Sunday faces. and
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their Sunday clothes; but ‘on working-days their
unwashed and poverty-stricken look detracts con-
siderably from their natural advantages. Though'in
stature below the average English height, as are the
women alsg, they are, for the most part, strongly and
symmetrically formed—a circumstance that appears
something of a marvel, considering the barbarous
system of compression to which infancy is univer-
sally subjected in Italy, by the means of swaddling
clothing. Ignorant as they aré, the manners of both
the men and women are characterized by a politeness
that, coming from the heart, is far more winning than
the cold courtesy which is the offspring of artificial
rules; and very pleasantly and melodiously did their
“ felice giorno,” or « felice sera,” with which they
never failed to greet me, fall upon my ears. On
entering their dwellings, the inmates there would
-exert themselves to perform the rites of hospitality
to the stranger visiter; and whilst many a regret
was expressed that they had not a glass of wine to
offer me, I was often presented with fruit and
flowers, and in default of these, some young pea or
bean pods (the contents of which it is the custom
to eat raw in Italy) were put into my hands.
Could I not stay a little longer? and would I not
come again? were the phrases I constantly héard
on My taking leave; and the burden of many en
unfulfilled verbal obligation in this regard is resting
on my conscience to this day. t
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Genuinely courteous as I ever found the peasantry,
the urgent solicitations which I invariably received
from them to repeat my visits to their dwellings
were the result, most probably, of a feeling stronger
even than politeness acting upon their minds. Far
different from the country life of England is that of
Tuscany, for whilst in the former three classes of
society may be found existing side by side, in the
latter there’is but one. In England the cottage of
the peasant rises in close vicinity to the dwelling
of the retired tradesman, the independent yeoman,
or the residence of the peer and country gentleman;
and from this arises a mingling in some degree of the
upper, and middle with the lower class of society.
The ladies from the Hall superintend, pexhaps, in-
dustrial schools, visit the cottages of the poor, send
bowls of nourishing broth to pining invalids, and
gifts of money or clbthes to such as are in need,
WllllSt in a more limited degree, the retired trades-
man’s and the yeoman’s family contribute to the
comfort and well-being of the necessitous classes of
the community amongst which they live. But in
Tuscany a very different structure of society, a very
diﬁ'gr‘ent order of things exists. Not scattered over
the surface of the country, as in England, but con-
centrated in towns; are to be found in Tuscany the
upper and middle classes of Italian society. It is
true that, occasionally, here and there, the traveller’s
attention is attracted by a mansion whose size and

N
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air announce it to be a.rich man’s property; but for
at least nine, and probably ten, months in the year,
that mansion, large and handsome as it is, remains
uninhabited ; for the rich Signor- Magnane, or the
Conte Baldino, loves too well (as- does also his
family) the town, with its society, its amusements,
its parties,. balls,. concerts, and theatres, to relish a
‘quiet country existence. Except, therefore, during
the months of July and August, when the heat
renders the atmosphere of a town unhealthy and
oppressive, the nobleman’s or gentleman’s country
seat is consigned to silence and solitude. Even,
too, for the time that the family may be resident
ab the place, no intercourse of any kind occurs be-
tween. them and the peasantry in their vicinity.

The Italian lady never walks out if she can avoid
it, except perhaps in some gay promenade; where
_she-may display her costly ‘toilet, to excite the
admiration or envy of her acquaintances. Having
no conception of any other kind of pleasure than
that arising from excitement, no idea of any other
duty than that of siriving to look landsome, she
spends the “ villegiatura ” season in listless indolence,
“sleeping away the greatest portion of the *long,
tedious twenty-four hours- of her daily existence.
The very idea of visiting a peasant’s cottage and
talking to the inmates, would disgust her excessively
—she, with her silks and. satins, her long trailing
Tobes, to pass the threshold of their doors—she, rich
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and well-born as she isy; to concern herself with
the interests of poor and ill-clad people—what a
preposterous supposition, what an absurdity! Not
that she is devoid of charity—mnot at all; but her
idea of that virtue begins and ends with dropping-a
soldo into a beggar’s hat, with conferring a crasia on
some; distorted cripple, or of contributing a paole
to the mendicant friar, who, with box in hand,
solicits alms for the liberation of some suffering soul
from purgatory.

With the same tastes for social pleasures as the class
.described, the prosperous merchant or tradesman
never thinks of providing himself with a country
house, where he may take up his residence perma-
nently, and spend his declining days. At the most
he builds, or rents, a villa (probably in the immediate
vicinity of-a town), to which he and his family repair
for 2 month or six weeks, perhaps, in the hot season
of the year. Thus, unlike England, where country
life presents to view a blending of the different classes
of society, that of Tuscany, it may be said, exhibits
one class alone. Remote from the sphere of the
affluent and well-born the peasant lives and dies,
and’in the stylish carriage which envelops him in
a cloud. of dust as it dashes past him on the high-
‘way, he but very rarely catches even a momentary
glimpse of those whom the labour of his hands
goes to sustain.

Cut. off, thus, from all intercourse with the upper

N 2
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classes of the land, a strange sight did it appear to
the -peasant and. his family to behold a person in
the attire of a lady entering their doors. When
_inr. addition, too, they found that the lady was a
foreigner, and had come from a country which they
had all heard of as a country supremely rich and
grand, the marvel at, and interest in, the apparition
was heightened considerably. Many were the ques-
tions I had to answer about myself and the country
from which I came. “ Was I married » How did the
peasants live in England ? were they rich ? . Did the
vines give good wine ?” Being obliged in answer, to
this latter.question to confess the poverty of England
in regard to.vines, my |words were always echoed by
my. auditors in 4 tone of profound surprise. < No
vines in England! was it possible? how strange'
they had always thought that England was the
xichest and most fertile country in the world.”  Still
greater and greater grew their wonder when they
heard that not only had we no vines in England,
but that we were destitute also of olives, figs, and
maizé. At this information, whilst exchanging glances
of astonishment, they would  exclaim, ¢ Sanctissima
" Vergine] what a poor country it nust be ! how can the
people there' manage .to support their lives?” The
commiserating tone in which this remark, or others
of a similar purport, was certain to be uttered, always,
amused me highly; and no less droll was.it to see
their puzzled look, when they tried to reconcile our
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miserable destitution of the good things of life—the
absence of olives, 'wine, and maize—with the fixed.
idea they entertained, that' every individual of the
English nation rejoiced in a commanding stature
and brilliant colour, in addition to a well-filled
purse. Some eoncluded that the air must be very
nourishing, though certainly the' English did not
look as if they lived on air; others gave up the
matter as an inexplicable’ mystery, contenting them-
selves with repeating in a marvelling tone that it was
very strange. Co .

In addition to the vine disease, the peasant has,
during these late few years, been subjected to two
other grievances of a serious kind. In consequence
of the expenses to which the -maintenance of,the
Austrian army of occupation in Tuscany gave rise,
the land-tax has been increased considerably—a
measure severely felt, in consequence of the low
state of the peasant’s exchequer, owing to the loss of
his grape cfop. The alteration which has recently
taken place in-the laws relating to military service
also is one that affects the peasant very'prejudi~
cially. Under the conscription system formerly in
force in Tuscany, six years was the term which
the conscript had to serve; but recently the term
of years has been increased to eight; and in conse-
quence of this increase, as well as from the severe
system of army discipline (borrowed from Aus-
tria) that has been lately introduced, the price of
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substitutes throughout Tuscany has ‘become double,
or even.treble, what it was. In former times the
peasant, for a few scudi, could easily find ‘a person
willing to serve in place 'of the son, who, just
arrived at that time of life when his labour be-
came most valuable to his family, had been seized
for military bondage under the operation of the
conscription laws. Now, the peasant, if in such cir-
cumstances as to render the ‘services of his son an
all-important object to retain, must, from the diffi-
culty of procuring substitutes, pay a price for one
that, if not at times beyond his means, is always
beyond his power of doing, without a hard struggle,
entailing sacrifices of the most painful kind. Many
were the complaints and lamentations upon this sub-
ject that T heard : and not a little does this grievance
gerve to nourish the feelings of disaffection towards
- the Grand Duke and his government, which prevail
generally throughout Tuscany.

In some parts of Tuscany—for instance, in the
Lucchese territory—a considerable spirit of enter-
prise exists amongst the Tower classes of the com-
munity. From amongst the dwellers in ‘the chesnut~
clad Apennine hills and glens (as has been already
stated) a large number of hardy labourers go forth
yearly to till the Cotrsican soil; others from the
same district wander off to gain their bread some
way or another in England or America. Even
amidst the rich plains that encircle Lucca, I found it
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Was a common thlll" for-the younger male members
of a .large family to sqek employment in forengn
lands. One stout young lad I spoke to was on' the
point of starting off for F rance, where, on a railroad,
which he said was beinig made three hundred miles
beyond Marseilles, he hoped to be employed at
wages.of three francs a-day. Others, from the same
district, after a voluntary exile of some years, had
returned from America, to take up their dwelling in
their native land, with an amount of dollars that
rendered them the envy of their relations and friends.
To the poor Tuscan peasant the sums thus accumu-
lated, though to English ideas moderate in amount,
sound magnificently grand; for it needs butjthe
possession of so many scudi as might make up an
income of forty or fifty pounds a year, to confer
on'the rustic proprietor the reputation of a million-
aire amongst his humble neighbours.

Much as the stranger is likely to be favourably
impressed by the eourteous manners and industrious
habits of the Tuscan peasantry, it cannot escape the
observer’s notice that much of the comfortless,
squalid aspect of the contadint’s life is caused by
circumstances for which they themselves are in a
great degree to blame. Not only in the valleys
of the Arno, where the peasant is liable to be
dispossessed at a few months’ mnotice, but in the
Plains of Lucca, where the tenant, so long as he
pays a fixed annual rent of so many sacks of corn,
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enjoys a peimanent tenure of house and land, the
same uncleanlmess 11s to be found prevailing in the
habitations of the peasantry, ds well as in their attire
and persons. Small, indeed, would have been the
expenditure of money required to whiten the smoke
and dirt-stained walls on which I looked, and slight
the amount of time which would have satisfied the
claims of personal cleanliness. Though their meagre
fare, their homeliness of dress, be not the contadini’s
fault, yet on themselves most certainly must rest
the blame of wearing tattered clothes, and living in
houses where the dust and dirt of years encrust the
walls, ceilings, floors, and furniture, and where ver-
min, fostered by the congenial atmosphere, swarm
often in excess. An indifference to cleanliness, in-
deed, partakes of the nature of a national vice,
which is equally apparent in carpets stained and dis-
figured by spitting amongst the upper classes, as in
the foul dwellings of the poor and in the peasant
woman’s dishevelled hair and unwashed face. A
happy day-will it be for Italy when the great merits
of soap and water come to be generally recognised.
The production of silk constitutes an important
part of the avocations of the Tuscan peasantry; for
in almost every contadino’s house 'silk-worms are
reared. Few farms, however small, are devoid of
mulberry-trees; but as in. some farms there are
more; and. in others less, than their cultivators
have need of, an active traffic in mulberry-leaves,
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during the spring and summer months, takes place.
Some mulberry-trees: are forced to produce three
crops of leaves in the'season to feed three succes-
sive generations of silk-worms; but the trees are
considered to be much weakened and injured by
being so frequently docked and stripped. The
hatching of the eggs of the silk-worm commences
in the month of April, and is generally effected
by artificial heat; the women carrying them about
their persons during the day, and placing them
beneath the mattresses of their beds at night. On
Rogation Sunday, the peasants, both men and
women, with' the eggs of the silk-worms in their
bosoms, go in procession to church to solicit the
protection - and favour of San Jolo, from whose
wounds, it is believed, the silk-worms issued. As
at the beginning of the process, so the conclusion
of the silk harvest is terminated by a religious solem-
nity ; for each pea'xsant, taking from his store a few
cocoons, repairs with them to his parish church,
and lays them on the altar as & thank-offering to
Providence. These cocoons so deposited: become
the property of the priest, who sells them:; either
for the: benefit of the ‘poor,’ or to enrich: his own
exchequer, according’ as he may be charitably or
selfishly inclined. ’

The silk crop is .an uncertain one; for, even with
the greatest care, the silk-worms dccasionally become
diseased and ‘die. -A ‘good deal of skill is requisite
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in' their management, to produce a prosperous result ;
for at certain stages of the silk-worms’ growth they
become extremely susceptible to harm—the slightest
touch or the most trifling noise, as I was told, being
capable of affecting them prejudicially. Such crises
occur during the five moulting sleeps through which
they pass; after each of which they waken up, in-
creased in size and with increased vigour of appetite.
Progressively, however, as their eating capabilities
are developed during their successive states of re-
pose, the wakening up from the last sleep, called I«
grossa, arrayed in a final coat, is followed by a dis-
play of gormandising powers astonishingly great:
ravenous' with hunger, they eat on incessantly for a
space of eight or ten days; the supply of leaves
required for their never-ceasing repast is enor-
mously large;* and a happy moment is it for ‘the
contadino, when he sees the worms refuse the food
that for many days they had been devouring so
voraciously, and, climbing up the branches of the
trees he has placed beside them, begin their work.
Very assiduously do the worms labour at .their
task for four or five days’ time; at the end of which,
having quite enveloped themselves in their silken
sepulchre, they undergo a different fate, according
to the purposes they are allotted to fulfil. Such
cocoons as are -destined to manufacturing uses,

* A silk-worm consumes within thirty days a quantity of food
about 60,000 times its own primitive weight,
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are plunged into boiling water to kill the worm
within ; whilst other cocoons—which are reserved
for seed, as it is termed—are strung together on a
piece of thread, and hung up against a wall. From
the cocoons treated in this latter way there_issue,
in a few days’ time, large white moths of the most
sluggish nature, which never quit the cloth prepared
for ‘their reception: 'there, baving deposited ‘their
eggs, they languish and die.

Not to the present, but to the former political
institutions of Tuscany is the garden-like cultiva-
tion of the country ascribable. When 'the rest of
Europe exhibited nothing but poverty and barba-
rism, the open country belonging 'to eagh rgpub—-
lican city of Italy had its fertility developed by
an active and industrious peasantry, through the
medium of a system of scientific agriculture.
Though then, as now, the proprietors of the soil
were inhabitants of the towns, the merchant land-
owners of former times contributed money far more
liberally towards the cultivation of the land, than
do now their impoverished successors. By them
alone was the land-tax paid; at their cost were
dikes and canals constructed : the former as a pre-
servative against inundations, the latter to ‘increase
by irrigation the productive powers of the rich
plains. The grand canal of Milan, which spreads
the water of the Ticino over a large part of Lom-
bardy, owes its existence to those times; and at
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this day in Italy,* after a lapse of five ' centuries,
the districts formerly free, and cultivated by a free
peasantry, are easily distinguishable from those
where feudalism prevailed.  Through those five
ages, amidst all the changes that have occurred in
Tuscany as well as in Lombardy, have been handed
down from father to son the knowledge and the
practice of a system of agriculture, which offered
in bygone times, as it does now, a model for imita-
tion to other lands. And much truly is it to be
desired that the time may arrive before very long,
when the Tuscan peasant's home will bear in cha-
racter some resemblance to his fields ; that the riches,
neatness, and cleanliness without will find a ¢oun-
terpart in the scenes within; and that his toil,
furnishing him with more than the mere means of
life, shall surround him with some of the comforts
of a civilized existence,

* Sismondi,
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CHAPTER VIIL
MANNERS AND INCIDENTS.

TuscANY enjoys the reputation of being the cheapest.
place of residence in all Italy; and, certainly,
though' the inhabitants of the Grand Duchy com-
plam bitterly of the rise of prices in articles of food
that has recently taken place, to the English stranger
the cost of living, even under the present order of
tlnngs, will appear surprisingly low. A Tuscan
scudo, the value of which is about 4s. 5d. in Enohsh
money, will, as far as lodging, food, and amusements
are concerned, go nearly as far in Florenqe in minis-
tering to such wants, as a sovereign in London, * For
instance, in the newest and cleanest part of Florence,
in the immediate vicinity of the Piazza Maria An-
tonia, a bed-room and a sitting-room of moderate
size on the first floor, most comfortably furnished, can
be procured at the rate of twenty-seven shillings a
month. For two paoliy eleven-pence English money,
an excellent simple dinner from a cook’s shop, or
traltoria, can be obtained, consisting of a soup, two
dis.hes of meat, and one dish of some kind of
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vegetable. For a cot.lple of paol, also, the- doors of
the opera-house fly open, where first-rate vocalists,
like Mdlle. Piccolomini, are heard, and first-rate
operas are performed. In short, for persons of
scanty means, nowhere, perhaps, can the always
unpleaaant duties of economy be so agreeably prac-
tised as in the Tuscan capital.

.In England, in London especially, sixty pounds
a year constitutes an income on which a family
belonging to the middle classes would find it difficult
to keep up an appearance of gentility; in Florence,
on the contrary, an annual revenue amounting to
that sum confers on.the proprietor and his family
the means of enjoying many of the luxuries of life.
Instead of the small, mean, ill-furnished rooms, in
some narrow street in an unfashionable quarter of
the town, to which the recipient of sixty pounds-a -
_year must necessarily, in London, be confined, the
" Florentine, with the. same amount of means, -can
provide himself and family with large well-furnished
apartments in an airy square. With an Ttalian family,
whose circumstances were such as I have deseribed,
I was well acquainted during my residence in Flo-
rerice. They occupied a suite of rooms in the Piazza
Santa Croce, one of the principal piazzas in the
town. Their drawing-room’ was a spacious, lofty
apartment, not only well, but elegantly, furnished :
a large mirror in a handsome frame decorated the
wall; on a, handsome pier table underneath the
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glass, stood a highly ornamented French clock ; and
the small marble tables, of which there were several
in the room, were covered with vases, shells, and
various articles of an ornamental kind; whilst the
requirements of comfort were fully satisfied by the
arm-chairs and the luxurious sofa that met the view.
Opening off this room was a smaller one, occupied
by-the family in the morning hours, and when they
had no company to entertain, In the parlour, a
good-sized, well-furnished room, a very excellent
rosewood grand pianoforte was seen; whilst another
apa.rtmént well merited the name of library, from
.the extensive and choice collection of ancient and
modern works which the shelves of its numerous
bookcases contained. The two young ladies of the
family had been educated quite in a fashionable style,
having had music-masters, and singing-masters, and
French masters, and English masters, remaining,
therewithal, intensely ignorant of everything that
most concerned them as rational civilized beings to
know. “The outdoor attire of both motber and
daughters quite corresponded with the aspect of
their home—dresses made in the last fashionable
style, bonnets with artificial flowers, silk mantillas,
and gay parasols, announced most plainly how far
aloof poverty stood from their door; and yet the
gilded mirror, the French timepiece, the grand
pianoforte, the numerous sitting-rooms;, the accom-
plishments, the fashionable dresses, and the artificial
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flowers, were the products wholly of sixty pounds
a year.

In England, a villa in the immediate vicinity
of any large town, is a costly luxury to procure,
and one in which no citizen could venture to indulge
unless possessing a revenue of several hundred
pounds a year; but far different is the case in
Tuscany, for in the vicinity of Florence an excel-
lent suite of apartments, “suited .to a good-sized
family, 'may be rented at the rate of 40 scudi
(8l. 17s. 84.) a year, and in a villa near Florence,
the rent of which was no more than this sum, I
passed a fortnight with some Italian friends. The
situation of the house was’ extremely beautiful, com-
manding, as it did, from the eminence on which
it rose, an extensive view of undulating hills and
fertile plains, backed by lofty mountains. From the

_outer hall an inner one was entered, as spacious,
high, and cool as might be desired in a warm sum-
mer’s clime. This hall gave access to bed-rooms
suited to the wants of a good-sized family, also to
a kitchen and two sitting-rooms; the windows of
which latter opened on a terrace extending the whole

" length of the house, and affording a magnificent
prospect.

But though an Italian ‘family can manage to
make a show on sixty pounds a year, such could
not be accomplished by an English family resident
in Florence, owing ‘to the utter difference of opinion
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existing between the two nations in regard to the
requisites of life, and to what constitutes domestic
felicity. With English people of respectability,
good, substantial fare—the juicy joint, well-cooked
vegetables, fresh butter, milk, and eggs, are articles
of prime necessity; but poor in quality and scant
in quantity is the food which suffices for the.re-
quirements of Italians, belonging even to the middle
classes of society.

Strange to the English eye is it to see the ,house-
hold life of a Florentine merchant and his family,
and to mark how comfortless it is, according ‘to the
English signification of the term. The proprietor
of a suite of handsome rooms in both town and
country will make his morning meal, before repair-
ing to -his place of business, on a cup of coffee
without cream or milk, and a piece of sour leavened
bread, devoid of any accompaniment. On his din-
ner table will be seen, day after day, as the prin-
cipal dlsh a large tureen of tasteless soup, consisting
of the "thin watery decoction of a small piece of
beef, thickened up by maccaroni to its utmost capa-
city. The pie or pudding is reserved for g‘i‘eut
occasions, such as Easter, Christmas, and company
days, and seldom forms a portion of the domestic
meal. For supper, if milkless coffee and dry bread
come not agdin into requisition, the day’s refresh-
ments are probably concluded with a dish of kidney-
beans swimming in oil, accompanied with a glass

o
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or two of thin acid wine. Then, also, though the
mistress of the household appears abroad in velvet,
satin, ‘silk, and drtificial flowers; at home a nightcap
Very possibly constitutes the head-dress for her
morning wear, accompanied by a dress which, if mot
very old and very faded, is certain to be composed
of some material of the commonest and cheapest
kind. Cold also as the winter’s wind often blows
from the snowy crests of the Apénnines, and rainy
and chilly as are generally the spring months, no fire
(or at least but rarely) dispenses its genial warmth
around, gladdening the eye with a cheerful blaze."
It would be difficult, indeed, if not impossible, to find
an English family of respectability contented with
such a style of life; or one that would not willingly
forego, if necessary, every feature of external show—
the grand pianoforte, the gilded mirror, the showy
timepiece, the velvet bonnet, and embroidered mantle
—for the enjoyment of good food, good daily dress,
and, above all, the good, cheerful fire in the long cold
evenings of winter.

The Tuscans may well love their warm summer
skies, for under those of winter their lives for the
most part (at least to the English idea) are indeed
dreary and uncomfortable. All along the base of
the Apennines, the winter climate, for nearly perhaps
three months in the year, is very little, if at all, in~
ferior in severity tothe climate of England or Ireland.
Rarely is Florence unvisited by snow, and never
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does a season elapse without the frequent recurrence
of frost; whilst overhead, dark lowering clouds,
borne downwards from the mountains, exclude the
sun from view. The north and east winds blow
piercingly, and even so late as the month of March
furs are a grateful luxury. In a climate such as
this, it, might reasonably‘ be supposed that.ample
provision would 'be made for the enjoyment in
the winter season of a genial temperature indoors,
through the means of artificial heat; but, as if in
defiance of all the dictates of common sense, onme.
finds in Tuscany thé dwellings of the peasantry
generally, and. the dwellings of the middle classes
often, constructed in a manner suited solely to
a climate where summer perpetually prevails; the
windows of the former being devoid of glass, and
the sitting-rooms of the latter being frequently de-
- stitute of fire-places or stoves. What a cheerless
picture, under such circumstances, a family party
in Florence presents on a winter’s evening, may
easily be conceived; the light from the lamp fall-
ing upon a circle of shivering mortals, whose cheeks
and lips, with their pale bluish hue, attest the
severity of the cold. Well may the household vir-
tues languish in Italy, and domestic love grow cold,
under the influence of that frigid temperature which
prevails during the winter months indoors.

Even where fire-places exist in Italy, the English
stranger soon discovers that they are generally

02
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intended far more for show than use; the prin-
ciple that guided their construction seeming in
general to have been, that all the heat should go
up the chimney, and all the smoke should enter
the reom. So well are the natives acquainted with
this characteristic of their fire-places that they seem
to consider the refusal of smoke to ascend the
chimney” merely a logical consequence of fire being
kindled on the hearth below; and the complaints
which strangers utter on this subject are considered
simple and unréasonable in the extreme, Bring-up
some wood and make a fire in our room,” I said to
the porter of a.house in Naples where I resided.
The direction was obeyed ; the wood was piled upon
the hearth, the match box was produced, and in
another moment the fire would have been kindled,
had T not, suddenly. recalling my previous winter’s
experience in Tuscany on this subject, hastily asked,
“But does the chimney smoke?” At these words
the man turped round, and, with a look and in a
tone expressive of both wonder and amusement at
the simplicity of my question, replied, * Smoke! to
be sure it does.”

To impute to Italians, however, an indifference to
and entire disuse of artificial heat in winter would
be untrue; for, ‘though neither open fire-places nor
close stoves are patronised by them, they possess,
in the great domestic institution of the scaldino, a
means of blunting, in some degree, the sharpness of
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the cold. Scarcely has the power of the hot sum-
mer sun begun to wane, than the front of every
crockery shop presents to view numbers of small
brown earthenware jars, with high overarching han-
dles. Holding an article of this kind filled alnwst to
the top with charcoal embers, Italians may be often
seen, both rich and poor, going through the ordinary
avocations of life, on a cold winter’s day, with much
apparent complacency. The porter at the palace
door cheers the dull tedium of his hours through
the means of his scaldino ; the crippled beggar,
who entreats the passer-by, for the love of the most
blessed Virgin, to give him a gquattrino, whilst he
extends one hand to receive the expected-alms, holds
in the other a scaldino ; the elderly gentleman, who
walks along at a slow, measured pace, has probably
a scaldino concealed beneath the folds of his volu-
minous mantle; the lady, as she sits talking to her
guest, caresses lovingly the warm, smooth brown sur-
face of her scaldino. The scaldino takes its place
alike in drawing-room and kitchen, and is cherished
alike by mistress and by servant. One stumbles over
scaldin: on the floor, knocks down scaldini on the
table; scaldini here, and there, and everywhere, ex-
hibit themselves, from morn till night in winter, to
the stranger’s view inside the dwelling of a Floren-
tine family.

The scaldino is not without some value, indeed,
in a pleasurable point of view; and on my first
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arrival in Italy, being of a chilly temperament, I
invested a sum equivalent to three halfpence in
the purchase of a scaldino. Short, however, was
my conformity with the national custom, for I found
that endulgence to my hands or feet, in the way
of extra warmth through the medium of the scal-
dio, entailed upon me severe and constant head-
aches; a very natural consequence of the noxious
gas arising from red-hot charcoal embers, which
I had been unwisely imbibing; yet though the
* fumes from the smouldering charcoal affected me
so prejudicially, I never heard an Italian complain
of the slightest inconvenience in this respect. Still,
though no headache may arise from the influence of
a poisonous gas to persons accustomed from child-
hood to the use of the scaldino, the native vigour
of the constitution must certainly be sapped in some
*-degree by constantly inhaling a vitiated -atmosphere.
The use of the scaldino, and the absence or defi-
ciency of fire-places and .stoves in Italian houses, is
to be attributed, doubtless, to the costliness of fuel;
a good fire being a luxury beyond the power of
even the middle classes of society in Italy to indulge
in habitually, even in winter, without taxing their
generally very limited finances in an undue degree.
The absence of a cheap, abundant fuel, like coal
in England, causes much discomfort and suffering
amongst all the poorer classes in Italy in'the winter
season; for the price of wood is such as to render
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the greatest economy of consumption of this article
obligatory on the great bulk of the middle as well as
of the entire lower class of the community. What
a disagreeable economy that is to practise, no na-
tive of England can understand, who has not made
a personal acquaintance with the. winter climate of
Italy by a residence there during the cold season
of the year. So much has been written about the
warm sun, the blue sky, and the balmy air of Italy,
that an idea strongly pervades the English mind,
that warm suns, blue skies, and balmy airs are
the alinost perpetual inheritance of that fortunate
country, But such an idea experience proves
should be classed amongst the popular delusions
enumerated by Sir Thomas Brown; for in many
an Italian November day the wind blows icy cold;
in many a December day the sun refuses to shine;
gud in many a January and February day the skies
are covered with leaden clouds, from which the
rain pours mercilessly down. Ol poets and novel
writers! great is the responsibility resting on your
heads, for having fostered the huge illusion which
so generally prevails with regard to the blessedness
of an Italian winter clime. With the incessant sound
of rain~-drops in my ear, and the dull light from a
leaden sky entering the windows of my roomn, my
feet and fingers well nigh numb with cold, I have
often longed in Italy for the glorious warmth of a
fire of English coal; before which the beams -of
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even the brightest winter Italian sun fade: into mere
nothingness.

Geology and morality may seem, at first sight,
subjects far apart; but it is not difficult td trace
an intimate connection between the mines of coal
and ‘the domestic virtues. of England: for in-
stance, if Mr. Smith, that very exemplary member
of the community, who is to be found evening after
evening in his easy chair at his own fireside, chat-
ting with his wife and playing with his children—
if tlus same Mr. Smith, the pattern husband, the
model father, instead of having a good coal fire to
sit beside, were to he condemned to pass the long
winter evenings inhaling carbonic acid gas from a
scaldino, in a cold, dark, fireless room, it is much
to be feared that Mrs. Smith would have often to
mourn an absent spouse, and that few and far be-
tween would be the rides that Master Tom would
get upon the parental foot or knee. Keeping this
consideration, therefore, as we should do, in view,
it must be allowed that when the temperature in-
doors ranges at forty degrees or less, it is a difficult
thing for Signor Bacilesi to sit out the long winter
‘evenings in his cold, gloomy home, acting the
Smithian part, when cafés and theatres abroad afford
him, at a trifling cost, the combined enjoyments of
society, amusement, 'warmth, and light. Who then,
duly reflecting on this subject, can fail to recognise
the important part which the geological conforma-
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tion of Cumberland and Lancashire plays in the
development of the domestic vir tues in England? *

Throughout Tuscany, and, indeed, I may say,
throughout Italy, England and the English are very
much respected by the great mass of the population.
The power of England presents itself to the popular
mind in Tuscany as a power of the most unlimited
magnitude: The release of Rosa Madiai and her
husband from prison resulted entirely, I was-told,
from the interposition of England in their favour,
through the means of a threat uttered by the
English Government on the subject. My informant
assured me, gravely, that the English Minister wrote
to the Grand Duke, < If in six weeks’ time Rosa
and her husband are not free, I will send an army to
release thern, and knock down Florence about your
ears!” Of course, such a terrific menace could not
fail in producing an immediate effect.

According to the same accurate and trustworthy
authority, an Englishman or Englishwoman never
breaks a promise and never defrauds. During my
stay in Tuscany, I found the most unlimited con-
fidence placed in my honesty, by persons, almost
strangers to me, with whom I had money trans-
actions of any kind. In a case that came under
my own knowledge, of an English lady who bhad
defrauded a poor Florentine tradeswoman of a sum
which to the latter was one of a serious amount, I
had ah opportunity of becoming acquainted with the
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deep-seated reliance on English honesty that pre-
vailed. “ How could you act so very foolishly,” I
said, -“as to go on from month to month, and even
from year to year, not only giving credit, but lending
money, when it was asked?” ¢ Yes, I feel now
that I acted foolishly,” was the reply ; *but the lady
being English, I never doubted for & moment she
would repay me every farthing that she owed, ac-
cording to her word.” Precisely to the same purport
was the remark made to me by the proprietor of one
of the principal hotels in Florence, to whom I ex-
pressed my surprise that he should have permitted
a swindler, a soi-disant Englishman, to defraud him
out of the expenses of board and lodging for a length-
ened time. ¢ The gentleman always said he would
pay me when he got a remittance from*his London
banker,” was the reply; *and I, thinking him to be
an Englishman, for he bore the name of one, believed
implicitly what he said.” < Still,” I rejoined, “when
you found out through the telegraph that he had no
money at the bank, as he declared, I wonder you
continued to give credit to Lis promises of eventual
payment.” ¢ Well,” was the reply, «if I.had not
believed him to be an Englishman, I would have
turned him out of doors at once; but as I never
knew an English gentleman to cheat or to break his
word, I relied confidently on having my dues at
last.,’

In regard to Italian female servants, I invariably
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found that the great desire of their hearts was to get
into the service of an English lady or an English
family, not so much from the increase of wages they
might obtain beyond the Italian standard, as from
the kinder treatment they expected to receive, and
the easier life they hoped to lead; than that which
fell to their lot in an Italian family. < Prdy, take
me as your maid,” was an entreaty that I constantly
heard, together with the assurance that I might
fix the wages at any sum I chose. English-ladies,
indeed, are looked up to and spoken of, amongst
Italians of the lower classes, in a manner that often
amused. me conSIderably, by the women especially,
whose depressed social condition leads- almost uni-
versally to the most extreme cowardliness of mind.

Constantly, when performing the most simple ac-
tions in the world, I have found my achievements
‘regarded as belonging to the heroic class: for in-
stance, when bathing, I advanced into the sea until
the water reached up to my waist—when during
a thunder-storm, I stood near the window to watch
the lightning-flashes—when I crossed a narrow street
between, perhaps, two very slowly moving lines of
carriages—]I was looked upon as having done some-
thing truly wonderful. Many were the tales I heard
of English ladies’ deeds of daring: how this one had
undertaken a journey by herself—how that one had
not scrupled to ride or walk for several miles alone—
and how another, who had lost her way one evening
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in a chesnut wood, instead of going well-nigh crazy
with fright, (as an Italian girl under similar circum-~
stances would be certain to do,) treated the affair as
a good joke, by barsting out into a merry laugh on
being wakened up the ensuing morning by some
members of her family, who, going in search, had
found her sleeping quietly beneath a tree. The ex-
treme pusillanimity of Italian women gives in their
opinion quite a marvellous character to the simplest
deeds; and this failing—unchecked in childhood—
grows sometimes to an excess that must often detract
much from the happiness of their lives.

% Ho paura” (I am afraid) is the commonest ex-
pression one hears in Italy from feminine lips. I
was acquainted with a young girl of seventeen, who
stayed in bed three days to recover from the effects
of some silly hobgoblin fears; and a middle-aged
servant of mine remained in a dead swoott for up-
wards of an hour, in consequence of seeing a Jarge
eel unexpectedly : it is, indeed, rare to find amongst
rich or poor an'Italian woman who will not scream,
or jump, or start, on the slightest provocation ima=
ginable.

Although the English are generally liked and
respected throughout Tuscany, they dre very far
from being favourites with the upper classes of that
land. Whilst to the Tuscan'peasant, to the trades-
man, or to the merchant, the term JInglese stands
as the jmpersonification of honour, probity, courage,
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wealth, and generosity; ‘to the Tuscan gentleman
or nohle that same word is the synonym. for every
phase of .disagreeableness: a result attributable in
a great degree to the pride and shyness which cha-
racterize, in general, English manners; for to the’
polished TItalian, brought up to respect the esta-
blished forms of politeness. beyond most other
things, and gifted with a volubility of speech. that
knows no check, English silence and reserve very
naturally wear the aspect of studied rudeness or
want of courtesy.

To the estrangement resulting ﬁom this source
is added that which proceeds from uncongeniality
of tastes and characters. Excluded from the real
business of life, without public duties of any kind
to engage his mind, and with no profitable avoca-
tions to occupy his time, the Tuscan nobleman, or
gentleman of independent fortune, seeks refuge from
the approaches of ennui by a headlong plunge into
the whirling gulf of pleasure and dissipation. A
career of such a kind, whose only aim is self-indul-
gence, whilst it destroys the sense of right, infal-
libly imparts a tone of frivolity to the character.
The English nobleman or gentleman, bronght up
under influenices widely different, with many oppor-
tunities of useful occupation, and a consciousness of
public duties as landholder or magistrate, and with
the means of honourably satisfying his love of ex-
citement in the wide field of political life that is
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thrown open to his ambition, acquires a certain
seriousness of thomght and solidity of character,
which but ill harmonize with the tone of Italian
society ; where the advent of a new prima donna
holds; the same place in interest as the advent of
a new Prime Minister does in England, and where
the graces of a pirouette and the merits of a roulade
are discussed with the same amount of earnestness
and animation that might be employed in English
society in criticising the acts and words of English
public characters and statesmen.

Another cause may also be discovered for that
dislike which is entertained by the upper classes of
Tuscany towards the English generally. With an
innate fondness for display, a national taste that
manifests itself throughout every rank of society in
Italy, the Tuscan nobleman or gentleman, having a
fortune of moderate amount or a scanty revenue,
finds himself eclipsed in his own land, in external
pomp and show, by that wealthy Anglo-Saxon race
whom a love of change, of art, of sunshine, or other
motives have impelled towards the shores of Italy.
The princepe or marchese, whose ancestors played a
distinguished part in Florentine history, and whose
fortress-palaces adorn the Tuscan capital, must be
galled and mortified by the consideration that, in
equipages, in style of living, in splendour of enter-
tainments, they eannot compete with Mr. Brown,
or Mr. Smith, whose gentility dates not, perhaps,
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beyond the quarter or half-quarter of a century.
But still more powerful than any of the causes
of estrangement enumerated is tbat which has its
*growth in the different codes of morals that bear
sway respectively in Italian and English society.
« The English talk scandal about us,” say the
Italians : and, probably, this charge is not without
foundation ; for no pure-minded lEng]ishwoman, or
right-thinking Englishman, can frequent Iialian so-
ciety without finding much to. condemn.

To one custom, prevalent not only in Tuscany but
throughout Italy, no length of residence abroad can
ever reconcile the English stranger. In the British
isles, the practice of bargaining is looked upon as a
very plebeian transaction, and in the lowest order of
shops alone, and amongst the lower classes of the
people chiefly, is the practice of bargaining general.
With us, no shopkeeper, who aimed at securing the
custom of respectable persons, would offer to abate
one farthing in the prices first demanded for his
goods; and even the most thrifty lady would scarcely
venture to compromise her gentility so far as to at~
tempt to higgle over the purchase of 2 yard of calico
or a pound of tea. Far different in this respect is the
custom in Italy; for the Italian-shopkeeper, whether
he lives in g fashionable street or in a back lane,
whether he vends satins or maccaroni, almost in-
variably demands for his commodities a higher
price than he will take, or indeed calculates to
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receive ; since his customers, whether rich or poor,
on their part quite as universally stipulate for an
abatement in the cost of the article they wish to
buy. The difficulty to English strangers of shop-*
ping, under such circumstances, may easily be con-
ceived ; unfamiliar with the ait of bargaining as
they usually are, as well as being ignorant of the
just value of the article they may desire to pur-
chase. Of course, however, .for those fortunate
individuals on whom economical considerations need
exercise no restraint, shopping in Italy is an occu-
pation that involves as little trouble as does shop-
ping in England; but to those natives of the
British isles who do not find it convenient to pay
a third, or perhaps one-half, more than the fair
value of every article, Italian sbopping is a griev-
ance, and a burdensome affliction. Disagreeable to
me, however, as was always the avocation, I often
derived considerable amusement in listening to such
negotiations, and witnessing the mammner in which
they were carried on between the vendor and the
purchaser.

A lady asks the price of a ribbon she admires—

“ Three paoli the braccio,” is the reply.

“Three paoli!” rejoins the lady in a contemptuous
tone, giving the ribbon a slight toss aside; “how
dear! how enormously dear !” '

“Dear! no, not at all,” returns the shopkeeper,
blandly; ¢rather it is cheap, remarkably cheap,
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if you consider the colour and -quality of the
goods.”

The lady takes up the ribbon again, looks at it,
‘and after a moment’s consideration says she will give
two paoli the braccio for it.

The man shakes his head, with something of an
indignant air. Two paoli the braccio. for such a
ribbon! quite impossible to gi;re it for such a price
as that; but to accommodate the signora as far as
practicable, he will say twenty crazie* the braccio
for it

“Still much too dear,” is the rejoinder: *the
ribbon is not really worth more than twelve crazie;
but as the colour suits me, I will give seventeen
crazie a braccio for it.” !

“I am very sorry, but I cannot sell it at that price.”
£ A short silence follows; the lady looks at the rib-
bon with an approving eye, the shopman waits for
some new proposal; but none being forthcoming,
he suggests, at length, an accommodation of ‘the dif-
ference$ for eighteen crazie the braccio the ribbon
shall be heys.

The proposition being acceded to, the nepotiation
comes happily to an end.

Not always, however, does the transaction termi-
nate so speedily. On two or three successive days
I have known negotiations renewed, before a satis-
factory settlement of the price could be attained.

* There are eight crazie in a paolo,
P
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On one of these occasions, a straw bonnet, of the
value of about seven shillings in English money,
was the article under discussion. .On the third day,
the negotiations had so far advanced to a favour-
able termination, that a dlﬂ'elence of about two-
pence three-farthings, alone prevented the sale from
taking place; and on the' fourth day, I have mno
doubt the difference was finally adjusted, and the
sale effected by the sacrifice of a few farthings on
either side.

The process of shopping, under the Italian system,
would be much simplified to the stranger, if any
. certain rule could be given as to the proportion that
the real value of an article bears to its nominal
ome. But though, unhappily, Italian shopkeepers
all agree to ask far more for their goods than
they are worth, they by no means show the same
accord in adopting one uniform rate of overcharge.
Each shop has its different sliding scale: as the
stranger will find from painful experience ;- whilst
in one, an article may be procured for half the
price first asked, in another an abatement of only
a third or a fourth part of the original price will
be made. Amidst the intricacies and perplexities
of such a system, the stranger stands but little
chance of obtaining any article at a price at all ap-
proximating to the one it ought in equity to bear..

“Quanto vuol darmi?” (« How much will you give
me?”) is a phrase much in use amongst tradesmen,
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on an objection being made to the price demanded
for their wares ; and when I have left a shop, rather
than conduct negotiations for sale on the established
higgling principle, my proceeding was looked upon,
I could easily see, as something quite eccentric and
~absurd: so firmly is it eStabhshed in the Italian mind
that ¢very one who wants to buy, and every. one who
desires to sell, should each endeavour strenuously, on
their vespective parts, the one t6 make the most, the
other to pay the least he can, whether the matter
involve the value of a few pence or many pounds.

Yet, universally as the Hebrew principle of trade
prevails‘ throughout Ttaly, and biassed as minds be-
come in favour of customs sanctioned by prescrip-
tion, I have met with Italian tradesmen sufficiently
rational and enlightened to condemn the principle
of overcharging as dishonest and injurious.

“But what can I do?” said a Florentine mercer-
to me one day, in reference to some observations
of mine; “though I admire the English system of
dealing as being an essentially good and honest one,
the practice of it on my part would certainly banish
from my shop every Italian customer I have; for no
Italian lady would purchase from me the most trifling
article, unless I made some abatement in the price
declared ; however reasonsble and fair that price
might be, Under such circumstances, therefore, not
only to make any profit, but even to save myself
from actual loss, I must ask in the first instance a

P2
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high price for my goods, in order to allow for the
abatement that every customer will inevitably de-
mand. Fixed prices are best, I freely admit, and I
wish heartily that they were the established rule in
this land; but for a solitary individual like myself
to oppose a universal cust'qm, and to set up a system
of .English dealing here, would soon result in ruin
and bankruptcy.”

To the reasonableness of such observations I
could not but assent; recalling the keenmess with
which the process of bargaining on the part of in-
tending purchasers had often, under my own eye,
been carried on. Not only in this, but in many
other respects, Italy affords a striking example of
the way in which evils act and re-act upon each
other, so as almost hopelessly to perpetuate their
rule.

The universality of beggary in Italy detragts much
from the pleasure of a stranger’s residence in that
land ; and though the Neapolitan dominions, perhaps,
possess an unhappy pre-iminence in that particular,
the curse of mendicancy prevails to a most lament-
able extent in Tuscany. From the rich plains
through which the Arno winds, there issue a
ragged, squalid tribe, who sustain their miserable
lives on charity. In Pisa, the beggars would almost
seem to constitute the most numerous class of the
population; and, in the other towns of Tuscany,
mendicancy exhibits itself on a scale of scarcely
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less magnitude. Under the bright blue summer sky,
and in a land where plenty apparently reigns, no-
where could I escape from sights and sounds of
misery; everywhere was heard the monotonous ecry,
lisped by the young, mumbled by the old, and cho-
rused forth by ragged wretches of both sexes and of
every age—° Datemi g}zalche cosa ! ho fame, ho tanto
fame! Datemi una piccola moneta, per Pamore della
sanctissima Vergine!”*

Extensively, however, as poverty does really pre-
vail in Tuscany, and numerous as'are the fit objects
for charity that one sees, the tribe of begghrs is often
largely swelled by additions from a class of indi-
viduals who are mendicants more from choice than
necessity ; having other Ineans of sustaining life
than those derived from alms. This class of unpro-
fessional beggars abounds especially in country dis-
tricts; and so deficient, for the most l)alt are the
lower orders of the peasantry’ in a consciousness of
anything inherently degrading in the mendicant’s
trade, that petitions for aid will come from persons
evincing in their looks and dress an air of respecta-
bility. Almost before the power of speech is at-
tained, the bright-eyed, round-cheeked child of the
contadino will stretch out its little hand to the pass-
ing stranger for some trifling coin; and the peasant
woman whose husband cultivates a small plot of

‘* “Give me something ! Tam hungry; I am so very hungry!
Give me a trifle, for the love of the Blessed Virgin!”
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land, will more than hint how extremely deceptable
would be the donation-of a cast-off petticoat or gown.
Very probably, not a little of the favour with which
the beggar’s trade is regarded in Tuscany originates
in the circumstance, that mendicancy and religion
are exhibited constantly to the people’s view in inti-
mate union. The brown-robed friar, with wallet on
his back, who begs from door to door—here, for a
piece of bread, there, for a contribution of chesnuts
or of meal; the Brother of Mercy, who goes his
rounds with .begging-box in hand; the friar, who
takes his stand ‘in the public streets, to solicit
alms for the relief of suffering souls in purgatory:
acting ‘as they all do under the sanction of the
Church, not unnaturally tend to invest with a kind
of dignity the mendicant’s trade in the public estima-
tion. Be this, however, the cause or not, one thing
is certain, that amongst the lower classes of Tuscany
no feeling of pride, independence, and self-respect
will restrain the utterance of petitions for aid, even
on the part of many whose circumstances are such
as to place them far above the ordinary mendicant
class. .

By universal assent, Tuscany, with one single ex-
ception, ranks high above all the other Italian States
in regard to elegance of expression and purity of
pronunciation of the Italian tongue. Rome alone,
the exception referred to, can contest the palm of
'superiority with Tuscany in this particular; and
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though, according to the well-known saying, ¢la
lingua Toscana in bocca Romana,” be the best, the
inhabitants of Tuscany, and more eéspecially the citi-
zens of Sienna, pique themselves on the possession
of the exclusive power of speaking the Italian lan-
guage with perfect punty On such a point, a
foreigner can’ necessarily be no judge, for many a
minute shade of difference in the pronuncxa.hon of
an unfamlhar word escapes the untutored ear; but
one thing is certain, that the merest novice in the
Italian language will soon discover that, as a gene-
ral rule, the Florentines, thronghout the middle and
lower classes of the population, take certain liberties:
with their language that neither good taste nor dic-
tionary authority can in the least degree justify. For
instance, they very frequently convert the letter «¢,”
when it begins.a, word, into-an “h” in sound, so as to
make hasa out of casa (house), havallo out of cavallo
(horse), and so on through a great number of words
of the same kind. With this particular fault, which is
oue pretty much confined to Florence and its imme-
diate vicinity, the Tuscan pxonﬁn‘ciaﬁon of Italian was
pleasing to my ear above that of any other part of
Italy, the Roman not excepted. It is a truly plea-
sant thing to hear Italian spoken in a voice possess-
ing the charms of softness and sweetness—qualities,
however, which, strange to say in a land of vocalists,
are gseldom found in the speaking voices of Italian
men, and still far more rarcly in those of Ifalian
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women. I have 'often’ been pained to an indescri-
bable degree, in Italian society, by the shrill, .sharp
voices of the ladies whom I heard around me. One
young lady in particular, with whoin circumstances
brought me 'unfortunately into frequent contaet,
used, by every word she uttered, to cause me the
same suffering as I have endured fromt the grinding
of a saw, the scratch of a slate pencil, or the scream
of a steam whistle; and I have often felt tempted
to beg that she would chant or operatize her sen-
tences; ‘for, curious to say, like many other Italian
ladies I knew who possessed speaking voices of a
similar description, she sang with taste, power, and
sweetriess.

In the British Isles, music is a passion with the
few, an amusement, or object of mere liking, to
the many; but, in Italy, musw seems to speak to the
heart and soul of every inhabitant of"that country.
In Florence, rich and poor are ahk_g adorers of
the opera. The London artisan, intent on pleasure,
hurries off to a third-rate theatre, to luxuriate in
the comicalities of sonte hroad farce, or to seek ex-
citement in the exhibition of melodramatic horrors;
blue lights, green lights, and red lights are his
delight ; "he loves to see fairies flying in the air;
dragons with fiery tails, and magicians with mag-
nificent turbans and splendid beards. Beyond a
popular song or two, the tune of which the itinerant
harrel organ hds made familiar to his ear, he knows
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little of music; his own attainments in that art

being probably limited to humming or whistling
% God save the Queen,” or some negro melody.

The Florentine artisan, though not inferior in
natural intelligence, yet certainly inferior in point
of education, seeks for enjoyment in’pleasures of a
more elevated kind, Passing by with indifference
the gigantic placards which announce the perform-
ance of some wonderful horse, or the hundredth
representation, amidst universal applause, of some
laughter-exciting play, he hies with his small savings
to the opera house, to listen to the prima donna’s
harmonious strains. 'Not a note escapes his ears he
listens with every. faculty ; prepared to applaud or
to condemn each vocalist, where praise or blame is
due. He can trace the silver thread of harmony
through passages where the clue seems lost to a
less gifted and cultivated ear, and each note he
hears makes a distinct impression on his memory.
He feels no fatigne, he knows no tedium, though
he listens to the same opera, sung by the sime vo-
calists, for the twentieth time; and the strains thus
heard he carries back in mind with him to cheer
the weariness of his labour hours. From the car-
penter’s shop I have heard the finest airs of the
* Sonnambula” rise up melodiously in the air; the
work-girl, with a power and sweetness of voice which
I could not but envy, has sung me the best pieces
from the ¢ Traviata” in a truly admirable style;
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and I knew a maid-servant who could go unerringly

through at least twenty operas, from beginning to
" end. “Music! how I adore musicl” is the universal
cry in Italy, amongst old and young, rich and poor.
According ‘to the principle of the Scandinavian
mythology, which made the happiness of heaven for
the righteous consist in an endless repetition of the
pleasures they had. most enjoyed on earth—even
as the followers of Odin were to drink mead out
of ever-overflowing goblets, and to chop off each
other’s heads, and limbs, and arms to the end of
time—so a paradisé constructed.for Italians on the
same plan would necessitate an inexhaustible supply
of first-rate operas and artistes, with vocal powers
equally divine.

At Easter time, either a little before or after that
festival, the streets of Florence exhibit a sight which
cannot fail in some degree to excite the stranger’s
curiosity and surprise. Dressed in robes of white,
_composed of some light material, such as muslin or
lace, over skirts of satin or silk, with large white
veils enveloping their heads, young. girls may be
seen proceeding along the: public streets, either
singly or in groups, accompanied by a lady of
matronly aspeet. The attire, so suggestive of matri-
monial proceedings, instantly led. me to the conclu-
sion that the young-girls whom I saw were either
going to, or returning from the wedding of a friend
. or relation ; but, on inquiry, I found that the dress
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which had excited my interest and curiosity was
significant, not of matrimony, but of religion; it
being adopted by such young girls ‘as, for the first
time in their lives, were admitted to receive the-
Communion,

English philanthropy takes under its especial pro-
tection the blind, the deaf, the dumb, the maimed, and
the diseased in mind and body ; for these subscriptions
are raised, donations given, and legacies bequeathed
by charitable persons. But Italian, and particularly
Tuscan -philanthropy would seem, for the most part,
to take a different direction; for, judging from the
amount of funds set apart in Florence for various
charitable purposes, the want of sight, of speech,
the failure of health, the loss of limbs, of hearing,
and of reason, are each accounted a calamity of less
weight than ‘that which afflicts the maiden destined
to see her youth go by, and grey hairs arrive, unpro-
vided with a husband. English benevolence con-
templates with indifference the woes of spinsterism,
but Italian benevolence rushes to its aid with a zeal
truly commendable; enhancing the effect of feminine:
graces, and increasing their power to subdue the
manly heart,” by the substantial charms of money.
In Tuscany, as well as throughout all Italy, the be-
stowal of marriage portions has ever been one of the
most favourite charities; and in Florence alone the
sums thus distributed annually amount to between
three and four thousand pounds. The Society of St.

.
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John the Baptist, the patron saint of Florence, was
founded chiefly for the purpose of endowing girls
in humble circumstances with marriage portions;
-and to the same purpose is annually applied a cer-
tain portion of the funds of the brotherhood of the
Misericordia. Another charitable society takes upon
itself to provide every fatherless Florentine girl with
a' matrimonial dowry of fifty scudi (about eleven
pounds English money). To entitle themselves,
however, to receive such donations, girls must pay
great attention to their religions duties ; attend mass
frequently, take thé Communion at proper times, go
to confession regularly, and, above all things, present
themselves at the catechetical examination called the
dottrina, held by the priests in the several parish
churches after morning service on Sunday. The
girl who absents herself from the dottrina without
a sufficient cause to justify her absence, has a mark
attached to her name on every occasion of such
truancy ;  which marks accumulating to the number
of three or more, invalidate her claim to the recep-
tion of the next instalment of the mayriage portion,
which otherwise would be hers. According to the
age of ‘the recipient, within a certain limit, the por-
tion varies; for from eighteen years of age up to
thirty-five, the young maiden’s dower (which she is
alone, however, entitled to receive on her marriage
day) undergoes generally a tricnhial increase; but
the limit of five-and-thirty being reached without a
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husband being obtained, the hapless maid is doomed
to mourn over the destruction of all her matrimo-
nial hopes, from her exclusion henceforth from the
benefits of the charitable endowment through which
she trusted to win her way to marriage. Poor hap-
less maid of thirty-five, if such there be in Florence!
who cannot sympathize with her sorrows; as she sees
that dreaded day and hour approach when she loses
every right to claim the seventeen years’ accumulating
heap of silver scudi, the due reward of years of sedu-
lous attendance at mass, confession, and the dottrina/
Sad, however, as the old maid’s fate is deemed in-
Italian popular estimation, it may well be questioned
whether the Tuscan spinster’s lot, in the lower classes
of life at least, is not in reality frequently a far hap-
pier one than that of many by whom the marriage
portion has been rightfully claimed. If not actually
.maltreated—as from several cases that came under
my own observation I have cause to know she not
unfrequently’ is —the Tuscan wife, in the lower
classes of society, occupies the position of a mere
servant in.the husband’s view; and on a jfesta, when
her work is done, while her husband goes forth to
*enjoy himself, she must stay at home.
%It would be a fine sight, indeed, for my husband
to take me off with him on a pleasure walk or jaunt,”
-said an extremely respectable woman to me one day.
" What a joke the neighbours would have about it!
how they would shout out, when they saw us going
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arme-in-arm loviogly together, or driving together
side by side, that sugar was cheap, honey was-plenty,
and a hundred such like impertinences! No, no!we
Ttalian wives must just stay at home, cook; dust, and
clean; and if we would lead peaceable lives, bear

a frown or an angry. word with quietness and
: »
patience,

In' addition to remarks.of such a nature, an ex-
pression that became quite familiar to my ears,
during my residence in Tuscany, was little indica-
tive of ferminine conjugal felicity amongst the lower
orders of society in that country. ¢ Would to
heaven T had mnever married!” or, “If I had been
wise I had never married,” .was a plaint that, time
after time, I have heard repeated by wives, in tones
of the most unquestionable sincerity.

Twenty-three .o’clock is the favourite hour with
the Ttalians at every time of year, but more particu-
larly the summer season ; this twenty-three o’clock,
which the hour before sunset iz called, being used by
them for purposes of recreation and amusement. At
twenty-three o’clock the merchant leaves his count-
ing-house, the clerk his desk, the student his books,
the officer his barracks, and the idle gentleman his
lounging=chair, and go +forth with. one accord to
saunter along some fashionable promenade, there to
smoke, to chat, and interchange news and saluta-
tions with passing friends. With ladies, this hour
1s also a favourite one ; for whilst the married ladies,
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equipping themselves in their most -captivatfng array,
also go forth to swell the sauntering throng, the
unmarried, to whom a similar privilege is denied,
station themselves at the front windows of their
respective residences; deriving no small enjoyment
from the occupation of seeing and the consciousness
of being seen.

Considering window-gazing from an English point
of view, it would seem a sufficiently dull and un-
interesting feminine recreation; but viewed through
an Italian medium, if becomes a highly exciting
feminine employment. No young lady who takes
her station at a front window on an afternoon but
may readily entertain the idea of captivating by her
charms the heart of some passing stranger ; innume-
rable instances being known to her of a husband
having been obtained by a glance shot down from
the altitude even of a second story. It was highly
amusing to hear from the lips of one of these roman-
tically-wooed maidens the history of the courtship,
from-the moment when she first observed that she
was the object of the stranger’s attention, on through
many successive afternoons, blessed by the inter-
change of mutunal admiring glances, until the arrival
of that happy hour when the enamoured youth made
known his name and his position, and in explicit
terms demanded her hand in marriage. So recog-
nised is window-gazing in Italy-as a favourite
feminine occupation, that few windows of houses of
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any preténsion to gentility, in the principal -streets-
of Italian towns, have their inner lower ledges un-
provided with cushions, for the .especial use and!
benefit of the leaner’s elbowi x
The strictness of Italian rules of decorum, even-
with xeference to unmarried! girls in. ‘the humblest:
classes of society, was once illustrated to me -in a
very forcible and somewhat' amusing manner. iIn
the interior of a public conVej'ance, -in \which 1. was
travelling to a small provincial Italibn town, I ihad,
for wis-G-vis a girl of nineteén, belonging to the pea-
sant class; a fact evidenced at once by’ the peculiar,
costume she wore. Besides the latter and myself, a,
lady: friend of mine, and a priest, ccupied the in-i
terior of the conveyance. The girl, on my enter-
ingiinto conversation with her, took particular cave
to inform me that she had been waiting for several
“days for a good opportunity, like that :which.had
at last presented itself, of returning home in.safe
company. Arrived at the town in-which her family
lived, ithe driver of the conveyance asked: her,to
alight; as the ascent to the lane,where her;parents
resided was very steep, and she could walk with,
ease the distance in three minutes. At this-request.
the girl ‘exhibited the utmost amount of indignation;
and declared it was one to which it was quite impos-
sible for her to accede, without being guilty of the
greatest impropriety. Walk alonte to her own house!

that would be a fine thing, indeed, for her to do:.
14
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what would her mother, what would the neighbours
say, to see her return in this discreditable way?
How could he ask any respectable girl to commit
such an impropriety? Evidently considering that
such objections were very reasonable, the driver
gave up the point, and the girl was deposited safely
at the parental door. ) ‘

The towns of San Miniata, Colle, Volterra, and
Fiesole, in Tuscany, “all; enjoy prerogatives of a
peculiar kind. In each one of these small towns is
what is called a Libro d'oro (golden hook), in the
pages of which it is only necessary to have.the name
inscribed, to change the proprietor of that designa-
tion from a plebeian, perhaps of the lowest rank,
into a member of the nobility. Of course, as may
well be supposed, this transformation is not effected
on purely .disinterested principles of philanthropy 3
but it must be admitted, considering that, in.addi-
tion to a title, an inscription in the pages of the Libro
d’oro confers upon the proprietor of the name in-
scribed the right also to appear at court, that the
terms upon which the valuable privilege is granted
are very moderate. For about thirty pounds the title’
of chevalier, the lowest order of nobility, may be
obtained. For double that sum the dignity of baron-
can be reached. A count or marquis’s degree costs
something more; but an aspirant to nobility .need-
not despair of arriving even at the highest of these
grades, at the expense of a hundred pounds.

Q
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The inhabitants of Fiesole turned the privilege
their city enjoyed to a highly praiseworthy use.
Perched on. the top of a steep hill, along the pre-
cipitous sides of which no road practicable for car~
riages had been made, they found themselves, though
only about five miles distant from Florence, in a
great degree insulated from the world. A remedy
for this state of things at last entered.the head of an
ingenious citizen, Distinguished as was the ancient,
Etruscan city in point of historical dignity, still it
had become, through the agencies of time, a poverty-
stricken place. From a population, the majority of
which found it a difficult task to earn their daily
bread, the funds essential for the construction of
even a mile and a half of road could not possibly
be obtained. But if the inhabitants of Fiesole had
themselves no money to expend in public works, they.
had, by a liberal . exercise of the privileges conferred
on them by their Golden Book, the means of raising
the necessary supplies for the object in view. A
suggestion to this effect bging made and approved
of, the scheme proposed was carried: out with much
energy and activity. ¢ Titles to sell! who will buy?.
who will buy?” was their cry, and in answer to that
cry came numerous demands for patents of mobility.

‘Marquises, counts, and -barons were .created by the

score; and not a few Englishmen became ennobled
through the medium of a well-filled purse, Money
flowed copiously into the exchequer of the impove-
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rished city, and sufficient was -raised to make the
road by which the stranger now ascends the hill of
Fiesole to visit the ruins of this old Etruscan city.

The term frutte (fruit) is much more compre-
hensive in the Italian than'-its correspondmg term
in the English language, for “under the word Srutta
are comprised -young peas and beans; which, Iike
the class of products with which they range, are
often eaten uncooked. In an Italian house where
oI was staying, my invariable refusal to partake of
these so-called frutta éxciting some surprise, I ex-
plained that I had not been habituated to eat them
raw; whereupon, in deference to my prejudices, the
peas were subjected to a culinary process the suc-
ceeding day; but I found to my distress that the
flavour of the dish was destroyed, in the opinion of
most of the members of the family, since it was
scarcely touched by any one but me. - :

To spill oil, and to break a looking-glass, are both
considered in Italy to be evil auguries, and death
is inevitably foreboded by the hooting of an owl
near a sick man’s window. The hair is considered
to be acted upon by lunar influence; for, according
to the popular creed, no one who values an abun-
dance of hair should submit his or her head to the
hair-cutter’s operations whilst the moon is on the
wane,

A few years ago an occurrence took place in
Tuscany, which caused the most unbounded merri-

Q2
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ment to the lively Florentines. A young studériﬁ
at the University of Pisa fell under the suspicion of
being heretically inclined, and whilst his education
was still uncompleted, he sickened, and, after a short
illness, died. Having on his death-bed refused the
offices of the priests, and thus tamtly declared his
disbelief in the tencts of the Church to wh;ch he
nominally belonged, a reverend teacher in the semi-
nary considered that circumstances justified recur-
rence to a stratagem, which, more than any words,
might impress upon the minds of the deceased’s
companions the dreadful consequences that the re-
jection of the Catholic faith involved. A rumour
emanating from this source, to the effect that the
devil would surely come to claim the dead student’s
soul, excited a vague feeling of fear in the mind of
a young man who had determined, from affection to
the deceased, to keep watch over the dead body of
his friend during the night preceding its burial.
Actuated by this sensation of dread, and having a
presentiment of the appearance of some evil spirit
during his lonely watch, the young man carefully
loaded a brace of pistols, armed with which he pro-
ceeded to his post. Alone with the corpse—that
cast-off garment of humanity, whose pallid, un-
changing features and cold impassability never fail
to evoke in the gazer’s heart a fecling of awe—
and with vague apprehensions of being brought into
contact with beings from another world, one may
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fancy the thrill of horror that ran through his veins,
when at midnight he heard a rattle as of chains, and
saw a hideous figure approach, with horns splounno‘
from his head, and a long tail sweeping the ground.

But, however appalled the young man might have
b:een'at the apparition, his courage and presence of
mind did not desert him; for, seizing a pistol, he fired,
and with so true an. aim that the spectre fell, and,
with a very earthly shriek of suffering, lay prostrate
~on the floor. “The devil is dead! the devil is dead!”
shouted the young man trinmphantly, and forthwith
rushed off to proclaim to his companions that man-
kind had been freed from their great cnemy by
his hand. ¢ The devil is dead! the devil is dead!”
resounded through the walls of the "university.
But, unfortunately for humanity, it was soon dis-
covered that the supposed devil was 4 very unde-
niable sample of the human species, who had been
dressed up in character for the occasion to perform
the devils part. ¢ All Florence rung with this
incident,” said the Italian lady who told me this
tale. “¢The devil is dead! the devil is dead!’ was
in every one’s lips, and the joke was not let drop
for a considerable time.”

At a period when the whole monetary system of
Europe was in a most unsettled state, and when
monarchs—either t6 defraud their creditors, or to
force their debtors to pay more than they had re-
ceived, or the tax-payers more than was due—con-
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tinually varied the title and weight of the coins
of their respective kingdoms;, the republic of Flo-
rencé was honourably distinguished by possessing a
golden florin, whose weight and value remained
unaltered as long as the republic itself endured.
Unhappily for the traveller, this florin exists no
longer; for cumbrous, heavy, and inconvenient to a
degree are the large silver coins denominated scud?,
which bearers of letters of credit and circular notes
receive in exchange from their Tuscan or Florentine
bankers. A gold coin, denominated a zecchino, is
indeed declared to form a portion of the monetary
system of Tuscany at this present day; but its
existence must be a mere matter of faith with most
“strangers, as it was with me; for it certainly does
not enter into the ordinary transactions of purchase
and sple, and during the whole period I was in
Tuscany, I never saw this coin. The Grand Duke
and Grand Ducal family alone, indesd, I was in-
formed, enjoy the privilege of filling their purses
with gold: and what a privilege this is, no one
can fully appreciate, who has not retired from
the counting-house of a Tuscan banker, groaning
beneath the weight of silver scud:.

The reign of cheapness is attested in Tuscany by
the issue of coins representing a value exceeding]
small. For instance, the. paolo—worth a little more
than fivepence, English money—is divided into eight
crazie; and as every crazia undergoes a subdivision
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into five quattrini, a Tuscan quattrino represents a
value considerably below that of the smallest coin of
England. In former times, the quattrino was divi-
sible again into four derari; but the denaro, though
it still holds its place in the tables of Tuscan cur-
rency, has only now a nominal existence. Another
small coin, called a soldo, containing three quattring,
is current in many parts of Tuscany, and often
causes the stranger infinite perplexity and bewilder-
ment in small shopping transactions; for, as a soldo
contains three quattrini, and a crazia five, and as
payment for an article is often necessarily made
in a coin differing from that one in which the price
was asked, to ascertain the due amount, of crazie
requisite to discharge a debt contracted in soldi, or
vice versd, as the case may be, involves a some-
what elaborate arithmetical calculation. <« hope to
learn your language, but I do not expect I shall ever
understand your money,” said an English lady to a
shop-keeper of Pisa: and I have known several
persons who, even after a residence of many months
in Tuscany, have never attained to a thorough
mastery over the crazie, soldi, and quattrini diffi-
culty.

In no part of Italy is the foreigner more worried
with police regulations than in Tuscany. From
the moment natives of other States enter the Grand
Duchy, they are under the constant surveillance
of officials, as well as under the disagreeabls
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necessity of, gontributing -to the;;Grand, Ducal,re-
venues.* This, proceeding: of the;, Tuscan, Govern-
Jent towards ,forelgnerams not tonly. ungenerous,
but ungrateful ;, consxdermo theyvast benefitiwhich
Florence”denves from the Jlarge s(m}sJof lmoney
4npqally,.expended therg by tourists -and Iresident
visjtors,, Thglpermxsslon o remain. evenifor two
or three )days,,m the Tuscan ,capltallmvolves an
expenditure of enghtr ‘paoli;nand should therstay: be
prolonged, beyond,thal; period, &, licencet—cilled,;a
carta di soggiorno—must be taken out, at acostiof
twelve paofiy Iivefy with this carta:di, soggiorno,ithe
strangers who may wish to reside for some :time rin
Tuscany,are far from being at the-end of their peci-
niary; contributions, to the, police, authorities;;, foriid
gei\eral, at the end. of every two months; a néw- carta
di 80ggiorng must be’ pmcmed,,,mvolvmg a:fresh ietd
penditure. | Nox i this ever the whole sgrigyance-of
the matter ;_for,, qlthoughl & <carta,di soggiorno takems
ouf n any town in-Ttscany gives to the holder ¢hie
right of 8 two months’, unmolested, res1dence in the:
place where it was granted, the virtué,of this licencer
is limited in a great degree to,the immediate locality:
of it issues- -fan though, armed wnthutlus document|
the stranger. may -travel through Tuscany UNMO~y
lested by fresh, official, transactions, yets if atstay be.
made in any,one place for 4 Jonger period than ten,

* This regulation applies'to Ttalians as well as'to natives "of !
#rance and England, o, other. countries. iy <M

P
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days, the purse 'must agiin' be'opéred ‘to. pay’ for
another caita di soggiornd, i Seifietimes, though very
rarely; the expectant: victini' miay~ eScape this exac-
. tioriy- through some "degligénce or- oversight on ‘the
part:of ‘the-policer, 'At the Baths ‘of Monte Tatini,
whete I lstayed for-'severdl weeks, I found. ts iy
satisfaction that my taxipaying ‘liabilities seemed’to
have escaped the iattentionior perception of the local
authorities} but in a succeeding place to whicli I
went 'in Tuscany, I did not éxperience similar'gosd

fortune. ' "
The . custom-house regulations of Tuscany also
sometimes:'prove ah ‘annoyance of a serious Kind.
The examination in' the frontier Dogana of ‘the Stite
being' paséed .the:stranger who fancies that, a$'far
as the-Gmnd Duchy'is céncerned, all luggage tréu-
bles wretat an end, will find, by subsequent expe:
tience, that this idea 1s incorrect, since the entrhiice
intd a4 town. of any hote in Tuscany entails the Ha?
bility of having the interiors of trunks, portninﬁteéhy
and, carpet-bags esplored anew. The walls ‘of” tbe
medizeval 'tepublican *cities of Italy afford & Midst
tempting’ facility. for-levying taxes upon 'their’ fiiihae
bitants—a. facility'iwhich Is taken advantage of': by
the authorities; who, through the medium of officials'
stationed. at edcly gate, exact 'the payment:of & lduty
on every imported article of ‘food. A$ ot b'nly‘
g’l‘:aprénclpalk cities , of , Tuscany, such as ,qurence’
» Slemna, Lucca, &c., are girt with walls:' bat
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towns of meaner note—such as Prata and Pistoia,
containing scarce 12,000 inhabitants—are similarly
enclosed, the infinite examinations to which the
Tuscan tourist’s baggage is liable may be imagined.
Not generally, however, it must be said, is the tra-
veller subjected to annoyance from this source; for
with many officials, the innocence of the baggage, in
regard to offences connected with the revenue laws,
is taken on trust of the proprietor’s word, Still, in
many instances, a different course is pursued; for
though the expectation can never of course exist
that such articles as butter, eggs, milk, or cheese
will be discovered secreted in a lady’s or gentleman’s
box or bag, there are to be found officials who will
insist upon availing themselves of their right of
search, in case the fee that they have demanded as
the price for its non-exercise be refused.

But the culminating point of' vexations of this
description in Tuscany is attained at Leghorn, where
not only articles entering, but articles “i'ssuing from
the town are subject to taxation; the latter additional
affliction arising from the circumstance that Leg-
liorn, as a free port, enjoys the privilege of receiving
all foreign merchandise free of duty within its walls.
The officials at the gates have thus a double duty to
perform, for whilst they have to guard against the
furtive entrance of articles of food within the town,
they have to exert themselves still more sedulously
to prevent the clandestine exit of Manchester prints,
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French gloves, and, in fact, all kinds of merchandise.
No inhabitant of that portion of Leghorn which ex-
tends beyond the walls can buy the most trifling
artiole in the town, without being obliged, in bring-
ing it home, to have recourse to some stratagem to
evade the payment of heavy dues. The lady who
has bought a bonnet from some fashionable milliner,
conveys the new purchase home upon her head ; and
each dress that issues from the workwoman’s hands
is conveyed to its destination on the person of the
proprietor. Gloves, laces, ribands, boots and shoes
are stowed away in secret pockets, and many a crino-
line has been made to lend its aid to hide the smug-
gling transactions of its wéarer. There is no place
in the world, perhaps, where thé contraband trade is
so vigorously prosecuted, so ardently carried on, as at
the gates of Leghorn. Lady and gentleman, artisan
and servant, all smuggle: all alike try to evade the
revenue laws, and to elude the vigilance of custom-
house officials; and I confess that on two or three
occasions during: my residence at Leghorn, I fol-
lowed in this respect the example set me by the
inhabitants of the town. :

The system of espionage which prevails under the
government of the Grand Duke affects most pre-
Jjudicially the domestic happiness of the natives of
Tuscany, for through its influence, mistrust and sus-
picion are infused into the social intercourse of
relatives as well as of friends. Even women are
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soinetimes.haunted.by a, dread ;of treachery. omthe
part of their nearest kindred ;. and a strict injunction
to, secrecy often followed remarks of|; a.,political chas
racterlthat were made,,to me. | On; ong. oceasion:
daughtelﬁ asked me, to-, refram. from., mentioning, her,
observations to her, father, and; w3s still, more urgent:
in her jentreaties ,that.,I, should, pursue sa similax
course, in, reference;,to‘hea;[ sister.; ,alleging in jostisl
fication, .of Jher. request, thatj although she did, not,
believe .the”lattel: was, a IGovernment,.spy, she,yet,
‘could , neyer, divest herself jof a, pertam’fqehpg. off
ingecurity, jon. the subject, -This-was,an extremg,
casq o, doubt, but still. it iaffected, me- painfully; for,
no state, of ,p;ustence“cam be ,more deplorablebthamr
that in which the Scripture,denunciation seems i,
any degree to be fulfilled;,“ A man’s foes. shall, be,
they of his own, household ? b
The ceremony. of ;blessing, the houses|is " to, the.
stranger onelof the mos, peculiax) religious,, obser-
vances of Passan week, in Italy ;. and,. 3s. th;s riter
may -be, novel (to| othelgias it was to me;} I shall,
detail the mode lm which, i} waspeformed, befoze-
my weW.P . ) Tt qooe o Ny
. One_afternoon in ,Easter week, ag J was, reading,
in;my sitting-room;, my" studies were suddenly intor+
rupted by, the entrance, of, the maid-servant, Who;-
calling out.in a loud ‘voice,, il. prete” (the priest),
threw, the, door wide open to- give: admission to the
vigitor, Somewhat startled by this announcement,
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I gldniced - towards the door, Just: a5 & tall! Yoing
piest, eenring - a white' leassock, eiitered “the lroom:]
Keéping mhylceat>-for! Fsaw at-dikeé 'the wisit was
ot to'niié<- I Watched -the priedt:4s, prededed’ by the
serbant] he-advariced! 4t a’'slow! atid nieasured hadd
jiito thie’ ¥oom!s “and wihilét hie fedited in ‘4 low tone'
$OrHié 'sentences froman open”book: he ‘held in his
hand;. thiere followed: ‘iR kiis' train"d boy attired 'in
white, who' sprinkled'tlie ' floor H$"he pri)c"é:‘eded',' by
swinging 9 nd T 4 sinall ressel Gohitdinifig water.)
Progressing! in' this- order, the Etranget procession’
defiled before-sity ~View, wiitil lveactithg!the.'ddot of:
tiay' bed Lirooiny] whichi#vas flung! dpeti" by the 'sivant,
they’ diéabpem*ea within*l Arniintite 6 tord elapsed,-
duirig “which'T cotitinueds'td’ héar 'the priest’s: low,’
munibling tories; und theh the'{prodession redppeared;
to defile again before my view in-the samé ordes’
and with the samib ceFermonial s revivusly; -
“"Amongst the ‘diffetent ways of ‘travelling it Ttaly,
thi byl ‘vetturing (as'it- ig itermied ) ifuplies! & ‘iode
uftérly'different from any practised‘in Eiigland'; for’
whilst- an hotel Bill:ig ever aft'inevitable-accomparii
ment of journeys performed within the precincts
of the British Isles, we thhy travel] if ‘wd’chcbse,
through the wholerextentof «Italy, ‘from thorth ' t&-
souith, with” only- dn - Odcasional glimpsd! of ' ohe! of
thése'unpleasant documents. - Notwithstandifig, how-
evel, this happy exeiption’ from' a“gieat’ grievance
appeitainiig' to an-lerratic life; the - traveller by vet-
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turino’ cannot make his way, save through the
medium of a well-filled purse; for his immunity
from the sight of hotel bills is only secured by the
payment of the cost of board and lodging on the
road to the proprietor of the carriage in which he
travels. The essential difference, therefore, between
this mode of travelling and any adopted in England,
consists in the payment of the whole expenses of the
route to one person, who undertakes for a certain
stipulated sum to convey the traveller free of all
extra cost to his destination. No wetturino carriage
will, however, go beyond a certain distance from its
starting-point : at least, as a general rule, there are
two stations between which it plies exclusively. For
instance, ‘the Neapolitan vetturino carriage goes no
further than Rome ; the Roman conveyance stops at
Florence; and from thence Genoa or Venice is only
attainable under this system by a Florentine vehicle,
or by one performing its return journgy to either of
those towns.

Vetturini carriages vary much in size and charac~
ter; some are small and thoroughly uncomfortable,
whilst others afford ample and even luxurious accom-
modation, to.the party of four inside and two outside
they are in general constructed to carry; and when
every one of these six seats are occupied, this mode
of travelling is the cheapest that can be adopted in
Italy. Though a vetturino carriage is usually hired
for the journey by a family or a party of friends,
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